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INTRODUCTION 


ON consulting the most remote history, not only of European nations 
but those of the wildest regions, under the frigid and the torrid zones, we 
shall uniformly find, that the vocal chant has at all periods and every 
where predominated. Meligious ceremonies have been accompanied by 
solemn strains of melody,—the songs of war and of victory are proverbial,— 
and the funereal dirge is sung as the final tribute of devotional love and 
respect for the manes of a departed spirit. Such we conceive to have been 
the origin of all Song, which, in remote ages, does not appear to have 
extended beyond the celebration of such solemn rites. In process of time 
the epithalamium was performed at nuptial ceremonies, from whence, in all 
probability, originated the sprightlier amatory and Bacchanalian strains. 

As early as the reign of the heroic Alfred, history affords incontestible 
proof that the harp was the favoured instrument among the Britons, and in 
various manuscript Saxon records, still preserved, the rude illuminations 
introduced as embellishments, represent persons performing on that and 
other minor instruments. With respect to the stile of composition 
used during those dark ages, nothing for a certainty has been handed 
down; and itis only from the period of the Norman conquest that we are 
enabled to trace any thing of that nature that can be relied upon. William 
the Conqueror was certainly accompanied in his expedition by many 
Trouverres, Chanterres, Jongleurs, Troubadours, or Minstrels, originally of 
Provence, who played a species of wild music, accompanied by extempore 
verse, in the stile of the Italian Jmprovvisatori. In Percy’s Relics of 
Ancient English Poetry is a specimen of the versification of Richard Caw 


de Lion; and Blondiaux, or Blondel, the Provencal bard, who was the 
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intimate and associate of that belligerent monarch, composed a legendary 
air still preserved, and introduced in the interesting theatrical after-piece 
on the subject of that prince, which is no mediocre proof of the feeling and: 
pathos that characterized the productions of the period in question. The 
national ballad of Chevy Chase is well known to every lover of harmony, 
and a more beautiful strain, accompanied by many touches of pure pathetic 
versification, is not to be found in the vocal annals of any country. 

We have deemed it requisite to offer the foregoing cursory remarks on 
the origin of English Song, in order to prove that all the subsequent efforts 
at composition are indebted for their existence to vocal harmony. 

In regard to the present publication, which is intended to chronicle songs 
from the earliest period to the present day, if we may be permitted to judge 
from the pulse of public approbation, the UNiveRsAL SoncsTER has 
incontestibly established its reputation; which derives no small portion of 
popularity from the combined humourous illustrations of Messrs. George 
and Robert Cruikshank, displayed in the pictorial embellishments that 
accompany our numbers, which sketches are faithfully and exquisitely 
engraved by Mr. J. R. Marshall. 

In the progress of this periodical work the same indefatigable industry 
will uniformly be exemplified, which we feel no small degree of pride in. 
stating has insured us, independent of the labours of those now no aches 
the assistance of the best composers of songs at present living. To those 
we beg to offer our sincere acknowledgements, without particularizing 
names, which we should be happy to insert, were it not from a fear of giving 
offence to many poetical geniuses less known, who might conceive them- 


selves entitled to similar notice. 


With every sentiment of respect, 
We beg to subscribe ourselves, 
The devoted servants of the Public, 
THE EDITORS. 
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To a village that skirted the sea......... Ona sisneaense : 
The'spruce Mr. Clark ........scseseesersesceeeres =. 800500 
They call me smirking Bobby 
Then hey fora lass and a bottle to cheer ...........4.. 
Though late and early I do pad ......... bialaiiste eeietefoe's oe 
The pleasures of bathing and taking the air.......... 
“iis a folly to talk of life’s troubles ¢.2...00.2..0.N0.2.6 
There was a gay man-milliner, his name was 

Timmy Twist .......... nc Hde OB RSG HARD ISS tab aaeC sous 
The subject which I sing is a very tasty thing,....... 
The dog had ceased to bark......... ROC BAS CO CBe BOMEAN : 
*Twas barber Tom one day ........ nf Gp hoanon tabecuaieos 
There was a maid in Bermondsey, or else the peo- 

DICE Less Rnaehases Dalspaiicln’a Sela Pasteijaelt wekisine daeictene 
There was a very nice young Woman .... seeceseeeees 
Throughout-my life the girls I’ve pleased ............ 
Time was, if poets tell us true ....... AP ndpcudean reeds Pe 
This is the time, the season for a mill or fight ...... 
Tom Tacktight was a tailorO!}...... Rosesocnaascbcnrodte 
The maid to the magpie said, pretty mag, mag 
The tide it will serve and the weather is fine ....... E 
Tom Gobble was a grocer’s son ....... Modientnircrais fe 
They may talk of their Margates and Ramsgates so 


Pence meee rene eeseesesene 


Two giants live in Britain’s land................. mfeniel er 
That life is a picture of strange things and ways..,. 
The newspaper, while with attention I view ........ 
The world’s seven wonders every child doth know.. 
MOT AN GIW ELLY, SISPECCSH sees Seaceeeeaelseee le mente Snot 3hb 
Two gentlemen shoemakers, my shopmate, Jack, 
SINGING 2 sacra sense veils nhaybsndone 5onaqo0 Paslestienatetnt 40 
There was a merry widow, and she was very fat .. 
Though gents not a few. : 
They tell us that woman was made ofa rib .......... 
The lass that I loved was 80 formal and shy.......... 
To pleasure’s gay shore, where the sea breeze invites 
Von Mr. Vill Vilkins vone werry fine summer’s day 
When first a lively boy ..........006+ Mantes eae eee atomic 
When avery little boy........ Shnodbanrnaogee alse e oie « 
When I was a lad I had cause to be sad ........... ee 
When for breath you siiall calm recline ......5..0.... 
Why, good people, are you gazing..... 1... seeeeees 4 
William and Jonathan came to town together 
When first in town they set me down . 
When first I entered life’s gay path...............0000s 
With spirits gay I mount the box, with tits up to 
WMCP COS Meum se cnet acai telce nalieaice sce tics soe tang mcd coos 
With cash taper grown, and credit all gone......... . 
Who’s for Calais, the packet is sailing now...... odin 
Wedlock is a ticklish thing 
While your opera squallers fine verses are singing.. 
While some roar out the dog’s-meat man .........006 
Well, here aim tortell essed eh ae Mable 
While pensive I thought on the bench................ 
Who I sing a song? bless my soul! how absurd.... 
When I to London first came in.............0s00006 Pole 
When to my pretty Poll I went ................. 
What a plague’s a summer breakfast........... pasa Ns 
pees: ith health on one hand and content on the 
COMES) acecraars 
While philosophic mania rage .....scecseeusserseeeeeoes 
What is it? tippling Jenny cries ....... Saokontoeecss 36 
Whena lad with my dad, fertile genius I had 
When old uncle died, then he left me his cash 
Whene’er with haggard eyes I view.........c.eseeeneee 
When first I took Teresa ............ Hpac BAShoadop 
‘When time first began........0.s20e00e palate vasa eldeae é 
When I was a boy I was wild as could be .......... ie 
Young Ben he was a nice young man............ saints 
You may talk of sweet passion, and wishing and 
WOOL E four ccastedednasi as snessesscsmaceenar Risepe ds ee 33 
You’ve heard of a frog in an opera hat........0e.0008 : 
Your laughter Pll try to provoke ..... Ape ace hseatslecle 
You odd-fellows all, now I’1l sing an odd song ...... 
Your mirth to inerease l’ve a wish ..........6008- Boks 
Ye lovers, behold a poor maiden forlorn .............- 
Young Guillot, a poor simple swain,............esee0s 
Young Lobski said to his ugly ITO tb ists oes pepe A 
Young Dick he was as nice a blade...............0seees 3 
Young Bodkin was a tailor bold 
You all have heard of crook-backed Dick, who once 
was England’s King, S1l........cecesseeees sties 
Youw’ve heard of one General Macbeth ....... 


eecves 


Coker et eerecsoees Ce ere eres eee rt voces eeecsces 
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DIBDIN’S SONGS. 


Ankernalfrom an appleicones . Wesce. tess te seeetentb cee ce 
Avisailon slates aMlIClol WOE ceccevssesets qesudeneeseeen 
Alsatlonsloveris-vord OLAantierk aatec'tassaccewer see ob 
Amphion’s lute and Orpheus? lyre ......... sees eee eee 
And did you ne’er hear of a jolly young waterman.. 
As wit and beauty for an hour ......... Seen oe seonieniees 
Adieu, adieu, tyiOmMly: liteaa sa. eee a etesa se sone ye 
Arrah! if ’tis no lie, in this world we are living 
Abergav’ny is fine, Aberysthwith also 
Ah, men! what silly things you are ..............08. 
At Wapping I landed, and called to hail Mog........ 
As Dermot toiled one summer’s day ........ Wade antdase 
As pensive one night in my garret I sate.............. 
Be it known to all those whomsoe’er it regards...... 
Blow high, blow low, let tempests tear ........... Khe 
Come, painter, with thy happiest slight .............. 
Come, all hands a-hoy to theanchor.............. a8 
Cume here, ye rich, come here, ye great .............. 
Come, let the bottle go round .............seeeeeeeee wee 
@otchelin'satallialonepe wsccnes-ccte see's Late tents cee 
Did you ever hear of Captain Wattle.................. 
Don’t you see that as how I’m a sportsman in style 
Dick Dock, a tar, at Greenwich moored 
Bseapedswatts Mic im tatters... occ scssee sone ts scccees 
Go patter to lubbers and swabs, d’ye see .............. 
Gustavus Frederick Richard’s young Newcome’s 
RIA ITN Cre aes wecainn nce cca natcatabiaes decsetce ee eralee core 
He ran to the farm-yard and there bit a hog 
Hark, with what glee yon sturdy clown................ 
Here, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling 
Hark! hark! ’tis goodman Hearty’s knell ...... ... 
How kind and how good of his dear Majesty ........ 
It blew great guns when gallant Tom .................. 
1 forget what Sterne says in his chapter of noses.... 
If lubberly landsmen to gratitude strangers...,.... 43 
Miwas; dye seey-a) Water mall cnt nctiaiaras «besa eee tas 
Is’t my country you’d know? I’m an Irishman born 
Llost my-poormother 7.0.00... Talcentdcee: eeeciantate 
In vain, dear friends, each art you tr 
I saw what seemed a harmless child.................006 
Bama Jolly nisherina muy, ur denatesacedss er elccercte ste othe 
Iidocked ap alllmy treasure ater aces cise cecwek antlers «2 
Vm} for, Tom Tiller’s: golden miaxim:..cji0cscsc.saesese 
Invone thou; wouldstivariety = We. sescuswncectchicctes dee vte Fe 
I was saying to Jack, as we talked t’other day 
Tf, boid and brave, thou can’st not bear 
In allyour dealings take go0d Care...........eeceeeeeeee 
Jack Binnacle met with an old ship-mate ............ 
Jack Jigger, a curious and whimsical tar ......... sige 
Like Etna’s dread volcano see the ample forge ...... 
Like other lubbers struck with dread .. ............. 
Man, poor forked animal, why art thou vain 


re as 


Ce i iy 


eee eteeene 


ete eee 


ee ay 


Miss Wigley, her lovers called first of the fair....., 
My lyre, once again the sad note.......secceesseeeenees 
Madam, you know my trade is War .......ees.eseeee eee 
Now we’re all met here together ............006. UAPEEEne 
Neat Nelly, the milk-maid, in short-waisted gown, 
Now you shall see vat youshall see .............0.00085 
One negro say one ting, you no take offence.......... 
Of the ancients its speaking, my soul, you’d be after 
One, swoon three, aticatine corsets ts sane ne Seater es : 
Of all heaven gave to comfort Man ........scessceeeeeee 
Oh, money, thou master of all things below.......... 
Ojyes |: Ovyes'! O.yes ly ea cete se. aro Seca As A 
One negro wi my banger ........cceececcecsceeses pets 
Others with splendonr and parade........cececeeeeee rs 
One negro come from Jenny land ...............6fe00.. 
Resplendent gleamed the ample moon ................ 
Standing one summer’s day on the tower slip....,.. 4 
Some say topers should never get mellow ............ 
See the course thronged with gazers, thesports have 

DEGUN .esesesreercseceneosees Gislateelavatelelainihalaisiieinaiens dateicelgs 
Sweet is the ship that under sail......... Renal aaa keds 
Smiling grog is the sailor’s best hope, his sheet-an- 


CHOY cewonssnee aitaicles ele sieewa samt nice sis ria cheneis ite slawrnte  dei< 
Sam Splice’em, dy’e mind me, is oneof those boys . 


Spanking Jack was so comely, so pleasant, so jolly 
Sweet ditties would my Patty sing...... e eeatraatel se 3% 
Shenkin was born in Glamorganshire......s..ssssecees 
Sure won’t you hear what roaring cheer . ............ 
She who linked by her fate .........sseseveseees er eer 
Sing the loves of John and Jean ............s000ee pistols 
The moment Aurora peeped into the room............ 


There wasa lady, a pretty lady, the pride of Aurora 
The moon on the ocean was dimmed by a ripple.... 


The gray-eyed Aurora in saffron array......... Roe oor 
Thou man of firmness, turn this way........... epudtiek 
The board is drest, come, deal away ............66 ey 
This, this, my lad’sa soldier’s life ........+.0s..ec00 ae 
That girl who fain would choose a mate...,. ....... 


This life’s a day’s journey, we rise in the morn...... 
’Twas one morning in May, the weather but queer. 


KI 


xi 


Page | 


Io be mad for a husband is not a new thing.......... 
’Twas in a village near Castlebury.,....... 


woereeceevoce 





There was a jolly shepherd lad ..........+0.000+ ddnlcneded 
To prove pleasure but pain some have hit ona project 
The polughman whistles o’er the furrow..,........ as 
?Twas post meridian half-past four........ slaealse deere 
The morning breaks those ruddy streaks............6- 
Thou knowest, my dear Lumpkin, my own darling 

SOMGapaseat vere eseaerser. poloucsaue Bocreununoogduccdns 
Tom Truelove wooed the sweetest fair ..........06 oft 
The shepherd whistles on his way......s.ssesescoseeeers 
Two real lovers with one heart ..... alictalelsretsratbee acta siete Ac 
The martial pomp, the mournful train...... ate le astnre 


soe cee eseeceroseee 


The boatswain calls, the wind is fair 
The wind was hushed, the storm was over.... 
?Twas in the good ship Rover ..........cseceeees Suna 
This life is like a troubled sea..... REE SL Eee eSRA 
When the tendrils of love once strike root in the heart 
When Vulcan forged the bolts of Jove....... fibcunouelG 
While our minds are expanded.....s.scsccccceecese £38 


eeeesen 


eececces 


You all knew ‘Tom Moody, the whipper-in, well.... 
Yet, though I’ve no fortune to offer.... 
Your finikin sirs may in finery appear .... 


86 
119 
132 
148 
149 
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156 


DUETS, TRIOS, CATCHES, GLEES, 


AND CHORUSES. 


Arrah, Jessie, dear, now hear my plan ...........+ 45% 
Anxious by the gliding stream ............5. Sade dene das 
Allmy strength, alas! is gone ....... EACH SCRE NCES one 
A tailor he lived in Leicester tOWN..........sece.sercove 
A round, around, a merry laughing round ...... aN 

Blow, warder, blow thy sounding horn ..........000. 
Bacchus and Venus once in heaven ..... Sex HOS ules 
Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue ...ccecseerseesseseceesees Behe 
Come, push about the grog, and drink, boys, drink 
Deserted by declining day (a parody) ........ Spadteus 
Drink, and drain the flowing bowl .........ss660 « ae 
Ding dong, the merry, merry Bow-church bells .... 
Dear maid, by every hope of bliss..:... sheabMeeva bes iens 
Faintly as tolls the evening Chime.........6, sielewetidedea 
For whom do you Sigh? ......cccesssceeeeeseiavecens Sed 
From Oberon, in fairy land J.2..0..c60..seece0ee ay eee 
Bly) nei ch bors, fly tides ves cccids eee betaine siole cise tess bolas 
From night till morn] take my glass..... aeaicant sue6 
Glorious Apollo from on hich beheld us .............. 
How wretched those who t. steless live ........ Rees ve 
Hark, the bonny Christchurch bells .......... Cotcicoe 
Here, in cool grot and mossy Cell .........cceccseevebos 


Hail, source of joy! thy magic touch hath given .. 
Hark, the hollow woods resounding ...... .sscseseeee 


Hark, the curfew’s solemn SOUNG ....6.:.cccececsccvess ‘ 
Pye been:to Paris; Polly Hopkins. 30.25.5042. 28 css 
I’ve got a pretty cottage, with garden by the side.... 
Love one day essayed to gain .......... ; 
Lo, when the showers descending..... 





Lightly tread, ’tis hallowed ground 
Music’s the language of the blest above .......sseeseee 
Myra sought the silent shade 
Merrily, merrily, push round the glass ......... eanae 
Mirth, be thy mingled pleasures mine ........... sae) 
Mist hath fallen from the moon. E. 
One day, while working at my plough...,....... ; 
Of all the birds on bush or tree 
O, lady fair, where art thou roaming ?............066. 
O, who has seen the miller’s wife ?..... SUE RANTS ts ’ 
Of all the brave birds that e’er I did see 
Of plighted faith so truly kept ........... Me says-aie marsiaa Rees 
Of late so brightly glowing ..,...... Bac encn de onunoe ns 
Och, the top of the morning to Katty, my jewel... 
Pretty, pretty Polly Hopkins, how do youdo?...... 
Quoth Jack, ona time, to Tom, I’ll declare it 
Sweetly, sweetly the birds are all singing.............. 
Search the huge world around!) 03.6506 feist ode adelss i 
So soon is morning onus breaking...... pad ntaltobonee fa 
Sure such a day, so renowned, so victorious 
The winds whistle cold 
This bottle’s the sun of our table .... 
*Twas you, Sil, ’tWaS YOU, SiT...... ssseeseee 
There were three cooks in Colnbrook 
To-morrow I your sport will spoil ..... Ruchiaee sieueiees 
Together let us range the fields,........ odcdasttel scents 
Take, Poll, this blue ribbon, the gift of a tar 
To butt-bellied Bacchus we bow 
Tell, pretty cousin, tell me true....... ost 
Valiant knight, all knights exceeding ........ ..... 
We who the wide world make our home.......... 
When Arthur first at court began .. .....,. 


Pee ererovereseccses 





COP O reer cesocesosresesee 


woe eee acer ere 


eoeeee 


er eteeee 
seeee POPC eH E eo eeu coreeEsOOesseeenio® 
PO SCo eee ere servers 


teeeroes 








BS ae a ee ee 


INDEX TO VOL. I, 





The full new moon is old, my love (a parody) ...... 


Page 
What equals on earth the delights of the huntsman 101 
What joys are the life of a hunter surrounding .... 11€ 
Who are you, the ghost of Grim . . . ...s.06 ceseeee «120 
What shall he have that killed the deer?.., ......... 134 
We be three poor fishermen. ....... Sebsteee ipecnecetat “203 
Where, where shall we hunt the roebuck to-day ?.. 358 
Wine does wonders every day .....sssscscncsevecscecess 443 
When Pheebus’ rays no more appear... 446 
You hurry Me, You: WorryyMe? «asks isaccse face daresay e 
Your love she lives in yon humble shed.........c00000. 441 
IRISH. 
As a cook, a few dainties I’ll here be explaining ..... 97 
As gray as a badger, as bald asa Turk...... s...0-s.555 38 
At sixteen years old you could get little good of me. 1098 
Adown a dark alley I courted a maid ........ Sec aksinee ClO 
As beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping ........ 248 
At Cork lived Miss Molly O’Rigge...eccsssecccssesevees 262 
An Irish lad is always Mad .......sssccesessesscessereesee 274 
An Irish lad’s a jolly boy.......scsssceeeetecsseesssoreese 292 
An Irishman?s all over .c.....ccccsecssetevecsdsecdoterenees 3C9 
At eighteen years old I fell ill........... Tcgestingaactteem 22370 
And did you ne’er hear of an Irish haymaker........ 384 
Arrah, Paddy’s my name, and acomelier lad....... 404 
A wedding’s a wedding the universe over.. ...... seoes 445 
Arrah, come, sons of Erin, I'll give youasong...... 446 
Come, lend your attention, and listen awhile....... 388 
Can an Irishman practise such guile .......... cesses 419 
Dear Erin, how sweetly ihy green bosom rises ...... 136 
Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt ........s.cedessedeveseree 373 
Don’t now be after being Coy.........6...4. Sues. oe east 429 
From Brighton, two Paddies walked under the Cliff 305 
From Connaught I travelled, o’er- roads paved and 
pravelled’.-c.cc<. sees AZive bobeese Meee cide Oded NASR. 330 
Green were the fields where my forefathers dwelt,O 13% 
Hail to our chiefnow he’s wet through with whiskey 288 
It’s the drop of good whiskey 2. .i.cccc.ibececeeeseeses 102 
I was the boy for bewitching ’em ...... siks¥waeeevveds! 180 
In summer when the leaves were ZTeeN .....6s... cece ee 233 
In Ireland so frisky, with sweet girlsand'whiskey.. 243 
I was born one day in the midst of the night........ 272 
In business having failed.............. Soe odontede! oo ssecee (289 
I danced on the green whenscarcely fifteen .......... 300 
In Ireland, the dear land, when I was a boy ........ 306 
I’m an Irishman born, and as pretty ayouth..... ee. 348 
I’m a joiner by trade, and O’Chisel’s my name .... 355 
In Ireland, that pretty place ........ FRB ber Sub eR OCA ab xe) 364 
Love and whiskey both........... saigcee Wa caece satrccsecse Aine 
Love’s a plague by night and by day........ ya Bote S635 80 
Let other men sing of their nonsense and blarney.. 327 
My father he lived in Limerick town ..... bebop ose. 164 
Mr. Phelim O’Graffe was a bit of a Taafe........ Sec 187 
Myself, Pat Tullomagh, came from Kildare .......... 201 
My darling, says Pat, to his spouse on his lap ..... « 209 
My grandsire beat a drum soneat ...... OE trea.) 240 
My father he left mea snug little cot........ elcideste aa 266 
Ned Grogan, dear joy, was the son of his mother., 290 
Of -all:nations underthe'sum 22:2. .7ce22n.2. oseeredeties 31 
Och, I sing of aroutat Killarney ........cc..seeseeeees 77 
| O, the hours I have passed inthe arms ofmy dear. 91 
On the green banks of Shannon when Shelah was nigh 93 
O, the moments were sad when my loveandI parted 110 
O, the moment was sad when my loveand I parted 
(atmedley;) scarce cnersincttlsientce Rilod Sti csielde te tuicteee reat 137 
O, Darby loved Katty O’Whack.......... Jeldee sedeeelees 140 
O, an [rishmaun’s heart, to give it its due ............ 159 
Och, love is the soul of a nate Irishman (amedlev) 166 
O, ?twas Dermot O’Rowland M ‘Figg ........0.......5. 195 
O, when I was christened ’twas on a fair day ........ 206 
Och, a petticoat, honey’s, an Irishman’s joy........ 208 
O, when I was a gossoon, so merry and frisky ...... 213 
On Ireland’s ground, seat of true hospitality ........ 229 
Old Teddy O’Rourke kept a bit of a'school .......... 267 
One day Madam Nature was busy ...........00000 cocee 270 
O, I’m called the Janus, the pride of gentility....... 298 
O, long life to the girls who revive without pother.. 3924 
Och, Dennis: M&SKirtiers. secs. stacsavepeneene Reade tite aiddeds 343 
O, did you not hear of Kate Kearney ?................ 351 
Orit was.at. Clonmellaini.cs. cites EB SUK Se lel Mie cavities 365 
Of the tinderest of flesh I received my formation .. 3890 
O Paddy, Paddy whack ! ...........000 + saweves\aveue ee 8 i 
One morning I from bed did pop ............. ciakNehioa oe al 
Och! Ima jolly gay pedlar .............6800. seescosees A492 
Och! love is the soul of a nate Irishman ......... eee 497 
Potatoes grow in Limerick and beef at Ballymore . 53 
Poor William was landed at bonny Dumbarton ..., 281 
Saint Patrick was a gentleman, and came o’ dacent 
VENPIG answers aeenede abe dolta thy cons Seveeeite SHR SOCCE: 10 
Search Erin all over, you cannot discover... ........ QI 
She sang of past joys, did the maiden of Erin ...... 74 
Since Kathleen has proved so untrue ............ Bs 85 
Sweet Kilruddery, where I was born ...........cseeeee 138 
kU 


INDEX ‘TO VOL, 1. 


The field of battle is so alarming (a medley) 
jhe turbaned Turk, who scorns the world 
Though Lexlip is proud of its close shady bowers ... 
There lived a man in Ballinacasey v.cscceseessrsceesees 
*Twas at the town of nate Clogheen........eeseeeee eens 
To be sure I can’t sing AN OTATION .e.eee ee eeeeeeeeeeees 
Trip over the bogs and be frisky 
T’other night, faith! I went to the wake of a friend 
The plant that hlooms for ever .........0.00e Podeaeoste stds 
Twas Pat of Londonderry: ........0seree0e sees cee Jane 
The morning was fine, and the month was July 
The priest of the parish must lead a rare happy life. 
?Twas on the banks of Liffey’s water......... esata 
’Twas in the sweet month of May, I walked out to 

take the airs. .v0eerercwere 
There was an-Irish lad wwavevesccsesesccdecbeedeceesees eelte 
’Twas Paddy O’Flannighan set out one morning.... 
There with fun we the stocking throw 
When 1 from dear Ireland first took my leave ...... 
When I was a boy in my father’s mud edifice....... : 
When first I began for to sigh and tu wou her ...... 
When I was at home with my father and mother ., 
When a man that’s in sarvice is out of employ..... . 
When first I was married to Katty O’Connor........ 
Was not Patrick O’Lilt sure a broth ofa lad ........ 
When laughing young Erin, great Neptune’s fair 


i 


eee eee 


earns 


ee doce oereone oeteeceeseos . 


Soe eeeeesene eoce 


=< CAUGHT ..0.ssececerereresesvuedsveevtes Mectnes AL Accuc 
With a dozen thirteens il a nice paper bag .......... 
When I was at home I was merry and frisky ..... 360 


When I was achicken as high as.a hen.......esesseeee 
Ye lasses and bucks, come leave off your sly looks.. 
You may talk of a brogue and Ireland, sweet nation 


JEWS’ SONGS. 


A Jew, they called him Isaaz Mo .......... SAECO TS 
A pedling Jew gets often jecred......céscceseccceeeseeees 
Come listen awhile to-a-joke that is new ............. 
Friends, I?ll tell you what is true ..... Lanieaie sce siet eens 
Folks tell youa Jewis a rogue’ .:... Meeeterdaeiste setae cists 
T once was but a pedler, and my shop was in my box 
Pm the Jew: Zedekiah: ..isc.ccs.cc.ececanecceses atetb otter 
I am a Jew singer, and Dovid’s my name »........... 
I?m a broker by trade.......0.0.+.s0.0.. Meese sd stethasee cs ; 
My name is Mo Samuel, a poor ttle Jew ............ 
My name is Nathan Solomons....... posandewat son a 50a 
My name’s Levy Lion, a good-natured Jew ......... c 


My father he kept a clothes-shop and a stand ...... 
My name is Lipey Benjamin.......... 


eee eeeereeerecteae 


My name it is Mo, and I lives in Rag-fair............ 
Oh, dear! I am-a Jew. wiviscsesecoess Has adsaneepinsere sre 
Pargains to puy I makes my Care ......ccesee eens Danese 
Sure Iam a Hebrew man .........+... nubondauaeeones Teme 
Vatsh.te matter ?-goot folks. sisissccsccewcccecpsoseceses 
When a pretty little boy. .......... SOACOGARLC AnD ace 
When I was a little boy, I often was well banged .. 


. When I was a poy, and I did go to school ............ 
When first a little smouchy, no higher than as that 
Ye jobbers, underwriters, ye tribe of pen and ink .. 


MASONIC SONGS. 


A mason’s daughter, fair and young..........sses00e 
Attend, attend the strains.icsi.cscc..cssecessaeeee 
Arise, and blow the trumpet, Fame..... tere eeseenae 
Assist uve, “ye fair tumefal Nine 5... 0. .ccesecscovsesccees 
A mason’s life’s the life forme. ...... npielae sisie= Ob RERPAC 
By mason’s art-the aspiring domes ............ sasechos 
Come, let us prepare Sood ssc spasonn 
Come, boys, let us more liquor get ........... eaten s ais 
Come, come, brother masons, assemble with joy.... 
Divine Urania, Virgin Pure sce cdescscsececssvcccsesens ss 
Hail! masonry divine.......... poe? Inaba 
Hail, masonry! thou sacred art ............ sislewiestse ste 
How happy the mason, whose bosom still flows...,.. 
Hail, masonry ! thou craft divine ... ......... sesoansles 
King Solomon, that wise projector ....,. csscseeeseees 
Let masonry from poleto pole ......... csnon“pacend BSc 
Let drunkards boast the power of wine...... 
Let us sing to the honour Of those......ses.seeeeeees 
Let malicious peuple Censure ..........5 sso ssceeeee ete 
Not the fictions of Greece northe dreams of old Rom 
Pray don’t sleep or think .....c......c0s000 
To the science that virtue and art do maintain ..... 
Vovall:who masonry despise | 255.5 c..s¢sececcasedssecsoes 
?Tis masonry unites MANKIN ........seceeereeeeeeseoes 
The trade of a mason’s a good moral school.......... 
The loud trump of Fame willing ushers the day...... 
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Unite, unite, your voices raise ..........+- bets specs 
We brethren Free Masons let’s mark the great name 
Wake the lute and quivering strings ......... apuOp sa 


When earth’s foundations first were laid.........,..4. 
While science yields a thousand lights........-.ss0005 


MILITARY SONGS. 


At sight of each terrific form ...... ete ae wens: 
Adieu, sweet maid, this trembling heart ......... ee 
Cease, cease, those sighs I cannot bear 
Come, hear an old campaigner’s song 
Fair Sally, once the village pride ....... Nps Ree atentae 
Farewell, my dear Rosa, [7m summoned afar ...... 
Fair Caroline was once iny love ......0666. paisteten) ielclolanle 
Glowing with love on fire for fame .........eeeees- ae 
How happy’s the soldier that lives on his pay 
Howl not, ye winds, o’er the tomb of the brave.,.. 
Hail to the brave and hail the land 
How stands the glass around..... Siatejeeier tate sia x 
It was Dunois the young and brave, was bound for 

Palestinesi::. Boddieds RSE OOM cis elefovcit esinisielefefeirie Malelainle Ciabiers 
In danger’s hour, when our haughty foes 
Dinvarmerny HettresOldien cs scwoe cami osellenecclel- inns. 
If { had a beau for a soldier who'd go 
Ina mouldering cave where the wretched retreat .. 
I’ve carried arms through lands afar 
Little thinks the townsmaui’s wife 
Loud the trump of war was blowing......... am duew asses 
My arm is my country’s right 
Merrily every bosom boundeth ....... rer fnisers AcSbaac rs 
My father’s flocks adorned the plain 
Merry sounds the drum and merry sounds the fife 
March-torthe battle tele. ccc. cece caessesvessserlcsies sce 
No more the trumpet’s martial sound...... RG Ssnde. wee 
On by the spur of valour goaded....... Sab snABeEGBABASA 
Our bugles sang truce for the night cloud had lower’d 
On Linden when the sun was low .........0.+6. ARBAB HE 
Oh brave rub a dub, tweet a tweet, tantarara........ 
Oh come away, my soldier boy ..... eis eaibeasp lence iinas 
Sons of Greeks, aPise....ceccccccessceees 38 
Some pity afford to a poor soldier’s daughter 
Spaniards of a worthier race .........+. BA saials eat 
The soldier tired of war’s alarms..... BS ADIOS SAG sac 
The sun’s radiant beams scarce illamine the day .. 
The war that for a space did fail ............065 Nisieiseaieiers 
The moon was beaming silver bright 
The night before the battle’s rage 
*Twas on the spot, in ancient lore oft named ....... 8 
The bolt has burst the cloud that hung....... tie 
Though I am now a very little lad...........ssseseeenee 
The fife and drum sound merrily ........ 
The soldier knows that every ball..... aseheese Fas Fee 
While dceds of hell deface the world ..............000 
While the dawn on the mountain was misty & grey 
When war o’erwhelmed the nations round .......... 
When William Tel! was doomed to die 
When I went for a soldier by love I were twisted .. 
When the darkened midnight sky ........csses0e name 
Young Henry was as brave A YOUN ....seeeeeseeeeee ces 
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All in the Downs the fleet was moored ...........55 Set 
Ah, sad the hour when I was torn........:.. select asians 
Bound’ prentice toa waterman IJ Icarned a bit to row 
Behold the Britannia, how stately and brave.. .... 

Brave Oakum Mainbrace, honest Jack............ aces 
Ben Block was a veteran of naval renown............ 
Bound ’prentice to a coasting SHIP .......sseeesesseees 
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British sailors havea knack...........000+ epee aa Se sisted 
Ben Block was a sailor as brave as could be .......... 
Cease, rude Boreas, blustering railer...........0.0.00. 


Daddy Neptune, one day, to Freedom did say ...... 
Dear Nancy, I’ve sailed the wide world all around 
Distracted with anguish and grief ........e-ceeseeesenes 
Dangers past, joys im -view........ ah SARE Epos & 
D’ye mind me, I once was a sailor .. 

For England when with favouring gale..... 
From Plymouth in the Vulcan we set sail ............ 
Farewell to England, thy white cliffs adieu .......... 
I’m a tough true-hearted sailor ......... aaistese spiaieMinie gies 
In storms when clouds obscure the sky ......... 
T’velived a life of some few years ........... FERS MALT EAN 
I’ll tell you, my hearties, asailor’s plain creed ,.. 
In slumbers of midnight the sailor boy lay .......... 
I saw a poor seaman his garments all tattered ...... 
Jack Steadfast and I were both messmates at sea .. 
Jack and I were both messmates a long time at sea 
Loud roared the dreadful thunder......... nas yeas 
Loose every sail to the breeze.,........... ne ereancrees = 
Mayhap you may think I’m in joke ...... 
Many years have I been at sea.......... s+... ce saesine 
Now I?ll chant you astrain of the lads of the main.. 
Now we’re launched on the world ....,......2sseeseeeee 
Ods blood what a time for a seaman tosculk........ 
O’er Nelson’s tomb with silent grief opprest.......... 
Our ship’s a-port, so here I be......... rea espaany-cerase 
Our country is our ship, d’ye see ..... Petites Benne se 
On Baltic billows rode my ship .. 


Cerro eereseres 





Pere enseiae 


Fee were nererereres 





R1V 
; Page 

Old Cunwell, the pilot, formany a year......ce..esesee 328 
One night ’iwas atsea, in the midst of a storm. .... 347 
Otf Cape Finisterre by the king’s ship La Loire ..,, 408 
Poor Joe, the marine, was at Portsmouth well 

KNO Wad oo eae comes peateevacce rotnsl gaia resem 199 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear ............, ane 73 
Says Ella to her love, remember...............0.. sooves 197 
Should e’er I brave the foaming seas 294 
Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak 318 
Sadly Jane sat weaving willow .............0. 358 
Tom Steady owned each bland sensation 98 
The sparkling liquor fills the glass........-c.scs.es0cec, 30 
*Twas one morn when the wind from the northward 

blew keenly ....... sevoiplesleiar soecsias riaisleie sislcleasia es Aetoats 50 
There’s nothing goes wrong when the grog’s mixed 

MIS WG sees Weig vinaisieine cisupictelsiainisie sie ee wiafn selceeaine lente aaa tee 67 
To Davy Jones old Dad was gone ............0..... ae 122 
The sailor sighs as sinks his native shore ............ 193 
zlwas:on\ the beach,’ as sailors tell/iccs. aye eesuee,. 263 
The waves were hushed, the sky serene ............,. 242 
Winecourageror true Dricish) tansinsenaci eaeee tte, 268 
Tom Starboard was a lover true......... o alenteieraichs ata stafehe Bop ede) 
ate British Tarno perisknowsy. vac cccen aca a 308 
*Twas night when the bell had tolled twelve ........ 310 
The gallant ship was under weigh .............ecesseees 310 
*Twas at Greenwich fair, I shall never forget........ Sus 
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William and Anne were lovers true ............ esse, Qn 
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When clouds on high are riding............ walsicfaitepens 438 
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Awake, my love, ere morning?s ray .....sceceeeeecvees 144 
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A Highland laddie heard of war.... .........006 saivienjee 285 
A sweeter lassie ne’er was born...........eseeeeseeees soe 2001 
Awake, on your hills, on your islands awake ........ 321 
By Logan streams, that rin sae deep ..........0cseeeee 285 
Brave sons of the mountain, to battle away.......... 355 
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Farewell, thou fairday! thou green earth! andy 
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Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean........ 258 
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Gloomy winter’s NOW aWa...........ceececenees dinQalaislfcisie 169 
Greem prow Me TASES O... soveoses dew sntiie Meleteeiesies nie 200 
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Hey for the Heilan hills..... caste ebslans glaltininidatsinigiee anise macy Ska! 
Hear what Highland Nora said .............. Fuinehiee peop AAS. 
I gaed a wofu’ gate yest’reen ..........006 paiReniain.e 018 wales 57 
Iwinna marry ony mon but Sandy o’er thelee.... 58 
I once was a maid though I cannot tell when........ 132 
It was upon a Lammas night .............2. seen seine 391 
In Dundee there lived acarle, fu’ blithe and merry 416 
Jockey said to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do’t? ....., 20 
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Jockey said to Jenny.i.....secneseooes 
John Anderson my jo John .........eseeeeree MSR onncee 
Jockey he le’edAnnie, the lass wi’ a bonnie black eye 
Het ms haste to KelviniGrovyersuwarn «ok cewsssn tracey 
Lassi Wi? the, DONNY C726R je tcmeed-ceeepaceoanmee neste tee 
Lowland lassie, wilt thou gO? ..........sssceeese asa 
Let US GO, LASSIE, 20s. wv ccenecteaelle anaee tee ne abaeeeas 
My Highland home where tempests blow ............ 
My lad?s a braw and bonnie lad ......se.sssecsceesseees 
My heart is sair I darena tell.............. seals cee steele d 
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here. 
Merrily, merrily bounds the bark..... we ocpain ore dleraieeate 
My daddie is a cankered Carle .6.....see,seeseseeeee rte 
My bonnie lowland laddie has just come home from 
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Not far frae bonny Aberdeen ...,........ chip asic nie ste 4 


QO, wha’s that at my Chamber-doOol.......scsssseeeseeees 
Of a’ the lasses e’er I saw..... Seas aade Gals shied sabes - 
» whistle and I’ll come to you, my lad .............. 
, thou art the lad of my heart, Willy ..... ae aioe ae ck 
» Kenmure’s onand awa, Willie......... dude de darth 
my love’sjlikeithe med, redsroses: samt acceeus scans 
>» we’re a’ noddin, nid nid noddin...... Baie deseits aed 
» ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten........ we 
, Charlie is my darling..... Geena aoeseanarsasas atte 
On the banks of Allan-water ......scccesessesseveccesees 
O, gin my love were yon red rose,.,........+- Soocttc Bane 
O, blest be the laddie, I munnatell who ............ 
O where, and O where has my pint of whiskey fled ? 
O, stay, sweet warbling woodlark, stay ..........006. 
O, mirk, mirk is this midnight hour .............. vise 
O Logie, o’ Buchan, O Logie, the laird..... de bubad is 
Pibroch; of DonnelliDihussecas.nsdecdsses scene eene 
Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch............ dawiv eile ctw alana cau fagte 
Some brag of their ancestors, bide there awee 
Since Scotland’s page provides each age ...... senses 
Sandy Gray was a bit of a ranter...........0..00r. 
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‘sSae flaxen were her ringlets: icc. scctesseccuedeceh cates sue 


She’s fair and fause that causes my smart........... : 
The de?il cam fiddlin through the town............. 
The heath this night must be my bed.............0060. 
The gloomy night is gathering fast..........seseeee. 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie 
The silver moon’s enamoured beam ........ .sse0.0e ee 
’Twas na her bonnie blue e’e was my ruin............ 
Thy Highland cot where tempests roar......... Sot ts 
The sun has gane down o’er the lofty Ben Lomond. 
Though we are placed some thousand miles .......... 
Thou lingering star with less’ning ray......,... 
The smiling morn, the breathing spring ............. 
Though Scotia may boast of its maids fair and free 


The ruddy morn blinked o’er the brae..........., bons 
This 4s NO MY: aid HOUSE .5...s.cistoncieo sane ee Qaenadae Fase he 
W_ehere’s he for honest poverty .-c..- sveseecdsessindsonte 


When hope was quite sunk in despair .............. Se 
When first you courted me, LOwn..........ccceseseeeee 
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Where shall the loverrest? ............. chide siuubresttcion ele 
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Ye banks and braes of bonny Doon ........... eae shale 
Young Roger is a bonny lad.......... dearedt aideiecaryasits Coe 
Young Donald is the blithest lad....... abuerle asfe Jase 

You’ve surely heard o’ famous Neil............. fy orc) 


Young Sandy was pressed from his Alice’s side .... 
Young Allan rode slowly across the green heath ..., 
Yeung Johnny Mac Clean loved Jenny Mac Griggor 
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A plague upon parsons and preachers...... Readaesnnens 
A harebell one day....... Spuatssceosmscdeerties Jres situ dtatone 
A poor little gipsey I wander forlorn ....... Bog 0.50 oC 
Adieu, adieu, my native shore........ Pesoonsne fa tees 
A sage once to a maiden sung........... Sdedcak apes eet 
Ah, why should we repine at Care............ Ps ewhaiaie sare 
Ah, sure a pair was never seen.......... mae oe Seicieas seeiee 
Ah, County: Guy.crsnss.s-s0-ss sine > Semis eaieetbipaees bls ote °° 
A cousin I have, sir, a very young maid 
As Love and Folly rambled on ......... sla dea tuad eae 
Ah, what avails the glittering vest .......... moles aieitette ¢ 
Ah, you know sweet words impart .......... neg ree wel a 
A baby wandered from its home................45 Scie 
As Memory once reclined ... 
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And dost thou ask what secret woe .... 
As peaceful as an infant’s sleep..........se06 SAP duced 
A little boy, asavoyard ........sccsesecersccessarceeccces 
Bring flowers, young flowers, to the festal board... 

By yon bright streamers in the SKy ..,..s...ese. scene ee 
Come away, come aways ATCC Lie ales e ae stoiste saints 
Come, buy poor Sally’s wooden ware..... edit toe Ancoe 
Charms of the world, your wizard spell . 
Come, and glossy pebbles DTG acct ete ede sat cbclone oe 
Come hither, come hither, by night and by day... 

Come hither, poor maiden, and yield not to woe .. 
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Come, Hope, thou little cheating sprite......... eae 
Come, smiling May, in garlands drest.........000.... 
Come hither, come hither, the silver light Base : 
Deep in a dungeon, stretched on straw.........+.+. $ 
Dear object of defeated care.... ......- Ap soda-one Ra wilaieels 
Deeply still, without a motion........... eaiele aerate elisa 
Encompassed i IM aN angel’sfrAME V.o.v.csceveceveceses 
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Flowers are fresh and bushes gre@MN ...... eecceeesssees 
From school let loose and free tO range......sesceeee oe 
Farewell, thou coast Of glOry .......eseseeesecsesenceaces 
Follow, follow, through the S€a ....sscesesecesesenenes : 
Good-nature puts each heart at €aS€ v....eeessseseese 
God save great George, our king ......... Rist eteleeistersin al 
Here’s the bower she loved so much ....... vin Sieiasn'e 

Hark, I hear the bugles ring .......-..... ares vices slesiite 
Had [a heart for falsehood Fouad Seeainseeae Re dabis chs 
Hail to the cold and clouded beam.........seeceee oe 

How oft, without or help or guide...... Aon odaceanade 
Hope told a flattering tale.........-... Beiriswistetlstaiee’s slop airs 
How sweetly beams the sunset..... Retces focagd weenie 
How horrid dark, and wild, and drear......seceseeeee 
Hail, great republic of the world.....e..cee0. pisfe seis 
Harmony o’er the world fondly presiding ..........4. 
Hasten from your coral Caves.......csececeesseeeceeseees 
Ifa daughter you have, she’s the plague of 1 your life 
I wandered once at break of day ............ pedeneaticaes 
I enter thy garden of roses .......1...0ceseees baa sedee ods 
It chanced one day that a crow so black ..... Beans 
I will wreathe a bower, a fairy DOWET...........000000. 


In the promise of pleasure the silly believer ........ 
If the world and its measures in ali things were just 
In former times dear wit was whirled........ Pe am 
{tis the hour when from the boughs ...... seeesne hp 
I’ve wandered through that Indian land 
I saw thee weep---the Dig: briphitttea Rt iess iccsec esos 
,. I looked on the ocean, I looked on the sky Siete reeds 
“IT had knocked out the dust from my pipe t’other 
MUSE Cpe renisssig aioe celennalsas sinle claviewsesieiciaines's snawere Sa55500 
Ts there a man that never sighed.. 
Just like life is that beautiful floweriveclecssedeesvaces, 
Let Fame sound the trumpet, and cry to the war ., 
Life let us cherish while yet the taper ely 
Lo, inward murmurs agitate the earth .............008 
Maiden, wrap thy mantle round thee.,.............68 
“My friend is the man I would copy through life ... 
»Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam. 
Moan, moan, ye dying gales .......secevesssreeencerens 
My soul is dark, oh quickly string Sissinip.clelsively el vies. e's 
Mark with what grace the rose-tree SHOWS ......0.66 
Mine be a cot beside the hill 
No more by sorrow chased my heart . 
Nay, let the stricken deer, poor thing .. eoweunnsaaeaen: 
Nature with swiftness armed the horse...... ......... 
Not more sweet the water gushing 
No, never shall my soul forget ...........:..sesscsensees 
Near the jaws of a prison, iu whose dismal gloom Ae 
Of the rose, fair and young........ Mamene creas sane ee ne : 
Oh, yonder is the well-known spot ............ cceeeee 
Oh, urge me NOt tO WANCET ......seecesee eee eceeee eens 
Oh light bounds my heart through sorrow’s night, 
that drearily .......sssssssscecssseecrerecevcecescesens 
On Afric’s wide plains where the lion’s now roaring 
O prospects rich in all the charms........... ...ss0000. 
Over breezy hill or woodland glade ........... s90800246 
Obitwanela wreath Of evergreen: 5. .....cccaeseres ovis. 
On beds of snow the moon-beam oct 
Once reason, they say, a lady loved . 
Of more loss in life than gain.......... 
Oh, the path of life is rough and OS eee ae 
Oh, snatched away in beauty’s bloom ........... She 
Says Plato, why should man be vain 
Say, little foolish fluttering thing... 
Sweet regretted native SHOFe ......s.sseeeeeeeee Sas eainar 
Sweet object of the zephyrs’ SSeS aaeonaba Sdacades 
ASpirit.of joy, thy altar lies. .........0ssersscees snp aale 
Sweet hope, so oft my childh »od’s friend 
Sweet is the lay where thy praise is accorded........ 
Soon as the busy day 18. O7er .........sccsssoeveeses csen 
Since then I’m doomed this sad reverse to prove... 
Soft downy sleep, oh, sooth the soul 
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Sweet hope, thou arta sovereign balm ...........ee00e 
Shadows of beauty, shadows of power . eeenae eas eons 
Bweet to the morning trayeller ©. ........scescsdsoves ‘oe 





See the star-breasted villain to yonder cot bound., 


Sons of Freedom, hear my story ........... 
Sleep, mother, sleep, in slumber blest .............- 
Though we roam through the world to seek peace 
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Though clouds by tempest may be driven 
The parent oak his stately head .........esceesessessses 
The water rushed, the water swelled ....... esa ce 
The lass that would know how to manage a man.... 
There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet ,.. 
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The sapling oak lost in the dell. .......... A oBRBSHSADy 3 
The loud wind roared, the rain fell HOSES Joceeting cee e coins 
°Tis the last rose of summer ........ ree 
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Than envied monarchs happier still........ .. 
Though the tempests of winter may eweep........., 
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The wand’ring beggar-girl may meet..... ce eess Pag 
There is a land amidst the waves ............cccerseoes 
There’s an isle clasped by waves in an emcrald zone 
The trees droop and wither........ Sacie 
The wars are over, the spring is COME............0000. 
Though pure are the joys that from melody flow ., 
The sweet-brier grows in the merry green wood.,... 
To dwell on fair infancy’s page where’s the need.... 
The frozen streets in moonshine glitter .............. 
Thou pride of the forest, whose dark branches 

SPLCA CG aeate sraas eotaisciig detonts o\nisiae demise se ariete sin pisses 
fieous i winter oer the hills and glens Paes eran 
°Tis sweet to hear at midnight on the blue and 
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There’s nota joy the world can give like that it 
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The skylark calls, | hear his matin lay 
The wild Gazelle on Judahs?’ hills ...... eeateaiatsate slate ate 
The rose had been washed, just washed in a shower 
Why should we the days of our boyhood bewailing 
Would you know m chief delight dint: Pon Sar Sdeode 
When the leaves had deserted the trees 
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When first a babe upon the knee .............0c0.005 5 
When first infant liberty dropt upon earth.......... 
When Lelia touched the lute.............0ccs0006 beaten: 
When laid on a mother’s fond breast.......... ceteee Ap 
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Bravo! Bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 





THE NIGHTINGALE-CLUB. 
Air—* Shadrack, the orangeman.”—( Knight.) 


THE Nightingale-Club in a village was held, 
Ac the sign of the Cabbage and Shears, 
Where the singers, no doubt, would have greatly 
excell’d, 
But for want of taste, voice, and ears; 
Still between every toast, with his gills mighty red, 
Mr. President thus with great eloquence said— 


SPOKEN.] Gentlemen of the Nightingale-Club, 
- you all know the rules and regulations of this 
society; and if any gentleman present is not aware 
of them, if he will look over the fire-place he will 
And them chalked up:—That every gentleman 
must sing a volunteer song, whether he can or no, 
or drink a pint of salt and water; therefore, to 
make a beginning of this evening’s harmony, I 
shall call upon Mr. Snuffle.—‘ Sir, I have an ex- 
treme bad cold, but with your permission I’ll try 
to do my best.’—* Sir, that’s all we wish, for, if 
you do your best, the best can do no more.’— 
* Permit me to blow my nose first, and I’ll begin 
directly.’—( Singing, snuffling. ) 

A master I have, and I am his man, 

Galloping dreary dall, 

And he’ll get a wife as fast as he can, 

With his haily gaily gall-bo-rayly, 

Higelty, pickley: gigelty, cigellyy 

Galloping dreary dall. 

Bravo! bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 


Thus the Nightingale-Club nightly kept wp their 
clamour, 

And were nightly knocked down with the Presi- 
dent’s hammer. 





When Snuffle had finished, a man of excise, 
Whose squint was prodigiously fine, 
Sung, ‘ Drink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine.’ 
After which Mr.Tug, who draws teeth for all parties, 
Roared a sea-song, whose burthen was ‘ Pull away, 
my hearties, ho. 
Pull away, pull away, my hearties, 
“Pull—pull away, pull away, my hearties.’ 
SPOKEN.] ‘ Mr. Drinkall, we shall be happy to 
hear your song, sir.’ ( Drunk.) ‘’Pon my soul, 
Mr. President, I cannot sing..—‘ Waiter, bring 
Mr. Drinkall a glass of salt and water.’—‘ No, 
no, Mr. President, sooner than swallow that 
dose, I’ll try one.’—Bravo, silence— 


A lass is good, and a glass is good, 
And a pipe to smoke in cold weather, 
The world it is good, and the people are good, 
And we’re all good fellows together. 
A song is a good thing when it’s very well-sung, 
But some people they always stick in it. 
SPOKEN.| ‘Pon my honour, Mr. President, I 
cannot sing any more.’ 
Bravo! bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 
Thus the Nightingale-C.ub, &c. 
Mr. Drybones sung next, who was turned of three 
score, 
And melodiously warbled away— 
“ She’s sweet fifteen, I’m one year more, 
And yet we are too young, they say.’ 
Then a little Jew grocer, who wore a bob wig, 
Struck up ‘ Johnny Pringle had von very leetel pig 
Not very lectel, nor very pig, 
But ven alive, him live in clover, 
But now him dead, and dat’s all over.’ 
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SPoKEN.] § Mr, President, I think it’s time we 
had a toast or a sentiment.’—‘ Certainly, whose 
turn is it to give one ?—* Mr. Mangle, the sur- 
geon.’—* Sir, I'll give you—Success to the Royal 
Union.’—* And now, Mr. Dismal, we'll thank 
you for a song.’—‘ Sir, I shall give you some- 
thing sprightly.’ 

« Merry are the bells, and merry do they ring, 

Merry is myself, and merry will I sing.’ 
Bravo! bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 
Thus the Nightingale-Club, &c. 


lilly Piper, some members called Breach of the 
Peace, 
Because all his notes were so shrill, 
§hrieked out like the wheel of a cart that wants 
grease, 
© Deeper and deeper still.’ 
Mr. Max, who drinks gin, wished to coo like a 
dove, 
Murmur’d sweetly, ‘ Oh! listen to the voice of 
love, 
Which calls my Daphne to the grove.’ 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Double-lungs, the butcher, was |. 


next called on, who had a kind of a duetto voice, 
something like a penny trumpet and a kettle-drum. 
.--€ Mr. Double-lungs, we wish to hear your song.’ 
- -© Sir, I’ll sing with all my heart, liver, and lights ; 
V’ll sing you the echo song out of Comus, with 
my own accompaniments, for when a man accom- 
panies himself, he’s sure to do it in the right key. 
« Sweet echo, sweet echo,’ 
Bravo! bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 
Thus the Nightingale-Club, &c. 


ADDITIONAL VERSE. 


Mr. Sneak had a wife who was peevish, they say, 

And she often would get out of bed, 

And down to the Cabbage and Shears she would 
stray, 

When Sneak by the nose home was led. 

While the President sat in his seat in despa‘r, 
And sometimes his wife would pull him trom the 
chair. 

SpokEN.] Gentlemen, for fear my wife should 
come, let’s have a song,—aye, there’s Mr. Shiver- 
toe, he will favour us. 

« ’Mid pleasure and solitude, wherever we roam, 
Let us go where we will, there is no plase like 
home.’ 
© No, you blackguard,’ says his wife, ¢ it appears 
there is no place like home to you, for your home 
seems to be the public-house.’—* Gentlemen,’ says 
Mr. Flash, ‘ why is Mr. Shivertoe like corn in a 
highway ?’- -* Because he is seedy,’ says the tailor. 
-—-* No, itis not, now, it is because he is sure to 
be henpeck’d.’—* That’s a good joke,’ says Mr. 
Bantem, ‘ bring me a glass of brandy and water 
and pnt it down to the other ten I’ve had.’— 
« That’s no joke,’ says the landlord.—‘ It’s not a 
«yy joke, at all events,’ says Drinkall.—‘ I want 
«sme spirit,’ says the actor.—‘ So you may, but 
shat do you owe me?’—/( Sings) ‘ Sweet grati- 
tude! sweet gratitude !’—* O damn your gratitude, 
«welve pence in copper is worth twelve pounds of 
gratitude.’—* But don’t I patronize your house, 
sir?’—‘* Hav’n’t I given you more than ever you 
can return to me?’—* Yes, you have given me the 
liver-complaint through drinking your raw spirits. 
I’ve an inflammation on the lungs through swal- 
lowing your spirits of wine, and the dropsy through 
drinking your mixed liquors; I’ve been drinking for 
uhe last two years to try if you had a drop of anything 
ood in the house. I can’t quench my thirst; I’m 
dry, the company are dry, theirsongs are dry, their 
okes are dry, and my pockets are dry.’-—-‘ That’s all 


my eye,’ says the Watchman, ¢ ana, since you are 


all up so late, I must take you duwn to the watch- 


house.’—Then the row began, Mr. Tug knocked 
out the Charley’s teeth, Drybones smothered him 
in gin and water, Billy Piper shoved the tobacco- 
box down his throat, Double-lungs gave him a 
bellygofuster, Snufile broke his nose, Max bunged 
up both his eyes, and the whole affai ended with 
Bravo! bravo! very well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 
Thus the Nightingale-Club, &c 
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THE UGLY OLD WIDOW OF ESTRAMA- 
DURA. 


(Planche. ) 


RECITATIVE. 

THERE was an old widow lived some time ago in 
Estramadura, 

She fell very ill at the death of her first husband 
and thought nothing but a second would 
cure her. 

But her phiz was so funny, that,: though she had 
plenty of money, she staggered all who 
came to her; 

Till a young cavalier, who at elbows was queer, 
made up his mind to woo her. 


AIR. 

So he ogled and he sighed, 

Till he made her his bride, 
Though the neighbours declared he must hate 

her; 

For she squinted and she limped, 

And her tace brown and crimped, 
Looked much like an old nutmeg-grater. 

But thought he, wise enough, 

I’m in want of the stuff, 
And a beggar must not be a chooser; 

Tis true that a glutton 

Might prefer Jamb to mutton, 
But there’s too much mint-sauce to refuse her. 


RECITATIVE. 

But to silence all jokes, and the jeers of the folks, 
he full-length her picture had painted, 

Though at the first sight of so horrid a fright, the 
poor artist had nearly fainted. 

Then, sparing no cash, to the gilder’s slap-dash it 
was sent, and a fine frame put to it, 

And the next time ’twas said, what the deuce made 
you~wed? he took them up-stairs to view it 


ATR. 
The neighbours agree, 
«*« 7Tis as like as can be, 
As old and as ugly as sin, sir!” 
But they quickly exclaim, 
<¢ What a beautiful frame! 
It atones for the picture within, sir!” 
Good friends, you are right, 
Said the cunning young wight, 
It was thus that I judged by the dame, sus, 
Though ugly and old, 
She was rolling in gold, 
So I married my wife for the frame, sirs. 


GL FIL ILA 


MARY, LIST, AWAKE! 
( Hunt.) 


Mary, dear Mary, list, awake! 

And now like the moon thy slumbers break. 

There is not a taper, and scarcely a sound, 

To be seen or be heard in the cottages round, 

The watch-dog is silent, thy father sleeps, 

And love, like the breeze, to thy window creeps, 

The moonlight seems list’ning all over the land, 
To the whispers of angels like thee ; 
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© lift, but a moment, the sash with thine hand, 
And kiss but that hand to me, 
My love, Mary' 
Kiss but that hand to me! 
Gently awake, and gently arise! 
Oh, for # kiss to unclose thine eyes ; 
The vapour of sleep should fly softly the while, 
As the breath on thy looking-glass breaks at thy 
smile! 
And then I would whisper thee never to fear, 
For Heaven is all round thee when true love is near. 
Just under the woodbine, dear Mary, I stand, 
Still looking and list’ning for thee ; 
O lift, but a moment, the sash with thy hand, 
And kiss but that hand to me, 
My love, Mary! 
Kiss but that hand to me! 


Hark !—do I hear thee ?—Yes, ’tis thou, 
And now there’s thy hand, and I see thee now ; 
Thou look’st like a rose in a crystal stream, 
For thy face, love, is bathed in the moolight gleam! 
And, oh! could mny kisses like stream-circles rise, 
To dip in thy dimples and spread round thine eyes ! 
How sweet to be lost in a night such as this, 
In the arms of an angel like thee! 
Nay, stay but a moment—one moment of bliss, 
ae smile but forgiveness to me, 
My love, Mary! 
Smile but forgiveness to me. 
Nobody, sweet, can hear our sighs, 
Thy voice just comes on the soft air and dies. 
Dost thou gaze on the moon? I have gazed as I 
rove, 
Till I thought it has breathed heaven’s blessing 
on love; | 
Till I’ve stretched out my arms, and my tears have | 
begun, 
And nature, and heaven, and thou, scemed but 
one. 
Fare thee well, sweetest Mary, the moon’s in the 
west, 
And the leaves shine with tear-drops like thee ; 
So draw in thy charms, and betake thee to rest, 
O, thou, dearer than life to me, 
; My love, Mary! 
Thou dearer than life to me. 
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THE DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN BESS. 
Air—“ Alley Croker.” 


GooD people, to my muse attend, and deem it not 
a mystery, 
If, besides in caps and laces long, I deal a bit in 
history, 
The umes to display, we now will try, of worthy 
old Queen Bess, sir, 
Whose virtue and whose mem’ry posterity will 
bless, sir. 
O the days of good Queen Bess, 
The very merry, 
Hey down derry, 
Days of good Queen Bess. 


Queen Bess can twang the bowstring, and hunt a 
pack of hounds, sir; 

While her courtiers play at quarter-staff, and dance 
the Cheshire rounds, sir. 

And when her foes, with mighty blows, prepare 
to beat and stripe her, too, 

She leads both France and Spain a dance, and 
makes them pay the piper, too. 

O the days, &c. 


Then her buxom dames of honour, with collars 
about their necks fast, 

They gobble up beef-steaks and mutton-chops for 
breakfast. 
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Thus, the gentle Zephyrina can eat a pound, by 
jingo, 
While her grace of Rutland winds up all with a 
gallon of good stingo. 
O the days, &c. 


Then to help the body politic, and steer the helm 
of state, sir; 

We’ve thick heads, and we’ve soft heads, with 
politics replete, sir; 

But by shifting of their ground, though their heads 
are mighty long, sir, 

They now and then forget to what body they belong, 
sir. 

O the days, &c. 
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THE PEREMPTORY LOVER. 


Tune—“ John Anderson, my Joe.” 

“TIS nor your beauty nor your wit 
That can my heart obtain, 

For they could never conquer yet 
Hither my breast or brain ; 

For if you’ll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 

Henceforth I’ll scorn your slave to be, 
Or doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o’ercome 
By proving thus unkind ; 

No smoothed sight, nor smiling frown, 
Can satisfy my mind. 

Pray, let Platonics play such pranks» 
Such follies I deride ; 

For love at least I will have thanks, 
And something else beside. 


Then open-hearted be with me, 
As I shall be with you, 

And let our actions be as free 
As virtue will allow. 

If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind : 
If true, Ill constant be ; 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
I’ll turn as soon as ye. 


Since our affections, well ye know, 
In equal terms do stand, 

’Tis in your power to love or no, 
Mine’s likewise in my hand. 

Dispense with your austerity, 
Inconstancy abhor ; 

Or, by great Cupid’s Deity, 
I'll never love you more. 
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COMIC MEDLEY, 
(Moncrieff. ) 
IN THREE PARTS.—PART I, 


THE Nightingale-Club in a village was held, 

At the sign of the Cabbage and Shears, 

Where the singers, no doubt, would have greatly 
excell’d, 

But for want of — 

Four-and-twenty fiddlers all of 

Four-and-twent fiddlers ,— 

Peaceful slumb’ring ,— 

At the town of neat Clogheen, 

Where— 

The Graces they were culling posies 

And found— 

The finest ram, sir, that was ever fed on hay ; 

This ram was fat behind, sir, 

This ram was fat before, 

This ram was— 

A flaxen-headed cow-boy, as simple as may be, 

The next a merry plough-boy that whistied -- 

Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 

And a merry old soul was he : 

He call’d for— 


a row ; 
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The lass of Patty’s mill,sobonny, blithe, and gay, 
And, in spite of all my skill, she stole— 

A bold dragoon, with his— 

O dear, what can the matter be! 

Dear, dear, what can the matter be— 

For of all the girls that are so smart, 
There’s none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives with— 

Robin Adair ; 

What made the ball so fine? 

What made the assembly shine ? 

O, it was— 

The rum old Commodore, 

‘The battered old Commodore ; 

For the bullets and the gout 

Have so knocked his hull about, 

That he’ll never more be fit for— 

The maid ot Lodi, who sweetly sung to me— 
Call again to-morrow ; call again to-morrow. 
Can’t you, can’t you, call again to-morrow. 


PART II. 

A master I have, and I am his man, 

Galloping dreary dun, 

And he’il get— 

A regiment of Irish dragoons, and they were 
quarter’d— 

In a mouldering cave, the abode of despair; 

Britannia sat weeping her loss, 

She mourn’d for her Wolfe, and exclaim’d, in 
despair— 

’T was in the good ship Rover 

I sail’d the world around, 

And for ten years and over, 

I ne’er touch’d— 

Roy’s wite of Aldevaloch, 

Roy’s wife of Aldevaloch ; 

Wot ye how she cheated me— 

In the Bay of Biscay, O! 

Cease, rude Boreas, blustering railer 

List ye landsmen all to me, 

Messmates, hear a brother sailor 

Sing— 

Oh, hush thee, my darling, the hour will soon come 

When thy sleep shall be broken by— 

The woodpecker tapping the hollow beech tree, 

The woodpecker tapping— ; 

Poor Sally’s wooden ware, 

Who all for money barters, 

Her cottons, tapes, her top-knots rare, 

Her bodkins, lace, and— 

Paddy Shannon, high mounted on his trotting 
little poney, 

Set off on a journey from Leather-lane to Bow, 

To ogle Widow Wilkins, who he courted for her 
money, . 

And, tugging at his bridle, cry’d— 

Don’t I look spruce on my Neddy, 

In spite of his kicking and prancing ; 

Gee up, gee up ho, and stand steady, 

Mr. Neddy, I’m not fond of dancing— 

When absent from her my soul holds most dear, 

What a medley of passions, what a medley of— 

Old chairs to mend, old chairs to mend— 

A very good song, and very well sung, 

Jolly companions every one— 

Thus the Nightingale-Club nightly kept up their 

clamour, 

And were nightly knock’d down by the president’s 
hammer ; 

Were nightly knock’d down, &c. 


PART III. 
Your pardon, kind gentle-folks, pray, 
1’m call’d once more to roar out a song, sir, 
_ And when a lad’s call’d on they say— 
Come bustle neighbour Prig, 
Buckle on your hat and wig, 


In your Sunday clothes so gaily,—- 
Together we will range the fields— 
When the wolf in nightly prowl 
Bays the moon with— 
Will you come to the bower I have shaded for you 
Your bed shall be— 
On that spot, in ancient lore oft named, 
Where— 
Giles Scroggins courted Molly Brown, 
Ri fol de ril, de rol de ray, 
The fairest maid in all the town, 
Fol lol de ril, de rol de ray. 
If she loved me as I love she — 
On this cold flinty rock I would lay down my head, 
And sweetly Pll sing— 
Bound ’prentice to a waterman, I learn’d a bit to 
row, 
But, bless your heart, I always was so gay, 
That to treat— 
An old woman in Yorkshire, in Yorkshire she did 
dwell— 
She lov’d Billy Taylor, a brisk young fellow, 
Full of mirth and full of glee, 
And thus his mind he did disciver— 
To a frog, who would a wooing go ; 
Heigh ho, says Rowley, 
Whether his mother would let him or no; with 
his— 
Here’s a health to all good lasses, 
Here’s a health to all good lasses, 
Here’s a health to— 
Great George our King, &c. 


GIOLI LIF 


THE KISS AND THE TEAR, 


JULIO told me when we parted, 
Nought but death should cause his stay ; 
To mine eye a tear had started, 
Julio kiss’d the drop away. 
Autumn winds now chill my dwelling ; 
’T was in spring I lost my dear ; 
Grief afresh mine eye is swelling, 
But no kiss imbibes the tear. 


With the flowers that Julio planted 
Oft I dress his vacant chair ; 
Stand before it, gaze enchanted, 
Gaze, and think my rover there! 
Oft the kiss he gave at parting, 
Midnight sleep returns to cheer ; 
But too soon my senses starting, 
Lose the kiss to find the tear. 


ORIL LPR LIF 


PARODY ON THE WOLF. 


AT the peaceful midnight hour, 
When by love and hunger’s power 

I am kept from downy sleep, 

Nightly I to Molly creep; 

Whilst the cats upon the tiles 

Mew their loves for many miles, 

O’er the gutters lightly hopping, 
Through the garret-window dropping. 
Silence! or my master wakes. 

Lay the cloth and broil the steaks ; 
Beef-steaks and onions crown our blisses, 
Bread and cheese and balmy kisses. 


HER CHEEK FOR EVER SMILING. 
Air— Merrily, oh! merrily, oh!” 


HER ekeek for ever smiling, 

Cherrily, oh! merrily, oh. 
Every youthful swain beguiling, 

Cherrily, oh! merrily, oh! 
In shape and colour just a kin 
To a beautiful ripe russeting, 
Has set my heart a broiling, 

Cherrily, oh! merrily, oh! 
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Her eyes that Cupid skips in, 

Cherrily, oh! cherrily, oh! 
The gas-lights far eclipsing, 

Cherrily, oh! cherrily, oh! 
Her voice is full of mellow tone, 
Like the wonderful Apollonicon, 
Your ear so sweetly slips in 5 

Cherrily, oh! cherrily, oh! 


SOL IF EF 


EVERY MAN TO HIS TRADE. 
Air— Madume Fig’s gala.”’ 


1'ZE a countryman, just come to town, 
And a rum one as e’er come before you; 
And though but a poor simple clown, 
Tze tell you a comical story, 
But first, if you please, let me tell 
My mind, and it is for to ease you. 
My name you all knows very well, 
And here I be come for to please you. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 
Folks call me a comical lad, oS 
And say I’ze fond of joking a bit, sirs; 
And neighbours all say that my dad 
Were noted for being a wit, sirs; 
He ling-besoms did make and red sand, 
To sell to the neighbours about, sirs, 
So I us’d to lend feyther a hand, 
By acting as his rider out, sirs. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 


One day, going over a heath, 
A bishop, as fat as a pig, sirs, 
Came riding upon his gray donkey, 
Wi his red cabbage nose and big wig, sirs 
Said he, in a voice just like thunder, 
How must I get off from this common, sir? 
Said I, you'll get off, there’s no wonder, 
The same way your worship got on, sir. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 
Then he call’d me a poor silly clown, 
In manners as rude as a bear, sirs, 
And he ax’d, in a terrible frown, 
If ever I said my prayers, sirs? 
No, never, said I, sir, by gum, 
But can you tell how besoms are made, sir? 
Said he, I can’t say that I can; 
Then, said I, every man to his trade, sir. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 


Said he, sir, I’d have you to know 
I’m a bishop, and to me is given 
The difficult task here below, 
To teach sinners the right road to Heaven. 
Indeed, then, said I, in a laugh, 
You’re a guide-post, by gum, and a rum one, 
To pretend to teach folks that strange path, 
4nd you can’t find your way off this common. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 


Then he rode off, and sent his man John, 
To ax if I’d e’2r been at school, sirs, 
For it seem’d that he wanted a man, 
To act under he as a fool, sirs. 
What, said I, John, ar’t thou going to leave, 
Because it appears plain to me, sis, 
Cat his worship will never be able 
To keep and maintain us all three, sirs. 
Rumpty iddity, &c. 
Ye ee 


YOUNG JAMIE. 
Tune--“' Last time I came o’er the moor.”’ 
(Allan Ramsay. } 


YE blythest lads, and lasses gay, 
Hear what my sang discloses ; 

As [ ae morning sleeping lay 
Upon a bank of roses, 


Young Jamie, whisking o’er the mead, 
By good luck chanced to spy me, 
He took his bonnet aff his head, 
And saftly sat down by me. 
Jamie, though I right meikle prized, 
Yet now I wadna ken him; 
But, with a frown, my face disguised 
And strave away to send him; 
But fondly he still nearer prest, 
And by my side down lying, 
His beating heart thump’d sae fast, 
I thought the lad was dying. 
But still resolving to deny, 
And angry passion feigning, 
I aften roughly shot him by 
With words full of disdaining. 
Poor Jamie bawked, nae favour wins. 
Went off much discontented ; 
But I, in truth, for a’ my sins, 
Ne’er half sae sair repented. 


MARGATE HOY. 
(Dibdin.) 
STANDING one summer’s day on the Tower slip, 
Careless how I my time should employ, 
It popp’d in my head that I’d take a trip 
Aboard of a Margate hoy. 
I took a few slops, such as shirts and a coat, 
For of prog I knew well they’d be stor’d ; 
Then I hailed a pair of oars, shov’d off my boat, 
And away I dash’d aboard. 


SPOKEN.] Ah, my dear commodore, wha 
thought of seeing you!—What, Mrs. Garbage. 
how is the Alderman ?—There is my husband, sir. 
—’Pon my word; and Dicky, I declare.—Give 
me leave, commodore, to introduce you to my 
friends :—Mr. Shadrach, Commodore Kelson ,; 
Commodore Kelson, Mr. Shadrach.—Vary mosh 
at your sharvice, sir.—Miss Minnikin, Commodore 
Kelson; Commodore Kelson, Miss Minnikin.— 
Very happy to have the pleasure of know:ng you, 
sir.—Dr. Quibus, Commodore Kelson; Commo- 
dore Kelson, Dr. Quibus.—Captain Squash, Com- 
modore Kelson; Commodore Kelson, Captain 
Squash.—Sir Phelim O’Drogheda, Commodore 
Kelson; Commodore Kelson, Sir Phelim O’Drog~ 
heda.—Hollo, there! cast off the painter! Sit 
still, ladies and gentlemen. 


THE 


So off we went with a flowing jib, 
Full of merriment and joy; 
The alderman munching, and prattling his th, 
Sing, Who so blythe as we, 
Who take a voyage at sea, 
Aboard of a Margate hoy. 


Then such glee and humour our joy to prolong, 
Pervaded all, fore and aft; 

Some were telling a story, some whistling a song, 
As we turned in an out amongst the craft. 

Then we'd talk of our danger, and then we were 

gay, 

Then how we’d astonish the folks, 

When at Margate arriv’d, then cut out your way, 
To laugh at a waterman’s jokes. 


SPOKEN.] Hoy, the ship, ahoy'—Ay, ay.— 
Pray have you one Wiseman aboard?—No, no.— 
Then you are all fools, hey?—Ha, ha, ha, went 
Miss Minnikin.—Dat is vara coot jokes, said the 
Jew.—Why, I say, Moses, said the man that was 
affronted, are you a bull or a bear? dam’me, I 
thinks you. looks more like a monkey !—aad you, 
Miss Dolly Dryiips, take a reef in your perriwiz, 
and clap a stopper on your muzzle, clew up the 
plaints in your Jaw-bags, and give your tongue 
leave of absence.— About ship ;—helm’s a-jee; 
here she comes. 
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So we made t’other tack, and lay gunnel to, 
Which soon gave a damp to our joy! 
Miss Minnikin squall’d ; mine Cot! cried the Jew. 
Sing, Who so blythe, &c. 


“he company’s merriment now out of joint, 
And their tattlers not moving so quick, 

Scarce right a-head did we twig Cuckold’s Point, 
But the alderman began to be sick. 

Then we'd like to fell foul of an oyster-smack, 
The wind freshing towards the Nore ; 

Then stretching too far on the larboard-tack, 
By and bye we came bump a-shore. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! we shall all be cast away! Oh! 
iny poor dear pattern-cap !—Casht avay !—Vat sall 
I do to be shaved ?—Why faith, said I, I fancy 
we shall have a touch of the salt water before we 
get to Margate.—Yes, sir, said the doctor; not 
that I have any quarrel with death, but I’m 
afraid we shall take in too large a dose.—How do 
you do, Sir Phelim?—Arrah, I should be well 
enough if I was not so cursedly sick.—She rights, 
she rights ! 

Next a gale coming on, we-did preciously kick, 

Which finish’d completely our joy ; 

T'was, ma’am, how do you do? Oh, I’m mon- 
strously sick! 
And, sir, how are you? Oh, I’m damnably sick! 
Sing, Who so blythe, &c. 


And now *twould have made a philosopher grin 
To have seen such a concourse of muns, 
Sick as death, wet as muck, from the heel to the 
chin ; 
For it came on to blow great guns. 
Spoilt clothes and provisions now cloge’d up the 
way, 
In a dreary and boisterous night ; 
While apparently dead ev’ry passenger lay, 
With the sickness, but more with the fright. 


eee I wish I was at home in my bed !— 
Oh, that 1 wasa hundred miles off! — Mercy 
upon my shins!—Oh, will nobody throw me over- 
board ?—Avast, there!—Ah, my poor dear pat- 
tern-cap’s blown into the pond!—Oh, my soul! 
what a devil of a sickness !—Arrah, stop the ship; 
sir, would you be so kind as to be after handing 
-he caudle-cup ?—Land, land upon the starboard 
Dow. 


At last, after turning on two or three tacks, 
Margate-lights soon restor’d all our joy ; 
The men found their stomachs, the women their 
clacks : 
Sing, Who so blythe, &c. 


POLL LF 


A FREE AND AN ACCEPTED MASON. 


CoME, let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 
Assembled on merry occasien ; 
Let’s drink, laugh, and sing, 
Our wine has a spring, 
Here’s a health to an accepted mason. 


The world is in pain 
Our secret to gain, 
And still let them wonder and gaze on, 
They ne’er can divine 
The word or the sign 
Of a free and an accepted mason. 


Tis this and ’tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 
Why so many great men of the nation 
Should aprons put on 
To make themselves one 
With a free and an accepted mason, 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their swords, 
Our mysteries to put a good grace on, 
And ne’er been ashamed 
To hear themselves named 
With a free and an accepted mason. 


Still firm to our trust 
In friendship we’re just, 
Our actions we guide by our reason, 
By observing this rule, 
The passions move cool 
Of a free and an accepted mason. 


All idle debate 
About church or the state, 

The springs of impiety and treason, 
These raisers of “strife 
Ne’er ruffle the life 

Of a free and an accepted mason. 
Antiquity’s pride 
We have on our side, 

Which adds high renown to our station, 
There’s nought but what’s good 
To be understood 

By a free and an accepted mason. 


The clergy embrace, 
And all Aaron’s race, 
Our square actions their knowledge to plac? cn. 
And in each degree 
They'll honoured be 
With a free and an accepted mason. 


We’re true and sincere 
In our love to the fair, 
Who will trust us on every occasion ; 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted mason. 


Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm stand ; 
Let’s be merry and put a good face on. 
What mortal can boast 
So noble a toast 
As a free and an accepted mason. 


GPL ORL EF 


L’s FOR LUBIN AND FOR LOVE. 
( Dibdin.) 

A KERNAL from an apple-core 

One day on either cheek I wore, 

Lubin was placed on my right cheek, 

That on my left did Hodge bespeak ; 

Hodge in an instant dropped to ground, 

Sure token that his love’s unsound : 

But Lubin nothing could remove, 

Sure token his is constant love. 


To find the man who loves me best, 

«« Fly,” said I, “ south, north, east, ana 
west,”’ 

The ladybird is westward flown, 

For westward is my Lubin gone. 

Last Valentine, at break of day, 

Before the stars were chased away, 

I met, or may he faithless prove, 

Lubin, my valentine, my love. 


Last May, I sought to find a snail, 
That might my lover’s name reveal ; 
Which finding, home I quickly sped, 
And on the hearth the embers spread ; 
When, if my letters I can tell, 

T saw it mark a curious L. 

Oh! may this omen lucky prove, 

For L’s tor Lubin and for Love. 


PILILIOCI SL 
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BUBBLE, SQUEAK, AND PETTITOES. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


RECITATIVE, (ACCOMPANIED.) 
LOVE! mighty lunatics, who mak’st us twaddle ! 
And, just like whifligigs, turn’st all our noddles : 
Thy power it was that worked such awful woes, 
From squeak, and bubble, and pigs’ pettitoes ! 


AIR. 
There was one Mr. Grig 
Wore a cauliflower wig, 
And a-wooing he went with his set 0’ toes, 
To one Miss Suckey Snap, 
Who wore a high-caul cap, 
And was monstrously fond of pigs pettitoes. 
Week! week! fol lol de ra, 


In her favour to get, 
He sent her a set, 
And to ask him to sup with Miss Snap, Betty goes, 
And likewise to bespeak 
Some nice bubble and squeak, 
For he loved that as well as she loved pettitoes. 
Week! week! fol lol de ra, 


Ere to sup they begun, 
Mrs. Betty for fun, 
Sneezing-powder to put in the pepper chose ; 
Mr. Grig was caught and sneezed, 
Saying—chih !—I hope you’re pleased 
With the—chih !—with the—chih !—with the pet- 
titoes? 
Chih! chih! fol lol de ra. 


I vow, sir, says she, 
Nothing better can be 
Than—chih !—chih!—chih!—he! he! Betty goes. 
How’s the bubble and the squeak? 
He for sneezing could not speak, 
Till he sneezed off his wig among the pettitoes. 
Week! week! tol lol de ra. 


Sneezing, nodding, went Miss Snap, 
Till the candle caught her cap, 
And to put out the flame some water Betty throws, 
In vain, till Mr. Grig 
On her noddle clapped his wig, 
That was soaked in the gravy of the pettitoes. 
Week! week! fol lol de ra. 


Thus poor Mr. Grig 
Spoiled his cauliflower wig, 
And Miss Snap lost her cap, what a set 0’ woes! 
For the house-dog in the freak 
Boned the buople and the squeak, 
4nd pussy ran away with the pettitoes. 
Mieau! bow, wow! &c. 


GPL LL aL SE 


THE SUN THAT LIGHTS THE ROSES. 
_. Moncrieff. ) 


THOUGH dimpled cheeks may give the light, 
Where rival beauties blossom, 
Though balmy lips to love invite 
To ecstasy the bosom ; 
Yet sweeter far yon summer sky, 
Whose blushing tint discloses, 
Give me the lustre-beaming eye, 
The sun that lights the roses. 


The voice of love is soft and clear, 
Exciting fond emotion ; 

How sweet it sounds upon the ear, 
Like music on the ocean ; 

Yet dearer far to lover’s sight, 
The eye that truth discloses, 

Surpassing with its splendour bright 
The sun that lights the roses. 


ORIOL IOF 


SWEET ANNE PAGE. 
Air—* Sweet Mary Ann.”’—(Shakspeare. j 


WITH thee fair summer’s joys appear, 

Oh, sweet Anne Page: 
But thou away dread winter’s near, 
And all around is dark and drear. 
The leaves look pale, and shepherds mourn, 
All nature droops till you return, 

Oh, sweet Anne Page ' 


When April’s glories shine on me, 
Oh, sweet Anne Page ! 
And violets bloom, ah, none I see, 
But sweets or colours stolen from thee! 
Yet though ’tis winter, thou away, 
Still these thy shadows make it May. 
Oh, sweet Anne Page 


GLP ELLER 


GALLANT TOM. 
(Dibdin. ) 

IT blew great guns, when gallant Tom 
Was taking in a sail, 

And squalls came on, in sight of home, 
That strengthen’d to a gale; 

Broad sheets of vivid lightning glar’d, 
Reflected by the main; 

And even gallant Tom despair’d 
To see his love again. 


The storm came on! each rag a-board 
Was into tatters rent ; 

The rain through every crevice pour’d 
All fear’d the dread event. 

The pumps were chok’d—their awful doom 
Seemed sure at every strain ; . 

Each tar despair’d, e’en gallant Tom, 
To see his love again. 


> 


The leak was stopt, the winds grew dull, 
The billows ceas’d to roar, 

And the torn ship, almost a hull, 
In safety reach’d the shore. 

Crowds ran to see the wondrous sight! 
The storm had rag’d in vain; 

And gallant Tom, with true delight, 
Beheld his love again. 


GOL IIL LIS? 


TRUISMS ; | 
OR, INCONTROVERTIBLE FACTS, - 7 


Air—* Green grow the rushes, O!? 


i’m Simon Bore, just come from college, 
My studies I’ve pursued so far— 
I’m called, for my surprising knowledge, 
The walking Cyclopedia ; 
Though some, perhaps, may call me quiz, 
Their jeers I value not a jot, 
In art and nature, all that is, 
Ill tell you—aye, and all that’s not. 
So you must all acknowledge, O, 
I’ve made good use of college, O, 
Whilst I was there, completely bare 
I stuipp’d the tree of knowledge, 0 


Hay is brought to town in carts, 

Ham sandwiches ar’n’t made of tin; 
They don’t feed cows on apple tarts, 

Nor wear gilt spurs upon the chin; 
Bullocks don’t wear opera hats, 

Fiddles are not made of cheese, 
Nor pigeon pies of water rats— 

Boil’d salmon does not grow on trees. 

So you must all, &e, 


Putty is not good to eat, 

Frying pans ar’n’t made of gauze; 
Penny rolls are made of wheat, 

Straw bonnets, too, are made of straws, 
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Horses aon’t wear Hessian boots, 
The Thames is not mock turtle soup ; 
A child can’t eat an iron hoop, 
And rigs don’t play the German flute. 
So you must all, &c. 


Kittens are but little cats, 

Mousetraps are not county jails— 
Whales are full as large as sprats, 

They don’t stuff geese with copper nails ; 
A German waltz is not a hymn, 

-The French are mostly born in France ; 
Fishes ar’n’t afraid to swim, 

And turkies seldom learn to dance. 

So you must all, &c. 


Twenty turnips make a score, 

Dustmen rarely drink champaign ; 
A cow’s tail seldom grows before, 

They don’t make wigs of bamboo cane ; 
Dutchmen sometimes lie in beds, 

A cabbage cannot dance a jig; 
Grass does not grow on ladies’ heads, 

A bull dog need not wear a wig. 

Soy umust all, &c. 


Fifty pounds of yellow soap 

Weigh more than twenty-five of cheese ; 
An oyster cannot chew a rope, 

Poor people have a right to sneeze ; 
Pigs don’t read the Morning Post, 

Watch chains are not roasting jacks ; 
They don’t make boots of butter’d toast, 

Red herrings don’t pay powder-tax. 

So you must all, &c. 


GPPPILIF 


THE AULD MAN’S BEST ARGUMENT. 
Tune—* Widow, are ye wakin ?” 


O'! wha’s that at my chamber-door, 
Fair widow, are you wakin ? 
Auld carl, your suit give o’er, 
Your love lyes a in tawking. 
Gie me a lad that’s young and tight, 
__ Sweet like an April meadow ; 
“vis sic as he can bless the sight 
And besom of a widow. 


“* O! widow, wilt thou let me in? 
I’m pawky, wise, and thrifty, 

And come of a right gentle kin ; 
I’m little mair than fifty.” 

Daft carl, dit you mouth, 
What signifies how pawky, 

Or gentle born you be,—bot youth ? 
In love you’re but a gawkey. 


Then widow let these guineas speak, 
That powerfully plead clinkan ; 
And if they fail, my mouth I’ll steak, 
And na mair love will think on. 
These court, indeed, I maun confess ; 
I think they make you young, sir, 
And ten times better can express 
Affection than your tongue, sir. 


a eo ee 


POOR MR. SPRIGGS. 


Mr. Spriggs, the grocer, married Miss Revel, 
He thought her angel, she turn’d cut a devil. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs ! 
She sung, parlez vow’d, danc’d waltzes and jigs, 
She wasted the tea, and the sugar, and figs, 
And, said she’d be mistress, please the pigs. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs ! 


Mrs, Spriggs gave parties to tea and to dinner, 
And play’d guinea whist, though she ne’er was a 
winner. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs! 


She lov’d silver, muslin, French lace, and rich 
stuffs, 
Pelisses, and tippets, and Chinchilli muffs : 
And, some say, she lov’d Captain Brown of the 
Buffs. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs” 


Mr. Spriggs and his wife fell out one night, 
And she vow’d she’d drown herself out of mere 
spite 
To poor Mr. Spriggs! 
She ran to the river, and when she walk’d in 
Her courage grew cool as the wave touch’d her 
chin, 
And drowning herself she now said was asin. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs! 


A fisherman saw her, and thonght she’d be wet, 
So he pull’d Sally out by a cast of his net. 
Poor Mr. Spriggs! 


Took her home, half drown’d, to her anxious dear, 

Who cried, when he saw her looking so queer, 

“« Pray, sir, why the devil did you intertere 
With poor Mrs. Spriggs!’ 


PPR LC OILS 


TONY CLOD; 
OR, A PICTURE OF LONDON FASHIONS. 
Air—-* Gee ho, Dobbin.” (Bryant.) 


MY name’s Tony Clod, waggon’s just set me down, 
And I’ze comed just to see all the fun of the town, 
Where I’ve witnessed such sights as would make a 
man stare, 
And I’ve laugh’d till I’m sick at the folks, I de- 
clare. 
Oh, the fashion! how they dash on! 
And the streets of this town are like 
our country-fair. 
There are rich folks who ne’er in their lives owned 
two dollars, 
And chaps without shirts, sirs, but plenty of collars ; 
There are dandies with large wigs, with which 
they take pains, 
So you’re sure to find hair though you cannot find 
brains. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There are auctions for pictures, for clothes, and for 
crockery, 
And fine turtle-soup that is nothing but mockery ; 
There are doctors who say they can cure all dis- 
orders, 
And play-houses crammed ev’ry night full of orders. 
: Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There are officer-soldiers not older than twenty, 
And rich beggars you’ll find in this town in great 
plenty ; 
And if public-houses for drinking you’d meet, 
Ecod, you'll find twenty in every street. 
Oh, the fashion, &e, 


There are wild beasts to show by some comical 
elves, 
And thousands who try to make beasts of them- 
selves ; 
Besides which you will find of queer fellows a set, 
Who will go into prison to pay off each debt. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


Now there’s acting for ever in London’s the rage, 
And performers who ne’er appeared on the stage ; 
Oh, yes, 1 am wrong, I their talents reproach, 
For some go to Acton a top of stage-coach. 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There are always fine sights to be seen in Bond- 
street, : ; 

And some true native monkies you’re sure there to 
meet ; 
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And the Cobourg glass curtain is hid from inspec- 
tion, 

But we'll not speak of that—it’s a sort of reflection. 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 


Now some in balloons they go up in the air, 
While others by steam to the Nore do repair, 
And with large bills of boats and balloons town do 
teem 
So that some folks must fatten on gas and on steam. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There are tradesmen in town who have nothing to do, 
And tailors who turn all old clothes into new, 
While your great married noblemen live at their 
ease, 
And let other men do with their wives what they 
please. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There’s your jolly M.P. in the Parliament-house, 
Goes there just for his ease, is as still as a mouse, 
And if he has slept, and debate being ended, 
He cries, Never mind, the least said ’s soonest 
mended. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


There a starch’d-up apprentice with his sweet-heart 
is seen ; 
He kneels and he swears what he never can mean, 
While our meek female saints with their fine curling 
tresses, 
Go to church or to chapel to exhibit their dresses. 
Oh, the fashion, &c. 


Now you'll say I look funny, though I am no sight, 

And I hope that my fun may have pleased you 
outright ; 

Only laugh at my jokes, ’twill make my heart at 
rest 

But I know you'll be pleased when a man does his 
beste 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 


THE BALLAD SELLER. 


HERE are catches, songs, and glees, 
Some are twenty for a penny ; 
You shall have whate’er you please, 
Take your choice, for here are many. 
Here is “ Nan of Glo’ster-green,” 
Here’s “ The Lily of the Valley,” 
Here is “‘ Kate of Aberdeen,” 
Here is “ Sally in our Alley.” 


Here is ‘“ Mary’s Dream ”—“ Poor Jack,” 
Here’s ‘* The Tinker and the Tailor,” 
Here’s “ Bow, wow” and ‘‘ Paddy Whack,” 
“« Tally ho! ”—- The Hardy Sailor.” 
Here’s “‘ Dick Dock”—** The hearty Blade,” 
“« Captain Wattle” and “ The Grinder,” 
And I’ve got the “ Cottage Maid,” 
Confound me, though, if I can find her. 


Drinking songs, too, here abound, 

“© Toby Philpot”—* Fill the Glasses,” 
And, “ Why stands the Glass around ?” 

«« Here’s a health to all good Lasses,” 
Here’s ‘“ Come, let us dance and sing,” 

And, what’s better far than any, 
Here’s “‘ God save great George eur King,” 

“« Hearts of Oak,” and “ Rule Britannia.” 


at | a ae ee 


WHAT’S A WOMAN LIKE? 
(Prince Hoare.) 


A WOMAN is like to—but stay, 
What a woman is like who can say? 
There’s no living with nor without one— 
Love bites like a fly— 
Now an ear, now an eye, 
Buz, buz, always a buzzing about one. 


When she’s tender and kind, 
She is like, to my mind, 
(And Fanny was so, I remember,) 
She is like to—oh dear, 
She’s as good, very near, 
As a ripe melting peach in September, 
If she laugh and she chat, 
Play, joke, and all that, 
And with smiles and good humour she meet me 
She’s like a rich dish 
Of venison or fish, 
That cries from the table, come, eat me. 
But she’ll plague and she’ll vex you, 
Distract and perplex you, 
False hearted and ranging, 
Unsettled and changing, 
What then do you think she is like? 
Like a sand, like a rock, 
Like a wheel, like a clock— 
Aye, a clock that is always at strike. 
Her head’s like the island folks tell on, 
Where nothing but monkies can dwell on. 
Her heart’s like a lemon—so nice, 
She carves for each lover a slice. 
In truth, she’s, to me, 
Like the wind, like the sea, 
Whose raging will hearken to no man. 
Like a mill, like a pill, 
Like a flail, like a whale, 
Like an ass, like a glass, 
W hose image is constant to no man. 
Like a flower, like a shower, 
Like a fly, like a pie, 
Like a pea, like a flea, 
Like a thief, like—in brief, 
She’s like nothing on earth but a woman. 


GOROLILOF 


DISSERTATION UPON NOSES, 
(Dibdin.) 
I FORGET what Sterne says in his Chapter of Noses, 
With laughter to make our sides ache, 

But I think, like Lavater, he auguring supposes 
Good or ill from their shape and their make, 
But Ill let both alone, with each skit or reflection > 

As they spar, or together agree, 
And explain the effect in my own recollection, 
These same noses have had upon me. 


Cock’d up noses are pert, and some say not too 
civil ; 
Some have none, like a bear, whena cub; 
A fine stately nose may sometimes hide a devi; 
And an angel may beam in a snub. 
The flat nose, like a platter, is scarcely worth 
naming, 
The sharp nose is a pretty good sort ; 
The mulberry nose, that like Bardolph’s, is faming, 
Makes one think of good claret and port. 


Your fine Grecian nose, about which they so teaze us, 
Is admir’d, but from this some will swerve, 
For a nose should be beautiful, if it would please us, 
And the true line of beauty’s a curve. 
The old Roman’s hook’d noses were guards to their 
peepers, 
They, therefore, were men of renown; 
For these sickle-like noses arm’d them all so like 
reapers, 
They cut all their enemies down. 


After all, a good nose is a generous feature, 
To the face gives an elegant air ; 

It lends grace to men, is the type of good nature, 
And is not much dislik’d py the fair ;— 

But the mind is the thing; for though noses are 

hook’d, 

Pale, ruby, depress’d, or elate, 

As a razor as sharp, as a bill-hook as crook’d, 
Never mind, so the heart is but straight. 
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KILKENNY WILL TAKE US FOR ONE, 
MY DEAR. 


Air—“ Young May Moon.”—(Hadson.) 


THE full new moon is old, my love, 

You’ve got plenty of money, I’m told, my love; 
So your knocker I'll ring, 
And my love I will sing, 

Though I’ve got a most shocking bad cold, my love. 


Then awake, for my love is so hot, my dear, 

Without you I’ll scon go to pot, my dear; 
For my shirt, at your clack, 

Would stick close to my back, 

But the devil a shirt have I got, my dear. 


Like a cat, my watch I’m keeping, love, 
For no bed have I got to sleep in, love; 
So honey, look down, 
And smile me a frown, 
From your one eye, so beautiful, peeping, love. 


Old time, like the gutter, does run, my dear, 
So prythee mock modesty shun, my dear; 
Have me, I’ll have you, 
And though still we’ll be two, 
All Kilkenny will take us for one, my dear. 


ee ee ae ae 


THE WONDERFUL METROPOLIS. 
Air—“< The Tortoiseshell Tom Cat.” 


On! what a town, what a wonderful metropolis, 
Sure such a town as this was never seen ; 
Mayor,common-councilmen, citizens, and populace, 
Wand’ring from Poplar to Turnham-green. 
Chapels, churches, synagogues, distilleries, and 
county-banks, 
Poets, Jews, and gentlemen apothecaries, moun- 
tebanks ; 
There’s Bethlem Hospital, and there the Picture 
Gallery, 
And there’s Sadler’s Wells, and there the Court 
of Chancery. 
Oh, such a town, such a wonderful metropolis, 
Sure such a town as this was never seen. 


Oh, such a town, and such a heap of carriages, 
Sure such a motley group was never seen ; 
Such a swarm of young and old, of buryings and 
matriages, 
All the world seems occupied in a ceaseless din. 
There’s the Bench, and there’s the Bank, now only 
take a peep at her, 
And there’s Rag Fair, and there the East London 
, Theatre, 
There’s St. James’s all so fine, St. Giles’s all in 
tattery, 
There fun and frolic dance the rig from Saturday 
to Saturday. 
_ Oh, what a town, what a wonderful metropolis, 
Sure such a town as this was never seen. 


De ee 


THE CUCKOO. 


(Shakspeare. ) 
DUET. 


WHEN daisies pied and violets blue, 
And ladies frocks all silver white, 
And cuckoo buds of yellow hue, 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckoo, then, on every tree 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he— 
Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo, “cuckoo,—oh, word of fear, 
Unpleasant to a married ear. 


When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 
When turtles wed, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer frocks, 
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The cuckoo, then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he- 
Cuckoo, 

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—oh, word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear. 


POPOL OLS 


ST, PATRICK WAS A GENTLEMAN. 


SAINT Patrick was a gentleman, and came 0” d1- 
cent people, 
He built a church in Dublin town, and upon it put 
a steeple 5 
His mother was a Callaghan, his father was a 
Brady, 
His sister was an O’Huolihan, and his brother an 
O’Grady. 
CxHorus—Noh! noh! noh! noh! 
Success attend St. Patrick’s fist, for he’s 
the dacent saint_O, 
He gave the bugs and toads a twist, he’s 
a beauty without paint O! 


The Wicklow hills are very high, and so’s the hilt 
of Howth, too; 

But I know a hill that’s twice as high, and tallex 
than them both, too. 

’Twas on the top of that high mount where St. 
Patrick praeched his sarmint, 

He made the frogs jump through the bogs, and he 
banished all the varmint. 

Noh! noh! &c. " 


No wonder that we Irish boys should be so gay 
and frisky, | 

For Saint Patrick taught the happy knack of drink- 
ing of the whiskey. 

’T'was he that brewed the best o’ malt, and under- 
stood distilling, 

For his mother kept a sheeban shop, in the town 
of Inniskillen. 

Noh! noh! &c. 


Then should I be so fo tunate as to go back to 
Munster, 

Och! I’ll be bound that jom that ground, again I 
ne’er would once stir. 

’T was there St. Patrick planted turf, and plenty 
of the praties, 

With pigs galore, a grah m’estore, and butter-milk 
and ladies. 

Noh! noh! &c. 


GOL ILIIF 


THE GARDENER’S SONG. 
(Dibdin.) 
WHEN the tendrils of love once sétrike root in the 
heart 
They shoot freely without cultivation ; 
If the sun of encouragement warmth but impart 
To the soil of a sweet inclination. 
Yet in this wide world’s borders wherever ’tis found, 
The bindwood of interest gets seed in ; 
Any money and marigold cover the ground, 
While beneath the sweet rose love lies bleeding. 


Though single for seme time an Adonis may keep, 
Sagely railing at Wedlock so witty ; 
While in Venus’s looking-glass at every peep 
A Narcissus appears none so pretty. 
At last if he spies, ’mong the fair queens of the 
mead, 
A good shepherd’s purse, full of bright money, 
His bachelor’s buttons then begin to look dead, 
And he longs to be suckling the honey. 


Of raking now tired, (though as chill cucewmber 
“=. "eold 
The fair daughter should prove to their union,» 
His eyes gaily glisten at the thought of her gaia, 
And you’d think he’d be :n slicing an onton. 
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In for love, lack-adaisies he ruefully pines, 
Of a willow he talks, and his garters ; 

Eiv’n the sultan’s imperial crown he’d resign 
To be saved from the fate of love’s martyrs. 


Thus I, when a trenching the stiff heart of my 
dear, 
So well drilled and lined out my whole carriage, 
That fair words (though they butter no parsnips, ’tis 
clear) : 
?T will soon butter her over to marriage. 
When I had cabbaged her heart, and got her to 
wed, 
O, this rare nonpareil, thought so oft on! 
aA briar, not a sweet one, I found in my bed, 
A crab good for nought but to graft on. 


Se a 


COME, DEAREST, TOUCH THE CASTANET. 
(Hall.) 


COME, dearest, ere the sun is set, 
Come, lightly touch the castanet ; 
Its sound can waken pleasure still, 
And dance the lively sequadille 
Before the evening shadows throw 
Their dusky garb o’er all below. 


Come; he whose path is through the skies 
Shall beam, at least, o’er brightened eyes; 
Come; heaven is smiling, earth is gay, 
And breezes bear our woes away. 
Come, dearest, touch the castanet, 
Our souls may feel its music yet. 

YOUNG BEN, THE CARPENTER, AND 

SALLY BROWN. 


Air—** There’s na luck about the House.”’ 


Youne Ben he was a nice young man, 
A carpenter by trade, 
And he fell’d in love with Sally Brown, 
That was a lady’s maid. 
But as they fetched a walk one day, 
They met a pressgang crew, 
And Sally she did faint away, 
Whilst Ben he was brought to. 
Too ral, &c. 


' The boatswain swore most wicked words, 
Enough to shock a saint, 
That though she did seem in a fit 
’T'was nothing but a feint. 
Come, girl, says he, hold up your head, 
He'll be as good as me, 
For when your swain is in the boat, 
A boatswain he will be. 
Too ral, &c. 
So when they’d made their game of her, 
And taken off her elf, 
She roused and only found she was 
A coming to herself. 
And is he gone, and is he gone? 
She cried and wept outright ; 
Then I will to the water-side 
And see him out of sight. 
Too ral, &c. 
A waterman came up to her, 
Now young woman, said he, 
If you weep on so you will make 
Eye-water in the sea. 
Alas they’ve taken my beau Ben 
To sail with old Benbow ; 
And her woe begun to run afresh, 
As if she said gee-woh. 
Too ral, &c. 
Says he, they’ve only taken him 
To the tender-ship, you see, 
The tender ship, cried Sally Brown, 
What a hardship that must be. 


Oh, would I were a mermaid now, 
For then I’d follow him, 
But oh! I’m not a fish-woman, 
And so I cannot swim. 
Tco ral, &e. 


Alas, I was not born beneath 
The virgin and the scales, 
So I must curse my cruel stars, 
And valk about in Wales. 
Now, Ben had sailed to many a place 
That’s underneath the world, 
But in two years the ship came home, 
And all the sails were furled. 
Too ral, &c. 


But when he called on Sally Brown, 
To see how she went on, 
He found she’d got another Ben, 
Whose Christian name was John. 
Oh, Sally Brown, oh, Sally Brown, 
How could you sarve me so? 
I’ve met with many a breeze before, 
But never such a blow! 
Too ral, &c. 


Then pondering o’er his bacco-box, 
He heaved a heavy sigh, 
And then began to eye his pipe, 
And then to pipe his eye. 
And then he tried to sing «¢ All’s well,” 
But couldn’t, though he tried, 
His head was turned, and so he chewed 
His pigtail till he died. 
Too ral, &c. 


His death, which happened in his birth, 
At forty odd befell ; 
They went and told the sexton, 
And the sexton tolled the bell. 
Now Sal his funeral did attend 
With fearful anxious look, 
She waited in the cold church-yard 
Till the parson shut his book. 
Too ral, &c. 


PRL GL LIE 


SUR-NAMES GO BY CONTRARIES. 


MEN once were surnamed from their shape or estate, 
(You all may from history worm it,) 
There was Louis the Bulky, and Henry the Great, 
John Lackland, and Peter the Hermit. 
But now, when the door-plates of Misters ana 
Dames 
Are read, each so constantly varies, 
From the owners’ trade, figure, and calling, sur- 
names 
Seem given by the rule of contraries. 


Mr. Box, though provok’d, ne’er doubles his fist, 
Mr. Burns in his grate has no fuel ; 

Mr. Playfair won’t catch me at hazard or whist, 
Mr. Coward was wing’d in a duel. 

Mr. Wise is a dunce, Mr. King is a whig, 
Mr. Coffin’s uncommonly sprightly, 

And huge Mr, Little broke down in a gig, 
While driving fat Mrs. Golightly. 


Mrs. Drinkwater’s a sot to indulge in a dram, 
Mrs. Angel’s an absolute fury, 

And meek Mr. Lyon let fierce Mr. Lamb 
Tweak his nose in the lobby of Drury. 

At Bath, where the feeble go more than the stour, 
(A conduct well worthy of Nero,) 

Over poor Mr. Lightfoot, confined with the gout, 
Mr. Heaviside danced a bolero. 


Miss Joy, wretched maid! when she chose Mr. Love, 
Found nothing but sorrow await her! 

She now holds in wedlock, as true as a dove, 
The fondest of mates, Mr. Hayter. 
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Mr. Oldcastle dwells in a modern-built hut ; 
Miss Sage is of maacaps the archest; 

Of all the queer bacnelors Cupid e’er cut, 
Old Mr. Younghusband’s the starchest. 


Mr. Child, in a passion, knocked down Mr. Rock, 
Mr. Stone like an aspen-leaf shivers ; 

Miss Poole used to dance, but she stands like a stock 
Ever since she became Mrs. Rivers. 

Mr. Swift hobbles onward no mortal knows how, 
He moves as though cords had entwin’d him. 

Mr. Metcalfe run off on meeting a cow, 
With pale Mr. Turnbull behind him. 


Mr. Barker’s as mute as a fish in the sea, 
Mr. Miles never moves on a journey ; 

Mr. Gotobed sits up till half-after-three, 
Mr. Makepeace was bred an attorney. 

Mr. Gardener can’t tell a flower from a root, 
Mr. Wild, with timidity, draws back; 

Mr. Ryder performs all his journeys on foot, 
Mr. Foot all his journeys on horseback. 


Mr. Penny, whose father was rolling in wealth, 
Kick’d down all the fortune his dad won; 

Large Mr. Le Fever’s the picture of health, 
Mr. Goodenough is but a bad one. 

Mr. Cruickshank stepped into three thousand a year 
By showing his leg to an heiress. 

Now I hope you'll acknowledge I’ve made it quite 

clear 

Surnames ever go by contraries. 


GEL ILP EF 


MISTRESS GOOSE. 


Air—* Teddy Roe.” 
MISTER Goose was a man of great riches and fame, 
And I loved him I own, but I liked not his name. 
When he asked me to wed, in a pet I did refuse ; 
Do you think I’d marry you, and be called Mrs. 
Goose ? 


SPOKEN.] How shocking it would be to hear the 
little boys and girls of the village crying after us, 


Mister Goose, Mistress Goose, Daddy Goose, 
Mammy Goose. 
V’ll never marry you, and be called Mistress Goose. 


In a passion I flew, and he spitefully said, 

From my heart do I wish you may die an old maid. 

You may wish what you please, yet still I do not 
choose 

‘'o give my hand away and be called Mistress 
Goose. 


‘SPOKEN.] Now at a ball or play how ridiculous 
it would be to hear the company whisper—‘‘ Who 
are those ?”? — ‘“ Who can they be?” — “ La! 
don’t you know? Oh, they are— 

“< Mister Goose, Mistress Goose,” &c. 


Thus I said and I thought when young enough to 
choose, 

And I spurned at the offer of sweet Mister Goose, 

But now I do repent, and think I was to blame 

To refuse an honest man on account of his name. 


SPOKEN.] Well, really, I don’t think the name 
so frightful, neither. Oh! I’d give the world to 
hear the boys and girls of the village cry, 
Mammy Goose, Mistress Goose, neighbour Goose, 

cousin Goose. 
I wish he’d ask me now, I would soon be Mistress 
Goose. 


OPI LILIM 


IRISH MEDLEY. 
Air—* The Groves of Blarney. (J. H. Amherst.) 


THE field of battle it is so alarming 

That Molly can’t ever turn away ; 

The drums and fifes screech out so charming 
That she swears to baste the foe or die. 


Molly can’t believe the Moenseers’ blarney, 

Who threaten how they’ll our tune be altering, 
But this, I’m thinking, we shan’t be shrinking, 
Who fight for Briton’s cause and Briton’s king. 


Air—‘* Bold Dragoon.” 


Ours is a regiment where every man’s a man, 
Because alive or dead they’il fight, and more do 
no one can ; 

Without guns and swords, without big words, 
We'll make ’em rear, and run, and sidle. 
Oh, huzza! for Wellington, 
With his long sword, saddle, bridle. 

Whack, &c, 


Air—* Sprig of Shellalagh.” 


Bless the country, say I, that gave Wellington 
birth ; 
Bless the lads of the gun and their valour’s full 
worth, 
That fight for the rose and the shamrock so green, 
May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and the 
Shannon, 
Stand fast to their guns, whichin grammar’s callea 
cannon ; 
United and merry at liberty’s shrine, 
May the King and the people for ever entwine 
Round the rose of Old Englana and shamroct 
so green. 


NOW GOOD NIGHT. 
(C. M. Von Weber.) 


Now good night— 

ROUND each hill, and tower, and tree, 
Darkness deep her mantle closes, 
While all nature calm reposes ; 

Darkness brings no rest to me. 

Now good night, love, now good night. 


Dearest love— 
Still may no fond thought of me 
Thy calm hour of rest encumber ; 
But good angels watch thy slumber, 
Round the pillow press’d by thee. 
So good night, love—so good night. 


GOI IL PILPR? 


WHO CARES? 
(Dibdin. ) 
IF lubberly landsmen, to gratitude strangers, 
Still curse their unfortunate stars, 
Why what would they say did they try but the 
dangers 
Encounter’d by true-hearted tars? 
If life’s vessel they put “fore the wind, or they 
tack her, 
Or whether bound here or there, 
Give ’em sea-room, good fellowship, grog, and 
tobacker, 
Well then—d—me if Jack cares where. 


Then your stupid old quidnuncs, to hear ’em all 
clatter, 
The devil can’t tell you what for, 
Though they don’t know a gun from a marline- 
spike, chatter 
About and consarning of war! 
While for king, wife, and friend, he’s through 
every thing rubbing, 
With duty still proud to comply, 
So he gives but the foes of old England a drubbing, 
Why then—d—me if Jack cares wiy. 


And then, when good fortune has crown'd lis 
endeavours, 
And he comes home with shiners galore ; 
Well, what if so be he should lavish his favours 
On ev’ry poor object "long shore ? 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; 


Since mozey’s the needle that points to good-nature, 
Friend, enemy, false, or true, 

So it goes to relieve a distressed fellow-creature, 
Well then—d—me if Jack cares who. 


Don’t you see how some diff’rent thing ev’:y one’s 
twigging 
To take the command of a rib; 
Some are all for the breast-work, and some for the 
linying, 
And some for the cut of her jib; 
Though poor, some will take her in tow to defend 
her ; 
And again, some are all for the rich. 
As for I, so she’s young, her heart honest and 
tender, 
Why then—d—me if Jack cares which. 


Why now, if they go for to talk about living, 
My eyes, why a little will sarve; 

Let each a small part of his pittance be giving, 
And who in this nation can starve? 

Content’s all the thing—rough or calm be the 

weather, 

The wind on the beam or the bow, 

So honestly he can splice both ends together, 
Why then— d—me if Jack cares how. 


And then for a bring up, d’ye see, abofit dying, 
On which such a racket they keep, 

What argufies if in a church-yard you’re lying, 
Or find out your grave in the deep? 

Of one thing we’re certain, whatever our calling, 
Death will bring us all up; and what then! 

So his conscience’s tackle will bear overhauling, 
Why then—d—me if Jack cares when. 


GRILL PIP 


THE SPORTSWOMAN. 


YE sportsmen draw near, and ye sportswomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field ; 

Mankind, though they blame, are all eager as 

you, 

And no one the contest will yield. 

His lordship, his worship, his honour, his grace, 
A hunting continually go, 

All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chase ; 
With hark forward! huzza! tally ho! 


The lawyer will rise with the first of the morn 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

The husband gets up at the sound of the horn, 
And rides to the common full speed ; 

The patriot is thrown in pursuit of his game z 
The poet, too, often lays low, 

‘Vho, mounted on Pegasus, flies after fame, 
With, hark forward! huzza! tally ho! 


While fearless o’er hills and o’er. woodlands we 
sweep, 

Though prudes on our pastime may frown, 

How oft do they decency’s bounds overleap, 
And the fences of virtue break down ; 

Thus public or private ; for pension, for place, 
For amusement, for passion, for show, 

All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chase, 
With, hark forward! huzza! tally ho! 


LP LIP LOS 


SHEEP’S EYES; 
OR, NEDDY NOODLE’S COURTSHIP. 
Air—“ A Frog he would a wooing go.” —( Emery.) 


Says Hodge, one day, to his $on Ned, 
(Good news for Neddy) 

« J think ’tis time, boy, thou shouldst wed, 
(He‘gho! says Neddy) 

Thou seest I now grow old apace ; 

Old Time I’ve led a pretty long chase, 

Sothou shouldst wed to keep up our race. 
(I know what you mean, quoth Neddy) 
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«« There’s farmer Giles’s daughter Suke— 
(She’s but so, so, quoth Neddy) 
My boy, I’d have thee at her look.” 
(Heigho! quoth Neddy) 
«« But, father,” says Ned, << tell me how I must woo; 
What shall I say to her, and what must I do? 
For if I know I’m a circumcis’d Jew.” 
(Heigho! heigho! sigh’d Neddy) 
The father replied, “‘ Now listen, my son, 
(Straight prickt up his ears did Neddy ) 
And I'll tell thee the way thy mother I won: 
(Now for some fun, quoth Neddy) 
T told her I lov’d her—then heav’d a sigh, 
And at her, askance, I threw a sheep’s eye, 
And she no longer my suit could deny.” 
(By jingo, Ill do it, quoth Neddy) 


Says Ned to himself, if one eye will do, 
(Tol de rol, &c.) 
Egad, I won’t mind a dozen or two: 
(Tol de rol, &c.) 
For he to get married most firmly was bent, 
So early next morning to the butcher’s he went, 
And two or three shillings in sheep’s eyes spent. 
(Dead as m=tton, I’ll have her, says 
Neddy) 


To the cottage, he hastened, of Farmer Giles, 
Singing, tol de rol, &c. 

And he skipp’d and he hopp’d over hedges and 

stiles, 

(For in tip top spirits was Neddy) 

Quoth he to the girl, ‘« I be sent here to woo, 

For father he wishes that I’d marry you, 

So you’d better consent, Suke, without more ado.” 
(* Come, haste to the wedding,’ sung 

Neddy) 


She titter’d, and bent her looks to the ground, 
(That’s all « Betty Martin,’ thought Neddy) 
Like a red cabbage, blushing, she held her head 
_ down. 
(Gammon and spinage, quoth Neddy) 
Then he from his pocket most slyly drew 
Of dead sheep’s eyes a dozen or two, 
Which one by one at the girl he threw. 
(Now I have her cock sure, quoth Neddy) 


Miss Sukey she started, and said, with surprise, 
(She’s going to consent, thought Neddy) 
«© What the devil d’ye mean by these filthy sheep’s 
eyes 2?” 
b heieton quoth Neddy) 
“« Why, father,” quoth he, “said a sheep’s eye 
would do, 
But I, to make sure, bought a dozen or two, 
’Caze I’d spare no expense to make zartin of you ; 
So ’tis all father’s fault, says Neddy. 


It prov’d that sheep’s eyes in the end did succeed, 

(And brisk as a bee was Neddy) 
For soon to be married Miss Sukey agreed, 

(And brisker was she than Neddy) 
Though he’d eyed her all over, before and behind, 
To her follies she manag’d to keep him still blind, 
So to wedlock’s soft chains we must leave him re- 

sign’d, 
Singing, tolde rol, &c. 
THE MARGATE STEAM-PACKET. 
Air—“ The Military Air of the Nightingale.” 


A SHORT farewell to smoke and noise, 
We are off to taste sweet Margate joys : 
The steam-boat waits, you’ll be too late— 
If you doubt, haste to the Tower-stairs. 
See the sun sheds forth his light ; 
There’s not a single cloud in sight. 
Whilst all sorts meet in Lower Thames-street, 
And coaches hasten with their fares--- 
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Oyster-dealers—fish-fags—sailors— 
Gentry—tradesmen—porters—nailers. 
Allis bustle, noise, and prate, 
Around sweet smelling Billinsgate. 
Eight o’clock’s the time for going, 
To and fro see wherries rowing, 
Whilst the muddy Thames is flowing. 
Make haste, coachman ; pray get on— 
Hollo! mate, pull up, I say, : 
Your fish-cart here stops all the way, 
I can’t sit standing here all day ; 
The steam-boats sure will all be gone. 


SPOKEN.] Boat, your honour ?—Yes. — Now, 
ma’am, mind how you goes ; be careful, sir ; there, 
vhere you are.—How much is your fare ?—Eighteen- 
pence, sir.—What, eighteen-pence for six yards ?—- 
Vy, there’s three on ye, sixpence a piece.—Why, 
“tis a highway robbery.—No, sir, it an’t no robbery 
at all; and if it was a robbery, it couldn’t be a 
highway robbery, because it vas on the vater.— 
Why, ‘tis a disgrace to the law of the land.—I 
tell you, sir, you’re on the water; and if you 
don’t like to pay me, V’ll put you ashore in the 
mud for nothing.—Lauk, pa, pay the man; you 
knows when you goes to Rome you must do as 
Rome does.-—Yes, ma’am 3 and if you don’t make 
haste on board, there be no room there.—Ah! 
here’s Mr. Smelt, the fishmonger; how are you, 
sir?—Oh, wery middling. How are you, ma’am? 
—Oh, sir, I am as lively as a grig, but Mr. Smelt 
is always like a fish out 0’ water whenever he’s 
out a pleasuring a bit; but you see what a pickle 
I’m in.—Ah! see, she wanted to show her ’gility 
in jumping into the boat as brisk as an eel, when 
her foot slipt, and down she came as flat as a 
flounder.—Ah! my dear, I never minds trifles, 
but you hav’n’t got no sole, you ought to be above 
fish now.—Well, ma’am, so he is; that is, if 
there are any in the Thames.—Bless me, how 
d’ye do, Miss Goose ?—Oh, my dear Mrs. Smelt, 
I am in such a pucker, I think I must faint. Do 
you know there’s a large fire on board the vessel ; 
and if it should catch, we must be either burnt 
or drowned. Oh, here’s the steward. Pray, sir, 
is there any danger?—Madam, not the least. . I 
beg you will not be uneasy; I can swim like a 
duck, and if the vessel should catch, you can 
jump on my back, you know, and I’ll convey you 
on shore.—I wonder how the works are construct- 
ed. She seems to fly.—She! did yousay? This 
vessel can’t be a she: this is an Eclipse.—I’ll tell 
you, madam, how and all about the works. You 
must know there’s a great big large iron copper pot 
under the fire; no, over the fire, and the fire’s 
under that, I mean; and then there’s the steam- 
engine, and the steamers that they boils the legs 
of mutton in, and the fire being under the boiler, 
and the boiler over the fire, the fire makes the 
water boil, for there’s the hot water, and the cold 
water, and the engine, and the steam, and the 
wheels, and the smoke, and, and, and, that’s the 
way we goes along, madam.—Madam, that old 
gentleman has given you so bad an explanation, if 
you'll give me leave, I will entirely explain it. 
The old gentleman said, there was a copper iron 
pot ; now the copper is not a copper, but a boiler ; 
and being a boiler, how can it be a copper? and if 
it is made of iron, how can it be made of copper ? 
and not being made of copper, it follows that it 
must be of iron; now the fire is under the boiler, 
the water boils over, and it falls into the safety 
valves, and is conducted through conductors to a 
spout at the side of the vessel, and that sets the 
wheels going, and the wheels sets the engine 
going, and the engine sets the vessel going. 








Thus every object as we go, 
For conversation gives a theme, 


\ 


Each mode of travelling is below 
The pleasures of a Margate steam. 


The water now gets much more wide, 
A large expanse is on each side: 

We glide along, the sea so strong, 
Much faster than a horse could stride ; 
And now to catch the fresh’ning gale, 
The sailors quick hoist up a sail, 

Which soon does fill, and quicker still, 
We leave each vessel at our tail: 
The wind gets up, the waters swell, 
The steward’s man comes with his bill, 
Whilst steady! steady! quick does chime, 
Announces that ’tis dinner time ; 

One by one we slowly go, to the cabin down below, 

Where seated, eating sweet delights, 
Soon settles all our appetites. 


SPOKEN.] Fine mutton, my dear; I’d advise 
you not to eat too much.—Oh, papa, the sea air 
has gived me sitch a happytite, that I could eat a 
bushel; only think, all drest by steam.—Well, my 
dear, I’m in a stream.—Pray, ma’am, were you 
ever at sea before?—No, sir, but I’ve been up to 
Richmond in a cutter.—Ah, ma’am, this is 
much more pleasanter, we don’t want oars here.— 
No, sir, but I’m glad to see so many skulls here. 
—Skulls, ma’am?—Yes; and the ladies feather 
their skulls.—Yes, sir; and you gentlemen are not 
behind, for most on board scem to have skulls as 
light as a feather.—Well, my deat, have you 
made a good dinner?—Very, sir.—Ah! this is bet- 
ter than travelling by coach; stopping to dine, and 
being allowed eight minutes, five of which are 
taken up in placing it on the table, so that by the 
time the first mouthfui is in, the coachman comes 
in with, ‘ Ladies and gentlemen, all ready, can’t 
wait.’—Oh, the devil take all travelling but by 
steam.—Bless me, what’s the matter? oh, papa, 
I’m so bad—Why I feel rather qualmish myself, 
oh! oh! O! I must go on deck.—-Bless me, how 
rough the sea is.—Yes, sir, Daddy Neptune has 
got his night-cap on.—Oh, I wish I had mine on, 
and was snug in my bed in St. Martin’s Lane.— 
Och! what an imposition.—A what, sir?—An im- 
position; for what else can it be, to make a man 
sick directly after eating so comfortable a dinner. 
Oh! what will I do? oh!—Why, sir, if you were 
to go over to the other side of the vessel, you might 
put your head over the side; but now, you see, 
the wind blows it directly on those who have no 
inclination to be sick.—Inclination! oh, by the 
powers, the devil of inclination have I at all, at all. 
—Lauk, father, if there an’ta mill-stone.—A mill- 
stone, pho! pho! ’tis a buoy.—A boy! I’m sure it 
’bant like a boy, nor a man either. What’s it for? 
—Why ’tis to guide the ships.—How green the 
water is, father.—Yes, my dear, the sea is green, 
and the taste is salt.—What is it in this pond they 
catch all the salt fish?—How long shal: we be be- 
fore we get to Margate?—Oh, not long, as we can 
see the pier very plain.—What birds are those ?— 
Those, sir, are sea-gulls.—Sea-gulls; oh! I have 
heard of them; are there many of them about 
Margate ?—Oh yes, sir; Margate has always been 
reckoned a famous place to see gulls ?—Indeed! do 
the people of the place catch them to eat?—Why, 
sir, though not exactly to eat, they may be said 
to live entirely on them; they pluck all that’s 
worth having, and set them flying again, and in 
the course of the season, they stand a chance of 
picking them up again.—Why look, what a great 
company on the pier.—Well, miss, how do you 
find yourself now?—Oh, sir, ’m much better than 
I were.—You were? you was, you should say.— 
Say where I was, papa? why I was along with 
that squinting lady in the cabin, and directly she 
came in, I said, says I, we shall all be ill, and 


——_— 
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so we was.—So we were; have you forgotten 
your grammar? I was sick, he was sick, we were 
sick, they were sick.—Truly, papa, I think we 
were all sick; but I don’t like you to catch at all 
that falls from my mouth.—Well, sir, how do you 
tike the Eclipse ?—-Why, sir, I think as most folks 
do; the Eclipse is the Favourite; she goes so 
swift, and has something so Majestic about her, 
that in a race with even the Engineer, she would 
be sure to gain the Victory. 


Thus every object, &c. 


THE WINDS WHISTLE COULD. 


(Terry. ) 
GLEE. 


THE winds whistle cold, 

And the stars glimmer red, 
The flocks are in fold, 

And the cattle in shed. 
When the hoar frost was chill 
Upon moorland and hill, 

And was fringing the forest bough, 
Our fathers would trowl 
The bonny brown bowl, 

And so will we do now, 
Jolly hearts! 
And so will we do now. 


Gaffer Winter may seize 
Upon milk in the pail; 
*T will be long ere he freeze 
The bold brandy and ale; 
For our fathers so bold, » 
They laugh’d at the cold, 
When Boreas was bending his brow; 
For they quaff’d mighty ale, 
And they told a blythe tale, 
And so will we do now, 
Jolly hearts! 
And so will we do now. 


OOE LOE LS 


TOM MOODY. 
( Dibdin.) 
You all knew Tom Moody, the whipper-in, well; 
The bell just done tolling was honest Tom’s knell. 
A more able sportsman ne’er followed a hound 
Through a ee Bt well known to him fifty miles 
round, 
No hound ever open’d, with Tom near the wood, 
But he’d challenge the tone, and could tell if ’twere 
ood ; 
And all with attention would eagerly mark, 
When he cheer’d up the pack, ‘ Hark! to Rock- 
wood, hark! hark! 
High !—wind him! and cross him! 
Now, Ratler, boy !—Hark!’ 


Six crafty earth-stoppers, in hunter’s green drest, 
Supported poor Tom to ‘ an earth’ made for rest ; 
His horse, which he styled his’ Old Soul,’ next 
appear’d, 
On whose forehead the brush of his last fox was 
rear’d ; 
Whip, cap, boots, and spurs, in a trophy were 
bound, 
And here and there follow’d an old straggling 
hound. 
Ah! no more at his voice yonder vales will they 
trace! 
Nor the Wrekin resound his first burst in the chase! 
With high over!—Now press him! 
Tally ho'!—Tally ho! 
Thus Tom spoke his friends, ere he gave up his 


breath : 
£ Since I see you are resolv’d to be in at the death, 


One favour bestow—’tis the last I shall cra 
Give a rattling view-halloo thrice over my gra 
And unless at that warning I lift up my head, 
My boys, you may fairly conclude I am dead’ 
Honest Tom was obey’d, and the shout rent the 
sky, 
For evry oe join’d in the tally ho! cry. 
‘ Tally ho! Hark forward! 
Tally ho! Tally ho! 


GLPOP LIP HE 


CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


CRABBED Age and Youth 
Cannot live together ; 

Youth like summer morn, 
Age like winter weather, 


Age is full of care, 

Youth is full of pleasure ; 
Age like winter bare, 

Youth like summer weather 


Age, I do abhor thee, 
Youth, I do adore thee; 

O, sweet husband, hie thee, 
Methink’st thou stay’st too long. 


WE’LL MARRIED BE, AS SURE AS FUN, 
( Mallinson.) 
A COMIC DUET. 


He.—ONnE day, while working at my plough, 
Fal lal lal, &c. 
I felt, just here, I can’t tell how; 
Fal lal lal, &e, 
I turned my head round, just to see 
Who ’twas I heard, when there stood she, 
Like Wenus, com’d out of the sea. 
Fal lal lal, &e. 
I’m sure, 
Fal lal lal, &c. 
I look’d like [, and nothing more ; 
Fal lal lal, &e. 
I’d walked along a field ar two, 
And might look rosy-cheek’d or so: 
Besides, I met a charming beau! 
Fal lal lal, 
He.—I knows the chap you mean, I trow, 
Fal lal lal, 
He’s at the squire’s, here below. 
Fal lal lal, 
Be careful, Nan, take heed in time, 
Here’s honest John, just in his prime, 
If you’ll be his’n, he’Il be thine. 
Fal lal lal, 
She.—Why, John, your sartan well to do, 
Fal lal lal, 
You’ve got a cow, a pig or two; 
Fal lal Jal, 
But mother’s magpie talks to I— 
She calls me angel of the sky. 
He.—Then mother’s magpie tells a lie. 
Fal lal lal, &c. 
She.—Tells lies! the bird does no such things— 
Fal lal lal, &>. 


She.—La! John, you flatter now, 


&e. 
&e. 
&e, 


&ce. 
&e. 
&e. 


For I’m an angel—. 
He.— Where’s your wings? 
Fal lal lal, &c. 
She.—That gemman, sir, all sweet perfume, 
Said—‘ Oh, you goddess from the moon" 
He.—He meant a witch upon a broom. 
Fal lal lal, &e. 
She.—Well, time will show, and, John, you'll find. 
' Fal lal lal, &e, 
He.—-You’d best take me, Nan, in the mind, 
Fal lal lal, &e. 
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She.—Wi’ all my heart, next Sunday. 
He.— Done. 

We'll married be, as sure as fun. 
She.—And then, John 


He.— You and I'll make one. 
Fal lal lal, &c. 
Both.—So ; an: {who'd wish to happy be, 


tty N 
Just copy Minna t John ; and me ; 
But to old Nick send jealousy. 
Fal lal lal, &c. 


PRI GREP? 


THE LAD WITH THE CARROTTY POLL. 
(Knight. ) 

OH dear, oh dear, good gentlefolks, may it be 
said 

I’m come here to learn if any poor bairn 

Has been troubled like me wi’ his head ; 

My feyther and mother they used no control ; 

Fifteen of us bairns all red in the poll, 

We all were pretty and merry as Punch, 

But I were always the pride of the bunch. 

Oh dear, oh dear, I’m a queer little comical soul, 

And if you'll believe me, though I think you may 
see 

I'm the lad with the carrotty poll. 


Oh dear, oh dear, I fear I shall never get wed, 

For indeed you must know, wherever I go, 

They laugh at my carrotty head ; 

T’other day I went up to town wi’ young squire, 

They said that my head would set Lunune a-fire. 

I seed pretty woman wi’ cheeks like a rose, 

I gave one a buss, but she painted my nose: 

Oh dear, oh dear, I couldn’t I’m sure, for my soul, 

Like the touch of her cheek, if I rubbed for a 
week, 

Get the red from my carrotty poll. 


Oh dear, oh dear, a quack in our village one day, 
He said that he could, and I gaid that he should, 
Come and take all my carrots away ; 

So he rubbed and he scrubbed, till my face went 


awry, 

Wi’ some stuff that he called his ‘ New Patent 
Dye;’ 

My hair he turned black and my pockets he 
drained, - 

And I looked like the devil first day that it rained : 

Oh dear, oh dear, I were such a transmogrified 
soul 

For my head were as bald as a pig that is scald, 

And I longed for my carrotty poll. 


Oh dear, oh dear, the joy of my heart you must 
know, 

Was to see the first sprout of hair shooting out, 

When the carrots began to grow. 

And my happiness now is arrived at the top, 

Because I have got such a glorious crop ; 

And the lesson I’ve learnt is never to fret, 

But be always content with whatever I get. 

Oh dear, oh dear, the queer little comical soul, 

Ever will laud the hands who applaud 

The lad with the carrotty poll. 


GLI IALF I 


HARK, HARK AWAY~ 


THE moment Aurora peeped into the room, 
I put on my clothes and I called for my groom ; 
Will Whistle by this had uncoupled the hounds, 
Who, lively and nettlesome, frisked o’er the 
grounds. 

And now we’re all saddled, 
Gray, 

Seemed longing to hear the glad sound, hark away! 


leet, Dapple, and 
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’T was now by the clock about five in the morn, 
And we all galloped off to the sound of the horn, 
Jack Gater, Bill Blubber, and Dick at the Goose, 
When all of a sudden out starts Mrs. Puss. 

Men, horses, dogs, not a moment would stay, 
And écho was heard to cry hark, hark away! 


The course was a fine one, she took o’er the plain, 

Which she doubled, and doubled, and doubled 
again, 

Till at last, she to cover returned, out of breath, 

Where I and Will Whistle were in at the death ; 

Then, in triumph for you, I the hare did display, 

And cried to the horns, my boys, hark, hark 
away. 


GPLILLIEOR ET 


I AM A KNOWING BLADE. 
Air— All around the Maypole.” 


LorpD, I am a knowing blade as ever you did see, 
Fol lol de dol, diddle lol de da, 
And ’twould take a wise relation now to cozen me. 
Fol lol de dol, diddle lol de da. 
Often, I remember, by father I was told, 
That in taking of his rupees I was devilish bold, 
And then I got a wacking—and a wacking lot of 
gold, 
Fol lol de dol, &e, 


They preached to me of honesty—that I thought 
was puff, 
Fol lol de dol, &c. 
So I took both copper, silver, brass, you’ll own 
I’ve got enough. 
Fol lol de dol, &c. 
Now, my father seeing very well I was the rising 


sort, 

And that a rope or heavy purse at last must end 
my sport, 

To give me room for roguery he sent me to the 
court. 


Fol lol de dol, &c. 


The girls would all run after me with their sparkling 
eyes, rine 
Fol lol de dol, &e. 
But then they’re not the sparklers I should ever 
T1Ze. 
art Fol lol de dol, &c. 
And though they may be very dear,—they’re dear 
to me I know, : 
So when their sheeps’ eye glances so lovingly they 
throw, 
I put my purse up in my belt and walk away—~ 
just so. 
Fol lol de dol, &c 


GRIEG ELIF 


DEAR NATIVE HOME. 
Air—~ Sweet Home.” —(Miss Bryant. ) 


THOUGH we roam through the world to seek peace 
and delight, 
Tis but a dark prospect alluring the sight, 
For, though pleasure may greet us wherever we 
roam, 
Still one bright thought must beam on our aear na- 
tive home. 
Home, sweet home, &c. 
Oh! nothing can equal our dear native home. 


Where the captive sad thinks of the joys that ars 
past, P : 
And a wretch, on the wide world to misery .a t, 
When hours pass in sorrow, and friends seek the 
tomb, f 5 
Then he drops a fond tear for his dear native bh, me. 
Home, sweet home, &e, 


CLL PLILAF 
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She took up her barrow, but he wouldn’t let her pass, 
Till he had a kiss of the cat’s-meat lass. 








THE DANDY CAT’S-MBAT LASS. 
Air—* White Cochade.”’ 


THOUGH much has been sung, and likewise said, 
About a dandy dog’s-meat blade, 
You'll think it good as any farce 
To hear of the dandy cat’s-meat lass. 
She was a handsome cat’s-meat lass, 
In short, a wirgin cat’s-meat lass. 
No Wenus ever could surpass 
The handsome dandy cat’s-meat lass. 


Uhrough Bond-street cat’s meat she did cry, 
And cried it so bewitchingly, 
The puppies cocked up their quizzing-glass, 
And all to take a quiz at the cat’s-meat las. 
Then she would blush, would the cat’s-meat lass, 
For she was a bashful cat’s-meat lass ; 
And to every dandy she did pass, 
She cried, ‘cat’s meat,’ did the cat’s-meat lass. 


One day, as through Pall-Mall she strayed, 

And cat’s meat cried, a dandy blade, 

To meet her, from his house out ran, 

But he was not the dog’s-meat man. 
He was charmed with the cat’s-meat lass, 
He winked and blinked at the cat’s-meat lass ; 
She took up her barrow, but he wouldn’t let her 


pass, 
Till he had a kiss of the cat’s-meat lass. 


His wife was just laid under ground, 

So he said, he’d spend with her a pound, 

If she would take with him a glass, 

Then she agreed, did the cat’s-meai lass. 
Por she was no fool, was the cat’s meat lass, 
For she’d been to school, had the « at’s-meat lass, 
And she learn’d not to let an of‘er pass, 
She was up to snuff, was the cat’s-meat lass. 


When they had drank a glass or two, 
This dandy still more amorous grew ; 
He swore no beauty could surpass 
ig the dandy cat’s-meat lass, 


Pray what’s your name, sweet cat’s-meat lass? 
Says the dandy to the cat’s-meat lass; 

‘Then tossing otf another glass, 

My name’s Moll Row, said the cat’s-meat lass. 


If you'll consent to live with me, 

Half a crown I offer thee ; 

And though the offer may seem small, 

It is the full half of my all. 
Well, I’ll agree, said the cat’s-meat lass ; 
For I’m in need, said the cat’s-meat lass ; 
But while they were talking, some cats, alas! 
Ran away with the meat from the cat’s-meat lass, 

Oh, let it go, for after you 

Many a day the cats shall mew, 

For cat’s meat now is all a farce ; 

Aye, so it is, said the cat’s-meat lass. 
T’ll go with you, said the cat’s meat lass , 
Vhere is your hous? said the cat’s-meat lass, 
My days and nights with you 1’! pass, 


My vig! vat a vicked cat’s-meat lass. 


MAN’S INGRATITUDE, 
(Shakspeare.) 


BLow, blow, thou wintry wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ; 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not. 


GIL ILIA 
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A SLY PEEP AT LUNNUN. 
(Mallinson. ) 


1 HA’ left my poor mother and cousins at home ; 

And to steal a sly peep at gay Lunnun I’m come, 

I ha’ seed some strange things, as most travellers 
do, 

And so I be com’d here to tell ’em to you. 


As I walk’d through the streets of this wondersome 
place, 

All the girls, pretty creatures, 
face ; 

But Lunnun fops call’d I a fool and a clown, 

And I soon found I’d plenty relations in town. 


First I went to the Park, a great Kzll-us to see, 

For I could na’ make out what a Kill-us could be ; 

"Twere a giant, to them in Guildhall, p rhaps, a 
brother, 

Wi’ a knife in one hand, and a pot-lid in t’other. 


There I met wi’ a summut seem’d made for a man, 

Vd ha’ sworn ’twere a monkey, but tail it had none ; 

His face, for shirt-collar, I hardly could see, 

But his shirt were all dickey,—that’s what they 
told me. 


In this overgrown place, there’s one half the men 
folks 

Walk about, like old women, roll’d up in blue cloaks ; 

Some lawyers, too, wear ’em, and look just, ifags! 

As if peeping for clients from out their blue bags. 


they laugh’d in my 


But what made me stop, and to gape wi’ surprize, 

Were to see the chaps squeez’d in a pair of long 
stays ; 

Then so stuff'’d out before, that I thought, by the 
size, 

They were only some nurses dress’d up in disguise. 


Now, if I were in Parliament, ’twixt me and you, 
I should tell the Prime Minister what he should do ; 
Lay a good heavy ta# on this he and she race, 

Five pounds for their stays, and two guineas the lace. 


But however fashions are given to range, 

Here smiles and good nature ha’ met wi’ no change ; 
For the lamps and the ladies’ eyes sparkle so bright, 
That I’ll come and sing funny songs every night. 


ADDITIONAL VERSES, if encored. 
Now as home to my inn I was taking my way, 
A chap ax’d if I'd like a nice cab-a-roll-a! 
I thought that was swmmut to eat, lack a day, 
When I found I must swallow a horse and a cha. 


But among all the fashions what most puzzled I, 
Was to see the folks cock up a glass to one eye ; 

I suppose, now, the meaning of all that ere pother, 
Is to wear out one eye first, and then to use other. 


When you shouted encorum, you startled me, sure, 
I were struck just as dumb as a nail in a door, 

I thought I’d sing bad, so you hit on that plan 
Just to make I come back here and sing it again. 


But I see by the smile on each lady’s sweet face, 
There was no sort of anger at all in the case, 
Now I know what it means, why I'll finish my song, 
For, p’rhaps, you'll encore me again before long. 


PLP FLIP? S 


COSMETIC DOCTOR. 


BELIEVE me, believe me, in country or town, 
No cosmetic, no cosmetic, but mine would go 
down ; 
Both young ones and old ones would flock at my 
call, 
And for pimples and wrinkles they purchased it all. 
The sweet creatures would cry, 
Your art, sir, [ll try, 
For a freckle I spy 
Just below my left eye. 





To the face pale and wan I gave the blush of the 


rose 
And placed on the cheek what I found on the nose. 


Some smerking, some jerking ; 
Some crammy, some gummy ; 
Eyes askew, noses blue ; 
Sallow cheek made so sleek. 
Above all commendation my trade is 
Smiling face, prate apace 5 
Tell the news, all amuse ; 
Aim to show what’s the go ; 
That’s the way, now a day, 
To shine as the man for the Vedic 


To tell where I’ve been, 
Or what fair ones I’ve seen, 

In places where I my abode took, 
I’m sure it would fill 
A Chancery-bill, 

Or as long be as Patterson’s road-book. 
First at Acton and Ealing 
Their faces I’m healing. 
At Ilchester and Dorchester, 
At Chichester and Porchester, 
At Woolwich and Highgate, 
At Dulwich and Riegate, 
At Beckinton and Oakingham, 
And Buckingham and Rockingham, 
At Brummagem I rummage ’em, 
At Deptford and Hampton, 
And Bedford and Bampton, 
At Harlow and Charmouth, 
At Marlow and Yarmouth, 
At Dartford and Darking, 
And Hartford and Barking, 
At Wors’ter and Chester, 
And Glos’ter and Leicester, 
At Teddington and Riverhead, 
And Maidenhead and Leatherhead. 

In chaises and four I have rattled off to Daventry, 


And many is the time that I’ve been sent to Co- 


ventry. 


To this list let me add, and my vanity pardon, 


I’ve made many a fair one smile in famous Covent- 
garden. 
Where some are smerking, &c. 


POLL IPI OF 


THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL FOR 
ANOTHER. 


( Upton.) 


JACK STEADFAST and I were both messmates at sea, 


And plough’d half the world o’er together, 
And many hot battles encounter’d have we, 
Strange climates, and all kind of weather. 
But seamen, you know, are inur’d to hard gales, 
Determin’d to stand by each other; 
And the boast of a tar, wheresoever he sails, 
Is the heart that can feel for another. 


When often suspended ’twixt water and sky, 
And death yawn’d on all sides around us, 

Jack Steadfast and I scorn’d to murmur or sigh, 
For danger could never confound us. 

Smooth seas and rough billows to us were the same, 
Convine’d we must brave one and t’other ; 

And like jolly sailors in life’s chequer’d game, 
Give the heart that can feel for another. 


Thus smiling at peril at sea or on shore, 
We box the old compass right cheerly ; 
Toss the can, boys, about—and a word: or two 
more, 
Yes, drank to the girls we lov’d dearly ; 
For sailors, pray mind me, tho’ strange kind of fish 
Love the girls just as dear as their mother ; 
And, what’s more, they love, what I hope you al. 
wish, 
Tis the heart that can feel for another. 
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THE MORN MAY SHED ITS SUNNY RAY. 


(Miss Bryant.) 
Air—“ Had Ia Heart for Falsehood framed.” 


THE morn may shed its sunny ray, 
The rose may meet my view, 

When Sol shall drive in tears away, 
Its glittering early dew. 


Though beauty smile and friends caress, 
Yet all those charms must fly, 

If Heaven should cease this heart to bless, 
And, dearest, you should die. 


Then never doubt, my dark eyed love, 
I only live for thee ; 

Though brighter eyes more beauteous rove, 
Thine, thine, are all to me. 


And though the grave may take thee, dear, 
Dismiss the tear and sigh ; 

A breaking heart would meet thee there, 
My dearest, if you die. 


GOPIL LL LF 


THE EDUCATION, APPRENTICESHIP, AND 
SEDUCTION, OF GEORGE BARNWELL. 


Air—©“ Billy Tailor.” 


IN Cheapside there lived a marchant, 
A man he was of werry great fame ;_ 

And he had a handsome ’prentice, 
Georgy Barnwell was his name. 

- Fol de riddle, &c. 


This youth he was both good and pious, 
Dutiful beyond all doubt ; 
And he always staid vithin doors, 
*Cause—his master vouldn’t let him go out. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


A vicked voman of the town, Sirs, 
Hon him cast a vishful eye ; 
And she came in the shop one morning 
A flannel petticoat to buy. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


When she had paid him down the money, 
She ge’ed his hand a wery hard squeeze, 
Vitch so frightened Georgy Barwell, 
That together knocked his knees, 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Then she left her card, whereon was written, 
Mary Millwood does intreat 
That Muster Barnwell would call and see her, 
At No. 2, in Dyott-street. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Now as soon as he had shut the shop up, 
He vent to this naughty dicky-bird, 
And ven that he vent home next morning, 
Blow me if he could speak a vord. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Now soon this voman did persuade him, 
Vith her fascinating pipes, 
To go down into the country, 
And let loose his uncle’s tripes. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


here he found his uncle in the grove, sir, 
Studying hard at his good books, 
And Georgy Barnwell vent and stuck him 
All among the crows and rooks. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Yen Millwood found he’d got no money, 
Not so much as to buy a jewel, 
She vent that very day and peached him, 
Now vas not that hair very cruel? 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


At her fate no one lamented, 
But every body pitied his’n, 


Ven out come the cruel hangman 
To put the cord about his wisen. 
Fol de riddle, &c, 


The marchant’s darter died soon arter, 
Tears she shed but spoke no vords ; 
So all young men I pray take varning, 
Don’t go with the naughty dicky-birds. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


SPP LER ET 


ISAAC MO; 
OR, THE JEW AND THE PIG. 
Air—** The Coronation.” 


A JEW, they call’d him Isaac Mo, 
Along the road did go, sirs, 
And swagger’d most ungraciously 
Into a ditch of snow, sirs. 
A pig was journeying that way, 
Who caught him by the skirt, O! 
And wouldn’t let poor Isaac lay, 
But drage’d him through the dirt, O! 
Grunting, pulling all the way, 
A week! a week! his cry, SITs, 
And Isaac cried, Ma Cot! ma Cot! 
I’m sure that I shall die, ‘sirs. 


Now when the pig was satisfied, 
And he had done his play, sir, 
Says Isaac, Come here, Mr. Pig, 
I have a word to say, sir. 
Will you come home and live with me? 
Come—for how long will you stay, sir? 
The pig cried, “ Week !”’ and Isaac soon 
With piggy marched away, sir. 
Grunting, pulling, & 
Mo took the pig for piggy’s week ; 
Then, like a knowing elf, sirs, 
Says he, your pigship now I’ll keep 
Just for one week myself, sirs. 
But he was caught, was tried, and hang’d, 
Just after he was taken ; 
And this said Jew, for stealing pig, 
Was hang’d as dead as bacon. 
Grunting, pulling, all the way, 
A week! a week! he cried, sirs. 
The drop it fell, ’tis known full well, 
And poor Mo Isaacs died, sirs. 


O! ’TIS LOVE! ’TIS LOVE! 
Air— C’est Amour.” 
O! ’T1s love! ’tis love! ’tis love ! 
From woman’s bright eye glancing. 
O! ’tis love! ’tis love! ’tis love! 
Every heart entrancing. 
What claims the monarch’s duty ? 
What soothes the peasant’s pain? 
What melts the haughty beauty, 
And conquers her disdain ? 
O! ’tis love! &c, 
O! ’tis love! ’tis love! ’tis love! 
The warrior doth inspire. 
O! ’tis love! ’tis love! ’tis love! 
That kindles soft desire. 
On rocks or lonely mountains, 
In palaces or vales, 
In gay saloons near fountains, 
’Tis love alone prevails. 
O! ’tis love’ &e. 


THE SNUFF-TAKER. 7 
Air—* Bow, wow, wow.” 
Now, gentlemen, my box is out, 
You'll find it good enough, too, 
So if you wish to feed the snout, 
You'll all be up to snuff, too. 
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First I pegan with Lundy Foot, 
To please Hibernian Betty, 

Then Prince’s mixture, black as soot, 
Took to please the Welsh girl, Letty. 
Snuff! snuff! snuff! 

Fol rol de riddy iddy, snuff, snuff, snuff! 

Dutch Carrot next I learnt to take, 

When I went to Amsterdam, sirs ; 
Then scented snuff, for Mary’s sake, 

Though her love for me was sham, sirs. 
Then next of all, my brown rappee 

I took with Widow Waddle, 
But she took my snuff and money too, 

And then she bade me toddle. 


Snuff! snuff! &c.- 


Then I began to take Brazil 

When I went to Buenos Ayres, 
For tbe tender passion I did feel 

For the sex that can ensnare us. 
But when to Leith I bent my way 

The plaid made my heart full, sirs, 
So high-dried Scotch I took each day, 

And took it from my mull, sirs. 

Snuff! snuff! &c. 

So now my travels are all o’er, 

I’m living at my ease, sirs ; 
T’ll ne’er from England wander more, 

But take what snuff I please, sirs. 
And while my box contains a pinch, 

To use it I intend, sirs; 
For Ill be up to snuff myself, 

And will ne’er refuse a friend, sirs. 

Snuff! snuff! &c. 
JOCKEY AND JEANY. 
(Burns. ) 


JOCKEY said to Jeany, “ Jeany, wilt thou do’t?” 
«< Ne’er a bit,” quo’ Jeany, “‘ for my tocher good ; 
For my tocher good, I winna marry thee,” 

<< E’en’s ye like,” quo’ Jockey, “ I can let ye be. 


«« T hae gowd and gear, I hae land eneugh, 

[ hae seven good owsen ganying in a pleugh; 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linkin’ o’er the lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

“<I hae a good ha’ house, a barn and a byre, 
Peat stack before the door, Til mak a rantin fire ; 
I'll mak a ranting fire, and merry shall we be ; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.” 


Jeany said to Jockey, “‘ Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye sall be the lad, I’ll be the lass mysel’; 
Ye’re a bonnie lad, and I’m a lassie free, 
Ye’re welcomer to tak me than to let me be.” 


GPRPLORPO LAF 


WALLACKUM DOODLE DO. 
(As altered from Burns and sung in London.) 
Air—* As Madam Flirt and I.” 


JOCKEY said to Jenny, 
<< Jenny wilt thou do it?” 
“* Ne’er a word,” quoth Jenny, 
“«< For my fortune’s gude ; 
For my fortune’s gude, 
I will na marry thee, 
Gin you will na ha’ me, 
You may let me be.” 
'  Wallackum doodle do, &c. 
“« T have gold and gear 
I have land enough; 
I have four fat oxen 
Ganging in the plough ; 
Ganging in the plough, 
And wallackum o’er the lee; 
Gin you will na ha me, 
You may let me be.” 
Wallackum doodle do, &c. 
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Jenny said to Jockey, 
‘* An you will na tel., 
You shall be the lad, 
[’ll be the lass mysel ; 
You a roving boy, 
I a girl so free; 
You’d better take me now, 
Than to let me be.” 
Wallackum doodle do, &e. 


LIP LIL IS 


V’M LONGING TO BE MARRIED. 
Tune—“ Green grow the Rashes, O!”—( Bryant. ) 


SOME years I now have been a maid, 
And at this inn I’ve tarried, O! 
Still, alack a-day! I’m quite afraid 
I never shall be married, O! 
I never shall be married, O! 
I never shall be married, O! 
Alack a-day! 1’m quite afraid, 
I never shall be married, O! 


My mother said, when quite a child, 
My boldness it would make me, O° 
But though on many a youth I smiled, 
I’ve not found one to take me, O! 
So I never shall be married, O! &c. 


Folks tell me it is quite a shame, 
And the joke too far is carried, O! 
But be assured I’m not to blame, 
For I’m longing to be married, O! 
I’m longing to be married, O! &c. 


Some folks have rudely mocked my woe, 
And to this day they task me, O! 
So if single men my mind would know, 
Ill thank them if they’ll ask me, O! 
For I’m longing to be married, O! &c 


BACCHUS THRILLING THROUGH EACH 
' VEIN. 


WOULD you wish, my jovial hearts, 
To laugh when graver mortals cry ; 
Wine and glee their powers impart, 
So drink and laugh, boys, till you die. 
Bacchus thrilling through each vein ; 
Tunes the soul to lively strain 
Ne’er then load wing’d time with sorrow, 
Enjoy to-day, nor trust to-morrow. 
How foolish what those wise ones say 
Who chill warm hearts with frigid rules; 
Their maxims ne’er can care allay, 
Let’s leave them then to knaves and fools. 
Bacchus thrilling, &c. 
Let us enjoy the jocund scene, 
With friendship, wit, and wine adorn, 
With women bright as beauty’s queen, 
For such Anacreon’s sons were born. 
Bacchus thrilling, &c. 
The churlish man, with envy’s eye, 
May frown at this, our festive hour, 
The fates to him our joys deny, 
We sip life’s sweet, and he the sour. 
Bacchus thrilling, &e, 
Each gloomy thought is held to be, 
In this gay court, the type of folly ; 
Our souls in sentiment agree, 
And while we live, boys, we’ll be jolly. 
Bacchus thrilling, &« 


HEY NONNY. 
(Shakspeare. ) 
' WHEN it is the time of night 
That the graves all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his sprite 
In the churchway paths to glide ; 
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And the faries that do run, 
By the triple Hecates’ team, 
From the presence of the sun, 
Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolic—then I’ll come, 
And will lead him up and down, 
Scaring him through field and town. 
Some there be that shadows kiss, 
Such have but a shadow’s bliss. 
There be fools alive, I wis, 
Silvered o’er, and so is this. 
Hey nonny, nonny! 
There be fools alive, J wis, 
Silvered o’er, and so is this, 
Hey nonny, nonny! 


GIP LILIES 


DENNIS M‘PHANE. 


SEARCH Erin all over, you cannot discover 
So fickle a lover as Dennis M‘Phane ; 
The simple and witty, the gay and the pretty, 
In town and in city, know Dennis M‘Phane ; 
His fiattering tongue wins old and young, 
Bewilders the senses, and puzzles the brain, 
And yet you’ll find each maid inelin’d 
To listen with pleasure to Dennis M‘Phane. 
Oh! get thee gone Dennis, 
Thow’rt true to none Dennis, 
But veering about like a light weather vane, 
Oh! fie for shame, Dennis, 
Thou’rt much to blame, Dennis, 
But I cannot blame thee, dear Dennis M‘Phane. 


From Cork to Kilkenny, you cannot find an 
Who’ve flatter’d so many as Dennis M‘Phane ; 
No creature has ever, with baneful endeavour, 
More true lovers sever’d than Dennis M‘Phane; 
His flattering tongue wins old and young, 
Against the deluder they struggle in vain, 
And yet you'll find they’re still inclin’d 
To listen with pleasure to Dennis M‘Phane. 
Oh! get thee gone, &c. 


GILLIE IL 


THE DISASTERS OF POOR JERRY 
BLOSSOM. 


RECITATION. 
SARVANT, good folks, I’se coom’d here just to tell 
My misfort’nate rambles, if things like gang well; 
‘Tis soom moonths now, I think, sin I furst gota 
pleace, 
My name’s Jerry Blossom, you know by my feace. 
Ee Yorkshire they tell’d ma, which made my heart 
glad, 
Folks e Lunnun were kind to a poor simple lad ; 
Sae I pack’d up my claes, top ut coach I were 
stuck, 
And I pray’d all the way for a bit of good luck ; 
But the day I got here I sal never forget, 
For I thou’t all the world e Lunnun were met. 
Leak which way I would, they coom’d just as fast, 
Sae I thou’t I’d stand still till t” mob were gone past ; 
I ax’d a good many if ow’t were t’ matter, 
But they push’t ma aboot, and said, haud thy 
feal’s chatter ; 
I'd a brayed yan chap weel wi’ ma stick on his nob, 
But I felt something warm sliding into ma fob ; 
*Twere a gentleman’s hand, that were drest nation 


ne, 
He’d mista’en his own pocket, and got into mine. 
He made a loo boo, and I made him another, 
For manners I fancied were due to each other. 
J thou’t I’d just look like, if ou’t were t’ wors, 
For my brass it were all in a new leather purse ; 
When I foon’d it were gone, I thou’t I were dead, 
Sike a queer sort of dizziness coom’d e ma head. 
Had I known his tricks, I’d ge’en him a drilling, 
He stole ho’f a crown and ma Queen Anne’s new 

shilling. 
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do reign, 
or I’m sadly mis- 


But Lunnun’s t’ pleace where the devil 

And that must have been him, 
ta’en. 

I got rarely bang’d up, too, how Ill tell if I may, 

Or sing, if you please, in my countrified Way. 


SONG, 
Ee the north, while with feyther and mother I dwelt : 
Noither hunger, nor hardship, nor sorrow I felt : 
But they deed, and left poor sister and Jerry, 
Now I’se cum’d here, I’se resolv’d to be merry ; 
I'll work, and Vl sing, all my money I’ll save, 
If I please in my pleace, ’tis all that I crave. 


As I star’d e the streets, at t’ pictures and shops, 

A lass ga ma a nation hard bat e the chops ; 

I seiz’d upon madam, by gom she were fuddled, 

Sho’ad a rare bonny feace, if it had not been rud- 
dled ; 

I never before had seen ou’t o’ this kind ‘ 

For they tell’d ma as hoo shoo was bang up and 
primed. 


As I wander aboot, hoo t’ lasses all stare, 

They titter, and whisper, and bloosh, I declare, 

I stood near to yan that were drest very natty, 
Shoo tell’d ma reet plump, I were devilish pratty. 
In making ma boo to this rare bonny lass, 

I pusht ma head plump throf a large pane o’ glass. 


I run’d for dear life till I reach’d master’s door, 
Pusht it open sa quick, sent him smack upat floor, 
I knock’t down, and master got bang’d by t’ lasses, 
Lost first quarter’s wages for breaking 0” glasses, 
And yet eftre all that has fell’d to my lot, 

I’d be sorry to quit this good pleace that I’ve got. 


Sood poor lattle Jerry again hither stray, 
To amuse your spare hours e laftet away, 
Your smiles will cheer the blossom you rear, 
And gratitude ever will find a place here ; 
Nae lad e t’ world is mair willing than I, 
To gain your good wishes I ever will try. 


CPI P LEP? 


. THE MAIDEN I LOVE. 
Air— My Connor, his Cheeks are as ruddy as Morn. 


THE maiden I love is the theme of my lay, 
She is blooming and fair as the morn just begun, 
Her eyes soft and bright as the first beam of day, 
And her ringlets like dark clouds that curl round 
the sun, 
Like heaven’s own light, when heaven is most 
bright, 
Her smiles such a brilliancy everywhere throw ; 
In the depth of her eyes a divinity lies, 
And a god seems to dwell on her beautiful brow. 


Such, such is the maiden I live to adore, 

And I prize her the wealth of the world above : 
I have told her—I’ve sworn all this o’er and o’er, 

Yet she smiles on my sorrow and not on my love. 
The hope of my heart may in sadness depart, 

While it beats it will cherish her memory still, 
Though its efforts may die, and its best feelings 

lie, 
Like the ocean round Hecla, eternally chill. 
THE KISS. 
(Byron.) 


THE kiss, dear maid, thy lips have left, 
Shall never part from mine, 
Till happier hours restore the gift 
Untainted back to thine. 
The parting glance that fondly gleams, 
An equal love may see, 
The tear that from the eyelid streams 
Can weep no change in me. 
The kiss, &c. 
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i ask no pledge to make me blest, 
In gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 
Whose thoughts are all thine own, 
By day or night, in weal or woe, 
That heart no longer free, 
Must hear the love it cannot show, 
And silent ache for thee. 
The kiss, &c. 


GLILIL IS 


NAUGHTY POLL. 


Miss Molly Wilkins was a lass 
Who for an angel sure might pass, 
Did she not like so well the glass, 
Naughty Poll. 


! own I loved Poll Wilkins true, 
But of her failings nothing knew, 
For Poll was sly and artful too, 
Cunning Poll. 
At length was fix’d our wedding-day, 
And Poll, to make her spirits gay, 
Got drunk, and on the ground she lay, 
Naughty Poll. 
I left her senseless on the floor, 
So off I went, and never more 
Set foot in Polly Wilkins’ door, 
Silly Poll. 


To win me o’er she took great pains, 
But Fred a drunken wife disdains, 
So single sti‘] poor Poll remains, 
Wretched Poll. 


Ye ladies take a hint from me, 
Ne’er with the bottle make too free, 
Until you safely married be, 
Think of Poll. 


ae ae ee ae 


IT’S A WAY I HAVE GOT. 

Tune—‘* The tight little Soldier.””—( Bryant, 
SoME girls say of marriage they’re always afraid, 
But I am resolved 1]! not die an old maid, 

For I’ll ogle some youth till his heart shall grow 
hot, 
With, excuse me, dear sir, it’s a way I have got, 
It’s a way I have got, 
It’s a way I have got, 

Excuse me, dear sir, it’s a way I have got. 
1f he says will you wed me, Ill never say no, 
But I’ll hang on his arm and to church I will go; 
Vl say love, honour, obey; oh yes, and what 

not 

And, excuse me , dear sir, it’s a way I have got. 
It’s a way Ihave got, &c. 

But when he’s my husband, I'll have him to know 

To all sorts of jealousy I am a foe, 

(ll thump him and bump him if he turns a sot, 

With, excuse me, dear sir, it’s a way I have got. 
It’s a way Ihave got, &c. 


GL L ILI FE 


SWEET MR. LEVI, 
OR, THE HAPPY JEW. 
Tune—“ The Life of a Jew.”—( Fuller. ) 


WHEN a pretty little boy, 

A young merchantman so gay, 
With my lollipops and toy, 

Of Duke’s Place I bore the sway. 
The pretty little maidens, 

With their pretty little smile, 
Dey stole my little heart, 

For my senses dey beguile. 


SPoOKEN.] Vel, I remember the day when I 
tramped with my little shop round my neck, and 
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turned my honest living, but den de little she- 
dibels always was upon my thoughts—dere (was 
their cry) dere goes sweet Mr. Levi! dere goes 
charming Mr. Levi!—dere goes handsome Mr. 
Levi!—dear me! dear me! the sound of their 
pretty little voices always made me sing 

Fal lalla, &e. 


A few years pass away, 
And a young man soon IJ grows, 
When around in London streets, 
I chant away old clothes ; 
Clo-sale—clo-sale—clo— 
I raise aloud the cry, 
And as I pass along, 
How the pretty damsels sigh. 


SPOKEN.] Bless ma heart! vel, vat can I do, 

I console with them as well as I am able, and, 

though a circumscribed Jew, I tickle their fancy as 
vell as the best, for I always make ’em sing 

Fal lal la, &c. 


Den my uncle Aarons died, 
And I was heir for life ; 
So I thought myself as how 

To get a little vife; 
I’d kissed and toyed away 
With many a vixen she, 
But I vanted one alone 
To kiss and toy vid me. 


SPOKEN.] So I left off trading in old clothes tu 
trade with Tadies’ hearts ; so I makes love to Miss 
Rachael, and she, beautiful creature, melts my 
heart like a stick of Dutch sealing-wax, which 
makes me sing 

Fal lal la, &e. 


So married soon I got, 
And sung “ begone, dull care,” 
And nine months after that 
I danced a little heir ; 
Then Jacob, Mo, and Sue, 
Vid Samuels so sly, 
How happy was the Jew 
Vid such a family. 


SPOKEN.] Bless ma heart, vat a happy rogue 
vas I; I thought myself richer than Solomon in 
all his glory, for I had got the true-begotten chil- 
dren of ma heart around me, and vat could my vife 
and I do, but sing 

Fal lal la, &e. 


GEL PI? IIF 


THOUGH CLOUDS BY TEMPEST MAY BE 
DRIVEN. 


(Translated from C. M. Von Weber.) 


THOUGH clouds by tempest may be driven 
Across the glorious throne of day, 
The sun, that never sets in heaven, 
Soon laughs the gathering clou.’s away, 
For though o’er earth the clouds may lower, 
O’er him, in heaven, they have no power. 


And thus, although the clouds of sorrow 
A shadow o’er the soul may throw, 

Yet hope, that dwells within the morrow, 
Though hidden, may not cease to glow, 

For though round mortals care may lower, 

O’er him in heaven it has no power. 


Se ae 


COME, DEAREST CHARMER. 


ComE, dearest charmer, bless my eyes, 
And stop the flowing tear—- 
In you alone the magic lies 
To animate and cheer. 
Not half so sweet the flowers display 
Their variegated hue ; 
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Not all the bloom of smiling May 
Can charm so much as you :— 

Then come, my dear, and let us rove, 

The morn invites to thee and love. 


Come, dearest charmer, cease to mourn, 
From you my joys arise 5. 
Each trembling fear reject with scorn, 
And jealous doubts despise. 
Not half so sweet, &c. 


GIL IG CaF 


DANGER STILL LIES IN DELAY. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


A FIG for nonsensical speeches, 
For sighing, and dying, and stuff, 
Dear girl, *tis a man that beseeches, 
I love you, and that is enough. 
To pronounce you a goddess were lying, 
To swear you’re a charmer is true, 
Then why should I vow I am dying, 
When I mean to live ages for you. 


Your beauty might any heart fetter, 
I’ve mettle enough, as you'll prove, 
The less that is said then the better, 
For I am for action, my love! 
When the time and the place are inviting, 
My love shall your kindness repay, 
You will not shun danger by slighting, 
Far danger still lies in delay. 


THE WEAVERS. 
Air—“ O the Roast Beef of Old England.” 


ComE, ladies and gents, I’ve a song ready made, 
And to hear it, I’m sure you will not be afraid, 
For I'll tell you, at once, I’m a weaver by trade. 
So we’ll sing success to the weavers, 
The weavers for ever, huzza! 


Some tradespeople always are making a fuss, 

But their merits are trifling when talking to us, 

And in argument we leave them at a non plus. 
So we’ll sing success, &c. 


Here are goods every day we’re exporting by bales, 

And in merchandize ours, as an art, never fails, 

For each ship leaving port owes the weaver for sails. 
So we’ll sing success, &c. 


The king in his robes may so gracefully stand, 

And his nobles about him may look great and grand, 

Still they get all their cloth by the work of our hands. 
So we’ll sing success, &c. 


But for us how your soldiers would often repent, 
When houseless to sleep on their knapsacks they’re 
sent, 
But the weaver, you see, gives each soldier his tent. 
So we'll sing success, &c. 


If exhausted you feel, and by Morpheus yow’re beat, 

Tn the heat or the cold a small rest will be sweet, 

Then think of the weaver’s fine blanket and sheet. 
So we'll sing success, &c. 


The ladies are pretty, as all will confess, 

And he’s stupid or blind, I’m sure, who says less, 

But then to the weavers they’re indebted for dress. 
So we’ll sing success, &c. 


Then since we for mankind are sent here to weave, 
O’er our looms and our shuttles we’ll not idly 
grieve ,— 
But my song is just ended—so I’ll take my leave. 
So we’ll sing success, &e. 


GILLI LAF 


THE LIGHTERMAN. 
Air—* Rum Old Mog.” 


ComE, all you heroes, that delight 
To hear of love and var, 
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T’ll tell you of a smashing fight, 
And likewise vat t’vas for. 
Jack Bridges, late a bargeman bold, 
For rival had Big Dan, 
Who two stone heavier vas, ve’re told, 
Although a lighterman. 
Although, &c. 


For Cinder Nan both burnt, whose frowns 
They napt, tillshe, in jest, 
Cried, fight for me, and forty pounds 
I’ll give unto the best. 
Dan fair vas—vith crows Jack vies, 
But vhen the fight began, 
Dan blacker vas, by both his eyes, 
Although a lighterman. 
Although, &c. 


«< A China orange to Lombard-street 
On Jack,” the boys did cry ; 

Dan cannot come—quite blind—he’s beat— 
But that vas all my eye. 

He sack’d poor Bargey’s coal, odd zounds! 
Who light as a feather ran ; 

When Dan bore off Nan and the forty pounds, 
Although a lighterman. 

Although, &c. 


GIL FEI AEF 


AMBROSIAL WINE. 


WE’LL then with jovial spirits join, 
And sip and sip ambrosial wine ; 
With sparkling wit and flowing bowls, 
The cheerful song and glowing souls, 
To welcome pleasure, welcome glee, 

We'll laugh at toil and trouble, 
For in the cheerful glass I see 

Good humour—see it double. 


If there is aught on earth divine, 
Tis cheerful hearts and rosy wine ; 
When these have ceased their jovial reign, 
Oh! take me back to heaven again. 
To welcome, &c. 


PEL PPL DP 


IN CHESTER TOWN THERE LIVED A 
LAD. 


In Chester town there lived a lad, 
As many lads there be ; 

He was a buxom boy, adad, 
And loved a fair iedy. 


He was a serving-man by trade, 
But luckless was his doom ; 

He loved the mistress, not the maid, 
Which brought him to his tomb. 


You might have heard this lover’s groans, 
Full sorely did he smart ; 

Her cruel hands they broke his bones, 
Her cruel eyes, his heart. 


ee a a a a 


THE PAINTER. 
( Dibdin.) 
CoME, painter, with thy happiest slight 
Portray me every grace, 
In that blest region of delight, 
My charming Silvia’s face ; 
And, hear me, painter, to enhance 
The value of thine art, 


Steal from her eyes that very glance 
That stole away my heart. 


Her forehead paint in sway and rule, 
Where sits, with pleasure graced 
A form like Venus beautiful, 
And like Diana chaste, 
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Then paint her cheeks, come, paint and gaze, 
Guard well thy heart the while ; 

And then her mouth, where Cupid plays 
In an eternal smile. 


Next draw—presumptuous painter, hold ; 
Ah! think’st to thee was given 

To paint her bosom ! would’st so bold 
Presume to copy heaven? 


Nay, leave the task, for ’tis above, 
Far, far, above thine art ; 

Her portrait’s drawn, the painter,—love, 
The tab’et, my fond heart. 


GLP L PIA ET 


WALTZ TO-DAY AND CRY TO-MORROW. 


(J. H. Amherst.) 


My arm is my country’s right, 
My heart is my true love’s bower ; 
Truly for love and fame to fight 
Becomes a martial troubadour. 
Though true he loved, 
And wished for fame, 
His mirth was moved 
At all who came. 
The cheerful soldiers shun all sorrow ; 
Waltz to-day and cry to-morrow. 


B’en where the cannon-roar was deep, 
With dauntless heart he fought his way ; 
?Mid murd’rous guns and swordsmen sweep, 

He gaily sung his soldier’s lay. 
Though true he loved, &c. 


PLO LIP OF 


THE LADIES. 
( Dibdin.) 

THERE was a lady, a pretty lady, the pride of 
Aurora, 

Such a string of relations, first cousin to Narcissus, 

Hyacinthus cousin german, Heliotropus niece, the 
sister of Myrtillis, 

And the grand-daughter of Flora. 

Alike she delighted the eyes and the nose, 

She out-blush’d the belles and she charm’d all 
the beaux, 

And thus we smell out that her name was Rose ; 

And, tho’ she alternate gave pleasure and smart, 

In my bosom I plac’d her, and nearest my heart ; 

Half-seas over in love, of no danger afraid, 

I swore, not remembering that roses will fade, 

That for ever now fixed, I had done with my ram- 
bles, 

But, at last, heaven knows, 

This delicate rose, 

tn Hymen’s soft fetters I scarcely had bound, 

When, by symptoms of scratching, I presently 
found ; 

That roses have brambles! 

Thus, my pretty rose, when I put her to my nose, 
Set my face with her cursed bram- 

es. 


There wasalady, a pretty lady, not the same, 
but another ; 

Oh, such an extraction! she could count by the 
father’s side all the way back to Noah, nay, 
farther, to Methusalah, and Adam, and to 
Eve by the mother. 

Called a phoenix, by bards, by her godmother 
Grace ; 

But, as if Madam Nature, in making her face, 

Had got drunk, and so happened her charms to 
misplace ; 

‘hough she gave wherewithal admiration to get, 

Yor she’d no want of ruby, or lily, or jet; 

Sut her teeth were the jet in irregular rows, 


Her lips were the lily, the ruby her nose ; 

Yet love attempts all things, I swore that [’d 
win her, 

And this Madam Grace, 

With her whimsical face, ; 

A bride to the altar I surely had led, 

Had she not bless’d a rival who never had said 

Grace before dinner. 

What a pity such a Grace, with such a queer face, 
could not wait to say grace before dinner. 


There was a lady, a Spanish lady, a lovely Blon- 
dinella, 

And they call’d her for shortness Signora Flowna 
de Guzman, ya Plata de Bazalos Pintendo 
d’Arangues, Montagna, Yiolante, Isabella; 

So numerous the charms of this heavenly belle, 

She possess’d my fond heart, like a conjuror’s 
spell ; 

Had Se been Orpheus’s wife he’d have fetcheo 
her from hell. 

The lily, the rose, and the stars in the skies, 

Were cclips’d by her neck, her cheeks, and her 
eyes ; 

No peacocl sn stately, so graceful no swan, 

Thus full gallop my love and my raptures went on, 

Her charms and her graces still filling my napper . 

Yet my charming belle, 

How it pains me to tell, 

Had one little blemish, a sort of speck, 

A kind of deduction, a drawback, a check, 

My bell had a clapper! 

O the pretty bell, I could love her well, but for 
her cursed clapper. 


GILL IEPP LF 


MANAGER STRUT. 


MANAGER Strut was four feet high, 
And looked mighty droll when he cocked his eye, 
For he quinted just so ; 
He squinted just so. 
And he waddled and he snufiled, 
And he shuffled a little, 
With one arm so—and the other kimbo, 
He looked very like a tea-kettle, 
He looked very like a tea-kettle, 
But he couldn’t sing half so well, 
Though still in Macheath he was thought to excel, 
Was thought to excel. 
«« Roses and lilies her cheeks disclose, 
But her ripe lips are more sweet than those ; 
Press her, caress her, » 
With blisses and kisses, 
Dissolve us in pleasure, and 
Oh, rare Manager Strut! what a fine actor was 
Manager Strut! 
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Now Mrs. Strut was very nigh, 
Compared with Mister, twice as high, 
When on her long leg so, 
When on her long leg so; 
But in walking she hobbled, 
She hobbled a little ; 
First on one foot so, 
Then on her little toe, 
With unequalled grace advancing, 
Was not she the thing for dancing ? 
_ And in lively columbine 
She was most prodigious fine. 
She was no more than sixty-four. 
Whene’er she danced, 
The house advanced, 
Encore! encore! encore !— 
[ Dances to the tune of tink, tinka. 
Oh, rare Manager Strut; dancing’s nothing to 
Mrs. Strut. 
Oh! rare Mrs. Strut, w! at a sweet mate has great 
Manager Strut ! 
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s;wo charming babes had crowned the loves 
Of these two tender turtle doves. 
rhe boy had just his daddy’s fault, 


SPOKEN.] He squinted a little. 
he girl had learned her mother’s halt, 
SPOKEN.] She hobbled a little. 


And whether they spoke or whether they sung, 
They did it all in the Yorkshire tongue ; 
Yet oft the play-bills did let fly 
That they were two young Roscii, 
Were two young Roscii! 


SPOKEN.] Thus they played their parts : 


“« See, brother, see, on yonder bough 
The robin sits. Mark! I hear him now. 
Sweetest bird that ever flew ; 
Whistle, robin, loodle loo, 
Doodle do doodle.” 
Oh! rare Manager Strutt! happy, thrice happy, 
is Manager Strut! , 
Oh! rare family Strut! happy, thrice happy, is 
Manager Strut ! 


HAPPY L[OVERS. 
Air—* My Native Land.” 


Ou! happy, happy, happy lovers! 
Happy youth and happy maid, 
When tremblingly each heart discovers 
All its love by love repaid. 
Gratetul bosoms beat, 
Raptured glances meet, 
Tn a gentle sigh, 
All your sorrows die— 
Ob! happy, happy, happy lovers! 
Happy youth and happy maid. 
Hopes dream delighting, 
Past pangs requiting, 
Thoughts full of heaven, confiding and free ; 
No void left aching, 
Tender hearts breaking,— 
When will that day come for you and for me? 
Oh! happy, happy, happy lovers! 
Happy youth and happy maid, 
When tremblingly each heart discovers 
All its love bv love repaid. 


THINKS I TO MYSELF, THINKS lI. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


THINKS I to mysetf, thinks I, 
This is a comical age we find, 
ur neighbours’ faults all of us spy, 
But to our own faults are blind ; 
So poor Mrs. Muz, alas! 
Who censur’d for ever Miss Mottle 
For looking so oft in the glass, 
Forgot that she look’d in the bottle. 


SPOKEN.] Mrs. Muz, you don’t seem well, 
what’s the matter ?—( Imitating a drunken woman ) 
O, sir, Tam troubled with a consumption the 
spirits.—-Yes, Isee you labour under a consumption 
of the spirits.—Yes, sir, it often comes upon me. 
—I dare say it does.—Yes, sir, and do you know 
the world is wicked enough to say that—Oh! oh!— 
‘erying ) O, if that’s the case— 

Thinks I to myself, thinks I, 

No wonder she’s blind with a drop in her eye. 





There’s Truck, the shopkeeper, cries, 
How Bullock, the butcher, swears, 

And forgets what a parcel of lies 
He tells to sell his own wares. 

Says Dough, ‘ Salmon’s fish isn’t sweet.’ 
The coalman remarks, with pleasure, 
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“ Dough’s bread’s very seldom good weight,’ 
While Dough says, his ‘ coals are bad measure.’ 


SPOKEN.] Was you ever at the Buz and Mum 
Club, at the Wig and Watch Box? that’s the place 
for neighbours’ fare.—( All the conversation in diffe- 
rent voices. )—Chair, chair, the president’s toast.— 
Confusion to backbiting, gentleraen.—Brayo ’ 
where’s neighbour Snip, this evening? that’s a 
good natured fellow, but monstrously given to 
cabbage.—Yes, give him an inch, he'll take an 
ell, and no man beats him at fine-drawing a bill.— 
[Here Mr. Snip enters. |—Ah, brother Snip, your 
worship was the last man in our mouths.—-You 
have done me a great deal of honour, gentlemen. 
—O, yes, we always does our friends justice. 
Brother Barnacle, are you going.—Must, must 5 
good night.—Good bye, Be hearty fellow.—Is he 
gone ?—Yes.—That Barnacle’s a queer fellow.—I 
say, Snip, did you twig his wife, last Sunday, with 
Razor, the cutler?—Hush! Razor’s at the top of 
the table.—O, if that’s the case, I’m mum; but 
I’ll be shot if the last boy’s nose belongs to the 
spectacle-maker, for all that.—I sees through that 
joke, Brother Bright.—Aye, you’re a deep one, 
he, he, he!—The toast stands, gentlemen,—Con- 
fusion to backbiters. 

Thinks I to myself, thinks I, 

It’s all neighbours’ fare, and rubs off when its dry. 





Professions, like puffs, are wind, 
Words butter no parsnips, 0! 
I’m glad you’re come, means, you’ll oft find, 
I shall be very glad when you go. 
Miss Prim she calls on Miss Prue, 
Who’s transported with rapture to meet her; 
But the moment her back is in view, 
Cries, ‘ there’s no getting rid of that creter.’ 


SPOKEN, in different voices.] Bless me, who’s 
coming ?—that eternal gossip, Mrs. Whifmejig, and 
her nasty pug dog; provoking '—My dear Mrs. 
Whifmejig, I am so glad to see you.—My dear 
Mrs. Nibbs, you do me infinite honour—Pompey, 
get off the white sofa, with your dirty feet.—O, 
the dear creter, let him amuse himself—_ aside J-I 
wish he was in the duck-pond—I hope you mean 
to stay dinner?—nay, you shall, I insist upon it.— 
If you must know, I came on purpose—/ aside )- 
Thought so; one can never have a nice tit bit, but 
she’s sure to poke in her nose.—Betty, don’t dress 
the ortolans till supper.—Rat-a-tat-tat-tat ! !!— 
Hang the door, it is alive, I think.—Is your mas- 
ter at home ?—Measter do say, he be not at home, 
sit.—Why, blockhead, if he says so, he must be 
at home, and I hear him at the top of the stairs.— 
Thunder and turf! can’t you be after believing the 
man? [ tell you I’m gone out these two hours. 

Thinks I to myself, thinks I, 

Ti diddle de dum, ti diddle de di. 


OL £4 RP 


POLLY HOPKINS. 


Air—“ Merrily, merrily, 0!”—( Mallinson. ) 


He.—Pretty, pretty Polly Hopkins, how do you 
do? how do you do? 

She.—None the better, Mr. Tomkins, for seeing 
you, for seeing you. 

He.—Will all my wealth ?— 


She.— Be quiet, pray. 
He.—A man of health— 
She.— Do get away. 


He,.—Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, don’t tell 
me so, &c. 

She.-—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to use me 
so, &c. 

He.—Oh, but all I have, Polly Hopkins, Wh 
give to you, &c. 
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She.—I pee tell you, Mr. Tomkins, that won’t 
o, &c. 
He.-—Had I diamonds bright and rare, 
She.—You’d keep them all from me, I swear. 
He.—Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, to use me 
so, &c. 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 
He.—Oh, Polly, what is your objection, tell me 
true? &c. 
She.—Your ugly figure and complexion. 
Who could love you? &c. 
He.—I’1l handsome grow— 


She.— That I deny— 
He.—Though ugly now. 
She.—- You'll be worse by and by. 


He.—Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, to use me 
so, &c. 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 
He.—If we are married, Polly Hopkins, we should 
do, &c. 
She.—I’d hope the next day, Mr. Tomkins, to 
bury you, &c. 
He.—What shall I do? 
She.— Ill tell you, elf. 
He.—What, live for you? 
She.— No; hang yourself! 
He.—Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, to use me 
SO, &Con 2 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 


ADDITIONAL VERSE, when encored. 
He.—When dead and buried, Polly Hopkins, 
remember me, &c. 
She.—Just what you please, Mr. Tomkins, if you 
leave me, &c- ; 
He.—Yow'll fret and cry 


She.— Cry to be sure! 
He.—To think that I— 
She.— Didn’t die before. 


He.—Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, don’t tell 
me so, &c. 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 


SP OP ILLES 


KITTY SPRIGGINS ; 
OR, LATIN AND GREEK. 


ONCE in school where for state to no mortal I’d 
bow, 
Maxime optime magister domine, 
I was taken all over, I cannot tell how, 
Me miserabile dolorous homine. 
I was puzzled and posted by the powers above, 
Till I saw Kitty Spriggins, and found it was love. 
Hiegho! away they all go, 
Rule of three, Latin, Greek, and astronomy. 
Love gave me a lesson I couldn’t digest, 
Maxime Cupido magister domine, 
Till Hymen popp’d in and I thought I was blessed, 
Me miserabile dolorous homine. 
In the morning I wed full of joy and delight, 
And aye ape broke my head long before it was 
ight. 
Hiegho' to the devil may go 
Multiplication, hard words, and economy. 


I thought this was hard, and determined next day, 
Minimi nebule no longer domine, 

From her and her tantrums on running away, 
Me miserabile dolorous homine ; 

But she saved me the trouble and ran away first, 

And if ever { follow her may I be curst. 





Hiegho! to Old Nick she may go, 


With her multiplication, hard words, and economy. 


PPI IL IF 


THE FOUR SAINTS. 
ENGLISH AIR. 


Ou, white are the cliffs fair Albion enclose, 

And green is the ocean from which she arose ; 

St. George was a hero, of all the brave knights, 
She chose as her champion and guard of her rights. 


She chose as her champion, &c,. 


He invented Life’s Balsam and Golden Elixir, 
And conquered a dragon fierce as the Hector 5 
From that moment he gave fair Albion relief— 
First brew’d good October, then roasted fat beef. 


Oh, bonny St. George and the dragon O} 
Bonny St. George, &c. 


WELSH AIR. 


Oh, sweet the harpers of Cambria play, 


Ah, hyd anos! 


And Taff, look you, tunes upon David’s good day, 


Ah, hyd anos! 


Taff’s blood is noble, and ancient her race, 
Her pedigree plain as the nose on her face, 


Her pedigree plain, &c. 
Ah, hyd a nos! 


For St. David he taught her, ’mongst other good 


habits, 


To make love, 1eek porridge, cheese, and Welsh 


rabbits 5 


To pe prave, and at serving her friend not to wince, 
To love her good King and to honour her Prince. 
Then, a leek in her hat wore St. David, O! 


Then a leek, &c. 
SCOTCH AIR. 


Canty and braw are fam’d Scotia lads, 


Hey for the cross of St. Andrew, O! 


WY their bannets, their trus, and their braw tartan 


plaids, 
Hey for the cross og St. Andrew, oO! 


St. Andrew, good truth, was a fine learned chiel, 


He could lilt, play the pipes, and dance a good 


reel, 


Wi’ his Andrew farrara he gard the fore weel, 


Hey for the cross of St. Andrew, 0! 


Wi’ his muckle farrara he gard the fore whistle, 


And kept them in awe of his national thistle ; 
His precepts to follow na Scotsman wou’d lag, 
Ecce signum proud Gallia’s invincible flag. 
Then hey for the cross of St. Andrew, O 
Hey for the, &c. 


IRISH AIR. 
Oh, green are the fields Erin chose for her part, sir, 
Erin, ma vourneen, says Paddy, oh! 
And green is the shamrock, so dear to his heart, 
sir, 
Erin, ma vourneen, says Paddy, oh ! 
St. Patrick, the child of his own dearest hope, sir, 
And bulls he invented, but not like the Pope, sir; 
And green is the shamrock, on which his heart 
doats, sir, 
Erin, ma vourneen, says Paddy, oh' 


For he lov’d pretty girls, rich wines, and good 
dinners, 

And the saints that did not were surely great sin- 
ners ; 

Then at fihting, agra, he was born with a charm, 

And a twig of shellalagh tuck’d under his arm. 


UNION AIR. 
English, Scotch, Welsh, and Irish, join hands and 
all sing, 
Prosper long the Princesses, ovr laws, and the 
King ; 
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{¥ere’s she shamrock, the thistle, the leek, and 
the rose, 

And the four saints, for emblems, which each of 
them chose, 

Flourish long, and live happy, like sister and 
brother, 

Since now ail the four have married each other. 

May our foes find their match when they each 
singly take, 

But our union, so firm, all the world cannot break. 

Sing the rose, thistle, leek, and shamrock, O! 


GROG L OOF 


SHADRACK, THE ORANGEMAN ; 
OR, THE BITER BIT. 
Air—* Calais- Packet.” 


CoME, listen awhilc to a joke that is new, 

And lately occurred ’twixt a Frenchman and Jew; 
Mr. Shadrack went out, mit his basket, one day, 
Full of oranges fine, at de Change to display, 
Where he bustled and bawled China oranges fine, 
Come, eighteen a shilling, and sixpence for nine. 


SPOKEN.] Pless my heart, pless my heart and 
patience, vere ish all mine customers—vere ish all 
dem little plackguards, vot dey don’t come from 
school and spend dere monish? vell, vell, I sup- 
pose I must tip ’em anoder rap mit de paper, and 
vile I’m doing dat, I may quite so vell sing, 


Toll de roll loli, Mr. Shadrack, de orangeman, 
Toll de roll loll, Mr. Shadrack, de Jew. 


By and by Jean de Paris he chanced to espy, 

Ven he run and he bawled—here, monsieur, come 
and buy-— 

O ho, vat is dat, is de orange quite sweet? 

Yes, my friend, quite de best you can find pon de 
street, 

But me have not de change, says monsieur to the 
Jew, 

And quickly produced a Napoleon to view. 


SPOKEN.] About a piece of coold, vell, I de- 
clare I never saw such ating since I’ve been in 
de street; vell, plow my vig, dere’s luck; vell, 
I tell you vat I shall do mit you; I’ll give you 
coot silber and change, and six oranges into de 
pargain; dem my heart, dere’s a lucky deeble 
vat I am, it sets my heart a thumping and dancing 
in my bosom, and fairly makes me sing, 

Toll de roll, &c. 


Mit de fruit and de change soon monsieur skip’d 
awa 

And Shadrack exulting to Moses did say, 

De Frenchman is done, all de silber I had, 

Vas two three-shilling pieces, by my Laban, all 
bad. 

Vell, vell, vat a pargain you’ve got, replied Mo, 

Let me see de Napoleon before vat you go. 


SPOKEN.] Vell, come along my hearts, come 
along mit me, so dere goes Mr. Ikey, Mr. Lipey, 
Mr. Aarons, Mr. Benjamins, Mr. Moses, Mr Le- 
vi, and I don’t know how many dibels, dere dey 
goes slap bang up a blind alley to look at de gold 
Napoleon; and dey all cries out, see, dere’s a 
lucky dibel, dere’s a fellow, see vat he’s done ; de 
Frenchman has done him clean. Ah, ah, vat’s de 
matter—ah, vat you don’t know vat de matter ish. 
Shadrack’s been and done de Frenchman, done 
him clean. I say Mo, vat vas you apout, vat you 
didn’t look sharp. Plow my vig, for vat you 
slow me up, vy didn’t you look sharp yourself, 
you’ve always cot plenty of smitch apout you; vat 
vou plow me up for? At last, Mr. Moses, arter he 
had put on his spectacles, at last he cries out—- 
dere’s a soft spoon—look at him, stare him in de 
face—how dat fellow vat calls himself a Jew, and 


21 


swells about coming from Duke’s Place, tinks vat 
he has done de Frenchman, tip’d him de smitch, 
and all dat—dem my vir, if de Frenchman 
harn’t done him so clean as a platter; for, as I 
hope to be shaved, and as I’m an honest man, 
upon my heart, if it’s any ting in de vorld but a 
bit of coppers gilt.—Vell, vell, poor Shadrack, he 
looked so blue as a pilbury, to tink vat the French- 
man had pit him, and all dat; so he picks him- 
self up and his oranges, and he vants to bolt, but 
dey vont stand it, dey vill have the grin upon him 
—so dey sets up a dancing and a prancing about 
him like so many dibels playing old Nich mid him, 
singing, 

Toll de roll loll, spooney Shadrack, de orangeman, 
Toll de roll loll, spooney Shadrack, de Jew 


Cael PPter 


FOR A’ THAT: AND A’ THAT. 
(Burns. ) 
WHERE’s he for honest poverty 
That hangs his head and a’ that? 
The coward slave, we pass him by, 
And dare be poor for a’ that! 
For a’ that and a’that, 
Our toils obscure and a’ that ; 
The rank is but the guinea-stamp, 
The man’s the gowd for a’that. 
For a’ that, &c. 


What though on hamely fare we dine 
Wear hodden gray and a’ that, 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 
A man’s a man for a’ that, 
For a’ that and a’ that, 
Their tinsel show, and a’ that, 
The honest man, though e’er so poor, 
Is king o’men for a’ that. 
For a’ that, &« 


Ye see yon birkie, ca’d a lord, 

Wha struts and stares, and a’ that, 
Though hundreds worship at his word, 

He’s but a coof for a’ that. 
For a’ that and a’ that, 

His riband, star, and a’ that, 
The man of independent mind 

Can look and laugh at a’ that. 

For a’ that, &c. 


A prince can mak a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a’ that, 
But an honest man’s aboon his might, 
Gude faith, he mauna sa’ that, 
For a’ that and a’ that, 
Their dignities and a’ that, 
The pith o’ sense and pride 0’ worth 
Are higher ranks than a’ that. 
For a’ that, &e, 


, ida a 


DEAR PRATIES, WE CAN’T DO WITHOUT 
THEM. 


Air—* Dear Creatures, we can’t do without them.?’ 
( Bryant.) 


AS a cook, a few dainties J’ll here be explaining, 
And sure you’ll confess them the go in a trice ; 
They’re of true Irish growth, andif you take my 

meaning, 
You'll say they are all that the world can think 
nice. 
There’s some folks will eat them, well moistened 
with whisky, 
Some roast them, while others prefer them if 
boiled ; 
And if wor but eat them they’ll make your hearts 
Tisky, 
But eae on their jackets, or else they’ll he 
spoiled. 
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Dear praties, we can’t live without them, 
They grow in our fields and our men they employ ; 
And talk as you will, you must say this about them, 
A maily pratie’s an Irishman’s joy. 
They make the boys stout, and they keep the girls 
slender, 
They soften the heart and they strengthen the 
mind ; 
And the man from the bog, or the lord in high 
splendour, 
All live by praties, as all folks can find. 
Besides, if a toe come to threaten old Erin, 
We’ll bother his noddle, and soon stop his breath; 
And at our ammunition he’d soon be found staring, 
For with praties, dear praties, we’d stone him 
to death! 
Dear praties, &c. 
Then, if you’d be merry, brave, stout, and quite 
frisky, ; 
I’ve only a small little hint now to give; 
Pray don’t be afraid to drink plenty of whiskey, 
And a great many years you are likely to live. 
Then take my advice, al ye gents and ye ladies, 
Eat plenty of murphies, and d—n the expense ; 
For if you but swallow our mealy praties, 
By St. Patrick, you all will be choking with sense! 
Dear praties, &c, 


Dd ee 


O’SHANE AND JESSIE. 
Air—* White Cockade.”—( O’Brien.) 
O’SHANE. 
ARRAH, Jessie, dear, now hear my plan, 
We'll go to Erin’s hills so green ; 
There’s none can love like an Irishman, 
And from Ulster highland hills are seen. 
JESSIE. 
Tl not gang to your Irish clan, 
Thy country is too far awa ; 
Although you be a braw young mon, 
I fear your hills are frast and snaw. 
O’SHANE. 
[t’s your own hills, my honey dear, 
That’s covered o’er with frost and snow; 
But mine are green throughout the year, 
Then come before your mountains thaw. 
JESSIE. 
1 cannot gang with you, I’m sure, 
A Jo I have, and I’m his ain; 
Do you ken yon rising tower? 
There he lives, I mun gang hame. [ Going. 
O’SHANE. 
Then faith, you shan’t, my highland dear. 
[ Holds her. 
JESSIE. 
Let me go, you Irish loon! 


o’SHANE. 
That I won't, you need not fear. 
JESSIE. 
There, you foo, you’ve tore my gown! 
O’SHANE, 
I vow that I will be sincere ; 
Then come with me, my lovely maid, 
My all with you I’ll freely share, 
So come, and never be afraid. 
JESSIE. 
Then, as you vow to be sincere, 
Pll gang with thee, my Ivish lad; 
First tell me what your fortuue’s there, 
For I have nane, and that is bad. 
SHANE. 
I have a cow, and year-old swine, 
From thieves my dog will keep us free ; 
There’s a sow, ten sheep-—the priest left nine, 
And a cat to purr upon your knee. 





JESSIE. 
If I gang with thee to Erin’s land, 
You'll not prove false and gang awat 
O’SHANE. 
Oh, when I do forsake this hand, 
Then may your mountains on me thaw! 


| de 


THE HUNTSMAN. 


THE sun from the east tips the mountains with gold, 
And the meadows all spangled with dew-drops 


behold ; 


The lark’s early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn’s cheertul summons rebukes our 


delay: 


With the sports of the field there’s no pleasure can 


vie 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his sport, 
And the slave of the state hunt the smiles of the 


court 5 


Nor care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence still gives us zeal to our joy. 


With the sports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree ; 

The priest hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Though often, like us, they’re flung out with 


disgrace. 
With the sports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the soldier hunts fame ; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, though she seems to refuse, 
Yet, in spite of her airs, she her lover pursues. 


With the sports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the busy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the blessing we ask, is the blessing of health ; 
With hounds and with horns, through the wood- 


lands to roam, 


And when tir’d abroad, find contentment at home. 


With the sports of the field, &c. 


PPI FLIP? 


NANCY OF THE DALE, 


My Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A camp’s distress to prove ; 

Ail other ills she can sustain, 
But living from her love. 

But, dearest, though your soldier’s there, 
Will not your spirits fail, 

To mark the hardships you must share, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale? 

Or should your love such dangers scorn, 
Ah! how shall I secure 

Your health ’midst toils which you were born 
To sooth, but not endure? 

A thousand perils I must view, 
A thonsand ills assail, 

Nor must I tremble e’en for you, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 


SPL P PIG? 


TOM STEADY. 


Tom STEADY own’d each bland sensation 


That worth and virtue could impart, 


The kindest thoughts of heaven’s creation 


Adorn’d his mild, yet manly heart ; 


Yet think not, though to love devoted, 


In milksop fashion Tom you view— 


His fault was, he too fondly doated 


On one who prov’d to him untrue. 


The maid had own’d she lov’d no other 


So well as Tom, .who, trebly blest, 


To one he priz’d much more than brother, 


In confidence his joy exprest. 
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This friend (in friendship there’s no saying 
What things may happen) told the maid 

That Tom had been her love betraying, 
And kindly thus his friend betray’d. 


The lass, indignant, left her lover, 
The faithful friend supplied kis place, 
Nor yet did hapless Tom discover 
His loss, rejection, and disgrace, 
"Till friend and love, from church returning, 
He met, array’d in gayest pride, 
fle fell to earth, with anguish burning, 
The neighbours jeered, but Thomas died. 


PREP LEP LEP 


KICKARABOO. 
(Dibdin.) 

ONE negro say one ting, you no take offence, 
Black and white be one colour a hundred year 

hence ; 
And when Massa Death kick him into a grave, 
He no spare negro, buckra, nor massa, nor slave : 
Then dance, and then sing, and a banjer, thrum, 

thrum, 
He foolish to tink what to-morrow may come, 
Lily laugh and be fat, de best ting you can do, 
Time enough to be sad when you kickaraboo. 


One massa, one slave, high and low of all degrees, 

Can be happy, dance, sing, make all pleasure 
him please ; 

One slave be one massa, he good, honest, brave, 

One massa bad, wicked, be worse than one slave: 

If your heart tell you good, you all happy, all well ; 

If bad, he plague, vex you, worse and a hell; 

Let your heart make you merry, then honest and 
true, 

And you care no one farthing for kickaraboo, 


One game me see massa him play, call chess, 

King, queen, bishop, knight, castle, all ina mess; 

King kill knight, queen, bishop, men, castle throw 
down, 

Like card-soldier him scatter, all lie on a ground. 

And when the game over, king, bishop, tag, rag, 

Queen, knight, altogether him go in a bag; 

So in life’s game at chess, when no more we can do, 

Massa Death bring one bag, and we kickaraboo. 


Then be good, what you am, never mind de degree, 
Lily flower good for somewhat, as well as great tree ; 
You one slave, he no use to be sulky and sly, 
Worky, worky, perhaps you one massa by’m by. 
Savee good and be poor, maka you act better part, 
Than be rich in a pocket, and poor in a heart; 
Though ever so low, do your duty, for true, 

Ali your friend drop one tear when you kickaraboo. 


GLI P PEL I? 


THE NEW MARRIAGE-ACT. 
Air—* Chapter of Donkies.””—(Mallinson. ) 


CoME, listen, good friends, as I wish you to hear 
The best piece of intelligence told you this year. 
All you who are single, like lambkins, go, play, 
Now they’ve kick’d the New Marriage-Act out of 
the way. 
Tol lol, &c. 


It made daughters ’gainst parents declare open war, 
As Miss thought the age a most monstrous flaw, 

And cried, <I shall lose all the prime of my life, 

Twenty-one ! I’m sixteen—quite enough for a wife. 
Tol lol, &c. 

-oung boarding-schoo. misses, those innocent tits, 

Throughout the whole nation were thrown into fits ; 

And dreadful to tell you, though much has been 


done, 
Nota sentence escaped them, but, ‘« Oh! twenty- 
one! Tol lol, &c. 


| Old maids disappointed are full of vexation, 


And loudly exclaim against us lords of creation ; 
They say the new act was a capital plan 
To keep maids from those wretches, the naughty 
young men. 
Tollol, &c. 


But modesty now need no longer regret 
Being stuck on a door, just like lodgings to let, 
Nor the men of three-score look like figures of fun, 
When the parson asks, ‘“‘ Pray, sir, are you 
twenty-one ?” 
Toi lol, &c. 


”Tis a glorious thing that this act was repealed, 
Or petticoat soldiers had been in the field ; 
Nay, ladies, I’m told, had invented a scheme 
To be courted by gas and be married by steam. 

Tol lol, &c. 


Had it lasted much longer I’m certain I’mright, 
That some thousands of maids would have died 
out of spite, 
And you bachelors might have been bearing the 
all, 
Tostenatot now treating them here at Vauxhall. 
Tollol, &c. 


But my song’s getting long, and the subject’s gone 


by, 
So Pll an it, but first give a hint, by the by,— 
That all maids up to forty for ministers pray, 
Who have granted them wedlock the old fashioned 
way. 
Tol lol, &c. 


GPIOLPOP OFX 


COME, SHINING FORTH, MY DEAREST. 
( Morton.) 


CoME, shining forth, my dearest, 
With looks of warm delight ; 
Shed joy as thou appearest, 
Like morning beams of light. 
Like morning’s beam of light, love, 
Mild shines thine azure eye ; 
Thine absence is a night, love, 
In which I droop and die. 


Oh, let me hear that tongue, love, 
Whose music thrills my heart, 

Like notes by angels sung, love. 
When souls in bliss depart. 

And at thy casement rising, 
Illume my ravished sight, 

Like day the world surprising, 
With morning’s beam of light. 


PPI PPO? 


LOVE, LITTLE BLIND URCHIN. 


LovE, little blind urchin, went strolling one day, 
And madrigals chaunting so pretty ! 
While ballads he sold as he went on his way, 
With Valentine verses so witty. 
Love’s burthen was, ‘* Maids, ne’er away your 
hearts throw ; 
"Till prudence prompts yes, always answer, ‘Oh, 
no.” 
Love, little false urchin, advice didn’t spare, 
Yet his arrows at random he shot ’em, . 
And a dart aim’d at Prudence, who chanc’d to be 
there, 
But thus wounded, their hearts she forgot ’em. 
Left by Prudence, the maids turn’d out silly 
and so 
They often said yes when they should have said no. 


LIP AL LIF 


LONDON ADULTERATIONS. 
Air—“* Dennis Brulgruddery.”’ —( Moncrieff. ) 


LONDON tradesmen, ’tis plain, at no roguery stop, 
They adulterate every thing they’ve in their shop; 
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You must buy what they sell, and they’ll sell what 
they please, 
or they would, if they could, sell the moon for 
green cheese. 
Sing, tantarantara, what terrible rogues. 


-mitation, ’tis well known, is now all the rage ; 

fvery thing imitated is in this rare age ; 

Tea, coffee, beer, butter, gin, milk—and, in brief, 

No doubt they'll soon imitate mutton and beef. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


The grocer sells ash leaves and sloe leaves for tea, 
Ting’d with Dutch pink and verdigris, just like 
Bohea ; 
What sloe poison means you'll be slow finding out, 
We shall all to a T soon be poison’d, no doubt. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


Other grocers for pepper sell trash call’d P.D. 
And burnt horse-beans for coffee—how can such 
things be? 
Now, I really do think those who make such a 
slip, 
And eee us like horses, deserve a horsewhip. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


The milkman, although he is honest he vows, 
Milks his pump night and morn, quite as oft as his 
COWS 3 
Claps you plenty of chalk in your score—what a 
bilk ! 
And, egad, claps you plenty of chalk in your milk. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


The baker will swear all his bread’s made of flour ; 
But just mention alum, you'll make him turn sour, 
His ground bones and pebbles turn men skin and 
bone 3 
We ask him for bread, and he gives us a stone. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


The butcher puffs up his tough mutton like lamb, 
And oft for South Down sells an old mountain 
ram 3 
Bleeds poor worn-out cows to pass off for white 
veal, 
For which he deserves tv die by his own steel. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


A slippery rogue is the cheesemonger, zounds! 
For with kitchen-stuff oft he his butter compounds ; 
His fresh eggs are laid over the water, we know, 
For which, faith! he over the water should go. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


he brewer a chymist is, that is quite clear, 
For we soon find no hops have hopp’d into his. beer ; 
’Stead of malt, he from drugs brews his porter 
and swipes, 
So no wonder that we have so oft the drug-gripes. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


Lhe tobacconist smokes us with short cut of weeds, 
And finds his returns of such trash still succeeds ; 
With snuff of ground glass and dust oft we’re 
gull’d, 
And for serving our noses so his should be pull’d. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


‘The wine-merchant, that we abroad may not roam, 
With sloe-juice and brandy makes our port at 
home. 
he distillers their gin have with vitriol filled, 
So ’tis clear they’re in roguery double distilled. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


Thus we rogues have in grain, and in tea, too, 
that’s clear, 
But don’t think, I suppose, we have any rogues 
here:; 
¢ ’ 
Present company’s alway: excepted, you know, 
So wishing all rogues their deserts, I must go. 
Sing, tantarantara, &c. 


aS pe ome 


THE LAND WE LIVE IN. 


THE sparkling liquor fills the glass, 
And briskly round the board it goes ; 

The toast, of course, our favourite lass, 
We’ arink confusion to our foes. 

Then each in turn, the catch, the glee, 
The song, the toast, is given; 

And ever as it comes to me, 
I give, “ The land we live in.” 

Then let us all throughout agree, 

With a loud huzza and three times three, 

Huzza! I gave, “ The land we live in.” 


The captain always gives “‘ The King ;” 
His bosom burns with loyal flame ; 
And as the decks with praises ring 
Of valiant Smith and Nelson’s fame. 
““ God bless the royal family,”’ 
This toast in turn is given ; 
And ever as it comes to me, 
I give, “ The land we live in.” 
Then let us all, &c. 


Some folks may envy foreign parts, 
And wish to gain a foreign shore ; 
Why, let them go with all our hearts, 
We shall be piagued with them no more. 
Then while on shore, let’s all agree, 
The song, the toast, &c. 


GaP ILL IF 


BRIGHT HOURS ARE IN STORE FOR US 
YEE. 
Wuy should we, the days of our boyhood be 
wailing, 
Neglect all the pleasures that lie in our way? 
These sad recollections are sure unavailing, 
The present then let us enjoy while we may ; 
Ne’er regretting the past, no, nor fearing to-mor 
row, 
We’ll merrily meet ev’ry care to forget ; 
Then join the gay chorus, and, banishing sorrow, 
Believe that bright hours are in store for us yet. 


But sudden misfortune may sometimes confound 
us, 
And musing on days that are gone force a tear; 
Ah! then the lovd playmates of youth were 
around us— 
To cheer us in sorrow they still may be near, 
While each holiday pastime in fancy pursuing ; 
Oh! then in their smile ev’ry care we’ll forget, 
And join the gay chorus, the pleasure renewing, 
Of light frolic days when in childhood we met. 


The joys of our youth should be laid up as trea- 
sures, 
Which mem’ry may often recall to our view ; 
And each happy hour, which is now wing’d with 
pleasures, 
We'll one day delighted in fancy renew. 
Thus enjoyment from days that are gone we may 
borrow, 
Though soften’d it be by a shade of regret ; 
Then join the gay chorus, and banishing sorrow, 
Believe that bright hours are in store for us yet 


RO ee ae a 


AFFECTION IN OLD AGE. 
Air— Believe me if all those endearing, §c.”” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


OH, Ellen, thine eyes, like the sweet stars of night, 
Now illumine my heart with their ray; 
But Time, that despoiler, (though lovely ano 
bright, ) 
Will too soon take their magic away; 
For age slowly totters to ravage such cnarms,— 
In vain ’tis for beauty to sue, 
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But my heart, which at present thy loveliness 
warms, 
Must ever beat fondly for you. 


I grieve when I think that thy beauty must fade, 
And that all my endeavours can’t save 

My Ellen from time, and that no mortal aid 
Can rescue my love from the grave. 

But, when ag’d, in thy features I’ll fondly retrace 
The charms which I now hold so dear, 

And recall all our joys as I gaze on thy face, 
To pay the sad tribute a tear. 


GLP LEP IL SP 


THE EMERALD ISLE. 


OF all nations under the sun 
© Dear Erin does truly excel, 
or friendship, for valour, for fun, 
’Tis famed, as the world sure can tell. 
The boys are all hearty, the girls 
Sweet daughters of beauty they prove, 
The lads they ne’er dread any perils, 
The lasses are brimful of love. 
Oh! success to the emerald Isle, 
Where shellalahs and shamrocks abound, 
May peace and prosperity smile 
O’er the land and its natives around. 


Our forefathers tell us St. Pat 
Drove venom away from our shore ; 
The shamrock he blessed, and for that 
We steep it in whiskey galore ; 
He told us while time should remain, 
Still happy would be the gay sod, 
And bloom in the midst of the main, 
By the footsteps of friendship still trod. 
Oh! success, &c. 


CLLLLPL OF 


GOOD HUMOUR’S MY MOTTO. 


SoME sigh for ambition, and others for pleasure, 

The small span of life will most carefully measure, 

To my motto I’ll keep, and still true to the word, 

’Tis—good humour, and may it still shine at my 
board. 


And when I am gone, may my friends gaily strive, 

To recount the mad feats I achieved when alive, 

They'll say that the motto he long had preferred, 

Was good humour, which still ever smiled at his 
board 


PIPL LIP? 


MASTER GUINEAPIG AND MISS SHUTTLE. 
Air— The Coronation.” 


THERE was a pigeon-fancier, his name was Gui- 
neapig, sirs, 

He loved Miss Shuttle, of Brick-lane, who played 
him many a rig, sirs. 

She vas a silk-veaver by trade, and yearn’t a deal 
of money; 

And she cried, oh, Guineapig, my aear, you are 
my dearest honey. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 


On Sunday, they’d to Hackney go, to the 'Three 
Colts, so pleasant ; 

And Guineapig would kiss his dear, not caring 
who was present. 

But when with drink he surly got, she’d try this 
man to soften, 

Crying, Guineapig, you come, I fear, to the Three 
Colts too often. 

Ri tollol, &c. 


Now when they got to town again, just after this 
carouse, Sirs, 

Each evening they’d together go atop of Guinea’s 
house, sirs ; 
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There she’d expiain as how, that she him drink 
was ne’er begridging, 
And, Lord, how quiet she would be while Guinea 
flew his pigeon. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


But as they both did stand one night, all on the 
house’s top, sirs, 

It thundered and it lightened too, and a thunder- 
bolt did drop, sirs ; 

He took his darling round the waist, and swore he 
ne’er would leave her. 

The house it fell, ’tis known full well, and killed 
the poor silk-weaver. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 


Now he ran off to the Three Colts, and cried for 
near three hours, 

He drank six quarts of porter there, and bathed, 
with tears, the flowers. 

Says he, at this Three Colts it was where Miss 
Shuttle I first spied, sirs, 

So he hung himself at the Three Colts, and at the 
Three Colts died, sirs. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 


GPLPLOLLILIF 


DASH MY VIG! 
Air—“ Derry down.” 


ADOO and farewell to this wile smoky town, 
Vere not nothing but rioting never goes down; 
In a little small cottage, that’s not wery big, 
I'll live all the rest of my life—Dash my vig! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


I fell deep in love with a ravishing maid, 

And she was a straw bonnet builder by trade; 

Her name it was Mary Ann Dorothy Twig, 

But she used me shamefully bad—Dash my vig! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


At half-arter-eight every night I did meet her, 
And then at half-price to the play I did treat her; 
Sometimes, too, ve vent quite full drest to a jig, 
And valtz’d till the morning ve did—Dash my vig. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


I ax’d her to marry—she scornfully said, 
She wonder’d how sucha thought com’d in my 
head ; 
For a journeyman-grocer she loved—Mr. Figg, 
And he was the man she should ved—Dash my vig 
Tol de rol, &c. 


She married the grocer, and soon I could see, 
She cock’d up her nose half a yard above me; 
And her husband himself behaved just like a pig, 
For he told me to valk myself off—Dash my vig! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


I’d a good mind to challenge him, pistols I’d got, 

But I did not at all like the thoughts of a shot; 

I couldn’t say nothing, my heart was so big, 

So I syth’d, and I then valk’d avay—Dash my vig' 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Your poets and authors they say love is blind, 
And ’tis true, sure and certain, and that I did find, 
Or it never could be she could choose such a prig, 
Instead of a young man like me—Dash my vig! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Adoo and farewell, I retires to the glades 

Of forests and woods, and their sweet wernal shades 

Where in my own garden [’ll plant, and I’ll dig 

And I von’t'come to Lunnun no more—Dash my vig. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


GPL LILI IF 


BEWARE OF LOVE. 
(Cherry. ) 
DEEP in the fountain of this beating heart,’ 
Free as the vital streams from thence that flow, 
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Dear as my life, with which I’d sooner part, 
Than forget to thee the gratitude I owe. 
Unvarying with the varied change, 
Through coast or climate as we range ; 
No, no, no, no, no, no, mother, no, 
I'll ne’er forget the love—the gratitude I owe. 


Rlithe as the rays that cheer the blushing morn, 
Puls’d in this heart, dear sister, dost thou move, 
Blest with each charm that can thy sex adorn, 
Yet, sister,-oh, dear sister, beware of love! 
Unvarying with the varied change, 
Through coast or climate as we range; 
Yes, yes, yes, yes; oh, sister, yes, 
Beware of love! oh, sister, beware of love! 


OLPIL IOI P 


THE LAW-SUIT. 


Two clowns once disagreed, 
A ploughman.and a sawyer; 
Both trudg’d away, and fee’d 
Old Sly, the village lawyer. 
Quoth Sly, beys, up your spirits pluck ; 
Here, make your whistles moister, 
You’re just in time to take pot luck, 
Suppose we have an oister. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Away went law and strife, 
Down sat each gaping caititf ; 
Sly takes his oister-knife, 
And opes a fine fat native. 
Behold! quoth Sly, what law can do, 
?T will no injustice foster, 
There’s a shell for you, and a shell for you, 
And I will eat the oister. : 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Last night I was attack’d 
And thump’d by drunken Sadi. 
Says I, how shall I act? 
I’ll go and tell the Cadi. 
I’ll seek the house where Justice dwells, 
And bounce the swagg’ring roister ; 
But I thought of Sly and his couple of shells, 
And resolved to keep my oister. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


GPO P PPPS? 


TURN THE NIGHT TO DAY. 
Air— Fly not yet.”—( Bryant.) 


WOULD you know my chief delight? 
’Tis to enjoy a moonlight night,— 
To sit and count the stars above, _ 
And talk to one that’s fair, of love, 
And pass the hours away. 
If you’d know what I most prize, 
Tis life that springs from woman’s eyes,— 
At night to hear the watch-dog bark ,— 
To seek the owl,—outlive the lark,— 
And turn the night to day. 
To day, to day, &c. 


Would you know what makes me mourn, 
*Tis watching day for night’s return, 
To meet in shades, where no control 
Can check the inward flow of soul, 

Which dreams not of dismay. 
Then if you’d know the joy of life, 
"Tis woman, who can check all strife ; 
Her voice, her eyes, her every grace, 
Her waving tresses, lovely face, 

All turn the night to day. 

To day, to day, &c. 


ee 


YORKSHIRE TOO. 


By the side 0’ a brig that stands over a brook, 
I were sent betimes to school, 

I went wi’ the stream, as I studied by book, 
And was thought to be no small fool : 

I ne’er yet bought a pig in a poke, 
To gi’ old Nick his due, 

Yet I ha’ dealt wi’ Yorkshire folk, 
But I wur Yorkshire too. 


I wur pratty well liked by each village maid, 
At races, wake, or fair, 

For my feyther had addled a vast in trade, 
And I wur his son to hair; 

And seeing I did not want for brass, 
Gay maidens came to woo, 

But, though I lik’d a Yorkshire lass, 
Yet I wur Yorkshire too. 


Then to Lunnun by feyther I were sent, 
Genteeler manners to see; 

But fashion’s so dear—I came back as I went, 
And so they made nothing 0’ me; 

My kind relations would soon ha’ found out 
What ’twur best wi’ my money to do, 

But, says I, my dear cousins, I thank ye for naught, 
I’s not to be cozen’d by you. 


GPF OLE LER 


THE IRISHMAN IN ENGLAND. 


WHEN I from dear Ireland first took my leave, 

I was told that in England the people believe 

That Irishmen’s mouths are with blunders chuck 
full, 

But I wasn’t a calf to be cowed by a bull; 

For soon I parsaved it was nonsense and stuff, 

For in England, by Pat, they’ve bulls enough, 

Which I soon on arrival began to remark, 

When I landed at Parkgate where there is no park. 
Tol de rol, lol de rol, lol de rol, le! de roi 

tol de rol, lol de rol, lol, lol, lol, la. 


When to London I came to behold all the sport, 

I determined to flash and to live at the Court, 

So in Round-court I lodged, ’tis a bull I declare, 

For Round-court I found—was an uncourtly square. 

However, on Sunday, the very next week, 

I went to Hyde-Park, all the fashion to seek, 

Some water they showed me, of blunders the 

marrow, 

’Twas the Serpentine River as strait as an arrow. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Returning, we passed through a street called Pall 
Mall, 

Where some dandy gentleman makes bulls as well ; 

But in Ireland the smoke comes from fire, but, 
no joke, 

Herc in London they get all their light out of smoke ; 

Then there’s Broad-street as narrow as narrow can 
be 

And Moorfields there are where no more fields you'll 
see. 

Golden-square is but built of bricks red and brown, 

And Cheapside’s the dearest of all sides in town. 

Tol de rol, &c 


Then the beaux, when their persons they’ve fi- 
nished adorning, 

Set out about dusk for a walk in the morning ; 

And the ladies, with faces as fresh as a rose, 

Are always most dressed when they’ve on the ieas 
clothes. 

So I’m happy to catch them in blunders so many, 

Where I thought they were seldomer guilty of any; 

But to England, in friendship, I owe such a debt, ° 

That I'll not make a blunder by leaving it yet. 

Tol de rol, &e. 


GIP IO LOL 
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Armed cap-a-pee as fit, 
My spear a kitchen-spit. 
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THE LIFE OF AN ACTOR. 
Air—“ The Leaves so green, O!”’—( Moncrieff. ) 
WHEN first a lively boy, 
Ever fond of play and toy, 
Some of sister’s borrow’d plays 
By chance attract my gaze ; 
I read and I admire, 
For stage fame I’m all on fire. 
{ was dying to become a tragic hero. 
My master vowed at school, 
I was very far from fool ; 
And the usher smirk’d about, 
When at breaking-up I’d spout; 
Pa swore ’twas monstrous fine 
Ma vowed it was divine: 
He born was for an actor, never fear, O! 
SPOKEN.] I think I see myself at school now. 
—‘ Come here,’ says my schoolmaster,‘ now, sir, put 
yourself in an attitude, and recite me Collins’s Ode 
on the Passions.’—** When Muse’s heavenly maid” 
—A little higher, sir.—“ When Muses’ heavenly 
maid”—Zounds, sir, your head, not your voice— 
** When Muse’s heavenly maid was young, while 
yet among the Grease she sung.”—Among the 
Grease; early Greece you mean, blockhead.— 
Well, said my mamma, I thinks its very improper, 
Mr. Birching, that he should say any thing 
about Grease at all; what, if people do sell tallow 
candles, is that any reason that importations should 
be cast upon them?—Dear madam, you mistake, 
it’s anode! Oh, an odd; very well then,\go on, 
Billy, my boy. ‘« The Muses oft to hear her spell,” 
ear her spell, says my mamma, again. Bless 
me, hadn’t she learnt to spell? but go on— 
*«would fiock around her magic cell.” — Bravo, Billy, 
here’s a halfpenny fcr you-you does it so well, 
with your 
hubby cheek—Voice a squeak, 
Squinting eye—Leegs awry, 
Head like mop—dirty crop. 
ifey down, ho down, derry derry down! 
‘this ar Actor’s life is—’tis quite clear, O! 
cm 


As stronger grows the itching, 

I descend into the kitchen ; 

And of success ne’er doubting, 

Next try my hand at spouting ; 

With table-cloth for cloak, 

’Gad I prove it is no joke, 
That I cut out am to be a tragic hero. 

My helmet a dish-cover 

I a chieftain look all over; 

Armed cap-a-pee as fit, 

My spear a kitchen-spit, 

My shield the dripping-pan, 

’Gad I then am more than man; 
More murders I commit than e’er did Nero. 

SPOKEN.] Yes, I committed lots of murders ; 

for, in playing Macbeth, I not only murdered Dun- 
can, but Shakspeare into the bargain; and with the 
self-same weapon Sampson committed his murders, 
the jaw-bone of an ass; I run the cook through 
the body with the rolling-pin; poisoned footman 
John with turtle soup; shot the butler with some 
forcemeat balls; and starved the rest of the family 
by taking the pantry by storm. Lard, cries Dolly, 
our cook-maid, when you sets your one arm so, 
and your t’other arm so, you puts me in mind of 
our big tea-pot; and when you makes your fine 
speeches, you squeaks just like Punch. Avaunt, 
Cookey, cries I, and quit my sight, thy bones are 
marrowless ; and well they may be, says she, when 
I made a pudding out of them yesterday. I shall 
never forget when I caught the fat scullion in my 
arms, with a huge lump of kitchen stuff in her 
hands, and squeezing her, exclaimed, “ Oh, that 
this too, too solid flesh would melt ;”” down ran the 
grease all about; poor wench—I killed her with a 
kiss—shovell’d her into the oven—larded her al: 
over with flour—and sung her dirge to the tune of 

Cookey fires—with desires ; 

Melts, while I—with passion fry, 

Carving knife—take your life. 
Hey down, ho down, derry, derry down! 
This an Actor’s life is, it is clear, 0! 
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ADDITIONAL VERSE. 
Then with strollers I set out, 
Just to have an acting bout; 
Where I'd strut, with sword and shield, 
And dine in each turnip-field ; 
My wine was nice spring water ; 
Till I met a landlord’s daughter, 
Who thought her drops of brandy would me cheer,O. 
As Romeo I viewed her, 
Till my glances quite subdued her; 
But I’ve ended courtship’s yarn, 
Touched her cash—I’ve hired a barn. 
I’ve a sort of sharing scheme, 
And to tell you what I mean, 
I’m an Actor and a Manager, ’tis clear, O! 


SPOKEN.] Aye, and though I am one of Pha- 
raoh’s lean kine, still I take care to keep all the 
fat to myseli—I never give any of my performers 
a good character, if I can avoid it, by taking 
the credit of it myself. And, as a country mana- 
ger, I am licensed to murder all authors, starve 
my own actors, and cheat his majesty’s subjects 
out of the king’s English. There are only a few 
plays and farces in which I can’t take a character. 
-—There’s the “* PoINT oF Honour” I never 
knew anything about—‘* RicuEs” I have ran 
through—In the « Liar” I’m at home to a peg— 
I know nothing of a “‘ NEW WAY TO PAY oLpD 
Depts ”—And, though I’ve got the “* WILL,” I 
never study it—And I should have got something 
good this week if I hadn’t lost “‘ CENT. PER CENT.” 
by getting up that ““ DUEL” after the ““ Two GEn- 
TLEMEN OF VERONA.”—Mercy on me, how the 
house fills when I play Richard.—Aye, it was but 
the other night I was playing the DUKE OF GLou- 
CESTER, alias RICHARD, otherwise CROOKED 
Dick, when just as I said—‘ See where my love 
appears, darting pale lustre, like the silver moon, 
through her dark cloud of rainy sorrow ”—when a 
huge cow, with two crumpled horns, popp’d her 
head through the back scene—I started back, thus 
—when a boy, in the gallery, cried—** How nat’- 
ral!—look at the cow, come to fetch the calf!” 
—I turned as white as milk—my hair stood an end, 
like the cow’s horns—my sword dropped—the weight 
of the cow was too much, and down she went, 
through the stage, like Hamlet’s father going to 
sulphurous and unrelenting flames.—I fainted with 
chagrin,—and dropp’d—the curtain dropp’d—the 
cow dropp’d ; but having taken a drop of my 
wife’s medicine, I sang, 


Rant and roar—lungs quite sore, 

Fight and slash—cut a dash, 

What a row—all through the cow. 
Hey down, ho down, derry, derry down, 
I’m an Actor and a Manager, ’tis clear, O! 


a ee a a a 


SUCH A GENIUS I DID GROW. 
Air—“* The Beauty.”—(Miss Scott.) 


WHEN a very little boy, 
They sent me first to school, 
My master said, though least of all, 
I was the biggest fool, 
Such a genius I did grow. 


They tried with cakes and cunning 
To put learning in my head, 
But I ne’er could tell which was great A, 
Or which was crooked Z, 
Such a genius, &c. 


Arithmetic it puzzled me, 
Gut as my knowledge grew, 
I soon found out that one and one, 
When added up, made two, 
Such a genius, &c. 


A great musician I became, 
And, as the people said, 
Upon the grinding organ 
Most delightfully I played, 
Such a genius, &e 


Upon my travels I set out, 
The English folks to see, 
And I found that they had arms and legs, 
And head, and all, like me, 
Such a genius, &c. 


The Lord Mayor and the Aldermen 
My absence did require, 
They sent me home for fear that I 
Should set the Thames on fire, 
Such a genius, &e. 


(On the first enc.re. ) 
When a very little boy, 
A cunning head was mine, 
I never drank cold water 
When I could get good wine, 
Such a genius, &c. 


To make a clever man of me 
My father was perplex’d, 
For what I learnt the one day 


I forgot the very next, : 
Such a genius, &c. 


They soon sent for a barber 
To shave his mammy’s hope, 
I took the lather for thick milk, 
And licked up all the soap, 
Such a genius, &c. 


I sat me down to blow the fire, 
Which out one day had gone, 
And I ript the bellows open 
To see where the wind came from, 
Such a genius, &c. 


O, then I had a lovely voice, 
And out such tones could bring, 
That soon with ev'ry tea-kettle 
Duets I learnt to sing, 
Such a genius, &c. 


I tried my voice upon the stage, 
But there it was in vain, 
I sung so very bad they made me 
Sing my song—again, 
Such a genius, &c. 
( On the second encore. ) 
Folks say when I was born 
I was as deep as any well, 
But what I said before I spoke 
I never yet could tell, 
Such a genius, &c. 


They sent me to an artist 
To learn to draw in chalk, 
But the only drawing I could learn 
Was how to draw a cork, 
Such a genius, &e 


I studied next astronomy, 
And got it soon with ease, 
For I was deep enough to know 
The moon was not a cheese, 
Such a genius, &e. 
One thing I’ve learnt, with due respect, 
I trust you'll think it true, 
That I’ve found out the happy knack 
Somehow of pleasing you, 
Such a genius, &c. 


PIL IP LIF 


THE SOCIAL BOWL. 
MERRY mantling social bowl, 
Many a cheerful kindly soul 

Fills his glass from thee, 
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Health go round, To the palace I went down, 
Care is drowned, Tortell the king my name, zurs, 
Every heart with lighter bound For gem’men in our town 
Generous feels and free. Told me they did the same, zurs* 
, : T gave the nob a ring, 
Every thought is shut out but of tender delight, As I find it is a rule, zurs, 
Like the roar of the billows that rock to the night. And because I ax’d for king, 
O, happy if thus, when each tumult is past, They call’d me stupid fool, zurs, 
Ev’ry passion unfelt as unheard blows the blast, Too ral, Se. 
The heart in the mansion of love might be blest, 
While peace with such melodies sung it to rest. I went to the play, by gum, 
: Where I got better treated, 
Care and breakers by thy side, For when the play begun, 
May’st thou oft in flowing pride They ax’d me to be seated ; 
Thus surrounded be. , But as the tale I must relate 
And shame befall the narrow mind To mother and to Dolly, 
That to a messmate proves unkind, Returning like an ape 
Who once has filled his glass from thee. Would only be a folly. 
woresers Too ral, &e, 
THE GREEK WAR-SONG. Young Hamlet in the play, 
(Lord Byron.) I saw no lad look smarter, 
. But what came next so gay, 
Sons of Greeks, arise, Was great Timour the Tartar: 
The glorious hour’s gone forth, The elephant did approach 
And, worthy of such ties, With dogs, and frogs, and fishs:., 
Display who gave us birth. y And then the Clown’s mail coach 
CHorus—Sons of Greeks, let’s go Beat the York one all to pieces, 
In arms against the foe, Too ral, &c. 
Till their hated blood shall flow i 
In a river past our feet. To the park I went, quite bold, 
or And there I zeed, odds-dickens, 
Then manfully despising A cart, just like a bowl, 
The Turkish tyrant’s yoke, All over cocks and chickens ; 
Let your country see you rising There I found, on the plan 
And all your chains are broke. When brads bevin to fail us 
Brave shades of chiefs and sages, What makes the gentleman, 
Behold the coming strife! Not money, but the tailors. 
Hellenes of past ages, Too ral, &e; 
Oh, start again to life! ? 
At the sound of my trumpet, breaking Now since I’ve seen such sights 
Your sleep, oh, join with me! Of London, famous city, 
And the seven-hilled city seeking, Where days they turn to nights, 
Fight—conquer—till we are free. And think it mighty witty ; 
Sons of Greeks, &c. 1’ll not on your time encroach, 
s So wish you all good-bye, zurs:; 
Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers Y’ll not go ie the hoki Ha . 
Lethargic dost thou lie? But to walk it I will try, zuars. 
Awake, and join thy numbers Too ral, &c, 
With Athen’s old ally ! 5 
Leonidas recalling, Barat. 
That chief of ancient song, THE DEVIL CAN’T STOP HER CLAPPBRR 


Who saved you once from falling, 
The terrible! the strong! 

Who made that bold diversion 
In old Thermopyle, 

And warring with the Persian, 
To keep his country free, 

With his three hundred waging 
The battle long he stood, 

And, like a lion raging, 
Expired in seas of blood. 

- Sons of Greeks, &c. 


a a ee 


JOHN LUMP’S JOURNEY FROM YORK. 
Tune—“ Lunnun is the Devil.” 


VZE just arriv’d from York, 
Or else I am mistaken, 
I wish I had a walk’d, 
P’ze gotten such a shaking ; 
Thought to come smart to town, 
So a favour thought I’d ask it, 
Then tipt the man a crown 
To be seated in the basket. 
Too ral la ral la, 
Too ral la ral la di, 
Too ral, &c. 


THE miller leads a noisy life 
E’en at the very best; 
But should he have a scolding wife, 
He’s sure to have no rest : 
Her tongue, unlike the mill, 
Does never motion lack, 
For that is sometimes still, 
But she goes always clack, 
Click, clack! 
Click, clack! 
Good lack! 
Good lack! 
No rest her tongue e’er finding, 
*Tis always, always grinding; 
Clipper, clapper, 
Clitter, clatter, 
For all the world like my mill hopper, 
But the devil himself can’t stop her. 


GILL IL PP 


ODD MATTERS TO WED WITH. 
(Hickman. ) 


Ou I will get wed in a trice, 

In spite of my granny’s advice, 
Aye, and tell you the figure of fun, 
And Ill have her, as sure as a gun; 
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She’s a maiden, and under three score, 

And what can a man wish for more? 

With abundance of no one knows what, 

Such a list of odd matters she’s got. 
Some eggs that never were addled, 

A donkey that never was saddled, 

A pigeon-house nail’d to the wall, 

A rat-trap and cobbler’s awl, 

A cock that is 1eckon’d quite game, 

A hog-trough and cucumber-frame, 

A parrot that says, but no matter, 

It kicks up a monst’rous clatter, 

A hoe, with a rake, and a dibber, 

And part of a play, wrote by Cibber, 

A sty to fatten a pig, 

With the tail of a barrister’s wig, 

A walking-stick, headed with brass, 

The remains of an old looking-glass, 

A prayer-book, without any leaves, 

And a rattle to frighten the thieves. 
All these were left by her old grand-dad, 
Who’d left her more, but no more he had. 


Then she’s got a fine stock of clothes, 
With her grandmother’s holiday hose, 
Made out of the very best yarn, 
Full of holes, but never a darn; 
With bell hoops and old fashion’d jumps, 
Three old shoes, a pair of them pumps ; 
Such rarities never were seen, 
Since the time good old Bessy was queen. 

’ Besides three gowns, worth a farthing a-piece, 
The colour you can’t tell for grease, 
Two garters, one red, t’other brown, 
A straw hat, without any crown, 
A petticoat made of black stuff, 
A handkerchief cover’d with snuff, 
A suit of the finest brocade, 
Not more than a century made, 
Two buckles, but odd ones they were, 
A shawl made of fine camel’s hair, 
T'o wear it her granny was loth, 
It was nearly eat up by the moth, 
Two shifts and a yard of thread lace, 
That were both in a threadbare case, 
Some oker, that serv’d her for paint, 
And a bottle of jackey when faint. 

All these have fell to my true love’s lot, 
And don’t you think a great store she’s got? 


Now I can keep pace, d’ye see, 

For I’ve got as many as she, 

Of goods you’ll find very rare, 

With china and crockery-ware ; 

A hen-house, a rusty old jack, 

Some wood and an old coal-sack, 

A goat and a young sucking-pig, 

With the wheels of an old fashion’d gig, 
Then, a pipkin and two yards of rope, 

A lump of the best yellow soap, 

A comb and a broken foot-rule, 

With a ricketty three-legged stool, 

A trap for to catch all the mice, 

An old leather trunk and a slice, 

A kettle without any spout, 

The bottom is nearly knock’d out, 

Two locks you’d be troubled to pick, 

They are covered with rust so thi: k, 

A harpsichord without a string, 

A bell, if you hit it, will ring, 

A riddle, your cinders to sift, 

A wig that was worn by Dean Swift, 

A tea-pot without any handle, 

And three or four bits of mould candle. 
With all these things and many beside, 

’m sure it will please my lovely bride. 
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DESERTED BY DECLINING DAY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
A Parody on the favourite Duet of ‘« All’s Well.” 
DESERTED by declining day, 
When weary wights benighted stray ; 
From bush, or cavern, we appear, 


And scare the traveller’s frighted ear 
With—stand or die—good night—all’s well! 


Or riding home from fair or feast, 
Some farmer plodding o’er his beast ; 
His wit o’erstopped by humming ale, 
While thus the joskins we assail : 
Down every stiver, quickly tell, 
Your watch, your purse, good night—all’s well. 


GPLOLIIIF 


GO TO BED, SAM. 
Air—** A Cobbler lived at York.” 


IN the conjugal chain firmly tied 
Sam and Sal resolved to be, 
The maiden a stout six-foot bride, 
The bridegroom just three foot and three. 
In their way to the church a brook 
Bubbled across the road, 
Her spouse in her arms she took, 
And over it neatly strode. 


eae 8 «« Vy doesn’t you move your trotters, 

Sam ; you doesn’t seem to be iv. a very great hurry 

to be made happy. I supposes Bet still runs in 

your head, a hussey ; but ven I am your lawfu: 

vedded vife, I’ll sift that affair to the wery bot- 

tom, and if it’s true, I’ll ring in your ears such a 
Row de dow, row de dow, 
Go to bed, Sam. 


The little man’s nose o’er his chin 
Hung, shielding it from the sun, 

His toes they turned prettily in ; 

He’d of two little pig’s eyes lost one. 

His bride with a snubbefied snout, 

Not quite an inch in size, 

Had legs which bow’d neatly out, 

And grey goggle gooseberry eyes. 

SPOKEN.] Like the great, they saw a great dea. 
of company, and but little of their own. Sam 
did not mind bending his back so that he got some- 
thing by it; they drank hard, kept late hours, 


| dined so late sometimes that they waited till the 


Ng 


following day for their dinner; but Sal found out 
Sam gambled. <“ So, sir, you toss up with Blind- 
scrape, the fiddler, do you, sir?” Indeed, she 
did ring in his ears such a 

Row de dow, &c. 


Their tempers no more could agree, 
Soon another quarrel arose ; 

While at bandy legs sneering was he, 
She lustily rung his long nose ; 

Till forced to submit to his fate, 
As he must do who weds, 

Their broils, like those of the great, 
They ended in separate beds. 


Spokin And there was an end of these 
Row de dow, &c. 


PLL RIPFLAEF 


LET US HASTE TO KELVIN GROVE. 
(J. Sims.) 


LET us haste to Kelvin Grove, 

Bonny lassie, O! 
Through its mazes let us rove, 

Bonny lassie, 0! 
Where the rose in all its pride 
Paints the hollow dingle side, 
Where the midnight fairies glide, 

Bonny lassie, O' 
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We will wander by the mill, 
Bonny lassie, O! 
To the cove beside the rill, 
ee. Bonny lassie, O' 
Where the glens rebound the call 
Of the lofty water-fall, 
Through the mountain’s rocky hall, 


Bonny lassie, O' 


Then we’ll up to yonder glade, 
Bonny lassie, 
Where so oft beneath its shade, 
Bonny lassie, 
With the songsters in the grove, 
We have told our tale of love, 
And have sportive garlands wove, 
Bonny lassie, 


0! 
O! 


Oh! 1 soon must bid adieu, 

Bonny lassie, 
To this fairy scens and you, 

Bonny lassie, 
To the streamlet winding clear, 
To the fragrant scented brier, 
E’en to thee of all most dear, 

Bonny lassie, 


For the frowns of fortune low’r, 

Bonny lassie, 
On thy lover at this hour, 

Bonny lassie, 
”Ere the golden orb of day 
Wake the warhlers from the spray, 
From this land I must away, 

Bonny lassie, 


oO! 
oO! 


And when on a distant shore, 
Bonny lassie, 
Should I fall ’midst battle’s roar, 
Bonny lassie, 
Wilt thou, Julia, when you hear 
Of thy lover on his bier, 
To his mem’ry drop a tear? 
Bonny lassie, 


O! 


0! 
GLI ELIEPF 


THE COURTSHIP OF THADY O’BRADY 
- AND MISS KATHLEEN O’REILLY. 


With a Description of his Estate, Household Fur- 
mture, and Wardrobe. 


Air— Charley over the Water.”’—(Dibdin. ) 


YE lasses and bucks, come, leave off your sly 
looks, 
While I sing of one Thady O’Brady, 
Who courted Miss Reilly—so snug and so slyly, 
He determined to make her his lady. 
Before he’d begin to commit this great sin, 
Which the clargy they call matrimony, 
His furniture all he would name at one call, 
That he’d give to his own darling honey. 


First, a nate feather-bed and a four-posted stead, 
A bolster, quilt, blanket, and sheet, too— 
A curtain, and one side to the rafters well tied, 
And a neat three-legg’d stool for her feet, too ; 
In one corner some meal, in another a peal, 
With sweet milk and salt-butter close by it— 
Some flour in a barrel, and, for fear we should 
quarrel, 
Some whiskey to keep us both quiet. 


Four noggins, three mugs, a bowl, and two jugs, 
A crock, and a pan—something lesser— 

A red four-penny glass, to dress at for mass, 
Nail’d up to a clean little dresser; 

Some starch and some blue in a paper for you, 
An iron, and a holder to hold it— 

A bettie to whack, and a stick horse’s back 
To dry your cap on ’fore you fold it. 
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Some onions and eggs in two little kegs, 
A kish, wherein plenty of turf is, 
A spade and gre‘aun, to dig up the brawn, 
And manure for to cover the murphies ; 
A dog and two cats, to run after the rats ; 
A cock for a clock, to give warning ; 
A plough, and a sow, and a neat Kerry cow, 
To give milk for your tea in the morning. 


A churn and a dash, to make the cream splash ; 
Some boiling hot water to fill it ; 

Two saucepans with handles, to make the rusb 

candles, 

And some zrease in a small metal skillet. 

For a lump of fat bacon you'll not be short taken, 
With some cabbage to put where the meat is ; 

A pair of new brogues, and two osier sketroges, 
To draw water from off the boil’d praties. 


Some flax and a wheel, some woal and a reel ; 
A besom to keep the house snug, too; 
A few yards of freize, to cover my thighs, 
And for you a neat piece of brown stuff, too. 
But we must think of young Teddy, and have 
flannel ready, 
With pincady to keep him a feeding ; 
A cradle see-saw, and a red lobster’s claw, 
To give to the brat when he’s teething. 


Some soap to wash all—shifts, stockings, and all, 
A table, three chairs, and a form— 
All these I will give, and I think we may live 
As well as the Justice of Quorum. 
Dear Kathleen, ashtore!—should you want any 
more, 
Roar out without any more bother; 
It’s an Irishman’s pride, let whatever betide, 
To keep his poor wife in good order. 


PPI LER EP 


IT WAS DUNOIS THE YOUNG AND 
BRAVE. 


(Walter Scott.) 


IT was Dunois the young and brave, was bound 
for Palestine, 

But first he made his orisons before Saint Mary’s 
shrine 5 

And grant, immortal Queen of Heaven, was stil. 
the soldier’s prayer, 

That I may prove the bravest knight, and love the 
fairest fair. 

That I may, &e. 


His oath of honour on the shrine he graved it with 
his sword, 

And follow’d to the Holy Land the banner of his 
Lord ; 

Where, faithful to his noble vow, his war-cry 
fill’d the air, 

<< Be honour’d, aye, the bravest knight, belov’d 
the fairest fair.” 

<¢ Be honour’d, aye,” &c. 


They owed the conquest to his arm, and then his 
liege lord said, 
«« The heart that has for honour beat by bliss must 
be repaid ; 
My daughter Isabel and thou shall be a wedded 
air, 
For oe art bravest of the brave, she fairest of 
the fair.” 
«< For thou art bravest,” &c. 


And then they bound the holy knot, before Sain 
Mary’s shrine, 

That makes a paradise om earth. if Learts and 
hands combine ; 
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And ev’ry \ura and lady bight that were in chapel 
there; 
Cried, ‘{ t1vnvur’d be the bravest knight, belov’d 
the tairest fair.” 
Cried, “ Honour’d be,” &c. 


GPELACLCLAEFS 


LET MASONRY FROM POLE TO POLE. 


LET masonry from pole to pole 
Her sacred laws expand, 

Far as the mighty waters roll 
To wash remotest land ! 

That virtue has not left mankind 
Her social maxims prove, 

For stamp’d upon the mason’s mind 
Are unity and love. 


Ascending to her native skv, 
Let masonry increase ; 

A glorious pillar rais’d on high, 
Integrity its base. 

Peace adds to olive boughs entwin’d 
An emblematic dove, 

And stamp’d upon the mason’s mind 
Are unity and love. 


POLL EL ELF 


SEQUEL TO POLLY HOPKINS. 
Air—* Merrily O!’—(Mallinson. ) 
A DUET. 
He.—I’ve been to Paris, Polly Hopkins, and 
Brussels, too, Brussels too. 
She.—Tell me all about it, Mr. Tomkins, ’tis 


something new, tis something new. 
He.—-I have made a splash— 


She.— Most travellers do. 

He.—Spent all my cash— 

She.— ‘ More fool you. 

W2.—-Lord have mercy, Polly Hopkins, to say 
so, &c. 

She.—Oh, ‘silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 


so, &c. 
Bath.— Fal lal lal, &c. 


She.—I can sputter French, Polly Hopkins, par- 
lez vous, &c. 
He.—Hold your chatter, Mr. Tomkins, tenez 


vous, &c. 

He.—Now French I spatter— 

She.— What, have you more? 

He.—You’d love me better— 

She.— Worse than before. 

He.—That’s impossible, Polly Hopkins, to say 
so, &c. 

She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
SOs OCs 


Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 


He.—I have polished up my person rarely, now 
only view, &c. 

She.—I don’t see it very clearly, all I can do, &c. 

But your nose is red. 


He.— That’s my drinking wine. 
Then iny eyes— 
She.— Like pickled walnuts shine. 
He.—Lord nave mercy! Polly Hopkins, to use 
me so, &c, 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 


Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 


He.—I shall die of grief, Polly Hopkins, and 
love of you, &c. 
She.—That will be delightful, Mr. Tomkins, now 
ray do, &c. 
He.—To woods [ll flee— 


She.—- Without a hope. 
He.— And I'll find a tree— 
Shen Do, Vi buy a rope. 


He.—Oh, Lord have mercy! Polly Hopkins, to 
say so, &c. 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Tommy Tomkins, to tease 
me so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 
He.—When dead and buried, Polly Hopkins 
think of me, &c. 
She.—Just what you please, Mr. Tomkins, so le 


it be, &c. 
He.—You’ll fret and cry— 
She.— Oh, yes, be sure. 
He.—To think that I— 
She.— Didn’t die before. 


He.—Mercy on me. Polly Hopkins, to say so, &c. 
She.—Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, &c. 
Both.—Fal lal lal, &c. 


PLIP LIL? 


THE BIRTH, CHRISTENING, &c. OF MIS 
TFR BRIAN O’LIFFERTY MURPHY 
M‘CLAHAN. 


Air—* The Sprig of Shellalah.””—( Blandford.) 


AS gray as a badger, as bald as a turk, 

Was Father O’Lifferty, priest of our kirk, 
That’s famed Carrickfergus, good luck to the 

place! 

In preaching he was sure of mighty great note, 

In love he was frisky and wild as a goat; 

My mother was frail, and the priest, people said, 

Put an ugly big horn on my dad’s handsome head, 
And thus stole the making my beautiful face. 


I remember the very first day I was born, 
Was at night, as I’m told, just at breaking of morn, 
Och! the whiskey-punch smiled from a brown 
earthen jug! 
And sure I’m a man now of mighty high birth, 
For I first in a garret drew breath on this earth, 
Where our neat feather bed was some straw, tc 
be sure, 
That was neatly shaked up and spread down on the 
floor ; 
Thus pop’t into the world my sweet good-looking 
mug. 


Then my mother, impatient to get me a name, 
Straight sent for the priest, and, faith, straight the 
priest came, 
With his bandy-bent legs and his crooked hunch- 
back! 
Said my mother, there’s whiskey, sir, take a small 


sup; 

Cried the priest, ‘faith I will,’ and he drank the 
quart up. 

With the whiskey half-muzzed, and the smoke tha 
he took, 

Taking me in his arms, he took out his big book, 

And he christened me Murphy M‘Clahan in a 

crack! 


Said the priest, ‘ Now the christening is done ’tis 
all o’er, 
Only just now, I’ll tack to’t a pair of names more, 
That’s Brien O’Lifferty sure, and here goes ‘ 
So fill up more whiskey and put round the joke, 
For I’ll take one more whiff, while I’ll take t’other 
smoke |” 
‘Och!’ cried nurse, ‘ you’re just like as two peas 
in a pod.’ 
Cried the priest, ‘ faith, we are, only one thing is 
odd, 
That’s I squint at each ear, the boy squints a 
his nose.” 


Now I’ve ended I’ll tell how my squinting was 
stopp’d, 
I was into a tub of fat buttermilk dropp’d, 
And sure that put my eyes to this straighi-for- 
ward looking * 


ss 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. dbs 


All the blood in my bones was turned with the 
fright, 
That my ae gave a jump, and that jump set ”em 
right 5 
And though now you may say I’m an odd sort of fish, 
Yet for love I’d have been a most elegant dish, 
If I had not been cursedly spoiled in the cooking! 


Sure I’ve taken a wife as a fixture, d’ye see, 

And no doubt on’t at all a neat mixture ’twill be, 

. Och! of sweet boys and girls, sure we’ll have 
7em by dozens! 

But a mighty odd notion’s just took in my head, 

If I’d thought on’t before, I don’t think I’d have 
wed, 

“or our children, (though, faith, the relationship’s 
new, 

Yet as I am a Gentile and she is a Jew, ) 

’Stead of brothers and sisters, they’ll only be 


cousins !!! 
BANQUET-SONG AND CHORUS. 
( Bryant.) 


LET every glass be fill’d around, 

For pleasure here must banish pain ; 
We’ve met, and mirth shall now be crowned, 
Since Bacchus has commenced his reign. 

Then sip the rosy, rosy wine, 
In the goblet sink dull care ; 
He must be weak who now can pine, 
Since Momus comes to drown despair! 
CHoRUS—Huzza! huzza! see the jolly god, 
With laughter, wit, and merry glee, 
Brings song, and dance, and jollity! 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! 


Let youth, let age, let all be gay, 
’Tis Bacchus claims your favours here ; 
He laughs and says he hates dismay, 
He smiles at those who talk of fear. 
Then raise the goblet, raise it high, 
Met as men, we'll toast the fair; 
Wine, wine shall check the rising sigh, 
For Momus comes to drown despair! 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


SPILL OS 


THE HUSBAND AND CHILDREN 
LOVE. 


Ar—< Whistle, and I'll come to you.””—( Bryant.) 


WHEN first a poor girl feels love’s tender smart, 
She’s qualmish, she oft feels a pain at her heart ; 
She sighs and she cries, lest her deary should rove, 
And, alas! she finds out that she’s dying for love! 
Alas! she finds out that she’s dying for love! 
Alas! she finds out that she’s dying for love ! 

But this, of all things, we poor girls then can 

«prove, 
There’s no lad on earth like the lad that we love. 


_ We blush, smile, or frown, as he’s right or he’s 
wrong, 
We dance when we please, or we sing him a song, 
And before we are wed, if we feel the least pique, 
We can then hold our tongues, if we like, for a 
week, 
But still we find out that we’re dying for love, &c. 


But when we are married, enraged we grow hot, 
And hubby, poor hubby, discovers what’s what! 
There’s the boy bawling here, and girl squalling 
there, 
While the father is pulling his wig in despair! 
But still all this trouble brings nothing but love, 
O, still all this trouble brings nothing but love ; 
And this, of all things, we poor wives can then 
prove, 
That oe joy’s in the husband and children we 
ove ! 


WE 


ALL ENGLAND NOW ARE SLANGING IT, 
Air-—“ O what a Day, §c.” —( Moncrieff.) 


Ou! what a change, all England now are slang- 
ing it; 
High, and low, and middling classes, studying 
close ; 
Poets now write nothing else, while orators ha- 
" rangue in it ; 
Poor Doctor Johnson’s nose’s put out by Captain 
Grose. 
So classic, comprehensive, so comic, and so terse 
it 1s 5 
Old Oxford, aye, and Cambridge, too, at all the 
universities, 
Have buried the dead languages, which once they 
were so pat in, 
To study prime St. Giles’s Greck and bark out 
rum dog Latin. 


SPOKEN.] Lord, bless us! who talks of the 
foreign tongues now, except, indeed, your Italian 
oilmen, who sell them. Your parsons know that 
brandy is Latin for goose, and goose-grease Greek 
for gammon; and, with regard to Hebrew, you 
only translators are the Headikins of Monmouth- 
street, who make old closh petterish dan new, and 
palm off their mendicant commodities by barking 
out to every seedy toddler they see—‘‘ Vant any 
new toggery, your honour? Vould you like to 
valk into the little back crib here? Cast your 
skin, and peel fora fresh suit of come-over-me- 
properly. I’ve von here that vill fit you like a 
Limerick muffler.” Limerick muffler! what’s that ? 
Slang. 

Oh! what a change, &c. 


Slang the current language is with gentry and 
nobility, 
Their mother tongue they patter it—the pedant’s 
frown defy ; 
The higher classes boast they’re up, and young 
sprigs of nobility, 
Roses, pinks, and tulips vow they’re regularly 


fly, 
While dusty Bob and Afric Sal don’t stand upon 
gentility, : 
But swear they’re down, and leary coves with 
just the same facility. 
And as your Toms and Jerries on their sprees, 
larks, rambles, pass his way, 
Old Watchey swears that he’s awake, and knows 
full well the time o’ day. 


SPOKEN.] Past ten o’clock, and a moonlight 
night! Come, walk on, walk on there. Ulloa, 
my covey, you seem to be out on the morning sneak 
there. What are you doing with that pump- 
handle under your arm? Your are not going to fly 
the blue pigeon, are you ?—I beg pardon, clocky, 
but you see I’m a little degimerated in my facul- 
ties to night.—Deginerated in your faculties, why, 
then, as sure as I’m a Dutchman, you’ve been 
drinking a little too much Hollands and water.— 
No, only Hollands; I’ve got the water here.— 
Ah! yow’re a precious pump; but, come, I must 
pull you up, so toddle along with me; you shall 
pass the darkey in the roundy-ken, and then Ill 
take you before the beak, who’ll tip you some 
chaff, make you down with your bob, and then, 
perhaps, give you the bag, unless, indeed, you 
choose to stand half-a-bull and help us to a drain 
of blue ruin or two, that will be a different thing. 

Oh! what a change, &c. 


Your citizens say they’re not green—that they’ve 
not come from Tooley-street ; 
The sportsman that he knows an oss for harness 
or for hunt ; 
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Mhe scldier boasts of milling hosts and flooring 
foes where’er they met ; 
Stock-brokers prate of bulls and bears, lame 
ducks, and lots of blunt. 
Young ladies study fancy works, and with their 
ogles flash away, 
In hopes to hook some nob that they may lead 
the ton and dash away. 
No grammar schools like hammer schools, and he 
must be a ninny hammer 
Who cannot hammer flash in him, and patter it 
without a grammar. 


SPOKEN.] Flash, my dear fellow.—What sort of 
language do you call that? Some very barbarous 
tongue, an’t it?—No, no Barbary tongue at all, 
merely a little rum slum to put the knowing ones 
awake and queer the flats with.—An’t you sensi- 
tive 7—Zounds, I’m as wing as a gunpowder-tree. 
Flash is cant, cant is patter, patter is lingo, lingo is 
language, and language is flash; as, for example, 
—roll your ogles this way, and I’ll put you fly to 
a suit that will put plenty of blunt in your cly.— 
The Sprig of Myrtle has been matched with the 
Pink of Bow.—The tyke-boys are all up in stir- 
rups at the news. — It’s the Adelphi-Theatre 
against a puppet-show in favour of the Sprig.— 
Sport your cole freely, and you'll make eyery 
tanner a quid for your pains.—-Why, what the 
deuce are you talking about ?—What are you talk- 
ing about?) Why,—slang. 

Oh, what a change, &c. 


GRIP PIL FF 


THAT’S ALL I SAY. 
( Reynolds.) 
SURE woman’s to be pitied, 
Whenever she’s committed 
For being fond and gay; 
And those who cry out “ Shame,” 


Are very much to blame— 
That’s all I say. 


I never could discover 
Why list’ning to a lover, 
Throughout the live-long day, 
Should be miscall’d offence ; 
It is not common sense— 
That’s all I say. 


But though the old and haughty 
Pretend ’tis very naughty, 

They think a different way ; 
For this I know is true, 
They do as others do— 

That’s all I say. 


GLOEL LIF RP 


OPOSSUM UP A GUM-TREE. 
A real Negro Melody. 


OPOSSUM up a gum-tree, 
His tail his body follow; 
Lacoon quickly him see 
Looking out 0’ hollow. 
Pull bim down by de long tail, 
Opossum squall—opossum: squall ; 
Lacoon stick his long tail, 
Him louder squeak, him louder squeak. 
Opossum up, &c. 


Opossum him look shy now, 
Lacoon grin, lacoon grin ; 
Opossum wink his eye now, 
Move him chin, move him chin. 
Opossum down him tumble 
From the tree, from the tree, 
And make him ’gin to grumble, 
Lacoon! he! he Jacoon! he! he! 
Opossum up, &c. 


Black boy love Til Jenkins, 
Tink he’ll wed, tink he’ll wed ; 
His massa chide him tinking, 
Beat him head, beat him head. 
Black boy him love rum, too, 
Make him groggy, make him groggy, 
But massa make him come to 
When him floggy, when him floggy. 
Opossum up, &c, 


PCLPI LL PIPF 


THE BLACKSMITH. 
( Hook.) 


A BLACKSMITH, you'll own, is so clever, 
And great in the world is his place ; 
And the reason I’ve guessed why for ever 
A blacksmith’s deserving of grace. 
Great lawyers, who plead and who preach, 
While many good causes they mar, 
May yield to the blacksmith to teach, 
For he labours still more at the bar. 
Sing, fal de ral, &c. 


When great men do wrong in the state, 
The Commons try hard at their polls, 
While the blacksmith, as certain as fate, 
Could have 7em hauled over tlhe coals. 
And if rogues put their names to a draft, 
The law for their hanging will tease ; 
But blacksmiths are free from all craft, 
And may forge just as much as they please. 
Sing, fal de ral, &c. 


The vices of trades he holds cheap, 
And laughs at the world as it rails, 
For, spite of the bother they keep, 
They can’t make a smith eat his nails, 
And if, to his praise be it spoke, 
To raise him still higher and higher, 
You may say, and without any joke, 
All he gets is got out of the fire. 
Sing, fal de ral, &c. 


Then let blacksmiths be toasted all round, 
For well it may always be said, 
When a fortune by blacksmiths is found, 
They must hit the right nail on the head. 
No irony now I’m about, 
To his metal you'll find him still true, 
Since I’ve hammered his history out, 
I hope ’twill be tempered by you. 
Sing, fal de ral, &e, 


PEP OLLI L 


ROSE OF LOVE, THOU ART MINE. 


THOU art mine, rose of love, thou art mine, 
In my bosom thou art planted for ever ; 
There the best of affections shall round thee 
entwine, 
As the elm is embraced in th’ embrace of the vine. 
Which is never relinquished, no—never. 
Rose of love, rose of love! thou art mine. 


Thou art planted here, ne’er to decay; 
From my heart nought thy beauties can sever ; 
And should tears, like right dew-drops, at dawr 
of the day, 
Empearl thy sweet bloom, I will kiss them away, 
For thoune’ershall know sorrow, no—never. 
Rose of love, rose of love! thou art mine 


Se ae ee 


THE LASS THAT LOVES A SAILOR. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE moon on the ocean was dimm’d by a ripple 
Affording a chequer’d light ; 
The gay jolly tars pass’d the word for a tipple. 
And the toast for’t was Saturday night, 
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Some sweetheart or wife, 
He lov’d as his life, 
Qach drank, and he wish’d he could hail her; 
But the standing toast, 
That pleased the most, 
Was the wind that blows, 
The ship that goes, 
And the lass that loves a sailor. 


Some drank the King, some his brave ships, 
And some the Constitution ; 
Some, may the French, and all such rips, 
Yield to English resolution. 
That fate might bless 
Some Poll or Bess, 
And that they soon might hail her; 
But the standing toast, &c. 


Some drank the prince, and some our land, 
This glorious land of freedom ; 
_ Some, that our tars may never want 
Heroes brave to lead them. 
That she who’s in distress may find 
Such friends that ne’er will fail her ; 
But the standing toast, &c. 


GIP OL IEF 


THE DE’IL CAM FIDDLIN THROUGH THE 
TOWN. 


(Burns. ) 


THE de’il cam fiddlin through the town, 
And danced awa wi’ the exciseman, 
{nd ilka wife cries, auld Mahoun, 
I wish you luck o’ the prize man. 
The de’il’s awa wi’ the exciseman, 
He’s danced awa, danced awa, 
He’s danced awa wi’ the exciseman. 


We'll mak’ our maut, and we’ll brew our drink, 
We'll laugh and sing and rejoice, man, 
And mony braw thanks to the mickle black de’il 
That danced awa wi’ the exciseman. 
The de’il’s awa, &c. 


There’s threesome reels, there’s foursome reels, 
There’s hornpipes and strathspeys, man, 
But the ae best dance e’er came to the land, 
Wa’ the de’il’s awa wi’ the exciseman. 
The de’il’s awa, &c. 


PPLLL II? 


MISS DEBORAH DIDDLE AND SIR GIL- 
BERT GO-SOFTLY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
YOu may talk of sweet passion, and wishing, and 
wooing, 
With ecstasies, blushes, and darts ; 
Of altars, and turtles, and billing, and cooing, 
Flaming torches and fond bleeding hearts ; 
But the truest of loviers that ever were seen, 
In city or town, great or small, 
Were Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead-green, 
And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hall. 


The virgin was fifty, her head very taper, 
Her mouth large, and nose rather flat; 

Her complexion as blooming as whity-brown paper ; 
She’d but one eye, and she squinted with that ; 

For an excellent rib she was formed, too, I ween, 
Since terribly crooked withal, 

Was Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead-green, 
For Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hall. 


The knight once a sad race had run when in clover, 
But his running had come to a dreg, 

For now he was poor, and had sixty got over, 
Besides that, he had but one leg; 

But titled was he, and she rich as a queen, 
These in love with each other made fall, 

Sweet Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead-green, 
And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hall, 


The knight caught a fever in toasting her merits, 
Took physic, and that made him die ; 
When the grief of the fair so consumed all her 
spirits, 
She went off—with a drop in her eye. 
And such fond constant love from oblivion to 
screen, 
From the grave sprung a tomb-stone so tall, 
Of Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymeac-green, 
And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hali. 


GPLPL LILI 


THE POST-CAPTAIN. 


WHEN Steerwell heard me first impart 
Our brave commander’s story, 

With ardent zeal his youthful heart 
Swell’d high for naval glory ; 

Resolved to gain a valiant name, 
For bold adventures eager, 

When first a little cabin-boy on board the Fame, 
He would hold on the jigger, 

While ten jolly tars, with musical Joe, 

Hove the anchor a-peak, singing yeo heave yeo, 
Yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo heave yeo. 

While ten jolly tars, &c, 


To hand top-gallant-sails next he learned, 

With quickness, care, and spirit, 
Whose generous master then discerned, 

And prized his dawning merit ; 
He taught him soon to reef and steer 

When storms convulsed the ocean, 
Where shoals made skilful vet’rans fear, 

Which marked him for promotion ; 
As none to the pilot e’er answered like he, 
When he gave the command, hard a-port ! helm 

a-lee ! 
Luff, boys, luff, keep her near, 
Clear the buoy, make the pier. 
None to the pilot, &c. 


For valour, skill, and worth renowned, 
The foe he oft defeated, 
And now with fame and fortune crowned, 
Post-Captain he is rated ; 
Who, should our injured country bleed, 
Still bravely would defend her ; 
And blessed with peace, should beauty plead, 
He’ll prove his heart as tender. 
Unawed, yet mild to high and low, 
To poor or wealthy, friend or foe ; 
Wounded tars share his wealth ; 
All the fleet drink his health. 
Prized be such hearts, for aloft they will go, 
Which always are ready compassion to show 
To a brave conquered foe. 


ae a 


JOEY OF VAUXHALL AND NAN OF 
TURNHAM-GREEN,. 


Air—© Jittle Mary of the Dee.””—(Mallinson.) 
A DUET. 


She.—I HAVE got a pretty cottage, with garden by 
the side, 
Which is stocked with every thing to please 
the eye ; 
I’ve a handsome cow and calf, and so, let 
what will betide, 
I shall have a little fortune by and by. 
When my poor old mother’s gone, though ! 
do not wish her dead, 
She has promised me her very pretty little 
turn-up bed. 
And then fora handy helpmate, why, there’s 
very few are seen 
Half so handsome or so willing as Nan of 
Turnham-green, 
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He.—My father left me many things about two 
years ago, 
A pretty nag, a harness, a harrow, and a 
plough, 
A tidy little market-cart, just big enough for 
two, 
With an eight-day clock, and I have got 
him now, 
A double-barrelled gun good as any in the 
town, 
So I’m pretty well to do—though they calls 
me, mun, aclown. 
Then I’m just a pretty size, not too fat, too 
short, or tall, 
Few lads are better made than little Joey of 
Vauxhall. 


She.—Though I’ve got so many comforts, yet I 
own sometimes I feel 
A something here, like, but I cannot tell 
you what. 
He.—I toss and twist in bed all mght, just like a 
half-skinned eel, 
And I dreams of ghosts and devils, and 
what not. 
She.—There certain must be summat, Joe, that 
thus disturbs your rest ; 
He.—And what can that there feeling be, Nan, 
you should know the best. 
She.—I can describe the thumpings, Joe, when you 
by chance I’ve seen. 
He.—I’m dead as mutton when I meets with Nan 
of Turnham-green. 


He.—Y ou have got a pretty cottage, 

She.-— And you have got a plough, 
He,—You’ve a cow and calf, 

She.— And you’ve a market-cart ; 
He.—My double-barrelled gun— 

Ske. Hung ’cross the mantle-piece for show. 
He.—All our trifles put together will look smart. 
She.—I should like to wed that’s certain, 





He.— Why then now’s your time, egad. 
I’ve an eight-day clock, you know, 

She.— O, yes, and I have got a bed. 
We begins the world with plenty. 

He.— Why, consent then once for all? 


She.—Nan of Turnham-green— 
He.— Shall soon be Mrs. Joey of Vauxhall. 


She.—Now, all girls who love your lads, don’t be 
ashamed to make it known, 
’T'was for that, be sure, your little tongues 
were made ; 
He.—And you bachelors, the question pop betore 
too old you’ve grown, 
‘ For you know you can’t be married when 
you're dead. 
She.—Besides, dear maids, when settled, if there 
wasn’t nothing more. 
He.—Than half a dozen little brats a sprawling 
on the floor. 
She.—Now, charming ’tis to be the bride of him 
one loves, I mean, 
He.—As you do Joey of Vauxhall, 
Shere You Nan of Turnham-green. 


She.—So, if you'll at my cottage call, you’ll find 
it neat and clean, 

He.—And welcome, too, from honest Joe, 

She.— And Nan of Turnham-green. 


eee ae 


THE DEBATING SOCIETY, 


THE forum for fun and variety 
Is a debating society ; 

Such gabbling 

And squabbling, 


And humming and ha’ing; 
Such thumping 
And jumping, 
Air beating and sawing ; 
Mouths, like cannons, ope, 
Charged with figure and trope, 
Splitting logical straws in ‘no meaning’ digestion, 
With indefinite answer to a quibbling question. 


SPOKEN.] Gentlemen of the Philological Forum, 
the question for this evening’s agitation is— Which 
is most essential to the physical faculties of moral 
economy, and the intellectual energies of reciprocal 
ratiocination, waltzes or Welsh wigs?—( In several 
voices. —Oh! bravo! bravo!—-Mr. President and 
gentlemen—hem !—the question propounded for— 
hem !—this evening’s—hem !—discussion is of the 
utmost importance to the—hem!—Mr. President, 
that gentleman’s hem is but a so so business; and 
if he draws the thread of his argument so slowly, 
he’ll not get through a stitch to-night.—Mr. Presi- 
dent, I rise to the question, and I shall produce 
an unanswerable argument, to which I expect a 
categorical answer.—Mr. President, how can a 
man, that is not an Irishman, expect an answer to an 
unanswerable argument?—Mr. President, if that 
jontleman is after making national reflections, I’ve 
a national answer to his question, called a shelle- 
lagh, that will be after knocking down him and his 
argument together.—Sir, it is first necessary to in- 
quire what moral economy and the intellectual 
energies are? and, to be brief, I shall divide the 
subject into no more than twenty-one heads—What 
are you pulling out your night-cap for while the 
gentleman’s speaking?—Silence! Mr. Leather- 
lung’s on his legs.—Sir, I will speak, it’s my turn. 
—Then turn him out. 

Order! order! question! question! chair! chair: 
chair ! 
Alltalkers and no hearers, till the forum’s like a fair. 
Order gain’d through the chairman’s authority, 
Seconded by the majority, 
Give season 
For reason, 
And quaint speculation ; 
With ranting, 
And panting, 
And dull declamation : 
With fury and fuss, 
The case to discuss ; 
To twist and to twine, 
Perplex and define, 
With paradox, punning, bad grace, and worse 
grammar, 
While some squeak, and some bellow, some storm, 
and some stammer. 


SPOKEN, in several voices.] Mr. President, of 
this question much may be said on both sides, 
though I am decisively on one side; and, notwith- 
standing what any gentleman can say on the other 
side, I shall back my argument with breast-work, 
that I shall have him on the hip, and leave him 
not a leg to stand upon.—Mr. President, I am 
clearly in favour of waltzes—waltzes come from 
Germany with whiskers, sausages, melo-drams, 
and many other drams equally efficacious. A 
waltz is a dance, an innocent recreation, conducing 
both to health and cheerfulness; and what can be 
more favourable to reason and morality? A Welsh 
wig is—what is it? A mean covering for the head ; 
bestowing not wisdom, like a lawyer’s wig, bronze 
like a Brutus, gravity like a tie, weight like a full 
bottom, or smartness like a scratch; but is, as it 
were, a mere night-cap, fit only for quizzes, quid- 
nuncs, watchmen, and, what’s all the same, old 
women.—Personal, personal.—l beg pardon, sir, 
I didn’t know any old woman was present—Mr 
President, I maintain that waltzes are immoral.-- 
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No, no!—Sir, the morality of the subject in ques- 
tion depends upon one question ; and I question if 
that question is at all questionable—is morality an 
active or an inactive principle? If active, we must 
decide for waltzes; and if inactive, for Welsh 
wigs: and I have no doubt but that every gentle- 
man who is of my mind will be of the same opinion, 
—Sir, a learned author, whose name I have for- 
got, and whose words I don’t recollect, asserts 
what I shall not take up your time by repeating ; 
but, on the subject of debate, the enlightened Mr. 
Dumfuzzle, in his Dissertation on Dunderheads, 
has, in the most elegant Latin, these emphatic 
words— 

Combarabandus hum, wiggum cum waltzo, 

Describusque, rumfusque, waltzum cum wiggo. 
—Knock down Mr. Dumfuzzle— 

Order! order! question! &c. 


The hubbub at length being paralyz’d, 
The question being further on analys’d: 
I move, sir, 
To prove, sir, 
That, spite of all quarrel, 
Welsh wigs, sir, 
Are gigs, sir, 
And waltzes are moral. 
Let those who can’t dance, 
From envy advance 
An argument con ; 
And thus he goes on, 
Till above all their voices another exalts his, 
To prove that Welsh wigs are more moral than 
waltzes. 


SPOKEN, in several voices.| Mr. President, I aver 
that waltzes, being more expensive than Welsh 
wigs, the latter are most agreeable to moral eco- 
nomy; though waltzes, by overheating people, 
and giving them cold, are more serviceable to the 
physical faculty, who are often obliged to prescribe 
Welsh wigs to restore the intellectual energies, for 
the purposes of reciprocal ratiocination.—Sir, as 
to the morality of waltzes, I shall prove that Welsh 
wigs—that is, that Welsh wigs, compared with 
waltzes, allowing for the morality of the one and 
the ratiocination of the other. Nonsense—non- 
sense '!—Silence! no interruption! the President 
speaks.—Gentlemen, to stop all this heterogeneous 
hurly-burly, the clerk shall read some of the fun- 
damental rules of the society. 

« It is not required that any gentleman should 
be obliged either to understand himself or make 
any body else understand him; ior, as every 
gentleman has his opinion, if he is satisfied with 
it, that is enough; as no man, who is a man, 
ought to give up his opinion to any man, for no 
man. 
« Any gentleman may go to sleep during a de- 
bate, provided he wakes time enough for hearing 
* the question put, and then he is recommended 
* to vote with the strongest party. 
‘ Gentlemen who learn their speeches by heart 
are required to come perfect; and, for the benefit 
of discussion, introvertible arguments on both 
sides of the question may be_had of the secre- 
tary, at a reasonable rate, ready made. 
“ Any gentleman wishing to speak the whole 
evening may, by paying all the expenses, be 
accommodated with the room to himself.’ 

Order! order! question! &c. 


GPL IL IIIT 


THE LOVER’S PROMISE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
THE sun its bright rays may withhold, love, 
Unreflected the moonbeams may be ; 
But ne’er, till this bosom is cold, love, 
Shall its pulse throb for any but thee; 
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For thou art the joy of my heart, love, 
Thy beauty all beauties outvie ; 

And ere with thine image Ill part, love, 
Thy lover, thy husband, would die. 


The spring’s lovely verdure may turn, love, 
To autumn’s sad colourless hue ; 
The winter like summer may burn, love, 
Ere my ardour it lessens for you: 
For thou art the joy, &c. 


GRIF IILEL 


LOVE IN A HAY-BAND. 
Tune— The Legacy.”’—( Hudson. ) 


DID you never hear of one Richard Short’s history, 
If you did not I’ll tell it you now; 
All over our town it was thought quite a mystery, 
He was a young man that followed the plough. 
But he got tired of that kind of life, did, 
Was hired as ostler at the sign of the Crown, 
Fell in love with the maid, wanted her for a wife, 
did, 
’T was very well known to the folk of our town. 
This lass, Nelly Long, was dressish and dapper, 
And though our Dick was a good-looking lad, 
She snubbed him, and scoffed him, for she was a 
snapper, 
And said as right how, that she warn’t to be had. 
For she loved a lad that was more handsome and 
bigger, 
And he came frae Lunnun, and wasn’t a clown; 
His name it was Sly, and he was a grave-digger, 
And was very well known to the folk of our town. 


Now as Nelly right flat like his wife did refuse 
to be, 

Richard he lost all his comfort and hope, 

And said as he didn’t feel like what he used to be, 
He’d hang himself if he could find a rope. 

He wandered about, while with love he did falter, 
But the devil a rope he could find, up or down, 

So he twisted a hay-band, and made him a halter, 
?T was very well known to the folk of our town. 


He hung himself up to a tree in a meadow, 
He felt all over he couldn’t tell how; 
His legs were a-stretching, his feet couldn’t tread, O, 
When up came, by chance, farmer Giles’s old 
cow. 
She snapped at the hay, and took hold of the 
band fast, 
Plucked out a mouthful, which brought Dicky 
down ; 
He jumped on his legs, and away then heran fast, 
And was never more seen by the folk in our town. 


Now mark what a judgement came on this lass 
Nelly, 
For being so hard-hearted to this poor lad; 
She by the grave-digger got stout about belly, 
And he ran away, leaving her all so sad. 
She, when too late, found she was betrayed, and 
Relations they ail turned their backs with a 
frown, 
She laid-in, and her boy it was marked with a 
hay-band, 
It was very well known to the folk in our town. 


PPI L PIO L FT 


THE ROBIN’S PETITION. 
(Miss Edgeworth.) 


WHEN the leaves had deserted the trees, 
And the forests were chilly and bare ; 
When the brooks were beginning to freeze, 
And the snow waver’d fast through the air, 
A robin had fled from the wood 
To the snug habitation of man; 
On the threshold the wand’rer stood, 
And thus his petition began :— 
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** The snow’s coming down very fast, 
N> shelter is found on the tree ; 

When you hear this unpitying blast, 
I pray you take pity on me. 


«* The hips and the haws are all gone, 

I can find neither berry nor sloe; 
The ground is hard as a stone, 

And I’m almost buried in snow. 
My little dear nest, once so neat, 

Is now empty, and ragged, and torn ; 
On some tree should I now take my seat, 

I should be frozen quite fast before morn. 
Then throw me a morsel of bread, 

Take me in by the side of your fire, 
And when I am warmed and fed, 

I'll whistle without other hire. 


«« Till the sun be again shining bright, 

And the snow is all gone, let me stay ; 
O! see what a terrible night, 

I shall die if you drive me away ; 
And when you come forth in the morn, 

And are talking and walking around, 
O! how will your bosom be torn, 

When you see me lie dead on the ground. 
Then pity a poor little thing, 

And throw me a part of your store, 
Vl fly off in the first of the spring, 

And never will trouble you more.” 


PLPILP PROP 


A CHAPTER OF COOKS. 
Air—“ The Chapter of Kings.” 


A PRIME cook, my masters and servants, am I, 

A good hand at roasting, a broil, or a fry ; 

Just look through the world, and [ll warrant 
you'll see 

Tis crowded with cooks, who can dish-up like me; 

For however they smother the truth from each other, 

They’re all of ’em cooks in their turn. 


Quack doctors are cooks, but not equal to me; 

Instead of strong soup they give camomile-tea. 

Your lawyers are cooks, too, and this is their 
plan,— 

To torture their clients like eels in a pan. 

However they smother this truth from each other, 

They’re all of ’em cooks in their turn. 


Your sweet smiling lasses they’re all of ’em cooks, 

Who scorch up poor devils sometimes by their 
looks ; 

They wound us with skewers, I mean Cupid’s 
darts, 

And then up to cinders they frizzle our hearts. 

They try much to smother this truth from each other, 

Vhey’re all of *em cooks in their turn. 


Old maids are all cooks, and brim-full of conceit, 

Would stuff a man’s heart by an ancient receipt ; 

They try to make mince-meat of fop, fool, and 
clown, 

But find force-meat balls very hard to get down. 

They smile just to smother this truth from each 
other, 

Yet still they’re ail cooks in their turn. 


Your “ prime bang up” dandies, who cut a great 
dash, 

They’re cooks in a bustle to settle their hash ; 

They first get in debt, then to France they retire, 

There find they’ve left all the fat in the fire. 

They gamble to smother this truth from each other, 

Yet still they’re all cooks in their turn. 


You, too, my good friends, are all cooks, that I 
swear, 

You’re come here to peep at our choice bill of fare ; 

Vauxhall’s a large kitchen, where good things are 
placed, 

and we’re happy cooks when we hit off your taste ; 
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However we smother this truth from each other, 
Yet each one’s a cook in his turn. 


The proprietors, too, are all cooks without sham, 

Supplying most delicate slices of ham ; 

Boiled beef and roast fowls most delicious to 
munch, 

With porter, port-wine, sherry, champaigne, and 
punch. 

Thus you see, though they smother the truth from 
each other, 

They’re all of them cooks in their turn. 


The steam of the kitchen, some people will say, 
The appetite frequently takes quite away ; 

That is not my case, so I’m sure you'll permit 

I cut short my song, just to take a small bit ; 

For spite of all smother of truth from each other, 
We all are but cooks in our turn. 


As a dutiful cook, *tis but right you should know, 
My wife’s just arriv’d, and is somewhere below ; 
Her temper’s so hot, that I’m always in fear, 

So mum, not a word that I’ve been singing here > 
And, as you permit, a few moments I’ll quit, 
But, to please you, I’ll quickly return. 


WHEN I’M DEAD. 
( Beazley.) 


WHEN I’m dead, on my tombstone I hope they 
will say, 
Here lies an old fellow, the foe of all care ; 
With the juice of the grape he would moisten his 
clay, 
And, eee he went, frolic followed him 
there ! 
With the young he would laugh, 
With the old he would quaff, 
And banish afar all traces of sorrow. 
Old Jerome would say— 
«* Though the sun sinks to-day, 
It is certain to rise up as gaily to-morrow.” 


Though the snows of old age might whiten his 
brow, 
It was never by gloom a moment o’ercast ; 
His age, like the sunset which gleams on us now, 
Chas’d away with its brightness the clouds to 
the last. 
With the young, &c. 


PPI LPL aIF 


THE MILL; AnGLice, A FIGHT. 
Air— Calais-Packet.” 
Lorps! how bright to-day, up before light to- 


day, 
Where is the fight to-day ?—Down at the Hurst. 
Drags from Westminster, prads in their best mix- 
ture, 
All were now dressed in their best or their 
worst— 
Down the road—merry load— 
Kingston-hill—weary load— 
Moulsey !—full ferry load—not a foot still ; 
Crowds to see duty done—which is the beauty 
one ?— 
I'll bet you two to one, down at the mill. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Who’s for Moselee? who’s for the 
mill?’ “ How much will you take to conduct me 
and my wife down to the scratch?’ ‘ Ninepence, 
come, jump up.” ‘ Here, your honour, going 
down?? ¢ How much? ‘¢ A hog a-piece.” * You 
lie, its only thruppence.’ “ What do you mean by 
giving me the lie? I'll have satisfaction.” * You 
lie. I didn’t give you the lie.” “ Here, Harlckin 
Billy, pull up and put his nose to the corn for 
trifle of time, and we'll damp our mugs a bit. 
“I say, saucy Ned, your linchpin’s out.’ * Vell, 
never mind, its used to it, it von’t come off—seven 
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in a tax-cart von’t spill easy.’ ‘ I say, who’s that 
in the swell tilbury and lily benjamin?’ < Vy, that’s 
Lord Wicount Squinneyhat.’? “ Ah, Caleb, how 
do—what’ll you take?’ ‘ Don’t care, any thing 
wet—a drap 0’ heavy brown, with a dash 0’ light 
blue in’t.? * Ah, Mr. Isaacs, how are you !— 
going down the road, ay—how do you bet your 
blunt?’ < Vy, I’m six to four on the dead man.’ 
“Why, I’m all for doughey myself.’ ¢ Vat, de 
baker? ‘“ Yes, I’m down upon the master of the 
rolls.’ “I saw doughey this morning.’ ¢ Vell, 
how vas he” 1“ O, as merry as a grig upon a grid- 
iron.’ ‘ Here’s five to four on the Nonpareil.’ 
« There go the four-in-hand swells, there’s a con- 
sarn—blow my smock-frock, if ever I seed such a 
set-out—twig the crawlers, two tumblers, a puffer, 
and a blinker—three of ’em stands still while he 
whips the fourth—vell, if I driv four, I vould have 
good’uns.’ ‘ Why, my costermonger, you’re tool- 
ing a rum’un yourself.” ¢ Yes, a rum’un to look 
at, but a good’un to go.” * Ah, you never has 
no cattle—you never gives no price, you don’t— 
why don’t you do as I does, go to Smithfield and 
give five-and-forty shillings, and have a good’un 
at once.’ ‘ Come up, and so 
Push along, dash along, merrily chat along, 
As we all trot along, down to the Hurst. 


Ropes are now tight’ning, eyes are now bright’ning, 

No fudge or fright’ning—look at the men— 
Baker shows clever now—all’s in a fever now— 

Up goes the beaver now—answered again— 

Pushing now—scrambling now— 
Not a nag ambling now— 

Prigs’ fingers rambling now—all are awake— 

Jew lads are dealing now—all are ring feeling 

now— 

Fighters are peeling, with fifty’s the stake. 

SPOKEN.] ¢ Sit down, will you? if people in 
the front won’t sit down, people behind can’t see 
—down there, will you?’ ‘I can’t.” ‘ You’d 
better say you won't.’ ‘Vell, then, I von’t.’ 
* Ay, you’re a spoon and a half good weight, you 
are.’ ‘ Sit down, you with the lily togs, will you?’ 
‘ Hit him on his hat with your numberreller—lay 
down, will you?” ‘ Vhat, Mr. James Timkins, 
with his new white coat on in the mud! no, squeege 
me if I do.’ ‘ They’re at it, they’re coming 
to the scratch—the castors are up.’ ‘ Look in 
good order.’ ‘ Yes, they’re peeling—they buff it 
well.’ ‘Yes.’ ‘ They’re at it already.’ ‘ Ten to 
four on doughey, and put it into the hands of this 
gentleman without a coat.” ‘ Who’ll keep time?’ 
«I will—no I can’t.” ‘ What, don’t your watch 
go?’ «It’s gone, sir.’ * Youshould always bring 
a stop-watch when you come to a fight.” ¢ Some 
person has deprived me of my East-Indian 
silk handkerchief.” ‘ What, have you lost your 
sneezur? I say, Bill, here’s a poor creetur lost his 
Bandanna wipe.’ ‘ Sarves him right ; I nvir brings 
none, whereby I mivir loses none.’ ‘ The baker 
thinks vell of himself.’ ‘ Pretty stop that!’ ‘ That’s 
a sweet hit !’ ‘ He’s queered his optics—floored him 
right down upon his crupper-bone—there’s a tickler 
on the proboscis !—there’s a wap on his tater trap— 
he made his box o’ dominos chatter.’ ‘ Baker 
shows first claret and a graper—he’s taking mea- 
sure of his eyes for a suit of mourning—there’s 
another wisit to the wittualling office.’ * Bravo! 
doughey his sarving him out till he’s piping hike a 
frog in convulsions.’ ‘ Stop, my kiddy, not so 
fas’ —your master of the rolls has got his head into 
shencery.” So 

Push along, dash along, &c 


Milling is ending now—seconds are lending now— 
Eagerly brandy their spirits to cheer-— 

Finishing, punishing, makes the stake-money shine 
Sure its astonishing some that are here— 
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Turn about—early out— 
Pockets cleaned—fairly out— 
Flats turning sulky now, clean’d of their cash— 
Crowds now returning, half the fancy’s in 
mourning—— 
Raws are all learning now, news from the flash. 


SPOKEN. | ‘Well, how did you like it? pretty 
fiyht, warn’t it? not much claret spilt—should 

liked to have seen a little more claret spilt. 

« Pretty well, I think, for moderate takers.’ ‘ Ay, 
but the baker’s a glutton you know.’ ‘ Neat fib- 

bing in the fourth round.’ ‘Yes; I shouldn’t like 
such a wisit to my bone-shop.’ ‘ Black George. 
here’s room on the shafts.’ ‘ Get down—han’t 
eight enough for a pony.” ‘ Ah! Pat, how are 
you” * How do, my honey?’ ‘ Did you win your 
blunt?” « O you may say that.” ‘ Pretty blow of 
your countryman’s in the third round By OOh S46 
was an elegant fight, by my soul! it was an illus- 
trious fight—faith! I thought he would have 
knocked doughey’s breath into the middle of next 
week; it was like a kick from a coach-horse.’ 
‘ Pray, sir, can you tell me which has won the 
wictory?? * Why, sir, they was both so wapped, I 
couldn’t tell which had the wictory; but I believe 
the dead man’s beat.’ ‘ What’s one killed?’ * No, 
sir, but that’s always the way with haggrawating 
Sam—the dead man means the baker, sir.” ‘ Well, 
Mr. Steady, how did you like it Piet Wiig site 
can only say, this is the first time I ever witnessed 
an assemblage of this sort, and I will take care it 
shall be the last—I have been exceedingly disap- 
pointed, not to say disgusted—my person has ex- 
perienced extreme inconvenience from the weather, 
my stomach has been much deranged at the horri- 

ble exhibition, and I have been clandestinely de- 
prived of my property by some adept at irregular 
appropriation.” ‘I’d thank some gentleman to 
put that into English for me.’ ‘ Why, sir, the 
conveyancers have been busy.” ‘ I’m as much in 
the dark now as ever.’ ‘ Why then, sir, I’ll ex- 
plain it to you; he means, there’s been a rum 
squeedge at the spell, the conveyancers have been at 
work at the scratch, the prigs have been dipping 
their mauleys into that swell’s gropus, nimmed his 
bird’s-eye wipe, his gold ticker, three one-pound 
screens, two neds, and his reader; but the beaks 
have sent their traps arter em, and if they’re 
cotched, they’ll show ’em the fall of the leaf 
at Tuck-up-Fair, or send ’em aboard the Floating 
Academy at Woolwich.’ ‘ Well, by way of expla- 
nation, that certainly is the plainest thing I ever 
heard.” ‘ Well, I declare I never won’t come no 
more; I wouldn’t tell my wife of it on no account ; 
its the most horridest—sanguinashionest —sight 1 
ever seed—I am told one gentleman swallowed his 
teeth.’ “I can tell you worser than that, sir! 
there was one gentleman had his eye knocked into 
his ear; I saw it peeping out.” ‘ Well, Mr. Down-. 
tight, what do you say to it?” ‘ Why, sir, I think 
in some measure, to keep up the national spirit in 
the lower orders of society, it may be tolerated ; 
but when we see characters of the highest order 

that might be better employed with their equals, 
hand in hand with the lowest of the low, and 
making friends of gamblers, ruffians, and black 
legs, I deplore that total want of feeling, and blush 
for the morals of the age we live in,’ ‘ Indeed, 
why then 

Push along, dash along, &c.’ 


COL LILI LS 


THE PRESUMPTUOUS FLY. 
( Gent.) 
CoME away, come away, little fly, 
Don’t disturb the sweet calm of love’s rest 
If you do, I protest you shall die, 
And your temb be that beautiful breast. 
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Don’t tickle the girl in her sleep, 
Don’t cause so much beauty to sigh; 
If she frown, half the graces will weep,’ 
If she weep, half the graces will die. 
Come away, &c. 


Now she wakes! steal a kiss, and be gone; 
Life is precious, away, little fly! 
Should your rudeness provoke her to scorn, 
You'll meet death from the glance of her eye. 
Were I asked by fair Chloe to say 
How I felt as the flutterer I chid? 
should own, as I drove it away, 
I wished to be there in its stead. 
Come away, &c. 


SPELL LIF 


FLY FROM THE WORLD, O BESSY! 
(T. Moore.) 


FLY from the world, O Bessy! to me; 
Thou’lt never find any sincerer ; 

Pll give up the world, O Bessy! for thee: 
I can never meet any that’s dearer! 

Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh, 
That our loves will be censur’d by many ; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 


When your lip hath met mine in abandonment 
sweet, 

Have we felt as if heaven forbid it? 

Have we felt as if heaven denied them to meet, 
Ah, no! ’twas heaven that did it! 

So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip, 
So little of guilt is there in it, 

That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip, 
And I’d kiss them away in a minute. 


Then come to your Iover, oh! fly to his shed, 
From a world which I know thou despisest ; 

And slumber will hover as light on thy bed, 
As e’er on the couch of the wisest ! 

And when o’er our pillow the tempest is driven, 
And thou, pretty innocent, fearest, 

I'll tell thee—* It is not the chiding of heaven, 
’Tis only our lullaby, dearest!” 


And, oh! when we lie on our death-bed, my love, 
Looking back on the scene of our errors, 

A sigh from my Bessy shall plead them above, 
And Death be disarmed of his terrors ! 

And each to the other embracing will say, 
<¢ Farewell! let us hope we’re forgiv’n! ” 

Thy last fading glance shall illumine the way, 
And a kiss be our passport to heaven! 


GLI LER IF 


HE THAT WILL NOT MERRY BE. 


THE that will not merry merry be, 
With a generous bowl and a toast, 
May he in Bridewell be shut up, 
And fast bound to a post: 
Let him be merry merry there, 
And we’ll be merry merry here; 
For who can know, where we shall go 
To be merry another year? 


He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his glass in course, 
May he be obliged to drink small beer, 
Ne’er a penny in his purse : 
Let him be merry, &c. 
He that will not merry merry be, 
With a company of jolly boys, 
May he be plagued with a scoldirg wife, 
To confound him with her noise : 
Let him be merry, &c, 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With his mistress in his bed ; 
Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
And me be put in his stead. 
Let him be merry, &ec. 


Se de 


BANISH EVERY FEAR. 
(Translated, by W. M‘Gregor Legan, from Weber. , 


LET not sorrow dare to borrow 
Pleasure from the happy bride ; 
She in duty should her beauty 
Show in all her richest pride : 
Nuns by cloisters bounded, 
Are by grief surrounded ; 

For young Love ne’er ventures there. 
But thy bridemaids wreaths will bring thee, 
Bridal songs they’ll come and sing thee ; 

Come, then, banish every fear. 


THE VILLAGE MAID. 
(Cross. ) 


WHEN I quitted the cot, that stands alone on the 
moor, 
Round the which play’d the breezes of health, 
*Twas to gain fair Anna, the nymph I adore, 
Abroad a snug portion of wealth. 
I told the sweet girl, when preparing to part, 
Of my constancy ne’er be afraid ; 
Though distant, your image will dwell in my heart, 
For there reigns my sweet village maid. 


Fortune’s prosperous gales had now wafted me 
back, 
And I hasted my Anna to meet ; 
While fancy portray’d, as I follow’d the track, 
With what joy I my Anna should greet : 
How her bright eyes would sparkle, approaching 
to view, 
When of presents my store I’d display : 
And touching her lips, whisper’d these are for you, 
Yes, all for my sweet village maid. 


I trudg’d, smiling thus, with gay pleasure my 
guide, 
When a shriek my steps onward did urge, 
I flew to the spot, saw, drove down by the tide, 
An angel embrac’d by the surge ; 
I dash’d through the stream, brought her safe te 
the shore, 
On the bank where she gently was laid, 
Reviving, I saw the dear girl I adore, 
Ah, me! ’twas my sweet village maid. 


SGI LL ISP 


A CHAPTER ON ANCESTORS. 


SOME brag of their ancestors, bide there a wee, 
And I’ll show of my pedigree such a fine tree; 

It bears bonny apples, so haud aw your gabs 

If you here and there find grafted on it some crabs ; 
On its branches I’ve hung all my fathers of yore, 
Though one or two of 7em were hang’d long before. — 


SPOKEN.] My dad was an agriculturist, and 
mended hedges and ditches for the good of 
the nation; my grandfather was a botanist, and 
sold Scotch cail and cabbages ; he married one of 
the co-heiresses of Sawney Splinter, the timber. 
merchant, who dealt in matches and skewers. 


But to brag of our ancestors sure is a joke, 
Since an acorn, though trifling, gives birth to an 
oak! 


Here’s a soldier who bluster’d in peace, but, ifegs, 

In war trusted less to his arms than his legs; 

Ilere’s a famous musician for baubees wha play’d, 

And an author who wrote books which nobody 
read 5 
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Here’s one who was said to possess second sight, 
The truth is, he drank, and saw double at night. 


SPOKEN.] Here’s a lawyer, who reconciled his 
clients, to save them the expense of a law-suit, 
and a doctor who never kill’d a patient—because 
he never had one. Here’s a cobbler who was a 
good soul, and a tailor that was fond of goose, 
but didn’t like cabbage;-he was the son of a 
‘choolmaster without scholars, who sprung from 
a scholar who chopped logic and fire-wood at the 
same time. 


But of our forefathers why make such a fuss? 
There’s none of ’em trouble their heads about us. 


*Mong the females, here’s Catharine Clack, a great 
scold, 

Who was famous for shell-work, for oysters she 
sold ; 

Here’s one who was noted for painting—her cheeks, 

And gentility that very plainly bespeaks ; 

Three ladies’ own maids, and what rank will 
afford, 

A poor fifteenth coz to a very poor lord. 


SPOKEN.] Here’s an old maid, who being re- 
puted a witch, to avoid being tried, brushed off 
onabesom. Here’s a lady who was always talk- 
ing, but as people who talk a great deal generally 
talk nonsense, she never opened her mouth but 
she put her foot in it. Who the founder of our 
family was is a secret I cannot unravel; it was 
somebody no doubt, and therefore every body must 
allow, whatever any body may say, that I sprung 
from somebody, though nobody knows who. 


Then of family honours why open your throats, 
Though we’ve no coats of arms, it we’ve arms to 
our coats? 


GIN YE MEET A BONNIE LASSIE. 


(Burns. ) 


GIN ye meet a bonnie lassie, 
Gie her a kiss and let her gae, 

But if ye meet a dirty hussy, 
Fy gar rub her o’er with strae. 


Be sure ye dinna quat the grip 

Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before old age your vitals nip, 

And lay you twa-fold o’er a rung. 


Sweet youth a blythe and heartsome time ; 
Then, lads and lasses, while ’tis May, 
Gae pow the gowan in its prime, ‘ 
Before it wither and decay. 
Watch the soft minutes of delight, 
When Jenny speaks beneath her breath, 
And kisses laying a’ the wyte 
On you, as if she kep ony sketh. 
“© Haith, ye’re ill bred!” she’ll smiling say 3 
*« Ye’ll worry me, ye greedy rook.” 
Syne from you she’ll rin away, 
And hide hersell in some dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place 
Where lies the happiness ye want, 

. And plainly tell ye to your face, 
Nineteen na says are half a grant. 


Now to her heaving bosom cling, 
And sweetly toolie for a kiss ; 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliss. 


These benisons, I’m very sure, 
Are of the gods’ indulgent grant ; 
Then surely, carles, whisht, forbear, 
To plague us with your whining cant. 


CPIGIPLIDG 


THE TROUBADOUR. 
(Walter Scott.5 


GLOWING with love, on fire for fame, 

A Troubadour, that hated sorrow, 
Beneath his lady’s window came, 

And thus he sung his last good-morrow: 
« My arm is in my country’s right, 

My heart is in my true love’s bower * 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 

Befits the gallant Troubadour.’ 


And while he march’d, with helm on head 
And harp in hand, the descant rung ; 
As faithful to his favourite maid, 
The minstrel’s burden still he sung: 
« My arm it is my country’s right, 
My heart is in my lady’s bower; 
Resolved for love and fame to fight, 
I come, a gallant Troubadonr.’ 


E’en when the battle’s roar was deep, 
With dauntless heart he hew’d his ay, 
’Mid splintering lance and falchion’s swerp, 

And still was heard his warrior lay: 
« My life it is my country’s right, 

My heart is in my lady’s bower; 
For love to die, for fame to fight, 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour.’ 


Alas! upon the bloody field, 
He fell beneath the foeman’s glaive ; 
But still reclining on his shield, 
Expiring, sung the exulting stave: 
« My life it is my country’s right, 
My heart is in my lady’s bower: 
For love and fame to fall in fight 
Becomes the valiant Troubadour.’ 


PIPL POLIO SF 


IRISH DRINKING SONG. 
( Dibdin.) 
OF the ancients its speaking, my soul, you’d te 
after, 
That they never got how came you so? 
Would you seriously make the good folks die with 
laughter ? 
To be sure, their dogs’ tricks we don’t know. 
With your smalilow nonsense, and all your 
queer boddery, 
Since whisky’s a liquor divine, 
To be sure, the old ancients, as well as the 
moderns, 
Did not love a sly sup of good wine. 


Alexander the Great at his banquets who drank 
hard 
When he no more worlds could subdue, 
Shed tears to be sure, but ’twas tears of the tankard, 
To refresh him, and pray would not you? 
With your smalilow, &c. 


Then that other old fellow, they call Aristotle, 
Such a devil of a tippler was he, 
That one night, haying taken too much of his bottle, 
The thief staggered into the sea. 
With your smalilow, &c. 


They made what they call of their wine a libation, 
Which as all authority quotes, 
They threw on the ground—musha, what _ bother- 
ation, 
To be sure, twas not thrown down their throats. 
With your smalilow, &c. 


. A ee 


I HAVE A SILENT SORROW HERE, 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 
I HAVE a silent sorrow here, 
A grief Ill ne’er impart ; 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear, 
But it consumes my heart. 
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This cherish’d woe, this lov’d despair, 
My lot for ever be; 

So, my soul’s lord, the pangs I bear 
Be never known by thee. 


And when pale characters of death 
Shall mark this alter’d cheek ; 

When my poor wasted trembling breath 
My life’s last hope would speak, 

I shall not raise my eyes to Heaven, 
Nor mercy ask for me; 

My soul despairs to be forgiven, 
Unpardon’d, love, by thee. 


PLLEL ELE FH 


THE HUMOURS OF DUNMOW. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

AT Dunmow there’s a flitch of bacon, 
Where married folks appear 

To claim it, when the oath they’ve taken, 
That for a day and year 

They never wished themselves unwed, 

Nor cross word to each other said. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ John Lump and his spouse Poroshy 
claimed it.” ‘ Can you swear to the conditions ?’ 
said the steward. ‘ Ees, ees, sir,’ said John.— 
« Yes, your worship,’ said Dorothy.—‘ You never 
quarrel ?’—* Noa, noa, for my part,’ said John, ‘ I 
never gives nobody across word, not I.’ * But your 
wife?” “Why shoo does come out wi’ her nouns 
now and then, to be sure.’ ‘ Nouns. John, what 
do you mean by nouns?’ ¢ Only a little smooth 
swearing.’ ‘ Don’t you swear at her?’ ‘ Never, 
but when she provokes me to’t.’, ‘ Then you do 
quarrel,’ said the steward, ‘ and perhaps you have 
wished to be parted?” ¢ Quarrel,’ said John, ‘ why 
what a fooil you mun be to.call a little bit o’ snap- 
dragon, quarrelling ; and as for parting, does any 
man in his senses wish to part with a good gooise 
because shoo clacks a bit?” 


‘ Good folks,’ cried the steward, ‘ you’re quite 
mistaken, 
So as you came go, 
For you never, no, no, 
Shall gammon me out of the flitch of bacon.’ 


To Dunmow next went Shadrach Lyon, 
And Rachael, his dear bride ; 
For they the bacon had an eye on, 
To them the steward cried, 
« You’re come to take the flitch, I guess,’ 
Says Shadrach, < Sir, I can’t take less.’ 


Dela « And I hope, sir, dat is de best, for 
I warranted it to my customer, when I sould it to 
him.’ ‘ What! sold the bacon before you was 
sure of it?’ ‘ Always take care of demain chance, 
ma tear.” ‘But how do you manage to live without 
quarrelling? ¢ By never falling out.’ ‘ Can you 
swear that you never had a cross word for a year 
and a day?’ ‘ Yes, ma tear, for I have been in 
de country, and haven’t seen Rachael for more as 
dat time.’ ‘ That evasion won’t do, so I shall not 
give you the bacon.’ < Vell, ma tear, what do 
you ax for it? Icame here to do business, and 
shouldn’t like to go away empty-handed.’ < 1 ask 
the term of the oath.’ ‘ Den, ma tear, your bacon 
will hang till it’s rusty, and you'll be glad to send 
for me to take it off your hands at ma own price.’ 
* Good folks,’ cried the steward, &c. 


To Dunmow went another couple, 
Pat Byrne and Judy Flinn; 
And there they thought, so smooth and supple, 
To take the steward in. 
Says Pat, ‘ You see, as pea-time’s near, 
We’re come, sir, for the bacon here.’ 


SPOKEN.] ‘ You must take your oath,’ said the 
steward, ‘ that you have never wished yourselves 
unmarried, nor had a cross word for a year and a 
day.’ ‘Take an oath,’ said Pat; ‘ wouldn’t a 
gentleman’s honour do for you?’ * No, you must 
swear on the book.’ ‘ Couldn’t I swear on the 
bacon?’ says Pat; ‘ as to cross words, sure and its 
more than she dare give me, as she knows by the 
bating she got last week in remembrance of it ; and 
as for wishing ourselves unmarried, sure we’ve no 
call to it; for didn’t I buy her second-hand, and 
by the same token give three shillings for her 
six months ago? I’ve had her six months, and 
she’s had me six months, dat makes a year, and 
to-day’s the day we’ve come for the bacon, and 
dat’s a year and a day, and dat’s enough for you, 
so hand us over the half of the hog’s waistcoat 
that hangs dere, and don’t keep gentlefolks wait- 
ing.’ 

: ‘ Good folks,’ cried the steward, &c. 


GLP LILII DS 


HEAVING THE LEAD. 
(Pearce.) } - 


For England, when, with fav’ring gale, 

Our gallant ship up channel steer’d, 
And scudding under easy sail, 

The high blue western land appear’d, 
To heave the lead the seaman sprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly sung, 

“© By the deep—NINE!” 


And bearing up to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view— 
An abbey-tow’r, a harbour-fort, 
Or beacon, to the vessel true ; 
While oft the lead the seaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly sung, 
“© By the mark—SEVEN |” 


And as the much-lov’d shore we near, 
With transport we behold the roof 
Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchless proof ! 
The lead once more the seaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot sung, 
“© Quarter less—FIvVE!” 


Now to her birth the ship draws nigh, 
With slacken’d sail she feels the tide ; 
«« Stand clear the cable ‘” is the cry— 
The anchor’s gone, we safely ride. 
The watch is set, and through the night, 
We hear the seaman with delight, 
Proclaim—‘‘ALL’S WELL.” 


FRIEND OF MY SOUL. 
(T. Moore.) 


FRIEND of my soul, this goblet sip, 
”T will chase the pensive tear ; 
"Tis not so sweet as woman’s lip, 
But, oh! ’tis more sincere, 
Like her delusive beam 
?Twill steal away thy mind; 
But, like affection’s dream, 
It leaves no sting behind, 


Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade, 
These flowers were culled at noon ; 
Like woman’s love, the rose will fede, 
‘But, ah! not half so soon! 
But, though the flower’s decayen, 
Its fragrance is not o’er ; 
But once when love’s betrayed, 
The heart can bloom no more. 


FP PIL IAF 
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For the bullets and the gout 


Have so knocked your hull about, 
That you’ll never more be fit for sea. 








THE OLD COMMODORE. 


Opb’sBLOOD, what a time for a seaman to skulk 
Under gingerbread hatches ashore ; 
What ad d bad job that this batter’d old hulk 
Can’t be rigged out for sea once more. 
But the puppies, as they pass, 
Cocking up their squinting-glass, 
Thus run down the old commodore : 
That’s the old commodore— 
The rum old commodore— 
The gouty old commodore !—He !|— 
Why the bullets and the gout 
Have so knocked his hull about, 
That he’ll never more be fit for sea. 


Here am I in distress, like a ship water-logg’d, 
Not a tow-rope at hand, or an oar; 
I am left by my crew, and may I be flogged 
But the doctor’s a son of a w—e. 
While I’m swallowing his slops 
‘ How nimble are his chops, 
Thus queering the old commodore. 
bad case, commodore— 
Can’t say, commodore— 
Musn’t flatter, commodore, says he; 
For the bullets and the gout 
Have so knocked your hull about, 
That you’ll never more be fit for sea. 
What, no more to be afloat? blood and fury! they 
lie !—- 
| I’m a seaman, and only three score; 
And if, as they tell me, I’m likely to dic, 
-  Gadzooks! let me not die on shore. 
As to death, it’s all a joke, 
Sailors live in fire and smoke, 
So, at least, says the old commodore. 
The rum old commodore— 
The tough old commodore— 
The fighting old commodore !—He !— 
Whom the devil, nor the gout, 
Nor the French dogs to boot, 
Shall kill till they grapple him at sea, 
4 
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THE GYPSEY’S HOME. 
(Gent.) 


WE who the wide world make our home; 
The barren heath our cheerful bed ; 
Careless o’er mount and moor we roam, 
And never tears of sorrow shed. 
But merrily, O! merrily, O! 
Through the world of care we go, 


Love, that a palace left in tears, 
Flew to our houseless feast of mirth; 
For here, unfettered, beauty cheers, 
The heaven alone that’s found on earth. 
Then merrily, O! &c. 


GLLLLEFLIF 


A PLAGUE UPON PARSONS AND 
PREACHERS. 


A PLAGUE upon parsons and preachers, 
And all this palavering show, 
For what, in ’od’s name, can they teach us, 
But what we all knew long ago? 
There is but little sin, I believe, 
In glasses, in girls, or in rhymes ; 
If our crimes, too, make nobody grieve, 
Why we never need grieve for our crimes. 
Then drink away, drown care and sorrow, 
Let your eyes and your glasses be bright, 
We all may be buried to-morrow, 
So let us be happy to-night. 


Let hale lovers live upon kisses, 
And sigh that their fair one’s unkind ; 
If they have a mind for such blisses, 
Let them feast on the blisses of mind. 
For me, why I press my dear Fanny, 
And fold the sweet girl in my arms, 
The charms of her mind are not many, 
So I mind nothing else but her charms. 
Then drink away, &c. 


On Harriet’s soft bosom reposing, aa 
While her heart beats with rapture within, 
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Can that shrine, which I bury my woes in, 

Be the font or the ’semblance of sin? 
While I doat on the glances of Nancy, 

No rules or logic I prize ; 
Tf ’tis wisdom to reign in my fancy, 

I fancy I ne’er shall be wise. 

Then drink away, &c. 


If ’tis cfime to communicate pleasure, 
Or shocking to propagate bliss, 
Then we’ve all of us sinned without measure, 
For we all have been guilty of this. 
But while those we love warmly love us, 
Sectarians may stay their debates, 
We feel there’s a heaven above us, 
And trust to its mercy our fates. 
Then drink away, &e. 


CLEP LL IP 


THE SOLDIER TIRED. 
( Arne.) 

THE soldier tired of war’s alarms, 
Forswears the clang of hostile arms, 

And scorns the spear and shield ; 
But if the brazen trumpet sound, 
He burns with conquest to be crowned, 

And dares again the field. 


POLL LLIF 


THE PARENT OAK. 
( Arnold.) 


THE parent oak his stately head 
Majestic in the forest rears ; 

Lord of the woods, his branches spread, 
Proud monarch of a thousand years. 


Secure beneath his sheltering form, 
The tender saplings round are cast 5 
For them he braves the summer storm, 

For them defies the wintry blast. 


And now in turn the debt they pay, 

And guard him from the tempests rage ; 
And, as his hoary arms decay, 

Surround and prop his falling age. 


WILL WATCH, THE BOLD SMUGGLER. 
(Cory. ) 


"TWAS one morn when the wind from the north- 
ward blew keenly, 
While sulleniy roared the big waves of the main, 
A famed smuggler, Will Watch, kissed his Sue, 
then, serenely 
Took helm, and to sea boldly steered out again. 


Will had promised his Sue that this trip, if well 
ended, 
Should coil up his hopes, and he’d anchor on 
shore ; 
When his pockets were lined, why his life should 
be mended, 
The laws he had broken, he’d never break more. 


His sea-boat was trim, made her port, took her 
lading, 
Then Will stood for home, reached her offing, and 
cried, 
This night, if I’ve luck, furls the sails of my 
trading, 
In dock I can lay, serve a friend, too, beside. 


Will lay-to till the night came on darksome and 
dreary, 

To crowd ev’ry sail then he piped up each hand ; 

But a signal soon spied, ’twasa prospect uncheery, 


A signal that warned him to bear from the land. 
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The Philistines are out, cries Will, well, take 
heed on’t, 
Attacked, who’s the man that will flinch from 
his gun ; 
Should my head be blown off, I shall ne’er fee. 
the need on’t, 
We'll fight while we can, when we can’t, boys 
we'll run. 
























Through the haze of the night, a bright flash now 
appearing, 
Oh! no! cries Will Watch, the Philistines bear 
down, 
Bear-a-hand, my tight lads, e’er we think about 
sheering, 
One broadside pour in, should we swim, boys, 
or drown. 


But should I be popp’d off, you, my mates, left be- 
hind me, 
Regard my last words, see ’em kindly obeyed, 
Let no stone mark the spot, and, my friends, do 
you mind me, 
Near the beach is the grave where Will Watch 
would be laid. 


Poor Will’s yarn was spun out—for a bullet next 
minute 
Laid him low on the deck, and he never spoke 
more ; 
His bold crew fought the brig while a shot remained 
in it, 
Then sheered—and Will’s hulk to his Susan they 
bore. 


In the dead of the night his last wish was com- 
plied with, 
To few known his grave, and to few known his 
end, 
He was borne to the earth by the crew that he died 
with 
He’d the tears of his Susan, the prayers of each 
friend ; 
Near his grave dash the billows, the winds loudly 
bellow, 
Yon ash struck with lightning points out the cold 
bed 
Where Will Watch, the bold smuggler, that famed 
lawless fellow, 
Once feared, now forgot, sleeps in peace with 
the dead. 


CLL PAL PY 


BUNDLE OF LATIN PROVERBS. 


ATTEND all, I pray, to the words I’ve to say, 
In tablet of mem’ry insert ’em ; 
Rich wines do us raise to the honour of bays, 
Quem non fecere disertum. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


Of all the brisk juice the gods can produce, 
Good claret preferred is before ’em, 
’Tis claret that straight happy mortals create, 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


We abandon all ale, and beer that is stale, 
Rosa solis, and damnable hum ; 
But sparkling bright red shall raise up it’s head 
Above omne quod exit in um. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


This, this is the wine, which in former time 
Each wise one, of men they call magi, 
Was wont to carouse in a chaplet of boughs, 
Recubans sub tegmine fagi. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Let the hop be their bane, let the rope be their 
shame, 
Tet the gout and the cholic still pine ’em, 
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That offer to shrink in taking cheir drink, 
“Seu Grecum sive Latinum. 
Tol de rol &c. | 
Let the glass fly about till the bottle is out, 
Let each do to each as he’s done to, 
Avaunt those that hug th’ abominable jug 
Amongst us heteroclita sunto. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


There’s no such disease as he that doth please 
His palate with beer, for beer for to shame us ; 
’Tis claret that brings Madam Fancy her wings, 
And says musa majora canamus. 
Tol de rol, &c. . 
Art thou weak, art thou lame, dost thou sigh | 
after fame, 
Call for wine and thou quickly shall have it; | 
It will make the lame rise, it will make the fool wise, © 
Cui vim natura negavit. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


The more wine in my brain, the more merry my vein, 
And this to me wisdom and bliss is ; 
For him that’s too wise I greatly despise, 
Mecum confertur Ulysses ! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


i ea 


MARY, I BELIEVED THEE TRUE. 
Air—“ Galla Water.”—(T. Moore.) 


Mary, I believed thee true, 
And I was blest in thus believing ; 
But now I mourn that e’er I knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving. 
Few have ever loved like me; 
Oh! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 
And few have e’er deceived like thee, 
Alas! deceived me too severely. 


Fare thee well! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee ; 
Who now would rather trust that smile, 

And die with thee than live without thee. 
Fare thee well! I’ll think on thee, 

Thou leav’st me many a bitter token; 
For see, distracting woman, see 

My peace is gone, my heart is broken. 


POLO OLR a 


QUITE POLITELY. 


WHEN first in Lunnun I arriv’d, 
On a visit, on a visit, 
When first in Lunnun I arriv’d, 
*Midst heavy rain and thunder, 
There I espy’d a lass in green, 
The bonniest lass that eyes e’er seen ; 
Id often heard of beauty’s queen, 
Thinks I, by gum, I’ve found her. 
Tol dé rol, &e. 
She stood stock sti!l, I did the same, 
Gazing on her, gazing on her, 
She stood stock still, I did the same, 
We both looked mighty simple ; 
Her cheeks were like the blushing rose, 
Which on the hedge neglected blows, 
Her eyes were black as any sloes, 
And nigh her mouth a.dimple. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
Madam, says I, and made a bow, 
Scraping to her, scraping to her, 
Madam, says I, and made a bow, 
I quite forgot the weather ; 
If you will me permission give, 
(’l] see you home, where’er you live, 
With that she took me by the sleeve, 
And off we trudg’d together. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
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A pratty wild-goose-chase we had, 


Up and down, sirs, in and out, sits, 
A pratty wild-goose-chase we had, 
The cobbled stones so gall’d me; 


j At length we came unto a door, 


Where twenty lasses, aye, or more, 
Came out to have a bit galore, 
At bumpkin, as they call’d me. 
Tol de rol, &c 


Walk in, kind sir, says she to me, 


Quite politely, quite politely, 
Walk in, kind sir, says she to me, 
Poor lad, they criéd, he’s undone. 


| Walk in, kind sir,—not so, says I, 
| For I’ve got other fish to fry; 


I’ve seen you home, so now good bye, 
V’ze Yorkshire, though in Lunnun. 
Tol de rol, Se. 


My pockets soon I rummag’d o’er, 
Cautious ever, cautious ever, 
My pockets soon I rummag’d o’er, 
Where I a diamond ring found ; 
For I had this precaution took, 
To stick in each a small fish-hook, 
In groping for my pocket-book, 
The hook it stript her finger. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
Three weeks I’ve been in Lunnun town, 
Living idle, living idle, 
Three weeks I’ve been in Lunnun town, 
*Tis time to strike to work, sure; 
I sold the ring, and got the brass, 
I did not play the silly ass, 
Tt will do to toast the Lunnun lass, 
When I get back to Yorkshire. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


CPL ORPLE 


THE COUNTRY CLUB. 
(Dibdin.) 

Now we’re all met here together, 
In spite of wind and weather, 

To moisten well our clay; 
Before we think of jogging, 
Let’s take a cheerful nogging ; 

Where’s the waiter ?—ring away !— 
Where’s the glees and the catches, 
The tobacco-pipes and matches, 

And plenty of brown stout? 
Yet the glasses ere we start ’em, 
Let’s proceed, secundem artem, 

Let the clerk all the names read out. 


SPOKEN.] Gentlemen of the Quizzical Society, 
please to answer to your names.—Farmer Scrog- 
gins ? Why I be here.—Doctor Horseleach? Here. 
—Parson Paunch? Here.—Taylor Tit? Here.— 
(So he goes on for about twenty.) At last—you’re 
here—are you all assembled? All, all, all, all. 


So, here’s to you, Mr. Wiggins, 
Here’s to you, Master Higgins, 
So put the beer about. 


Come, tell us what the news is, 
Who wins and who loses, 
Of the times, what do people say ? 
Hard, hard the landlord racks us, 
Then we’ve such a load of taxes ; 
Indeed! well, and how goes the hay ? 
Why, now there’s Mr. Wiseman, 
He tells the exciseman 
The cause of all this pother and rout-- 
Order! order and sobriety 
Are the rules of this society, 
Let the secretary read them out. 


SPOKEN.] Every member of this society that 
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spills his liquor in his neighbour’s pocket shall for- 
feit 2d.—Every member of this society that singes 
his neighbour’s wig with his pipe shall forfeit 2d.— 


Every member of this society that refuses to laugh - 


at a good joke shall forfeit 2d.—Every member of 
this society who reproaches his neighbour with 
coming to distress by unavoidable misfortunes 
shall forfeit 2¢d.—Mr. President, I move that this 
forfeit be a shilling. And I second the motion. 
Are you all agreed? Iam, unanimously.—A no- 
bie resolution.—D’ye think so? 
Why, then, here’s to you, &c. 


And now the potent liquor 
Not even spares the vicar, 

But to all their noddles mounts ; 
While among this set of queerers, 
All talkers and no hearers, 

Each his favourite tale recounts : 
The soldier talks of battle, 

The grazier sells his cattle, 

Conversation to provoke ; 

Till the juice of the barrel 
Begets some curious quarrel, 
While the company’s lost in smoke. 


SPOKEN.] Upon my soul, neighbour, I had no 
hand in the death of your wife; it was all in the 
way of business. Nay, but doctor, ’twere a cursed 
unneighbourly thing of you; not that the woman 
were any sitch great things, but to puta body to 
sitch an expense.—Why, you don’t tell me so! 
killed fifteen with your own hand? Fifteen, by my 
laurels! D’ye hear that, butcher? Hear it, yes; 

_ but Pll lay’im what he dares, he has not killed so 
many as I have by hundreds. Powder my whis- 
kers, says the barber. Come, come, gentlemen, 
says the bellows-maker, no breezes. Let me ex- 
hort you to temperance, says the parson. Amen, 
says the clerk. That’s right, says the undertaker, 
let us bury all animosities. That’s what I like, 
says the fiddler, I like to see harmony restored. 
D’ye, though ?—you like to see harmony restored! 

Why, then, here’s to you, &c. 


CPP IFI LS? 


LOVE AND WHISKY. 


LovVE and whisky both 
Rejoice an honest fellow ; 
Unripe joys of life, 
Love and whisky mellow. 
Both the head and heart 
Set in palpitation ; 
From both I’ve often found 
A mighty sweet sensation. 


Love and whisky’s joys 

Let us gaily *twist ’em 
In the thread of life: 

Faith, we can’t resist ’em. 
But love’s jealous pang 

In heart-ache oft we find it; 
Whisky, in its turn, 

A head-ache leaves behind it. 


Thus of love or drink 

We curse the enchanted cup, sir, 
All its charms forswear, 

Thep take another sup, sir. 
Love and whisky can 

To any thing persuade us, 
No other power we fear, 

That ever can invade us, 


Should others dare intrude, 
They'll find our lads so friskey, 

By none can be subdued, 
Excepting love and whisky. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


May our smiles of love 
Cheer our lads so clever; 
And with whisky, boys, 
We’ll drink King George for ever. 


A WEARY LOY IS THINE, FAIR MAID. 
(Walter Scott.) 


A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid, 
A. weary lot is thine! 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid, 
And press the rue for wine. 
A lightsome eye, a soldier’s mien, 
A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green,—. 
No more of me you know, 
My love! 
No more of me you know. 
‘ This morn, merry June, I trow, 
The rose is budding fain; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow, 
Ere we two meet again.’— 
He turned his charger as he spake, 
Upon the river shore ; 
He gave his bridle-reins a shake, 
Said, ‘ Adieu for evermore, 
My love! 
And adieu for evermore.’ 
FARE THEE WELL. 
( Byron.) 
FARE thee well, and if for ever, 
Still for ever fare thee well! 
Even though unforgiving, never 
’Gainst thee can my heart rebel. 
Would that breast were bared before thee, 
Where thy head so oft hath lain, 
While that placid sleep came o’er thee 
Which thou ne’er canst know again. 


' Would that breast, by thee glanced over, 
Every inmost thought might show, 
Then thou wouldst at length discover 
”T was not well to spurn it so. 
But ’tis done, all words are idle, 
Words from me are vainer still 5 
But the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way against the will. 


Fare thee well, thus disunited, 
Torn from every nearer tie, 
Seared in heart, and lone, and blighted, 
More than this,—I scarce can die. 
THE ADVANTAGE OF TOPING. 
(Dibdin. ) 
SOME say topers should never get mellow, 
That a drunken man’s a stupid fellow ; 
For if it’s true, he always sees double, 
He’s twice his neighbour’s portion of trouble. 
But an argument soonest admits of digestion 
When you take the pleasantest side of the question 
And if our lives by this standard we measure, 
He’s twice his neighbour’s portion of pleasure ; 
Then all get drunk if you wish to be happy, 
To shun pleasure that courts you is stupid and 


Sappys 
Drink away, you'll be nobly repaid for your labour, 
Why ’twill make you as happy again as your neigh 
bour. 


Suppose while your racking your pia mater, 
You’ve not cash enough to pay the waiter; 

Why what’s todo? get drunk, you ninny, 

*T will make ten and sixpence appear like a guinea. 
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Then if to do good you receive satisfaction, 

How charming to think that for every kind action, 

Of conferring two you’ll have the employment, 

And can any man show me a sweeter enjoyment ? 
Then all get drunk, &c. 


Since friendship’s so rare and so bright a jewel, 

To the fire of life that kindly adds fuel ; 

With wine make your clay so moist and so supple, 

Instead of one friend, why you’ll meet with a couple. 

Then when you come home with drink in your 

nappers, 

How sweet of two wives to hear the clappers! 

But that would be covetous, out of season, 

For one wife at atime is enough in all reason. 
Then all get drunk, &c. 


Thus were the world drunk ’twould double their 
pleasure, 

The drunken miser would double his treasure, 

A city feast would have double the covers, 

And ladies would double the list of their lovers ; 

With two sparks would Miss be to Scotland eloping, 

Parsons find two tithe-pigs, could we catch them a 
toping ; 

The drunkard two bowls, as he’s drinking and roar- 


ing ; 
And if you were all drunk you’d my song be en- 
coring. 
Then all get drunk, &c. 


GPLPILIIPR? 


THE TYROLESE SONG OF LIBERTY. 
(Moore. ) 


MERRILY every bosom boundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 
Where the song of freedom soundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 
There the warrior’s arms shed more splendour, 
There the maiden’s charms shine more tender, 
Every joy the land surroundeth, 
Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 


Wearily every bosom pineth, 
Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 
Where the band of slavery twineth, 
Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 
There the warrior’s dart hath no fleetness, 
There the maiden’s heart hath no sweetness, 
Every flower of life declineth, 
Wearily, oh! wearily, oh! 


Cheerily then from hill to valley, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 
Like your native fountain sally, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily oh! 
If a glorious death won by bravery 
Sweeter be than breath sighed in slavery, 
Round the flag of freedom rally, 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 


AMO, AMAS. 


(O'Keefe. ) 


AMO, amas, 
I love a lass, 
As a cedar tall and slender ; 
With cowslip’s grace 
In her nominative case, 
And she’s of the feminine gender. 
Rorum coram, 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum scarum, 
Divo! 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hat-band, 
Hic hoc horum genitivo! 
Can I decline 
A nymph divine? 
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Her voice as a flute is dulcis, 
Her oculus bright, 
Her manus white, 
And soft when I tacto her pulse is. 
Rorum corain, &e, 


O, how bella 
Is my puella! 
Ill kiss secula seculorum ; 
If J have luck, sir, 
She’s my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum ! 
Rorum coram, &c. 


GLIP ICE HF 


THE IRISH DUEL. 
Air— Chip chow, cherry chow.”—(T. Dibdin.) 


POTATOES grow in Limerick, and beef at Bally- 
more, 

And butter-milk is beautiful, but that you knew 
before, 

And Irishmen love pretty girls, but none could 
love more true 

Than little Paddy Whackmacrack lov’d Kate 
O’Donaghoo. 


Now Katty was as neat a lass as ever tripped the 
sod, 

And Paddy bore with equal grace the musket or 
the hod ; 

With trowel and with bayonet by turns the hero 
chose 

To build up houses for his friends, *nd then to 
charge his foes. 


When gentle people fall in love, love’s never at a 
locs 

To find some ugly customers their happiness to 
CYOSS ; 

And Paddy found no little trouble from a rival 
swain, 

Who kept the Cat and Cucumber in Cauliflower- 
lane. 


This youth was named Mackirkencroft, a very 
dapper elf, 
Whose clothes they fitted neatly, for he made them 


all himself ; 

A tailor blade he was by trade, of natty boys the 
broth, 

Because he always cut his coat according to his 
cloth. 


But Paddy knew the feclings of a gentleman it 
hurts 

To find another ungenteely sticking in his skirts, 

So sent a challenge without fear, for though he 
wasn’t rich, 

He call’d himself a gentleman, and still behaved 
as sich. 


Makirty, too, good manners had, for he, as it 
appears, 

To Paddy wrote for leave that he might cut off 
both his ears ; 

Says Pat to that, in style polite, as you may well 
suppose, 

‘« My ears you’re very welcome to, but first Il 
pull your nose.’ : 

Then when and where were settled fair, when Pat, 
as bold as brass, 

Cried, “ You know what we fight about?”— 
Makirty cried, “* Alas.” 

And then in haste, and not to waste such very 
precious time, 

One primed without a loading, t’other loaded 
without prime. 


Then back to back they stood, good lack, to mea- 
sure yards a score, 

Mackirkencroft such honest measure never gave 
before ; 
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He walked so light that out of sight full fairly he 
was seen, 

And Paddy shot a finger-post some hal{-a-mile be- 
tween. 


Now Pat and Kat soon after that in wedlock’s 
bands were joined. 

Makirty he kept walking on, and never looked 
behind, 

And till this day his ghost, they say, (for he of love 
expired, ) 

Keeps walking round the finger-post at which bold 
Paddy fired. 


GPP HL POF 


BACHELOR 'TOM. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


OLD merry Tom Brag scorned the conjugal yoke, 
For a whimsical notion had he, } 

That a wife, like the ivy that twines round the oak, 
While adorning yet injures the tree. 


Tom vow’d he’d live single his credit to save, 
And begg’d when this life summoned from, 


Some good-natured friend would write over his 


grave, 
«« Beneath lies departed old bachelor Tom. 


But merry Tom Brag, like most boasters, was bit 
By a lass who was caught by his purse, 

For Tom he had wealth and the girl she had wit, 
So he took her for better or worse. 


Thus Tom was a Benedict made at three score, 
And found, when the church he came from, 

Some quizzica: friend had wrote over his door, 
<« 'This morning departed old bachelor 'Tom.” 


GPL IF ILS 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. 


WHEN I was a lad, 
I had cause to be sad, 
My grandfather I did lose, 0! 
I'll bet you a can 
You’ve heard of the man, 
His name was Robinson Crusoe. 


CHORUS. 5 
©! Robinson Crusoe, O! poor Robinson Crusce ! 
Yink-a-ting-tang, O.! poor Robinson Crusoe! 


Perhaps you’ve read in a book 
Of a voyage he took, 
And how the raging whirlwind blew so, 
That the ship with a shock, 
Drove plump on a rock, 
Near drowning poor Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


Poor soul! none but he 
Remain’d on the sea ; 
Ah! Fate, Fate, how could you do so? 
"Till ashore he was thrown, 
On an island unknown, 
0! poor Robinson Crusoe ! 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


He wanted something to eat, 
And he sought for some meat, 
But the cattle away from him flew so, 
That but for his gun 
He’d been surely undone ; 
O! my poor Robinson Crusoe ! 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


But he sav’d from aboard 
An old gun and sword, 
And another odd matter or two, so 
That, by dint of his thrift, 
He manag’d to shift. 
Well done Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusec, &c, 


And he happen’d to save, 
From the merciless wave, 
A poor parrot, I assure you ’tis true, s¢ 
That when he’d come home 
From a wearisome roam, 
She’d cry out, poor Robinson Crusoe! 
0! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


He got all the wood 
That ever he could, 
And stuck it together with glue, so 
That he made him a hut, 
In which he might put 
The carcase of Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


He us’d to wear an old cap, 
And a coat with long nap, 
With a beard as long as a Jew, 80; 
That, oy all that’s civil, 
He look’d like a devil, 
More than like Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


And then his man Friday 
Kept the hut neat and tidy, 
To be sure ’twas his business to do so ; 
They liv’d friendly together, 
Less like servant than brother, 
Liv’d Friday and Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


At last an English sail 
Came near within hail, 
O! then he took to his little canoe, so 3 
When, on reaching the ship, 
The captain gave him a trip 
Back to the country of Robinson Crusoe. 
O! Robinson Crusoe, &c. 


CLL PL LIF 


THE BEAUTIFUL MAID. 
( Braham.) 


WHEN absent from her whom my soul holds most 
dear, 
What a medley of passions invade ; 
In this bosom what anguish, what hope, and what 
fear, 
I endure for my beautiful maid. 


In vain I seek pleasure to lighten my grief, 
Or quit the gay throng for the shade, 

Nor retirement, nor solitude yield me relief, 
When away from my beautiful maid. 


OF PL LIL? 


THE COMIC ADVENTURES OF ROGER 
RAMBLE. 


Wuat a pother you'll find wherever you prance, 
Among people of every degree, 

They are all of them wishing to journey in France, 
But no such excursion for me ; 

I’ve tasted those pleasures and now I them dread ; 
Indeed I’ve a very good cause, 

Time back I’d strange fancies com’d into my head, 
Ill just tell you all how it was. 


SPOKEN.] You must know that one day as 1 
was measuring up some broad beans in our barn, 
it com’d bang into my head that I’d go and sce 
some of these here foreign sights as the people 
were always talking about, so I bothered feyther 
and mother eut of a little ready rhino. 


Then rigg’d myself out with a new suit of clothes - 
Thinks I, I’ll soon know a bit how the worl 
goes, 
I looked quite the natty to range the world over, 
So mounted my nag, and set straight off for Do 
WEEK 
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When at Dover arrived, Lord how I did stare, 
To see the white cliffs so high, : 
They looked just as if they supported the air, 
Or would fall on the town by and by ; ; 
So down through the streets to the harbour I trips, 
Where such lots of people stood round, 
All gazing at passengers, coaches, and ships, 
And they chuckled at me, I'll be bound. 


SPOKEN.] For I was rather scared and frightful 
like, first getting into the ship you see, but when 
she began to move out upon the sea, she kicked, 


and rolled, and tossed, and tumbled about just 


like mad. 


I felt in my gizzard such growling and grumbling, 
Like one tipsy, I kept on reeling and tumbling: 
This travelling by water I found was no jest, 

Yet d—n it, thinks I, I’m as safe as the rest. 


This ship had great wings which they spread up, 
by goles, 
Like table-cloths hung up to dry, 
With a rare sight of cords they were tied to some 
poles, 
So she bundled us through wet and dry. 
Thinks I, should I make ducks and drakes of my 
elf, 
While in France, how unlucky for me, 
Yet surely I’m fit to take care of myseli, 
While these outlandish sights I just see. 


SPoKEN.] Well, thinks I, as my time is short, 
and I want to have a look at Paris, I had better 
seek out the best and most speedy method of getting 
there, so I bundled into a waggon along with 
some more gemmen that were going the same way, 
and among them was a fiddler, a ballad-singer, a 
footman, and aconjuror—I kept them alive too with 
gin and brandy, and they kept all on with their 


. Singing, tricks, music, and tales by the score, 

I ne’er passed my time half so merry before, 

Till at length this grand town they said was in 
view, 

And right glad was I when I found it was true. 


When arrived at this place, there was such noise 
and clatter, 
I were flurried and worried quite ; 
Says the footman, I’ll take care nought shall be 
the matter— 
Now I thought him vastly polite ; 

So then he advised how to escape danger, 
To a cook-shop we toddled together, 
Where the best *commodation was made for a 

stranger, 
To keep him from thieves and the weather. 


SPOKEN.] Well, this seemed all right enough, 
we had agood tuck out of eating and drinking, and 
when they showed us up to bed, indeed I thought 
they were going to show us up into another 
world, for it was as far up stairs as it is up 
into our church-steeple—I slept pretty sound all 
night, except once or twice I were disturbed by 
the marching and bustle of a regiment of fleas and 
bugs, but in the morning, when I waked, I found the 
footman had mizzled with my watch, money, and 
Sunday-clothes. Oh, Lord! oh, dear! I did not 
know whether I was dead or alive. 


I very soon then for assistance did call, 

But they minded me no more than nothing at all ; 
And when they found out I was not worth a sous, 
The Frenchified dogs kicked me out of the house. 


Misfortunes I found began to stare in my face, 
Thus naked, Lord, what could I do? 

To be poverty struck in this French foreign place, 
Is no joke I'can assure you. 
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As Iran through the strects how the peopie did 
stare, 
They from every corner did start ; 
They’d have murder’d me quite, the d—n’d thieves 
I declare, 
But an Englishman he took my part. 


SPOKEN.]| Yes, the ugly devils came all round 
me like a pack of hungry dogs at a fox-chase, and 
looked as if they would eat me up at one meal, 
without salt. Oh, what a pickle I was in! Well, 
thinks I, I’ve rambled abroad for something this 
time, for I do believe it’s all up with me now; I 
am a dead man, as sure as fishermen catch macka- 
rel; and, just as I began a saying my prayers, up 
come an English sailor, and begun a blustering and 
bullying them all into shame, and they all sneaked 
away as sheepish as a man with two wives; and 
the sailor made I go along with him; and after I 
told him my sad story, he said he would rig me 
out and tow me safe home, and so he did—Lord, 
I didn’t know how to thank him. I swore I’d ne- 
ver leave roast beef and plum-pudding for stewed 
frogs and fricasees again-—_so, when I got safe home 
once more, I said I were served just right for being 
such a fool as to go abroad and spend what I ought 
to have done some good with at home,—to be sure 
I came home as fashionable as many other visitors, 
with an empty stomach and pockets, other folks’ 
clothes on, and lantern face. 


Thank my stars I’m safe back, I for trifies den’ 
mind, 

I hope my misfortunes are all left behind ; 

There’s one thing now left that will set me at ease, 

That’s in my humble station if I can but please. 


GPP FELL 


THE BLOSSOMS OF FREEDOM. 


ONCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambrosial feast, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing ; 

Merry Momus among them was sat as a guest, 

(Homer says the celestials loved laughing. ) 

On each in the synod the humourist droll’d, 

So none could his jokes disapprove ; 

He sung, reparteed, and some smart stories told, 

At last thus began upon Jove. 


‘Sire! Atlas, who long had the universe bore, 

Grown grievously tired of late ; 

He says that mankind are much worse than before, 

So he begs to be eased of their weight.’ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurled, 

From his shoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the 
world, 

And she hung it up high in her hall. 


Miss, pleased with the present, reviewed the globe 
round, 
To see what each climate was worth, 
Like a di’mond the whole with an atmosphere 
bound, 
And she variously planted the earth ; 
With silver, gold, jewels, she India endowed, 
France and Spain she taught vineyards to rear, 
Which suited each clime on each clime she be- 
stowed, 
And Freedom she found flourished here. 


Four cardinal virtues she left in this isle, 
As guardians to cherish the root ; 
The blossoms of Liberty ’gan then to smile, 
And Englishmen fed on the fruit ; 
Thus fed and thus bred, from a bounty so rare, 
O preserve it as free as ’twas given ; 
We will, while we’ve breath, nay, we’ll grasp it in 
death, 
Then return it untainted to heaven. 


GIGS LAL 
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DAMON AND CELIA. 


A DAWN of hope my soul revives, 
And banishes despair, 

If yet my dearest Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 
Dispel those gloomy shades of night, 

My tender grief remove, 
O send some cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus in a secret friendly shade, 
Then pensive Celia mourned, 
While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And sigh for sigh returned. 
When sudden Damon’s well-known face, 
Each rising fear disarms, 
He eager springs to her embrace, 
She sinks into his arms. 


THE STORM. 
(G. A. Stevens.) 


‘SLOW. 
CEASE, rude boreas, blust’ring railer, 
List ye landsmen all to me: 
Messmates, hear a brother sailor 
Sing the dangers of the sea; 
From bounding billows first in motion, 
Where the distant whirlwinds rise, 
To the tempest-troubled ocean, 
Where the seas contend with skies. 


PIVELY. 
Hark! the boatswain hoarsely bawling, 
By top-sail-sheets and halyards stand— 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling— 
Down your stay-stails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it freshens, set the braces— 
Now the top-sail sheets let go— 
Luff! boys, luff! don’t make wry faces— 
Up your top-sails nimbly clew. 
SLOW. 
Now all you at home in safety, 
Shelter’d from the howling storm, 
Tasting joys by heav’n vouchsaf’d ye, 
Of our state faint notions form. 
Round us roars the tempest louder, 
Think what fear each mind enthrals ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatswain calls! 


QUICK. 
The top-sail-yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each course— 
Let the fore-sheet go,—don’t mind, boys, 
Though the weather should be worse 5 
Fore and ait the sprit-sail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen—see all clear— 
Hands up—each preventer-brace set— 
Man the fore-yard—cheer! lads, cheer! 


SLOW. 
Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peal on peal, contending, clash ; 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flash ; 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black sky ; 
Different deaths at once surround us— 
Hark !—-what means that dreadful cry ? 


QUICK. 
The foremast’s gone! cries ev’ry tongue out, 
O’er the lee, twelve feet ’bove deck ; 
A leak beneath the chest-tree’s sprung out— 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces— 
Come, my hearts, be stout and bold; 
Plumb the well—the leak increases— 
Four feet water in the hold! 


SLOW. 
While o’er the ship wild waves are beating, 
We for wives and children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there’s no retreating, 
Alas! to them there’s no return. 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak’d below ; 
Heav’n have mercy here upon us! 
For only that can save us now. 


QUICK. 
O’er the lee-beam is the land, boys— 
Let the guns o’er board be thrown— 
To the pump come ev’ry hand, boys— 
See! our mizen-mast is gone ! 
The leak we’ve found it cannot pour fast, 
We’ve lighten’d her a foot, or more; 
Up, and rig a jury-foremast— 
She rights! she rights! boys, wear off shore. 


LIVELY. 
Now, once more, peace round us beaming, 
Since kind heav’n has say’d our lives, 
From our eyes joy’s tears are streaming 
For our children and our wives. 
Grateful hearts now beat in wonder 
To him who thus prolongs our days ; 
Hush’d to rest the mighty thunder, 
Ey’ry voice bursts forth his praise. 


fHE CHAPTER OF KINGS. 
(Collins. ) 


THE Romans in England they once did sway, 
And the Saxons they after them led the way, 
And they tuge’d with the Danes, till an overthrow 
They both of them got by the Norman bow. 
Yet, barring all pother, the one and the other 
Were all of them kings in their turns. 


Little Willy, the Conqueror, long did reign, 

But Billy, his son, by an arrow was slain, 

And Harry the First was a scholar bright, 

But Stephy was fore’d for his crown to fight. 
Yet, barring, &c. 


Second Harry Plantagenet’s name did bear, 
And Coeur de Lion was his son and heir, 
But Magna Charta we gain’d from John, 
Which Harry the Third put his seal upon. 
Yet, barring, &c. 
There was Teddy the first like a tiger bold, 
But the Second by rebels was bought and sold, 
And Teddy the Third was his subjects’ pride, 
Though his grandson Dicky was popp’d aside. 
Yet, barring, &c. 
There was Harry the Fourth a warlike wight, 
And Harry the Fifth like a cock would fight ; 
Though Henry his son like a chick did pout 
When Teddy his cousin had kick’d him out. 
Yet, barring, &c. 


Poor Teddy the Fifth he was k'lled in bed 


By butchering Dick, who was knock’d on the head, 


Then Harry the Seventh in fame grew big, 
And Harry the Eighth was as fat as a pig. 
Yet, barring, &c. 


With Teddy the Sixth we had tranquil days, 

Though Mary made fire and faggot blaze; 

But good Queen Bess was a glorious dame, 

And bonnie King Jamie from Scotland came. 
Yet, barring, &c. 

Poor Charley the First was a martyr made, 

But Charley his son was a comical blade, 

And Jemmy the Second, when hotly spurr’d, 

Run away, do you see, from Willy the Third. 
Yet, barring, &c. 
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Queen Anne was victorious by land and sea, 

And Georgy the First did with glory sway, 

And, as Georgy the Second and Third are dead, 
Long life to the Georgy we have in their stead ; 
And may his son’s sons, to the end of the chapter, 
All come to be kings in their turn. 


GILLIE LIF 


PHRENOLOGY. 
(Mallinson. ) 


ComE, folks, come to my phrenologic lecturing, 
Every mental faculty I can descry ; 
Bring all your heads with ye—I’ll silence all con- 
jecturing, 
My bump-discerning talents sure none deny. 
For this, good folks, is not a hoax, 
My system orthodox is, O! 
Just only now my hand allow 
To feel your knowledge-boxes, 0! 
Of this bump or that, which from mental causes 
swell up so, 
V’ll make it clear each bumpkin here its organ 
shall develope so ! 
Lumps, bumps, pates, fates, scullery, medullary, 
Phenomena, developed are by Doctor Gall. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Ladies and shentlemans, I be 
come all de vay from Jarmany for to impart to de 
English nation de benefit of phrenology. Allow 
me, sir, to feel your head.”—“ Well, what do you 
feel ?”—** Here’s the organ of disinterestedness as 
pig as a tompling.”— What, that there bump ?” 
—*é Yes.”—“* Well, then, you know a great deal 
about it, for I got that by running my head 
against the pole of a hackney-coach in the Mi- 
nories.” 

Come, folks, come, &c. 


Love’s ogling now no emotion of the soul implies ; 
Lavater and system, if you’d live, renounce 5 
Carbuncle, or grog blossom, no devotion to the 
bowl implies, 
Propensity we only see upon the sconce! 

The swelling heart can ne’er impart its feelings by 
the throb alone, | 

The head that swells much better tells by counting 
of the nobs alone! 

We’ve an ultra intellectually organized nobility. 

umps, bumps, &c. 


SPOKEN.] “‘ Plesh my soul, plesh my soul, 
vata bump! It is the organ of transportation for 
fourteen years.”—‘“* You be d d.’’—** As my 
name is Gail thatis a very bitter remark.” —‘‘ Mas- 
ter, you be talking so much about these here or- 
gans, be they any thing like the organ which is 
played at Vauxhall ?”—“< No, my good fellow, 
the difference is this: the organ at Vauxhall is 
played by keys, which are flats and sharps, but 
the organs of Gallare fingered by flats alone.” 

‘Come, folks, come, &c. 





Senatorial candidates, for suffrages solicitous, 
Must go in shoals, with shaven poles, to poll 
for votes, 
And matrimonial suitors, to terminate felicitous, 
To woo sincere, must now appear as bald as 
coots. 
Don’t, if you wed, expose your head, 
Think what the jade Delilah did, 
What, in his sleep, to get a peep 
At Sampson’s bumps, she slyly did. 
To find, no doubt, the organ out his weakness 
did consist in, 
She shaved his head, and then betrayed him to 
the wicked Philistine. 
Lumps, bumps, &c. 


SPOKEN.] “ My dear sir, permit my hand one 


moment’s proximity to your pericranium. Bless ' 


me, very strange; I beg to inquire if you were 
ever trepanned, sir?””—‘* Never, since my mar- 
riage ; that’s the only time they ever trepanned 
me, and they won’t catch me at that fun again!” 
—<¢ Ah! I declare, here is the organ of adhesive- 
ness.” —“ True, doctor, wery true and wery ad- 
hesive ; it’s a bit of bees-wax I put there to keep 
my vig on, as the vind is high on Wauxhall- 
bridge.” 
Come, folks, come, &c. 


THE LOVELY EEN OF BONNIE BLUE. 
(Burns. ) 


I GA’ED a woeful gate yestreen, 
A gate, I fear, Ill dearly rue: 
I gat my death fra twa sweet ecn, 
?Twas lovely een of bonnie blue. 


*Twas not the golden ringlets bright, 
Her lips like roses wet with dew, 
Her heaving bosom lily white, 
It was her een of bonnie blue. 


She talked, she smiled, my heart she wyl’d, 
She charmed my soul, I wist na how; 

And ay the stound, the deadly wound, 
Cam fra her een of bonnie blue. 


But spare to speak, and spare to speed, 
She'll ablens listen to my vow; 

Should she refuse, I’ll lay my deead 
To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 


GIL LIFE 


POLACCA. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


No more by sorrow chased, my heart 
Shall yield to fell despair ; 

Now joy repels the envenomed dart, 
And conquers every care. 


So in our woods the hunted boar 
On nature’s strength relies ; 
The forest echoes with his roar, 
In turn the hunter flies. 
_ No more by sorrow, &c. 


GLI LIG EL 


BARON DONDER-DRONK-DICKDORF AND. 
MISS QUOLTZ. 


BARON Donder-dronk-dickdorf said, one summer’s 
day, 
« Though wedlock’s a name that revolts, 
Whatever our folks in Westphalia may say, 
I’ve a great mind to marry Miss Quoltz: 
For of all the dear angels that live near the Weser, 
Miss Quoltz is the stoutest and tallest, 
Though of all German barons, ambitious to please 
her, 
I know I’m the shortest and smallest.’ 
Ich mochte gern danzen Waltz, 
Mit der langen schoensten Quoltz. 


Soon Donder-dronk-dickdorf, with amorous phiz, 
On tiptoe imparted his flame ; 
« Ah, Baron! she sigh’d, ‘ what a pity it is, 
You are not half so long as your name.’ 
¢ If names,’ said the baron, were smaller or 
bigger, 
To snit ev’ry size at a pinch, 
Your name, dear Miss Quoltz, to keep up to your 
‘ figure, 
Would measure six foot and an inch.” 
Ich mochte, &c. 
The wedding-day fix’d, both the parties agreed 
That the peasants should dance German waltzes ; 
And drink to the future mix’d long and short breed 
Of the EEE DEORE AE SES EB Quoltzes. 
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To the church, then, on foot, went this ace with 
his size— 
“ What’s this crowd for?’ 
people, 
For a Baron, whose taking (an arch wag replies) 
« A morning’s walk under the steeple.’ 
Ich mochte, &c. 


Before supper, one night, ere their honeymoon fled, 
They so quarrell’d—some wives would have 
struck him— 
But the baroness took up the lord of her bed, 
And over the chimney-piece stuck him. 
As the servant came in, says the baron, ¢ you 
clown, _ 
Not a word when the guests come to sup; 
T have only been giving my wife a set down, 
And she giving me a set up.’ 
Ich mochte, &c. 


cries one of the 


OPP IP aL EF 


LIFE’S A BUMPER. 
(G. Coleman.) 
LIFE’s a bumper, filled by fate, 
Let us guests enjoy the treat, 
Nor, like silly mortals, pass 
Life as *twere but half a glass; 
Let this scene with joy be crowned, 
Let the glee and catch go round ; 
All the sweets of life combine, 
Mirth and music, love and wine. 
THE WOOD-CUTTER. 
(Cross. ) 
I’m a cutter of wood, and with blocks oft contend, 
But a. blockhead should be, could I cut an old 
friend, 
Mother swore I good-humour drew in with my 
breath, 
And was ma cross-grain’d, but when cutting my 
teeth. 
Radarer row, tandera ra, 
Radaver, taderer, tandera ra. 
Some folks cut a lawyer, and some folks a dun, 
Some folks cut a figure, and some folks cut none ; 
A caper some cut from stern justice’s tree, 
But that I’d decline, ’tis a cut above me. 
Raderer row, &c. 
Some cut off supplies, and some cut a good place, 
Some cut off the nose, in revenge to the face ; 
Look spectacle-like, yet should blindness come on, 
Would find no nose left to hang spectacles on. 
Raderer row, &c. 
About playing their cards, sometimes kingdoms 
fall out ; 
When foes branch too far, we must lop ’em, no 
doubt ; 
The axe to the tree should be ready to put, 
For whenever they shuffle, our duty’s to cut. 
Raderer row, &c. 
A MASTER I HAVE, AND I AM HIS MAN. 
(O’Keefe.) 
A MASTER I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And he’ll get a wife as fast as he can, 
With a haily, gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling, 
Galloping galloway, draggle-tail dreary dun. 
I saddled his steed so fine and so gay, 
_ Galloping dreary dun; 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
With our haily, &c. 
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We canter’d along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
The nightingale sung instead of the lark, 
With her haily, &c. 


We met with a friar, and ask’d him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
By the Lord, says the friar, you are both astray 
With your haily, &c. 
Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
We wander alone, like babes in the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 
My master’s a fighting, and I’ll take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
But now I think on it—I’d better go sleep, 
With my haily, &c. 


GOLP LIP RP 


THE OBSTINATE DAUGHTER. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


IF a daughter you have she’s the plague of your 
life, 
No peace you shall know, though you’ve buried 
your wife ; 
At twenty, she mocks at the duty you taught her, 
Oh! what a plague is an obstinate daughter. 
Sighing and whining! 
Dying and pining! 
Oh! what a plague is an obstinate daughter. 
When scarce in their teens, they have wit to per- 
plex us, 
With letters and lovers for ever they vex us, 
While each still rejects the fair suitor you’ve brought 
her ; 
Oh! what a plague is an obstinate daughter. 
Wrangling and dangling! 
Flouting and pouting! 
Oh! what a plague is an obstinate daughter. 


LPL LLL EL 


HE’S AYE A KISSING ME. 


I WINNA marry ony mon but Sandy o’er the lee; 

I winna ha’ the dominee, for guid he canna be; 

But I will ha’ my Sandy lad, my Sandy o’er the 
lee ; 

For he’s aye a kissing, kissing, aye a kissing me. 

I will na have the minister, for all his godly looks, 

Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 
crooks 3; 

I will not have the ploughman lad, nor yet will I 
the miller ; 

But I will have my Sandy lad, without one penny 
siller. 

For he’s aye a kissing, &c. 

I will not have the soldier lad, for he gangs to the 
war, 

I will not have the sailor lad, because he smells of 
tar; 

I will not have the lord or laird, for aw their 
mickle gear; 

But I will have my Sandy lad, my Sandy o’er 
the meir. 

For he’s aye a kissing, &c. 


PLP LL ILS 


MY GAUNTLET’S DOWN. 
(Kenney. ) 
My gauntlet’s down, my flag unfurled, 
Whate’er my fortune be, 


For thee, my love, I’d lose the world, 
Or win a world in thee! 


Yes! thou shalt be my polar star, 
O’er youth’s bewildering tide ; 
To lands of promised bliss afar, 
My bright and beaming guide. 
My gauntlet’s down, di. 
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FLOW, THOU REGAL PURPLE STREAM. 

(O’Keefe.) 

FLow, thou regal purple stream, 

Tinted by the solar beam, 

In my goblet sparkling rise, 

Cheer my heart, and glad mine eyes ; 

My brain ascends on fancy’s wing, 

’Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 


While I live, V’ll lave my clay ; 

When I’m dead and gone away, 

Let my thirsty subjects say, 

A month he reigned, and that was May. 


GLE LP IOGF 


CAPTAIN WATTLE AND MISS ROE. 
( Dibdin.) 
Dip you ever hear of Captain Wattle ?— 
He was all for love, and a little for the bottle. 
We know not, though pains we have taken to 
inquire, 
if gunpowder he invented, or the Thames set on 
fire ; 
If to him was the centre of gravity known, 
The longitude, or the philosopher’s stone ; 
Or whether he studied from Bacon or Boyle, 
Copernicus, Locke, Katerfelto, or Hoyle; 
But this we have learnt, with great labour and pain, 
That he loved Miss Roe, and she loved him again. 


Than _sweet Miss Roe none e’er looked fiercer, 

She had but one eye, and that was a piercer. 

We know not, for certainty, her education ; 

If she wrote, mended stockings, or settled the 
nation ; 

Atcards, if she liked whist, and swabbers or voles ; 

Or at dinner lov’d pig, or a steak on the coals ; 

Whether most of the Sappho she was, or Tha- 
lestris, : 

Or if dancing was taught her by Hopkins or Vestris ; 

But, for your satisfaction, this good news we obtain, 

That she loved Captain Wattle, and he loved her 
again. 

When wedded he became lord and master, depend 
on’t; 

He had but one leg, but he’d a foot at the end on’t, 

Which of government when she would fain hold 
the bridle, 

He took special caution should never lie idle ; 

So, like most married folks, ’twas ‘ my plague and 
my chicken!’ 

And sometimes a kissing and sometimes a kicking ; 

Then, for comfort, a cordial she’d now and then 
try, 

Alternately piping or bunging her eye; 

And these facts of this couple the history contain ; 

For when he kicked Miss Roe, she kicked him 
again. 

THE LIFE OF A JEW. 
(Bryant. ) 

WHEN I was a little boy, I often was well bang’d, 

And the people all did say, I was born for to be 
hang’d ; 

But whoever did say so, you’ll own he vas a fool, , 

For dey only said that thing because I fled from 
school. 


SPOKEN.] No, I never liked my school, they 
vanted me to learn Greeks and Hebrews; but no, 
I didn’t like it. I never vent farther than vulgar 
fractions, and there was only von rule that I was 
perfect in; it vasn’t book-keeping, but it vas to 
sell every new pook I got to treat Rachael Aaron’s 
to lollipops; and then my master would tell the 
poys to horse me; so I didn’t like it, and sang, 

Tol lol la ral, &c. 


As prentice then I vent, but didn’t like my trabe, 

And vy, because I lov’d a little charming maid, 

She serv’d behind the bar, all down there in 
Duke’s Place, 

And, lord, she von my heart, when she did show 
her face. 


SPOKEN.] Yes; oh, she was peautiful, and 
somehow I had such a coaxing vay with her, that 
sometimes I vould give her a kiss in the par—then 
in the kitchen, and then—I knows where—till von 
day she was taken very ill, and in three weeks a 
peadle came with the great stick, and told me 1 
vas vanted—Who vants me? says I. The pretty 
par-maid, says he. Well I vent, and pless my 
heart, if she didn’t vant to give mea great fat child, 
but I vas too deep,—TI had been at the bar before, 
and I sang, 

Tol lol la ral, &c. 


Den I grew up a man, took Rachael as my wife, 
And now we’ve pretty babes, the comfort of my life ; 
Ven Sabbath comes, oh then we’re happy and 
we're gay, 
And vat ve tries to do is to drive dull care away. 
SPOKEN.] Ah, she says to me, pless your pretty 
face, give me a kiss—vell so I does—and I kisses 
Solomons, and Isaacs, and Aarons, and Samuels, 
and Jacobs, and Rachael, our little daughter, and 
Batsy, and all the pretty little devils, and I tells 
’em I loves ’em—and ven we go to bed, it would 
do your heart good to hear us all snore, and sing, 
Tol lol la ral, &c. 


But now I’se grown quite rich, I’ve chink enough 
to spare, 

And I’ve a heart that’s good—though Christan 
folk may stare ; 

To dry affliction’s tear I always mean-to try, 

I’ll give the hungry food, and drink unto the dry. 


SPOKEN.] Ay, to be sure I will; for when we 
have plenty, we should let the world know it by 
the good actions we do, and I don’t care, an honest 
Christian is the same to me as an honest Jew; for 
if they are both hungry, von can eat as vell as the 
other; therefore I always mean to do unto others 
as I would be done by: then I shall be able to 
sing, Tol lol la ral, &c. 


LILL OL IF, 


THE CORINTHIAN’S DIARY. 
( Greenwood.) 


SUNDAY got floored in groggy plight, 
Monday quite stale, took anti-bilious, 
Pester’d by nausea, nerves not right, 
And noisy duns quite supercilious. 
A dish of Mocha, ’chovy toast, 
Remov’d the spasms, increas’d attrition ; 
So started, when I’d skimm’d the Post, 
To Tattersall’s, in high condition. 


Tuesday got clean’d at Rouge et Noir, 
And done quite brown, was fore’d to toddle, 
So then I vow’d to play no more, 
Lest like a lame duck I should waddle. 
Wednesday reflected, cursed each star, 
Swore never more a card to handle ; 
Went to the Fives’ Court, saw them spar, 
And patroniz’d Cribb, Neat, and Randall. 


Thursday bowl’d down to Ascot Heath, 

To sport my blunt upon the races ; 
Rode my own mare almost to death, 

For I had won three steeple-chases : 
Clean’d out again, I came away, 

Quite undismay’d, though out of feather ; 
At night I bolted to the play, 

To drown ill-luck and care together. 
Met with a spree, two glorious frays, 

So went to work—I hate hong parleys, 
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Kick'a up a row, then starr’d the glaze, 
And mill’d in style a brace of charleys. 

Morris’d away to Almack’s Rooms, 
Danced a quadrille alert and showy ; 

Call’d at the Finish, mops and brooms, 
And tumbled to bed as drunk as Chloe. 


Friday I went to see dear Nance, 
But found a covey there before me 3 
Was fore’d to bolt, I’d lost my chance, 
But Kate I knew would still adore me; 
So off I set—stay’d Saturday, : 
My comforts took, then home departed : 
Book’d for next week, with spirits gay, 
I for fresh game on Sunday started. 


PPE LE LL 


THE DEATH OF NELSON. 
( Arnold.) 
RECITATIVE. 


O’ER Nelson’s tomb, with silent grief oppress’d, 


Britannia mourn’d her hero, now at rest 
2 3, 


But those bright laurels ne’er shall fade with years, 


Whose leaves are water’d by a nation’s tears. 


AIR. 
’Twas in Trafalgar’s bay, 
We saw the Frenchmen lay, 
Each heart was bounding then ; 
We scorn’d the foreign yoke, 
Our ships were British oak, 
And hearts of oak our men. 
Our Nelson mark’d them on the wave, 
Three cheers our gallant seamen gave, 
Nor thought of home or beauty ; 
Along the line-this signal ran, 
«« England expects that ev’ry man 
This day will do his duty.” 


And now the cannons roar 
Along the affrighted shore, 
Our Nelson led the way, 
His ship the Vict’ry nam‘d ; 
Long be that Vict’ry fam’d, 
For vict’ry crown’d the day. 
But dearly was that conquest bought, 
Too well the gallant hero fought, 
For England, home, and beauty ; 
He cried, as ’midst the fire he ran, 
«< England excepts that ev’ry man 
This day will do his duty.” 


At last the fatal wound, 
Which spread dismay around, 

The hero’s breast receiv’d ; 
«« Heav’n fights on our side, 
The day’s our own,” he cried ; 

«< Now long enough I’ve liv’d! 

In honour’s cause my life was past, 
In honour’s cause I fall at last, 

For England, home, and beauty!” 
Thus ending life as he began, 
England confess’d, that evry man 

That day had done his duty. 


GRIPS L ORF 


BE MINE, DEAR MAID. 


(Terry. ) 
BE mine, dear maid, this faithful heart 
Can never prove untrue ; 
’Twere easier far with life to part, 
Than cease to live for you, 
My soul, gone forth from this lone breast, 
Lives only, love, in thine; 
There is its holy home of rest, 
Its dear, its chosen shrine. 
Then turn thee not away, my dear, 
Oh, turn thee not away, love; 
For by the light of truth I swear, 
To love thee night and day, love. 


‘Tis not mine eye thy beauty loves, 
Mine ear thy tuneful voice ; 
But ’tis my heart thy heart approves, 
A life enduring choice. __ 
The lark shall first forget to sing, 
When morn unfolds the east, 
E’er I by change or coldness wring 
Thy fond confiding breast. 
Then turn, &c. 


GIL ILILDF- 


FRANKY DEAR. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
Air—“ When in Death I shall calm recline. ° 


WHEN for breath you shall calm recline, 
Oh, take this bottle, my Franky dear, 
*Twill cheer your soul with red port wine ; 
Taste it, love, while you linger here. 
But if thy legs, false-hearted lover, 
Out at my door shall gladly skip ; 
Oh then thy Dolly around shall hover, 
And poison each drop that bathes thy lip. 


Take this stick, *twill the foe set quaking, 
When thy troops are for battle ripe ; 
Take this coat of thy own true making ; 
Take, oh, take this tobacco-pipe. 
Oh! my heart is with sorrow cranky ; 
Up and down how I feel it heave ; 
One more take, and adieu, my Franky, 
With a curtsey—I take my leave. 
LOVELY, WINNEY. 
(Upton. ) 
AP MORGAN was a Cambrian boy, 
And drove his goats o’er hills and dells, 
And oft he sang the song of joy, 
Or listened to the village bells ; 
When peerless Winney caught his eye, 
And, ah! from then the simple ninney 
Was heard to mourn, was heard to cry, 
Hur’s lost hur heart to lovely Winney— 
Hur heart, poor heart! : 
Hur heart—look you, ' 
Hur’s lost hur heart to lovely Winney. 


The damask rose on Winney’s cheek 
All-tempting sweet appeared to view, 
And would you glist’ning diamonds seek, 
They sparkled in her eyes so blue. 
The wond’ring shepherd heaved a sigh, 
And, ah! from then, &c. 


Sweet Winney blushed, and hung her head, 
Nor knew for why she turned aside ; 
When thus the love-taught peasant said, 
And will hur be Ap Morgan’s bride? 
The Cambrian girl made no reply, 
But sure her eyes informed the ninney : 
No longer mourn, no longer sigh, 
Hur’s won the heart, hur has, of Winney— 
Hur heart—poor heart! 
Hur heart—look you, 
Ap Morgan’s got the heart of Winney. 


° GLLIP LICL 


ON BY THE SPUR OF VALOUR GOADED. 


ON by the spur of valour goaded, 

Pistols primed, and carbines loaded, 
Courage strikes on hearts of steel, 

While each spark through the dark gloom of 
night, 

Lends a clear and a cheering light, 
Who a fear or doubt can feel, 
Who a fear or doubt can feel, 

While each spark, &c. 





So 
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Like serpents now through thickets creeping, 
Then on our prey like lions leaping ; 
Calvette, to the onset lead us, 
Let the weary traveller dread us, 
Struck with terror and amaze, 
While our swords with lightning blaze ; 
Thunder to our carbines roaring, 
Bursting clouds, in torrents pouring, 
Wash the sanguine dagger’s blade. 
Ours a free and roving trade, 

To the onset let’s away, 

Valour calls and we obey. 

To the onset, &c. 


NOW PHCBUS SINKETH. 
( Milton.) 


Now Phebus sinketh in the west, 
Welcome song and welcome jest, 
Midnight shout and revelry, 

Tipsy dance and jollity. 

Braid your locks with rosy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with scrup’lous head, 
Strict Age and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws, in slumber lie. 


GPP IPL II? 


THE OUSEL COCK. 
(Shakspeare.) . 


THE ousel cock, so black of hue, 
With orange-tawney bill, — 

The throstle with his note so true, 
The wren with little quill: 

The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 
The plain song-cuckoo gray, 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 
And dare not answer nay. 


PILE LIP EF 


PLATO’S ADVICE. 
( Pilkington.) 

Says Plato, why should man be vain? 

Since bounteous heaven has made him great, 
Why looketh he with insolent disdain 

On those undecked with wealth or state? 
Can splendid robes or beds of down, 

Or costly gems that deck the fair, 
Can all the glories of a crown 

Give health, or ease the brow of care? 


The sceptred king, the burthened slave, 
The humble, and the haughty, die ; 

The rich, the poor, the base, the brave, 
In dust without distinction lie! 

Go, search the tombs where monarchs rest, 
Who once the greatest titles bore, 

The wealth and glory they possessed, 
And all their honours are no more! 


So glides the meteor through the sky, 
And spreads along a gilded train ; 
But, when its short-lived beauties die, 
Dissolves to common air again: 
So ’tis with us, my jovial souls! 
Let friendship reign while here we stay ; 
Let’s crown our joys with flowing bowls, 
When Jove us calls we must away. 


WHY, GOOD PEOPLE, ARE YOU GAZING. 
(Translated, by W. M‘Gregor Logan, from Weber.) 


Why, good people, are you gazing? 
Whom, good people, are you praising ? 
Doff your hats, I’m king to-day, 

De you hear me, ay, ay, ay? 


Never mind, I will not slight thee ; 
Come to-morrow, I invite thee ; 
. Grant to others something pray, 
Look at this, sir, ay, ay, ay? 
How these stars and flowers adorn me, 
Now what huntsman dares to scorn me? 
So, -you lost the prize to-day, 
So, you miss’d it, ay, ay, ay? 
GILLI LIIF 


I WILL NOT HAVE YOU, HARRY. 


No, Harry, no, I will not wed, 
Nor am I won by all you’ve said, 
And, therefore, will not marry ; 
You men are false, yes, all of you, 
And with fine words poor maids subdue, 
But [’ll not have you, Harry, 
No, no, no, no, so prithee go, 
I will not have you, Harry. 
You men will tell us this and that, 
And when we listen to your chat, 
Are oft seduced to marry ; 
But yet, you flatter to deceive, 
Then leave poor girls to sigh and grieve, 
So Pll not have you, Harry, , 
No, no, no, no, &c. 
Yet should I, should I feel inclined, 
Some future day, to change my mind, 
And, like some others, marry, 
Tt must be when I’ve tried your heart, 
Ere I with mine and freedom part, 
So yet won’t have you, Harry, 
No, no, no, no, &c. 


PAT MURPHY. 
(Coleman. ) 


WHEN I was a boy in my father’s mud edifice, 
Tender and bare as a pig inastye, 
Out at the door, as I looked with a steady phiz, 
Who but Pat Murphy, the piper, came by: 
Says Paddy, but few play this music—can you 
play? 
Says I, I can’t tell, for I never did try ; 
Then he told me that he had a charm, 
To make the pipe prettily speak, 
Then he squeezed a bag under his arm, 
And sweetly set up a squeak, 
With a far rar lal lal ral lal lu, 
Och hone! how he handled the drone, 
And then such sweet music he blew, 
’T would have melted the heart of a stone. 


Your pipe, says I, Paddy, so neatly comes over 
me, 
Naked Ill wander wherever it blows, 
And if my father should try to recover me, 
Sure it can’t be by describing my clothes. 
The music I hear now gets hold of my ear now, 
And leads me all over the world by the nose, 
So I follow’d his bag-pipe so sweet, 
And sung, as I leaped like a frog, 
Adieu to my family seat, 
And was presently placed in a bog. 
With a far ral lal lar ral lal lu, &c. 


Full five years I followed him, nothing could sun- 
der us, 
Till he one morning had taken a sup, 
And slid from a bridge in a river just under us, 
Souse to the bottom, just like a blind pup; 
I roared out, and bawled out, and lustily called 
out, 
Oh! Paddy, my friend, don’t you mean to come 
up? 
He ty dead as the nail in the door,’ 
Poor Paddy was laid on the shelf, 
So I cook up his pipes on the shore, 
And now I've set up for myself, 
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With a turala, lurala lu, 
To be sure I’ve not got the knack 
'T» play far ral lal lar ral lal la, 
With a dideroo bubberoo whack. 


OP OPP ELL 


WILLIAM AND JONATHAN. 


WILLIAM and Jonathan came to town together ; 
William bronght learning, and Jonathan some 
leather : 
Said William to Jonathan, what d’ye mean to do? 
Said Jonathan to William, I ean sole a shoe, 
With my leather, lap-stone, hammer, nippers, 
pegging-awl, and bristles. 


Said Jonathan to William, pray, what is your 
intention ? 

William talk’d of things far above his compre- 
hension ; 

He meant to write poetry, pamphlets, songs, and 
plays, 

Epitaphs, epigrams, and puffs, the wind to raise. 

With his Latin, Greek, grammar, syntax, pro- 

sody, and logic. 


It chanced that they lodged in the same house 
together, 

Vill stuck close to books, and Jonathan to leather ; 
While Johnny in the cellar as any hog grew fat, 
Poor Will in the garret was as thin as a starved cat. 

With their leather, Latin, hammer, grammar, 
pegging-awl, and logic. 
When they had liv’d in town for years nearly 
twenty 5 : 
Will was very poor, but Jonathan had plenty ; 
When meeting one day, they compar’d notes 
together, 
And clearly prov’d that learning wasn’t half so 
good as leather. 
Sing leather, lapstone, hammer, nippers, peg- 
ging-awl, and bristles. 


CLE LOLS DF 


TWILL BE ALL ONE A HUNDRED 
HENCE. 
(T. Mozeen,) 
ComE, bind my hair, ye wood-nymphs fair, 
With ivy wreaths come bind my brows ; 
Hence grief and woe, and pain and care, 
To Bacchus Ill devote my vows. 


Dull Cynic rules are fit for schools, 
Let those digest the food who can ; 

But love and wine shall still be mine, 
Oh, let me laugh out all my span. 


No wounds of love e’er let me feel, 

But such as spring from eyes and shapes ; 
A curse on those that come by steel, 

I hate all blood but blood of grapes. 


Then fill up high the bowl, 

That I may drink and laugh at fools of sense ; 
What need we fear to want next year, 

’T will be all one a hundred hence. 


OLLI LIL 


LIFE IS DARKENED O’ER WITH WOE. 
(Translated, by W. M‘Gregor Logan, from Weber. ) 


LIFE is darkened o’er with woe, 
Bid the ruddy nectar flow ; 
Wine’s the soul of joy below: 
Bless’d by Bacchus, rosy wine 
*Makes a mortal half divine ; 
Fill, oh fil! the cup before thee, 
Bacchus, Bacchus, I adore thee. 


Life is darkened o’er with woe, 
Rid the rnddy nectar flow ; 
Love’s the soul of joy below : 


Bless’d by beauty, rosy wine 
Makes a mortal all divine ; 
Fill, oh fill the cup before thee ; 

Venus, Venus, I adore thee. 


GPaIOLaDF 


THE NEWSPAPER; or, CROSS READINGS 


I WANTS a place, and who does not? 

I wish I’d as good as zum volk got; 

I'd not disagree for a guinea or two, 

If I’d plenty of money and nothing to do ; 

Zuppose in the paper I takes a look, 

Why, ’tis like all the world written down in a book. 

[ Looks at a paper.| Here’s wanting, and wanted, 
and news rather old, 

And much to be given, and more to be sold. 


READS.] Here be persons and property pro- 
tected—in the flying mercury mail coach, which be 
overturned twice a week at the corner of Rattle- 
bone-lane—and every soul on board, except the 
purser—committed to hard labour—at a public 
dinner, where the chairman drank—fifteen hogs- 
heads of London particular Madeira-—when he was 
fully committed for picking pockets in company 
with—Orator Hunt—and two disorderly women, 
who were—exposed for sale last week in Chelms- 
ford market at four-pence halfpenny per pound— 
with a child’s caul, the property of a lady who has 
no farther use for it. 


With politics, law, and each blank a great prize, 
Besides a few more unaccountable lies. 


Here’s doctors will cure, be the matter what will, 
And empty your pockets, with wonderful skill— 
Here’s law versus logic, and bills of the play, 
With fashions, and fires, and Martin and Day ; 
Here’s dye for the hair, and the wig club so rare, 
Selling off at prime cost, and a hint to the fair, 
Here’s novels and poems by dozens and scores ; 
The learned pig Toby, and other great bores. 


REeEaDs.] To be sold by auction, a young woman 
who lived three years in her last place, and is war- 
ranted to—go 1000 miles in 100 hours—at forty- 
one shillings per chaldron, pool measure—from 
the Swan with two Necks, Lad-lane, where— 
places for the boxes may be taken—usual way at 
fifteen per cent.—and no questions asked—N.B. a 
lamp in the passage—and a fine toned square 
piano forte, with additional keys—warranted sound, 
wind and limb—by Highfiyer, out of—Miss Scott, 
who never has performed elsewhere—and a guinea 
the groom—which must all be drawn in one day— 
at the sign of the Three Flying Feather-Beds, 
where the landlord being—condemned to receive 
100 lashes—the same was shared in two quarters, 
three eighths, and two sixteenths—at the Mansion- 
house before the Lord Mayor—for the benefit of— 
scavengers, nightmen, and rubbish-carters—who 
are about to enter into a matrimonial state—at 
Charlotte-House, opposite Rowland Hill’s chapel— 
no cure—no pay — where subscribers are daily 
taken with— 


Politics, law, and each blank a great prize, 
Besides a few more unwarrantable lies. 


GLI IL IIL 


WHEN FIRST LOVE CAME TO DWELL ON 
EARTH. 


(Moncrieff. ) 


WHEN first love came to dwell on earth, 
A wicked rogue was he ; 
Till heaven gave sweet marriage birth, 
That clipp’d his wings might be ; 
With marriage join’d, love proved, they tell, 
A sad and constant thing ; 
Then if you’d chime in, sir, with Bell, 
At church give her a ring! 
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When first love single rov’d the earth, 
He frighten’d beauty’s doves ; ; 

But join’d with marriage—soon had birth, 
A train of little loves. 

Love, wild and free, is false as well, 
"Tis marriage truth must bring ; 

Then if you’d chime in, sir, with Bell, 
At church give her a ring! 


GILL IEL IS 


THE G@RAY-EYED AURORA. 
(Dibdin.) 


fHE gray-eyed Aurora, in saffron array, 
’Twixt my curtains in vain took a peep 5 
And though broader and broader still brightened 
the day, 
Nought could wake me, so sound did I sleep. 
At length, rosy Phoebus look’d full in my face, 
Full and fervent, and nothing would do, 
Till the dogs yelp’d impatient, and longed for a 
chase, 
And shouting appeared the whole crew. 


Come on, yoics, honeys! hark forward, my boys, 
There ne’er was so charming a morn ; 
Follow, follow! wake, Echo! to share in our joys. 
Now the music, now Echo,—mark! mark! 
_ Hark! hark! 
The silver-mouthed hounds, and the mellow- 
toned horn, 


Fresh as that smiling morning from which they 
drew breath, 
My companions are ranged on the plain ; 
Blest with rosy contentment, that’s nature’s best 
wealth, 
Which monarchs aspire to in vain : 
Now spirits, like fire, every bosom invade ; 
And now we in order set out ; 
*While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland, 
and glade, 
Re-volleys the air-rending shout. 
Come on, yoics, &c. 


Now Renard’s unearthed, and runs fairly in view; 
Now we’ve lost him, so subtily he turns, 
But the scent lies so strony, still we fearless pur- 
= Sue 
While each object impatiently burns : 
Hark! Babbler gives tongue, and Fleet, Driver, 
and Sly ; 
The fox now the covert forsakes ; 
Again he’s in view, let us after him fly ; 
Now, now to the river he takes. 
Come on, yoics, &c. 


From the river poor Renard can make but one 
push ; 
No longer so proudly he flies ; 
‘Tired, jaded, worn out, we are close to his brush, 
And, conquered, like Cesar, he dies ; 
And now in high glee to the board we repair, 
Whete sat as we jovially quaff ; 
His portion of merit let every man share, 
And promote the convivial laugh. 
Come on, yoics, &c. 


Oe eee ee 


FREE-MASON’S SONG. 
Air—“< By Jive, I'll be free.””—(B. Clarke.) 


To the science that virtue and art do maintain, 

Let the muse pay her tribute in soft gliding strain ; 

Those mystic perfections so fond to display, 

As far as allowed to poetical lay ; 

Each profession and class of mankind must agree 

That masons alone are the men who are free. 
The men who are free, &c. 
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Their origin they with great honour can trace 
From the sons of religion and singular grace ; 
Great Hiram and Solomon, virtue to prove, 
Made this the grand secret of friendship and love ; 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree 
That masons, of all men, are certainly free. 

Are certainly free, &c. 


The smart and the beau, the coquet and the prude, 

The dull and the comic, the heavy and rude, 

In vain may inquire, then fret, and despise 

An art that’s still secret ’gainst all they devise ; 

Each profession and class of mankind must agree 

That masons, though secret, are loyal and free. 
Are loyal and free, &c. 


Commit it to thousands of different mind, 
And this golden precept you’ll certainly find, 
Nor interest or terror can make them reveal, 
Without just admittance, what they should conceal ; 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree 
That masons alone are both secret and tree. 

Both secret and free, &c. 


Fair virtue and friendship, religion and love, 
The motive of this noble science still prove ; 
’Tis the lock and the key of the most godly rules, 
And not to be trusted to knaves or to fools. 
Each profession and class oi mankind must ayree 
That ancient free-masons are steady and free. 
Are steady and tree, &c. 
The Isr’lites distinguish’d their friends from their 
foes 
By signs and by characters ; then say why should 
those, 
Of vice and unbelief, be permitted to pry 
Into secrets that masons alone should descry ? 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree 
That masons of all men are secret and free. 
Are secret and free, &e. 


The dunce he imagines that science and art 
Depend on some compact or magical part! 
Thus men are so stupid to think that the cause 
Of our constitution’s against divine laws: 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree, 
That masons are jovial, religious, and free. 

Religious and free, &e. 
Push about the brisk bowl, let it circling pass ; 
Let each chosen brother lay hold of his glass, ~ 
And drink to the heart that will always conceal, 
And the tongue that our secrets will never reveal: 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree, 
That the sons of old Hiram are certainiy free. 

Are certainly free, &c. 


GLE LIEPEF 


BANKS OF BONNY DOON. 
( Burns.) 
YE banks and braes of bonny Doon, 
How can ye bloom so fresh and fair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae waery fu’ 0’ care? 
Ye’ll break my heart, ye little birds, 
That wanton through the flow’ring thorn, 
Ye mind me of departed joys, 
Departed, never to return. 
Oft have I roam’d by bonny Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine, 
Where ilka bird sung 0’ its love, 
And fondly sae did I o’ mine, 
Wi lightsome heart, I pu’d a rose, 
Fw’ sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
But my fause love a’ stole my rose, 
But, ah! he left the thorn to me. 


ADDITIONAL, NOT BY BURNS. 
Ye roses, blaw your bonny blooms, 
And draw the wild birds by the burn; 
For Luman promis’d me a ring, 
And ye maun aid me should I mourn. 
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Ah! na, na, na, ye needna mourn, 
My een are dim and drowsy worn; 

Ye bonny birds, ye needna sing, 
For Luman never can return. 


My Luman’s love, in broken sighs, 
At dawn of day by Doon ye’se hear, 
And mid-day, by the willow green, 
For him Ill shed a silent tear, 
Sweet birds, I ken ye’ll pity me, 
And join me wi’ a plaintive sang, 
While echo wakes, and joins the mane 
I mak for him I loe’d sae lang, 


THE TOOTH-ACHE. 
(Hudson.) 
Air—“ There’s na luck about the House.” 


THE other night I went to bed, 
And thought some sleep to take 5 
But scarcely had laid down my head, 
When forced to keep awake. 
That devil, called the tooth-ache, comes 
Without an invitation, 
And got tight hold of my stumps and gums, 
And swore he’d keep his station. 
Of all the pains we’re subject to 
From our birth till we’re turn’d to dust, 
I think you all will own it true, 
The tooth-ache is the worst. 


As soon as he came to me he said, 

«« Old friend, you feel I’ve come ;” 
Myself I lifted up in bed, 

For the pain had struck me dumb. 
I turned myself from left to right, 

And then turned back again ; 
Sieep from my eye-lids took his flight, 

And I call’d him back in vain. 

Of all the pains, &c. 


We sometimes show light to old Nick, 
So, says I, “‘ Mr. Tooth-ache, pray 
Be so kind as to leave me quick, 
And take yourself away. ae 
You’ve stuck tight to me through my life, 
In your pains I am no dunce ; 
Resides, you know, I’ve got a wife, 
And one plague’s enough at once.” 
Of all the pains, &c. 


Says Tooth-ache, ‘‘ I knew you when a boy, 
I know you now a man, 
And if you want a good employ, 
Get rid of me how you can. 
And though, when free of me, I know, 
You laugh and joke at my pain; 
But can you laugh now?” says I, “ Oh, no! 
I never will do it again.” 
Of all the pains, &c. 


I took my wife’s flannel petticoat 
And wrapp’d it round my head, 
Pinn’d it underneath my throat, 
(Flannel’s warm ’tis said). 
I then quite under the clothes did creep, 
But Sleep ne’er came in view, 
For Mr. Tooth-ache swore that Sleep 
Should have the tooth-ache too. 
Of all the pains, &c. 


I stuck to the petticoat every night, 
And had many a tedious bout ; 
At last, to my comfort, joy, and delight, 
I fairly drove him out. 
To drive away the tooth-ache’s sting 
The petticoat is clever, 
And in its praise I loudly sing, 
The petticoat for ever! 
Of all the pains, 


t 


&e, 


MY COTTAGE IN THE GROVE. 


Now wanton gales perfume the glade, 

Beneath the woodbine’s fragrant shade 
Each shepherd tells his love ; 

From all that’s fresh, from all that’s fair, 

I’ve cull’d each sweet to deck with care 
My cottage in the grove. 


Ah! come, Eliza, lovely maid, _ 
Come, share with me the rural shade ; 
Ah! come, and be my love. 
Here harmony delights to dwell, 
Content is found within the cell 
Of my cottage in the grove. 


Here, roses red and roses white, 

Your rival sweets, come, here unite, 
These rural joys to prove ; 

Here music charms with magic sound 

While love and pleasure reign around, 
Of my cottage in the grove, 


GIPOLLOPD 


THE FLITCH OF BACON. 


SINCE Dick and Nell were man and wife, 
They loved each other dearly, 

Their days had all been free from strife, 
And time had glided cheerly ; 

They thought of all the wedded throng, 
Their plea must first be taken, 

So cheek by jowl they jogged along, 
To claim the flitch of bacon. 


Now, on the road, says Dick to Nell, 
If things are managed fairly, 

In future we’ll do passing well, 
Ods bobs! we’ll guttle rarely ; 

We ne’er have quarrelled day or night, 
So, faith, I’m much mistaken, 

If e’er a pair have half the right 
To claim the flitch of bacon. 


My dear, says Nell, to sell the fiitch, 
Do let me now persuade ye ; 

*T will help to make you mainly rich, 
And I so fine a lady. 

So say no more, but let the prize 
To market straight be taken, 

For sure “twill prove us monstrous wise 
To sell the flitch of bacon. 


Now each persisting, tit for tat, 
On their respective cases, 

They fought at last like dog and cat, 
And scratched each other’s faces. 

Thus those who strive to gut their fish, 
Before its safely taken, 

Like Dick and Nell, oft spoil their dish, 
Who lost the flitch of bacon. 


a a a a a 


FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND WINE. 
(From Anacreon. ) 


IF gold could lengthen life, I swear, 

It then should be my only care 

To get a heap, that I might say 

When Death comes to demand his prey, 
Thou slave take this and go thy way. 
But since riches cannot save 

Mortals from the gloomy grave, 

Give me freely, while I live, 

Generous wine in plenty give, 

Soothing joys my life to cheer, 

Beauty kind, and friends sincere ; 
Happy, happy, when I find 

Friends sincere and beauty kind, 

Let me, while I live, entwine 

The joys of friendship, love, and wine. 
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He werry much applauded her for what she’d done, 
And quickly he made her first lieutenant L 
Of the gallant---TH UNDER-BOMB. 1) 








BILLY TAYLOR. 


BILLY TAYLOR was a gay young fellow, 
Full of mirth and full of glee, 

And his heart he did diskiver 
To a lady fair and free, 


Four-and-twenty stout young fellows, 
Clad they were in blue array, 

Came and press’d poor Billy Taylor, 
And forthwith sent him to sea. 


Soon his true love follow’d a’ter, 
Under the name of Richard Carr, 

And her lily white hands she daub’d all over 
With the nasty pitch and tar. 


When they came to the first engagement, 
Bold she fit amongst the rest, 

Until a cannon-ball did cut her jacket open, 
And diskiver’d her lily white breast, 


When the captain com’d for to hear on’t, 
Says he, * Vat vind has blown you here? 
Says she, ‘ I come for to seek for my true love, 
Whom you press’d, and I love so dear.” 


“If you come for to seek for your true love; 
Tell unto me his name, I pray.’ 

‘ His name, kind sir, is Billy Taylor, 
Whom you press’d and sent to sea.’ 


* If his name is Billy Taylor, 
He’s both cruel and severe : 
For rise up early in the morning, 
And you'll see him with a lady fair.’ 


With that she ros’d up in the morning, 
Early as by break of day ; 

And she met her Billy Taylor, 
Walking with a lady gay. 


Forthwith she call’d for sword and pistol 
Which did come at her cmearend: ; 
And she shot her Billy Taylor, 
ue his fair one in his hand. 





When the captain com’d for to hear on’t. 


He werry much applauded her for what sho’ - 
done, 


And quickly he made her first lieutenant 


Of the gallant—THUNDER-BOMB. 
CLL LOL F 


WILLIAM AND SUSAN, 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


WHEN forced to quit his native land, 
Young William bade farewell, 

As Susan fondly wrung his hand, 
Her tears in torrents fell ; 

And soft she sighed, her anxious heart 
With many a fear beset, 

Oh! would we were not now to part, 
Or that we ne’er had met. 


Dame fortune smiled on William’s pains, 
And bless’d his growing store, 

Now gone three years, his honest gains 
To Susan’s feet he bore, 

Nor think, he said, that William’s heart 
Can e’er its vows forget ; 

Dismiss your fears no more we'll part, 
Since we once more have met. 


Ah! ere the honeymoon was flown, 
They cursed the marriage life, 
A very husband Will was grown, 
And Sue a very wife. 
She said that he was false at heart, 
He called her light coquette, 
And both exclaimed, next week we’ll part, 
I wish we ne’er had met. 


PLL P PIPL 


THE WOODLAND HALLO! 
( Bloomfield.) 


IN our cottage that peeps from the skirts of the wood, 


I’m mistress—no mother have I, 


Yet blythe are my days, for my father is good, 


And kind is my lover hard by , 
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They both work together beneath the green shade, 
Both woodmen, my father and Joe ; 

I’ve listened whole hours to the echo that made 
So much of a laugh or hallo! 


From my basket at noon they expect their supply, 
And with joy from my threshold I spring ; 
For the woodlands I love, and the oaks waving 
high, 
And echo that sings as I sing. 
Though deep shades delight me, yet love is my 
food, 
As I call the dear name of my Joe ; 
His musical shout is the pride of the wood, 
And my heart leaps to hear the hallo! 


Simple flowers of the grove, little birds live at ease, 
I wish not to wander from you ; 

Yl still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees, 
For I know that my Joe will be true: 

‘the trill of the robin, the coo of the dove, 
Are charms that I’ll never forego ; 

But, resting through life on the bosom of love, 
Will remember the woodland hallo! 


LET THE SPIRIT MOVE THEE. 
(Dibdin.)_ 
THOU man of firmness, turn this way, 
Nor time by absence measure, 


The sportive dance and sprightly lay 
Shall wake thee into pleasure. 


Spite of thy formal outward man, 
Thow’rt gay as we shall prove thee! 
Then cheer thee, laugh away the span, 

* And let the spirit move thee. 


None are more just, more true, more fair, 
More upright in their dealings, 

Than men of thy profession are, 
But are they without feelings ? 


F’en now I know thy honest heart 
Full sorely doth reprove thee ; 
Be gay, then, in our joy take part, 

And let the spirit move thee. 


OIG P EPI SR 


THE CARD PARTY. 
( Dibdin. } 
THE board is dressed, come deal away ; 
The trump’s a club—come, who’s to play? 
Your eldest hand, Miss Griskin, stay ; 
V’ll play, sir, in a minute: 
The three of hearts, and four, and five, 
And that’s a stop, as I’m alive. 
And now the nine, and then the ten; 
And that I vow’s a stop again ; 
I certainly shall win it : 
The king of trumps,—let’s see, what’s there ? 
I take up four ; 
And now the knave,—well, I declare, 
That’s just ten more ; 
I'll win the church or lose the steeple. 


SPOKEN.] Well now, did you ever see any thing 
like this? Ten upon the knave. Lord, Miss! did 
you ever know a knave that was not rich? Oh, 
well, if that’s the case, 


Vl play the deuce, and that’s a stop, 
The four, and five, and six, that’s pop ; 
I’m out, and so pay the people. 


Now let me try if I can win, 

The trump’s a heart,—you’re to begin ; 

The four and five,—I can’t come in; 
Tis really now provoking : 

{ not a single thing can play ; 

I shall have for all my hand to pay: 


Olt, iUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Never was any thing so hard, 
I have not even a leading card 5 
Nay, “tis no time for joking : 
Well, I should like to change my place ; 
I’ve not played one ; 
Eight cards, and every card an ace, 
Of ill-luck what a run, 
I soon shail be a bankrupt I know. 


SPOKEN.]| Well, then, I have not a single card 
in my hand. Lord, madam! you have as many 
cards as any body else. How can you joke so? 
Did you ever see such luck in your life? Well, my 
love, bad luck at cards, good luck in a husband. 
Oh! now you talk of a husband, who did you say, 
madam, was the happiest couple in the nation ?— 


The king and queen, and that’s a stop, 
The ace and deuce, and tray, and pop; 
I’m out, so hand the rhino. 
Come don’t despair, but try again ; 
The trump’s a spade,—the nine and ten ; 
You’ll come in soon,—the Lord knows when : 
"Tis now my turn,—the two and three ; 
Well, that’s a charming thing for me : 
The four, five, six, and seven, and eight 5 
You'll be out quickly at this rate. 
Oh, she deals, sir, with the old one; 
The game’s, in spite of all I try, 
So turned about, 
That I can see, with half an eye, 
That to be out 
I never shall be able. 


SPOKEN.] Well, I had matrimony last time; I . 
shall have intrigue next, I suppose. The natural 
consequence, ma’am; I beg your pardon, but what 
unfortunate old gentleman was you talking about? 


The pope, ma’am, and that’s a stop ; 
And now the two, and three, and pop, 
I’m out, and clear the table. 


OL LPI P IF 


FORGET ME NOT. 
Air—** Ne m’oubliez pas.” —( Miss Bryant.) 


LonG have I loved, 
And loved thee, too, sincere; 
Time has but proved 
That thou art doubly dear. 
Then, where’er you rove, 
Think on that spot 
Where I dwell with love, 
And forget me not. 


When in thy breast 

Soft pleasure spreads her power, 
By friends caress’d, 

In mirth’s gay fleeting hour. 
When one more fair 

Superior arts hath got, 
Let mem’ry be dear, 

And forget me not. 


And when Death’s cold dart 
Shall fell me to the grave, 
To leave thee, my heart 
Its latest throb must grieve ° 
But if above 
Spirits power have got, 
Still will I love, 
So, forget me not. 


THE JOLLY, JOLLY OWL. 
A GLEE. 


OF all the birds on bush or tree, 
Commend me to the owl, 

Since he may best ensample be 
To those the cup that trowl ;— 
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For when the sun hath left the west, 

He chooses the tree that he loves the best, 

And he whoops out his song, and he laughs at his 
jest: 

Then, though hours be late, and weather foul, 

We'll drink to the health of the jolly, jolly owl. 


‘The lark is but a bumpkin fowl, 
He sleeps in his nest till morn; 
But my blessing upon the jolly owl, 
That all night blows his horn: 
Then up with your cup, till you stagger in speech ; 
And match me this catch, though you swagger and 
screech ; 
And drink till you wink, my merry men each, 
For though hours be late, &c. 


GILLIE? RL 


PVE COURTED THE WENCHES. 
Air— Nothing in Life can sadden us.””—( Bryant. ) 


UVE courted the wenches so witty and pretty, 
Both Agatha, Abigail, Agnes, and all, 
For each I’d a posey, for each I’d a ditty, 
I’m dashed, but I’ve kissed both the little and 
small. 
There was Amy, and Annis, and Anna, and 
Betty, 
And Kitty so plump, but she had but one eye, 
With Barbara, Bertha, and Bridget, and Letty, 
But Letty, the hussey, was devilish sly. 
Oh, they are sweet little creatures to tease 
aman, 
Still I would wed the whole sex if I could, 
And if they’ll let me, I’ll kiss them when- 
e’er I can, 
I’m blowed if I won’t, yes, I’m dashed 
but I would. 


There was Caroline, Clara, and Constance, a 
prude she was, 
She ae when I kissed her, and look’d very 
ays 
She’d cry, Don’t you tease me, and tell me how 
rude I was, 
But this her mock-modesty proved all my eye. 
Then Damaris, Deborah, Dinah, would chat away ; 
Dido would smile, and she’d say, with surprise, 
Oh, Lord! I could look on you, Ra’ab, both 
night and day, 
For, in truth, I must own, you’ve such beauti- 
ful eyes. 
Oh, they are sweet little creatures, &c. 


Poor Emma was passionate, Faith had the vapours, 
Gillian was vulgar, and Hagar was sad ; 
Judith was bandy, and Love she cut capers, 
And Lucy I bothered until she was mad. 
There was Mary, and Martha, and Margery, 
jealous ; 
Nanny was tame, and poor Patience was wild ; 
There was Rachel and Stella to wed me were 
zealous, 
But before they got married, they each got 
a —_——_ 
Oh, they are sweet little creatures, &c. 


GLI L IL IF 


HE LOVES, AND RIDES AWAY. 


AT the Baron of Mowbray’s gate was seen 
A page with a courser black 

There came out a knight of noble mien, 
And he leap’d on the courser’s back : 

His arms were bright, his heart was light, 
And he sung this merry lay— 

“ How jollily lives a fair young knight! 
He loves, and rides away.” 


A lady look’d over the castle wall, 
And she heard the knight thus sing ; 


This lady’s tears began then to fall, 
And her hands she began to ring. 

«« And didst thou then thy true love plight, 
And was it but to betray ? 

Ah! tarry awhile, my own dear knight ; 
In pity don’t ride away.” 

The knight of her tears took no heed, 
While scornful laugh’d his eye ; 

He gave the spur to his prancing steed— 
“« Good bye, sweetheart, good bye.” 

And soon he vanish’d from her sight, 
While she was heard to say, 

« Ah‘? ladies, beware of a fair young knight, 
He’ll love, and he’ll ride away.”’ 


GILLIE LIOE 


MAIDEN, WRAP THY MANTLE ROUND 
THEE. > 


(H. K. White.) 


MAIDEN, wrap thy mantle round thee, 
Cold the rain beats on thy breast ; 
Why should horror’s voice astound thee? 
Death can bid the wretched rest. 
All under the tree 
Thy bed may be, 
And thou may’st slumber peacefully. 


Maiden, once gay pleasure knew thee, 
Now thy cheeks are pale and deep ; 
Love has beem a felon to thee, 
Yet, poor maiden, do not weep. 
There’s rest for thee 
All under the tree, 
Where thou wilt sleep most peacefully. 


GO, FETCH ME A PINT OF WINE 
(Burns. ) 


Go, fetch me a pint of wine, 
And fill it in a silver tassie, 
That I may drink, before I go, 
A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier of Leith, 
Fw’ loud the wind blows fra the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-iaw, 
And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 


The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready, 
The shouts of war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
But its not the roar o’ seas or shore 

Wad make me longer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shouts of war that’s heard afar, 

It’s leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 


GIFS LILI F 


THERE’S NOTHING GOES WRONG WHEN 
THE GROG’S MIXED RIGHT. 


THERE’S nothing goes wrong when the grog’s mixed 
right, 
And I never looks dull when the liquor looks bright, 
Though my head it grows heavy, my heels they 
go light ; 
And [ likes my humour, 
I likes my humour, 
I likes my humour well, boys. 
Tol de rol liddle, 
Tol de rol liddle, 
Tol de rol liddle le ri do. 


My messmates they like a much soberer plan, 

And they bids me stand steady, if I am a man; 

But I tells ’em they bids me do more than I can; 
And they likes my humour, &c, 

Down in the cellar I makes my bed, 

And on the barrel I lays my head, 

The world turns round, and old Davy is dead ; 
And I likes my humour, &c. 
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MATRIMONY’S LIKE A CONCERT OF 
MUSIC. 


1 NEVER shall forget the days in which I was a 
rover 5 

But soon there was an end to ease, for I became a 
iover ; 

The devil take me, I must turn a lover! 

The tender passion I abuse, for from it I’m a 
convert, 

I beg assistance from my muse to prove it like a 
concert 5 

A concert, a concert, I’ll prove it like a concert. 

For when my pretty maid I saw, I grew sick, 

And continued (till I had a second view) sick ; 

Then I tried, by ev’ry means, to make her, too, sick, 

And though soon I found that she’d not make a 
few sick, 

She and her love were like a concert of music ; 

Love is very like a concert of music. 


SPOKEN, and accompanied by different instru- 
ments. ] Yes, love is very like a concert of music, 
Soothing as the horn, 
Sweet as the flute, 
Lively as the fiddle, 
Tickling as the lute. 
And when your passion is refin’d, 
Oh! it’s like all these instruments combin’d. 
Charming creature ! 
Ev’ry feature 
Is so killing, 
My bosom thrilling ; 
Ah! well-a-day, 
Such melody, 
Vocal and instrumental. 
Before I was of the marriage-noose sick, 
I thought love like a concert of music. 


Oh, Lord! oh, Lord! how changed the scene! Tf 
sing no more to love’s band : 

Not happy, save one month, I’ve been, since I 
became a husband ; 

The devil take me, I became a husband! 

The marriage-state I now abuse, for I can’t be a 
convert 5 

The Diiletante mast excuse my thinking it like a 
concert 5 

A concert, a concert, Ill prove it like a concert. 

For when once the honeymoon expir’d, I grew sick, 

And continued (while my wife was e’er in view) 
sick 5 

Then I tried, by ev ry means, to make her, too, sick, 

And found wedlock like a concert of music ; 

Yes, matrimony’s like a concert of music. 


SPOKEN, and accompanied by different instru- 
ments.| And a wife’s like a concert of music. 
For she’s grumbling as the bass, 
Noisy as the drum, 
Heavy as the bagpipe, 
Furious as the trumpet ; 
And when to quarrel your wife’s inclin’d, 
Tis like all these instruments combin’d. 
Shocking creature! 
Ev’ry feature 
Is so stupid ; 
Curse on Cupid! 
Ah! well-a-day, 
Such melody. 
Woeful and detrimental. 
And now that I’m of the marriage-noose sick, 
Matrimony’s like a concert of music. 
PLL LPO LL 


DULCE DOMUM. 
( Reynolds.) 
DEEP in a vale a cottage stood, 
Oft sought by travellers weary, 
And oft it proved the blest abode 
Of Edward and of Mary. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


For her he’d chase the mountain-goat, 
O’er Alps and Giaciers bounding, 
For her the chamois he would shoot, 
Dark horrors all surrounding ; 
But evening come, he sought his home, 
While anxious lovely woman, 
She hailed the sight, and every night 
The cottage rung 
As they sung, 
Oh, dulce, dulce domum. 


But soon, alas! this scene of bliss 
Was changed to prospects dreary, 
For war and honour rous’d each Swiss, 
And Edward left his Mary. 
To bold St. Gothard’s height be rushed 
’Gainst Gallia’s force contending ; 
And, by unequal numbers crushed, 
He died, his land defending. 
The evening come, he sought not home, 
Whilst she (distracted woman), 
Grown wild with dread, now seeks him dead, 
And hears the knell 
That bids farewell 
To dulce, dulce domum. 


WITH AN HONEST OLD FRIEND. 
(H. Carey.) 


WITH an honest old friend and a merry old songs 
And a flask of old Port, let me sit the night long 
And laugh at the malice of those who repine 
That they must swig porter whilst I drink wine. 


I envy no mortal though ever so great, 

Nor scorn I a wretch for his lowly estate ; 
But what I abhor and esteem as a curse, 

Is poorness of spirit, not poorness of purse. 


Then dare to be generous, dauntless, and gay, 
Let’s merrily pass life’s remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may despise, 
For the more we are envied, the higher we rise. 


De ee ee 


ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND, ADIEU! 


ADIEU, my native land, adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelling sails, 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Your fertile fields, your flowery dales ; 
Delusive hope can charm no more, 

Far from the faithless maid I roam, 
Unfriended seek some foreign shore, 

Unpitied leave my peaceful home : 

Adieu, my native land, &c. 


Farewell, dear village, oh! farewell, 
Soft on the gale thy murmur dies, 
I hear thy solemn evening bell, 
Thy spires yet glad my aching eyes ; 
Though frequent falls the dazzling tear, 
I scorn to shrink at fate’s decree, 
And think not, cruel maid, that e’er 
V’ll breathe another sigh for thee. 
Adieu, my native land, &e 


In vain, through shades of frowning night, 
Mine eyes thy rocky coast explore, 
Deep sinks the fiery orb of light, 
I view thy beacons now no more, ~ 
Rise, billows, rise! blow, hollow wind! 
(Nor night, nor storms, nor death, I fear), 
Be friendly, bear me hence to find 
That peace which fate denies me here. 
Adieu, my native land, &c. 


GLP IL IEE 


THE GOOD OLD DAYS OF ADAM AND EVE, 


I SING, I sing of good times older, 
When men than women were the bolder, 
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When bills were short, and credit shorter, 
And when from malt they brew’d the porter : 
When lawyers were too proud to pillage, 
And Horselydown was but a village ; 
Christmas had its Christmas carols, 
And ladies’ sides were hoop’d like barrels. 
Sing hey, sing ho! I can but grieve 
For the good old days of Adam and Eve. 


When drinking ale made strong men stronger, 

And doctors made folks live the longer ; 

When our grand-dads brew’d stout October, 

And thought it a sin to go to bed sober: 

Then was the time for games and gambols, 

When Oxford-street was cover’d with brambles, 

Hedges and ditches, and ponds of water, 

But now there’s nothing but bricks and mortar. 
Sing hey, sing ho, &c. 


When all young men they acted wise in 

Getting up to see the lark arising ; 

And could, unless I’m much mistaken, 

Eat for breakfast a pound of bacon. 

But now our Toms and Jerrys gay, sir, 

See larks by nights and not by day, sir; 

Get in rows, and have long parleys, 

And, to save their bacon, floor the charleys. 
Sing hey, sing ho, &c. 


When this very place, now covered over, 
Was a field of wheat, or perhaps of clover ; 
Two or three trees for the cattle to get under 
Out of the way of the lightning and thunder; 
No sound was heard but the sweet birds singing, 
Except sometimes the London bells ringing 
But now the birds far away have fled, sirs, 
And we are the birds wot sings instead, sirs. 

' Sing hey, sing ho, &c, 


When ladies and gentlemen, without baulking, 
Could go into Hyde-park a walking, 

And without a bit of fuss or bother, 

Could walk from one end to the other: 

But now there is a brazen statue, 

- Who seems ashamed, for he can’t look at you; 
The folks do say ’tis call’d a trophy, 


But the ladies won’t look, and the men say, O fie! 


Sing hey, sing ho, &c. 


When young folks when they went a wooing, 
Kept to themselves what they were doing, 
And did contrive their love to smother, 
Quite unbeknown to their father and mother ; 
And then, by a New Marriage Act so scarish 
They told the affair to all the parish, 

Took affidavits; and, what is more, sirs, 


Their names they stuck up on the church-door, sirs. 


Sing hey, sing ho, &c. 

When every man, whether wise or ninny, 
Was pleased at the sight of a good old guinea: 
The front of it had King George’s face on, 
And the back the arms and the old spade ace on; 
But now the sovereigns, I can tell you, 
They are not worth so much in value; 
And there St. George is, without a rag on, 
Galloping over an ugly dragon. 

Sing hey, sing ho, &c. 


GPL ILE LIL 


SAY, LITTLE FOOLISH FLUTTERING 
THING. 


(Bickerstaff. ) 


Say, little foolish fluttering thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight? stay here and sing, 
Your mistress to delight. 

No, no, sweet robin, you shall not go; 
Where, where you wanton, could you be, 
Half so happy as with me ? 


JACK AT THE WINDLASS. 
(Dibdin.) 

CoME all hands ahoy to the anchor, 
From our friends and relations to go; 

Poll blubbers and cries, devil thank ker, 
She’ll soon take another in tow. 

This breeze, like the old one, will kick us, 
About on the boisterous main, 

And one day, if death should not trick us 
Perhaps we may come back again, 

With a will-ho then pull away, jolly boys, 
At the mercy of fortune we go; 

We’re in for’t, then, d. me, what folly boys 
For to be down hearted, yo-ho! 


Our boatswain takes care of the rigging, 
More ’speciously when he gets drunk ; 
The bobstays supply him with swigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk: 
The studding-sail serves for his hammock, 
With the clew-lines he bought him his call 
While ensigns and jacks in a mammoc 
He sold to buy trinkets for Poll. 
With a will-ho, &c. 
Of the purser this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and provision he sacks ; 
How he’d look if you was but to ax him, 
With the captain’s clerk, who ’tis goes snacks. 
Oh, he’d find it another guess story, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
If his Majesty’s honour and glory 
Was only just told about that. 
With a will-ho, &c. 
Our chaplain’s both holy and godly, 
And sets us for heaven agog ; 
Yet to my mind he looks rather oddly, 
When he’s swearing and drinking of grog : 
When he took on his knees Betty Bowser, 
And talk’d of her beauty and charms, 
Cried I, ‘ which is the way to heaven now, sir,’ 
‘ Why you dog,’ cried the chaplain, « her arms.’ 
With a will-ho, &c. 


The gunner’s a devil of a bubber, 
The carfindo can’t fish a mast, 
The surgeon’s a lazy land-lubber, 
The master can’t steer if he’s ast ; 
The lieutenants conceit are all wrapt in, 
The mates scarcely merit their flip, 
Nor is there a swab, but the captain, 
Knows the stem from the stern of the ship. 
With a will-ho, &c, 
Now fore and aft having abused them, 
Just but for my fancy and gig, 
Could I find any one that ill-used them ia 
D me but I’d tickle his wig. 
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| Jack never was known for a railer, 


*Twas fun ev’ry word that I spoke, 

And the sign of a true-hearted sailor 

Is to give and to take a good joke. 
With a will-ho, &c. 


GLP LIE 


SWEET PASSION OF LOVE. 
(Garrick. ) 


THIS cold flinty heart it is you that have warmed 

You waken’d my passions, my senses have charm- 
ed; 

In vain against merit and Cymon I strove, 

What’s life without passion—sweet passion or 
love ? 

The frost nips the buds, and the rose cannot blow, 

From youth that is frost-nipped no raptures can 
flow, 

Elysium to him but a desert will prove ; 

What’s life without passion—sweet passion of 
love? 
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The spring would be warm, the young season be 


gays 
Yer birds and her flow’rets make blithesome sweet 


May ; 

Love blesses the cottage and sings through the 
grove, 

What’s life without passion—sweet passion of 
love? 


OIF L IG IF 


BOLTING THE MOON. 
Air—“< The Bold Dragoon.” 


THERE was an ancient fair, she got up very soon, 

For she wish’d to gammon her landlord, and 
likewise bolt the moon, 

With his goods and chattels, plates and kettles, 

Mops, and brooms, and leaden spoons, 0! 

So she bolted in the morn, 

With his long broom, tongs, and shovel, 

Whack, row de dow, de dow, fol lol de riddle iddy, 

Whack, row de dow, de dow, fol de rol de ra. 


Her landlord rose at nine, and he found that he 
was gull’d, 

And when that she came back again, the bolt on 
her he pull’d, 

With his clawing, mauling, her cat a squalling, 

He tore her cap, she scratch’d his face, sir ; 

So he popp’d her into quod 

For his long broom, tongs, and shovel, 

Whack, row de dow, &e. 


When she got within the prison-door, she bung’d 
the jailer’s eye, 

For which he tip’d her such a whipe, he knock’d 
her joul awry, 

With her roaring, tearing, stamping, swearing, 

She tore his shirt and pull’d his hair, sir; 

So he split her head in two, 

With his hard fist, thump her, bruise her, 

Whack, row de dow, &c. 


So all you fathous moon-bolters, P’d have you 
now take warning, 

And never think of bolting any more moons in 
the morning 

With your goods and chattels, plates and kettles, 

Mops and broom, and leaden spoons, sir, 

But hop the twig by night, 

With your long broom, tongs, and shovel. 

Whack, row de dow, &c. 


LITTLE BESS, THE BALLAD SINGER. 
( Arnold.) 


WHEN first a babe upon the knee, 

My mother used to sing to me ; 

I caught the accents from her tongue, 

And, e’er I talk’d, I lisp’d in song, 
I’m little Bess, the ballad singer. 


In every village where I came, 

They called me by my infant name, 

And pensive as I rove along, 

This still’s the burthen of my song, 
I’m little Bess, the ballad singer. 


Trough woods and village scenes I stray 
With plaintive suit and artless lay; 
And every passenger I meet 
With lowly curtsey thus I greet, 

I’m little Bess, the ballad singer. 


THE TAILOR’S VINDICATION. 
Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.” 
THAT I’m but the ninth part of a man, 
Boys laugh and cry out in the street, sir, 


Though the fact is, deny it who can, 
Tis the tailor who makes you complete, Sir; 


For courtier, cit, general, or beau, 
Without me, you know very well, sir, 
Would look rather quizby or so, 
’Tis my art makes ’em cut a great swell, sir. 
Sticheldum, needledum he, 
Threadledee, fol de rol rido, 
Thimble-pye, stitch away, ho. 
Ritol lol de rol rido. 


But admitting nine tailors make one, 
We'll argue, for joke sake, no further, 
What a pretty day’s work must be done, 
Ere a robber a man, sirs, could murder. 
Orif in a duel engaged, 
My opponent, deny it who can, sir, 
Must fire nine shots, on my word, 
Before he can kill off his man, sir. 
Stitcheldum, needledum, &c. 


Yet the worst is, though but the ninth part, 
We’re charged full as much as the whole, sits 
If enlisted, we pay the full smart, 
Aye, at Brentford, too, pay the whole toll, sir ; 
Double chalk, sirs, would e’en me excuse, 
When to run up a score is my lot, sir, 
But says, as I fill a man’s shoes, 
I’m entitled to pay the full shot, sir. 
Stitcheldum, needledum, &c. 


But in love as in war we’ve the best, 

As how I will show ye quite plain, sir, 
For if wounded, it must be confessed, 

That we feel but the ninth part of pain, sir; 
Thus far I’ve run on for a joke, 

To offend none that’s here is my plan, sir, 
But if foes in our wheels put a spoke 

Yow’ll find that a tailor’s a man, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, aye, if ever I’m called out, 
you'll find me as stiff as buckram in the cause of 
my king and country; d—n me but Vl stick to 
the foe’s skirts, trim his jacket, and make him 
skip like a flea out of my own hell, to the tune of 


Sticheldum, needledum, &c. 


THE LOVES OF THE PLANTS. 
Air— Said a Smile to a Tear.” 


A HAIR-BELL, one day, 
To a jonquil did say, 
(The sun beaming bright in spring weather) : 
Let’s off to yon bower, 
And beguile half an hour, 


In amorous pastime together. 


The blushing jonquil, 
At first took it ill, 

That to her he such language should use, sir 5 
But at last, (silly plant!) 
Overcome by his cant, 

Cried, « I cannot your offer refuse, sir.” 


Of her fatal consent, 
She soon had to repent, 
She had, sure as mutton is mutton ; 
For in less than a year, 
The jonquil, it is clear, 

Lay in of a bachelor’s button ! 
Jonquil had a brother, 
Who made a sad pother, 

«Oh! my dear sister betray’d is 5’ 
And he swore that the law 
Should redress this faux-pas 

Of the harebell,—a Turk ’mongst the ladies. 


Then away did he trudge, 
To a cauliflower judge, 
And to him did the sad tale relate 5 
Taking pains to describe 
That the whole jonquil tribe, 
Were involved in his sister’s hard fate. 


Crying, 
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Here the grave magistrate, 

Shook his wig on his pate, 
And vowed that the fuss he’d soon settle, 

So he ha’d and hem’d, 

And the hare-bell condemned 
Yo marry a prudish old nettle! 


Now in Blackfriars-road, 
There is seen an abode 
For girls who at times have been frisky, 
And ’twas there that he sent 
The jonquil to repent, 
Where she revels, talks slang, and drinks whisky. 


MORAL. 
Ye fond maidens, so fair, 
Of that man, ah! beware, 
Who too warmly on virtue descants, 
For, believe me, ’tis true, 
A good lesson for you, 
May be learnt from the loves of the plants. 


GRIPE LE? | 


A POOR LITTLE GIPSY.. 
(G. Colman.) 


A poor little gipsy I wander forlorn, 
My fortune was told long before I was born, 
So fortunes I tell, as forsaken I stray, 
And in search of my lover, I’m lost on my way. 
Spare a halfpenny ? 
Spare a poor little gipsy a halfpenny? 

I fear from this line you have been a sad man, 
And to harm us poor girls have form’d many a 
lan ; 

But aoe lest repentance too late cause you 
pain, 
And attend to the lesson I give in my strain. 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


PIOL IP IL 


ALL WHEN MY FARM IS TAKEN. 
(G. Colman.) 


On! when my farm is taken, 
How delightful ’twill be o’er my acres to stump! 
Then Ill marry a dairy maid, jolly and plump— 
But she shan’t be as fat as my bacon. 


I’ll hire a lout to wield the flail, 
Small beer shall serve the bumpkin! 
While I, with guzzling home-brew’d ale, 
Grow rounder than a pumpkin. 
I’ll have hogs, dogs, cows, sows, 
Turkeys, ducks, and barley-mows, 
Harrows, ganders, bullocks, ploughs !— 
And Ill dazzle the country gabies. 
[’ll get a bull—I’ll get a cart— 
Vll get the Farmer’s Guide by heart 
And I’ll get a dozen babies 
Then I’ll get my dogs, I’ll fat my hogs, 
Pll milk my cows, I’ll salt my sows, 
Pll run my rigs, I’ll stick my pigs, 
I'll roast my lambs, I'll mend my dams, 
I'll whet my knife, 
V’ll kill my sheep, 
I'll kiss my wife, 
I'll go to sleep— 
All when my farm is taken. 


Vil drink just double each Saturday night, 
Sitting up with my spouse by candle-light, 
For I need not rise early on Sunday: 
Then I’ll prate to my lovee, of clover and barns, 
While the dear little childrens’ stockings she darns, 
That must go to the wash on Monday. 
On Sunday to church—Beef and pudding at one— 
Then, the evening to spend, 
Ill yet drunk with a friend, 
Reel to bed, and on Monday be up with the sun. 
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But on Monday, my bed forsaking, 

Oh! how my nob will be aching! 
With my eyes stiff and red, 
Sunk deep in my head, 

I shall look as old as Methusalem! 
While the curst noises round me, 
Will so confound me, 

I shall wish the farm-yard at Jerusalem! 
For there the pigs will be squeaking, 
The waggon-wheels creaking, 

Ducks quacking, cart-whips cracking, 
Turkeys gobbling, carters squabbling, 
Rooks cawing, plough-boys jawing, 
Horses neighing, donkeys braying, 
Cocks crowing, oxen lowing, 
Dogs bark, Noah’s ark: 
Gobble wobble—weeke—baw caw, 
Grunt—bow wow—quack—moo—cee-aw 
All when my farm is taken, 
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THE RIVER QUEEN. 


THE water rush’d, the water swell’d, 
A fisherman sat nigh; 
With tranquil look his line beheld, 
And gaz’d with vacant eye: 
As thus he sits with careless look, 
In twain the river flows, 
And crown’d with reeds, from out the brook, 
A lovely woman rose. 


To him she sung, to him she said, 
‘ Why temp’st thou from the flood, 

By arts of cruel man betray’d, 
Fair youth, my scaly brood ? 

Ah! knew’st thou, how we find it sweet, 
Beneath the waves to go, 

Thyself would leave the hook’s deceit, 
And live with us below!’ 


‘ Love not their splendour in the main 
The sun and moon to lave? 

Look not their beams as bright again, 
Reflected from the wave? 

Tempts not this river’s glassy blue, 
So tranquil, clear, and bright? 

Tempts not thy shade, which bathes in dew, 
And shares our cool delight ? 


The water rush’d, the water swell’d, 
The fisherman sat nigh, 

With wishful glance the brook beheld, 
And long’d the wave to try : 

To him she said, to him she sung, 
The river’s guileful queen: 

Half in he fell, half in he sprung, 
And never more was seen. 
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THE BIRTH OF LIBERTY. 


WHEN first infant Liberty dropt upon earth, 

The mountains and forests then cradled her birth , 
Nurs’d by Nature, she dwelt among savages wild, 
Whilst numerous nations adopted the child. 

Her mind was for ages as dark as the night, 

Her form unadorned, wandered naked to sight; 
She in huts and in cottages only was found, 
Reposing at ease on the grass-clothed ground. 


But banish’d from earth by a profligate race, 

Long time she concealed both her grief and dis- 
grace, 

Till heroes demanding a charter of laws, 

Recall’d her from heav’n to enlist in their cause, 

In Britain she landed, delighted to see 

Men firm to their king, yet resolv’d to be free. 

Then in England for ever may Liberty reign, 

The ties of the Isles and the Queen of the 

ain, 
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CHAPTER OF GOOD THINGS. 
(O’Keefe.) 


A GLASS is good, and a lass is good, 
And a pipe to smoke in cold weather ; 
The world is good, and the people sre good, 
And we’re all good fellows together. 
A bottle it is a very good thing, 
With a good deal of very good wine in it; 
A song is good, when a body can sing, 
And to finish, we must begin it. 
A table is good, when spread with good cheer, 
And good company sitting round it ; 
When a good way off, we are not very near, 
And for sorrow the devil confound it. 
A glass is good, &c. 
A’friend is good, when you’re out of good luck, 
For that’s a good time to try him ; 
For a justice good, the haunch of a buck, 
With such a good present you buy him. 
A fine old woman is good when she’s dead ; 
A rogue’s very good, for good hanging ; 
A fool is good by the nose to be led, 
And my good song deserves a good banging. 
A glass is good, &c. 


GII PIPER FI 


PETER, PETER, VERY BAD BOY. 


Peter.— You hurry me, you worry me, 
You no let me be; ; 
You hurry me about like an eel in the 
mud. 
Hooh hah! 
Master.— Hah hooh! 
Peter.—Like an eel in the mud, hoo hah! 
Master.—I hurry you, I worry you like an eelin 
the mud, hoo hah! 
Peter, Peter, very bad boy— 
Come, pull off your jacket, 
Peter.—Oh, no, massa, 
Master.—Come, pull of your shirt. 
Peter.—Oh dear, massa! 
Master.—Come, pull off your jacket. 
Peter.—Oh, massa, forgive me dis time. 
| Master.—No, Peter, me whippee. 
Peter.—Oh, massa, forgive me dis time. 
Master.— No, me fioggee you. 
Peter.—Me come to see you five mile long. 
Master.—No such thing, Peter. 
Peter.—Me come to see you, me peep at de gate. 
Master.—It’s a dom lie, Peter. 
Peter.—Missee, missee sall pray for me. 
Master.—No, sare, she sha’n’t pray at all. 
Peter.—Missee, missee sall pray for me. 
Master.—No, sare! You go down inde cellar, 
you drink-a my wine— 
You go upin de garret, you kiss-a my 
maid. 
Peter.—O, massa, forgive me dis time'—Me tell 
you someting, 
Master.—Well, Peter, what you say? 


SPOKEN.]| Peter.—In own country you floggee, 
floggee, but English no let floggee here; so massa 
must forgive me dis time. 


SPOKEN.]| Master.—Well, Peter, if I mus for- 
give you, I mus; but mind, Peter, you no bad boy 
no more—you no go down in de cellar—drink-a my 
wine. 


Peter.—-No, massa, 
Master.—No go in de garret and kiss-a my maid. 
Peter.—No; me leave dat for you, massa. 


_ SPOKEN.] Master.—Dat be good boy, Peter. 
Now hold up your black chin—dere so—and give 
us de twist’em twine’em jinkum beaugash. 
( Master here sings, while Peter dances. ) 
There he goes, with a twist’em twine’em, twist’em, 
twine’em, 





There he goes, with a bim bom gash ; 
Go along, Peter—well done, Peter—go it, Snow- 
ball— 
There he goes, hah hoo! hah hoo! with a jinkum 
beaugash. 
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FLOWERS ARE FRESH. 
(Lord Strangford.) 


FLOWERS are fresh and bushes green, 
Cheerily the linnets sing, 
Winds are soft, and skies serene 3 
Time, however, soon shall throw 
Winter’s snow 
O’er the buxom breast of Spring. 


Hope, that buds in lovers’ hearts, 
Lives not through the scorn of years ; 
Time makes love itself depart, 
Time and scorn congeal the mind, 
Looks unkind 
Freeze affection’s warmest tears. 


Time shall make the bushes ereen, 
Time dissolve the winter snow ; 
Winds be soft and skies serene, 
Linnets sing their wanton strain ; 
But again 
Blighted love shall never blow. 


MY POLL AND MY PARTNER, JOE. 
( Dibdin.) 
I wAs, d’y’see, a waterman, 
As tight and spruce as any, 
?Twixt Richmond-town 
And Horslydown, 
I earned an honest penny. 
None could of fortune’s favours brag 
More than could lucky I, 
My cot was snug, well filled my cag, 
My grunter in the stye; 
With wherry tight, 
And bosom light, 
I cheerfully did row ; 
And to complete this princely life, 
Sure never man had friend and wife 
Like my Poll and my partner, Joe. 


I rolled in joys like these awhile, 
Folks far and near caressed me, 
Till, woe is me, 
So lubberly, 
The pressgang came and pressed me. 
How could I all those pleasures leave ? 
How with my wherry part? 
I never took so on to grieve, 
It wrung my very heart. 
But when on board 
They gave the word 
To foreign parts to go, 
I cursed the moment I was born, 
That ever I should thus be torn 
From my Poll and my partner, Joe. 


I did my duty mantully, 
While on the billows rolling, 
And night or day 
Could find my way 
Blindfold to the maintop bowling. 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quicksands and gales of wind, 
I braved in hopes to taste again 
The joys I left behind ; 
In climes afar, 
The hottest war, 
Poured broadsides on the foe, 
In hopes those perils to relate, 
As by my side attentive sat 
y Poll and my partner, Joc, 
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At last it pleased his majesty 
To give peace to the nation, 
And honest hearts, 
From foreign parts, 
Came home for consolation. 
Like lightning, for I felt new life, 
Now safe from all alarms, 
I rushed, and found my friend and wife 
Locked in each other’s arms. 
Yet fancy not 
I bore my lot 
Tame, like a lubber,—no ; 
For seeing I was finely tricked, 
Plump to the devil I tairly kicked 
My Poll and my partner, Joe. 


OIF LE LIS 


HE WINNA TACK THE HINT. 
(Mrs. Jordan.) 


YOUNG Roger is a bonny lad, 
None blyther I can see ; 

Sa trim he wears his tartan plaid, 
Sa kind he blinks at me. 

As kind I blink at him again, 
My smiles I dinna stint, 

Yet still he gies my bosom pain, 
He winna tack the hint. 


He tither day a posie bought, 
The rose and lily too— 

An emblem, I must own, I thought 
Would tell him what to do; 

I courtsey’d low, and smil’d again, 
My smiles I never stint, 

Yet still he gies my bosom pain, 
He canna tack the hint. 


Ye sonsy lasses of the town, 
Advise me, if you can, 

That I may a’ my wishes crown, 
Upon a modest plan ; 

I'll do my best to gain his love, 
My dress shall be in print, 

And I will ever constant prove, 
If he will tack the hint. 
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THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GREY. 


I AM a friar of orders grey, 
And down the vallies I take my way ; 
I pull not blackberry, haw, or hip, 
Good store of venison fills my scrip; 
My long bead-roll I merrily chant, 
Where’er I walk no money I want; 
And why I’m so plump, the reason I’ll tell— 
Who leads a good life is sure to live well. 
What baron, or ’squire, 
Or knight of the shire, 
Lives half so well as a holy friar? 


After supper, of heaven I dream, 

But that is fat pullet and clotted cream ; 

Myself, by denial, I mortify— 

With a dainty bit of a warden pye: 

i’m cloth’d in sackcloth for my sin, 

With old sack wine I’m lin’d within: 

A chirping cup is my matin song, 

And the vesper’s bell is my bowl, ding dong. 
What baron, or’squire, &c. 
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WHO SUFFERS BUT THE TAILOR. 
Air— Darby Kelly.”-—( Bryant.) 


WHEN first in town 
They set me down, 
{ gazed abou with wonder, Q! 


I frightened was, 
And, faith! ’tis pos, 
T thought each noise was thunder, O! 
I marched about—first in, then out ; 
Saw ladies’ legs in season, O! 
The men, in troth—hid their’s with cloth ; 
Now tell me what’s the reason, O? 
For with hair face and coat with lace, 
They strut about you don’t know how, 
With collar big and curly wig, 
And whiskers near a painted brow. 
Sing horo whack, 
They have the knack 
To dress—but I’m no railer though 
But mind the rig, 
For dressing big, 
Who suffers, but the tailor, O! 


The ladies gay 
All sleep by day, 
Then dance it merry nightly, O! 
‘To Rotten-Row 
They weekly flow, 
To quiz the gemmen sprightly, O! 
The younkers here—won’t drink good beer, 
But call for port or claret, O! 
Then pennyless—they gayly press 
To kitchen or to garret, O! 
Then off they hop, with clothes to pop, 
Till time destroys the stitches all; 
Away they trip, when Mr. Snip 
Is doom’d for ail his debts to call. 
Sing horo whack, &c. 


The butche: too, 
Is made to rue ; 
The hatter crowns the noddle, O! 
And Mrs. Dudds 
Is in the suds, 
When all her gemmen toddle, O! 
The bakers know their heads are dough, 
And soon find what is doing, O! 
The public-house must feel the chouse, 
And then find what is brewing, O! 
Among the rest who are oppress’d, 
You'll find the mantua-makers’ din ; 
And when they die, their friends will try 
To take the undertakers in. 
Sing horo whack, 
They have the knack 
To cheat—but I’m no railer though ; 
But mind the rig 
For dressing big, 
All suffer with the tailor, O! 
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LOVELY JESS. 
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Air— A’ the airts the wind can blaw.” —(C. Gray.) 


OF a’ the lasses e’er I saw, 
In silk or satin drest, 

Nane o’ them can compare ava’ 
Wi her that I lo’e best; 

Her air an’ mein bespeaks a queen, 
She’s comley in her dress, 

An’ what is mair, she’s guid as fair, 
Which makes me lo’e my Jess. 


Aft times at e’en we meet unseen 
Beneath the hawthorn bush, 

An’ when my lo’e for her I speak, 
She answers wi’ a blush: 

Yon star by night, wi’ hirinded light, 
I’m sure its lustre’s less 

I’ the blue sky, than is the eye 
O’ my dear lovely Jess. 


An’ when she wauks the grove alane, 
Amang the leafy trees, 

Fond echo aft bears aff my name 
Upo’ the wistlin breeze ; 
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Whan that I hear it strike my ear, 
What can my joys express! 
Awa’ I flee, wi’ winsom glee, 
To meet my lovely Jess. 


Ye little birds that haunt the grove, 
An’ sing on every tree, 

Aft kave ye witness’d vows 0’ love 
Atween my Jess an me ; 

Vows which no ear did ever hear 
Us utter or express, 

Except that pow’r wha watches o’er 
My charming, lovely Jess. 

Ye pow’rs aboon propitious be, 
An’ still aid my design, 

Grant me but this—I ask nae mair— 
Just make her wholly mine! 

The joys of love I hope to prove, 
An’ every earthly bliss, 

Whan I am join’d in hand and mind 
Wi’ my dear lovely Jess. 


But if that she prove fause to me, 
Aw’ slight my simple vow, 

(Though sure I think it canna be, 
Wha’s prov’d to her sae true,) 

My bosom’s grief will seek relief 
Frae sic a sad distress 

In some lone cot, to be forgot ; 
But still Pl bless my Jess. 
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THE SEASON COMES WHEN FIRST WE 
MET. 


(Mrs. Hunter. ) 


THE season comes when first we met, 
But you return no more: 
Why cannot I the days forget 
Which time can ne’er restore. 
Oh! days too fair, too bright, to last, 
Are you indeed for ever past ! 


The fleeting shadows of delight 
In memory I trace; 

In fancy stop their rapid flight, 
And all the past replace. 

But, ah! I wake to endless woes, 

And tears the fading visions close ! 


GIP IL LER 


WRITING AND READING. 


SAYS Sammy, the tailor, to me, 
As he sat with his spindles crossways, 
«« ’Tis bekase ’m a poet, you see, 
“« That I kiver my head with green baize !” 
* So,” says I, “ for a sample I begs ;” 
_ And I’m shot if he didn’t produce, sir, 
Some cross-sticks he wrote on his legs, 
And a pastern ode to his goose, sir. 
Oh, this writing and reading! 
’Tis all a fine conjuration, 
Made for folks of high breeding, 
To bother themselves and the nation! 


There’s Dick, who sold wine in the lane, 
And old Dickey himself did not tope ill, 
But politics turned his brain, 
And a place he caili’d Constantinople. 
He never could sit down to dine 
But he thought of poor Turkey, he said, sir : 
And swore, while he tippled his wine, 
That the Porte was ne’er out of his head, sir. 


Oh, this writing, &c. 
The grocer, Will Fig, who so fast 
Through his cyphers and figures could run ve, 
By gum! he has nothing at last 
But the cyvhers to show for his money. 





The barber, a scholard well known, 
At the sign of the wig hanging from a tree, 
Makes every head like his own, 
For he cuts them all up into geometry ! 
Oh, this writing, &c. 


PRI? LL EF 


THE LASS THAT WOULD KNOW HOW TO 


MANAGE A MAN. 
(Concanen. ) 


THE lass that would know how to manage a man 
Let her listen and learn it from me, 

His courage to quell,’ or his heart to trepan, 
As the time or occasions agree. 


The girl that has beauty, though small be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown or the beau, 

The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
By the use of that pretty word—No! 


When the glitt’ring coxcombs in crowds round her 
chat, j 
Each striving his passion to show, 
With—kiss me, and love me, my dear !—-and all 
that, 
Let her answer be still—No, no, no! 


‘When a dose is contrived to lay virtue asleep, 


A present, a treat, or a ball, 


She still must refuse, if her empire she’d keep, 


And No be her answer to all. 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go, 

A house, and a coach, and a jointure in land, 
She’s an idiot if then she says No. 


Whene’er she’s attacked by a youth full of charms, 
Whose courtship proclaims him a man, 
When press’d to his bosom, and clasped in his 
arms, 
Then let her say No if she can. 


GPP PP IIL? 


HE FOLLOWS THE LOUD TATTOO! 
(Dibdin. ) 

THIS, this, my lad’s a soldier’s ife, - 

He marches to the sprightly fife, 

And in each town to some new wife 

Swears he’ll be ever true. 

He’s here, he’s there—where is he not? 

Variety’s his envied lot ; 

He eats, drinks, sleeps, and pays no shot, 

And follows the loud tattoo ! 


Called out to face his country’s foes, 

The tears of fond domestic woes 

He kisses off, and boldly goes 

To earn of fame his due. 

Religion, liberty and laws, 

Both his are—and his country’s cause, 
For these, through danger, without pause, 
He follows the loud tattoo! 


And if, at last, in honour’s wars, 

He carries his share of danger’s scars, 
Still he feels bold, and thanks his stars 
He’s no worse fate to rue. 

At Chelsea, free from toil and pain, 

He wields his crutch, points out the slain, 
And in fond fancy once again 

Follows the loud tattoo! 


THE MAID OF ERIN ; 
OR, MARY AND CAROLAN, 
( Upton.) 


SHE sang of past joys, did the maiden of Erin, 
How Carolan loy’d her, how tender he woo’d ~ 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


*he sang of past scenes, to her soul still endearing, 
And play’d on the harp, which the tear-drop 
bedew’d. 


She sang how the youth was the fondest of lovers, 
How noble! how manly! and void of all art! 
How his loss, his sad loss, ev’ ry moment discovers 
How dearly and worthy he was of her heart. 


She sang with what joy he would fly to behold her, 
How gentle, yet fervent, he profier’d his vows ; 
How his heart breath’d the numbers his tongue 

sweetly told her, 
When Mary her Carolan swore to espouse. 


She sang, too, how jealousy doom’d them to sever, 
How he sank on her bosom, stabb’d, stabb’d to 
the heart ! 
How he fell by a rival—torn from her for ever, 
Yet ne’er from that bosom, O! never to part. 


«« For there,” sang the mourner, “ shall Carolan 
tarry, 
«< And there will I hold him while Mary has 
breath ; 
«¢ And hear it, proud murd’rer, yet we will marry, 
«© And Mary with Carolan live after death.” 


ELI LEPC RF 


JEREMY GAWKEY ; 
OR, THE DEVONSHIRE BOY. 
Air—* Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—-( Upton. ) 


Now Ise be a Devonshire boy, 
And father be Devonshire too, 
And he, for an honest employ, 
Sends I up to London to you} 
To be sure, in a hurry I came, 
And the reason you'll presently zee, sir, 
For the parish began to complain 
About our Dolly and me, sir. 
Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 
But chance, which d’ye see, was my friend, 
Soon got I a zarvice in town, sir, 
And footman I strutted, depend, 
To a Parliament man of renown, sir; 
But Fortune so fickle, you know, 
Turn’d booty on measter and I, sir, 
Who made a mistake, and said No, 
When he should have bawl’d out to’em, Aye, 
sir. 
Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 
Now measter and I out of place, 
I had a new zarvice to find, sir, 
But, to save kicking out with disgrace, 
We made the folk think we resign’d, sir ; 
Then hir’d I was, and my lot 
To a travelling captain and squire, sir, 
But soon, to my cost, found I’d got 
From the frying-pan into the fire, sir. 
Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 
Then, when I was lucky again, 
My measter I found was no ninny, sir, 
Whose money was lent to come in 
For every shilling a guinea, sir. 
<« Now, dang it,” says I, “ sir,” one day, 
“< Do pray have a little of conscience ;” 
For which, ’gad, he turns I away, 
And swore he’d hear none of my nonsense. 
Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 
Now, turn’d quite adrift on the world, 
And left to reflect on my folly, sir, 
My thoughts, which at random were whirl’d, 
Return’d to poor Devonshire Dolly, sir; 
So, dang it, to lead a new life, 
Though marriage is oftentimes mawky, 
Addzooks! why, I made her the wife 
Of I, Mister Jeremy Gawkey. 
Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. ve 


STILL FAITHFUL IS HER SAILOP.. 
( Dibdin. ) 
THAT girl who fain would choose a mate 
Should ne’er in fondness fail her, 


May thank her lucky stars if fate 
Should splice her to a sailor. 


He braves the storm, the battle’s heat, 
The yellow-boys te nail her ; 

Diamonds, if diamonds she could eat, 
Would seek her honest sailor. 


If she’d be constant, still his heart 
She’s sure will never fail her ; 

For, though a thousand leagues apart, 
Still faithful is her sailor. 


If she be false still he is kind, 
And, absent, does bewail her, 
Her trusting, as he trusts the wind, 

Still faithless to her sailor. 


A butcher can provide her prog, 
Three threads to drink, a tailor; 

What’s that to biscuit and to grog 
Procured her by her sailor? 


She who would such a mate refuse, 
The devil sure must ail her; 

Search round, and, if your wise, you'll choose 
To wed an honest sailor. 


Ve ee ee a ae 


HOMER SANG BALLADS, AND SO DO f£. 
(Dibdin. ) 

BE it known to all those, whomsoe’er it regards, 

That we singers of ballads were always called 
bards ; 

And from Ida to Grub-street the muses who follow 

Are, each mother’s son, the true spawn of Apollo. 

Thus recording great men, or a flea, or a.star, 

Or the spheres, or a jew’s harp, we’re all on a par: 

Nor in this do I tell you a word of a lie, 

For Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 


Don’t you know what the ancients were ?-~great 
things they talked, 

How they rode upon Pegasus—that’s to say walked ; 

That near kindred gods they drove Phcebus’s 
chariot, 

The English of which is they liv’d in a garret. 

And thus they went forward,—Diogenes quafied, 

Heraclitus cried, and Democritus laughed, 

Menander made multitudes both laugh and cry, 

But Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 


Thus did they strange whimsical notions pursue, 
Some argued on one leg, and some upon two, 

To which last my pretensions are not hypothetic, 
For it’s certainly clear I’m not peripatetic. 
Lycurgus and Solon ’bout laws made a pother, 
Which went in at one ear and then out of another, 
Old songs such as mine are will nobody buy? 
Come, Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 


Historic was Pliny, and Plato divine, 

Ovid wrote about love, and Anacreon wine, 

Great Cicero argued to every man’s palate, 

And when he was out ’twas a hole in the ballad 

Thus to great men of old who have made suck 
rout, 

My claim to call cousin I’ve fairly made out, 

And if any hereafter my right should deny, 

Tell ’em—Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 


GALL LOLS FT 


THE YORKSHIREMAN’S DESCRIPTION OF 
A LONDON GALA. 


Air—** Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


OF Madam Fig’s gala and rout 
John Lump has discours’d like a parrot, 
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For, betwixt you and I, that great lout 
Didn’t know a “ sheep’s head from a carrot us 
Why, your country routs arn’t worth a straw 
When with town one’s compared, ’tis no hum, 
sirs, 
So Ill tell you of one which I saw, 
When a servant to great Sir John Plum, sirs. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
It was on Miss Plum’s coming of age 
That the rout I now sing of was given, sirs, 
It beat all I e’er saw on the stage, 
And indeed I thought I was in heaven, sirs : 
On the floors were chalk’d figures so tasty, 
The walls were all festoon’d with flowers, sirs, 
On the tables were jellies and pasty, 
Just like horses, and castles, and tow’rs, sirs. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Three rooms they were thrown into one, 
A stylish way now of proceeding, 
And in Yorkshire ’twould be but queer fun 
What in London they call the best breeding ; 
For, to save gentry being unruly, 
At the doors Bow-street runners attend, sirs, 
Which you’d think but a rummish way, truly, 
Of receiving your intimate friends, sirs. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Such pushing, such shoving, such thrusting, 
And running, good places to get, sir; 
Said old Marrow, “ My belly is bursting !’”” 
‘* What,” says I, <« fore you’ve set down to eat, 
Ta te 
A coachman was kill’d in the row, 
Which Miss Dolly Plum said was glorious, _ 
And when I just said, “ Miss, pray how?” 
POW Fi says she, “ fool, *twill make us no- 
torious.” 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Lord Squintum’s glass eye it got broke, 
Miss Snout lost her aquiline nose, sir, 
While Lady Bloom’s cheeks, a good joke, 


Turn’d to whitey-brown ’stead of the rose, sit; 


Mrs. Eatall and old Lady Guttle 
*Bout some pudding had come to drawn daggers, 
sirs 
And I tumbled over the scuttle, 


Which threw some young ladies in staggers, sirs. 


Rumpti iddity, &c., 
Mr. Congée’s bows, I shan’t forget ’em, 
For, in tossing his head cock-a-hoop, sirs, 
His wig, nicely greas’d with pomatum, 
Fell down plump in the turtle soup, Sirs. 
Old Maw, who thought ’twas some nice dainty, 
With a fork fish’d it into his plate, sirs ; 
Cut and slash’d, and took mouthfulls in plenty, 
Nor heeded Congée’s shining pate, sirs. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
After dinner came tea, and at ten 
The company stood up to dance, 
And Dowager Bombasin then 
Like a jack-ass in panniers did prance, sirs ; 
We supp’d when the day was a dawning, 
And then danc’d again till quite light, sirs ; 
When, at seven o’clock in the morning, ; 
The company wish’d us good night, sirs, 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


PPL PERL SO 


THE SMILE FROM THE GIRL OF MY 
HEART, 


(Dudley.) 
In the world’s crooked path where I’ve been, 


There to share of life’s gloom my poor part, 
The bright sunshine that softened the scene 


Was a smile froni the gir] of my heart, 


Sirs, 


Not a swain, when the lark quits her nest, 
But to labour with glee will depart, 

If at eve he expects to be bicst 
With a smile from the girl of his heart. 


Come then crosses and cares as they may, 
Let my mind still this maxim impart, 
That the comfort of man’s fleeting day 
Is a smile from the girl of his heart. 


PII PLIIF 


THE CHARMS OF LIFE 


I LOVE to see the flowing bowl 
With ruby lustre crown’d ; 
I love to see the flow of soul, 
And care in goblet drown’d. 
Oh, tell me not of beauty’s power, 
Of woman’s soft control, 
But give me, gods, the social hour, 
The transports of the bowl. 
The song, the jest, the laugh, the glee, 
Compose the charms of life for me. 


If wine can yield one’s care relief, 
Then let its current flow ; 
If sparkling cup can banish grief, 
Then bask we in their glow, 
The sand of life too soon runs out, 
And joy is but a flower ; 
Be gay, and push the bowl about, 
Taste wine, and prove its power. 
The song, the jest, &«c. 


PII PF PILS HR 


HARK! THE LARK. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


HARK, the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Phebus ’gins to rise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty bin, 
My lady sweet arise! 


GPPIP LOL F 


SWEET POLL OF PLYMOUTH. 
(O’Keefe.) 


SWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 
When forced from her to go, 

Adown her cheeks rained many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe. 

Our anchor weighed, for sea we stood, 
The land we left behind, 

Her tears then swelled the briny flood, 
My sighs increased the wind. 


We ploughed the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide, 

For five long years I had not seen 
My sweet, my bonny bride. 

That time I sailed the world around, 
All for my true love’s sake ; 

But press’d as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The press-gang bold I asked in vain 
To let me once on shore ; 

I longed to see my Poll again, 
But saw my Poll no more. 

‘* And have they torn my love away, 
«« And is he gone,” she cried. 

My Polly! sweetest flower of May! 
She languished, drooped, and died 


eee ae 
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THE IRISH ROUT. 
Air—“ The Yorkshire Gala.”—(C. F. Barrett.) 


Ocu, I sing of a rout at Killarney, 
’Twas given by Teddy O’Neal, sir, 
A gentleman born, without blarney, 
Whose calling was vastly genteel, sir; 
Of a jaunting-car he was the driver, 
With the ladies sure Ted bore the sway, sir, 
And in business, joy, proving a thriver, 
He kept his dear Kate’s wedding-day, sir. 
Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 


First came Larry, the tinker, and Judy, 
Who took mate for the butchers so handy, 
With Terence O’Toole and Pat Moody, 
Whose legs look’d as though they were bandy ; 
Then with Murphy came Sally Macgee, 
With Dermot, the piper, so frisky, 
Who swore he wa’n’t drunk, d’ye see, 
Though he’d swallow’d nine naggins of whiskey. 
Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 


Dinner ended, to mirth they gave way, 
And the tinker sung Margery Grinder, 
While Teddy’s sweet rib swigg’d away 
At the crature, till none could be blinder : 
O’Toole roar’d out Teddy O’Riley, 
Pat Moody sung sweet Ally Croaker ; 
And ’cause Teddy kiss’d Judy so slily, 
Kate fetch’d him a rap with the proker. 
Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 


Stools, tables, and jugs flew about, 
All mirth now was at a conclusion, 
Poor Judy was put to the rout, 
And the place was one scene of confusion! 
The shellelagh twigs, joy, *gan to play, 
Till each man had his nose or pate broke, sir, 
Then shook hands, sung, and jigg’d it away, 
And, at parting, all laugh’d at the joke, sir. 
Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 


PLIOLPOP? 


THE BRITISH FLAG FLIES AT THE 
MAIN. 


Your slack-jaw belay, if you ask Jack’s opinion, 
Our flag ’tis to hoist to the breeze, 

Or die at our guns, ere we yield the dominion 
We proudly possess of the seas. 

Our birthright recorded in maritime story, 
Which ’gainst the whole world we’ll maintain ; 

And ever obey’d, shal: the symbol of glory, 
The British flag, fly at the main. 


Our rule to dispute, urg’d by envy and rancour, 
Oft navy to navy hath join’d, 

But promptitude ever hath prov’d our sheet anchor, 
And baffi’d their efforts combin’d. 4 

Indignant, defiance our guns hurl’d in thunder, 
Their threats we return with disdain ; 

The envy at once of the world, and its wonder, 
The British flag flies at the main. 


In ey ships and commerce Gaul’s tyrant may try 
or, 
For nautical aid ali implore ; 
Our maritime rights to invade long may sigh for, 
And pant to invade Britain’s shore : 
But true to ourselves ’mid the world’s wide com- 
motion, 
We bravely those rights will maintain ; 
And for ever the glory and pride of the ocean, 
The British flag flies at the main. 


LITTLE THINKS THE TOWNSMAN’S WIFE, 
(Colman. ) 


LITTLE thinks the townsman’s wife, 
While at home she tarries, 


What may be the lass’s life, 
Who a soldier marries 5 
Now with weary marching spent, 
Dancing now before the tent ; 
Lira lira la, lira lira la, 
With her jolly soldier. 


In the camp at night she lies, 
Wind and weathez scorning, 
Only griev’d her love must rise, 
And leave her in the morning: 
But the doubtful skirmish done, 
Blithe she sings at set of sun, 
Lira lira la, &Xc. 


Should the captain of her dear 
Use his vain endeavour 3; 
Whispering nonsense in her ear, 
Two fond hearts to sever; 
At his passion she will scoff, 
Laughing thus she puts him off, 
Lira lira la, lira lira la, 
For her jolly soldier. 


SIL ILEIL 


WHAT IS GOLD COMPARED WITH LOVE, 
(Mrs. Brooke.) 


WHEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted swain, 
Till Phoebe promised to be there, 
I loiter’d last of all the train ; 
If chance some fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay, or silken glove, 
With eager haste I ran to buy, 
For what is gold compared with love. 


My posey on her bosom placed, 
Could Harry’s sweeter scents exhale ? 
Her auburn locks my ribbon graced, 
And flutter’d in the wanton gale : 
With scorn she hears me now complain, 
Nor can my rustic presents move, 
Her heart prefers a richer swain, 
And gold, alas! has banish’d love. 


GLP LIIP? 


HAIL! MASONRY DIVINE. 
Air— God save the King.” 


Hai! Masonry divine, 
Glory of ages shine, 

Long may’st thou hold ; 
Where’er thy lodges stand, 
May they have great command, 
And always grace the land: 

Thou Art divine. 


Great fabrics still arise, 

And touch the azure skies, 
Great are thy schemes ; 

Thy noble orders are 

Matchless beyond compare, 

No art with thee can share, 
Thou Art divine. 


Hiram, the architect, 
Did all the craft direct 
How they should build; 
Solomon, great Israel’s king, 
Did mighty blessings bring, 
And left us room to sing, 
Hail! royal Art. 
PADDY O’BLARNEY. 
( Dibdin.) 
Is’r my country you’d know? I’m an Irishman 
born 
And they christen’d me Paddy O’Blarney ; 
In the hay-making time I stepp’d over one morn, 
All the way from the lakes of Killarney : 


7B 


'Turn’d my hand to just whatever came in my way, 
T'o be sure while the sun shin’d I didn’t make hay. 


SPOKEN.] Well then the wives and daughters 
of the farmers won’t—well they won’t 


Have plenty of cause to remember the day 
When first they saw Paddy O’Blarney. 


Then what does I do, the next calling I seeks, 
Ah! the world for the lakes of Killarney, 
\ cries mackerel alive, that was caught for three 
weeks, 
Ah! let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 
Then fresh gather’d strawberries, so sound and so 
sweet, 
With just half a dozen at top fit to eat— 


SPOKEN.] Ah! Madam, you need not examine 
them, bless your two good looking eyes, they are 
full to the bottom, paper and all.—Well, I’ll trust 
you—I dare say you won’t cheat me. 


So I coaxes her up, and herself makes her cheat, 
Ah! fait let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 


Next I turn’d to a chairman, and got a good job, 
Ah! the world for the lakes of Killarney, 
I harrangued at a famous election the mob, 
Ah! let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 
Then to see how his honour and I did cajole, 
He knock’d down his flats with words, and I mine 
with my pole. 


SPOKEN.] Then you know, when they came to 
chair him, I was no longer, you see, an odd man, 
there were a pair of chair-men. 


And sure such a pair was ne’er seen, by my soul, 
As his honour and Paddy O’Blarney. 


But this notion of greatness was none of the worst, 
Oh! the world for the lakes of Killarney, 

Having play’d second fiddle, I thought I’d play first, 
Can’t you let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 

So swearing to plunder, and never to squeak, 

I my qualification took out, and turn’d Greeck— 


SPOKEN.] Ah! to be sure we did not make a 
pretty dove-house of our faro bank; let me see, 
we pigeoned, aye fait and plucked them completely 
too 5 


Four tradesmen, and six bankers’ clerks in one 


week, . 

Will you let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 
A big man in all circles so gay and polite, 

Ah! the world for the lakes of Killarney, 
I found one who larnt grown up jolmen to write, 

Just to finish gay Paddy O’Blarney. 
T first learnt my name, till so fond of it grown, 
I don’t say I'd better have let it alone ; 

Spoken.] But by my sou! and conscience, it 
had like to have finished me in good earnest, for 
you see, I just wrote 


Another jolman’s signature instead of my own, 
What a devil of a Paddy O’Blarney. 


But since fate did not chuse for to noose me that 


ay, 
Ah! the world for the lakes of Killarney, 
With a Venus of ninety I next ran away; 

What a fine dashing Paddy O’Blarney. 

So marriage turn’d out the best noose of the too, 
The old soul’s gone to heav’n, I’m as rich as a 

Jew. 

Spoken.] So that if any jolman has an  oc- 
easion for a friend, or a lady for a lover, or, in 
short, if any body should wish to be disencumbered 
of the uneasiness of a wife, or a daughter, or a 
pee or any such kind and civil service that can 

e performed 
By a gentleman at large, that has nothing to do, 
Let me recommend Paddy O’Blarney. 


es 
1 eR AEE 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH 


THE HIGH METTLED RACER. 
(Dibdin. ) 

SEE the course throng’d with gazers, the sports 
are begun, 4 

The confusion but hear!— I'll bet you, sir,”— 
“© Done! done!” 

Ten thousand strange murmurs resound far and near, 

Lords, hawkers, and jockeys, assail the tir’d ear. 


While with neck like a rainbow, erecting his crest. 

Pamper’d, prancing, and pleas’d, his head touch- 
ing his breast, 

Scarcely snuffing the air, he’s so proud and elate, 

The high-mettled racer first starts for the plate. 


Now reynard’s turn’d out; and o’er hedge and 
ditch rush 

Hounds, horses, and huntsmen, all hard at his 
brush, 

They run him at length, and they have him at bay, 

And by scent and by view cheat a long tedious way. 


While, alike born for sports of the field and the 


course, 

Always sure to come through, a stanch and fleet 
horse ; 

When fairly run down, the fox yields un his 
breath, 


The high-mettled racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, us’d up, and turn’d out of the stud, 

Lame, spavin’d, and windgall’d, but yet wiih some 
blood ; 

While knowing postilions his pedigree trace, 

Tell his dam won this sweepstakes, his sire gain’d 
that race 3 

And what matches he won to the ostlers count o’er, 

As they loiter their time at some hedge-alehouse 
door : 

While the harness sore galls, and the spurs his 
sides goad, 

The high-mettled racer’s a hack on the road. 


Till at last, having labour’d, drudg’d early and late, 

Bow’d down by degrees, he bends on to his fate ; 

Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 

Or draws sand, tili the sand: of his hour-glasg 
stands still. 


And now, cold and lifeless, expos’d to the view, 
In the very same cart which he yesterday drew ; 
While a pitying crowd his sad relics surrounds, 
The high-mettled racer is sold for the hounds. 
LA LEUP; 
OR, THE GALLANT FALCONERS, 


(M. P. Andrews.) 


Heigh lo! heigh lo! the morning is up, 
And the gallant fale’ners abroad ; 
We’ve each of us had a stirruping cup, 
And of game we’ll bring home a load. 
Uncouple the spaniels, and let the dogs try, 
See the partridge there on the wing, 
Quick, quick, jolly falconer, let the hawk fly, 
T’is a pleasure fit for a king : 
Then mark the swift hawk, see him now take his 
stoop, 
Down, down, goes the game, call them in, la leup, 
La leup ! 


Barons of old, and princes so high, 
Lov’d hawking as their lives ; 
The health of the field, and the falc’ners’ cry, 
Drown’d even the pipes of their wives. 
Our hawks are a galantee show, 
With rings and feathers so fine ; 
The fale’ner laughs at the sports below, 
And cries the air is mine: 
What sportsman to joys then inferior would stoop, 
While the summit of sporting is hawking, la leup, 
La leup y 


a 
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RANS DES, VACHES, 
OR, THE HERDSMAN’S CHANT. 


SWEET regrctted native shore, 
Shail I e’er behold tnee more, 
And all the objects of my love: 

Thy streams soclear, 

Thy hills so dear, 

The mountain’s brow 

And cots below, 


Where once my feet were wont to rove. 


There with Isabella fair, 
Light of foot, and free from care, 
Shall I to the tabor bound ; 
Or at eve, beneath the dale, 
Whisper soft my artless tale, 
And blissful tread on fairy ground. 


Oh! when shall I behold again 
Thy lowly cot, and native plain, 
And ev’ry object dear ; 
My father and my mother, 
My sister and my brother, 
And calm their anxious fee ! 


POLL IL IL 


I DIE ON A BED OF ROSES. 


My father’s flocks adorn’d the plain, 
Retirement’s joys possessing ; 

He flourish’d in the sun’s mild reign, 
His home and children blessing : 
When round us rag’d destructive war, 

And fire and slaughter spread afar, 
Defeated, shamed, 
Our sire exclaimed, 
* My sons, high heaven disposes ;— 
On thorns we tread, 
Yet those we dread 
Ne’er sleep on a bed of roses.” 


We wander’d long on mountains wild, 
As hardy hunters living ; 
In humble cot, at grandeur smiled, 
Our father’s hopes reviving ; 
When battle once more rag’d below, 
He fought till captur’d by the foe 3 
Chain’d by harsh law, 
On bed of straw, 
Still heaven, he cried, disposes ; 
« My sons, behold, 
In honour bold, 
I die on a bed of roses.” 


PLP ISL ELS 


WHEN LEILA TOUCHED THE LUTE. 
(T. Moore.) 


WHEN Leila touch’d the lute, 
Not then alone ’twas felt ; 
But when the sounds were mute, 
In mem’ry still they dwelt : 
Sweet lute, in nightly slumbers, 
Still we heard thy morning numbers. 


Ah! how could she, who stole 
Such breath from simple wire, 
Be led in pride of soul, 
To string with gold her lyre? 
Sweet lute! thy chord she breaketh ; 
Golden now, the strings she waketh. 


But where are all the tales 
Her lute so sweetly told ? 
In lofty themes she fails, 
And soft ones suit not gold, 
Rich lute! we see thee glisten, 
But, alas! no more we listen. 


a a ee 


THE SKITTLE CLUB. 
AtR— Mail Coach.” 


Now for mirth and recreation 
Each quits his occupation, 

And leaves the shop at home, 
Gets a hasty snap of victuals, 
Then to join the club at skittles 

From ev’ry part they come ; 
Butcher, barber, and baker, 
All to the Jamaica, 

For pleasure bowl along ; 

Free thinkers, and free drinkers, 
Captains, cobblers, clerks, and tinkers, 
All join the merry throng. 


SPOKEN, in hag voices.] <* Ay, here they 
are, pair’d off like the wild beasts in the ark.”’ 
«Yes, and their voices are almost as various.” 
“< Choose in, choose in, gentlemen.” <“* Clear 
away the dead wood.” ‘* Three gone?” “Well, 
here’s more a coming, for here’s brother Twist 
will give us a Bermondsey-screw.” <‘« Why, yes, 
sir, I feel absas that way.” ‘‘ Flimsy of the Bank, 
’tis your turn to go.” “* What’s the state of the 
game 2?” ““Why, twoties, but three loses.” ‘ That’s 
what I call 3 per Cents reduced.” ‘ Sink the 
shop.” ‘¢ With all my heart, and then we should 
wipe off the National Debt.” << That may be wit, 
but we must not meddle with politics, eh, Mr. Se- 
cretary?” “No, but we allow chaffing, for one 
of our articles expressly says, we meet here to 

Hear a little bother, 

And laugh at one another, 

And to pass the time away.” 


Thus begins the noise and fun, sir, 
The joke and the pun, sir, 

And the wit it flies about ; 
But then to mend the matter, 

In the midst of all the chatter, 
The porter’s all drank out : 
Then their bets upon the boozers, 

The winners and the losers, 
And quizzing’s all the go; 

So they banish care and trouble, 

And they try to tip the double 
Ev’ry time they throw. 


SPOKEN.]| ‘ Clear a passage for the mud pilot, 
and he’ll carry the middle pin like a spare topmast.”’, 
«Did you hear any thing knock?” <“¢ Yes, that 
was a heavy fall of timber.” <“ Why so hard gem- 
men? he’s got among the straits.” <“ Och! dirty 
water upon you seamen, how fond you are of rig- 
ging.” <‘* Now let’s give the tinker a turn, for I 
think he carries too much metal for us.” ‘* Score 
?em, score em, Mr. Secretary, and let’s have no 
more chaffing.” ** Why sir, that’s always allowed 
in this here society, for one of our articles ex- 
pressly says, that we meet here to 

Hear a little bother, &c 


But when ’tis getting late, sir, 
They crowd round the slate, sir, 
Each pushing up to pay : 
Take three pints here and a Roman, 
Because I want to go man, 
I can no longer stay ;— 
Well, d me, now that’s pretty, 
I’m one of the Committee, 
So take my money first :-— 
Then pray let me be second, 
Fora pallon man I’m reckon’d, 
And my belly sure will burst. 





SPOKEN.] “ Aye, you’ve shipp’d a rare caryo of 
heavy wet, and without any drawback.” “ That’s 
because he belongs to Pulling’s gang.” ‘ There’s 
three-pence for that ’are gemmem to pay as a non- 
subscriber.” ‘ Why, that must be a mistake, for 
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I’m no subscriber at all.” «* Lord, how larned, he 
does not know nothing of the negative.” ‘ Call 
back the tinker, for he’s push’d off a bad sixpence.” 
«< That looks as if he was not out of brass.” “‘ My 
wig, how the Romans have put the Taffy out of 
temper. I’m afraid he’ll not give us a Welsh air.” 
“© Well, never mind, perhaps he'll give us a 
Welsh rabbit.” <« Go it, my lads, go it, lots of 
chaffing ; but one of our articles expressly says, we 
meet here to 
Hear a little bother, &c. 


PEPE LIL? 


PHERE’S NOT SUCH ANOTHER, SEARCH 
ALL THE WORLD ROUND. 
( Dibdin.) 
I LosT my poor mother 
When only a child, 
And I fear’d such another, 
So gentle and mild, 
Was not to be found: 
But I saw my mistake, 
For scarce was she gone, 
But I proved I had father and mother in one ; 
And though at this minute he makes my heart ache, 
There’s not such another, search all the world 
round. 


i’d reached my teens fairly 
As blythe as a bee, 
His care, late and early, 
Being all to please me ; 
No one thing above ground 
Was too good for his Rose. 
At wake or at fair 
i was dressed out so gaily, Lord, people would 


stare ! 

And I say it again, though he’s peevish, God 
knows, 

Phere is not such another, search all the world 
round. 


But Love, who, they tell us, 
Does many strange things, 
Makes all the world jealous 
And mad,—even kings, 
They say, he can wound. 
This love is the sore :— 
Since Colin came here 
This father so kind is a father severe ; 
Yet still will I say, though he scold more and 
more, 
There’s not such another, search all the world 
round. 


PREG OIIL? 


CAPTAIN MULLIGAN. 
Air—* Morgiana in Ireland.” 
LOVE’s a plague by night and by day, 
When that post you run your skull again, 
Love it was, or Kitty O’Shea, 
That bother’d the heart of the brave Captain 
Mulligan. 
Brisk and merrily, light and gay, 
Stout and steadily, smart and readily, 
Soft and funnily, blythe and bonnily, 
Quite an Adonis was Captain Mulligan ; 
He was willing, she was killing, 
Soft she cried to brave O’Mulligan : 
O, you jewel! 
Cruel, jewel, willing, killing, Captain Mulligan. 


Shoulders rising over his ears, 
Face just like the moon in full again, 
Legs in shape like a tailor’s shears, 

You ne’er saw the fellow of Captain Mulligan, 
Limping, twaddling, Miss O’Shea ; 
Glances pitching him, quite bewitching him, 
Ogling bonnily, squinting funnily, 

She was a Venus to Captain Mulligan. 


“© O, swect Kitty, you’re so pretty !”” 


Soft she cried, the brave O’Mulligan ; 
“* O sweet Kitty! 
Pretty, witty, Kitty, pity Captain Mulligan. 


Married, how they alter’d their tune ; 
Love, once fierce, faith! soon grew cool again, 
When they’d pass’d the sweet honeymoon 
She blacken’d the eye of brave Captain Mulligan. 
Whisky tippling, night and day, 
Scolding, fighting him, horns affrighting him, 
“* Och! be aisy now, troth, you’re crazy now, 
The devil go with you, then, Mr. Mulligan, 
Faith, I knew it, I should rue it. 
Sad he cried, poor Captain Mulligan, 
<« You’re my gruel! 
Cruel, jewel, killing, milling, Mistress Mulligan.” 


GLI FLIP 


IN THE SPRING TIME OF THE YEAR. 
(Planche.) 


O, WELL do I remember that lone but lovely hour 

When the stars had met 
And the dews had wet 

Each gently-closing flower, 
When the moon-lit trees 
Wav’d in the breeze 

Above the sleeping deer, 
And we fondly stray’d 
Through the green-wood shade 

In the spring-time of the year. 


When ali was still beneath the bright moon’s chaste 
and quiet eye 

Save the ceaseless flow 
Of the stream below 

And the night-wind’s fragrant sigh, 
Which brought the song 
Of the distant throng 

So faintly to the ear, 
As we fondly stray’d 
Through the green-wood shade 

In the spring-time of the year. 

O, like an infant’s dream of joy was that sweet 
hour to me! 

As pure as bright, 
As swift in flight, 

From care, from fear as free ! 
And from my heart 
The life must part, 

Which now it’s pulse doth cheer, 
Ere the thought shall fade 
Of that green-wood shade 

In the spring-time of the year! 


GIF EP LIP 


WHEN ARTHUR FIRST AT COURT BEGAN, 
A GLEE, 
(Colman. ) 


WHEN Arthur first at court began 
To wear long hanging sleeves 
He entertained three serving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The first he was an Irishman, 
The second he was a Scot, 

The third he was a Welshman, 
And all were knaves, good wot. 


The Irishman loved usquebaugh, 
The Scot loved ale called blue-tap, 

The Welshman he loved toasted cheese, 
And made his mouth like a mouse-trap. 


Usquebaugh burnt the Irishman s throat, 
The Scot was drowned in ale, 

The Welshman had like to be choked by a mouse, 
But he pulled it out by the tail. 
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A figure tall her sight en “0ss'd, 
And it cried, ‘I beez Giles Scroggins’ ghost.’* 
a eae ne a eed 








GILES SCROGGINS COURTED MOLLY 
BROWN, 


GILES SCROGGINS courted Molly Brown, 
Fol de riddle lol, fol de riddle li do ! 

The fairest wench in all the town, 
Tey Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
He bought her a ring with posey true, 
<< If you loves I as I loves you, 
No knife can cut our loves in two.” 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
But scissors cut as well as knives, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
And quite unsartin are our lives, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
The day they were to have been wed, 
Fate’s scissors cut poor Giles’s thread, 
So they could not be mar-ri-ed. 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
Poor Molly laid her down to weep, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
And cried herself quite fast asleep, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
When standing all by the bed-post, 
A figure tall her sight engross’d, 
And it cried, ‘I beez Giles Scroggins’ ghost ;” 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
The ghost it said all solemnly, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
**O Molly? you must go with me, 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
<< All to the grave your love to cool ;” 
She says, ‘« I am not dead, you fool!” 
Says the ghost says he, ‘ Vy, that’s no rule.” 

Fol de riddle lol, &c. 


The ghost he seized her all so grim, 
Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
All for to go along with him, 
Fol de riddle lol, &c. 
ld Sone; come,” said he, ‘ere morning’s beam.” 


“‘ T vont,” said she, and she screamed a scream, 
Then she woke, and found she dreamed a dream, 
Fol de riddle loi, &c. 


PIP IFGIGP? 


THE BEAUTIFUL BOY. 
Air— Ballinamorioro” 
IT was one winter’s day, about six in the morn, 
When I, little innocent creature, was born; 
There was doctor, and nurse, and a great many 
more, 

But none of them saw such a baby before : 

They all swore I was like my papa; 

Yes, and see there’s the nose of mamma, 

With a few alterations, oh, la! 
We'll make him a beautiful boy. 


To make him a beauty, cried out Mrs. Sneer, 
We’ll be troubled, without the child has a sweet 
leer : 
Then to give me this leer, Mrs. Glazier arose, 
And a piece of red putty stuck bang on my nose. 
This made me wink and blink so, 
The ladies know’d not what to think, oh; 
At last it turn’d into a squint so, 
All to make me a beautiful boy. 


To make me accomplish’d I wanted one thing, 
My mouth was too small for the dear child to sing: 
Then to lug it, and tug it, they all of them tried, 
Till they stretch’d my sweet mouth near half a yard 
wide, 

Crying, pull away now, Mrs. Ryder, 

It must be a little bit wider, 

My dear mouth they split pretty nigh, sir, 
All to make me a beautiful boy. 


Now being complete, I was next sent to school, 
And to show off my make was stuck on a high stool - 
When the children went home they cried with 
surprise, 
“We’ve a new boy at school with such beautifu 
eyes, 
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He can look any way so handy, 

Such a mouth he has got to suck candy, 

And his legs are so preciously bandy, 
And they call him a beautiful boy.’ 


T’other day I was ask’d in the city to dine, 
The ladies in raptures all thought me divine, 
And all, when observing my elegant grace, 
Neglected their dinners to gaze on my face : 
They cried, I shall faint with surprise, 
No gas-lights can equal his eyes, 
And such a sweet mouth for mince pies, 
Oh, dear, what a beautiful boy! 


Now, ladies, beware of love’s powerful darts, 
For fearful I am I shall steal all your hearts ; 
And then, your dear sweet little creatures, you'll 
sigh, 
And doat on my charms, till you languish and die ; 
For you know I can’t marry you all, 
Yec, believe me, whenever you call, 
My endeavours will be to please all, 
Although such a beautiful boy. 


OPEL aL! 


THIS LIFE’S A DAY’S JOURNEY. 
(Dibdin.) 
Tuis life’s a day’s journey, we rise in the morn, 
The sun, trees, and flowers our prospects adorn ; 
When perhaps we’ve been scarcely set out an hour, 
But slap we’re o’ertaken and sous’d in a shower. 
To shelter then quickly, and see now ’tis o’er, 
And in pretty good spirits we set out once more ; 
Now up hill, now down, now even, and now 
We are cover’d with dust, and now popp’d in a 
slough. 


Thus we jog on till dinner, now wet and now dry, 
And now we’ve a low’ring, and now a clear sky, 
With the fire, the good landlord, the wine, and 
the cheer, 

Now refresh’d, we set forward to end our career: 
But the roads are uneven, we trip, are bemir’d, 
And jolted, and jostled, and tumbled, and tired ; 
Yet we keep a good heart and our spirits are light, 
In hopes we shall meet with a good inn at night. 


LILLE LLL 


THE WANTON WIDOW ; 
OR, DISTRACTED MRS. WIGGINS. 
Air—“ Miss Bailey.” 
A WANTON widow, old and sour, 
Would fain be a Signora; 
She practis’d all was in her pow’r 
To wear her weeds no more-a :— 
But all she did, and all she strove, 
Could not entice her charmer ; 
So cold her heart, the flame of love 
Could never rightly warm her! 
Oh! Mistress Wiggins, 
Despairing Mistress Wiggins ! 
She took to drinking peppermint, 
And mourn’d her faithless lover. 


She sigh’d, she panted, rolled her eyes, 

. And used these efforts often ; 

The youth but view’d her with surprise, 
His heart could never soften.— 

At length, a brisk young maid he view’d 
Handsome, tall, and clever ; 

She lik’d him, though he came so rude, 
And vowed she’d love for ever, 

Oh! Mistress Wiggins, &c. 


This damsel’s name was Sally Prim, 
Her daddy was a brazier ; 

The youth was nick-nam’d Billy Slim, 
And was by trade a.glazier ; 

Their hands they join’d in wedlock’s tie, 
And told their joy in kisses.— 

Let this a warning word imply, 
To widows and old misses ! 


Oh! Mistress Wiggins, 

Distracted Mistress Wiggins ! 

She kill’d herself with peppermint, 
And left her faithless lover. 


GLP IL ELE 


IN VAIN, DEAR FRIENDS, EACH ART 
YOU TRY. 


(Dibdin. ) 
IN vain, dear friends, each art you try = 
To neither lover’s suit inclin’d, 
On outward charms I’]] ne’er rely, 
But prize the graces of the mind. 


The empty coxcomb which you chose, 
Just like the flower of day, 

Shook by each wind that folly blows, 
Seems born to flutterand decay. 


Your choice an honest aspect wears, 
To give him pain I oft have griev’d ; 
But it proceeded from my fears : 
Than me, much wiser are deceived. 


I thank you both, then, for your love, 
Wait for my choice a little while ; 
And he who most shall worthy prove, 

My hand Il offer with a smile. 


PPP IOEL IF 


THE FEMALE VOLUNTEER. 
Air— “© The White Cockade.”—(C. Dibdin.) 


IN danger’s hour, when our haughty foes 
Our British standard dare oppose, 
When our gallant lads are obliged to roam, 
Why should women idly stay at home ? 
I’m volunteer turn’d, and, indeed, what’s more, 
A smart drill serjeant of the corps ; 
And whenever our Old England’s claims require, 
Can soon ‘“‘ make ready, present, and fire!” 
I’m a merry little wag in a scarlet frock, 
And my heart’s as stout as my musket-stock. 
The rat-tat-too I love to hear, 
Like a merry little British volunteer. 


With Britain’s foes what can’t we do? 

When, sirs, you must own we can conquer you. 
See us marshall’d out, and the fight begun, 
The words—*‘ charge bayonet !” away they run, 
While we pink the cowards as they fly, 

Till loudly all for quarter cry ; 

And as mercy’s the pride of the British throne, 
The word’s ‘ ground arms!’ and the day’s our own. 
I’m a merry little wag, &c. 


Their arms all grounded to our view, 
To ‘* take up arms” is, of course, our due , 
And having boldly gain’d the day, 
"Vis “ shoulder arms!’ and we march away. 
Then, soldier-like, each jovial soul 
Crowds gaily round the flowing bowl, 
And toasts, with voice and heart, with three, 
Britannia! George! and Liberty ! 

I’m a merry little wag, &c. 


GLPPLL EEF 


GRIZZLE. 


’T WAS one morning in May, the weather but queer, 
Rather hazy, a sort of a mizzle, 

When with a love song I was shot through the ear 
By a maid, and her name it was Grizzle : 

The Graces might dance to the tune of her song, 
All warbling and running her rigs, 

With a bucket of wash as she tript it along, 
Just going to feed the pigs, tig, tig, tig, 

Then to hear the old sow ask the little pig, 
My love, have you got enough ? 

And the little pig crying out, oui, oui, oui, 
“Speaking French, to show her breeding, d’ye see ; 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. &3 


Why, abench of judges might have shook their wigs, 


To hear the likes of the fun and the rigs, 
While lovely Grizzle was feeding the pigs. 


The next time I saw her was at the barn-door, 
Dress’d in petticoat, sleeves, and a boddice ; 
What art thou, said I, for I’m not very sure, 
Art a fairy, a witch, or a goddess? ; 
The muses in vain would describe her in song, 
*Stead of nine had they seventy pens, 
As graceful the barley she scatter’d along, 
All feeding the cocks and the hens. 
Coop biddy, coop biddy, cup! 
Then to see all the chickens come tumbling up, 
While chanticleer cried to his hens, clook, clook, 
clook, clook, clook, clook, 
Took, took, took, took, took, took, took, took, took. 
Not-the hens and the cocks, not the cocks and the 
hens, 
Though their tails and their wings were all made 
into pens, 
Could e’er describe Grizzle while feeding the hens. 


To Grizzle ’'m married, so blest ne’er was man, 
We have children the best part of twenty ; 
So we try to maintain ’em as well as we can, 
_ While content turns our pittance to plenty. 
If the great their dependents and parasites own, 
So do we, for the dogs and the cats 
Come flattering round for a serap or a bone, 
While we’re feeding our sweet little brats. 
Diddle, liddle, diddle, come then in lap, 
Then I awkwardly burn the child’s mouth with the 


pap; ‘ 
Then to hear the sweet music, yah, yah, yah, 
yah, yah, 
Hush, hush, hush, hush, hush, come to mamma. 
Miaw, bow, wow, oh, he has let his sister fall— 
you young dog, Pll knock your brains out. 
Blest with children and wife, and my dogs and my 
cats, 
Throw settlements, titles, and deeds, to the rats, 
Give me my sweet little Grizzle while feeding her 


brats. 
TELL ME WHERE IS FANCY BRED. | 
(Shaks>zare. ) 


TELL me where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart or in the head ; 
How begot, how nourished ? 
Reply, reply. 
It is engendered in the eyes ; 
With gazing fed; and Fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies. 
- Let us all ring Fancy’s knell : 
Pll begin it, ding dong bell. 


LI IL POP 


ON THIS COLD FLINTY ROCK. 


ON this cold flinty rock I will lay down my head, 
And happy will sing through the night ; 
The moon shall smile sweetly upon my cold bed, 
And the stars crowd to give me a light. 
Then, come to me, my gentle dear, 
Oh, turn those sweet eyes unto me ; 
To my bosom now creep, I will sing thee 
to sleep, 
And kiss from thy lid the sad tear. 


This innocent flower, which those rude cliffs unfold r 
Is thou, love, the joy of this earth, 
But the rock that it springs from, so flinty and cold, 
Is thy father that gave thee thy birth. 
; g Then, come to me, &c. 


The dews that now hang on the cheek of the eve, 
And the winds that do mournfully cry, 


Are the sighs and the tears of the youth thou must 
leave, 
To lie down in these deserts to die. 
Then, come to me, &c. 


PLILPIEPEF? 


WHO’S TO BLAME BUT OUR MASTERS. 


THE life of a valet for me, 

So airy, so gay, and so free, 

No drudgery e’er to employ us, 

No care in the world to annoy us, 
But the frowns of my lord, 

Or my lady’s fine airs, 

But no pain they afford, 

For our motto’s—Who cares? 
We can dress fine,—Drink wine, 
In plots league,—Game, intrigue, 
Swear, strut,—Quiz, put, 
Talk high,—Palm a lie, 

Fire away,—D—n a play, 

Losing places our only disasters. 
So we dress,—Mess, 
Drink,—Think, 
Game,—Flame, 
League,—Intrigue, 

Plot,—Sot, 
Stare,—Swear, 
Strut,—Cut, 
Fly,—Lie, 
And, by the by, 
If such is our plan, 
Like master like man, 
Who’s to blame but our masters? 


SPOKEN: ] My first master was the tippy of the ton, 
he gave concertos and desertos ; Frippero, says he, 
invite signors and signoras Squallo, Naturallo, 
Flatto, Sharpo, and Jew’s Harp O! Crotcheteni, 
Quaverini, Fiddledini, Flautini, Rosinini, Cla- 
rinetti, Castagnetti, Bassooni, Tromboni, Double 
Drummi, and flat hummi. 

For the thing for me 
Is a life of glee, 
O° fashion’s all fiddle de dee. 


Some servants I own are quite nice, 
And talk about virtue and vice ; 
Who flatly refuses to play booty, 
And tell you of honour and duty, 
Talk of conscience, a rule 
That might do heretofore, 
But now from our school 

Is expelled as a bore: 

They ne’er dress fine,— Drink wine, 
In plots league,—Game, intrigue, 
Swear, strut,—Quiz, put, 

Talk high,—Palm a lie, 

Fire away,—D—n a play, 

To them faults are only disasters. 
They won’t dress,—Mess, 
Drink,—Think, 

Game,—Flame, 
League,—Intrigue, 
Plot,—Sot, 
Stare,—Swear, 
Strut,—Cut, 
Fly,—-Lie, 
And, by the by, 
If such is their plan, 
Like master like man, 
Who’s to blame but their masters? 


SPOKEN.] All decency and decorum, not habit 
like fashion, that’s all” delightful hurry, scurry, 
flurry, worry, tattle, prattle, rattle, bustle, rustle, 
merry muscle, gaming, flaming, dashing, splash- 
ing, crashing, gallanting, chanting, spattering, 
flattering, chattering, prancing, dancing, riddle~ 
ing, and fiddleing, 

For the thing for me, &c. 
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DRINK TO ME ONLY WITH THINE EYES. 
(Ben Jonson.) 


DRINK to me only with thine eyes 
And I will pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiss within the cup, 
And Ill not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise 
Doth ask for drink divine, 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sip, 
I would not change for thine. 


I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 
Not so much honouring thee, 

As giving it a chance that there 
It would not withered be: 

But thou thereon did’st only breathe, 
And sent’st it back to me, 

Since when it grows and smells, I swear, 
Not of itself but thee. 


LITTLE SALLY. 
( Arnold.) 


CoME, buy poor Sally’s wooden ware, 
Who all for money barters, 

My pins, my toys, my shoe-knot’s rare, 
My bodkins, lace, and garters. 

Full cheap my various goods I sell 
Through village, street, and alley; 
In London, where I’m known full well, 

They call me Little Sally. 


Now thus from town to town I stray, 
Light-hearted, free from sorrow, 
And when I eat my meal to day 
I care not for to-morrow : 
So ne’er again I’ll London see, 
But range each hill and valley ; 
Come, spend a trifle, sir, with me, 
And think on Little Sally. 


GOP OL EFF 


STREAMS THAT ROUND MY PRISON 
CREEP. 


(J. P. Kemble.) 


YE streams that round my prison creep, 
If on your mossy bank you see 
My gallant lover stand and weep, 
Oh murmur this command from me: 
My mistress bids thee haste away, 
And shun the broad-eyed watchful day. 


Ye gales, that love with me to sigh, 

If in your breezy flight you see 
My dear Floreski’s lingering nigh, 

Oh whisper this command from me : 
Thy mistress bids thee haste away, 

And shun the broad-eyed watchful day. 


THE TURNPIKE MAN. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
HE that would thrive 
Must rise by five, 
For my part, I rise pretty soon, 
And, early or late, 
I open the gate 
At evening, morning, or noon, 
To gentlemen, prigs, 
Carts, coaches, and gigs, 
Pay here, sir, is always the plan, 


SPOKEN.] I’vea great variety of customers, and 
sometimes they all talk together.—* I say, you 
turnpike-man, do you mean to open this here gate, 
or be we to be kept in this here way all day ?”— 
<¢ What d’ye stop up the road for ?”—“ Don’t you 


YE 


see the gemman has run bump agin the post ?”— 
3 
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«« Why, I’m but a so-so driver.”—“ Then, may- 
hap, you’re a tailor ?”’—*¢ No, I am not, you great 
goose ; and you’re on the wrong side of the road 
by a yard and a half and two nails, at least ; so, if 
you gives me any more of your imperance, I shall 
teach you to cut your coat according to your cab- 
bages, ho!” Let my cart come by, if you 
please.” 

So through the gate they pass, 

While I’m pocketing the brass, 

Like a very merry turnpike-man, 

Like a very merry turnpike-man. 


What lots bustle through 
To a race or review, 

Or when milling’s the sport of the day ; 
Hacks, ponies, and tits, 
Lords, flashmen, and cits, 

So knowing, so spruce, and so gay, 
While, ticket in hand, 
I take up my stand, 

Pay here, sir, is always my way. 

SPOKEN.| “* How much, Pikey?”’— “ Four- 
pence.”—“ Can’t you make it less? (Eh!) a—o 
—l—C—what you B—what’s the letter?”—< X.” 
—< X, well Ido X. and you know Y.”—* You’d 
better mind your P.’s and Q.’s.”’"—“ Well, U. R. 
a comical fellow; come, G—up, or I shall W— 
and make you bones full of H.’s.”—** Coachman ! 
coachman! there’s the pole of that big fellow’s 
barouche coming right through the back of our 
chariot.”—‘* Never mind, sir, my pole’s through 
the next, so we’re even at any rate.”—** Blind 
you, can’t you see ?”—“ I say, you mounseer, I 
shan’t let go your bridle ’till you come down with 
the bit.”—- Sare, I shall not come at all; in- 
stantly let go my horse, or presently I shall whip 
your face.”—“* You whip! I shall come Waterloo 
over you, and sarve you out as we did the curious 
(cuiras) bullies in brass.”— That’s right, Jem, 
go it, you good ones!” 

So through the gate they pass, &c. 


THE BEWILDERED MAID. 
( Brandon.) 
SLow broke the light, and sweet breath’d the 


morn, 
When a maiden I saw sitting under a thorn; 


! Her dark hair hung loose on her bare neck of snow, 
| Her eyes look’d bewilder’d, her cheeks pale with 


woe: 

<© O whence is thy sorrow, sweet maiden,” said I, 

<¢ The green grave will answer,” she said, with a 
sigh ; 

The merry lark so sweetly did sing o’er her head, 

But she thought on her grief and the battle, she 
Said. 


The breeze murmur’d by, when she look’d up for- 


lorn ; 
« Hark! hark! did’st thou hear, ’twas the sigh of 
the morn ; 


They say that in battle my love met his death, 

But ah! *twas the hawthorn that robb’d his sweet 
breath : 

Come here, gentle robin, live safe from the storm, 

In my bosom now sing, there my true love lies 
warm 3 

Ah! robin, be constant, my true love was brave, 

Sweet robin shall sit and sing o’er my grave. 


PIPL LED? 


WAPPING OLD STAIRS. 


Your Molly has never proved false, she declares, 
Since the last time we parted at Wapping Old 
Stairs, 


. 
ta i ei 


ee 
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When I swore that 1 still would continue the same, 
And gave you the ’bacco box mark’d with your 
. name ; 

When I pass’ a whole fortnight between decks 

with you, 

Did I e’er give a kiss, Tom, to one of the crew! 
To be useful and kind, with my Thomas I staid, 
For his trousers I wash’d, and his grog, too, I made. 


Though you promised, last Sunday, to walk in the 
Mall 


With Susan, from Deptford, and likewise with Sal, 

Ja silence I stood your unkindness to hear, 

And only upbraided my Tom with a tear : 

Why should Sal, or should Susan, than me be more 
prized? 

For the heart that is true, Tom, should ne’er be 
despis’d 5 

Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly forsake, 

Still your trousers I’ll wash, and your grog, too, 


IV’ll make. 
SINCE KATHLEEN HAS PROVED SO 
UNTRUE. 
(0’Keefe. ) 


SINCE Kathleen has proved so untrue, 
Poor Darby, ah, what can you do! 
No longer I’ll stay here a clown, 

But sell off, and gallop to town : 

Vl dress and I’ll strut with an air, 
The barber shall frizzle my hair. 


In town I shall cut a great dash, 

But how for to compass the cash ; 

At gaming, perhaps, I may win, 

With cards I can take the flats in; 

Or trundle false dice and they’re nick’d,— 
If found out, I shall only be kick’d. 


But, first, to get a great name, 

A duel establish my fame ; 

To my man then a challenge I’ll write, 
Rut first I’ll be sure he won’t fight ; 
We’ll swear not to part till we fall, 
Then shoot without powder and ball. 


GPPILLPF 


DRINK TO THEE, SON OF GREAT JOVE! 


HERE, Bacchus, here’s to thee! 
With pleasure I view thee, 

With mirth and bright jollity crown’d ; 
Thy doxies, so tempting, 
Wine sparkling, fermenting, 

By pleasure on all sides surrounded, 
’Tis a glorious thing, 
Sirs, to tutor a king, 

And have a great pupil divine. 
Then here, till I’m tipsy, 
To thee and each gipsy, 

Silenus will toss off his wine. 
His wine—his wine ; 

Silenus will toss off his wine. 


My cup it is empty ! 
Come, let us have plenty ; 
Thy Thyrsis will set the rocks flowing ; 
Our spirits beat quicker, 
When warm’d by the liquor, 
With transports our bosoms are glowing ; 
Then let us delight in, 
The dear bliss inviting, 
A zest it will give to our love. 
While Silenus can stand, 
Or reach mouth with his hand, 
He’ll drink to thee, son of great Jove! 
Son of great Jove !—son of great Jove ! 
tie’ll drink to thee, gon of great Jove. 
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OH! LADY, NE’ER THINK. 


Ou! lady, ne’er think I’ll prove false to thee, 
Or sigh for another, though fair she may be 5 

Or absent, or near, the true heart’s the same, 
And the rapture of love is the meeting again. 


Should dangers surround me, I’ll dangers face, 
True lovers are fearless of death or disgrace ; 
Unmoved, as a rock to the tempest, I’ll be, 
And hope to return to love and to thee. 
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THE BARREL OF OLD HUMMING ALE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

OLD Owen lived on the brow of a hill, 
And he had more patience than pelf ; 

A small plot of ground ’twas his labour to till, 
And he toil’d through the day by himself: 

But at night crowds of visitors called at his cot, 
For he told a right marvellous tale ; 

Yet a stronger attraction by chance he had got, 
A barrel of old humming ale, 


{ Old Owen by all was an oracle thought, 
| While they drark, not a joke fail’d to hit; 
But Owen, at last, by experience was taught 
That wisdom is better than wit. 
One night his cot scarcely could hold tne gay rout, 
The next, not a soul heard his tale ; 
The moral is, simply, they fairly drank out 
His barrel of old humming ale. 


GLILP GPE F 


NONE CAN LOVE LIKE AN IRISHMAN, 
(Collins. ) 


THE turban’d Turk, who scorns the world, 
May strut about with his whiskers curled, 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and key, 
For nobody else but himself to see ; 

Yet long may he pray with his Alcoran 
Before he can love like an Irishman. 


The gay Monsieur, a slave no more, 

The solemn Don, the soft Signor, 

The Dutch Mynheer, so full of pride, 
The Russian, Prussian, Swede beside,— 
They all may do whate’er they can, 

But they'll never love like an Irishman. 


The London folks themselves beguile, 

And think they please in a capital stile ; 
Yet let them ask, as they cross the street, 

Of any young virgin they happen to mect, 
And I know she’ll say, from behind her fan, 
That there’s none can love like an Irishman. 


PPO IL IF 


WHISTLE AND V’LL COME TO YOU, MY 
LAD. 


(Burns. ) 


Ou' whistle and I’ll come to you, my lad, 

Oh! whistle and I’ll come to you, my lad, 
Though father, and mother, and a’ should go mad ; 
Oh! whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad. 


But warily tent when ye come to court me, 
Ar’ come na unless the back get be a-gee, 
Syne up the back style, and let nae body see, 
A come as ye war na comin to me. 

Oh! whistle, &c. 


At kirk, or at market, whene’er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as though that ye car’d na a flea, 
But steal me a blink o’ your bonny black ee, 
Yet look as ye were naa looking at me. 

Oh! whistle, &c. 


Ay, vow and protest that ye care na for me, 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a-wee ; 
But court nac anither, though joking ye be, 
For fear that she wiles vour fancy frae me. 
Dh! whistle, &c. 


THE MAD WOMAN. 
(Dibdin.) 
To be mad for a husband is not a new thing ; 
The widow who swore to her first to be true, 


And the moment he’s dead, at a rout goes to cards, 


And a week after, marries Dick Trim of the guards ; 
Because, truly, Dick was a lusty young lad: 


What a plague do you call such a woman but mad? 


The young lady, brimful of the last new romance, 
Who ogles the footman, as if ’twere by chance ; - 
Who gets out of her room by a ladder of ropes, 
And, at last, with her John, who to Scotland elopes, 
Leaving, sore in affliction, her worthy old dad ; 
What a plague do you call such a woman but mad? 


She, because he is rich, and because she is poor, 
Who weds with a batter’d old rake of four score 5 
She at seventy-seven who marries a boy ; 

For title and rank, she who barters all joy ; 

Those who marry for motives like these, or as bad, 
What a plague do you call all women but mad? 


CPP FLOP PS 


WHEN LAID ON A MOTHER’S FOND 
BREAST. j 


(Morton. ) 


WHEN laid on a mother’s fond breast, 
That bosom, the fount of my life, 
That bosom, my pillow of rest, 
The song of affection is rife ; 
Dost thou smile in thy dreams, my poor child? 
Then wake not to look on pale sorrow, 
Nor of infancy’s joy’s be beguiled 
By the woes that may reach thee to-morrow. 


When sunshine my eyelids unclosed, 
And I smil’d at the radiant sky, 
My knees she devoutly compos’d, 
And my little hands lifted on high: 
Dear baby, a father lives there, 
Who from infancy’s heart chases sorrow ; 
Who hearing a mother’s fond prayer, 
May grant thee a joyful to-morrow. 


GPLLI LIER? 


SIGH NO MORE LADIES. 
(Shakspeare. ) 
SIGH no more, ladies! ladies, sigh no more ! 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot on sea and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never : 
Then sigh not so, but let them go, 
And be you blythe and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
To hey, nonny, nonny! 
Sing no more ditties, sing no more 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men were ever so, 
Since summer first was leafy. 
Then sigh no more, ladies, &c. 


LOVE AND THE SUN DIAL. 
(T. Moore.) 


YOUNG Love found a Dial once in a dark shade, 
Where man ne’er had wandered, or sun-beam 


played ; 

“* Why thus in darkness lie?’ whispered young 
Love, 

“‘ Thou, whose gay hours should in sunshine 
move,” 


<€ T ne’er (said the Dial) have seen the warm sun, 
So noon-day and midnight to me, Love, are one.” 


Then Love took the Dial away from the shade, 
And placed her where heaven’s beams warmly 
played ; 
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There she reclined beneath Love’s gazing eye, 

While all marked with sunshine her hours flew by . 
** Oh! how, (said the Dial,) can any fair maid, 
That’s borne to be shone upon, rest in the shade. 


But night comes on, and the sunbeam’s o’er, 

And Love stopp’d to gaze on the Dial no more; 

Then, cold and neglected, while bleak rain and 
winds 

Are storming around her, with sorrow she finds 

That Love had but numbered a few sunny hours, 

And left the remainder to darkness and showers. 


POPOL ELI 


LONDON SIGHTS; 
OR, A HIT AT THE FASHIONS. 


I’s a poor country lad, though humble’s my lot, 
I’m come up to London to see what is what! 
Folks call Ia fool, if I be so, don’t frown, 
I’ve a pretty good pack of relations in town 

Gee ho, Dobbin, &c, 


Some folks, in the street, by the Lord, make me 
Stare, 
So comical droll is the dress that they wear ; 
For the gentlemen’s waist is a top of their back, 
And their large cossack trousers that fit like a sack. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


Then the ladies, their dresses are equally queer, 
They wear such large bonnets their face can’t ap- 
pear ; 
It puts me in mind, don’t think I’m a joker, 
Of a coal-scuttle stuck on the head of a poker. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


In their bonnets they wear green leaves such a 
power, 
It puts me in mind of a great cauliflower ; 
And their legs, I am sure, must be ready to freeze, 
For they wear their petticoats up to their knees. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


They carry large bags full of trinkets and lockets, 

Cause the fashion is now not to wear any pockets ; 

And to keep off the flies, and to hide from be- 
holders, 


They throw a large cabbage-net over their shoul- 


ders. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


I went to the Opera, I think ’twas the place 
I did not much like it, but I may want taste : 
Such squeaking, and squalling, and dancing, ’tis 
nam’d ; 
Talk of legs, I came out, I was really asham’d. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


I went to a place which is call’d a Bazaar, 

A place that beats all other places by far ; 

I was ask’d by a lady to buy at a stall, 

So, like most other folks, I bought nothing at all. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


Then the gemman wear stiffners tied round their 
. necks, 
And a large flashy collar that covers the checks : 
Since the times are so hard, this fashion Ill follow, 
If I can’t get a shirt, I’ll e’en wear a collar. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


But the most of all fashions that do puzzle I, 
Is to see the folks cock up a glass to their eye 5 
And since boxing the vogue is, their plan is, no 
doubt, 
To keep one eye instore till the other’s knock’d out. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


Once the great coats in fashion, no skirts could be 
found, 

Now the cloth has got dear, the skirts reach to the 
ground ; 
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So our bucks look like monkies, I'll prove on the 
nail 
Fora monkey is known by the length of his tail. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


However the fashions are given to range, 
In your smiles and your favours I hope for no 
change, 
Your kind approbation T’ll study to keep, 
And to please you'll sing till you’re all fast asleep. 
Gee ho, Dobbin, &c. 


GPLOLIPIL 


NORAH, DEAR NORAH. 


THOUGH Lexlip is proud of its close shady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters, its murmuring cascades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of sweet flowers, 
Its lads so well dress’d, and its neat pretty maids 5 
As each his own village will still make the most of, 
In praise of dear Carton I hope I’m not wrong, 
Dear pee containing what kingdoms may boast 
or, 
"Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my song. 


Be gentlemen fine, with their spurs and nice boots 
on, 
Their horses to start on the Curragh of Kildare ; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new suits on, 
Lac’d waistcoats, white gloves, and their nice 
powder’d hair ; 
Poor Pat, while so blest in his mean humble station, 
For gold or for acres he never shall long, 
One sweet smile can give him the wealth of a 
nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my song. 


GOO PPI LF 


THE VILLAGE SEEMS ASLEEP WHILE 
LUBIN IS AWAY. 


(Mrs. Hunter.) 


My mother bids me bind my hair 
With bands of rosy hue, 

Tie up my sleeves with ribbons rare, 
And lace my boddice blue; 

For why, she cries, sit still and weep 
While others dance and play ; 

Alas! I scarce can go or creep 
While Lubin is away. 


’Tis sad to think the days are gone 
When those we love are near! 

I sit upon this mossy stone, 
And sigh when none can hear ; 

And while I spin my flaxen thread, 
And sing my simple lay, 

The village seems asleep or dead 
While Lubin is away. 


PILL IEP OL 


THE TOM CATS’ DUEL. 


THERE were two tom cats on a wall, 
Just over a cobbler’s stall,— 

Tommy White and Tommy Gray ; 
And those two tom cats on a wall, 
Just over a cobbler’s stall, 

Had both fell in love, they say. 


’Twas Miss Tabby that made them to sigh, 
And she liv’d in a garret hard by, 

Which brought the two loveyers that way, 
To sing her a sweet serenade, (mew, mew, ) 
And a pretty mollrowing they made, 

Tom White and Tommy Gray. 


Said Tom White, “‘ Who the devil are you? 
«« That here, with impertinent mew, 

__« Would bid dear Miss Tabby my clack shun ?” 
Said Tommy Gray, “‘ Don’t make such a splutter, 
«« You shall meet me to-night in a gutter, 

«© And, d—me! I’ll have satisfaction.” 


&y 


With claws sharp as daggers they met 
And to it, like tigers, they set; 
"Twas doubtful which of them were stronger : 
They spit, (phit, phit, ) and they scratched, and 
they swore, (moll row, } 
And their poor hairy jackets they tore 
*Till they could not hold ont any longer. 


Miss Tabby awoke at the clatter, 
Popp’d her head out, and cried, (mew, mew )— 
<¢ what’s the matter?” 
And seem’d rather angry and coolish ; 
Said Tom White, “‘ Our sad plight only view— 
<“ We’ve both been a fighting for you ;” 
Then, said she, * That was devilish foolish,” 


Said Tom Gray, “ I’ve lost half my tail ;” 
Said Miss Tabby, “‘ That will not avail, 
For I vow that my back quite up is, 
To think that two cats on a wall, 
Just over acobbler’s stall, 
Should go for to act like two puppies.” 


GFP LP PELL 


THE IRON AGE, 
OR, THE DANDY MORALIST. 


Air—© Bang up in the City.” 


WHEN first I enter’d life’s gay path, 
I laugh’d at fashion’s faces ; 

The beaux appear’d like dress’d up belles, 
The belles—any thing but graces ; 

But when I found, to please the world, 
I must with its whims comply, 

I changed my notes, and soon the town 
Had no greater beau than I. 

With paint, and stays, and padded coat, 
Quite altered were my features ; 

And soon my living a-la-mode 
Was opposite to nature’s. 


SPOKEN.] I completely metamorphosed myself 
and dress. My black silk gloves were changed for 
white kid ; my pliant flannel waistcoat for a stiff 
pair of stays; my toilet was soon covered with 
curls, collars, and wrist-bands—with paint, patch- 
es, and perfumes—snufi-boxes, brooches, pins, and 
quizzing-glasses.—’Tis true, when equipped, I have 
often been insulted by the canaille : often have my 
now susceptible and delicate ears been annoyed 
with—[in a vulgar alge «My eye! Bill, do you 
see that man ?”—** What man ? I see no man.” — 
“Why, that gill, with his sides twisted like an 
hour-glass.”—‘ What ! do you call that a man ? ’tis 
not a man, it’s a dandy.”—‘ A dandy! how rum 
it smells !”—~ Rum, phoo! it’s not rum, "tis la- 
vender.” —But though I was laugh’d at by the bas- 
monde, I was admired by the beau-monde.—[ Fop- 
pishly.|—© Excessively elegant, *pon my soul!” 
said Sir Jessamy, the other day, in the Park.~— 
“0, the delightful creature! the very acme of 
perfection, I declare,” said Lady Jubelinda-Joa-~ 
bella-Sophonisba-Augusta Rosebud. 


Then in my stays and padded coat, 
Through London streets I’ll dash on 5 

For, let the churls say what they will, 
Tis wisdom forms the fashion. 


Aye, London is the place for me, 
There every thing is moving ; 

There things are changing ev’ry day, 
And ev’ry thing’s improving ; 

When iron horses were the go, 
T purchas’d one to ride, 

And up the Mall and Rotten-row, 
I daily took a stride. 

Now in boots with new revolving heels, 
And mounted on my filly, 

Some quiz, and some admire me, as 
I prance up Piccadilly. 
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SPOKEN.] All things have their day; wigs, 
powdered heads, cocked hats, round hats, buckles, 
and shoe-strings.—Iron horses have had their run, 
but now they are all cast down. — London is 
fashion’s head quarters.—By the by, it is an in- 
tolerable bore to walk or ride near the East-end zi 
the chimney-sweeps and dustmen are so very vul- 
gar.—Riding along the other day, with my upper 
lip ornamented with a handsome pair of musta- 
choes, a brute of a fellow bawled out, ** Look at 
that kiddy; twig his mouse-stay-shoes, they looks 
as if they vas made out of his horse’s tail, or its 
mane.”—‘ Why, they do look the main part of his 
face.””—*« For my part,” said an impudent slut, 
““ I would as lieve be kissed by a he-bear as by 
him.”—“Why, he-bears have just such whiskers as 
he bears.””—«* Perhaps he uses bear’s grease to make 
“em grow.” —* Aye, and that makes him look so 
bare-faced.”—Even my revolving-heel boots can- 
not escape censure.—‘ My vig! there’s a pair of 
brass spurs and heels !”— Aye, they are rewol- 
wing heels.”—* Why, what are they for??’— 
“‘Vhy, their veight, d’ye see, keeps these light 
characters from falling off their horses.”—«« Light 
characters! aye, I dare say he has more brass at 
his heels than in his pocket.””—© Yes, and I sup- 
pose he pays his debts with his heels.”—Thus it is; 
whilst any thing wncommon is patronized by the 
polite, any thing uncommon is condemned by the 
vulgar; but while Iam supported by the one, I 
need not care a fig for the other. 


Then with revolving heels I still, 
Through London streets I’ll dash on, &c. 


In England what they spend in dress, 
By other means they’re saving ; 

By gas, and steam, and iron Pipes, 
Tron coffins, iron paving ; 

But while for gas and iron pipes, 
The people’s piping hot, 

Our commerce, and our wooden yells, 
I fear have got the rot: 

Then for the shining age of gold, 
The poets can but sigh on, 

For this, as iron’s all the rage, 
Must be the age of iron. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, this certainly must be the iron 
age, the times are so very hard. England is filled 
with complaints, from the journeyman tailor to the 
merchant-tailor; from the grand free-mason to the 
poor paviour.—“< Oh! Teddy Teddy, Teddy.”— 
““ What ails ye, Pat?”—<«« We will all be ruined, 
Teddy,”—“« Why, Pat ?”—« Because they’re a- 
going to make all the stones of iron 3 what will we 
do ?”—** Oh, don’t cry, Pat, can’t we go a hay- 
making ?”—«* Pooh, don’t be a making a Judy of 
yousel don’t you know they are going to make 

ay with the steam-engine, you bog-trotter 2” 
England is like Vulcan’s work-shop, with, perhaps, 
too many irons in the fire, and filled with smoke, 
gas, steam, and blue devils; and where are manu- 
factured iron bridges, iron horses, iron geese, iron 
bedsteads, iron pillars, iron boats, iron coffins, and 
iron paving. Every thing is trony.—« The very 
men,” said old Sourcrout, “* are made of iron— 
their heels are iron, their soles are iron, their hearts 
are iron, their heads are iron, and they are all 
iron but their faces, and they are undoubtedly 
made of brass.”—* True, but all this proves that 
they are men of mettle.” —« Mettle ! nonsense ; [I 
Say they are brought up in iron, fed with iron, 
physicked with iron, often die in tron, and are 
buried in iron. They are all iron but their money, 
and d——me, that’s all paper.” —© No matter, 
the golden age is coming on, and that will be a 
sovereign remedy for all evils, 
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Then as long as paper goes, we still 
Like flints in stile will dash on ; 

For, let the churls say what they will, 
’Tis wisdom forms the fashion. 


OLLI LP PP 


A BULL IN A CHINA-SHOP. 


You’veE heard of a frog in an opera-hat, 

*Tis a very old tale of a mouse and a rat, 

I could sing you another, as pleasant mayhap, 
Of a kitten that wore a fine high-caul’d cap, 

But my muse on a far nobler subject shall drop, 
A bull who got into a china-shop. 

With his right leg, left leg, upper leg, under leg, 
Patrick’s day in the morning. 


He popp’d in by chance at the china-shop door, 
Where they very soon found that the bull was a 
bore ; 
The shopman to drive him out tried with much 
care 
The floor being covered with crockery-ware ; 
And among it, resenting the shopman’s taunt, 
The bull began dancing the cow’s carrant. 
With his right leg, left leg, &c. 


Whate’er with his feet he couldn’t assail 
He made ducks and drakes with his horns and his 
tail, 

So frisky he was, with his downs and his ups, 

Each tea-service proved he was quite in his cups : 

He play’d mag’s diversion among all the crates ; 

He splinter’d the dishes, and dish’d all the plates, 
With his right leg, left leg, &c. 


The china shop master, a little fat man, 

Popp’d in, and the bull at him furiously ran, 

Caught him by the waistband without more ado, 

And toss’d him completely the shop window 

through ; 

The poor little fat man flew up like a dart, 

And down he came plump in a scavenger’s cart. 
With his right leg, left leg, &c. 


The poor china shop seller, retriev’d this affray, 
But his neighbours laugh at him to this very day ; 
He has a nick-name, for derision a mark, 
For they, one and all, call him the little mud lark ; 
While the joke he enjoys, grateful for the relief 
But from that time to this he can’t stomach bull- 
beef, 
With his right leg, left leg, &c. 


GPP POLES 


STRIKE AGAIN THE DULCET WIRE. 
(S. Taylor.) 


WHEN evening spreads her modest gray, 
And wraps in gloom the silent grove, 
Perchance, upon the lonely spray, 
Some bird may twitter notes of love: 


But when the deep’ning shadows grow, 
If love-lorn Philomel complain, 
In sympathy of melting woe, 
That bird, entranc’d, resigns her strain: 


So I, when mute, thy magic lyre, 
My feeble lays, may fondly pour; 
But strike again the dulcet wire, 
At once I listen and adore. 


OPI LEP LER 


ELIZA! BID THY SOLDIER Go. 


CEASE, cease those sighs! I cannot bear, 
Hark, hark! the drums are calling ; 
Oh! I must chide that coward tear, 
Yet kiss it, as ’tis falling, 


Eliza! bid thy soldier go, 
Why thus my heart-strings sever? 
Ah! be not thou my honour’s foe, 
Or I am lost for ever. 
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Trust, trust that Being, kind above! 
With mind serene and steady ; 

He’ll never bruise, believe me, love, 
‘The heart that breaks already. 


He through thy inmost soul can peer, 
And all its springs discover ; 

He’1l teach thy weakness how to bear, 
Or give thee back thy lover. 


Is He, the mighty Lord of all, 
Unable to protect thee? 

Will he, who marks the sparrow’s fall, 
O’erlook thee, or neglect thee ? 


Serene yon dreadful field I see, 
Whatever fate betides me, 

Thy innocence shall shelter thee, 
And I’ve no wish beside thee! 


GLE LILI F- 


WHEN HOPE WAS QUITE SUNK IN DE- 
SPAIR. 


(Allan Ramsey.) 


WHEN hope was quite sunk in despair, 
My heart it was going to break ; 

My heart appeared worthless my care, 
But now I will sav’t for thy sake : 

Where’er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

Wi’ me his dear image shall stay, 
And my soul keep him ever in sight. 


Wi’ patience I’ll wait the lang year, 
And study the gentlest charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee, for ay in these arms, 
Whilst thou wast a shepherd, I prized 
No higher degree in this life 5 
But now I’ll endeavour to rise 
To aheight that’s becoming thy wife. 


For beauty, that’s only skin deep, 
Must fade like the gowans in May ; 

But, inwardly rooted, will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 

Can quench the fair fire of love ; 
If virtue’s ingrain’d in the wife, 

And the husband ha’e sense to approve. 


POP OLLID 


WELCOME SILENCE, WELCOME PEACE. 


(R. Bloomfield.) 


WELCOME silence, welcome peace, 

O most welcome peaceful shade ; 
Thus I prove, as years increase, 

My heart and soul for quiet made. 
Thus I fix my firm belief, 

While rapture’s gushing tears descend, 
That every flower and every leaf, 

Is moral truth’s unerring friend. 


I would not, for a world of gold, 

That nature’s lovely face should tire, 
Fountain of blessings yet untold ; 

Pure source of intellectual fire. 


MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 89 


BILLY WOOD; 
OR, THE FASCINATING GROCER. 


Air—“ The Barking Barber.” 


CoME, listen to a whimmy chant, 
And if there’s nothing in it, 

Will you a little patience grant, 
If quickly I begin it ; 

A love-sick grocer, Billy Wood, 
A victim I’m to Cupid, 

So if my song is long and good, 
Don’t call it short and stupid. 

Tol lol de rol. 


One day as trudging through the Park, 
With plumbs and currants laden ; 
Says I, I’ll have a little lark, 
With yonder pretty maiden ; 
She’s drest so spruce and looks so sly, 
To lose her will not do, sir ; 
And though a cast she’s in one eye, 
Why I’ve a cast in two, sir. 
Tol lol de rol. 


Before Miss Patty Blear I stood, 
Who dark was as a crow, sir ; 
Says I, “‘ my name is Billy Wood, 
The fascinating grocer.” 
She curtsied low, and in reply, 
Said, “ all your love’s in vain, sir, 
Engaged I am to Mr. Flam, 
Who lives in Mincing-lane, sir.” 
Tol lol de rol. 


To Mincing-lane I went with speed, 
Where cutting beef and ham, sir, 
Behind the counter stood, indeed, 
My rival, Mr. Flam, sir ; 
Says I, ‘* Grand carver you appear, 
But sure as I’ve a snout, sir, 
You may cut here, but with Miss Blear, 
You shall not cut me out, sir.” 
Tol lol de rol. 


When I had finished, Mr. Flam, 
Whose passion quickly rose, sir, 

Straight put aside his beef and ham, 
And took me by the nose, sir ; 

The pinch he gave it made me roar, 
To struggle was in vain, sir; 

And when he kicked me from the door, 
I ran from Mincing-lane, sir. 

Tol lol de rol. 


From Mincing-lane I ran so fast, 
And beg you'll be so kind, sir, 
As round the house your eyes to cast, 
And see if you can find, sir, 
A lady fair, who in this place, 
In love with me can grow, sir, 
Perhaps she’ll show her smiling face 
To Billy Wood, the grocer. 
Tol lol de rol. 


GOLF PIIF 


GRUNTING AND BARKING. 
(Dibdin.) 


Fancy’s fair buds, the germ of song HE ran to the farm a d there bit a hog 
: Re -yard, and there bit a hog, 
Unquicken’d by the world’s rude strife, That, in less than ten minutes, bark’d just like a 
Shall sweet retirement render strong, dog ; 
And morning silence bring to life. The hog bit a horse that just come from hunting, 
Then tell me not that I shall grow And, presently after, the horse fell a grunting. 
Forlorn,—that fields and woods will cloy ; Such grunting and barking, and barking and 


From nature and her changes flow grunting, ; : 
An everlasting tide of joy. And grunting and barking, and barking and 
I grant that summer heats will burn, grunting, 


The village will never have done with the talk on’t, 
Though the wisest man there cannot make hog or 
dog on’t, 


That keen will come the frosty night ; 
But both shall please : and each in turn 
Yield reason’s most supreme delight. 
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A fine brindled cow, near a hay-stack was straying, 

Which, bit by the horse, was soon after heard 
neighing ; 

The cow bit a man, who was driving a plough, 

When he walked on all fours, and low’d just like 


a cow. 

Such lowing and neighing, and barking and 
grunting, 

And grunting and barking, and neighing and 
lowing, 


The village will never have done, &c. 


The man bit a jack-ass, that soon after ran 
Half a mile on two legs, and talk’d just like a man ; 
The jack-ass encountered a sheep in his way, 
And it’s not to be mention’d how loud he did bray. 
Such braying and talking, and talking and braying, 
And barking and grunting, and lowing and 

neighing, 

The village will never have done, &c. 


The sheep bit a wolf, which was soon heard to bleat, 
The wolf more dumb things than I’ve time to re. 
peat ; 
But the worst that was bit, was, alas, my poor 
wench ! 
Heaven keep us, I say, from mad dogs and the 
French. 
Such bleating 
braying, 
And grunting and bleating, and lowing and 
neighing, 
The village will never have done, &c. 


and talking, and barking and 


PRPEL OO IP 


LOVE IN A KETTLE. 
Air— Oh! had I been by Fate decreed.” 


On! had it been my fate, dear Nan, 
Where thou art cook, to be 

A kettle ora dripping-pan, 
Then ever near to thee : 

And in thy savoury kitchen placed, 
Or on, or "fore the fire : 

Thy melting charms I there tight taste, 
High season’d to desire. 


My greatest rival then would be 
(When thou would’st gravy sip) 

es spoon, that I should grieve to see 
Approach thy greasy lip: 

For, oh! if aes Bowls Leia drops, 
Should on thy bosom rest, 

Should I not curse thy faithless chops, 
That made my rivals blest ? 


But cooling hope would soon succeed ; 
To sooth my boiling rage, 

That thou would’st soon my bosom feed 
Again with spice and sage ; 

With soups and sauce, my joys renew’d 
Thus every day at least, 

While love so in my bosom stewed, 
On thy fat charms Ill feast, 


S44 eerre 


FAITHLESS EMMA. 
(Sir George Alley.) 
I WANDERED once at break of day, 
While yet upon the sunless sea, 
In wanton sighs the breeze delayed, 
And o’er the wavy surface played ; 
Then first, the fairest face I knew, 
First lov’d the eye of softest blue, 
And ventured, fearful, first to sip 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 
Of faithless Emma. 

So mix’d the rose and lilies white, 
That nature seem’d uncertain quite. 
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To deck her cheek what flower she’d choose, 
The lily or the blushing rose ; 
I wish I ne’er had seen her eye, 
Ne’er seen her cheek of doubtful dye, 
And never never dared to sip, 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 
Of faithless Emma. 


For though from rosy dawn of day 
I rove along, and anxious stray 
Till night with curtain dark descends, 
And day no more its gleaning lends, 
Yet still, like hers, no cheek I find, 
Like hers, no eye, Save in my mind, 
Where still I fancy that I sip 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 

Of faithless Emma. 


PPFII PEP? 


THE PARLIAMENT MAN. 


HEAR! hear! hear! each compeer, 
Having met once more together, 
And you'll know, ’ere we LO, 

How I plead my cause. 
Public speakers, pension-scekers, 
As uncertain as the weather ; 
A descendant independent 

Speaks for mere applause. 


‘SPOKEN.] In broaching the present question be- 
fore the honourable Members of this house, I an- 
ticipate that liberality which marks both the national 
character and her acknowledged magnanimity ; but 
I shall place my position without going over the 
usual ground. Love, Mr. Speaker, occupies the 
heads and the hearts of many millions of the po- 
pulation of this brilliant empire. As Englishmen, 
we are called upon to protect the ancient feelings 
of our forefathers, and what feeling is there more 
ancient than the tender passion? ’Tis the soldier’s 
stimulus ; the sailor’s reward ; the solace of Kings, 
Lords, and Commons ; thereby involving the ge- 
neral happiness of mankind ! (Hear, hear, hear. ) 


Marriage, Mr. Speaker, is its best security: to 


effect which, I shall call to my aid, banns, license, 
and even a trip to the Tweed. My life is my 
country’s, and I devote it to her; but my heart is 
my mistress’s, its vitality my honour: if I stain 
either, may my reward be the, reward of a traitor. 
(Hear, hear, hear.) Come, that’s pretty well fora 
maiden speech. 

Hear! hear! hear! each compeer, &c. 


Hear! hear! hear! 
To content parliament, 
And prove worthy of my station, 
Friend or foe, con or pro, 
Ne’er shall bribe my will. 
Ever steady, always ready 
To assist or aid the nation; 
But our use is ’gainst abuses 
To bring in a bill. 


SPOKEN, ] I rise to assure the honourable Mem- 
ber who spoke last, that I shall give all my sup- 
port to his tax upon quacks, in order to prop the 
pillars by pulling down the caterpillars of every 
profession, viz, quack lawyers, quack doctors, 
quack players, quack parsons, quack poets, and 
quack Members ; all of whom tax the public, by 
vending a spurious commodity. The manner inwhich 
I purpose levying this tax will, I hope, be considered 
a national good: I would have the quack lawyer 
without a fee, the quack doctor without a patient, 
the quack player without a plaudit, the quack par- 
son without a pulpit, the quack poet without a 
printer, and the quack Member without a seat, 
These honours I’d strip from the shadow of genius, 
in order to crown the substance. We should then 
have learned lawyers, skilful doctors, original 
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players, pious parsons, sound poets, and, for the 
honour of the nation, sound Members to support 
our sound constitution. 


Hear! hear! hear! each compeer, &c. 


Hear! hear! hear! 
Ere we turn to adjourn 
Business till another meeting, 
I must call one and all 
To a potent case. 
Order, order! call to order, 
While the subject I am treating, 
If not carried, when ’tis parried, 
Ill resign my place. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Speaker, the success of the pre- 
sent question is the darling object of my heart, and 
the most incredulous will believe me, when I assert, 
by the honour of my seat, that I feel deeply inte- 
rested for the argument of to-night ; and therefore 
profess myself highly flattered in seeing the House 
so well attended, having called the eyes of the 
public to the bill of this evening: I oppose the 
standing order for the exclusion of strangers, and, 
in case of a division, see no cause for clearing the 
gallery. A division or no division, that is the 
question? as many as are content, say aye! the 
non-contents, no! The contents have it! the con- 
tents have it! 


Hear! hear! hear! each compeer, &c. 


GILL LEIP 


SING TO LOVE A ROUNDELAY. 


OH, love is a fairy power 

That weaves our chain of bliss 5_ 
?Tis another land’s stolen hour, 

To sweeten whole years in this. 


Love is the true light beaming there, 

From woman’s smile or woman’s tear, 
To bless our steps, or guide our way, 

Then sing to love a roundelay. 


Oh, love is the sweetening balm 
That heaven’s own flowerets weep, 
?Tis a dream that’s sent to calm 
Our lifetime’s troubled sleep. 


Love’s the music humming-bird 

In woman’s gentle voice that’s heard 
To bless our path and cheer our lay, 
Then sing to love a roundelay. 


PRL OI EF 


OH! GIVE ME MY COOLIN. 


Oh, the hours I have passed in the arms of my 
dear 

Can never be thought of but with a sad tear ; 

Oh, forbear then, forbear then, to mention her 
name, 

It recalls to my mem’ry the cause of my pain. 

How often to love me she fondly has sworn, 

And, when parted from me, would ne’er cease to 
mourn, 

All hardships for me she would cheerfully bear, 

And, at night, on my bosom forget all her care. 

To some distant climate together we’ll roam, 

And forget all the misery we met with at home. 

Fate, now be propitious, and grant me thine aid, 

Oh, give me my Coolin, and I am repaid, 


THE ROSE AND THE THORNS, 
(Holcroft. ) 


OF the rose, fair and young, 
Poets often have sung, 
And the thorn near its bosom emboss’d. 
But noticed have none 
That the rose is but one 
And the thorns are a merciless host. 
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Having lived out its day, 
The mild rose dies away, 
Averse and unequal to strife, 
But the thorns still are there, 
The rude emblems of care, 
To wound through the winter of life. 


GILELaILGF 


BILLY CROW AND MISS VATSON. 
Air-— Kitty Clover.”—(Miss Bryant.) 


BILLY Crow loved Miss Vatson, a girl to his mind, 
Oh, oh, oh, oh,—Oh, oh, oh, oh! 
She was not very big, but she was very kind-— 
Oh, oh, &c. 
When shop was shut up to her he would pop, 
To fetch her a quartern, or give her a drop ; 
O sweet Billy Crow 


Was a nice little beau! Oh, oh, &c. — 


Says he, “‘ Sweet Miss Vatson, will you be my 
spouse ?”” Oh, oh, &c. 
But she cocked down her eyes and she cocked up 
her nose ; Oh, oh, &c. 
Says she, “ Do you think that I will marry you? 
“ Oh, no, Billy Crow, I’ll be blowed'if I do: 
«< T love Billy Crow— 


«< But marry you—no.” Oh, oh, &c. 


That moment bounced in a great tall grenadier! 
Oh, oh, &c. 
Who treated Miss Vatson to muffins and beer ; 
Ch, oh, &c. 
Like Q in the corner, poor Billy was stuck, 
°Till out of the window they gave him a chuck ; 
Then poor Billy Crow 
Went tumbling below; Gh, oh, &c. 
He ran home in a passion, himself for to shoot ;. 
Oh, oh, &c. 
But, says he, ‘¢ No, I vont, for I’ll go a recruit,”’ 
Oh, oh, &c. 
Then to jump in the water came into his head, 
But the water being cold, why he jumped into bed; 
So forgot all his woe, 
For to sleep he did go. Oh, oh, &c. 


Miss Vatson the sojer soon took for her bride, 
Oh, oh, &c. 
And Billy, in sorrow, he soon after died. 
Oh, oh, &e. 
Thus my tale is all over, and what shall I do— 
If, in striving to please, my friends, I cannot 
please you? 
So away I will go, 
Bat first make my bow. Oh, oh, &c. 


GLEPL LOOP 


MAN IS FOR THE WOMAN MADE, AND 
THE WOMAN’S MADE FOR MAN. 


Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man: 

As the spur is for the jade, 

As the scabbard for the blade, 

As for digging is the spade, 

As for liquor is the can, 
So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man. 


Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man: 

As the sceptre’s to be sway’d, 

As for night’s the serenade, 

As for pudding is the pan, 

As to cool us is the fan, 
So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man. 


Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man: 
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Be she widow, wife, or maid ; 

Be she wanton, be she staid ; 

Be she well or ill array’d ; 

W—e, b—d, or harridan ; 
Yet man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman’s made for man. 


ORI IF LPC? 


THE FLOWING CAN. 


A SAILOR’S life’s a life of woe, 
He works now late now early ; 
Now up and down, now to and fro ; 
What then ? he takes it cheerly. 
Blest with a smiling can of grog, 
If duty call, 
Stand, rise, or fall, 
To fate’s last verge he’ll jog: 
The cadge to weigh, 
The sheets helay, 
He does it with a wish ; 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat-head 
The pond’rous anchor fish : 
For, while the grog goes round 
All sense of danger’s drown’d, 
We despise it to a man: 
We sing a little, 
And laugh a little, 
And work a little, 
And swear a little, 
And fiddle a little, 
And foot it a little, 
And swig the flowing can ; 
And fiddle a little, 
And foot it a little, 
And swig the flowing can, 
And swig the flowing can, 
And swig the flowing can. 


If howling winds and roaring seas 
Give proof of coming danger, 
We view the storm, our hearts at ease, 
For Jack’s to fear a stranger. 
Blest with the smiling grog, we fly 
Where now below 
We headlong go, 
Now rise on mountains high. 
Spite of the gale, 
We hand the sail, 
Or take the needful reef ; 
Or man the deck, 
To clear some wreck, 
To vive the ship relief, 
Though perils threat around, 
All sense of danger’s drown’d, 
We despise it to a man. 
We sing a little, &c. 


But yet think not our case is hard, 
Though storms at sea thus treat us, 
For, coming home,—a sweet reward, 
With smiles our sweethearts greet us. 
Now to the friendly grog we quaff, 
Our am’rous toast, 
Her we love most, 
And gaily sing and laugh. 
The sails we furl, 
Then, for each girl 
The petticoat display, 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms survey. 
And then the grog goes round, 
All sense of danger’s drown’d, 
We despise it to a man. 
We sing a little, &c. 


_ GORE L LS 


THE IRISH FRENCHMAN. 
(Reynolds. ) 


You may talk of a brogue and Ireland, swect 
nation, 
Of bulls, and of owls, and palaver, comme ce, 
But, mon Dieu, it’s not more to the French bothe- 
ration 
Than vin de Bourdeaux is to sweet usquebaugh. 
Go back again! blood and turf! how I’ll wiggle, 
And congee, and caper, and make the folks stare, 
And, ’stead of potatoes, how Shelah will gigele 
When I cries—2naamselle, hand me that sweet 
pomme-de-terre. 
With their petit chansons caira caira, 
Malbrook, Mironton, and their duns 
votre lit, 
By the powers, their all nonsense and 
bother, my darling, 
‘To our paddy whack and sweet Langolee. 


Oh, my jolly tight Shelah, ah, how could I scorn 
her, 
When I loved her dearly, ma foi! hubaboo ! 
And go round the globe, aye, from corner to 
corner, 
For soup maigre, le danse, and for frogs and vertu ; 
And then to forsake magnifique Tipperary 
For pawyre Versailles and its capering throng, 
And eat fricassees, only fit for a fairy, 
Instead of substantial roast beef e¢ mutton. 
With their petit chansons, &c. 


Oh, I kissed a grisette, who bellowed out fi donc, 
And yet [ consoled her all night and all day ; 
To be sure not myself was not her sweet ah 

pupidon, 
Her petit mignon, and mi lor Anglois ; 
But when she found out sans six sous was poor 
whack, sir, 
It was—Allez, miserable diable, Jean Bull ! 
So I e’en gave this blarneying Frenchified chat, 
sir, 
Of good wholesome shellelagh a good stomach 
full. 





With their petit chansons, &c. 


MY FRIEND IS THE MAN I WOULD COPY 
THROUGH LIFE. 


(M. P. Andrews.) 


My friend is the man I would copy through life, 
He harbours no envy, he causes no strife, 
No murmurs escape him, though fortune bears 
hard, 
Content is his portion and peace his reward. 
Still happy in his station, 
He minds his occupation, 
Nor heeds the snares, 
Nor knows the cares 
Which vice and folly bring, 
Daily working wearily, 
And nightly singing cheerily, 
Dear to him his wife, his home, his country, ana 
king. 
His heart is enlarged, thongh his income is scant, 
He iessens his little for others that want ; 
Though his dear children’s claims on his industry 
press, 
He has something to spare for the child of distress. 
He seeks no idle squabble, 
He joins no thoughtless rabble, 
To clear his way 
From day to day 
His honest views extend ; 
When he speaks 1t’s verily, 
When he smiles it’s merrily, 
Dear to him his sport, his toil, his honour, and 
his friend, 


= 
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How charming to find in his humble retreat 
That bliss so much sought, so unknown to the 
great, 
The wife only anxious her fondness to prove, 
Phe playful endearments of infantine love. 
Relaxing from his labours, 
Amid his welcome neighbours, 
With plain regale, 
With jest and tale, 
The happy hero see 5 
No vain schemes confound him, 
All his joys surround him, 
Dear he holds his native land, its laws, 
liberty ! 


and 


GOL ILOIL 


GEORGE AND ENGLAND SAVE, 
(Captain Morris.) 


WHILE deeds of hell deface the world, 
And many a throne in ruin lies ; 

While round the earth revolt is hurl’d, 
And Discord’s baneful banner flies ; 

Loud shall the loyal Briton sing, 

To arms! to arms! your bucklers bring, 

To shield our country, guard our King, 
And George and England save. 


Ne’er shall the desolating woe, 

That shades with horror Europe o’er, 
To us her hideous image show, 

Or steep in blood this happy shore ; 
Firm as our rock-bound isle we’ll stand, 
With watchful eye, and iron hand, 

To wield the might of Britain’s land, 

And George and England save. 


While wide the threat’ning frenzy burns, 
And prostrate nations mourn its rage, 
Sternly his eye the Briton turns 
To Kdward’s and to Henry’s page ; 
As o’er their conqu’ring urn he sighs, 
Touch’d by their fame, proud sires, he cries, 
Thus o’er our foes we’ll ever rise, 
And George and England save. 


Oft fancy views them on the deep, 
And turning as their squadrons roll, 
Where great Eliza’s ashes sleep, 
With triumph fill the Briton’s soul ; 
As Drake and Raleigh catch the glance, 
Advance! he cries,—rash fools, advance ! 
The grave of Spain shall ope for France, 
And George and England save. 


What prompis these restless foes of life 
To dave our dreadful arms again ? 

What, but the hope that party strife 
Hath broke Britannia’s shieid in twain ? 

But know they not when France is near, 

The war of tongues is silent here, 

That all may. grasp Britannia’s spear, 
And George and England save? 


Ne’er in the pinch of Britain’s fate 
Shall statesmens’ rival feuds be known, 
Or faction strive, with thwartinz hate, 
To break the British bulwark down ; 
No—round the altar of our land, 
Link’d in one soul, the British band, 
Shall firm in sacred Union stand, 
And George and England save. 


Though moral order sink to the ground, 

Though all the virtues trodden lie, 
Though fury tear the nations round, 

And blood and rapine fill each eye ; 
Ne’er shall the storm here turn its flight, 
While British hearts at home unite 
To guide our thoughts, to guard our right, 

And George and England save. 
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O happy isle! wise-order’d state ! 
Well-temper’d work of Freedom’s hand ' 
No shock of realms can touch thy fate 
If union bind thy sea-girt land, 
Vainly the storms shall round thee ring, 
While Briton’s sons in concord sing, 
We'll shield our country, guard our King, 
And George and England save. 


LOVE AND LIBERTY. 


YE gentle nymphs and gen’rous dames 
Who rule o’er ev’ry British mind, 
Be sure ye sooth their am’rous flames, 
Be sure your laws are not unkind, 

For cruel ’twere a free-born swain, 
A British youth should vainly moan, 
Who, scornful of a tyrant’s chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 


Loud though yon hostile cannons roar, 
Though loud they thunder from afar, 
Happy shall Britain’s well-arm’d shore 
Securely brave the threat of war ; 
In your just cause each patriot hand 
Firm grasps the lance, in stern array 
Embattled hosts, throughout the land, 
For you their ensigns bright display. 


Thy sons, O Albion, will be free, 
They scorn a tyrant’s yoke to wear 5 
Their standard’s Love and Liberty 
To him who best deserves the fair. 
Come, then, ye nymphs, to Pleasure’s shrine, 
Bring hither your resistless charms, 
Love with Liberty entwine, 
To crown with bliss the British arms. 


GLLOOPL IL 


THE IRISH HARPER AND HIS DOG TRAY. 
(T. Campbell.) 


ON the green banks of Shannon, when Shelah 
was nigh, 

No blythe Irish lad was so happy as I, 

No harp like my own could so cheerily play, 

And wherever I went was my poor dog Tray. 


When, at last, I was forced from my Shelah to part, 
She said, (while the sorrow was big at her heart, ) 
Oh! remember your Shelah when far far away, 

And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog Tray. 


Poor dog! he was faithful and kind, to be sure, 

And he constantly loved me, although I was poor ; 

When the sour-looking folks sent me heartless 
away, 

I had always a friend in my poor dog Tray. 


When the road was so dark and the night was so 
cold 

And Pat and his dog were grown weary and old, 

How snugly we slept in my old coat of pray, 

And he licked me for kindness—my poor dog Tray. 

Though my wallet was scant, I remembered his 
case 

Nor refused my last crust to his pitiful face, 

But he died at my feet on a cold winter’s day, 

And I played a sad lament for my poor dog Tray. 

Where now shall I go! poor, forsaken, and blind! 

Can I find one to guide me so faithiul and kind? 

To my sweet native village, so far far away, 

I can never more return with my poor dog Tray! 


CUPID. 
(Dibdin.) 
I sAW what seem’d a harmless child, 


With wings and bow, 
And aspect mild, 
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Who sobb’d, and sigh’d, and pin’d, 
And bege’d I would some boon bestow 
On a poor little boy, stone blind. 


Not aware of the danger, I instant comply’d, 
When he drew from his quiver a dart, 
Cry’d 
<< My power you shall know,” 
Then he levell’d his bow, 
And wounded me right in the heart. 


OLLI L OSS 


MASTER’S HEAD MAN. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


FROM ’tending a stye I’m now master’s head man ; 
Transformation—rum ! 
And Ill make a fortune as fast as I can ; 
Multiplication—hum ! 
No doubt I shall get on as well as the best, 
For every one’s trade is to feather his nest. 
Trickings, pickings, 
Loaves and chickens, 
Hummery, mummery, 
Bamboozle, flummery, 
Mystification—mum ! 


When a patriot’s taking a bribe for a place ; 
Good of the nation—hum! 
When the judge is well fee’d to confute a clear 
case 5 
Justification—dumb ! 
When the doctor is giving you potion or pill, 
Not to lengthen your life but to lengthen his bill ; 
Bolus, solus, 
All cajole us, 
Feeing ’em, 
Fleaing ’em, 
In the grave seeing em, 
Mortification—mum ! 


When the saint, for the good of your soul, says 
hell fast ; 
Edification—hum ! 
Is it not for the good of his body at last ; 
Purification—rum ! 
The lover, who swears that his love is most pure, 
And weds a great fortune, sincere is, you’re sure 3 
Blisses, kisses, 
Food for misses, 
Wooing ’em, 
Sueing ’em, 
Billing and cooing ’em ; 
Gratification—mum ! 
ihe soldier, of honour who prattles away ; 
Heroic station—hum ! 
But hazards his life for the sake of his pay; 
Analization—rum ! 
The actor so oft who your anguish beguiles, 
Is it not for your money as well as your smiles? 
Gazing, praising, 
Crowds amazing, 
Guarding him, 
Lauding him, 
People applauding him ; 
Sweet situation—hum! 


PLRIL PLO 


LET FAME SOUND THE TRUMPET. 


LET Fame sound the trumpet, and cry to the war, 
Let glory re-echo the strain ; 

The full tide of honour may flow from the scar, 
And heroes may smile at their pain; 

The treasures of Autumn let Bacchus display, 
And stagger about with his bowl 5 

On science let Sol beam the lustre of day, 
And wisdom give light to the soul. 


Let India unfold her rich gems to the view, 
Each virtue, each joy to improve ; 

Oh! give me the friend that I know to be true, 
And the fair that I tenderly love. 

What’s glory, but pride ?—a vain bubble is fame, 
And riot, the pleasure of wine ; 

What’s riches, but trouble? and title’s a name ; 
But friendship and love are divine. 


PIL LIP OPH 


THE SLANDERED MAID. 
(R. C. Dallas.) 


NAY, let the stricken deer, poor thing, 
Go weep, and sigh, and languish, 
*Till balmy death remove the sting 
Of undeserved anguish. 
The guileless maid with danger treads 
The purest paths of joy ; 
Or love for her his trammels spreads, 
Or slander’s shafts destroy. 
Nay, let the stricken deer, &c. 
And let the slander’d maid go weep, 
Remote from ev’ry eye ; 
With sainted spirits vigils keep, 
And wait her hour to die. 
Nay, let the stricken deer, &c. 


PROFESSIONAL DINNER PARTIES. 


FourR-and-twenty Barbers sat ’em down to dine, 
Knives sharp, plates hot, French bread, and 
napkins clean ; 


Like heads in a perfumer’s shop, they look’d so 


smart and fine, 


Their appetites first whetted were like razors 
keen. 


SPOKEN.] ¢ Mr. Friz, shall I help you to a head 
of hare ?—“Are the beards taken off those oisters ? 
—‘ Who’s for a pig tail ?—* Do you take trifle ”?— 
‘ Trifle, I thought it was soap-suds.’—* Lather 
away, boys.’—* Here, Waiter !’—* Shave you, di- 
rectly, gentlemen.’ 

Hob, nob! what’s the toast ? 
trade : 


Barbers’ blocks are not the only wooden heads 
made ! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Tailors sat 7em down to dine, 
Bold men in buckram, with appetites fine drawn ; 
All the preparations were order’d superfine, 
Among the rest beef skirts and famous collared 
brawn. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Mr. Snip, do you take turkey ?’—. 
‘No, [always prefer goose.’—* Brother Chip, shall 
I help you to some cauliflower ?’—* No, cabbage for 
me.’—‘ This beef is really ingrain ; shall I send 
you a slice ?’—* Let it be ell-wide then.’—* Give 
mea slice of that pudding; double-mill’d drab I 
declare, cuts like long cloth ’—< Yes, but you'll 
soon make it short commons.’—* Here, Waiter !’— 
‘ Sharp as aneedle, gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? Here’s success to 
trade ; 

Tailors an’t the only folks whom cabbaging has 
made ! 


Four-and-twentyShoemaker’s sat ’em down to dine, 
Strap to, peg away ; brush’d up, and polish’d all ; 
The cookery was right cordovan; and black-strap 
was the wine, 
And not a soul among ’em left a heel-tap e’er so 
small. 


SPOKEN. ] ¢ This lamb’s as hard as a lapstone. --- 
«You’ve made an end of it though.’—‘ I declare 
this tripe’s like leather.’—* You’ve got through it a 
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last."--‘ Shall I help you to a mealy potatoe ?’— 
‘No, I prefer wax.’—* Neighbour Brad, what are 
you doing ”—* Hammering away.’—‘ Shall I help 
you to a sole?”?—* Yes, and a glass of brandy after 
it, by way of upper-leather.’—* Here, Waiter ’?— 
‘ Brisk as a bristle, gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade ; 7 

Fortunes are by cobbling tricks in all professions 
made! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Tallow-chandlers sat *em down 
to dine, : 

Longs, shorts, middlings, of every sort and size : 
All cottoning together; no wax-lights half so fine, 

Good humour lighted up appeared in all their 

sparkling eyes. 

SPOKEN.] ‘ Give me some short sixves.’—‘ I sup- 
pose you mean asparagus.’—* I’1l take a dip in the 
soup vat ’—‘ This mutton’s of the right mould.’— 
‘Mr. Wick, you look as fine as a flambeaux.’—‘ Bless 
us, how your wit gutters.’—* Snuff him out.’— 
* Here, Waiter ’—* Candles in a moment, gen- 
tlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade ; 
And may illuminations for victory oft be made! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Music-masters sat ’em down to 
dine, 

All bows, each at dinner could first fiddle play ; 
Their mouths all mov’d in merry time to what they 

might incline, 

While they run up a pretty score and piper had 

to pay. 

SPOKEN.] ‘ Gentlemen, are you all in tune ?’— 
© I’m sharp set.’—* Who’s for a solo on a sirloin ?— 
‘I like a duet, beef and pudding.’—‘ Who’ll take 
a part in a glee, I mean a glass ?’—< O, Vl rosin 
with all my heart.’—‘ Mr. Blowpipe, do you take 
strawberries ?—<‘ O, no, hoboys for me.’—‘ What 
Say you, gents, to the musical glasses?’—‘ Why, 
we seem a little flat, I'll give you a toast, “* Ma 
all enemies to harmony finish in a common chord.” 
—* Here, Waiter !’—* Coming in a brace of shakes, 
gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade ; 

And may all fortune’s future scores in harmony be 
made ! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Dancing-masters sat ’em down to 
dine, 
All eut and figur’d in, not one inclin’d to cross ; 
Fach put his best foot foremost, their positions 
were all fine; 


From pig and cow they’d toe and heel, and loads 


ot caper sauce. 


SPOKEN.]| ‘ Dear me, one might dance a horn- 
pipe on this crust.’—* You’re so impatient, I al- 
ways eat in jig time.’—* Cast off one couple ot fowls 
there.’—* How shall I cut this up ?’—* Down the 
middle and up again.’—* Who takes wine ?’— All, 
right and left.’—* Here, Waiter!’—* Sec to in a 
moment, gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade 3 

How many fortunes with all ranks by shuffling are 
made ! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Doctors sat *em down to dine, 
Pulses all in unison, from hunger tongues so so ; 
Every thing in season, from the chickens to the 
chine, 
The whole materia medica of Messrs, Glass and 
Co. 
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SPOKEN.] ‘ The seasoning of this duck bites like 
a blister, and the pease are as big as boluses.’— 
‘ How’s that tongue ?’—* Pretty fair.’—* I don’t 
like the look of it.—* Let me prescribe rhubarb 
pie, then.’—* Dr. Pop’em, a glass of wine ?’— 
“ No objection to a black dose, Doctor.’—* Here, 
Waiter ’—* Repeat the dose immediately, gentle- 
men. 





Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade ; 
Fortunes are by quackery in all professions made ! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Lawyers sat 7em down to dine, 
Like red tails and latitats, all lawful in their looks ; 
All busy as in term time, the cause list full and fine, 
The bill of fare as long as theirs, their coun- 
sellors the cooks. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Gentlemen, I think you hav’n’t 
done that haunch justice.—*‘ Then I move fora 
new trial.’—* I move for a habeas to bring that John 
Dory to this end of the table.’ Brother, will you 
take a rule—bless me, I mean a rump-steak ?’— 
‘ BrotherBrief, help me to a client !/—* What do 
you mean ?’_“ A flat fish, to be sure.’—* Can any 
gentleman show cause why we shouldn’t take a glass 
of wine round ?’?—* Here, Waiter! move the cloth.’ 
‘ Clear the court in a moment, gentlemen.’ ; 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade ; 
Fortunes are by wiggery in all professions made ! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Painters sat ”em down to dine, 
In colours gay as rainbows all set to in a trice ; 
The canvas for the dinner stretch’d each hand on a 

design, 
For each was a good workman and had a palate 
nice. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Brother Daub, give me some turbot 
for a first coat, and lobster sauce over it for a se- 
cond.’—‘ I protest these fish are perfect pictures.’— 
“Yes, here are soles done in oil, and salmon in 
water.’ —* That duck you’ve got in famous keeping.’ 
—‘* Yes, he means to keep it all to himself.’— 
‘ That pudding is too much in perspective.’-—* Who’s 
for a glass of red lake??—* Waiter, draw some 
wine.’—* Brush in a moment, gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? 
trade 5 
May all our battle-pieces after Wellington be made! 


Here’s success to 


Four-and-twenty Actors set °em down to dine, ~ 
Such cutting and such hacking ne’er in tragedy 
you knew; 
They came with comic phizzes, some dressed far- 
sically fine, 
The singers all had op’ra hats, and all in merry 
cue. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Waiter, remove the covers.’—‘ Yes, 
let’s have a peep behind the curtain.’-—* Will you 
have some of the fish ?—* O, yes, I sigh for my 
beautiful maid.’—* Mr. Rant, shall I give you 
goose ?’—* No, I’ve enough of that on the boards.’~ 
‘ Has John Dory made his exit ?”—< Yes, and enter 
John Grouse.—* How they are fighting for the 
pease !’—* Only rehearsing the Battle of Hastings. 
— Do you take O. P. or P.S. ?”—* What’s that ?— 
“ Old port, or prime sherry.’—‘ Mr. Prompter, will 
you wet your whistle with a glass of wine ?— 
‘ Here’s a bumper to your benefit..—* Ring for the 
call.’ —* Here, Waiter, desert and bill.’—* Fine 
fruit and a bill of the play directly, gentlemen.’ 


Hob, nob! what’s the toast? Here’s success to 
trade ; ! i 
May all the parts in nature's drama with appiause 


be played‘ 
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Four-and-twenty Poets sat *em down to dine, 
Rare men, spare men, all hungry as could be, 
All drest in their best clothes, though not very fine, 
They sat em down by couplets, the dinner glad 

to see. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Brother Fiction, this is better than 
feeding on fancy.’—‘ I fancy it is.—* Do you never 
mean to take that porter-pot from your mouth ?’— 
« O, the poet says, drink deep, or taste not.’— 
‘Who’llhavean L E G ofa fowl? My. Pun, shall 
I give you a merry thought ?—‘ Brother Tagrhyme, 
which of the ancient poets do you like best ?)— 
© Chaucer, at dinner-time.’—* Ah, Joe Miller.’— 
‘ Here, Waiter, all the porter’s out of print.’—* A 
second edition immediately, gentlemen.’ 

Hob, nob! what’s the toast? Here’s success to 
trade ; 
May fortune be, if not by rhyme, at least by reason 

' made! 


CFL L ORE 


OH! LADY FAIR. 
(T. Moore.) 


Oh! Lady fair, where art thou roaming ? 
The sun has sunk, the night is coming. 


Stranger, I go o’er moor and mountain, 
To tell my beads at Agnes’ fountain. 


And who’s that man, with his white locks flowing, 
Oh! lady fair, where is he going? 


A wandering pilgrim, weak I falter, 
To tell my beads at Agnes’ altar. 


Chill falls the rain, night winds are blowing, 
Dreary and dark’s the way we’re going. 


Fair lady, rest till morning blushes, 
T’ll strew for thee a bed of rushes. 


Ah! stranger, when my beads I’m counting, 
T’ll bless thy name at Agnes’ fountain. 


Then, pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow, 
Thou’lt go to Agnes’ shrine to-morrow. 


Good stranger, when my beads I’m telling, 
My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 


Strew, then, oh! strew our bed of rushes, 
Here we must rest till morning blushes. 


GIL PIL IPF 


ACROSS THE DOWNS. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


ACROSS the downs this morning, 
As betimes I chanc’d to go, 
A shepherd led his flock abroad, 
, _ All white as driven snow ; 
But one was most the shepherd’s care, 
A lamb so sleek, so plump, so fair ; 
Its wondrous beauties, in a word, 
To let you fairly know, 
T'was such as Nelly from the fire 
Took off not long ago. 


This lamb, so blythe as Midsummer, 
His frolic gambols play’d ; 
And now of all the wanton flock abroad, 
The pretty wanton strayed. 
A wolf that watched, with greedy eyes, 
Rushed forth and seized the tender prize ; 
The shepherd saw, and raised a stone, 
So round, so large, I vow 
’Twas like the cake that Nelly laid 
Upon the shelf just now. 


This monstrous stone the shepherd flung, 
And well his aim he took ; 

Yet scarce the savage creature deign’d 
Around te cast a look ; 


But fled as swift, with footstep light, 

As he who brought the wine to night : 

I tried to stop the thief, but he 
Turn’d round in rage, good lack, 

So mad the lawyer scarce can be, 
That’s hid in yonder sack. 


GLIOLEO PEF 


THE TRUE BOTTOM’D BOXER; 
OR, THE CHAMPION OF FAME, 
(T. Jones.) 
Air— Oh! nothing in Life can sadden us.” 


SPRING’S the boy for a Moulsey-Hurst rig my lads, 
Shaking a flipper, and milling a pate ; 

Fibbing a nob is most excellent gig, my lads, 
Kneading the dough is a turn out in state. 

Tapping the claret to him is delighting, 
Belly-go-firsters and clicks of the gob; 

For where are such joys to be found as in fighting, 
And measuring mugs for a chancery job : 

With flipping and milling, and fobbing and nobbing, 
With belly-go-firsters, and kneading the dough, 

With tapping of claret, and clipping and gobbing, 
Say just what you please, you must own -he’s 

the go. 


Spring’s the boy for flooring and flushing it, 
Hitting and stopping, advance and retreat, 
For taking and gwing, for sparring and rushing it, 
And will ne’er say enough, till he’s downrighi 
dead beat ; 
No crossing for him, true courage and bottom all, 
You'll find him a rwn un, try on if you can; 
You shy cocks, he shows them no favour, od rot’em 
all, : 
When he fights he tries to accomplish his man ; 
With giving and taking, and flooring and flushing, 
With hitting and stopping, huzza to the ring, 
With chancery suiting, and sparring and rushing, 
He’s the champion of fame, and of manhood the 
spring. 
Spring’s the boy for rwm going and coming it, 
Smashing and dashing, and tipping it prime, 
Eastward and westward, and sometimes back- 
slumming it, 
He’s for the scratch, and come up too in time ; 
For the victualling-office no favour he’II ask it, 
For smeller and ogles he feels just the same ; 
At the pipkin to point, or upset the bread basket, 
He’s always in twig, and bang up for the game ; 
With going and tipping, and timing and priming, 
"Till groggy and queery, straight forward’s the rig ; 
With ogles and smellers, no piping and chiming, 
You'll own he’s the boy that is always in twig. 


PLO L IRI RP 


JUST LIKE LIFE. 
Air—** Sigh not for Love.” (Miss Bryant.) 


JUST like life is that beautiful flower, 
That withers and sinks to the earth in an hour; 
It rose in the morning, fresh sweets to exhale, 
The victim of spoilers and many a gale. 

Just like life. 


Just like life is yon murmuring rill, 
Which glides through the valley so lovely and still , 
Alas! not for ever soft pleasure can beam, 
And the rill often ends in a turbulent stream. 
Just like life. 


Just like life, in short, is the world, 
A picture of pleasure and sorrow, unfurl’d 
To the view of the gazer, a dark scene for 
thought, 
A struggle to live, but a combat for nought. 
Just like life, 
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Ladies and gentlemen, a-going, going, going ! 
Any sum for Tommy Tortoiseshell you can’t think dear. 
ele Ne eeee sees ian eee eS OR ee 





THE TORTOISESHELL TOM CAT. 
Air—* Oh! what a day,” &c. 


On! what a story the papers have been telling us 
About a little animal of mighty price, 


And who ever thought, but an auctioneer, of sell- | 


ing us, 


For near three hundred yellow-boys, a trap for | 


mice. 
Of its beauties and its qualities no doubt he told 
7em fine tales, 


But for me I would just as soon have bought a cat 


of nine tails ; 
I wouldn’t give for all the cats in Christendom so 
vast a fee, 
Not to save ’em from the Catacombs or Cataline’s 
catastrophe. - 
Kate of Russia, Katterfelto’s cat, and Catalani, 
Are every one outdone, as you shall hear. 
SPOKEN.] We'll suppose Mr. Cat’s-eye, the auc- 
tioneer, with his catalogue in one hand, anda 
hammer, like a catapulta, in the other, mounted 
in the rostrum, at the great room in Cateaton- 
street. ‘* Hem! led’s and gemmen—Cats are of 
two distinctions, Thomas and Tabby: this is of 
the former breed, and the only instance in which 
I have seen beauty monopolized by a male! Look 
at him, ladies, what a magnificent mouser! meek 
though masculine! The curious concatenation of 
colour in that cat calls, categorically, for your best 
bidding! Place a proper price upon poor pussey ; 
consult your feline bosoms, and bid me knock him 
down.” 
Ladies and gentlemen, a-going, going, going, 
Any sum for Tommy Tortoiseshell you can’t think 
dear. 


Next, I should tell ye, the company around him, 
Who emulously bid as if they all were wild; 
Tom thought ’em mad, while the king of kittens 

crown’d him, 
And kiss’d, caress’d, and dandled him, iust like 
a child ; 


Lady Letty Longwaist, and Mrs. Martha Griskin, 


} Prim Polly Pussylove, Miss Scratch, and Biddy 


Twiskin, 

Solemn Sally Solus, who to no man yes had ever 
said, 

Killing Kitty Crookedlegs, and neat Miss Nelly 
Neverwed. 

Crowding, squeezing, nodding, bidding, each for 
puss So eager ; 

Have Tom they would, by all that’s good! as you 
shall hear. 


SPOKEN, in different wae Trish lady. ‘* Och, 
the dear creature, how beautiful he looks when he 
shuts his eyes! beautiful indeed—he’d even lure 
the mice to look at him.” Auctioneer. “‘ Forty- 
five guineas in twenty places.” y different ladies. 
<« Sixty-five! Seventy! Eighty! Ninety! Awc- 
tioneer. ** Go on ladies 3 nobody bid more? It’s 
enough to make a cat swear to think he should go 
for so little; if the Countess of Catamaran was 
here she’d out-bid ye all. Miss Grimalkin, you 
are a connoisseur in cats, what shall I say?” 
“« Ninety-five guineas, sir” (in an old tremulous 
voice). Thank you, miss.” ‘* Mem, it does 
not signify, you may bid as you will, but he shall 
be mine, if I bid all day. One hundred and 
twenty, sir.” ‘“* Thank ye, Lady Letty. Take a 
long languishing look, ladies. What a wonder! 
the only tortoiseshell Tom the world ever wit- 
nessed! see how he twists his tail and washes his 
whiskers! Tom! Tom! (cat mews, ) how musi- 
cally he mews.” ‘* One hundred and seventy 
guineas, sir.” ‘* Thank ye, Miss Tabby, you'll 
not be made a cat’s paw of depend on’t (ladies 
laugh ). Glad to hear you laugh, ladies; I see how 


the cat jumps now!” 


Ladies and gentlemen, a-going, going, going, &c. 


Now louder and warmer the competition growing, 
Politeness nearly banished in the grand fracas 


SB 

Two hundred! two hundred and thirty-three! a- 
going— 

Gone—never cat of talons met with such éclat: 

Nay, nine or ten fine gentlemen were in the fashion 
caught as well 

As ladies in their bidding for the purring piece of 
tortoiseshell : ae 

The buyer bore him off in triumph after all the fun 
was done, 

And bells rang as if Whittington had been lord 
mayor of London! 

Mice and rats flung up their hats, for joy that cats 
so scarce were, 

And mouse-trap makers rais’d their price full cent. 
per cent. I swear, sir. 

Oh, what acat! what a pretty Tommy Tortoiseshell ! 

The like of Tommy Tortoiseshell we never more 
shall see. 


DPLEL IP EL 


THE KIND HONEST HEART OF A TAR. 
( Dibdin.) 
YET, though I’ve no fortune to offer, 
I’ve something to put on a par, 


Come, then, and accept of my proffer, 
’Tis the kind honest heart of a tar. 


Ne’er let such a trifle as this is, 
Girls, be to my pleasure a bar, 

You’ll be rich, though ’tis only in kisses, 
With the kind honest heart of a tar. 


Besides, I am of none of your ninnies ; 
The next time I come from afar 

Vl give you a lap full of guineas, 
With the kind honest heart of a tar. 


Your lords, with such fine baby faces, 
That strut in a garter and star, 
Have they, under their tambour and laces, 
. The kind honest heart of a tar? 


I’ve this here to say now, and mind it, 
If love, that no hazard can mar, 

You are seeking, you'll certainly find it 
In the kind honest heart of a tar. 


GOP ELIF 


MAD WITH THE FIDDLE DUM DEE. 


THERE is an old man, 
And, do all that he can, 
An old man he ever will be ; 
For he’s lame and he’s blind, 
And he’s out of his mind, 
And he’s mad with the Fiddle dum dee. 


There is an old maid, 
And, much I’m afraid, 
An old maid she ever will be; 
For she’s wrinkled and old, ~ 
And a terrible scold, 
And she’s mad with the Fiddle dum dee. 


Now this pursy pair, 
Being quite in despair, 
United together would be ; 
For, quoth the old man, 
Be as cold as we can, 
We’re mad with the Fiddle dum dee. 
The old man was sly, 
The old maid was shy, 
But they thought they should both well agree ; 
Says he, crown my bliss, 
Sweet maid give a kiss, 
For I am mad with the Fiddle dum dee. 


MAID OF ATHENS. 
(Byron. ) 
Malp of Athens, ere we part, 
Give, oh give me back my heart ; 
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Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest. 
Hear my vow before I go, 

My love, my life, I love thee! 


By those tresses unconfined, 

Wooed by each Agean wind, 

By those lids, whose jetty fringe 

Kiss thy soft cheeks blooming tinge, 

By those wild eyes, like the roe, 
My dearest life, I love thee! 


Maid of Athens, I am gone: 

Think of me, sweet, when alone. 

Though I fly to Istambol 

Athens holds my heart and soul. 

Can I cease to love thee 7?—No. 
My dearest life, I love thee. 


PIE LPIOFSF 


WINE, WINE, MAKES US FROLIC AND 
: GAYA 


(T. Brown.) 


Wine, wine, in a morning makes us frolic 
and gay, 
That like eagles we soar 
In the pride of the day ; 
Gouty sots of the night 
Only find a decay. 
?Tis the sun ripes the grape, 
And to drinking gives light ; 
We imitate him 
When by noon we’re at height ; 
They steal wine who take it 
When he’s out of sight. 


Boy, fill all the glasses, 

Fill them up now he shines, 
The higher he rises 

The more he refines, 
For wine and wit fall 

As their maker declines. 


GPPL IL IF 


MR. FOG; 
OR, THE CHANDLER’S SHOP. 


Mr. FoG he conducted a chandler’s shop, 
Mrs. Fog was just fit for her station, 
And they had a daughter they call’d Miss Pop, 
Who had a polite education ; ; 
For Missey was sent to a boarding-school, 
Where all the fine things they taught here: 
I don’t meau to say Mr. Fog was a fool, 
But he made a great fool of his daughter. 


SPOKEN.] Miss came home for the holidays, 
and all their friends were invited : Miss Poppy sat 
as prim as a wax doll in a toy-shop window. 
<< Poppy,” says Mr. Fog, ‘* Poppy, my dear, do 
pollywoo a little, to show your larning.” <* La, 
pa, vat a fool you are.” “ Vell,” says the tripe- 
man, “ that’s vat I calls manners.” ‘* Come, 
come, my dear,” says Mrs. Fog, “ do speechify a 
little stronomy and bottomy, about plants and co- 
mets.” “ Vy, ma, if I did, you vouldn’t under- 
stand it.? <“* Manners, again,” said the tripe- 
man. . 


But just as you like, to fashion bow, 
Every one to their liking, 

As the old woman said, when she kiss’d her cow, 
Isn’t the picture striking ? 


Miss Fog she left school just as wise as she went, 
And dressed out in muslins and sandals, 

She oftentimes into the shop was sent, 
To serve out soap, small beer, and candles, 
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The customers star’d, and they thought it strange, 
(All genteel shopkeepers ape her,) 

For, though she’d to give but a farthing in change, 
She wrapp’d it in whity-brown paper. 


SPOKEN.] “ Vy, miss,” says an old woman, 
(who wanted a far’n’orth of sand, and change for 
a ha’penny,) “< that’s a new go to put off old cop- 

» «Don’t be sarcy,” says Fog, ‘¢ my darter’ 
pers. y,” says Fog, y darter’s 
been to boarding-school, to larn gentility.” <* OZ 
says a coal-heaver, “ I likes the genteel thing 
wastly, so here, miss, hand us over a quartern of 
butter, while I wrap my dirty money in a rag, that 
it mayn’t soil your lily-white knuckles.” <* I beg, 
sir, you von’t be imperent. I declare, pa, I never 
von’t come into the shop no more if I’m to be treated 
so by these canmel.” (canaille.) ‘* Dirty butter,” 
said an Irishwoman, ‘‘ who do you call kennel? go 
wrap your bones up in cotton, and jay yourself up 
till the lavender season, miss.” 


But just as you like, to fashion bow, &c. 


Miss Fog at the shop she soon turn’d up her nose, 
Soon turn’d it up at pa and ma, too, 

And thence in the family quarrels arose, 
And at last grew a fine civil war, too. 

Miss Pop she popp’d off, and her home deserts, 
And married a spouting ’prentice, 

And, as she had never been taught to make shirts, 
Was fore’d to make shifts by twenties. 


SPOKEN.] He was a young amateur of fashion , 
they played Romeo and Juliet, with Love Laughs at 
Locksmiths ; and, Three Weeks after Marriage, the 
“gallant gay Lothario” left the Mair Pemtent to 
Remorse. Now, instead of studying the dog-star, 
she cries “‘ cats’ meat!” and all her botany is turned 
into cabbage~plants—** O rare cabbage-plants !”” 


But just as you like, to fashion bow, &c. 


GOPLIP LF 


A SOUTHERLY WIND AND A CLOUDY 
SKY. 


A SOUTHERLY wind and a cloudy sky 
Proclaim it a hunting morning, 
Before the sun peeps we'll briskly fly, 
Sleep and a downy bed scorning. 
Away, my boys, to horse, away ! 
The chase admits of no delay ; 
Now on horseback we’ve got, 
On horseback on horseback together we’ll 
trot. 
Together, together, away, my brave boys, see the 
coverts appear, 
The hound that strikes first cheer him up without 


fear ; 

Drag him on, hoyke! wind him, my steady old 
hound ; 

Drag him on, hoyke! wind him, the coverts re- 
sound. 


How completely the coverts of furze they draw ; 
Who talks of Sestine to Minel ; 
Old Dasher now flourishes through the shaw, 
Saucebox rose out of his kennel. 
Away they fly, as quick as thought, 
The new sown ground soon makes them fault ; 
Clap round the sheep stain, clap round, clap round! 
Try back the deep plain, try back, try back! 
Comfort bitch hits him off through the tall specring 
hedge ; 
Dragman, boy, leads him off through the late new- 
made sedge. 
Hark forward | hark forward ! hark forward! brave 
boys: 
Hark forward! hark forward! zounds! don’t make 
a noise. 


Thus we ride whip and spur for three hours’ chase 
Till our horses go panting and sobbing, 
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Old Dasher and Ringwood begin to race, 
Ride on, and give them some mobbing. 
But hold, by Jove, you'll spoil the sport, 
For through the hounds you'll head them short. 


Hark, Drummer, hark, hark! hark, Tuner; hark, 
Tuner! 

Hark, Drummer, hark, hark! hark, Tuner! hark, 
Tuner! 


He’s dodging and jumping at every bush, 

Old Vixen has fastened her tooth in his brush. 

Whoop, tear him! whoop, tear him! he’s fairly 
run down. 

Whoop, tear him! whoop, tear him! give Joe his 
half-crown. 


FIL LILI 


SAID A FOX TO A GOOSE. 
Air— Said a Smile to a Tear.”—( Upton.) 


SAID a fox to a goose, 

(From a farm-house let loose,) 
And chanced to be pluming a feather, 

«© Dear goose, how d’ye do? 

<« ’Tis strange, and yet true, 
<¢ That you and I meet here together ! 

<¢ Together ! 

«« That you and I meet here together ed 


Said the goose, (with a stare,) 
<¢ Mr. Fox, are you there? 
«« And to see you, indeed, is a pleasure ' 
«© In truth, I must say, 
<¢ That your visit to-day 
« Ys really delight beyond measure |” 
<< ?Yond measure,” &c. 


Says the fox, “ then, we'll walk, 
«© “And like friends so dear talk, 
«< And never was seen finer weather.” 
Says the goose, ‘ gander Grange 
<< Has forbade me to range, 
«© Or else we would travel together, 
<« Together. 
«“ Or else we would travel together.”’ 
Said the fox, “* let him be, 
«* Take an airing with me, 
«< And hear both the goldfinch and linnet ? 
“© On the love of a friend 
<< You can, goosy, depend, 
«< And”—snapt off her head in a minute . 
A minute ! 
<¢ And”’—snapt off her head in a minute ! 


GOLPLIIESF 


ALBERT AND EMMA. 
Air—“ The Gypsies.’—(J. Reynolds.) 


OPPRESS’D with grief, ere break of day, 
Forth went her country’s pride, 

With pensive steps, she bent her way, 
And thus young Emma sigh’d. 


Ah me, how wretched is my fate, 
Now torn from him I love, 

Albert I’ve lost, but cannot hate, 
Our vows are seal’d above. 


Cheerful and happy, when we met 
Each glow’d with love’s soft flame ; 
Though fore’d from me, I’ll ne’er forget, 
But call on Albert’s name. 


Your cruel father tries to part 
Those hearts which fate has join’d, 
But he who can but make them smart, 
The way to hate must find. 


I pine away with care and grief, 
He does not hear me sigh, 
My bursting heart must find relief, 
Oh would my death were nigh. 
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{ feel—I feel my brain’s on fire, 
My heart is broke (she cried), 
Albert, I come, nor fear your sire 

Then shiver’d, sank, and died. 


OLLI LEER 


: DONALD. 


WHEN first you courted me, I own 
I fondly favour’d you; 
Apparent worth and high renown 
Made me believe you true, 
Donald. 


Each virtue then seem’d to adorn 
The man esteem’d by me ; 
But now the mask’s thrown off, I scorn 
To waste one thought on thee, 
Donald. 


Oh! then, for ever haste away, 
Away from love and me; 
Go, seek a heart that’s like your own, 
And come no more to me, 
Donald. 


For Pll reserve myself alone, 
For one that’s more like me ; 
If such a one I cannot find, 
I fly from love and thee, 
Donald. 


PRI P PE OP 


SILENT KISSES. 
(Leigh Hunt.) 


WE’LL breathe not a kiss to the tell-tale air, 

Nor proclaim the fond triumph for others to share, 
For the rose never speaks while it opes to the dew, 
And lovers say little whose feelings are true ; 

The soul-speaking eyes are the language of blisses, 
And we’ll talk with our eyes amidst silent kisses. 


’Tis silence gives soul to the beauty of night : 
*Tis silence keeps secrets, the lover’s delight : 


The stream moves in stillness, when soft on its 


breast 
The willows’ fond leaves lie in kisses at rest: 
The heart throbs in stillness, and we in our blisses, 
Will honour its feeling by sweet silent kisses, 


Yes ; when our lips move, yet have nothing to say, 
And our eyes in each other’s warm beam fade away, 
"Tis then my heart springs up and trembles to thee, 
As the arrow still trembles when fix’d in the tree ; 
Oh, never let ear rob a part of our blisses! 

Oh, all for the heart be our sweet silent kisses. 


GPL PPL IP? 


CHIT CHAT. 


PRETTY little damsels, how they chat, 
Chit chat, &e. 
All about their sweethearts and all that, 
Chit chat, &c. 
Up and down the city how the little damsels walk, 
And of the beaux and fashions how the little dam- 
sels talk, 
And now and then a little bit of slander’s no baulk 
To their chit chat, &c. 


Pretty little damsels go to cheapen in the shops, 
Chit chat, &c. 
Pretty little bonnets and pretty little caps, 
And chit chat, &e. 
A little bit of rouge and a nice little fan, 
A nice little miniature of a nice little man, 
Or any little nice thing of which they can 
Chit chat, &c. 


Pretty little damsels go to feast their eyes, 
Chit chat, &c. 
Put the splendid Panorama cannot suffice, 
Chit chat, &c. 
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Their pretty parasols to keep their pretty faces cool, 
And their pretty little veils, under which they play 
the fool, 
And upon their pretty arm the pretty little reticule,. 
Chit chat; &c. 


Pretty little damsels how prettily they run, 
Chit chat, &c. 

For a little bit of flatt’ry and a little bit of fun, 
‘Chit chat, &c. 

The pretty little nose and the pretty little chin, 

The pretty little mouth with a pretty little grin, 

And the pretty little tongue to keep admirers in 
Chit chat, &c. 


Pretty little damsels when they’re wed, 
Hum drum, &c. 
Their pretty little foibles all are fled, 
Hum drum, &c. 
Their pretty little airs, so bewitchingly wild, 
Evaporate so prettily and leave them so mild, 
Then all the tittle tattle is about the little child, 
Hum drum, &c. 


eovtcere 


ANSWER TO CHIT CHAT. 


THE satiric song of chit chat I mean now to reverse, 
Chit chat, tittle tattle tat, &c. 
And offer this to you for better or for worse, 
Chit chat, tittle tattle tat, 
Though I have no opponent, retaliation’s due, 
And all the ladies’ foibles I have pointed out to 
view, 
So now my pretty ge’men I’ll have a touch at you, 
Chit chat, tittle tattle tat. 


Their pretty little brutus’ comb’d up so neat and 
spruce, Chit chat, &c. 

Their pretty little snuff-boxes they often introduce, 

Chit chat, &c. 

With dashing boots and spurs on, a natty whip be- 
side, 

A stranger would of course suppose they meant to 
take a ride, 

But the deuce of any horse have they whereon to 
get astride, Chit chat, &c. 


Their collars and cravats which cover all their chin, 
Chit chat, &c. 
And ev’ry foppish means devise the ladies’ hearts 
to win, Chit chat, &c. 
Their coats are lined with sarsenet to cut a flaming 
dash, 
All other sort of lining they consider merely trash, 
Though a very, very few have their pockets lined 
with cash, Chit chat, &c. 


Nor are those flaming blades, bon ton, now com- 
pletely dress’d, Chit chat, &c. 
Without a pretty quizzing glass suspended from 
their breast, Chit chat, &c. 

A dashing gold watch-chain to constitute the beau, 
A pretty bundle of seals en suite to make a glaring 

show, 
Though probably no watch at all, cr one that wiil 
not go, Chit chat, &c. 


Their pretty little fingers too all bedizened out with 
rings, Chit chat, &c. 
Almost up to their shoulders are their small clothes 
fixed with slings, Chit chat, &c. 
Their boots with military heels, and boot tops 
nearly white, 

At dances, fights, and races, they place their whole 
delight, 

And with gaming and with rioting they turn the 
day to night, Chit chat, &c. 


These pretty dashing gentlemen, when they have 
lost their all, Hum drum, &c. 
Their credit’s gone, too late they find their pride 


must havea fall, Hum drum, &c, 
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Perhaps a tender loving wife, and pretty children 
dear, 

Refiection strikes that poverty’s approaching very 
near, 

With a pretty little pop gun then he ends his life’s 
career, Hum drum, &c. 


LL aIL ELE? 


THE BARBER’S SHOP. 
Air—* The Mail Coach.” 


I’M a dapper little shaver, 

Who in manners and bahaviour, 
Bear the bell from all the trade, 
I’m descended from the Razors, 
Who, as most people say, sirs, 
A fortune should have made. 
For be it known, my father 
Such numbers used to lather, 
And so briskly plied his trade, 
And so briskly plied his trade, 
That, by hair dressing and shaving, 
Though his family was craving, 
He a decent living made. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Razor, says my poor deceased 
mother; My duck, says my father. Vy lovy, I’ve 
been thinking as how ve should send Tony to a 
larned seminary, for I likes Latin.—A little larn- 
ing is a dangezous thing—drink deep, or a fig for 
larning, says my father; or if he larns any thing, 
let him larn to shave, and as to drinking deep, 
he’ll larn that from his father.—So, instead of be- 
ing aman of letters, I can barely tell them, and 
am left with all my imperfections on my head, to 
shave, dress hair, comb wigs, and retail Day and 
Martin’s blacking, Russia oil, pomatum, and pow- 
der, and, intead of wearing a counsellor’s wig, to 
be constantly employed in keeping it in curl, while 
the only bar I ever pleaded at is the bar of old 
Score’em, though I generally contrive to pay my 
way; I wish every tradesmen could put his hand 
to his heart and say as much—we should then see 
fewer dividends of a shilling in the pound, and the 
credit of old England keep up its ancient vigour. 


So, with scissars, comb, and lather, 
I a sufficient harvest gather, 
To keep open the barber’s shop, 
The barber’s shop, 
The barber’s shop, 
To keep open the barber’s shop. 


Should my customers e’er vapour, 
I show ’em an old paper, 

Which I beg ’em to peruse 3 

Should they find out the cheat, sirs, 
Their patience entreat, sirs, 

Which they seldom or e’er refuse. 
For by this time I contrive, 

My business quick to drive, 

And be ready their beards to mow, 
And be ready their beards to mow ; 
Of me you’re making fun, 

Sir, I tell you I’ve just done, 

Mr. Latherem, here, hollo. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Feeble, shall I shave you ? your 
beard’s in a sad condition, like the times—Don’t 
talk to me of the times, for I’ve no time to talk to 
you—How’s Mrs.Feeble, sir ?—Mind your business, 
and don’t pester me—if you move your head, I 
shall do your business—Mr. Ledderum, dat blacking 
you sould me is all turned brown, burn my caxon, 
but I’ve a great desire to give you, for de black- 
ing, a black eye; divel de drop of Day and Martin 
was dere ; no, by de powers, it was all Betty Martin 
—-Sir, if you’ll return it—Tunder and turf, return 
it, how, you shabroon, d’ye think I’m to do dat? 
didn’t I tell you, do I forgot to mention it, dat 1 
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had used every sup of it—Well, sir, I hope we 
shall make matters up over a glass of Geneva—Oh! 
and is it dat you’re atter, oh ! musha, my darling, 
you're a nate little bottle seller: here’s to ould Ire- 
land—here’s may animosity be washed away by 
the soap-suds of oblivion; may the voice of the 
people never be cut in two by the razor of discord, 
_and may the shop of justice never be shut when 
honesty knocks at the door. 


So, with scissars, comb, and lather, &e. 


a Ane oe 


THE RED CROSS KNIGHT. 


BLow, warder, blow thy sounding horn, 
And thy banner wave on high, 
For the Christians have fought in the Holy Land, 
And have won the victory. 
Loud the warder blew his horn, 
And his banner waved on high ; 
Let the mass be sung! 
And the bells be rung ! 
And the feast eat merrily. 


The warder look’d from the tower on high, 
As far as he could see; 
I see a bold knight, and, by his red cross, 
He comes from the east country. 
Then loud the warder blew his horn, 
And called till he was hoarse, 
I see a bold knight, and on his shield bright, 
He beareth a flaming cross. 


Then down the lord of the castle came, 
The red cross knight to meet ; 
And when the red cross knight he espied, 
Right loving he did him greet : 
Thou’rt welcome here, dear red cross knight, 
For thy fame’s well known to me ; 
And the mass shall be sung, 
And the bells be rung, 
And we'll feast right merrily. 


Oh! I am come from the Holy Land, 
Where saints did live and die ; 
Behold the device I bear on my shield, 
The red cross knight am I: 
And we have fought in the Holy Land, 
And we’ve won the victory : 
For with valiant might 
Did the Christians fight, 
And made the proud Pagans fly. 


Thouw’rt welcome here, dear red cross knight, 
Come, lay thy armour by, 
And for the good tidings thou dost bring 
We'll feast us merrily : 
For all in my castle shall rejoice, 
That we’ve won the victory ; 
And the mass shall be sung, 
And the bells shall be rung, 
And the feast eat merrily. 


CFI LIL LIF 


HARK! FOLLOW THE STAG. 
(Translated from Weber, by W. M‘Gregor Logan. } 


WHAT equals on earth the delights of the hunts- 
man, 
For whom does life’s cup more enchantingly flow ? 
To follow the stag thro’ the forests and meadows, 
When brightly the beams of the morning first 
glow: 
Oh! this is a pleasure that’s worthy of princes, 
And health in its wanderings can ever be found ; 
When echoing caverns and forests surround us, 
More blithely the pledge of the goblet shall 
sound. 
Hark! fellow the stag, &c. 
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The light of Diana illumines our forest, 
The shades, where in summer, we often retreat, 
Nor is then the fell wolf in his covert securest, 
The boar from his bier is laid at our feet. 
Oh! this is a pleasure, &c. 
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THE HUMOURS OF AN IRISH FAIR. 
(O’Brien. ) 

It’s the drop of good whiskey 
That makes my heart friskey, 

Arrah! down goes the crater, with a tear in my eye, 
Shellelagh we’ll battle, 
On foes’ heads we’ll rattle, 

Ding dong at each noddle—for mercy they cry ; 
Now down they are falling, 
On hands and knees crawling, 

My Judy cries, <¢ Bravo! good luck to you, Pat! 
Och? faith you’re the dandy, 
You nick’d ’em, so handy, 

You tipp’d Jerry Casey, and down he went flat.” 


SPOKEN.] Yes, by my soul, down he went, sure 
enough, and when he was down I gave him the de- 
vil’s own to bring him up again, saying, 

Horo buglamy, ditheramy corragi, 
Horo buglamy, row de row row. 


Now the foe is all scatter’d, 
With heads and limbs batter’d, 
Whack! goes shellelagh, with joyful huzza ; 
My rival, . big Jerry, 
In a devil of a hurry, 
Frowns on my Judy and then runs away : 
Och ! the joy that this gave me, 
Faith, never will leave me, 
I kiss’d my sweet crater, and squeez’d her soft fist ; 
T’ll be my own speaker, 
And my own I will make her, 
And be true to my Judy, as the sun to the east— 


SPOKEN.] Aye, by the powers! and if any one 
insults my darling, I’ll take my blackthorn in my 
fist, Judy shall put a stone in her stocking, and 
we'll go through the fair singing, 

Horo buglamy, &c, 


Next homeward retiring, 
Each sweetheart admiring, 

And binding the wounds of each favourite swain ; 
Recounting the actions 
Between the two factions, 

And swearing to fight if we meet them again: 
Next morning, what pity, 
With mournful ditty, 

I weep over Jerry, for breaking his sconce 3 
We embrace one another, 
Like brother and brother, 

fhe piper plays up and we join in the dance— 


SPOKEN.] Yes, and we're always better friends 
after beating one another, than ever we were be- 
fore; and, whilst the piper plays, we drown animo- 
sity in the real stuff, and sing, 


Horo buglamy, &c. 


ee a ee 


FANNY THE FAIR. 
Air—‘* Robin Adair.”—( Burns.) 
WHILE larks with little wing, 

Fann’d the pure air, 
Tasting the breathing spring, 

Forth I did fare : 

Gay the sun’s golden eye 
Peeped o’er the mountains high, 
Such thy morn, did I ery, 

Fanny the fair. 


~ 
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In each bird’s careless song 
Glad I did share, 

While yon wild flowers among, 
Chance led me there ; 

Sweet to the opening day, 

Rose-buds bent the dewy sway, 

Such thy bloom, did I say, 
Fanny the fair. 


Down in a shady walk, 
Doves cooing were, 

1 mark’d the cruel hawk, 
Caught in a snare ; 

So kind may fortune be, 

Such, such make his destiny, 

He who would injure thee, 
Fanny the fair. 


POI EL LPD- 


THE HUMOURS OF A PLAYHOUSE. 


OF a playhouse, ina playhouse, a playhouse I 
sing, 

’Tis my subject, my pride, and my judge ; 

For, having exhausted each theme you can bring, 
Now to laugh at ourselves we don’t grudge. 

We’ll suppose you’ve arriv’d at the box or pit entry, 
Ten hands are thrust into your coach ; 

Oft the jostle’s so great ’tween the police and sentry, 
’Tis a century before you approach. 


SPOKEN in different voices.] Choice fruit, or a 
bill of the play—Buy a bill of a poor boy, sir, 
you'll want one when you get into the house.— 
Where are you squeezing to?—Take care of this 
lady, will you!—I’m sure I can’t help it, while 
they keep crowding behind.—Bless me, sir, how 
sharp your elbows are.—Excuse me, ma’am, but 
it is you’re so very fat, that’s the reason.—Box- 
ticket for six shillings, take two in the pit, and 
save a shilling.—I say, you Bill, where have you 
got to ?—O! I’m-under this here fat gentleman’s 
legs, papa.—Gallery tickets for eighteen-pence ; if 
you have more tickets than you want, sir, I'll buy 
them of you.—Sare, you will ave de goodness to 
inform me if dis is Drury-Lane or de Garden Com- 
mon.—This is Covent Garden, sir; Drury-lane is 
moved into Bridges-street ; Drury-lane used to be 
in the Strand.—I remember Drury-lane in the 
Haymarket.—Ha! ha! ha! there’s a bull.—A 
bull ! bless me, where? what ashame to let those 
mad creatures run about the streets.—Come, come 
along, Mary, where are you!—I’ve lost my shoes. 
—Shoo, shoo, never mind that? push on, there’s 
plenty of room.—Where?—In my pockets, for 
you’ve got both your hands there.—How dreadful 
hot it is.—Back, back, there, the pit’s full; ah, 
that’s always the case at this house, they fill the 
pit before the doors are opened.—Well, then, 
where are you driving to?—Oh! 


I’m going to the play, 
Where, with spirits so gay, 
Wit, music, and harmony mingle. 


?Ere the boxes are fill’d, in the lobbies you meer, 
Where e’en ladies themselves bear the brunt ; 
And squeezing through numbers to get a good seat, 

Are crowded all round in the front. 
The pit parties ramble all over the place, 
Till they’re seated at ease, great and small, 
While the gallery guests crowd the benches apace, 
And with discord for harmony bawl. 


SPOKEN.] Holloa! you cat-gut scrapers, strike 
up there, will you?—Rule Britannia !—Moll in the 
Wad !—Down, down !—Hats off.—Silence.—Down 
in the front !—That fellow now bawling out silence 
makes more noise than all the rest of them.—Ap- 
ples, pears, oranges, nuts, cakes, bill of the per- 
formances, book of the songs.—Come, get up there, 
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sir, that’s my seat.—I say it is not your seat.—Yes, 
it is, I was sitting next to that there lady with the 
brandy-bottle; I have only been out to get a drop 
of aniseed.—Any seat, I tell you there’s not any 
seat here.—Sir, I’!l be very much obliged to you, 
if you'll let my little girl stand up, she never was 
ata play before; there, my love, take care you 
don’t tumble over into the pit.—La, mamma! is 
it full of water ?—Pretty dear, what an innocent re- 
mark !—Mrs. Fillagree’s places, five young ladies 
and their mamma.— Dear me, ma! if there an’t 
two gentlemen got our seats.— Well, I declare that’s 
vastly ungenteel, after I came all the way myself 
yesterday to take places.—Permit me, ma’am, to 
speak to them.—I’m sure, sir, you're very polite. 
—Come out of that, then, will you?—What do you 
mean, sir?—Come out of this, then.—Out of this 
and out of that, I don’t understand you.—Och! 
then I must be after making a tailor of my fist, and 
taking measure of you fora black eye.—I’m keeping 
this seat for agentleman, and shan’t give it up.— 
First act over.—There, sir, the first act’s over, you 
can’t keep seats any longer, you must. give it up.— 
Must I ?—Yes, you must.—Then, like some other 
people, Vl resign when I’m obliged to turn out. 
—Move that shawl.—I shall not.—Take away that 
tippet.—I'll tip it you, if you do.—These are puns, 
I suppose.—A man that would make a pun would 
pick a pocket; what do you think?—Why, sir, I 
do not know what to think, I’m taken exceedingly 
ill; I should like to get out.—What did you pay 
to get in?—Seven shillings, sir.—Offer them half- 
a-guinea, I dare say they’ll let you out.—Shut that 
box-door.—I can’t come in, I’m sure I shan’t go 
out.—Boxkeeper shut that door; take away this 
man, and bring mea gentleman; why don’t you 
do as I ordered you? bring me a gentleman.—Sir, 
I’ve been all round the lobby and I can’t find one. 
—What vulgarity ; Iremember Mr. Garrick, in his 
time, there was some order in the house.—Sir, if 
you were to ask the managers, you'd find they had 
orders enough in the house now.—What’s the play? 
Blue Devils, sir.—O, we have plenty of them at 
home.—Devil among the tailors.—Sir, that’s a 
personal reflection.—Sir, how should I know you 
were a tailor?—Sir, there’s my card.—Come, no 
shuffling.—Chalk Farm—Chalk faces.—Leave off 
that noise, will you? it’s very odd that some peo- 
ple will talk, and disturb other people who come to 
hear what the people say upon the stage.—What 
did you come for ?—Come for! why 


I came to see the play, &c. 


The performances done, with smiles and with 
laughter, 

Each countenance is sure to be lit up; 

For, if haply the first piece is tragic, the after 
Is sure to change grief to a tit-up. 

And now, one by one, all our lights cease to burn, 
While the company they go out, too, 

Yet, like stars, we must hope they go out to return, 
For, to us, there are no stars like you. 


SPOKEN.] Coach to the city.—Coach unhired.— 
Four shillings to Hyde Park-corner.—Three and 
sixpence to Tottenham-court-road.— Want a coach, 
your honour ?—Yes.—What number, sir ?—One, 
to be sure ; that’s enough at once.—Coach to St. 
Mary-axe.—Are you hired ?—Ax about.—Remem- 
ber the poor link-boy, your grace.—Out of the way, 
you graceless dog.—Pray, my lord duke.—T here’s 
two-pence for you.—You aduke? you’re a rum un. 
—Yes ; drive to Duke’s Place.—Well, ma’am, how 
have you been entertained?—Very well, sir, I 
thank you, and my little girl has been quite plea- 
sed; never was at a playhouse before.—Did you 
like it, my dear ?—Oh! yes, sir, very much indeed. 
—And what did you see, my dear?—Oh! sir, there 








103 


was a gentleman sang a song s0 bad they made him 
sing it over again.—Infantine simplicity! pretty 
remark !—And pray what did you like best ’—Oh, 
why— 

The song about the play, &c. 


POL LLL LF 


TASTE, OH TASTE THIS SPICY WINE. 


TASTE, oh taste this spicy wine, 
Drain the sparkling cup, I pray ; 

Does your heart in sadness pine, 
Drink and sadness clears away. 


Now may nimble troops of pleasure 
Seal your hours in morrice light ; 
Deck the day with fancy’s treasure, 
Bless your dreams and crown the night, 


GLPLIPIIPIOL 


THE MEETING OF THE WATERS ; 
OR, SWEET VALE OF OVOCA. 
Air—“ The Old Head of Dennis.”—(T. Moore.) 


THERE is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters 
meet 5 

Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart’ 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from this 
heart. 


Yet it was not that Nature had spread o’er the 
scene 

Its purest of crystal, its brightest of green ; 

"Twas not the soft magic of streamlets or rill, 

Oh no, it was something more exquisite still. 


"Twas that, friends, the beloved of my bosom were 
near, 

Which made every scene of enchantment more 
dear, 

And who felt how the best charms of nature im- 
prove 

When we see them reflected from looks that we 
love. 


Swect vale of Ovoca, how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade with the friend I love best, 

Where the storms which I feel in this cold world 
should cease, 

And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in 
peace. 


GPL GL IL FK 


I JUDGE OF A FRIEND BY THE SHAKE 
OF HIS HAND. 


(Plumtre.) 


WHEN my hand thus I proffer, your own I deny 
not, 
Nor offer it cold, nor a finger extend, 
It freezes my blood when I find a man shy on’t, 
Tis delightful when shook with the warmth of a 
friend ; 
For the hand of the heart is an index declaring, 
If well or if ill, how its master will stand , 
I heed not a tongue of its friendship that’s swear- 


ing, ' 
I judge of a friend by the shake of his hand. 


Yet it is not with each new-hatched comrade I’d 
shake me, 

Be mine the tried friend, whose warm heart 
shall expand, 

Who, in wealth or in sorrow, will nerer forsake 


me, 
And the truth of whose heart I sha. fee. in hi 
hand. 
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Then, for friends, and friends only, this token 
reserving, ° 
For them be it ever at will to command ; 
But let each be thy friend who at all is deserving, 
And give him thy heart with a shake of the 
hand. 


PLPLIBPLEP? 


MOSES AND RACHAEL; 
OR, WHO SHALL SIT IN THE CORNER. 
Air—** Over the Water to Charley.”’—(Beuler.) 


WHEN I was a poy, and I did go to school, 
And I came home at night a good learner, 
My moder vas kind, and e’er made it a rule 
To shave me de fire-shide varm corner. 
And vhen I grew pig I did marry a vife, 
And vork’d to buy clothes to adorn her, * 
But vhen day’s vork vas done ’tvas de shoy of mine 
life 
At night to sit down in de corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &c. 


Shelling rhuparps and hardvare, I travell’d apout, | 


Of monish I vas a good earner, 
And vhen I come home dhen my pipe I pull’d out, 
And smok’d vhilst I shat in de corner. 
But now dhat my vife’s in de family vay, 
She’s so stupporn de tevil can’t turn her, 
She’s longing for ev’ry ting nice all de day, 
And at night she vill st in my corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &c. 


She shat dere vhen vone night I came back vid my 
vare, 
And dere I did quickly discern her ; 
Now Rachael, said I, you have no pusiness dere, 
You shall not sit dere in dat corner. 
Oh! yes, but I vill though, now Moey, said she, 
And you may, if you like, look still sterner, 
De place is so varm, it shuits me to a T, 
Oh! how nicely I sit in de corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &c. 


She stuck to de stool close, vhich made me enraged, 
I vish’d dat de Prophet vould purn her ; 

And a long var of vords petween us vas vaged, 
Apout vhich should sit down in de corner. 

Now, Rachael, said I, on de faith of my vord, 
Dhis quarrel shall make you forlorner, 

I’ve told you two times, now dere is de third, 
I’m tamm/’d if you sit in de corner. 

And sing tol de rol, &c. 


Dhen I, in a rage, for she laugh’d in my teeth, 
Sheized hold of de stool which had porne her, 
I pull’d and I tuge’d ’till it vas from peneath 
My vife, who fell squat in de corner. 
Dere, madam, shaid I, I have now got your sheat; 
But she told me it didn’t concern her ; 
She still had one stool, and she vould, in my teet, 
Continue to sit in de corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &c. 


Soon from dhese high vords did ve poth come to 
plows, 
I fought hard, in future to varn her 
Dhat I vould pe master, and under my nose 
She never should sit an de corner. 
Dhen her moder came up, and my vife did pegin 
To tell her how now I did spurn her; 
«« Dhere, moder, you know vhai a state I am in, 
Yet he von’t let me stt in de corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &c. 


Her moder shaid—vhat! vould you ill-treat my 
ix]? 
ee pig vould you make her a mourner? 
Vhat! ill-treat my daughters! now I shay she shall 
Sit in your sight in de corner. 
And dere comes your fader to shay de shame ting; 
Vhat, Isaacs, de turner and horner, 
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My shild to your shon a large fortune did pring, 
Wet he von’t let her sit in de corner. 
And sing tol de rol, &e. 


My fader py marriage had long pecome meek, 
And he said I did wrong thus to scorn her, 

For de shild might pe mark’d vith a stool on de 

sheek 

If my vife didn’t stt in de corner. 

O’erruled py his vords, I gave up to my spouse, 
And soon of dhis truth vas a learner— 

Dhat vives vhen dey like vill st¢ all o’er de house 
If you vonce let ’em sit in de corner. 

And sing tol de rol, &c. 


SPOR OL OSD 


MY TEMPER IS CHEERFUL AND MELLOW. 


For a song I’m in excellent strain, 
My spirits are light as a feather, 
I have got my gay heart back again 
That late was in love’s heavy tether; 
No longer I’ll sigh in despair, 
No longer a sad silly fellow, 
You may see, though I have had a eure, 
Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow. 


For Chloe I died on the rack, 

While Phillis for me was despairing, 
Yet love ever runs in this track, 

In spite of our cursing and caring , 
Let fools, then, a destiny swear, 

I leave them to bluster and bellow, 
You may see, though I have had a care, 

Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow. 


Perhaps you might wish me to show 
How a heart that is lost can recover ; 
By Jove, if he dangles, I know 
No maxim to save a true lover. 
He must gallop from jealous despair, 
Nor wait to be cursed like Othello, 
And he’ll find, though he has had a care, 
He’ll soon become cheerful and mellow. 


MY LODGING IS ON THE COLD GROUND. 


(Gay.) 
My lodging is on the cold ground 
And very hard is my fare, 
But that that troubles me most 
Ts the unkindness of my dear. 
Yet still I cry oh turn, love! 
And I prithee, love, turn to me; 
For thou art the man that I long for, 
And, alack, what remedy ! 


I'll crown thee with a garland of straw, then, 
And V’ll marry thee with a rush ring ; 

My frozen hopes shall thaw, then, 
And merrily we will sing. 

Oh turn to me, my dear love! 
And I prithee, love, turn to me; 

For thou art the man that alone cans’t 
Procure my liberty. 


But if thou wilt harden thy heart still, 
And be deaf to my pitiful moan, 
Then I must endure the smart still 
And tumble in straw all alone. 
Yet still I-cry, oh turn, love! 
And I prithee, love, turn to me ; 
For thou art the man that alone art 
The cause of my misery. 


JUST LIKE LOVE. 
(Lord Strangford.) 


Just like love is yonder rose, 
Heavenly fragrance round it throws. 
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Yet tears its dewy leaves disclose, 
And in the midst of briers it blows, 
Just like love. 


Culled, to bloom upon the breast, 

Since rough thoris the stem invest 

They must be gathered with the rest, 

And with it must the heart be press’d, 
Just like love. 


And when rude hands the twin-buds sever 
They die—and they shail blossom never ; 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever, 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever, 

Just like love. 


POOR PIL-GARLICK ,; 
OR, THE HEN-PECK’D COBBLER. 
( Upton.) 


I’M call’d Pil-garlic where I go, 
And lead a dev’lish life, sir, 
And all through whom ?— Why, you shall 
know— 
By that sad jade, my wife, sir; 
For, though I strive to make things meet 
Both morning, noon, and night, sir, 
Without her leave I dare not eat, 
She does so scratch and fight, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, she does, the vixen! and I am 
forced to take it all quietly! Now, it was but 
t’other day that I ventured to ave for a bit of under- 
crust, and a slice of the brown from a shoulder of 
mutton, when she sent the knuckle at my head, and 
axed how I dared to take such liberties at table. 

_ Oh! larem, strap’em, larem, strap’em, 
Well-a-day! heigho! 
And sing, heigho! poor Pil-garlic! 
Then, there’s one Mister Brawny Jack 
With us does eat and drink, sir, 
And oft she sets him on my back, 
If I speak what I think, sir, 
Nay, more, for this indeed an’t all, 
So hard she makes me fare, sir, 
The boys all funk me in my stall, 
And cry, Pil-garlic’s there, sir. 


SPOKEN.] So they do, even the little boys, and 
it’s all owing to my wife; for they know that she 
gives me a hiding, and, therefore, when it is dark, 
they sing out—‘ Let us go and funk the cobbler.” 


Oh! larem, strap’em, &c. 


Then, though she late was brought to bed, 
Why, soitis, d’ye see, sir, 
The little brat, I’m sure it’s said, 
Is not a bit like me, sir. 
Nay, if I must the truth unfold, 
In spite of all her clack, sir— 
The story every where is told, 
?Tis more like Brawny Jack, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, it is told about the neighbour- 
hood, especially at the chandler’s shop, that the 
little squeaker is no more like me than a cabbage is 
to a ball of wax ; then they say that it has a nose 
the very picture of Brawny Jack’s! and yet I am 
to be called its daddy! and, what’s worse than all, 
do you know, there’s another upon the stocks ; and 
that you all know is enough to make any one, when 
he’s pegging away with his awl, to sing 

Oh! larem, strap’em, &c. 
DROWSY LITTLE CUPID. 
(Cherry. ) 
SLY Cupid, one day, made a little bit of blundering, 


When ‘on a bank he lay, to take a bit of slumbering. 
q * 


8) 


His bow neglected lay, his quiver, too, beside 
him, 
The god was fast asleep :—now hear what did be- 
tide him. 
Oh, poor Cupid! drowsy little Cupid, 
No lover’s heart 
Can take the part 
Of drowsy little Cupid. 


The star of love fair Emma guides to where tlx 
god reposes, 

Though much surprisea to see Love stretched upor 
a bed of roses ; 

With cautious hand his bow she steals, his quiver, 
and his darts, too, 

And thus she slily meditates a conquest of all 
hearts, too. 





















Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 


Her hasty flight fair Emma urged, the god awoke 
from slumbering, 

And found the little thief Love’s magazine was 
plundering ; — 

On mischief bent, he smiling said, Pll not thy 
purpose foil though, 

Guard well your heart, my cunning maid, an arrow 
may recoil though. 

Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 


If gentle Emma, for this theft, was placed in Love’s 
soft pillory, 

Her eyes more mischief there might do than all 
the god’s artillery ; 

Then, greedy Emma, steal no more, but give 
mankind their hearts back, 

Blind Cupid can’t thy power oppose, so let him 
have his darts back. 

Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 


THE BIRD IN YONDER CAGE CONFINED. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


THE bird in yonder cage confined 
Sings but to lovers young and true, 

Then pray approach, if you can find 
The picture suit,—ah, no—not you. 


Good nature only wakes the lay, 
A father kind the feat may do; 
Then, pray approach, if you can say 
The picture suits,—ah, no—not you. 


PILI LEIF 


THE DEJEUNE AT ST. PETER’S. 


ONCE a breakfast, at most, was tea, coffee, and 
toast, 
With some honey and raspberry jam, 
But now they include beef, roasted and stewed, 
Maccaroni, mock turtle, lamb, chicken, and 
ham; 
At about four we get 
Our de la fourchette, 
For those who begin to grow thinner ; 
I+ would puzzle the pride 
Of the devil to decide _ 
Whether meant for a breakfast or ainner. 


SPOKEN.] How do? glad to see you.—Fine day. 
—Remarkably pleasant weather.—Sophia and Ma- 
tilda, take my advice, and sit down, there’ll be 
such scrouging by and by.—La, pa, shan’t we 
have a walk, to get an appetite for our breakfast! 
—Psha! you had better get a seat while you can 
and gct a breakfast for your appetite.— Look at tha 
miserly old fellow—old Shave-an-egg ; what brought 
him here? I wonder who treats him! I’m sure 
he doesn’t pay.—He’s immensel rich.—Yes.—I’m 
told that he intends to give £10,000 with his daugh- 
ter.—Indeed, have at him, save him a thousand — 
ah! how do, Shave-an-egg?—Hush, ha! na.— 
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What ?—Musn’t call him Shave-an-egg, it’s a nick- 
name.—Well, you told me, it is all your fault: a 
—Mr.—a—they tell me you intend giving your 
daughter £10,000.—Well, sir, what then ?—I’ll 
save you a thousand, and take her with nine.— 
Who’s that ?—Oh, that is Twizzle, the punster.— 
U hope you will not let us have any of your puns 
vet; now, I shall make one rule with you, no puns 
uil the cloth is removed.—Who’s that ?—Mr. Om- 
nium, the stock-broker.—They tell me he waddled 
last week.—Mr. Omnium, allow me to help you to 
a little duck.—That’s personal, I declare.—Who’s 
that ?—That’s Sir Simon Daub, the amateur artist. 
—How did he come?—In his own coach and four 
horses, afraid he should not be here in time.—I 
don’t wonder at it, if his horses don’t draw better 
than himself.—Who is that ?—That’s Mr. and Mrs. 
Cheeseman, they are just married.—Happy couple, 
fine woman !—Charming!—What do you think of 
him ?—I never saw such a goose in my life.—-Miss 
Crotchet, will you favour us with a ditty ?— After 
dinner, sir.—What are those black fellows ?—Oh, 
that’s the band.—Now do, Miss Crotchet, and per- 
haps the band will accompany you.—O, then that 
will be a band-ditty, you know. 


Thus, hob and nobbing, tea and wine, 
With company combining ; 

In gay delight, from morn till night, 
While breakfasting or dining. 


Some tables are drawn out in front of the lawn, 
To gain a good view of the river; 
But gentlemen cry, very cold for July ; 
While the ladies so charmingly shiver. 
Pray, bring me my shawl 
Cries old Lady Squall, 
While walking the terrace with her niece : 
Though the east wind now chills, 
By and by the quadrilles 
Will niake you as hot as a furnace, 


eee Will you allow me to help you?—You 
are very polite.—What part ?—Any part; I amnot 
part-icular.—Charming weather! quite a spring 
day'!—Spring! I should think it was summer by 
the number of swallows that are present.—Miss 
Guffin, will you read a bit out of your album? [ 
see you are not cating.—It’s not an album, sir; 
it’s a cookery-book.—What makes you carry a 
cookery-book?—How very odd !—Most extraordi- 
nary woman I ever heard of !— Why, I’m very par- 
ticular in what I eat, so I always look how things 
are dressed.—I’m sure she’s very badly dressed 
herself, if you come to that.—Very droll things in 
a cookery-book, Miss Guffin; will you allow me to 
look at your cookery-book, the phraseology is so 
droll, a—first split your head in two (reading ).— 
Waiter, that’s a very good joke for once, but the 
next time you come round with a tureen of soup, 
I’d thank you not to throw it down my back.—How 
is poor dear Lady Neverwed ?—Dressed all to Tags ; 
Inever saw——Whois the lady opposite? I wish 
to take some wine with her.—That’s the widow 
Wedlove ; she has been married three times.—In- 
deed !—Yes; I wonder how they do contrive to get 
so many husbands; for my part, I can’t get one; 
I can’t think how they do it.—First catch your fish 
(reading ).—How very droll that came in.—Shall I 
trouble you, sir.—The trouble’s a pleasure, ma’am. 
—The trouble’s a pleaswre—how elegant, how vastly 
new: I would have given the world to have said 
that the trouble’s a pleasure.—Mr. Puddefat, how 
do you find yourself?—Oh, very low, quite de- 
pressed in spirits ; I wish you could find me a re- 
medy.—/( Reading. ) Put your head in scalding hot 
water, cut your liver into small slices, and put a 
lemon in your mouth.—Look at that Shave-an-ege, 
did you ever see any person eat so much ?—Never ; 
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how much do you think he will drink ?—Any given 
quantity. 
Thus hobbing, nobbing, tea, and wine, 
With company combining ; 
From morn till night with gay delight, 
Whether breaktasting or dining. 


The dejeune done, away the folks run, 
To get back to London by seven ; 
And mourn their hard lot in not knowing what 
To do with themselves till eleven. 
Some carelessly drop in Colnaghi’s shop, 
Like so many hard-hearted sinners ; 
While others retreat to the British to eat, 
In one day, a couple of dinners. 


SPOKEN.]. Waiter, two glasses of wine, white, 
one of which shall be port.—How are the 3 per 
cents?—Very tough.—Miss Brisket, how do you 
do? is mamma here?—No, sir, she is at home, 
nursing a cold.—Indeed! why not put it out to 
nurse? I always do.—Does Miss Guffin rouge ? 
—Vll ask her.—No! no!—Yes, bless you! I can 
Say any thing to her: Miss Guffin, excuse,me, do 
you rouge ?—How particularly rude !—I beg your 
pardon, how do you contrive to look so lovely ?— 
Singe all the hair off your head, and lay your 
eyes upon a plate.—( Reading. )—How does the al- 
derman get on in the house ?—A little less tongue 
and more brains if you please.—There’s old Pro- 
lix.—He’s very old, an’t he?—Yes, quite in his 
anecdotage.—How do, Horner? how’s your wife ? 
—How’s vours, if you go to that ?—Expect any one 
by the steamer?—Yes, sir.—Son, sir 2—_No, sir. 
—Daughter, sir?—No, sir.—Who then, sir?— 
Why, my wife, if you must know ; very inquisitive. 
—Who the devil is he ?—Pray, sir, do I know you? 
—You have the advantage of me, sir.—Have I? 
then I’ll keep it.—Poor Dismal! they tell me he is 
dead, poor fellow! he was to have dined here to- 
day; what was his complaint-—A deviled gizzard. 
—( Reading. )—Pray, sir, has he left any hair ?— 
Hair! no, ma’am, he died bald.—I beg pardon, 
sir, that is not what I mean; did he leave much 
money ?—No, ma’am, he died insolvent.—No, 
sir, I beg pardon, he died in Middlesex, to my 
certain knowledge.—There’s one comfort, he had 
the very best of advice, every thing that could be 
done, was done.—I beg your pardon, sir, the 
pork-griskin wasn’t half done. 


Thus hobbing, nobbing, &c. 


OLILP IEP? 


CRIED ECHO, FAR AWAY. 
(Byron. ) 


WITHIN a bower, a lady gay 
Sat warbling to her lute ; ’ 
While, as if listening to her lay, 
The airy tribe was mute: 
‘© My love was true ; yet, well a day, 
From me my love is far away.” 
Cried Echo, “ far away.” . 


“« Now hie thee here, my handsome page, 
Trip nimbly as the fawn ; 
For lo! I see a pilgrim sage 
Come tottering o’er the lawn. 
And here invite his welcome stay, 
My love may wander far away’ 
Cried Echo, “ far away.” 


“« Here, pilgrim, rest awhile your woe.” 
He blessed her charity, 
Then off his weeds essayed to throw ; 
Her true love, it was he. 
And now that lady chang’d her lay, 
And sung, “ be sorrow far away.” 
Cried Echo, ‘* far away.” 
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THE GRAND BALLET. 
(Dibdin.) 


ONE, two, three, ha, 
Ta da dal lal la, 

La figure garde bien ma belle, 
Take a time to look me, 
Come, one, two, three, 

Ha—la—extremely well. 


SPOKEN.] Easy mignonne—take a time—look a 
me, don hurry—then vas it is diss—enteechats—six 
—ha! 


Now, my lofe, dee minuet, if you please. 


Taw law, don’t be lazy, 
La prends bien de place, 
Ti da, les bras easy, 
Oh, che de grace! 
La, be no so heavy, 
Dance comme vous etes et svimming, 
Le tete bien leve, 
Plus charmante de women. 


Taw law, don’t be lazy, 
Keep the body straight, taw law, 
Daw law de lu lu, easy, 
Pose les bras, 
Ah. ma chere, vous etes charmante. 


SPOKEN.] I could kiss you for diss. Helesburh 
Parisot, all dese people are notting toyou. Come, 
now, de country dance. Where is all de popals. 
—John, Dick, Bob, Molly, Billy, every body 
come, come, place a place, taw a dance. 


Come, listen to the fiddle, 
Numps' strike hands with Doll; 
Now lead up the middle, 
And foot it over to Poll. 
Lol de diddle diddle, &c. 


John, you stupid booby, 
Now mind strike de hey ; 
Ah! you clumsy looby, 
Why don’t you foot it away. 
Very well—right and left—set out—set in. 
Come, quick, don’t so stump it, 
Now take hands around, 
Foot it, kick it, and stump it, 
And lightly trip de ground. 


FORGET THEE! 


(Ryan.) 
FoRGET thee! in the banquet halls, 
Go, ask my fellow men, 
Or ask the tear that secret falls, 
If I forget thee then? 
The midnight hours, with song and wine, 
I ever shared with thee ; 
The midnight: hours, they still are thine, 
And fatal memory. 


Forget thee ! in the mirthful dance, 
There steals some eye’s bright ray 

Like thine, that makes me, with its glance, 
Turn swift in tears away. 

Go, ask my minstrels, when they breathe 
The verse—the poet’s pen 5 

Which each Parnassian sweet hath wreathed, 
If I forget thee then? 


Forget thee! oh, there is but one 
Could from my memory chase 

Mach sweet charm I have gazed upon, 
Each softly winning grace. 

To be that one’s my first—first vow 
I pledg’d with infant breath, 

And he comes to demand me new, 
Thy rival, love, is—death. 
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Forget thee! when my funeral urn 
Thy tearful gaze shall meet, 

And censers of aroma burn, 
Exhaling at my feet: 

When winds and storms careering sweep 
Unheeded o’er my breast ; 

And cypress waves, then turn and weep, 
And own my love’s at rest. 


GPIPL LIPS 


HONEY AND MUSTARD. 


Sir Jerry Go-nimble was lame of a leg, 

Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
And Lady Go-nimble had barely one peg, 

For a very old lady was she. 
Sir Jerry, when married, was but twenty-two, 
My lady four-score, when, Sir J. came to woo 5 
As ugly as Poles, but as rich as a Jew. 


SPOKEN.] How she always charm’d me, when 
she used to sing— 


Hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle dee, 
Hey diddle, ho diddle dee. 


At the wedding my lady was ask’d for a song, 
Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
Says she to oblige I’ll not hesitate long, 
Though I own I’m not quite in the key. 
Then she made a fine mug, *twixt a squint anda 
grin, 
And screw’d up her snuff-colour’d lips to begin, 
Like two bellows-handles she mov’d nose and chin. 


SPOKEN.] When she sung— 


SincGs— What’s life without passion, 
Sweet passion of love ;” 
Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 


This pair of true lovers they liv’d upon love, 
Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 

While the honey-moon lasted, a week and above, 
And then ’twas all mustard for she. 

For wicked Sir Jerry was fond of tit-bits, 

And my lady fell into hysterical fits, 

Then, for jealousy, drank herself out of her wits. 


SPOKEN. | Then she walked about like mad Bess, 
with a wisp of straw in one hand, anda comfort- 
bottle in the other— 


S1ncs—* He prov’d false and I undone,” 
Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 


At lastby this sad hydropogy she died, 
Hey diddle, ho diddle dee; . 


And her grim ghost it came to Sir Jerry’s bed-side, 


Saying, ‘ List, oh! list, for I’m come for thee.” 
Sir Jerry he hid himself under the clothes, 
But the ghost out of bed pulled him soon by the 
toes 
Toss’d hin: out of the window, and cried, ‘ There 
he goes.” 


SPOKEN.] And away he went, sure enough, 
singing— 
Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 


PILI FIIF- 


WHO IS SYLVIA? WHAT IS SHE? 
(Shakspeare. ) 


Who is Sylvia? what is she? 

That all the swains commend her ; 
Holy, fair, and wise is she, 

The heavens such grace did lend her, 
That she might adored be. 


Is she kind, or is she fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness ; 
Love does to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness, 
And, being help’d, inhabits there. 
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Then to Sylvia let us sing, 
That Sylvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 
To her let us garlands bring. 


GIPPLP IP? 


THIS BOTTLE’S THE SUN OF OUR TABLE. 
(Sheridan. ) 


THIS bottle’s the sun of our table, 
His beams are rosy wine ; ; 

We planets that are not able 
Without his help to shine. 


Let mirth and glee abound, 
You’ll soon grow bright 
With borrowed light, 

And shine as he goes round. 


GLP? LE LPP? 


CENT. PER CENT.; 
OR, PARGAINS TO PUY. 


PARGAINS to puy I makes my care, and pargains 
I sell to many, 

Truns abroad like a dog in a fair to earn an honest 
penny ; 

I never wrongs ma neighbour, how small ma profits 


e, 
And if I helps my neighbour, it ish cent. per cent. 
to me. 


SPOKEN.] Doing a good action is vat I always 
tinks the pest pargain vat I makes ; a poor sarvent 
girl had lost a gold proach belonging to her mis- 
tress, and she vas. crying very much for fear of 
losing her place ; vel, said I, I don’t like to see the 
pretty girls yy have I ever a von in ma pox, ma 
dear, like it? Yes, sir, there is one, the very 
model of it; but I have got but two shillings with 


me. Vel, ma dear, you shan’t lose: your ‘place 5 


| give ma the two shillings, and take de proach: she 
"went away so merry and so happy, vasn’tit a good 
pargin? for it made ma heart so merry, and I be- 
gan to sing, ' 


Fal der ral, der rida, &c. 


Customers come to view ma show, here’s rings if 
you'll get married, 

Vatches I varrint dem to go, venever they are 
carried ! 

You tink it quite provoking and that I means to trick, 

I only means vile joking, to sell no vatch pon tick. 


SPOKEN.] I trust nobody, for vi? because nobo- 
dy vil trust me, and vat ish the reason? because I 
am a Jew; vel, the Jew ish a man so vell as another. 


A man says to me the other day, in de street,’ 


Isaacs, you area rogue. For vi am I a rogue? 
Why you sold me a razor that wouldn’t shave. 
Vel, ma dear, you pought mid your eyes open, 
vou gave but de prish of de handale, and I made 
you a present of de blade into de pargain; he vent 


away So savage ; he vasint like me, directly I | 


turned the corner, I made de pest of my way to 


the five lamps, at Aldgate, and there I ‘began to 


sing, 
Fal der ral, der rida, &c. 


PPIL LIL? 


OH! THOU ART ALL TO ME, LOVE. 


THE summer gale that gently blows 
Joys not tomeet the balmy rose 
As I delight in thee, love; 
The rose-bud opening to the view 
Loves not to bathe in morning dew 
As I delight in thee, love : 





Oh! thou art all to me, love, 

Oh! thou art all to me, love, 
All my heart holds dearly ; 

Never loved a village swain 
So truly, so sincerely. 


The bee exults not in the sweets, 

Enriching every flower she meets, 
As I delight in thee, love: 

The lark rejoices not to rise 

At early morn, in cloudless skies, 
As TI delight in thee, love: 

Oh! thou art all to me, &c. 


THINE AM-I, MY FAITHFUL FAIR. 
(T. Moore.) 


THINE am I, thine am I, my faithful fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 

Every pulse among my veins, 
Every roving fancy. 


To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and languish, 
Though despair has wrung its core, 
That would heal its anguish. 


Take away those rosy lips, 
Rich with balmy treasure ; 

Turn away those eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasure. 


What is life when wanting love? 
Night without a morning ; 

Love’s the cloudless summer sun, 
Nature gay adorning. 


FPIPFP PLES 


THE SHIPWRECKED TAR. 
(Dibdin.) 
ESCAPED with life in tatters, 
Behold me, safe ashore ; 
Such trifles little matters, 
I'll soon get togs galore : 
For Poll swore, when we parted, 
No chance her faith should jar, 
And Poll’s too tender-hearted 
To slight a shipwrecked tar. 


To Poll his course straight steering, 
He hastens on apace ;- 

Poor Jack can’t get a hearing, 
She never saw his face! 

From Meg, Doll, Sue, and Kitty, 
Relief is just as far, 

Not one has the least pity 
For a poor shipwrecked tar. 


This whom he thought love’s needle, 
Now his sad misery mocks ; 

That wants to call the beadle, 
To set him in the stocks! 

Cried Jack. this is hard dealing, 
The elements at war 

Than this had kinder feeling, 
They spar’d a shipwrecked tar. 


But all their taunts and fetches 
A judgement are on me ; 

I, for those hardened wretches, 
Dear Nancy, slighted thee : 

But, see, poor Tray assails me, 
His mistress is not far ; 

He wags his tail and hails me, 
Though a poor shipwrecked tar. 


’Twas faithful love that brought him, 
Oh, lesson for mankind ! 

’Tis one, cried she, I taught him, 
For on my constant mind 
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Thy image dear was graven, 
And now removed each bar, 

My arms shall be the haven 
For my poor shipwrecked tar. 


Heaven and my love reward thee ; 
I’m shipwrecked, but I’m rich ; 

All shall with pride regard thee ; 
Thy love shall so bewitch 

With wonder each fond fancy, 
That children, near and far, 

Shall lisp the name of Nancy 
That sav’d her shipwrecked tar. 


POI LIP IF 


ALLEY CROAKER. 


THERE lived a man in Ballinacasey, 
He wanted a wife to make him uneasy ; 
Long had he sighed for his dear Alley Croaker, 
And thus the gentle youth bespoke her, 

Will you marry me, dear Alley Croaker? 
Will you marry me, dear Alley Alley Croaker? 


This artless young man, just come from the school- 
ery 
A novice in love and all its foolery ; 
Too dull for a wit,—too grave for a joker, 
And thus the gentle youth bespoke her— 
Will you marry me, &c. 


He drank with the father, he talked with the | 


mother, 
He romp’d with the sister, he gam’d with the 
brother ; 
He gam’d till he pawn’d his coat to the broker, 
Which lost him the heart of his Alley Croaker. 
Oh! the fickle, &c. 


To all young men who are fond of gaming, 
Who are spending their money while others are 
saving, 
Fortune’s a jilt, the devil may choke her, 
A jilt more inconstant than Alley Croaker. 
Oh! the inconstant, &c. 


PRI LE LPP? 


THE HEATH THIS NIGHT MUST BE MY 
BED. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


THE heath this-night must be my bed, 
The bracken curtain for my head ; 
My lullaby the warders tread, 
Far, far from love and thee, 

Mary. 
To-morrow eve, more stilly laid, 
My couch may be my bloody plaid ; 
My vesper song, thy wail, sweet maid! 
It will not waken me, 

Mary. 
I may not, dare not, fancy now 
The grief that clouds thy lovely brow ; 
I dare not think upon thy vow, 
And all it promised me, 

Mary, 


No fond regret must Narmard know, 
When bursts Clan Alpine on the foe ; 
His heart must be like bended bow, 
His foot like arrow free, 

Mary. 
A time will come, with feeling fraught, 
For, if I fall in battle fought, 
Thy hapless lover’s dying thought 
Shall be a thought on thee, 

; Mary. 

And, if returned from conquered foes, 
How blithely will the evening close ; 
How sweet the linnet sing repose 
To my young bride, and me, 

Mary. 
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THE MERRY LITTLE SOLDIER. 
(Alford. ) 


I’M a merry little soldier, 
Fearing neither wound nor scar 3 
When in battle, no one bolder, 
Honour is my leading star. 
To arms, to arms, we’ll fly, 
When honour calls, no foe appals, 
We’ll conquer or we’ll nobly die : 
Then march away, march away, 
Trumpets sound, and cymbals play ; 
March away, march away! 
To the merry fife and drum. 


Hark! the martial trumpets sounding, 
Notes that echo loud alarms ; 
To support our troops in India, 
Sons of Britain! now to arms. 
To arms, to arms, &c. 


Sons of Britain! sons of freedom ! 
Draw your swords, raise high your shields ; 
Haste for India’s future safety, 
Make the proud black tyrants yield. 
To arms, to arms, &e. 


Pretty maids, with arms extended, 
For protection loudly call; 
We from harm will try to shield them, 
Or, for them, in glory fall. 
To arms, to arms, &c. 


Lovely woman is a treasure, 
What is man without their aid! 
To protect them is a pleasure ; 
I’ve a heart that’s not afraid. 
To arms, to arms, &c. 


GLLL IL IPL 


THE BANKS OF AYR. 
Air— Roslin Castle.”’—( Burns. ) 


THE gloomy night is gathering fast, 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast ; 
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I see it driving o’er the plain : 

The hunter now has left the moor, 

The scatter’d coveys meet secure ; 
While here I wander, press’d with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 


The autumn mourns her ripening corn, 
By early winter’s ravage torn ; 

Across her placid azure sky 

She sees the scowling tempest fly ; 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 

I think upon the stormy wave, 

Where many a danger I must dare, 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 


Farewell! Old Coila’s hills and dales, 
Her heathy moors and winding vales, 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves; 
Pursuing past unhappy loves : 

Farewell, my friends ; farewell, my foes ; 
My peace with these, my love with those ; 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr. 


OLE LLL LP 


BRETHREN FREEMASONS, LET’S MARK 
THE GREAT NAME. 


WE brethren freemasons, let’s mark the great 
name, 

Most ancient and loyal, recorded by fame ; 

In unity met let us merrily sing, 

The life of a mason’s like that of aking ; 

No discord, no envy, amongst us can be, 

No confusion of tongues, but let’s all agree; 
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Not like building of Babel, confound one another, 
But fillup your glasses, and drink to each brother. 


A tower they wanted to lead them to bliss, 

I hope there’s no brother but knows what it is 5 

Three principal steps in our ladder there be, 

A mystery to all but to those that are free : 

Let the strength of our reason keep the square of 
our heart, 

And virtue adorn every man in his part. 

The name of a novice we’ll not ridicule, 

But pity his blindness, nor count him a fool. 


Let’s lead a good life whilst power we have, 

And, when our bodies are laid in the grave, 

We hope, with good conscience, to heaven to climb, 

And give Peter the pass-word, the token, and 
sign ; 

3t. Peter, he opens, and so we pass in, 

“o a place that’s prepared for all those free from 
sin ; 


“o that heavenly lodge which is tyled most secure, | 


\ place that’s prepared for all those that are pure. 


GOL IEP? OOF 


THAT’S THE TIME OF DAY. 


I CAME up to town scarce six months ago, 
An awkward country clown, but now, sir, quite a 
beau ; 
I did but walk about to hear what folks would say, 
And, egad, I soon found out what was the time of 
day. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 
I found our black-leg dons with white trousers hid 
their trade, 
So I some Wellingtons of father’s flour sacks made, 
A pair of stays I chose, my fine shape to display, 
With sham collar hid my nose, for that’s the time 
of day. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 
My cravats I work black, so black I let them keep, 
”T'was truly a good knack of making washing cheap ; 
My hat I cock’d awry, my brutus to display, 
With quiz glass to my eye, for that’s the time of 
day. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 
Some fine long bills I run, by promising to pay, 
And when they came to dun, why then I runaway ; 
The Bench was in my rout, there snug three months 
I lay, 
When white-wash’d clean, walk’d out, for that’s 
the time of day. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


I into Bond-street stroll’d, and bow’d to the lord 
knows who, 

Then in some fruit-shop loll’d, as fashionables do, 

I star’d at peers and clowns, and when they turn’d 
away, 

Crying, curse it, d—n me, zounds, for that’s the 
time of day. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


I met a pretty girl, says she, don’t follow me; 

Says I, He love, I shall; I’ll slap your face, says 
she ; 

I trac’d her north and south, and while she rail’d 
away, 

With kisses stopp’d her mouth, for that’s the time 
of day. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


Thus having roamed about, men’s follies to expose, 

I very soon found out’twas time the whole should 
close 5 

But now I must take flight, and you, perhaps, may 


say 
If I bid you cood night,—’twill be the time of day. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


SAVOURNEEN DEELISH. 
(G. Colman.) 


Oh! the moments were sad when my love and 1 
parted, 
Savourneen deelish ielen oge, 
I kiss’d off the tear, and was nigh broken hearted, 
Savourneen, &c. 
Wan was her cheek, as it hung on my shoulder ; 
Damp was her hand, no marble was colder ; 
I felt that I never again should behold her, 
Savourneen, &c. 


When the word of command set our troops into 
motion, 
Savourneen, &c. 
I buckled on my knapsack, to cross the wide ocean, 
Savourneen, &c. 
Brisk were our troops, all roaring like thunder, 
Pleased with the voyage, impatient for plunder, 
My bosom with grief was almost rent asunder, 
.Savourneen, &c. 


Long I fought for my country, far, far from my true 
love, 
Savourneen, &c. 
All my pay and my plunder I hoarded for you, love, 
Savourneen, &c. 
Peace was proclaim’d ; escap’d from the slaugh- 
ter,—— 
Landed at home, my sweet girl, I sought her ; 
But SHO alas! tothe cold grave had brought 
er, 
Savourneen, &c. 


GPP PIPL IL 


WHEN VULCAN FORGED THE BOLTS OF 
JOVE. 
(Dibdin.) 

WHEN Vulcan forg’d the bolts of Jove, 
In Etna’s roaring glow, 

Neptune petition’d he might prove 
Their use and power below. 

But finding in the boundless deep. 

Such thunders would but idly sleep, 

He with them armed Britannia’s hand,. 

To guard from foes our native land. 


Long may she hold the awful right, 
And when, through circling flame, 

She darts her vengeance in the fight, 
May Justice guide her aim: 

And when engaged in future wars, 

Our heroes bold, and gallant tars, 

Shall launch her fires, from every hand, 

On every foe to Britain’s land. 


GILLI P PIF 


TUNEFUL KITTY AND PRATTLING 
NANCY. 


(Akenside. ) 


KITTY’s charming face and voice, 
Syren-like, first caught my fancy ; 

Wit and humour now takes place, 
Now I coat on sprightly Nancy. 


Kitty tunes her pipe in vain 

With airs most languishing and dying, 
Calls me false ungrateful swain, 

And tries, in vain, to shoot me flying. 


Nancy, with resistless art, 
Always humourous, gay, and witty, 
Has talked herself into my heart, 
And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 


Ah, Kitty! love, a wanton boy, 

Now pleased with song, and now with prattle, 
Still longing for the newest toy, 

Has changed his whistle for a rattle. 


THE CHARMS OF LONDON. 


in London I never knew what to be at, 
Enraptured with this and enchanted with that ; 
I’m wild with the sweets of variety’s plan, 


_ And life seems a blessing too happy for man. 
Derry down, &c. 





But the country, Lord bless us, sets all matters 
right, 
So caim and composing from morning till night ; 
Oh! it settles the spirits, when nothing is seen 
But an ass on a common, or goose on a green. 
Derry down, &c. 


In town, if itrains, why it damps not our hope, 
The eye has its range, and the fancy its scope ; 
Still the same, tho’ it pour all night and all day, 
It spoils not our prospects, it stops not our way. 

Derry down, &c. 


In the country, how bless’d, when it rains, in the 
fields, 

To feast upon transports that shuttlecock yields ; 

Or go crawling from window to window to see © 

A hog on a dunghill, or crow on a tree. 

Derry down, &c. 


In London, how easy we visit and meet, 

Gay pleasure the theme, and sweet smiles are our 
treat 5 

Our morning’s a round of good humour, delight, 
And we rattle in comfort and pleasure all night. 
Derry down, &c. 


In the country, how charming our visits to make, 
Through ten miles of mud, for formality’s sake ; 
‘With the coachman in drink, and the moon in a 
| fog, 

And no thought in our head but a ditch and a bog. 
| Derry down, &c. 





‘T’ve heard how that love in a cottage is sweet, 
When two hearts in one link of sweet sympathy 
meet ; 
I know nothing of that, for, alas! I’m no swain 
Who requires, I own it, more links to my chain. 
Derry down, &c. 


Your jays and your magpies may chatter on trees, 
And whisper soft nonsense in groves, if they 
please ; 
But a house is much more to my mind than a tree, 
And for groves, oh! a fine grove of chimneys for 
me. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then in town let me live, and in town let me die, 
For, in truth, I can’t relish the country, not I; 

If one must have a villa in summer to dwell, 

Oh! give me the sweet shady side of Pall Mall. 
| Derry down, &c. 


GI LAL IF 


| THE MANLY HEART WITH LOVE O’ER- 
FLOWING. 


THE manly heart with love o’erflowing 
Each fairer virtue calls its own, 
Tis beauty’s task, soft smiles bestowing, 
To share and soothe the lover’s moan. 
Hail, sacred love! through heaven and earth, 
Hail, sacred flame that gave us birth! 
And love, the ills of life beguiling, 
| The soul in willing bondage leads, 
| And while to peace each trouble smiling, 
Its potent sway all nature pleads ; 
Nor aught can dearer raptures prove 
Than two fond hearts that truly love: 
Love and truth, and truth and love, 
Emulate the joys above. 


GILEOR LPP 
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ll. 


THE PADDINGTON CCACHES. 


CoME, young men and maidens, and likewise your 
ads, 
Your attention a moment I wish to engage ; 
Come, come, then, my coveys, and fork out your 
brads, 
And just take a ride in a Paddington stage : 
From Paddington Green in a crack we take leave, 
At the Stingo a moment, a short time we stop 3 
To take up a cove at the Adam and Eve, 
We pull up the coach and call for a drop. 
If you wish for a drop, then hasten away, 
Where they handle the ribands, and tickle the 
prads ; 
For in our short stages they make no delay, 
But scamper away do we Paddington lads. 
But scamper away, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Going up, marm; who’s for the city? 
This way, marm—going up? Tell you vhat, 
Jim, she doesn’t go wi’ you, because you see the 
voman’s going wi’ me, and I starts afore you does. 
Vhy, then, Ill tell you vhat marm, if you goes 
with Hopposition Joe, I vouldn’t insure your neck 
a safe arrival in the city. What! is he on the op- 
position side? Yes, marm, he is. Then I'll tell 
you what, sir, Pll go with you, for I doosn’t like 
no Opposition to nothing, and that my husband 
can vouch for. Dare say he can, marm. If I go 
with you, Mr. Coachman, you von’t drive fast, 
will you? Ohno, marm, my fits are as quiet as 
lambs. But, Mr. Coachman, did you never meet 
with any accident on the road? Never, marm, 
but one, and that wa’n’t my fau’t ; it cost me a 
hog and a screen though. How was that, Mr. 
Coachman? Vhy, I'll tell you, marm: a young 
voman and a child took it into their foolish heads 
to valk under the vheels of my wehicle, and they 
went dead; they tried me at Quarter Sessions 
for’t, but the jury said as how killing a voman was 
manslaughter, and so by paying one pound one I got 
deliberated. Now’s the time, sir, going up this 
vay? How long will it be, Mr. Coachman, before 
you starts! Not above a minute, sir, the moment 
we give a blow up; I say, Bill, tip them a turn on 
the horn, vil you, and then ve’ll go directly. 
( Boy blows the horn.) My eye, how that ’ere fel- 
low blows the horn!—I say, my rum’un, how do 
you do it, ay? Vhy, my master, Pll tell you: 
vhy you see I puts that ’ere hole to this here 
mouth, and then this here vind goes into that 
’ere horn, and then this here mouth and that 
?ere horn, with this here vind together, makes 
a tune. Very explanatory, *pon honour; bunt 
I think I could do it. Vouw’d you like to 
try, sir? Yes, I should. Vell, then, try, but 
mind how you does it. Very well. But are you 
sure you knows how? Ceftainly. Vell, then, 
take it, and blow as hard as ever youcan; give 
it mouth, and »iver mind your vind; go on, sir. 
( Attempts toblow..) My vig, what a lot of vind it 
takes? O, try again, sir. ( Blows again, but hor- 
ribly out of tune.) Isay, what are you at there? 
you’re spitting in my horn—that’s half a gallon 
fine. Is it? why then you may pay for it, for I 
won't. You vont, but you vili, though, or else 
you’ll have a duck in this here horse-trough. 
Why, then, sooner than be duck’d in this here 
nasty horse-trough, I dvesn’t mind paying for, it; 
but I hope you'll give us a drop on’t to drink. 
Come, Coachee, ar’n’t you off yet? you’ve been 
here above five minutes. Why, we’re going di- 
rectly we’ve had in this here gentleman’s 
heavy wet that he lost. (Smacking the whip heard. ) 
Holloa, Jim! why you’re starting ’fore your time. 
Am I? then you're starting behind it. Yes, but 
I’ll soon be alongside of you. . (setsoff.) Ya hip' 
st! st! Oh! Mr. Coachman, what are you at 
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there? What’s the matter, ma’am? Why, your 
furious driving has caused such a pain in my 
Inside place, ma’am. So 


If you wish for a ride, then hasten away, &c. 


Ya hip ! then away in double quick pace, 

With our whips and beavers, we show them 

some play : 

In vain opposition with us try to chase, 

For we tip them the yo-bye every cay. 
Such coaches and coachmen are not to be seen 

But in Paddington road, where they merrily 

range, 

The moment we’ve started from Paddington Green, 

In one little half hour we’re at the Exchange. 

In one little half hour, &c. 

SPOKEN.] ( Noise of breaking down.) Oh! my 
eye, Coachee, what’s that? Only Paddington 
Sam, what drives the ‘Preserver, upset, that’s all. 
La! I hope there’s nobody hurt. Not above nine 
cr ten; but.here they come. O,myarm! O, my 
eye! O, my head!) 0, my. thigh! O,° ma’am, 
what’s the matter? What’s the. matter, you 
brute? here’s my arm ‘completely dislocated, and 
I must have the limb amputated, to save the rest 
of my body. 
help it. You could, you brute, and you shall be 
tried at the Quarter Sessions, for assault and bat- 
tery of my person. I tell you, ma’am, I couldn’t 
help it ; 1tvas all owing to Regency Dick vat drives 
the Vellington; he vanted to get through Battle- 
Bridge gate afore me, wich vasn’t fair; so I touch’d 
up my leaders under the flank, away they goes, 
for Dick doesn’t drive such cattle as I does, but the 
moment we came through the gate, out came the 
linchpin, and off came the vheel, and down came 
we and the coach together, right under’ the dust- 
hill: so you see, ma’am, my loss is greater than 
yourn ; Vm sorry forthe haccident you’ve met with, 
and I hope you’ll take all these here things ‘into your 
consideration, and remember the coachman. Re- 
member you! that I shall, all the days of my life. 
Shall you? why, then, 


If you’d wish for a ride, then hasten away, &c. 





Like the papers, our coaches they must have a 
name, 
For nothing in these times without will go down ; 
There’s the Regent and Wellington, whose great 
name 
They expect will attract all the town; ; 
There’s the Times and Observer are not far behind, 
And the Hope follows quick in the chase, 
And to Perseverance we all must be kind, 
So let favour to merit give place. 
So let favour, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Come, Coachee, ar’n’t you off, yet? 
you’ve been here above ten minutes... Why, we’ll 
go directly the boy comes back with a ha’p’orth of 
whipcord ; you see I’ve lost my lash. Pray, Mr. 
Coachman, have you got two insides? No, 
ma’am, only one. Beg pardon, but you misunder- 
stand me ; I mean two inside places. Yes, ma’am, 
I’m licensed to carry six ins and sixteen outs. What 
a many ins and outs you must have seen. Yes, 
and ups and downs too, ma’am. There, that will 
do, I’ll get down here, if you please, Mr. Coach- 
man. Do, ma’am, take care of your legs. La! 
Mr. Coachman, what are all. those’ men a-top 
of your coach, in black? are they. underta- 
kers? No, ma’am, lawyers? Indeed! where did 
they come from? Can’t tell, ma’am, but I be- 
lieve they’re going to the Commons. Aye, aye, 
common enough, I dare say. Come, Coachee, 
why don’t you go along? Start directly. [ Horn. ] 
O, my eye, how fast your norses do go, Mr. Coach- 
man! what fine fat norses they are! I say, what 
do you give your norses to heat? Hay. I said, 


Bless your body, ma’am, I could’nt- 
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what did you'give your norses to heat? Hay. O, 
the Coachee’s deaf! [Halloes.] I say, what do 
you give your norses to heat? Why, hay, to be 
sure. Oh! Then— 


If yon’d vish for a ride, then hasten away; &c. 


PPI L LIOR SF 


HE THE BRIDEGROOM—SHE THE- BRIDE. 
(Translated from Weber by W. M‘Gregor Logan. ) 


IF a youth should meet a maiden, 
Need she run away with fright, 
If his looks should win her favour, 
Sure the girl may use her sight. 
Though she must, in maiden manner, 
Seem her glances to conceal, 
Where’s the harm if she, unnoticed; 
Seek a side-long look'to steal ? 
Should their eyes by chance encounter, 
I therein no guilt can find ; 
Though her cheeks may blush a little, 
Sure it will not strike her blind, 
Looking hither, looking thither, 
Looks are followed soon by sighs ; 
Then a little courage taking, 
He makes love and she denies, 
But, before-a twelvemonth passes, 
Forth they ramble side by side, 
Marriage ends the village scandal, 
He the bridegroom—she the bride. 


PPAF IFIP LL 


THE MARGATE HOY IN QUARANTINE, 
Air—“ Garry Owen.” 

VoNnE Mister Vill Vilkins, vone wery fine day, 

Call’d up Mrs, Vilkins, and to her did say, 

Vhat think you, vife, Molly, if ve start avay, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate. 

There’s board and lodging in the ship, 

There’s wictuals to eat, and vine to sip, 

Then, Molly, vill you take a trip, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate ? 


Like a dutiful vife, she complied vith his vishes, 
And pack’d up his linen, coat, vaistcoat, and— 
smallclothes, 

And avay they sail’d ower salt vater and fishes, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate. 

The sailors vere svearing and smoking pig-tail, 

Weering the wessel and vetting the sail, 

Vhilst ’gainst vind and veather the captain did rail, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate. 


Now, vhen Mr. Vilkins lost sight of St. Paul’s, 


| He trembled, for fear of the sea-faring squalls, 
Vhich are dangerous for those who are not born 


vith cauls, 
Going by vater to Margate. 
The vinds blew high, and the vaves did roll, 
’Gainst a wessel in quarantine they ran foul, 
The vatchmen saw it, and stopp’d every soul 
Going their voyage to Margate. 


Six veeks in limbo the wessel must stick, 
Sure never vas packet e’er serv’d such a trick! 
It made Mister Vilkins confoundedly sick 
Of going by vater to Margate. 
Such camphorating, fuming, and smoking, 
Passengers sick’ning, and sailors joking ; 
Oh, I vish, said Vilkins, I’d never been poking, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate. 


The whole forty days Vilkins grumbled and swore, 
Oh, a plague take the plague-ship! I’m sick and 
I’m sore! 
Vhen the quarantine’s finished I vill go on shore, 
And not go on a voyage to'Margate. 
The camphor and winegar vhirl in my brain, 
Retching and heaving my bowels do strain, 
Oh, blow me! you vont catch me going again, 
On board of the hoy, to Margate. 


j 
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SS 
| O sweet Paddy ! beautiful Padd 
| Nate little, tight little, ¢: 


PADDY CAREY’S FORTUNE, 
| (Cherry. ) 


*TWAS at the town of nate Clogheen 
That Serjeant Snap met Paddy Carey ; 
_ Aclaner boy was never seen, 
Brisk as a bee, light as a fairy. 
His brawny shoulders four feet square, 
His cheeks like thumping red potatoes ; 
His legs would make any chairman stare, 
_ And Pat was loved by all the ladies. 
Old and young, grave and sad— 
_ Deaf and dumb, dull or mad— 
Waddling, twaddling, limping, squinting, 
Light, tight, and airy! 
All the sweet faces 
At Limerick races, 
From Mullinavat to Magherafelt, 
At Paddy’s beautiful name would melt ; 
The sowls would cry, 
And lookso shy, 
Och! Cushlamachree, 
Did you never see, 
The jolly boy, the darling joy, 
The coaxing boy, the ladies’ toy! 
Nimble-footed, black-eyed, rosy-cheek, 
headed, 
Paddy Carey ! 
O sweet Paddy! 
Beautiful Paddy ! 
Nate little, tight little, Paddy Carey! 


His heart was made of Irish oak, 
__ Yet soft as streams from sweet Killarney ; 
His tongue was tipt with a bit 0’ the brogue, 
But the devil a bit at all of the blarney. 
Now Serjeant Snap, so sly and keen, 
While Pat was coaxing duck-lege’d Mary, 
A shilling slipt, so neat and clean ; 
By the powers! he listed Paddy Carey. 
Tight and sound, strong and light : 
Cheeks so round, eyes so bright : 
b 
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! 
Paddy Carey ! 


Whistling, humming, drinking, drumming, 
Light, tight, and airy! 
All the sweet faces, &c. 


The sowls wept loud, the crowd was great, 
When waddling forth came widow Leary ; 
Though she was crippled in her gait, 
Her brawny arms clasp’d Paddy Carey. 
* Och, Pat,’ she cried, « go buy the ring; 
Here’s cash galore, my darling honey ;’ 
Says Pat, < you sowl! I’ll do that thing,’ 
And clapt his thumb upon her money ! 
Gimlet eye, sausage nose,— 
Pat so sly, ogle throws, 
Leering, tittering, jeering, frittering, 
Sweet widow Leary! 
All the sweet faces, &e. 


When Pat had thus his fortune made 
He pressed the lips of Mrs. Leary, 

And mounting straight a large cockade, 

Tn captain’s boots struts Paddy Carey ; 

He, grateful, praised her shape, her back, 
To others like a dromedary ; 

Her eyes, that seem’d their strings to crack, 
Were Cupid’s darts to Captain Carey ! 
Neat and sweet, no alloy,— 

All complete love and joy : 

Ranting, roaring, soft adoring, 
Dear widow Leary! 

All the sweet faces ’ 
At Limerick races, 

From Mullinavat to Magherafelt, 

At Paddy’s promotion sigh and melt ; 
The sowls all cry, 
As the groom struts by, 
Och! Cushlamachree, 
Thou art lost to me! 

The jolly boy, the darling boy! 

The ladies’ toy, the widow’s joy! : 

Long swords girted,—neat, short-skirted,— 
Head cropp’d, whisker-chopp’d, 
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Captain Carey ! 
O, sweet Paddy! 
Beautiful Paddy ! 


White-feather’d, boot-leather’d, Paddy Carey ! 


GLO L AOL SF 


LOVE IN SEASON. 
(Morton. ) 


LOVE in season, like sneezing, 
Is pleasing, not teazing, 
It prickles and tickles 
With fancitul joys, 
While toying, enjoying, 
She sighs out, and cries out, 
«© You devil, be civil, 
And don’t make a noise!” 
Then pressing, caressing, 
And ranting, and chanting, 
They rhyme away, time away, 
In a love song ; 
Then dance it, and prance it, 
And thump it, and stump it, 
And bump it, and rump it, 
All the night long! 
Love inseason, &c. 


Youth over, in clover, 

We muzzle, and guzzle, 

And toast it, and roast it, 
Like jolly old boys! 

Break glasses, kiss lasses, 

And pick up and hiccup, 

And swaggering, staggering, 
Finish our joys ! 

Then phthisic, and physic, 

Blue devils us levels, 

Till doctor and proctor 
Bespeak us a grave 3 

Then weepers, and peepers, 

And moaners, and groaners, 

And gay men cry ‘¢ amen!” 
And chant out a stave ! 

Youth over, &c. 


PPP PPE? ST 


THE GOLDEN STONES OF LONDON. 


Air— The Awkward Recrutt.”’ 


AT home, where I was born and bred, 
By father I was told, sirs, 
That London streets, where folks do tread, 
Were paved with nought but gold, sirs. 
I swallowed all the story gown, 
And made a famous plan, sir, 
To bring myself to Lunnun town, 
And be a gentleman, sir. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


So up I com’d, a-top of coach, 
Wi’ coachman all alone, sirs, 
’T was quite dark when we did approach 
Each famous golden stone, sirs ; 
He told me town was made so neat, 
*T would surely make me stare, sirs, 
For, says he, there is a Silver-street, 
Besides a Golden-square, sirs. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Next morn I started off quite soon, 
To find these famous places, 
And walked about till afternoon, 
And then I slack’d my paces ; 
But sure, to say it I’ll be bold, 
For I every place did try on, 
The streets be’ant paved with silver or gold, 
For the stones be made of iron. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


’ 
I found myself deceived outright, 
But as money I did not lack, sirs, 
T was resolved to see every sight 
Before I did go back, sirs ; 


And, first, the wonderful pig so cute, 
I zeed, and he’s surely a store, sirs, 
Gad I wondered much how he could do’t, 
Oh! he certainly isn’t a bore, sirs. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then I went on board a fine steam-boat, 
That did at anchor ride, sirs, 

So curious ’twas that it did float 
Against both wind and tide, sirs ; 

But they seem’d to me to play such games, 
I thought how folks would stare, sirs, 

If, instead of carrying down the Thames, 
It carried us up in the air, sirs. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Each different object I com’d near, 
It struck me with surprize, sirs, 
And now my money’s gone, oh dear! 
Experience makes fools wise, sirs: 
Tis nation fine to cut a dash, 
In Lunnun streets to roam, sirs, 
But a man wi’out good store of cash 
Had better stay at home, sirs. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


PLE FLEPR 


HOME, SWEET HOME. 
(J. Howard Payne.) 


’MID pleasures and palaces though we may roam, 
Still, be it ever so humble, there’s no place like 
home 3 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow it there, 
Which, go through the world, you will not meet 
elsewhere. 
Home, home, 
Sweet, home ! 
There is no place like home. 
There is no place like home. 


An exile from home, pleasure dazzles iu vain, 
Ah! give me my lowly thatched cottage again ; 
The birds singing sweetly, that came to my call,— 
Give me them, and that peace of mind, dearer 


than all. 
Home, home, &c. 
FAREWELL, MY SOLDIER! THY GLORY 
PURSUE. 
(Lady Taite.) 


THE sun’s radiant beams scarce illumine the day, 

To far-distant climes duty calls me away ; 

E’en now I must leave thee, regrets are in vain, 

Nor shall he whom thou lov’st be heard to com- 
plain. 


Remember the years we were parted before, 
Remember the pangs for thy absence I bore ; 

Oh! stay yet a moment, think, think of my pain, 
Nor leave her who loves thee alone to complain. 


Oh! tempt me no further ; in pity forbear, 

Nor absence nor time can my fondness impair ; 

I go to deserve thee, thy sorrows restrain, 

Since honour commands me, you should not com- 
plain. 

Farewell, then, my soldier! thy glory pursue ; 

In absence, to honour and love be still true; 

May heaven protect thee from danger and pain, 

And, whatever I suffer, I will not complain. 


, A eee 


THE DASHING WHITE SERJEANT. 


Ir I hada beau 

For a soldier who'd go, 
Do you think I’d say no? 
No, not I! 
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When his red coat I saw 
Not a sigh would it draw, 
But give him eclat for his bravery! 
If an army of amazonse’er came in play, 
Asa dashing white serjeant I’d march 
away, 
March away, &c. 


When my soldier was gone 
D’ye think I’dtake on? 
Sit moping forlorn, 
No, not I! 
His fame my concern, 
How my bosom would burn, 
When I saw him return, crowned with 
victory ! 
If an army of amazons, &c. 


GLPIL LILIES 


DOCTOR ANTHONY BROWN. 


THERE lived in a country town 

A doctor, named Anthony Brown, 

Who, as he got nothing by trade, 

Made love to a wealthy old maid, 

So ugly she hadn’t a charm, 

But her purse was as long as my arm ; 
What a bait for Doctor Brown! 


One day, with a grace debonair, 

He asked for a lock of her hair ; 

Says she, you embarrass me quite, 

Doctor Brown, you’re so very polite: 

She gave it, and he was all gig, 

But soon found ’twas a lock of her wig ; 
What a dose for Doctor Brown. 


Her teeth, all so white, he’d declare, 

Made amends for the loss of her hair ; 

She fancied the tooth-ache by way 

Of seeing the Doctor one day, 

When her teeth were all false, he said, 

For she’d but a colt’s tooth in her head, 
Which fastened on Doctor Brown. 


Fine sonnets he wrote on her eyes, 
And praised them up to the skies ; 
But the day he his passion declared 
A thing happened at which he stared,— 
Whilst she ogled the Doctor, alas! 
Out tumbled a peeper of glass ; 
What a sparkler! quoth Doctor Brown. 


One hand fixed on with a screw, 
Her legs w’ant a pair, though two: 
But the Doctor, who courted her purse, 
He took her for better or worse ; 
And their child was born, or they lie, 
With a wig, wooden hand, and glass eye. 


GI PFPO LOL OP 


BEAUTY IN TEARS. 
(Leigh Hunt.) 
OH! weep not, sweet maid, nor let sorrow oppress 
thee 
Thy innocent bosom should banish all fears ; 
Kind heaven will vrotect thee, ‘fair virtue caress 
thee, 
And angels will pity such beauty in tears. 


But some cruel tyrants compassion ne’er cherish, 
In all their dark actions ambition appears ; 

They suffer the wretched to languish and perish, 
And look, without pity, on beauty in tears! 


How blest is the heart which with charity floweth, 
And tranquil the bosom which virtue reveres ; 

How sweet is the balm that kind pity bestoweth 
To soften the sorrows of beauty in tears. 


But some cruel tyrants compassion ne’er cherish, 
Tn all their dark actions ambition appears ; 

They suffer the wretched to languish and perish, 
And look, without pity, on beauty in tears! 


CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 
(T. Moore.) 


FAINTLY as tolls the evening chime 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time ; 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We'll sing at St. Ann’s our parting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


Why should we yet our sail unfurl? 

There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 

Oh! sweetly we’ll rest our weary hour. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


Utawa’s tide! this trembling moon 

Shall see us flow o’er thy surges soon ; 

Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers ! 
Grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


GLE CP ISP 


MAY WE NF’ER WANT A FRIEND, NOR 
A BOTTLE TO GIVE HIM. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
SINCE the first dawn of reason that beam’d on my 
mind, 
And taught me how favour’d by fortune my lot, 
To share that good fortune I still was inclined, 
And imovart to who wanted what I wanted not. 
Tis a maxim, entitled to every one’s praise, 
When a man feels distress, like a man to relieve 
hin ; 
And my motto, though simple, means more tnaz 
it says, 
May we ne’er want a friend, nor a bottle to give 
him. 
The heart, by deceit or ingratitude rent, 
Or by poverty bow’d, though of evils the least, 
The smile of a friend may invite to content, 
And we all know content is an excellent feast. 
"Tis a maxim, entitled, &c. 
POOR LITTLE MO. 
( Daley.) 
MY name is Mo Samuel, a poor little zhew; 
From de Min’ries I come mit dis here ding in 
view— 
To get all vat I can, and my customers try, 
If I runs half a mile, never mind, so dey buy. 


SPOKEN.] Dare dey are, all a ha’penny a-piece 
—vell, take tree a penny—take four—five.—Give 
me six.—Do ye dink I shtole um?—Vell, take um 
mit you. 

Dey say no, off dey go, 
Shtill I runs, mit my buns, 
Mit my shweetmeats and heart-cakes, 
Trough de mud till my feet aches, 
Den all de vay back I am forch’d for to go, 
And dey von’t shpend a fardin mit poor little Mo, 
Poor little Mo—poor little Mo, 
And dey von’t shpend a fardin mit poor little Mo 


Dey callzh me a deep and a knowing von too ; 
All de harm dey can say is to call me a zhew ; 
Dey’r right, and vat den? I am sorry, I says, 
Dat I can’t call you Christian, so gd as your vays 


SPOKEN.] But stop—vill you buy a good raizor? 
--sell you von sheap.—I suppose you stole it, he 
says.—Shtole it! dat cuts me to de heart, and I 
Says, you’re a fine blade, but if you don’t mina vat 
you says, you shall be roughly handled. 


Den dey looks in my box, 
And I cry, will you buy ?% 
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Mit my slippers and my sticks, 

Play me slippery tricks, 
Dey tink I’ve all profid, but little dey know 
How ill-us’d and abus’d all the day is poor little 
‘ Mo, 

Poor little Mo—poor little Mo, 
How ill-us’d and abus’d all the day is poor little 
Mo. 


Tro’ de shitty I trampsh it, mit goods of all kind, 

In my shop, round my neck, you'll each article 
find. 

At de Bank, and de Shange, at St. Paulzh, too, I 
stand, 

But I meets my best friends, ven I come to de 
Strand. 


SPOKEN.] Dare is all my best customers, vat 
always pays me ready money, and vat never abuses 
me, and I forget all my troubles ven I gets your 
smiles; and says, blesh ma heart! vat a bargin I 
got—vhy, I got um for a mere song! 


Vell, your smiles pay my toils, 
Mit vat glee do I see 

All my customers’ faces, 

If in dere good graces, 

Mit my heart filled with gratitude, homeward I go, 
And there’s none half so happy as poor little Mo. 
Poor little Mo—poor little Mo, 

And there’s none half so happy as poor little Mo. 


PELE PIP? 


NO SPORT UPON EARTH WITH THE 
CHASE CAN COMPARE. 


(Translated from Weber by Barham Livius.) 


WHAT joys are the life of a hunter surrounding, 
For whom foams so richly the cup of delight ! 
With rifle and horn through the wide forest bound- 

ing, 
Or stretched in its shade, by the streamlet so 
bright. 
How glorious to see the fleet stag vainly flying, 
The hound in the green wood, the hawk in the 
air, 
The pastime of princes, all others outvying, 
No sport upon earth with the chase can compare. 
Yoho! tra, la, la! &c. 


Not even with day is the hunter’s sport ended— 
The midnight to him is as dear as the noon, 
For when the bright sun in the west is descended 
To light him uprises his lady, the moon ; 
By her yellow beam led, through the deepest glens 
hieing, 
The wolf and the wild boar he tracks to the lair, 
The pastime of princes, all others outvying, 
No sport upon earth with the chase can compare. 
Yoho! tra, la, la! &c. 


CLP LPP ERP 


THE FREEMASON’S DAUGHTER. 


A MASON’s daughter, fair and young, 

The pride of all the virgin throng, 
Thus to her lover said : 

Though, Damon, I your flame approve, 

Your actions praise, your person love, 
Yet still I’ll live a maid. 


None shall untie my virgin zone 

But one to whom the secret’s known 
Of famed free masonry, 

In which the great and good combine 

To raise, with generous design, 
Man to felicity. 

The lodge excludes the fop and fool, 

The plodding knave and party tool ; 
That liberty would sell 

The noble faithful, and the brave, 


No gold or charms can e’er receive 
In slavery to dwell. 


This said, he bowed, and went away 5 

Applied, was made without delay, 
Returned to her again. 

The fair one granted his request, 

Connubial joys their days have blest, 
And may they e’er remain. 


GFP FILO? 


LOVELY, MODEST, MARY. 
Air—© Sally in our Alley.””—(Plumtre.} 


OF all the girls that I have seen 
There’s none I would compare ye 

To her who is my heart’s best queen, 
Her name is lovely Mary. 

Whilst other girls were dressed so smart, 
So flaunting and so airy, 

The maid who won my simple heart 
Was lovely, modest, Mary. 


She never went to feasts or fairs, 
Her time and money wasting 

In learning foolish fleeting airs, 
Neglecting joys more lasting. 

Oh, no! the course my charmer took 
To this was quite contrary, 

And simple truth was in the look 
Of lovely, modest, Mary. 


At household work so apt and clean, 
None ever kept things tighter, 

In sightly rows the pewter seen, 
No silver e’er was brighter. 

But, of all other things, her pride 
The neatest was her dairy, 

No cheese or butter ever vied 
With that of lovely Mary. 


Oh, thus through life still may we keep, 
Tn love’s soft bands agreeing, 
And as we sow so may we reap, 
Our children’s children seeing. 
In death each other may sustain, 
When gone, our children bear me, 
Bewept, unto one peaceful grave, 
Along with lovely Mary. 


GLEE CLAP 


JACK’S THE LAD. 


OuR ship’s a-port, so here I be, 

With a heart as light as cork, d’ye see, 
’Pon larboard quarter Poll is jigging, 
Dress’d in all her Sunday rigging ; 

Wench and fiddle always make a sailor glad. 
Old Nipperkin, the landlord, keeps the grog afloat, 
And kindly is the liquor handed down each throat ° 
For if ever sailor took delight in 
Swigging, kissing, dancing, fighting, 

D me! I’ll be bold to say, that Jack’s the lad. 

With my tol de rol, de rol, &c. 


Cheerly, my hearts! ye know Jack Spry ; 

So full of romps and rigs that I— 

D’ye hear the merry fiddle going? 

Blood! it sets me off a toeing— 

That’s he, Catgut, College hornpipe ; brisk old 

dad ; 

Now for a reel—Sir David Hunter Blair—that’s 
Scotch ; 

Or Langolee ; or any thing but French or Dutch, 

For if ever fellow took delight in, &c. 





My locker’s rich! the devil a mite ; 
Why here’s a pretty rig,—Yes, I’m right; 
And old friend like a blubbering ninny, 
Look’d distress’d like, got my guinea, 
Can’t help sniv’lling somehow, when I see folk 
sad 3 . 
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But howsomever, should I’ve luck’ to fall once 
more 
Longside a pirate, homeward bound, he’il pay the 
score. 
For if ever fellow took delight in, &c. 


Huzza! a gun—the signal’s made, 
All hands on board. the anchor’s weigh’d. 
Lord! how the girls by scores are flying 
Fore and aft, all sobbing, crying ; 
Thoughts of parting makes ’em all run roaring 
mad ; 
But honour bids her gallant sons to glory go, 
So off again we scud, to lick the saucy foe. 
For if ever fellow took delight in, &c. 


PPO LPI? F 


EPSOM RACES! 
( Pocock.) 


WITH spirits gay I mount the box, the tits up to 
their traces, 

My elbows squared, my wrist turned down, dash 
off to Epsom races ; 

With Buxton bit, bridoon so trim, three chesnuts 
and a grey, 

Well coupled up my leaders, then, ya hip! we 
bowl away. 

Some push along with four-in-hand, while others 
drive at random, 

In whiskey, buggy, gig, or dog-cart, curricle, or 
tandem. 


SPOKEN.] Ya, ya-hip, go along wi’ ye. I say, 
Bill, if I hadn’t turned the leader neatly over the 
old woman, we should have dashed neck and crop 
into the china-shop. Why didn’t you keep on that 
side of the road? Where are you coming, Johnny 
Raw? Youbed d! who made you a coach- 
man ?-why didn’t you let your sarvant take hold of 
the reins? Where are you going to now? Ya- 
hip: had all the Brighton flashmen in a long ‘rot, 
d—e, that’s prime! 

Push along with four-in-hand, &c. 


Prime of a to go it, where’s a place like Lon- 
don ? 

SS to-day, the next you may be un- 
one ; 

Where belles as well as beaux, to get the whip- 
hand strive ; 

And Mrs. Snip, the tailor’s wife, can teach her 
spouse to drive ; 

So Jacky Snip, his wife, and all, to Dobbin’s 
back are strapt on, 

In von-horse chay, to spend the day with neighbour 
Stitch, at Clapton. 








SPOKEN.] Master Snip, I desire you'll not be 
wulgar to-day. Vell, I won’t, if I can help it. 
Here, ostler, bring my horse a glass of gin and 
beer. Landlord, bring mea thimble-full of brandy. 
Who are you?’ Who learned you to drive?, What 
do youmean by that? I’m Richard Cypher, Esq. at- 
torney and solicitor, belonging to the honourable 
Neck or Nothing ; have gone through all the grada- 
tions of buggy, gig, and dog-cart, tandem, curri- 
cle, unicorn, and four-in-hand ; neglected nothing ; 
dashed at every thing; pegged at a jarvey; tooled a 
mail coach ; and now have attained the credit of 
being bang-up. So 

Push along, with four-in-han?, &c. 


Thus it is with all who in London are thriving, 

Both high life and low -ife at something are 
driving ; 

A peer and a’prentice now dress so much the 
same, 

Your cannot tell the difference, excepting by the 
name. 


jostle ! 


On Epsom Downs, says Billy, ‘ Zounds! that can- 
not be Lord Jacky, 

’Egad! but now I see it is,—I took him for his 
lacquey. 


SPOKEN.] Ya, ya-hip! ya-hip! prime work! 
kept the Bristol mail at long trot. Why, these 
men hav’n’t paid the toll. Didn’t I show you the 
ticket? What’sthe number? Two hundred and 
eighty-one. Pay the man, or I’ll knock your chops 
about. You’ve got no money, That’s a queer 
half-crown : that’s not what I gave you. Yes, itis. 
None of your smashing tricks here. Vat, sare, do 
you me refuse to let through the gate pike? I vill 
get off de outside of my horse, and [ vill knock 
you top overbottom. You'll do what? By gar! I 
will black your nose, and break your eye. Ha! 
ha! ha! . Why, zounds! this is a proper cross and 
Spoonies, sawnies, come, be off. Thus 
Some dash along with four in hand, &c. 


THE SUMMER’S SUN WAS GLOWING. 
Adapted to the Air of “ Sul margine d’un rio.” 
(M. J. Sullivan.) 


THE summer’s sun was glowing, 
I wandered through the shade, 
Near where a riv’let flowing, 
In murmuring ripples played ; 
Upon a bank reposing, 
A nymph, as fair as May, 
Slumber her eyelids closing, 
Half hid in flowrets lay. 


Her beauteous cheek discloses 
The lily of the spring, 
The vermeil tint of roses, 
And down of cygnet’s wing ; 
Her envious lid, while sleeping, 
Concealed her azure eye ; 
Her silken lashes sweeping, 
Her cheek of varied dye. 


The damsel, gently waking, 
Half-op’d her eye of blue, 

’T was like the morning breaking 
Through clouds of azure hue; 
Her dimpling mouth, soft smiling, 

My heart a wild thrill gave, 
One glance of peace beguiling 
Made me the maiden’s slave 


PPI CLI LL 


THE GLASSES SPARKLE 


THE glasses sparkle on the boara, 
The wine is ruby bright, 

The reign of pleasure is restor’d, 
Of ease and fond delight. 

The day is gone, the night’s our own, 
Then let us feast the soul ; 

If any pain or care remain, 
Why, drown it in the bowl. 


This world, they say, ’s a world of woe, 
But that I do deny ; 

Can sorrow from the goblet flow, 
Or pain from beauty’s eye? 

The wise are fools with all their rules, 
When they would joys control ; 

If life’s a pain, I say again, 
Let’s drown it in the bowl. 

That time flies fast the poet sings ; 
Then surely it is wise 

In rosy wine to dip his wings, 
And seize him as he flies. 

This night is ours, then strew with flowers 
The moments as they roll : 

If any pain or care remain, 
Why drown it in the bowl. 
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CALEB QUOTEM 
(G. Colman.) 


I’M parish clerk and sexton here, 
My name is Caleb Quotem, 
I’m painter, glazier, auctioneer, 
In short, I am factotum. 
I make a watch, I mend the pumps, 
(For plumbers work my knack is, ) 
I physic sell, I cure the mumps, 
I tomb-stones cut, I cut the ramps 
Of little school-boy Jackies. 
Geography is my delight, 
Ballads, epitaphs I write, 
Almanacks I can indite, 
Graves I dig, compact and tight : 
At night, by the fire, like a jolly old cock, 
When my day’s work’s done and all over, 
I tipple, I smoke, and I wind up the clock, 
With my sweet Mrs. Quotem in clover. 
With my amen, gay men, 
Rum Quotem, 
Factotum ; 
Putty and lead ; 
Bumps, rumps, 
Mortar he thumps; 
Joggamy, floggamy, 
Sign-post daubery, 
Split-crow, or strawberry, 
Chymery, rhymery, 
Liquorish, stickerish, 
Chizzle tomb, 
Frizzle comb, 
Going a going, 
Squills, 
Pills, 
Song inditing 
Epitaph writing, 
Steeple sound, 
Corpse to the ground, 
Windsor soap, 
Physic the Pope ; 
Home hop, 
Shut up shop, 
Punch-bowl crockery, 
Wind up clockery. 
Many small articles make upa sum ; 
I dabble in all,—I’m merry and rum; 
And ’tis heigho! for Caleb Quotem O! 


OPL ELL OP 


THE WANDERING BOY. 
(H. Kirke White.) 


WHEN the winter wind whistles along the wild 
moor, 

And the cottager shuts on the beggar his door ; 

When the chilling tear stands in my comfortless 


eye, 
Oh‘ how hard is the fate of the wandering boy. 


The winter is cold, and I have no rest, 

And my heart it is cold as it beats in my breast ; 
No father, no mother, have I, 

For I am a parentless wandering boy. 


Yet I had a home, and I once had a sire, 

A mother, who granted each infant desire ; 

Our cottage it stood in a wood-embowered vale, 

Where the ring-dove would warble its sorrowful 
tale. 


But my father and mother were summoned away, 
And they left me to hard-hearted strangers a prey, 
I fled from their rigour, with many a sigh, 

And now I’m a poor little wandering boy. 


The wind it is keen, and the snow loads the gale, 
And no one will list to my innocent tale ; 

I'll go to the grave where my parents both lie, 
And death shall befriend the poor wandering boy ! 
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OH, SOON RETURN 
(T. Moore.) 


THE white sail caught the evening ray, 
The wave beneath us seemed to burn, 

When all my weeping love could say, 
Was: “* Oh, soon return!” 


Through many a clime our ship was driven, 
O’er many a billow rudely thrown, 

Now chilled beneath a northern heaven, 
Now sunn’d by a summer’s zone ; 

Yet still, where’er our course we lay, 
When evening bid the west wave burn, 

I thought I heard her faintly say, 
* Oh, soon return !” 


If ever yet my bosom found 
Its thoughts one moment turned from thee, 
’Twas when the combat raged around, 
And brave men looked to me ; 
But though ’mid battle’s wild alarm, 
Young Love himself could not appear, 
He gave to glory’s brow the charm, 
Which made e’en danger dear. 


And then, when victory’s calm came o’er 
The hearts where rage had ceased to burn, 
I heard that farewell voice once more, 
«© Oh, soon return!” 


OCIPIL EL OF 


THE HUMOURS OF BARTLEMY FAIR. 


CoME, bustle, neighbour Sprig, 

Clap on your hat and wig, 

In our Sunday clothes so gaily 

Let us strut up the Old Bailey ; 

Oh, the devil take the rain, 

We may never go again. 
See, the shows have begun, O rare 0! 

Remember Mr. Snip— 

To take care of Mrs. Snip ;— 

There’s the little boy from Flanders, 

And that ’ere’s Master Saunders, 
Stand aside, and we’ll have a stare O! 


How full’s the fair—Lord Mayor, 
All is flurry—hurry skurry, 
Girls squalling—showmen bawling, 
Cats throwing—trumpets blowing, 
Rattles springing—monkeys grinning, 
Rope dancing—horses prancing, 
Sausage frying—children crying, 
Dogs of knowledge—come from college, 
Slack wire—eating fire, 
Learned pigs—rum rigs, 
Mutton pies—of pigmy size, 
Funny clowns—ups-and-downs, 
Round about—all out, 
What a throng—push along, 
Polito’s show—all the go, 
Just in time—that’s prime! 

To enjoy all the fun of the fair O! 


SPOKEN.] Valk up, valk up, ladies and gentle- 
men, here is the wonderful beastes and beastesses, 
just arrived from Bengal in the Vest Indies—only 
look, marm, at this here beautiful hanimal, no less 
than two hundred spots on his body, but no two 
alike, every vone different ;—it’s out 0’ the power 
of any limmer to describe him.—Well, positively, 
IT never saw such a beautiful creature in all my 
born days—did you, sir?—A d—n/’d fine looking 
animal, pon my soul, mem.—Master Showman, 
how long do you suppose that creature is ?—Mea- 
sures fifteen feet trom the snout to the tail, 
and only twelve feet from the tail to the snout; 
lives, d—me lives, to the hadvanced age of vour 
hundred ears, grows an inch and a half every 
hanual ear, and never comes to his proper growth. 
—Stir him up there with he long pole, keeper— 
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only hear how he roars! Here, here, the only booth 
in the fair, for the greatest curicsity in all the 
known world—the vonderful and surprizing Hot- 
tentot Wenus is here, who measures three yards 
and three quarters round— 

Hey down, ho down, &e. 


When the fair is at the full, 
In gallops a mad bull, 
Puts the rabble to the rout, 
Lets all the lions out: 
Down falls Mrs. Snip, 
With a monkey on her hip; 
We shall all be swallowed up, I declare O! 


Roaring boys—gilded toys, 
Lollipops—shilling hops, 
Tumble in—just begin, 
Cups and balls—wooden walls, 
Gin and bitters—apple fritters, 
Pudding nice—penny a slice, 
Shins of beef—stop thief, 
A bang-up swing—just the thing, 
A dead dog—among the mob, 
Lost hats—squalling brats, 
Lost shoes-—kangaroos, 
O Polly—where’s Molly? 
Bow wow—what a row! 

Is kicked up in Bartlemy Fair O! 


SPOKEN.] Here, here, show ’em up here, show 
em up here—Now’s your time, ladies and gentle- 
men,—only two-pence, only two-pence, to see that 
surprizing conjuror, the emperor of all the conju- 
rors'!—who will forfeit the enormous sum of one 
hundred pounds to any one who shall perform the 
like wonders.—Yes, yes, ladies and gentlemen, I 
am no common slight of hand man; the common 
slight of hand men, they turn the things up their 
sleeves, and make you believe their fingers deceive 
your eyes.—Now, sir, you shall draw one card, 
two cards, three cards, four cards, half a dozen 
cards; you look at the card on this here side, you 
look on the card on that side, and I say, blow—by 
the high and abominable, .a ho be bo pe I Jacko, 
cracko felto—swift, fly, begone quick presto passa 
largo mento he cocolorum, the card is flown! where 
is it gone to? Aye, that’s the question.—Be so 
kind, sir, as to stop that young woman from getting 
out of the crowd; I suppose she little thinks that 
I knows the card’s concealed under her garter; 
come, come, don’t be ashamed, young woman, 
bring it forward, bring it forward, and let me hold 
it up, that all the company may have a squint at 
it; there, there, hollo boys, hollo boys, huzza. 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 

Now the beast with hungry tooth 
In anger ’tacks the booth ; 
Away affrighted run 
Birds and eagles of the sun ; 
Down tumbles trot-legg’d Rolla, 
Who tips ’em the view hollo. 

Poor Cora’s in the mud, O rare O! 


SPOKEN.] Here, here, valk up, ladies and gen- 
tlemen ; here is the vonderful kangaroo, just arri- 
ved from Bottomhouse-Bay.—Here is the vonder- 
ful large baboon, that danced a paddydow, and 
played at leap-frog with the celebrated Muster 
Barrington—Here is the vonderful leporous spotted 
tom cat, of the male spechies, vich can see as vell 
in the dark, as without ever a light—Here is the 
vonderful little marmozet monkey, just arrived 
from the island of Lilliput—Hold him up to the 
company, master keeper—O dear me, what a little 
beanty, to be sure; do let me stroke the dear little 
innocent creature. La, la, how prodigious tame 
he 1s!—Yes, marm, he is always very tame to the 
ladies.—Yee up ! governor, what’s the name of that 
sarge bird there stuck up in the corner ?—Vat that 
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ere one? O that’s the vonderful sun eagle, the 
hotterer the sun is, the higherer he flies—There’s 
the vonderful cow, that can’t live alive on the 
land, and dies in the vater.—Billy, Billy, my boy, 
run and stuff a blanket in that ’ere hole, or all the 
little ones vill peep for nothing.—Here, here, 
now’s your time, ladies and gentlemen, just a going 
to begin, just a going to begin—Valk up here, valk 
up here—I suppose you think that’ere man’s alive. 
Why, Lord bless your soul, he’s ne more alive 
than you or I are—stand off the steps there, boys, 
and make room for that gentleman in the smock 
frock and carbuncled nose to come down—How do 
you like it, sir?—Oh, it’s all d—n’d stuff.—There, 
only hear what a good character the gentleman 
gives it; he says, it is all d—n’d passable enongh. 
—Valk up here, valk up here, now’s your time to 
see that vonderful vooden Roscius, Mr. Punch, for 
the small charge of one penny—show your tricks to 
the company, Mr. Punch—( Mimicking. ) 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 























PIPL LPO LIF 


THE COBBLER OF CASTLEBURY. 
( Dibdin.) 
’TWAS in a village, near Castlebury, 
A cobbler and his wife did dwell, 


And for a time no two so merry, 
Their happiness no tongue could tell. 


But to this couple, the neighbours tell us, 
Something did happen that caus’d much strife, 
For, going to a neighbouring alehouse, 
The man got drunk and beat his wife. 


But, though he treated her so vilely, 
What did this wife, good creature, do? 
Kept snug, and found a method, slyly, 
To wring his heart quite through and through. 


For Dick, the tapster, and his master, 
By the report that then was rife, 

Were both in hopes, by this disaster, 
To gain the cobbler’s pretty wife. 


While things went on to rack and ruin, 
And all their furniture was sold, 

She seem’d to approve what each was doing, 
And got from each a purse of gold. 


So, when the cobbler’s cares were over, 
He swore to lead an altered life, 

To mind his work, ne’er be a rover, 
And love no other than his wife. 


GLI L LEIP? 


NATHAN SOLOMONS AND CRUEL BECKY 
MARKS. 


Air—“ Baich of Cakes.”’—({Miss Bryant.) 


My name is Nathan Solomons, clothes-merchant 
and old rag man, 

I love sweet little Becky Marks, her father is a 
bag-man ; 

Though, pless my heart, she slighted me, and got 
worse and worser daily, 

Till, so help me, dears, she wished me hung a-top 
of the Old Bailey, 

Did Becky Marks, 

Cruel little, pretty little Becky Marks. 


Now big Ben Cohen ’twas she loved, and I was 
forced to lose her, 

For why—oh dear, he’d soon beat me—for Ben 
was a Mendoza 3 

Besides, he’s nearly six feet high, and I am rather 
little, 

So, if we fought, it would be like a steeple and a 
skittle, 

For Becky Marks, &c. 
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Now, on my knees I went, and swore she was a 
charmer, 

That never little Israelite could feel a passion 
warmer 3 

When Ben came in, and swore that he would soon 
spoil all my fooling ; 

Then he ducked me at famed Aldgate pump, to 
give my love a cooling, 

For Becky Marks, &c. 


Now nothing twas that I could do, for I’m not 
fond of thumping, 

Nor either do I like to get from fighting men a 
pumping ; 

So to some other fair I’ll go, who will not from me 
fly, sirs, 

So, therefore, now I wish both you and Becky 
Marks good bye, sirs, 

To Becky Marks, &c. 


PILOPI PCR 


THE ECHOING HORN CALLS THE SPORTS- 
MAN ABROAD. 


THE echoing horn calls the sportsman abroad, 
To horse, my brave boys, and away, 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleasure we find in pursuing the fox, 
O’er hill and o’er valley he flies ; 

Then follow, we’ll soon overtake him, huzza! 
The traitor is seized on, and dies. 


Triumphant, returning at night with the spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, shouting and gay ; 

How sweet with a bottle and lass to refresh, 
And lose the fatigues of the day. 

With sport, love, and wine, fickle Fortune defy, 
Dull Wisdom all happiness sours ; 

Since life is no more than a passage at best, 
Let’s strew the way over with flowers. 


PILL P? OP? LF 


THE GHOST OF GRIM. 
A CARICATURE DUET. 


Pero.—WHO are you?. 
Flown.— The Ghost of Grim, 
Who tumbl’d in the vater, 
Forc’d to sink, as I cou’dn’t swim, 
And I’m dead as bricks and mortar. 
Pero.—Then how came you here to strut and 
stare? 
Tam not here, you fool, but there. 
[ Pointing to the water. 
Pero.—Both here and there, how can that be? 
Clown.—This is my ghost, it isn’t me! 
Foddle diddle—fee! faw! fum! 


Pero.—Mr. Ghost, I'll lay you flat, 
[Showing his fist. 
Clown.—I think you tell a crammer, 
For two can play at that, 
And look at this sledge hammer. 
[Showing his fist in return. 
Pero.—I’ve found you out, no ghost are you. 
Clown.—D’ye think so? why, I think so too. 
[ Discovers himself. 
So, to close our duet with éclat, 
Suppose we come the great Grand Pas ? 
Foddle diddle—fee! faw! fum! 


OLLIE LE SF 


NOW HOPE, NOW FEAR, MY BOSOM 
RENDING. 


A DUET. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
Now hope, now fear, my bosom rending, 
Alternate bid each other cease ; 
Soon shall death—my terrors ending, 
Calm each transient thought to peace. 





Clown. 
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Hark! a murmuring sound repeating, 
Every stifled sigh I hear! 

What can set this bosom beating, 
Alas! ’tis mingled hope and fear! 

Now they cease, this way retiring, 
And all is awful silence round! 


Ah! sure these notes, dear maid, were thine, 
The echoing sounds alone were mine ; 

Tis her voice that meets my ear; 

Say, where art thou—whose voice I hear, 

Oh, quickly speak, no longer roam, 

To give thee liberty I come. 

Soft, love, ’tis I: relief is near; 

Where art thou now ?—I am here. 

This way advance, and you are free, 

This way, to life and liberty! 


NO JOY WITHOUT MY LOVE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


FLY swift, ye Zephyrs, 
Who waft the sighs of love, 
Oh, say how I languish, 
What pain for her I prove. . 
Fly swift, ye Zephyrs, 
As fleet as fancy move, 
Oh, tell all my anguish, 
No joy without my love. 


Oh, tell her o’er my mind 
She bears the softest sway, 
Oh, tell her all my ardour, 
My fondness all display. 
& And if an ear she deign, 
And if a smile reply, 
Oh, haste to ease my pain, 
And soothe my anxious sigh. 


PILE??? & 


THE POST-OFFICE. 


IN a post-office bred, what a life sure I led, 
As I handled the thoughts of my betters ; 
Oh! it was such a scene, that our great public inn 
Might be called a republic of letters : 
To Northumberland and Cumberland, 
And Westmoreland and Sunderland, 
To Hertford, and Dartford, 
And Deptford and Bedford, 
North, east, south, and west, 
To all corners addressed, 
Such a wonderful concentration, 
I might say, without brag, 
I could shake in a bag 
Half the wisdom and wit of the nation. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my good folks, keep away from 
the window, or it will be impossible to deliver the 
letters. Come, who’s first? Pray, sir, have you 
got ever a letter forme? Who the devil are you? 
I’m Mr. Timmy Twist, the tailor. I don’t know ; 
if you wait a bit Pllsee. Now, my dear Timothy, 
you know my naturally-delicate nerves cannot stand 
this. Well, my lamb, I told you how it would be, 
you should not have come. Oh, oh, I shall faint! 
I’m all over of a flurrification [ faints]. Come, I 
say, Mr. Tim, don’t be after tickling the lady there, 
up in the corner. Oh, sir, it’s my mamma. Ohi 
she’s got such a dreadful pain in her head. Och! 
by the powers of Moll Kelly, I wish she had a pane 
in her back, then there’d be a job for the glaziers, 
and I might get a little day-light, for I’m almost 
stifled. Oh, you brute! Here, here, here, Mr. 
Snip, here’s your letter, all over wax, and sealed 
with athimble. Here, John, here’s your master’s 
letter. How much be I to pay, sur? Nothing, you 
blockhead! don’t you see it’s franked? Frank! my 
neame beant Frank, sur, my neame’s Jerry. Oh, 
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right, right, dang it! I zee there’s M.P. I suppose 
that means mustn’t pay. Now, my good woman, 
what’s for you? Oh, if you please, sir, have you 
got a letter forme, my name’s Kitty Simmertat, 
I keep the two-pair back garret, at the Uncorked 
Bottle, Liquorpond-street, Gray’s Inn Lane. No, 
I have none of that name today. Do you think 
as how there’ll be any to-morrow? Why, that I 
can’t positively say, for you see, every minute, 
they are— 


Pouring in like hail, till they’re off with the mail, 
With a rattle on, dash, dash away! 


Some folks write for fun, and some write to dun, 
Some blaming, and others commending ; 
Some letters are in love, and others to move 
Soft friends their odd cash to be lending. 
Relations dying, selling, buying, 
Loving, thriving, ships arriving, 
Courting, fighting, wronging, writing, 
Suits at law, cash to draw, 
Dull and gay, cross and kind, 
Such a medley you'll find, 
As each scrawl] appears on inspection, 
That, in writing a theme, 
Our office might seem 
Noah’s ark, by its motley collection. 


SPOKEN.] Why, how the devil’s this? [looking 
at aletter|To my Son in Town! was there eversuch 
a foolish direction? who’s to find out this son in 
town, I wonder? Please sur, axven your pardon, 
bean’t you gotten never a letter from my ould 
varthur out of the country? Oh, you’re the son in 
town, are you, my lad? (anda devilish rum look- 
ing gill you are, and make the best of you.) Well, 
I’ve been in this situation many years, but I de- 
clare I never saw so many queer names before! 
Here’s Tailor Tit, Doctor’ Horsehoof, Mr. Part- 
ridge, Mr. Squabble-all, Mr. Shufflekick, Parson 
Paunch, and—here’s a break-my-jaw word for a 
name! Monsieur Greniochtoper, and Abraham 
Solomons.. Ah, dat ish for me myself, how mosh? 
How much, sir? sixpence. Sixpence! ah, dat is 
a great deal too mosh; as true as I’m one living 
Jew, I might travel from Long Acre to the Shitty, 
and [I vould not get me one bargain that would 
fetch me so mosh ; I will give tree-pence. Come, 
come, give us none of your jaw, down with your 
blunt. Ola, papa, I is so frightened. What are 
you frightened at? Oh, how it stares! Stares, 
what stares. Oh, what large eyesit’s got. What 
the devil do you mean? Oh, that nasty looking 
man, with the great cod-fish, daddy; oh, tell him 
to*take it away, or I shall drop down as dead as a 
nit. Hold your tongue, do, you foolish child, it’s 
dead; it can’t hurt you, my pretty duck. I say, 
I say, Mr. Teddy O’Kelly, your letter comes to 
nine-pence more. What’sthat for, youtief? Oh, 
it’s a double letter. Don’t be after bothering us 
now, is it a double letter you tell me now; faith, 
a double letter means two, and what I have in my 
fist is but one. O, bodder to my uncle’s big cat, I 
suppose you mane to say there’s one in the belly of 
it. Why, what’s this I see; ocn, the devil go 
with me but it’s the half of abank note ; och, what 
a happy Paddy I am now; och, but where’s the 
other half! By the powers, I’ll have your post- 
office taken up for stealing it. Well, well, sir, I 
can’t stand prating with you all day, for, every 
moment, you see they’re— 


Pouring in like hail, &c. 


Z 
ee 


HOW HAPPY’S THE SOLDIER. 
(O'Keefe. ) 


How happy’s the soldier that lives on his pay, 
And spends half-a-crown out of sixpence a-day ; 


_ 
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He fears neither justices, warrants, or bums, 
But rattles away will the roll of his drums, 
With his row de dow, &c. 


He cares not a marvedi how the world goes, 
His king finds him quarters, and money, and 
clothes ; : 
He laughs at all sorrow, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of his drums, 
With his row de dow, &c. 


The drum is his pleasure, his joy, and delight, 

It leads him to pleasure as well as to fight ; 

There’s never a girl, though ever so glum, 

But packs up her tatters and follows the drum. 
With a row de dow, &c. 


o 
PLIL PLL? 


THE SAPLING OAK. 
(Sedgwick. ) 


THE sapling oak, lost in the dell, 

Where tangled breaks its beauties spoil, 
And every intant shock repel, 

Droops, hopeless, o’er the exhausted soil. 


At length the woodman clears around, 
Where’er the noxious thickets spread ; 
And high reviving o’er the ground, 
The forest monarch lifts its head. 


THE GARDEN GATE. 
(Upton. ) 


THE day was closed, the moon shone bright, 
The village clock struck eight, 

When Sylvia hastened with delight, 
To ope the garden-gate : 

But sure, as if to drive her mad, 

The gate was there but not the lad, 

Which made poor Sylvia, grieving, cry, 

Was ever maid so used as I? 


She paced the garden here and there, 
The village clock struck nine, 
When Sylvia cried, in wild despair, 
He shan’t, he shan’t be mine ! 
Last night he vowed the garden-gate 
Should find him here, this eve, at eight; 
But this I’ll let the creature see 
He ne’er shall make a fool of me. 


She ceased,—a noise her ear alarms, 
The village clock struck ten ; 
When William caught her in his arms, 
And ne’er to part again : 
He showed the ring, to wed next day. f 
He’d been to buy, a long, long away ; 
How, then, could Sylvia cruel prove, 
To one that did so truly love! 


OLL LILIES 


THE FLOWING BOWL. 
( Dibdin.) 
OF all heaven gave to comfort man, 
And cheer his drooping soul, 
Show me a blessing, he who can, 
To top the flowing bowl. 
When amorous Strephon, dying swair 
Whose heart his Daphne stole, 
Is jilted, to relieve his pain, 
He seeks the flowing bowl. 


When husbands hear, in hopeless grief, 
The knell begin to toll, 

They mourn awhile, then, for relief, 
They seek the flowing bowl : 

The tar, while swelling waves deform 
Old ocean, as they roll, 

In spite of danger and the storm, 
Puts round the flowing bowl. 
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‘he miner, who his devious way, 
Works like the pur-blind mole ; 
Still comfort, for the loss of day, 
Finds in the flowing bowl : 
It gives to poets lyric wit; 
To jesters to be droll ; 
_Anacreon’s self had never writ, 
But for the flowing bowl. 


Moisten your clay, then, sons of earth, 
To Bacchus, in a shoal; 
Come on, the volunteers of mirth, 
And, by the flowing bowl, 
Become immortal, be adored, 
’Mongst gods your names enroll ; 
Olympus be the festive board, 
Nectar the flowing bowl. 


COLI LE LPF 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


When we sweep o’er the valleys, or climb 
Up the heath-blooming mountain sublime ; 
What a joy from our labours we feel, 
Which alone they who taste can reveal. 

And all the day long, &c 


PLL LEG LIF 


MASONIC ADMONITION. 
Air—“ To all ye Ladies,” §c. 
To all who masonry despise, 
This counsel I bestow ,— 
Don’t ridicule, if you are wise, 
A secret you don’t know : 
Yourselves you banter and not it, 


You show your spleen but not your wit. 
With a fal, la, la, la, la, la. 


If union and sincerity 


Have a pretence to please, 
We brothers of true masonry, 
Lay justly claim to these ; 
To state disputes we ne’er give birth, 
Our motto friendship is and mirth. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


Inspiring virtue by our rules, 
And in ourselves secure, 
We yield compassion to those fools, 
Who think our acts impure : 
From ignorance, we know, proceeds 
Such mean opinion of our deeds. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


Then let us laugh, since we’ve impos’d 
On those who make a pother; 
Who cry, the secret is disclosed, 
By some false-hearted brother ; 
The mighty secret gained they boast, 
From post boy, or trom flying post. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


OH! I CAN BEAR MY FATE NO LONGER. 
(Translated from Weber by W. M‘Gregor Logan.) 
Oh! I can bear my fate no longer, 
F’en hope is banished from my soul ; 
What unknown guilt thus haunts my spirit, 
And o’er me works its dark control ! 


HOW OFT PVE CHEERED YOU, WHEN WE 
ROVED. 


(Sir George Alley.) 


How oft I’ve cheered you when we roved, 
And, when upon the wild benighted, 
Beguiled you with the tale you loved, 
Or sung the song I knew delighted ; 
And does no tenderness like mine 
Thy breast from sad remembrance borrow ; 
The heart so often gladdened thine, 
Ah! canst thou leave it now in sorrow ? 


When weary, on the rocky steep, 
We’ve listened to the dashing billow, 
I've lulled thee with a song to sleep, 
And on this bosom made thy pillow: 
And does no tenderness thy breast, 
Like mine, from sad remembrance borrow, 
That bosom where you loved to rest, 
Ah! canst thou leave it now in sorrow! 


POPPE LP EPS 


GIVE, OH! GIVE ME THE RUBY GRAPE. 


LET lovers sing of roses sweet, 
Exclaims the toper, gay, 

Such strains for maudlin fancies meet, 
Bear far from me away. 


My fancy manly strains would ape, Through the forests, through the meadows, 


A nobler theme proposes, 
Give, oh give me the ruby grape, 
And mingle it with roses. 


The glass enjoy’d by reason’s plan, 
The sinking heart bears up ; 

deav’n gave the grape for health, but man 
Put poison in the cup: 

And who would love’s chaste power escape, 
Which half our bliss composes ? 

Give then, give me the ruby grape, 
But mingle it with roses. 


Joy was wont with me to stray ; 
While my rifle never failing, 
Made each bird and beast my prey. 


When, at length, with booty loaded, 
”Ere home rose before my sight, 
Agnes, smiling, came to meet me, 


Cloth’d in beauty’s heavenly light. 


And am I now by heaven forsaken, 
And left the power of chance to know ?— 

Will hope’s long slumber ever waken? 
Or am I doomed to endless woe? 


ARR EA ae Now, methinks, beside her lattice, 
I my lovely Agnes see; 
HARK AWAY? goes te MERRY TONED While her Bis Ba fondly listening 


Every coming sound to me. 

HARK away! ’tis the merry toned horn 
Calls the hunters all up in the morn, 
To the hills and the woodlands we steer, 
To unharbour the outlying deer ; 
And all the day long this, this is our song, 

Still hallooing and following so frolic and free ; 
Our joys know no bounds, while we’re after the 

hounds, 
No mortals on earth are so jolly as we. 


See, she fondly waves a welcome, 
Fancy’s eye her lover sees 5 

But her signal gains no answer, 
Save the sigh of whispering trees ' 


What dark’ning power is ruling o’er me, 
My anxious bosom fear hath riven ; 

Despair hath spread her snares before me, 
Does fate rule blindly? aid me heaven! 


LLL LLL LL 


Round the woods, when we beat, how we glow, 

While the hills they all echo, hollo! 

With a bounce from his lair the stag flies, 

Then our shouts long resound through the skies, 
And all the day long, &c. 


BURLINGTON ARCADE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


BAZAARS have long since had their day, 
Are common grown, and low, 
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And now, at powerful fashion’s sway, 
Arcades are all the go: 

Then let’s to Piccadilly haste, 
And wander through the shade, 

And half an hour of pleasure taste 
In Burlington Arcade. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, who thinks of the shady side of 
Pall Mall now? the shady side of Piccadilly is the 
thing, my boy. The Arcade is the place to get rid 
of your loose cash in. Yes ; there’s loose fish enough 
to get rid of any thing. Come, come, alderman, says 
young Poplin to his uncle, on with your castor, and 
take half an hour’s lounge with me before dinner. 
No, no, won’t go out to-day, not the thing at all; feel 
quite heavy. Heavy, do you? youcan go there 
and get weighed. No, no, there’s been light cha- 
racters enough weighed there without my making 
one of the number. What the devil do they sell 
in this Arcade of yours, my dear fellow? simpers 
out Lord Foppington. Why, all sorts of fancy 
articles, to be sure. Well, then, I’m your man, 
_ for I want to buy a pair of boxing-gloves confound- 
edly ; so, come along. 

Aye, let’s to Piccadilly haste, &c. 
’Tis fashion’s lounge, ’tis beauty’s bower, 
’Tis art’s select depot, 
’Tis fancy’s mart, industry’s dower, 
?Tis London’s raree show. 
The Opera cannot with it vie, 
Despite its colonnade ; 
Then let’s to Piccadilly hie, 
To Burlington Arcade. 


SPOKEN.] Arcade! says my old maiden aunt, 
Tabitha, who’sa bit of a pedant in petticoats, what 
a pastoral name! it certainly must come from 
Arcadia. Doubtlessly they are going to renew the 
golden age there. Yes, yes, there’s sovereigns 
enough, phough some of them have been sweated 
lately. Hum! I am speaking of former days, when 
shepherdesses had nothing to do but fleece their 
flocks. Ah! ah! I understand now there’s plenty 
of fleecing there. Certainly, and shepherdesses 
too, for that matter, all neat as imported from St. 
George’s Fields. So let’s off to the Arcaae, for 


The opera cannot with it we, &c. 


JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO, 
( Burns.) 


JOHN ANDERSON, my Jo, John, 
When we were first acquent, 

Your locks were like the raven, 
Your bonnie brow was brent ; 

But now your brow is bald, John, 
Your locks are like the snow ; 

My blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson, my Jo. 


John Anderson, my Jo, John, 
We clamb the hill thegither, ~ 

And mony a canty day, John, 
We’ve had with ane anither. 

Now we maun totter down, John, 
But hand in hand we'll go, 

And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson, my Jo. 


GILLIE IPF 


SWEET KITTY CLOVER. 
(Kean.) 
SWEET Kitty Clover, she bothers me so, 
Oh, oh, oh, oh! 

. Her cheeks are red, and round, and fat, 
Like pulpit cushion, and redder than that, 
Oh, sweet Kitty Clover, she bothers me so, &c. 

My Kitty in figure is rather low, 
4 Oh, oh, &e: 


She’s three feet high, and that I prize, 
As just a fit wife for a man of my size, 
Oh, sweet Kitty Clover, &c. 


Where Kitty dwells I’m sure to go, 
Oh, oh, &c. 
One moonlight night, ah me, what bliss, 
Through the hole of the window I gave hera 
kiss. 
Oh, sweet Kitty Clover, &c. 


If Kitty to kirk with me would go, 
Oh, oh, &c. 
I think I should never be wretched again 
If after the parson she’d say—Amen. 
Oh, sweet Kitty Clover, &c. 


GLEE PIL? 


ADIEU! ADIEU! MY NATIVE SHORE! 


( Byron.) 
ADIEU! adieu! my native shore 
Fades o’er the waters blue ; 
The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 
And shrieks the wild sea-mew. 
Yon sun, that sets upon the sea, 
We follow in his flight ; 
Farewell, awhile, to him and thee, 
My native land—good night! 


With thee, my bark, I’ll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine ; 

Nor care what land thou bear’st me to— 
So not again to mine. 

Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves, 
And, when ye fail my sight, 

Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves, 
My native land—good night! 


De a ee 


FORGET ME NOT, MY LOVELY MAID. 


CAN wealth or friends thy heart incline 
To scorn my humble lot? 

And can thy promise to be mine 
Be e’er forgot ? 

If pity in thy bosom dwell, 

My fears—my gentle fears dispel. 
Forget me not! 

My life would waste in grief, sweet maid, 

As wounded flow’rets droop and fade, 
Forget me not! 

Forget me not, my lovely maid! 


How oft to meet thee, in the grove, 
At eve I’ve left my cot, 

When every word and look was love— 
And every thought! 

Thou bad’st me thy fond vows believe, 

And can’st thou now my vows deceive. 
Deceive me not! 

But think upon thy vows, sweet maid, 

When in the grove, at eve, we strayed ; 
Deceive me not! 

Deceive me not, my lovely maid! 


GPPOL LO LE 


THE GYPSIES’ GLEE. 


OQ! who has seen the miller’s wife ? 

I, I, I! and kindled up new strife ; 

A shilling from her palm I took 

Ere on the cross lines I could look. 
Who, who the tanner’s daughter seen? 
I, I, I! in quest of her have been; 
But, as the tanner was within, 

Twas hard to ’scape him in whole skin. 


From every place condemned to roam, 

In every place we seek a home ; 

These branches form our summer roof, 

By thick-grown leaves made weather proof, 
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In sheltering nooks and hollow ways, 
We cheerly pass our winter days ; 
Come, circle round the gipsies’ fire, 
Our songs, our stories never tire. 


Come, stain your cheeks with nut or berry; 
You’ll find the gipsy’s life is merry. 


OLLI LE ER 


GOOD NIGHT. 
(T. Blake.) 


GIVE me, my love, before we part, 
One tender kiss of dear delight ; 
And all the friendship we have sworn, 
Confirm in this our last good night. 


Now on yon soft and swelling main, 
My little bark, so gay and light, 

Prepares to tear me from thy breast, 
My life, my love, adieu! good night. 


And when on lone and distant shores 

I wander by the moon’s pale light ; 
In memory of our former loves, 

I’ll think on thee and this good night. 


GPP LEL IGF 


A BUMPER OF SPARKLING WINE. 
(W. F. Collard.) 


O my heart is delighted to see 
All the friends I love best round my fire ; 
For good fellowship’s all things to me, 
And there’s nothing on earth I desire 
But a bumper of sparkling wine. 


It is true, that our joys are but brief, 
But sad faces will not make them long ; 
And the right way to shorten our grief 
Is to lengthen our joys with a song 
And a bumper of sparkling wine. 


It is thus our enjoyment extends, 
And the cares of the world we beguile, 
‘When we see the bright eyes of our friends 
To the toast of the fair beam a smile 
O’er a bumper of sparkling wine, 


PPP LLP EF 


LOVELY NAN. 
(Dibdin.) 
SWEET is the ship that, under sail, 
Spreads her white bosom to the gale, 
Sweet, oh! sweet’s the flowing can. 
Sweet to poise the lab’ring oar, 
That tugs us to our native shore, 
When the boatswain pipes the barge to man 5 
Sweet sailing with a fav’ring breeze ; 
But, oh! much sweeter than all these 
Is Jack’s delight, his lovely Nan. 


The needle faithful to the north, 
To show of constancy the worth, 

A curious lesson teaches man : 

The needle time may rust, a squall 
Capsize the binnacle and all, 

Let seamanship do all it can :— 
My love in worth shall higher rise, 
Nor time shall rust, nor squall capsize 

My faith and truth to lovely Nan. 


When in the bilboes I was penn’d, 
For serving of a worthless friend, 

And ev’ry creature from me ran: 
No ship performing quarantine 
Was ever so deserted seen ; 


None hail’d me—woman, child, nor man,— 
But though false friendship’s sails were furl’d, 


Though cut adrift by all the world, 
I’d all the world in lovely Nan. 


I love my duty, love my friend, 
Love truth and merit to defend, 

To mourn their loss who hazard ran; 
I love to take an honest part, 
Love beauty and a spotless heart, 

By manners Jove to show the man, 
To sail through life by honour’s breeze— 
7T'was all along of loving these 

First made me doat on lovely Nan. 


GLP FIILF 


OUR VICAR STILL PREACHES, THAT 
PETER AND POULE. 


(Sir W. Scott.) 


Our vicar still preaches, that Peter and Poule 
Laid a swinging long curse on the bonny brown 


owl 
That there’s wrath and despair in the jolly black 
jack 
And the seven deadly sins in a naggin of sack : 
Yet, whoop, Barnaby, off with thy liquor, 
Drink, hip! see it out, and a fig for the vicar. 


Our vicar, he calls it damnation to sip 

The ripe ruddy dew of a woman’s dear lip ; 
Swears that Beelzebub lurks in her’kerchief so sly, 
And Apollyon shoots darts from her merry black 


eye: 

Yet, whoop for the sack, and kiss Gillian, the 
uaker, 

Till she blooms like a rose, and a fig for the vicar. 


Our vicar thus preaches, and why should he not? 

For the dues of his cure are his placket and pot; 

And ’tis right of his office poor laymen to lurch, 

Who infringe the domains of our good mother 
church. 

Yet, whoop, bully boys, and off with with your 
liquor, 

Sweet Margery’s the word! and a fig for the vicar. 


POPPE PIPF 


REMEMBER, LOVE, REMEMBER. 
: (Upton. ) 
’T was ten o’clock, one moonlight nigkt, 
I ever shall remember, 
And every star shone twinkling bright, 
In dreary dark December : 
When at the window, tap, tap, tap, 
I heard a certain well-known rap ; 
And with it, too, these words most clear, 
«« Remember ten o’clock, my dear, 


«© Remember, love, remember!” 


My mother dozed before the fire, 
My dad his pipe was smoking, 

Nor could I for the world retire ; 
O, was it not provoking ! 

At length, the old folks fast asleep, 

Iran, my promised word to keep ; 

When, sure, his absence to denote, 

He, on the window-shutter, wrote, 
«© Remember, love, remember ?” 


And did I need a hint so sweet? 
O, no! for, mark the warning, 

Which said, ‘‘ at church we were to meet, 
By “ ten o’clock, next morning ! 

And there we met, no more to part, 

To twine together, hand and heart! 

And since that day, in wedlock join’d, 

The window-shutter brings to mind, 


«¢ Remember, love, remember !” 


GLP L LE LPF? 


LOVE ENTERED BEAUTY’S HEART. 
A DUET. 
(J. Howard Payne.) 


LOVE, one day, essayed to gain 
Entrance into beauty’s bower ; 


~~ 


» 


Many a toil and many a chain, 
Guarded round the precious flower. 


But love laid aside his bow, 
Veiled his wing and hid his dart ; 
Entered more than beauty’s bower, 
Entered also beauty’s heart. 


Hence was the sweet lesson learnt, 

_ Fond hearts never should despair ; 

Kept with truth and led by hope, 
What is there love may not dare. 


GPL LILO L HF 


OLD MISTER DECEMBER HE LOST HIS 
WIFE. 


(Hudson. ) 


OLD Mister December he lost his wife, 
And the neighbours were wondering what he did 
to her, 
That she so speedy should leave this life, 
And him a disconsolate widower. 
But of his proceeding ’tis strange to say, 
Two months he scarcely had tarried, 
When he went a courting a sweet Miss May, 
And, stranger still, they were speedily married. 
Old men, beware! 
If you marry young wives they’ll make you re- 
member, 
And bring you to trouble and care, 
Like poor old Mister December. 


And when they came together from church, 
To kiss her sweet lips he was eager and cla- 
morous ; 
With pride in his eye, his old head did he perch, 
As he looked at his bride so amorous. 


~ Now music was Mistress December’s delight, 


And she answer’d quite plain to his glancing, 
That she really could not enjoy the night, 
Unless it were spent in jigging and dancing. 
Old men, beware! &c. 


Old Mister December with love was mute, 
But for dancing he did not know what to say to 
her, 
To be sure, in the house, he had got an old flute, 
But he’d got no breath to play to her. 
Disappointment showed itself very soon, 
But she so sly did contrive it ; 
She got her first cousin, the gay Mister June, 
To give her a tune to herself, in private. 
Old men, beware! &c. 


Stolen pleasures are sweet, we all of us know, 
MisterJune’s heart with love it quite thrilling was, 
The lady, herself, felt all in a glow, 
Sw’ >t Mister June’s music so killing was. 
The consequence was, that love and joy 
Soon tempted the parties to gather ’em ; 
The lady, she’d then a girl and a boy, 
And . ister December, of course, had to father 
em. 
Old men, beware! &c. 


MORAL. 

In wedlock a man puts his comforts at stake, 
I’d advise all you who to age are advancing, 

If you must, for certain, a young wife take, 
Make sure that she don’t like dancing. 

If you don’t you'll find some gay Mister June, 
Than you for love much riper, 

Who'll always be playing your wife up a tune, 
And you, for certain, must pay the piper. 

Old men, beware! &c. 


, a ad a ie 


MOAN, MOAN, YE DYING GALES. 
(Neele. ) 
MOAN, moan, ye dying gales, 
The saddest of your tales 
Is not so sad as life ; 
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Nor have you e’er began 
A theme so wild as man, 
Or with such sorrow rife. 


Fall, fall, thou withered leaf, 

Autumn sears not like grief, 
Nor kills such lovely flowers ; 

More terrible the storm, 

More mournful the deform, 
When dark Misfortune low’rs. 


Hush! hush! thou trembling lyre, 
Silence, ye vocal choir, 

And thou mellifluous lute ; 
For man soon breathes his last, 
And all his hope is past, 

And all his music mute. 


Then, when the gale is sighing, 
And when the leaves are dying, 
And when the song is o’er, 

Oh, let us think of those 
Whose lives are lost in woes, 
Whose cup of grief runs o’er. 


Oe ee 


THE MAGIC SPOUT; 
OR, MY UNCLE’S THREE BALLS, 
Air—* The Vicar and Moses.”—(T. Jones. ) 


WITH cash taper grown, 
And credit all gone, 
T’here’s no need of bother or rout, 
At the three golden balls, 
Uncle Tommy Takeall’s, 
You may pop all your fogs up the spout. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
He aiways is willing 
A pound or a shilling 
On what is of value to lend; 
Then never despair, 
But to him repair, 
For be sure he’s your only true friend. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


His wonderful spout 
Would amuse you, no doubt, 
And supply you with ready in need ; 
For, to settle your hash, 
It turns all into cash, 
And that, too, with wonderful speed. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


Chairs, tables, and spoons, 
New and old pantaloons, 
Flat irons, and towels, and shoes ; 
He will take in your hat, 
Or your stiff-starched cravat, 
So extensive and kind are his views. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


From a shirt to a shift 
He will lend you a lift, 
Tis true what I tell you indeed ; 
So if shirtless you go, 
Make a shift to do so, 
For a shift is no bad thing in need. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


*1isa good thing to know 
You have not far to go, 
Since he hangs out in every street , 
And he’Il lend on your rags, 
From pounds down to mags, 
And not many such friends will you mect. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Yes, your uncle’s the man, 
Deny it who*can, 
To shell out the sensible stuff, 
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Though ’tis oft said, in fun, 
That his balls, two to one, 
Will turn you out stripped to the buff. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Then, ye lads of the town, 
You’ve no need to frown, 
He has help in all cases and stations ; 
And when things are so so, 
Tis a good thing to know 
You’ve a set of such friendly relations. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


GLP PLO PF 


TULLOCHGORUM. 
(Rev. J. Skinner.) 


RECITATIVE. 
FIDDLERS, your pins in temper fix, 
And rosin weel your fiddle-sticks, 
But banish vile Italian tricks 

Frae out your quorum, 
Nor fortes wi’ pianos mix, 
Gie’s Tullochgorum. 


AIR. 
Come, gie’s a song, the lady cried, 
And lay your disputes all aside, 
What nonsense is’t for folks to chide 
For what’s been done before them ; 
Let whig and tory all agree, 
Whig and tory, 
Whig and tory, 
Whig and tory all agree 
To drop their whigmegorum. 
Let whig and tory all agree 
To spend the night wi’ mirth and glee, 
And cheerfu’ sing alang wi’ me 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum’s my delight, 
It gars us a’ in ane unite, 
And ony sumph that keeps up spite 
In conscience I abhor him. 
Blithe and merry we’s be a’; 
Blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we’s be a’ 
To make a cheerfw’ quorum ; 
Blithe and merry we’s be a’ 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
And dance, till we’s be like to fa’, 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na be so great a phrase 
Wi’ dringing dull Italian lays, 
I wadna gie our ain strathspeys 
For half a hundred score o’m. 
They’re dowf and dowie at the best, 
Dowf and dowie, 
Dowf and dowie, 
They’re dowf and dowie at the best, 
Wi a’ their variorum, 
They’re dowf and dowie at the best, 
Their allegros and a’ the rest, 
They canna please a Highland taste 
Compar’d wi’ Tullochgorum. 


Let warldly minds themselves oppress 
Wi’ fear of want and double cess, 
And silly sawls themselves distress 
Wi’ keeping up decorum ; 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 
Sour and sulky, 
Sour and sulky, 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 
Like old Philosophorum, 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 
Wi neither sense, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna rise to shake a fit 
To the reel of Tullochgoirum, 


May choicest blessings still attend 
Each honest-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
Be a’ that’s good before him , 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, 
Peace and plenty, 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And dainties a great store o’m ; 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unstain’d by any vicious blot, 
And may he never want a groat 
That’s fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the discontented fool, 
Who wants to be Oppression’s tool, 
May Envy knaw his rotten soul, 
And blackest fiends devour him ; 
May dole and sorrow be his chance, 
Dole and sorrow, 
Dole and sorrow, 
May dole and sorrow be his chance, 
And honest souls devour him ; 
May dole and sorrow be his chance ; 
And a’ the ills that come frae France, 
Whoe’er he be that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


. 


f 


GLI PIPER 


THE WARRIOR’S SHRINE. 


SAY, what is more dear to the heart of the 
brave, 
As the banner of victory 1s waving on high, 
When fall’n is the foe, who fain would enslave 
The children of freedom, who conquer or die. 


Oh, yes, there’s a joy more bliss can impart, 
Than all the proud trophies won on the field ; 
"Tis to clasp to your bosom the maid of your 

heart, 
And as offerings to love those trophies to yield, 


GLI LPP PLS? 


VHILST I VAS OUT A VALKING. 
Air— The Dusty Miller.” [Slow.]—( Beuler.) 


ONE morning I vent out, 

Vhilst thinking of my Tilly, 
Who used to valk about 

The Park and Piccadilly. 
She ladies’ babies nurst, 

And there she took the children, 
And vhen I saw her first 

I thought her quite bewild’ring. 
TI couldn’t one vord say, 

But vent her name a chalking 
On the valls that day, 

Vhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &e. 


Now as I vent along, 

I met a squinting voman ; 
That something would go wrong 

I knew by this bad omen. 
Thinks I, I hope my Til 

Hasn’t met with no misfortune : 
Vhen inthe Park at drill, 

Vhilst fifers played a var tune, 
Vith one vhat blow’d a horn 

I saw my Tilly stalking, 
And—this vas on one morn, 

Vhilst I vas out.a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &e. 


My heart vas in my mouth, 
And straight I vent up to hez, 

And says, now Til, in truth, 
Ar’n’t you a base undoer ? 
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Afore I thought of you 

I relish’d milk and fritters, 
But now there’s nought will do 

But nuts and gin and bitters. 
Ah! miss, you needn’t flounce, 

My heart you’ve stuck a fork in, 
And—this all happen’d once 

Vhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 


Then Til a breeze like brandy 

Blew—by gosh! I caught it : 
She call’d me Jack-a-dandy, : 

And swore so! who’d have thought it? 
Said I, miss, of your clack 

Now don’t you be so handy, 
My name is Vill, not J ack, 

And don’t you call me dandy. 
Oh! then she bawl’d ‘‘ you dunce, 

Be off, without more talking,” 
And—this all happen’d once, 

Vhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 


She turn’d her nose in scorn, 

And call’d me ass and pup, too, 
And he vhat blow’d the horn 

Began to, blow me up, too: 
He, puffing, came quite nigh, 

And bellow’d, “ vhat, my rum-on’, 
Vhy don’t you talk to I 

Instead of this here voman 5 
By Jove! I’ll crack your sconce, 

And claret be uncorking.” 
And—this all happen’d once, 

Vhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 


By gosh! I felt afear’d, 

He made such kinds of mouthing ; 
Though all he said I heard, 

I couldn’t not say nothing. 
I felt as cold as clay, 

Then turn’d as hot as baking ; 
He took my Til avay, 
~ And left me in a taking. 
Now love I vill renounce, 

For, oh! it’s alvays balking ; 
And—so I found it once 

Vhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 


Fe a ae 


FAMILY PRIDE!! 
OR, THE LUSTRE OF JUDY’S BLACK EYES. 


To be sure I can’t sing an oration, 
To show how I’m greatly allied, 

But a pair of black eyes, botheration, 
Has bothered my family pride. 

My mother ne’er did as they bid her, 
Such rank did her lineage adorn, 

And she took just nine months to consider, 
Before she would let me be born. 

Yet I’m a-kin to the Calaghans, Bralaghans, 
Dowlans, and Nowlans, likewise, 

But what’s birth to the lustre of beauty 
That peeps from my Judy’s black eyes. 


My father sold mouse-traps and rabbits, 
Pigs, treacle, and all other game, 

Would you know the sweet town he inhabits, 
’Tis jolly Dungarvon by name. 

My grandfather there married a quaker, 
My uncle made hay with a fork, 

My brother’s a great grand brogue-maker, 
In that beautiful city called Cork. 

Yet I’m a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 


At chapel I first saw my darling, 
I’ll ever remember the day, 

She sung like a peacock or starling, 
Which made me unto her to say — 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


I’m related to all the Macartheys, 
All meniality I do disdain, 
If you miss such a husband, so hearty, 
You never will get him again. 
For I’m a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 


These words being moving and tender, 
Which no female woman could stand, 
I determined a letter to send her, 
So took up my pen in my hand; 
But just on the point of inditing, 
By the powers it was rather too bad, 
I forgot that I hadn’t learnt writing, 
And she could not read if I had. 
Yet I’m a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 


Oh! Judy, agrah, you’re my honey, 
Your coldness sets me in a flame, 
I'll marry you if you have money, 
In spite of my family name. 
Myself I was reared very tender, 
A gentleman born, too, and bred, 
And my sister now lives in great splendour 
With one Justice Mooney, that’s dead. 
Yet I’m a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 


So now, without any more bother, 

My mind on the thing being bent, 
I’ll marry herself, and no other, 

And afterwards ask her consent. 
Politeness an Irishman’s trade is, 

So, on that sweet day that we’re wed, 
V’ll hand cakes and tea to the ladies, 

And dance till we’re all put to bed. 

And we’ll visit the Calaghans, &c. 


PoP P II LH 


THE ANGLERS’ DUET; 
OR, PATIENCE AND PASTIME!! 


ANXIOUS, by the gliding stream, 
See the steady anglers watch, 
Trying every wily scheme 
The heedless finny tribe to catch. 
Hush! hush: 
Not a breath. 
I’ve a nibble. 
Still as death. 
Strike, strike ! 
Now take heed. 
Play it, play it! 
Pshaw! ’tis a weed! 
Zounds! ’tis a weed! 
Still, with patience, on the shore, 
They clear the line, and try once more 5 
And thus they toil from morn till night, 
But then they get 





Get what! 
A bite! 
O, the joys of angling! O, the joys of angling: 
Now the drizzling rains descend, 
Now the sheltering tree they court, 
Still their watchful looks they bend ; 
Rain and clouds insure them sport. 
Hush! hush ! 
There’s a bite! 
We shall have rare sport to-night 
How it tugs! 
It’s a pike. 
Play him! play him! 
He weakens 
Strike ! 
But, ’ere they get it to the shore, 
He snaps the line, they’re baulked once more. 
Then home they go: the tale is told 


That they have caught 
Caught what ? 





A cold! 
O, the joys of angling! &c. 
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THE BATCH OF CAKES. 
Air—“* Bow, wow, wow.” 


THIS world is like a baker’s shop, 
In which are many cakes, sirs, 
And oftentimes a curious one 
Will Madame Nature make, sirs. 
In great repute they’ve long been held, 
For truly it is said, sirs, 
Wer’t not for cakes, how many men 
Must go without their bread, sirs. 


The ladies sweet are sugar cakes, 
And often prove a prize cake ; 
Coquets are cold as frosty cakes, 
And don’t deserve a bride cake ; 
Now dandy lads, with stays and pads, 
Dressed out like simple tonies, ~ 
Cannot be reckoned cakes at all, = © 
They are only maccaronies. 


A poor man is a plain cake, 

A proud man is a puff, sirs, 
A poet is a seedy cake, 

That’s always poor enough, sirs ; 
A rich man’s a plum cake, 

A true friend is a heart cake ; 
And if a man be six feet high, 

He can’t be called a short cake. 


An old maid is alemon cake, 
A bachelor’s a stale cake, 
A lawyer is a spunge cake, “ 
His client is a pale cake ; 
A sailor is a spicy cake, 
Who’s known from pole to pole, sirs, 
And if thesea were Chancery, 
He’d be Master of the Rolls, sirs. 


Since in this world, beyond a doubt, 
So many cakes there must be, 
I hope this little batch to night 
Will make no person crusty ; 
Your smiles, my friends, are all I want, 
This night with joy to crown, sirs, 
So pray be kind, good gentlefolks, 
And let my cakes go down, sirs. 


You may think me a droll cake, 
But happy I shall be, sirs, 

If when amongst you here I come, 
T suit you to a T, sirs. 

I have only now one more to add, 
And that shall be a sound cake, 

May you never want a slice 
Of George’s golden pound cake. 


GIL IFE EP 


MY BEAUTIFUL SPOUSE ; 
OP, THE BULWARKS OF CHASTITY. 


AWAY with those poor married fellows, 
Whose dearies are reckoned divine ! 
A hnsband can never be jealous 
Whose wife is as frightful as mine. 
Since deformity’s stamp is upon her, 
I cry, when abroad I would stump, 
Adieu! if I can’t trust your honour, 
My love, I rely on your hump. 
Then away with those poor married 
fellows, &c. 


Married beauties may yield to a stranger, 
My rib need not fear such disgrace ; 
Her virtne is never in danger, 
The moment you look at her face : 
But her face has not many beholders, 
For at those who are false to their bed 
So high she has shrugged up her shoulders, 
They almost have covered her head. 
Then away with those poor married 
tellows, &c. 


T am safe from each common occasion 
That troubles a married man’s life ; 
And even in case of invasion, 
I’ve nothing to fear for my wife ; 
Nay, if death in the church-yard had laid her, 
I shouldn’t much weep at my fate ; 
But Nature so crooked has made her, 
I’m sure I shan’t bury her straight. 
Then away with those poor married 
fellows, &c. 


LCIPP PPI IS 


THE GREEN LEAVES ALL TURN YELLOW, 


(Kenney. ) 


A SAGE once to a maiden sung, 
While summer leaves were growing, 

Experience dwelt upon his tongue, 
With love her heart was glowing : 

The summer bloom will fade away, 
And will no more be seen ; 

These flowers that look so fresh and gay 
Will not be ever green, 

For the green leaves all turn yellow. 


’Tis thus with the delights of love, 
The youthful heart beguiling, 

Believe me, you will find them prove 
As transient, though thy’re smiling ; 

As long they flourish e’re they fade, 
As sadly I have seen; 

Yes, like the summer flowers, fair maid, 
Oh! none are evergreen, 

For the green leaves all turn yellow. 


PPILP CaE SF 


YOUNG HAIDEE. 
( Byron.) 


I ENTER thy garden of roses, 
Beloved and fair Haidée, 
Each morning where Flora reposes, 
For surely I see her in thee ; 
Oh, lovely! thus low I implore thee, 
Receive this fond truth from my tongue, 
Which utters its song to adore thee, 
Yet trembles for what it has sung; 
As the branch, at the bidding of Nature, 
Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree, 
Through her eyes, through her every feature, 
Shines the soul of the young Haidée. 


But the loveliest garden grows hateful 
When love has abandoned the bowers! 

Bring me hemlock, for mine is ungrateful, 
That herb is more fragrant than flowers! 

The poison, when poured from the chalice, 
Will deeply embitter the bowl, 

But when drunk, to escape from thy malice, 
The draught shall be sweet to my soul : 

Too cruel! in vain I implore thee 
My heart from these horrors to save 5 

Will nought to my bosom restore thee? 
Then open the gates of the grave. 


As the chief who to combat advances, 
Secure of his conquest before, 
Thus thou, with those eyes for thy lances, 
Hast pierced through my heart to the core! 
Ah! tell me, my soul! must I perish, 
By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope which you once bade me cherish 
For torture repay me too well ? 
Now sad is the garden of roses, 
Beloved, but ialse Haidée ! 
There Flora, all withered, reposes, 
And mourns o’er thine absence with me! 
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And vith a boat-hook Vite they sought; 
Ven she, vith expectation big, 
Thought Vite vas found, but ’twas his vig. 








MR. AND MRS. VITE’S JOURNEY TO 
VINDSOR AND VEST VICKHAM. 


(Rhodes. ) 


A VORTHY cit, von Vitsunday, 

Vith vife rode out in von-horse chay, 

And down the streets as they did trot, 

Says Mrs. Vite, I’ll tell you vot, 

Dear Villiam Vite, ’tis my delight, 
Ven our veek’s bills ve stick ’em, 

That, side by side, ve thus shou’d ride 
To Vindsor or Vest Vickham. 


My loving vife, full vell you know, 

Ve used to ride to Valthamstow, 

But now I thinks it much the best 

That ve should ride tovards the vest. 

If you agree, dear vife, vith me, 
And vish to change the scene, 

Then, ven the dust excites our thirst, 
Ve’ll stop at Valham-green. 


Vell, then, says Mrs. Vite, says she, 

Vat pleases you must sure please me, 

But veekly vorkings all must go 

[f ve this day go cheerful through, 

For vell I loves the voods and groves, 
They raptures put me in; 

For you know, Vite, von Vitsun-night, 
You did my poor heart vin. 


Then Mrs. Vite she took the vip, 

And vacked poor Dobbin on the hip, 

Vich made him from a valk run fast, 

And reach the long-vished sign at last. 

Lo, ven they stopt, out vaiter popt, 
Vat vould you vish to take, 

art Vite, vith grin, I’ll take some gin, 

v ~ife takes vine and cake. 

Ven Mrs. Vite had took her vine, 

To Vindsor on they vent to dine. 

Ven dinner o’er Mr. Vite did talk, 

My ee vife ve’ll take a valk ; 





The path is vide by vater-side, 
___ So ve vill valk together ; 
Vile they gets tea for you and me, 
Ve vill enjoy the veather. 


Some vonton Eton boys there vere 

Vich marked for vaggery this pair ; 

Mrs, Vite cried out vat are they arter? 

Ven in they popped Vite in the vater. 

The vicked vits then left the cits, 
Ven Vite the vaves sunk under, 

She vept, she squalled, she vailed, she bawled, 
Vill not none help, I vonder. 


Her vimpering vords assistance brought, 
And vith a boat-hook Vite they sought; 
Ven she, vith expectation big, 
Thought Vite vas found, but ’twas his vig. 
Vite vas not found, for he vas drowned ; 
To stop her grief each bid her ; 
Ah! no, she cried, I vas a bride, 
But now I is a vidder. 


CLI FL IL SP 


MY TEMPLES WITH CLUSTERS OF 
GRAPES PLL ENTWINE. 
(W. Woty.) 
My temples with clusters of grapes I’ll entwine, 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine ; 
In search of a Venus no longer I’ll run, 
But stop and forget her at Bacchus’s tun. 


But why thus resolve to relinquish the fair? 

"Tis a folly, with spirits like mine, to despair, 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glass 
If not filled to the health of some favourite lass? 


’Tis woman whose charms every rapture impart, 
And lends a new spring to the pnlse of the heart ; 
The miser himself, so supreme is her sway, 
Grows a convert to love, and resigns her his key. 


At the sound of her voice Sorrow lifts up her head, 
And Poverty listens, well pleased, from ker shed, 
While Age, in an ecstasy, hobbling along, 

Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her sung 
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Then, bring me a goblet from Bacchus’s hoard, 
The largest and deepest that stands on his board ; 
Pll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair : 


Tis the thirst of a lover—and pledge me who dare. 


GPL LILO FE 


LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 
(T. Moore.) 


OH, the days are gone when beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove, 
When my dream of life, from morn till night, 
Was love still love. 
New joys may bloom, 
And days may come 
Of milder, calmer, beam, 
But there’s nothing half so swegain life 
As Love’s young dream. 


Though the bard to purer fame may soar 
When wild youth’s past, 
Though he win the wise, who frowned before, 
To smile at last, 
He’ll never meet 
A joy so sweet, 
In all his noon of fame, 
As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame, 
And, at every pause, she blushed to hear 
The once-loved name. 


Oh, that hallowed hour is ne’er forgot 
Which first-love traced, 
Still it, lingering, haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste. 
?T was odour fled 
As soon as shed, 
*T'was morning’s winged dream, 
*T'was a light that ne’er shall shine again 
On life’s dull stream. 


PILPIPILIE IS 


YOUR LAUGHTER ’LL TRY TO PROVOKE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Your laughter I’ll try to provoke 

With wonders I’ve seen in my trave 3, 
My first is a pig in a poke, 

Next a law-case without any cavils : 
A straw poker, a tiffany boat ; 

Paper boots, to walk dry through the dite ves ; 
A new lignum-vite great coat, 

Flint waistcoat, and a pair of glass breeches, 
A dimity warming-pan, new, 

Steel night-cap, and pair of lawn bellows ; 
A yard-wide foot-rule, and then two 

Odd shoes that belong to odd fellows : 
China wheelbarrow, earthenware gig ; 

A book bound in wood, and no leaves to it ; 
Besides a new velveret wig, 

Lin’d with tripe, and a long pair of sleeves to it. 


A coal-scuttle, trimm’d with Scotch gauze ; 
Pickled crumpets and harricoed muffins ; 
Tallow stew-pan, nankeen chest of drawers ; 

Dumb alarm-bells, to frighten humguffins : 
Six knives and forks made of red tape; 

A patent wash-leather Bologna; 
A gilt coat, with a gingerbread cape, 

And lined with the best maccaroni. 


A plum-pudding maae of inch deal ; 
A pot of mahogany capers ; 
A gooseberry pie made of veal, ; 
And stuff’d with two three-corner’d scrapers : 
Sour crout, sweeten’d well with small coal ; 
A fricasee’d carpenter’s mallet ; 
A cast-iron toad-in-the-hole ; 
And—a monstrous great hole tn the ballad. 
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OLD TOWLER.’ 
(O’Keefe. ) 


BRIGHT Chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And spangles deck the thorn, 
The lowing herds now quit the lawn, 
The lark springs from the corn, 
Dogs, huntsmen, round the window throng. 
Fleet Towler leads the cry; 
Arise ! the burden of their song— 
This day a stag must die. 
With a hey ho chevy! 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy | 
Hark, hark, tantivy ! 
This day a stag must die. 


The cordial takes its merry round, 
The laugh and joke prevail, 
The huntsman blows a jovial sound, 
The dogs snuff up the gale; 
The upland winds they sweep along, 
O’er fields, through brakes, they fly, 
The game is roused, too true the song— 
This day a stag must die! 
With a hey ho, chevy! &e. 


Poor stag! the dogs thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down thy face, 
The huntsman’s pleasure is no more, 
His joys were in the chase. 
Alike—the sportsmen of the town, 
The virgin game in view, 
Are full content to run them down, 
Then they in turn pursue. 
With their hey ho, chevy! &c. 


GPPIPLOL FR 


THE CLOWN’S ADVENTURES; 
JACK OF ALL TRADES AND MASTER OF NONE. 
(Bryant. ) 


I’m aclown, you may tell by my phiz, 
I love to be busy and gay, 
I will sing, only say you won’t quiz, 
For that quizzing is out of my way. 
When a boy, light, your honour, I cried, 
When a youth, was a waxy shoemaker, 
As tailor, the bucks I supplied, 
Quack doctor, and then undertaker. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, but as undertaker I could never 


oR, 


bury any thing but meat, drink, fruit, or pastry— 


over a good dinner I was always a grave subject, 
and was devilish deep when I’d a dead neighbour 
to deal with; till, one day, being caught with a 
pig in my pocket, I was committed to Bridewell as 
a body-snatcher. Sing— 

Hey fiddle ho, faddle di dee. 


As a soldier, I next went to France, 
But in Spain my respect first did pay, 
And, while others made Frenchmen to prance, 
What did I do—why, I ran away. 
But my officer, knowing me brave, 
Made me presents, but not very large, 
First, he whipt me for being a knave, 
Then the reg’ment gave me my discharge. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, they drumm’d me out—and wha. 
for? because I blew the general’s wig off. One 
soldier tried me for running away with his wife— 
the gunner blew me up, because he said his wife 
ran away with me—indicted me for crim. con.-— 
when I proved it impossible for his wife to run away 
with me, because she had no legs; so the judges 
shook their wigs, and the court sang--- 

Hey fiddle ho, &c. 


For the last, as a footman went I, 
Where my wages so nicely were paid, 
But, egad, you must know that my eye_ 
Was placed on the cook and housemaid « 
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Then the larder I used as my own, 
'The wine I would drink too when dry, 
But to master the secret was blown, 
Then I thought ’twas the time for good bye. 


SPOKEN.] Away I went, and the servants after 
me, bawling, ‘ Stop him with the wine '? Says I, 
< Twill be rum if you do.’—So, being in good spi- 
rits, I got clear off, and if ever I go as footman 
again may I be spitted and served up to Lord 
Scratch as a fat goose, singing— 

Hey fiddle ho, &c. 


GPPELEO? | 


POOR JACK! 
(Dibdin.) 


Go patter to lubbers and swabs, d’ye see, 
Bout danger, and fear, and the like; 
A tight water-boat and good sea room give me, 
And it an’t to a little I’ll strike: 
Though the tempest top-gallant-masts smack 
smooth should smite, 
And shiver each splinter of wood, 
Clear the wreck, stow the yards, and bouze every 
thing tight, 
And under reef-foresail we'll scud : 
Avast, nor don’t think me a milksop so soft, 
To be taken for trifles aback 5 
For, they say, there’s a Providence sits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 


Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver, one day, 
About souls, heaven, mercy, and such ; 

And, my timbers! what lingo he’d coil and belay, 
Why, ’twas just all as one as high Dutch: 

But he said how a sparrow can’t founder, d’ye see, 
Without orders that come down below ; 

And many fine things, that proved clearly to me 
That Providence takes us in tow ; 

- For, says he, do you mind me, let storms e’er so 

oft 

Take the top-sails of sailors aback, 

There’s a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 


I said to our Poll, for, yousce, she would cry, 
When last we weighed anchor for sea, 

What argufies snivelling and piping your eye, 
Why, what a d—ned fool you must be! 

Can’t you see, the world’s wide, and there’s room 

for us all, 

Both for seamen and lubbers a-shore ; 

And if to Old Davy I should go, friend Poll, 
Why you never will hear of me more: 

What then, all’s a hazard,—come, don’t be so soft, 
Perhaps I may, laughing, come back 5 

For, d’ye see, there’s a cherub sits smiling aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 


D’ye mind me, a sailor should be every inch 
‘All as one as a piece of the ship; 
And with her brave the world, without offering 
to flinch, 
From the moment the anchor’s a-trip. 
As for me, in all weathers, all times, sides, and 
ends, 
Nought’s a trouble from duty that springs ; 
For my heart is my Poll’s, and my rhino’s my 
friend’s, 
And, as for my life, ’tis the king’s. 
_ Even when my time comes, ne’er believe me so soft 
As for grief to be taken aback ; 
That the same little cherub, that sits up aloft, 
Will look out a good birth for poor Jack. 


THE MERRY BELLS. 


Wren I was a younker, says feyther to [, 
What trade, little Ralph, wouldst thov take to? 


I supported Old Ireland, 
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I answer’d, i’feggs! like a poor harmless boy, 
Yours, sure, tor I ne’er can forsake you. 
You jollily work, and you merrily sing, 
Then the branch from the tree don’t be lopping ; 
Late or early, in summer, in winter, or spring, 
With you I’ll be cleaving and chopping : 
For labour and health will be friends through the 
day, 
And the merry, merry, merry bells join our roun- 
delay. 


My school-fellow, Jack, who turn’d lawyer besure, 
Old Nick show’d the road to prefarment, 

Set friends by the ears, and he plundered the poor ; 
Od ratten! I hate such black varment! 


A Doctor was Dick, and he drugg’d folks to death ; 


Of him, too, the neighbours cried shame on’t! 


A corn-factor Wull, I shall hate while I’ve breath ; 


To monopolize, he had the name on’t: 


But dang such base traffic—I toil through the day, 


While the merry, merry, &c. 


But mark, now, the end on’t,—the lawyer, one day, 


Wrote his name on a wrong bit of paper ; 


So, ecod ! to old big wig they took’d him away, 


And on nothing he cut his last caper. 


Dick, the doctor, was poison’d by drugs of his own: 


The corn-factor paid dear for his carving ; 


Plenty fill’d every market, the prices went down, 


So a bankrupt is Wull now, and starving : 


While labour and health stand my friends through 


the day, 
And the merry, merry, &c. 


GPL E LO 


ERIN MA VOURNEEN. 
(Macknally.) 


GREEN were the fields where my forefathers dwelt, 


oh! 
Erin ma Vourneen slan laght go bragh ! 


Though our farm it was small, yet comforts we 


felt, oh! 
Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
At length came the day when our lease did expire, 


And fain would I die where before liv’d my sire ; 


But, ah, well-a-day! I was forced to retire. 
Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 


Tho’ all taxes I paid, yet no vote could I pass, oh ! 


Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
Aggrandize no great men—I feel it, alas, oh! 
Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 


Forced from my home, yes, from where I was born, 
‘To range the wide world, poor—helpless—forlorn, 


I look back with regret, and my heart strings are 
torn. 
Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 


With principles pure, patriotic, and firm, 


Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
Attached to my country, a friend to reform, 

Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
was ready to die for’t, 
If her foes e’er prevailed, I was well known to sigh 


for’t, ° 
But my faith, I preserved, and am now forced te 
fly for’t. 


Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
SoILELLIF 


WILL YE GO TO THE EWE-BUGHTS, 
MARION ? 


WILL ye go to the ewe-bughts, Marion ? 
And wear in the sheep with me ; 
The sun shines sweet, my Marion, 
But nae half sae sweet as thee. 
O, Marion’s a bonny lassie, 
And the blythe blinks in her e’e ; 
And fain would I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion would marry me. 
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I’ve n'ne milk ewes, ny Marion, 
A. cow and a brawney quey ; 
I'll give them a’ to my Marion, 
Just on her bridal day. 
And ye’s got a green sey apron, 
And waistcoat of the London brown ; 
Then vow but ye will be vaporing, 
Whene’er ye gang to the town. 
I’m young and stout, my Marion, 
None dances like me on the green 3 
And ’gin ye forsake me, Marion, 
Pll e’en draw up wi Jean. 
Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramasie ; / 
And soon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I shall come west and see thee. 


GIP LI ILL 


SUCCESS AND HEALTH TO FREE-MASONS. 


Let drunkards boast the pow’r of wine, 
And reel from side to side ; 

Let lovers kneel at beauty’s shrine, 
The sport of female pride: 

Be ours the more exalted part 

To celebrate the mason’s art, 
And spread its praises wide. 


To dens and thickets, dark and rnde, 
For shelter beasts repair; 

With sticks and straws the feather’d brood 
Suspend their nests in air ; 

And man, untaught, as wild as these, 

Binds up sad huts with boughs of trees, 
And feeds on wretched fare. 


But science dawning in his mind, 
The quarry he explores ; 

Industry and the arts combin’d, 
Improv’d all nature’s stores ; 

Thus walls were built, and houses rear’d, 

No storms nor tempest now are fear’d 
Within his well fram’d doors. 

When stately palaces arise, 
When columns grace the hall, 

When tow’rs and spires salute the skies, 
We owe to masons all: 

Nor buildings only do they give, 

But teach men how within to live, 
And yield to reason’s call. 


All party quarrels they detest, 
For virtue and the arts, 
Lodg’d in each true mason’s breast, 
Unite and rule their hearts : 
By these, while masons square their minds, 
The state no better subjects finds, 
None act more upright parts. 


When Bucks, Sols, Albions, are forvot, 
Free-masons will remain ; 
Mushrooms, each day, spring up and rot, 
While oaks stretch o’er the plain: 
Let others quarrel, rant, and roar ; 
Their noisy revels when no more, 
Still masonry shall reign. 
Our leathern aprons may compare 
With garters red or blue; 
Princes and kings our brothers are, 
May they our rules pursue : 
Then drink success and health to all 
The craft around this earthly ball, 
May brethren still prove true. 


MY PRETTY POLL ON SHORE, 
( Cross.) 


To Davy Jones, old dad was gone, 
And mother, likewise, dead, 


When little £ was left alone, 
To labour for my bread : 

No matter,—I ne’er piped my eye, 
Though care attacked me sore ; 

But soon became a sailor-boy, 
And left all care on shore. 


All danger did I smiling scorn, 
And swigged the flowing can, 

And proved myself, from stem to stern, 
A sailor and a man: 

To Indies, East and West, I sailed, 
The line crossed o’er and o’er ; 

Ere, on my native beach, I hailed 
My pretty Poll on shore. 

We jigged it at a merry, dance, 
And both disliked to part ; 

My timbers, stout, may start by chance, 
But English oak’s my heart. 

Then let but fortune cheerly smile, 
And hand me gold galore ; 

Why, allthe sum of all my toil, 
Is pretty Poll on shore. 


LAP PPL PR 


THE SOGER LADDIE. 
( Burns.) 


I ONCE was a maid, though I cannot tell when, 
And still my delight is in proper young men; 
Some one, of a troop of dragoons, was my daddie, 
No wonder I’m fond of a soger laddie. 


The first of my loves was a swaggering blade, 

To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 

His leg was so tight, and his check was so ruddy, 
Transported I was with my soger laddie. 


But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch, 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church ; 
He ventured the soul, and I risked the body, 
’Twas then I proved false to my soger laddie. 


Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot, 

The regiment at large for a husband I got ; 

From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 
I asked no more for the soger laddie. 


But the peace, it reduced me to beg in despair, 
Till I met my old pey at a Cunningham fair ; 
His rags regimental, they fluttered so gaudy, 
My heart, it rejoiced at my soger laddie. 


And now I have lived, I know not how long, 

And still I can join in a cup or a song; 

But whilst, with both hands, I can hold the glass 
steady, 

Here’s to thee, my hero, my soger laddie. 


PPI OP LaF 


PEGGY AND COLIN. 
( Dibdin. ) 
THERE was a jolly shepherd lad, 
And Colin was his name, 
And all unknown to her old dad, 


He, sometimes, to see Peggy came 
The object of his flame. 


One day, of his absence too secure, 
Her father thundered at the door ; 
When, fearing of his frown, 
Saysshe, ‘ Dear love, the chimney climb 
‘ Ican’t,’ cried he, ‘ there is not time, 
Besides, I shou’d tumble down.’ 


What could they do, ta’en unawares? 
They thought, and thought again; 
In closets, underneath the stairs, 
To hide himself, *twere all in vain, 
He’d soon be found ’twas plain, 


‘ Get up the chimney, love, you must,’ 
Cried she, © or else the door he’l] burst ; 


ey 
nme 
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I would not for a crown: 
Young Colin, seeing but this shift, 
F’en mounted up,—Peg lent a lift, 
And cried, ¢ don’t tumble down.’ 


With throbbing heart, now to the door 
Poor Peggy runs in haste ; 

Thinking to trick her father sure : 
But haste, the proverb says, makes waste, 
Which proverb’s here well placed. 


Her father scolded her his best, 
Called names, and said, among the rest, 
« Pray, have you seen that clown? 2 
She scarce had time to answer, no, 
When, black all over, asa crow, 
Poor Colin tumbled down. 


GLP LPAI F 


THE ALDERMAN’S THUMB. 
A GLEE. 


How wretched those, who tasteless live, 
And say, this world no joys can give, 
Why tempts yon turtle sprawling, 
Why smokes the glorious haunch ; 
Are these not joys, still calling, 
To bless our mortal paunch ? 


Oh! ’tis merry in the hall, 
When the beards wag all : 
What a noise, and what a din! 
How they glitter round the chin! 
Give me fowl, and give me fish! 
Now for some of that nice dish! 
Cut me this—cut me that! 
Send me crust and send me fat ; 
More fat! more fat! 


Some for tit-bits pulling, hauling ; 
Legs, wings, breast, head : 

Some for liquor scolding, bawling ; 
Hock, port, white, red. 


Here, ’tis cramming, cutting, slashing ; 
There, the grease and gravy splashing ; 
Look, sir! what you've done, 
Zounds! sir, you ve cut off the Alderman’s 
thumb: 

Oh! my thumb! my thumb! my thumb! 
Look, sir! what you’ve done, &c. 

Oh! ’tis merry in the hall, &c. 


POFPEIFIF 


CHARMS OF THE WORLD, FAREWELL! 


(J. P. Kemble.) 


CHARMS of the world, your wizard spell 
On me no power can prove ; 
Ambition, pleasure, wealth, farewell ! 
I give you all for love. 
When fir:t the infant Eden smiled, 
A rose’s breath the air, 
The garden world was but a wild, 
Sweet woman was not there. 
Charms of the world, &c. 


But when from Paradise to rove, 
Our erring race was driven ; 
One faithful exile, woman’s love, 
Made banishment a heaven. 
Charms of the world, &c. 


Sr ea 


AWAY WITH CARE. 
(Miss Bryant.) 
Au! why should we repine at care? 
”T will never smile the better ; 
So seize young hope with greeting fair, 
And spurn care’s galling fetter: 


Alas! one hour we live to joy, 
But grief, the youngster meeting, 
Frowns darkly on the laughing boy, 
And then his smile is fiecting. 
But banish hence our dreams of woe. 
Away with dusky sorrow 5 
We'll only live to pleasure’s glow, 
And hope glance on to-morrow. 


Though friends may yield their parting breath, 
“Why grieve because we sever ; 

For, travelling on the road to death, 

At last we meet for ever: 
Why weep for fortune’s golden store, 

Griefs fly, they care not whither ; 
"Tis but a span, then rich and poor 

Must seck the earth together. 

Then banish hence, &c. 


Oh! mirth and joy would ne’er depart, 
If memory, decaying, 
Would leave a blank within the heart, 
For happiness to play in: 
But while to life our hearts can glow, 
Remembrance sheds its power 5 
With ranging thoughts of joy and woe, 
So seize the present hour ; 
And banish hence our dreams of yore, 
A beam from pleasure borrow ; 
Tonight we’ll seek her fleeting power, 
And think of grief to-morrow, 


GF PI ISI 


THE JOLLY FISHERMAN, 
(Dibdin.) 


I AM a jolly fisherman, 
I catch what I can get, 
Still going on my better’s plan, 
| All’s fish that comes to net: 
Fish, just like men, I’ve often caught, 
Crabs, gudgeons, poor John, codfish ; 
And many a time to market brought, 
A devilish sight of odd fish. 
Thus, all are fishermen, through life, 
With weary pains and labour ; 
This baits with gold and that a wife, 
And all to catch his neighbour. 
Then praise the jolly fisherman, 
Who takes what he can get; 
Still going on his better’s plan, 
All’s fish that comes to net. 


The pike, to catch the little fly, 
Extends his greedy jaw ; 

For all the world, as you and I 
Have seen your men of law ; 

He who to laziness devotes 
His time, is, sure, a numb fish ; 

And members, who give silent votes, 
May fairly be called dumb fish : 

False friends, to eels we may compare, 
The roach resembles true ones ; 

Like gold fish, we find old friends, rare, 
Plenty as herrings, new ones. 

Then praise the jolly fisherman, &c. 


Like fish, then, mortals are a trade, 
And trapped and sold and bonght ; 
The old wife and the tender maid 
Are both with tickling caught : 
Indeed, the fair are caught, ’tis said, 
If you but throw the line in, 
With maggots, flies, or something red, 
Or any thing that’s shining : 
With small fish you must lie in wait 
For those in high condition, 
But ’tis alone a golden bait 
Can catch a learn’d physician. 
Then praise the jolly fisherman, &c. 


134 
THE NEGRO-WOMAN’S SONG. 
(Duchess of Devonshire.) 


HE loud wind roared, the rain fell fast, 
The white man yielded to the blast ; 

‘He sat him down beneath our tree, 

For weary, sad, and faint was he: 

And, ah! no wife or mother’s care, 

For him the milk or corn prepare ; 

The white man shall our pity share. 
Alas! no wife or mother’s care 

For him the milk or corn prepare ! 


The storm is o’er, the tempest past, 

And mercy’s voice has hushed the blast : 
The wind is heard in whispers low, 

The white man far away must go; 

But ever, in his heart, will bear 
Remembrance of the negro’s care. 

Go, white man, go; but with thee, bear 
The negro’s wish, the negro’s prayer ; 
Remembrance of the negro’s care. 


CLL IL LIF 


LORENZO TO JESSICA. 
(W. F. Collard.) 


SOFT, on the violet bank, sleeps the bright moon- 
beam, 
Gently the waters glide murmuring near ; 
Thus while we sit, my love, watching the stars 
gleam, 
Music’s sweet magic shall creep on our ear. 


All yon bright orbs, in their motion still quiring, 
Angel like, sing to the cherubs above ; 

Ail my fond thoughts, to my Jessy aspiring, 
Move in a concord of rapture and love. 


Night and its stillness, more sweet than the day- 
spring, 
Touches of soul-thrilling harmony prove ; 
Night and its stillness, more near to my heart, bring 
Jessica’s tender confession of love. 


eo ISL OROIP P 


THE HORN, fHE HORN, THE LUSTY 
HORN. 


A GLEE, FOR FOUR VOICES. 


(Shakspeare. ) 


WHAT shall he have that kill’d the deer ? 
His leathern skin and horns to wear ; 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 


Take you no scorn to wear the horn, 
It was a crest ere thou wert born ; 
‘Thy father’s father wore it, 

And thy father bore it : 


The horn, the hom, the lusty horn, 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 


PREF IILES 


THE BOAR-HUNTERS. 
(Translated from Weber by W. M‘Gregor Logan.) 


A WOODLAND life amid the hills 
We hunters sweetly pass away ; 

Bounding over rocks and rills, 
From dawn to set of day. 

Oh! sweet it is, at dewy morn, 
To chase the savage boar, 

And hear the echoes of the horn 
Mingled with his roar. 


de ae eae 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


LOVELY POLLY. 
(Dibdin.) 
A SAILOR’S love is void of art, 
Plain sailing to his port—the heart ; 
He knows no jealous folly : 
*Tis hard enough, at sea to war 
With boisterous elements that jar,— 
All’s peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough that, far from sight of shore 

Clouds frown, and angry billows roar 
Still is he brisk and jolly : 

And, while carousing with his mates, 

Her health he drinks—anticipates 
The smiles of lovely Polly. 


Should thunder on the horizon press, 
Mocking our signals of distress, 

E’en then dull melancholy 
Dares not intrude :—he braves the din, 
In hopes to find a calm within 

The snowy arms of Polly. 


THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 
(T. Moore.) 


TIS the last rose of summer 
Left blooming alone, 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone ; 

No flower of her kindred, 
No rose-bud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes 
Or give sigh for sigh. 


I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, 
To pine on the stem, 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 
Go sleep thou with them : 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed 

Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


So soon may I follow, 
When friendship’s decay, 
And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie withered, 
And fond ones are flown, 
Oh! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone ? 


GPL PEL F 


THE MAIL-COACH ADVENTURE. 


A MAIL-COACH adventure’s the theme of my song, 
Where curious characters we find ; 

The time seems short while we all push along, 
And there’s plenty of food for the mind ; 

Among tall men, and short men, and middle-siz’d 

men, 

And pretty little maids that’s undone ; 

With taciturn codgers, who speak now and then, 
We all dash away straight through London. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me! what a noisy, delightful, 
dirty, disagreeable, place London is, to be sure. 
Can you, sir, inform me rightly what that building 
is on the left? Oh, yes, mem, that’s the Munching- 
House, the seat of the Lord Moryer ; built by Indigo 
Jones, in the Ironic order, anda very fine building it 
is ; look at the Portugal of it, and the ornaments al] 
done in the base leavings of that well-known archi- 
tect. Sir, you would materially oblige me if you 
could possibly emigrate a little further; tor you 
and your concomitant take up more room than— 
Than what, sir? Than enough, sir. ’Tis a lie, 
sir; me and my friend are respectable tea-dealers 
in the city of London, and take up no room. A 
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lie! If you are tea-dealers, then I must affirm 
that you are a gross man, and your friend a grocer. 
Ah, you must have some canister motives for what 
you say. Come, come, gentlemen, let’s have no 
quarrelling, 


But let us all push along surprisingly gays 
With a rattle on, dash—dash away, dash away ! 


Still, question and answer merrily go round, 
And crabbed old maids throw their spleen up ; 
And grave snarling critics, with faces profound, 
Endeavour to show little Kean up. 
Some pathetically sneeze, speak the news of the 
day, 
Some cf fashions, frolic, and fun, 
While some of the opera, some of the play, 
All chatter till the journey is done. 


SPOKEN.] Stop the coach, I am sure there’s a 
dead man lying in the ditch, for I heard him groan. 
Go on, we are confounded late already, and have 
no time to look afterdead men. Dostop, dear Mr. 
Coachman, and see what is the matter. An please 
your ladyship, there’s a man in the ditch, sitting 
upright, as naked as ever he was born. A naked 
man! oh, la, I shall faint! I shall expire! I shall 
die! dear coachman, drive on and leave him; I 
insist that he shall net come into the coach, for, if 
you lift him in, I will alight, for I had rather stay 
in that place to all eternity than ride with a naked 
man, that’s what I would. Poor fellow, he has 
been robbed, and almost beaten to death. Robbed ! 
zounds, let us make all imaginable haste, or we 
shall be robbed too. Begar, madam, vat objection 
can you make to have the man vat is killed in the 
coach? he is dressed as well as the first man in de 
vorld. The first man, I grant you, Mounseer, 
Adam, for instance. You deserve a Cain for that 
observation. Ah, but are you Abel to give it me? 
I was on the Eve of doing it. Here’s language ! 
punning upon Scripture; I wish I was out of the 
coach, my goodness!—They’ll all be punished, 
that’s one good thing—My goodness ! 

So we all push along surprisingly gay, 

With a rattle on, dash—dash away, dash away! 


We arrive at the inn, the sign of the boar; 
And jump out of the coach, full of glee, 

Leave old toddlers behind, as I’ve oft done before, 
And quite merrily sit down to tea. 

And now I go forth to study characters new, 
With the clapping of hands aid my cause, 

And I will bring back more laughter for you, 
To solicit your smiles and applause. 


SPOKEN.] Well, here we’ve arrived at last, 
d-—me! For shame! my dear Peregrine, you 
have a vicked connexion of surpressions ; 1 purtests 
you never utters a syllabub without the tradition of 
some oath, but I hope the company will accuse you 
for your want of manners. We all do. Pless ma 
heart, vat a peautiful night it is; it’s for all the 
vorld as if the Young May Moon vas come again, 
and, now I have got ma telescope wid ma, I will 
take a peep at the furnament! Whata peautiful 
Plenepotentiary system, how pright is yonder plan- 
net. What planet is it, sir? Oh, sir, dat’s Jew 
Peter and his Israelites. I beg pardon, sir, you 
forgot to put any sugar in my tea. Have I ? well, 
then, here’s the sugar-basin, if you don’t like it, 
lump it. Now, that’s what he calls his bob mots. 
My dear Peregrine, why will you expose your hig- 
norance ; you know these tropics are beyond your 
reprehension, out of your spear—you must leave the 
digression of these pints to your inferiors in under- 
standing. Well, then, mother, I’ll leave them to 
you. 

So, we all push along, surprisingly gay, 

With a rattle on, dash—dash away, dash away . 


SLAG IE? 
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THE BONNY CHRIST-CHURCH BELLS. 
A ROUND, FOR THREE VOICES. 
(Dr. Aldrick, Dean of Christ-Church. ) 


Hark! the bonny Christ-Church bells: 
One, two, three, four, five, six, 
They sound so woundy great, 
So wondrous sweet, 
And they troul so merrily, metrily. 


Hark! the first, and second bell, 
That, every day, at four and ten, 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Come, come to prayers, 
And the verger trocps before the dean. 
Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the small bell at nine, 
To call the bearers home ; 
But the devil a man 
Will leave his can 
Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


GPOPL LLL 


GLORIOUS APOLLO! 
A GLEE. 
GLorious Apollo from on high beheid us 
Wandering to find a temple for his praise, 
Sent Polyhymnia hither to shield us, 
Whilst we ourselves such a structure might raise. 
Thus, then, combining, 
Hands and hearts joining, 
Sing we, in harmony, Apollo’s praise. 


Here, every generous sentiment awaking, 


Music inspiring unity and joy, 


Each social pleasure giving and partaking, 


Glee and good humour our hours employ. 
Thus, then, combining, 
Hands and hearts joining, 
Long may continue our unity and joy. 


PLES LIF? FE 


THE BIRDS ARE ALL SINGING. 
A DUET. 


(Upton. ) 
He.—Sweetly, sweetly, the birds are all singing 
She.—Merrily, merrily, the bells are all ringing ! 
While the pipe and the tabor in harmony 


play, 
He.—For Edward and Phillis are married to-day. 
Both.— For Edward and Phillis, &c. 


He.—Young Edward is generous, pleasing, and 
kind, 
She.—And Phillis, to shun him, has alter’d her 
mind. 
He.—He woo’d her, and pressed with the warmth 
of the dove, 
She.—Till Phillis grew softer, and listened to love. 
Both.—Sweetly, sweetly, the birds are all singing! 
Merrily, merrily, the bells are all ringing! 
While the pipe and the tabor in harmony 


play, tis 
For Edward and Phillis are married to-day. 


THE JEW PEDLAR SELLING A PIG. 


VATSH te matter, goot folks, 
That you pass your jokes 
On dish new fashion goots what I cry? 
Dant you know very well, 
Dat a Jew ought to shell 
Vatever a Christian will buy ; 
If itsh a long-tail’d pig, 
Or a short-tailed pig, 
Or a pig without never a tail ; 
A Jew pig, or a true pig, 
Or a pig with a cur‘ing tail. 
Though I cry no more 
Vat I sold you beiore, 
Yet, by Cot, it’s comical, too, 
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You may come for a cake, 
Widout any mistake, 
For dere’s always a cake mid a Jew. 
Buy my long-tail’d pig, &c. 
Our peoples may stare 
When dey hear dish affair, 
Lack-a-daisey, ’tis noding at all ; 
De mistaks vat you meet 
Every day in the street 
Is far vorse den for smouches to call 
A long-tail’d pig, &c. 
You may see a young man 
As tin as my hand, 
Wid his head in a counsellor’s wig ; 
And a clumsy old chap, 
In a light-horseman’s cap, 
A citizen, fat as a pig. 
A long-tail’d pig, 
Old hunkey for life 
Pig in vid a wife, 
And noding but words prevail : 
Den the pinesh, you know, 
To the proctor dey go, 
And dereby hangs a tail ; 
Of a long-tail’d pig, &c. 


&e. 


Here’s ladies of rank 
At a faro bank, 
Dere’s a barber’s bey in a gig; 
Dere’s my lord and his grace 
Vaiting in Duke’s Place, 
And here’s a Jew selling a pig. 
A long-tail’d pig, &e. 


CUSHLAMACHREE. 
(Charles Phillips.) 


DEAR Erin, how sweetly thy green bosom rises, 
An emerald set in the ring of the sea, 
Each blade of thy meadows my faithful heart 
prizes, 
Thou queen of the west, the world’s Cushla- 
machree ! 


Thy gates open wide to the poor and the stranger ; 
There smiles hospitality, hearty and free ; 
Thy friendship is seen in the moment of danger, 
And the wand’rer is welcomed with Cushlama- 
chree. 


Thy sons they are brave; but, the battle once 
over, 
In brotherly peace with their foes they agree, 
And the roseate cheeks of thy daughters discover 
The sonl-speaking blush that says Cushlama- 
chree. 


Then, flourish for ever, my dear native Erin, 
While sadly I wander, an exile from thee, 
And, firm as thy mountains, no injury fearing, 
May heaven defend its own Cushlamachree. 


CLILP2S LOO 


THE GREAT CAT-A-LANI. 
(Upton. ) 
FROM school lect loose, and free to range 
Now here, now there, at Fancy’s call, 
O let me hail the pleasing change, 
And seck the opera, park, or ball; 
And then to hear, with fond delight, 
The men all cry, by day and night, 
““ Who, who is she ?—She’s quite divine! 
«* She is, she must, she shall be mine.” 
Oh! charming, charming, charming ! 
And, while the ball of time runs by, 
And Fancy’s mirror. glads my eye, 
To rove at large shall be my lan, 
And taste of pleasure while I can. 
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And then where Fashion, ever dear, 
Holds her gay court on sportive wing— 

Transporting thought! how sweet to hear 
The Cat—great Cat-a-lani sing! 


(Imitating Madume Catalani. ) 


Nel cor piu non mi sento brillar la gioventa 
Cagion del mi tormen to anima mia 

Sei ta mi pizzi chi mi 

Stazzichi mi punzichi mi mastichi 

Che cosa é questa O ime pic ta 

Amore cuncer to che de li ra mi fa. 


Thus, thus she charms both old and young, 

Till nought is heard from every tongue 

But—Bravi! bravi! great Cat—great Cat-a-lani! 
And while the ball of time, &c. 


BOUND ’PRENTICE TO A WATERMAN. 
(Cross. ) 


BOUND ’prentice to a waterman, I learn’d a bit to 
row, 
But, bless your heart, I always was so gay, 
That to treat a little water-nymph, that took my 
heart in tow, 
I runn’d myself in debt a bit, and then I runn’d 
away, 
Singing ri tol, fol de rol, yo ho, &c. 


Board a man of war J enter’d next, and larn’d to 
quaff good fp, 
And, far from home, we scudded on s0 gay ; 
Tran my rigs, but lik’d so well my captain, crew, 
and ship, 
That, run what will, why d—me if I ever run 
away. 
Singing ri tol, fol de rol, &c. 
With glee I’ve sail’d the world all round, and 
larn’d a bit to fight, 
But, somehow, I a prisoner was ta’en ; 
So, when the mounseer jailor to my dungeon 
show’d a light, 
I blinded both his peepers, and then ran away 
again. 
Singing ri tol, fol de rol, &c. 
I’ve ran a many risks in life, on ocean and on 
shore, 
But always, like a Briton, got the day ; 
And, fighting in old England’s cause, will run as 
many more, 
But, let me face ten thousand foes, will never 
run away. 
Singing ri tol, fol de rol, &c. 


PPL PLL EF 


COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 
(T. Moore.) 


WHILE I touch the string, 
Wreathe my brow with lanrel ; 
For the ta.e I sing 
Bears, for once, a moral : 
Common Sense, one night, 
Though not used to gambols, 
Went out by moonlight, 
With Genius, on his rambles, 


Common Sense went on, 
Many wise things saying ; 
But a light that shone 
Soon set Genius straying. 
Onc his eyes ne’er raised 
From the path before him ; 
The other idly gazed 
On each bright cloud o’er him. 


But they came at last 
To a shady river ; 
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Common Sense soon past 
Safe, as he doth ever: 
But the boy, whose look 
Was in heaven that minute, 
Never saw the brook, 
But tumbled headlong in it. 


How the wise one smiled, 
When safe o’er the torrent, 
At that youth so wild, : 
Dripping from the current : 
Sense went home to bed, 
Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, ’tis said, 
Died of that cold river. 


GIP PRPRPEIS 


HE WOOED, HE WON HER SIMPLE 
HEART. 


(Bishop. ) 


HE wooed, he won her simple heart, 
He pledged his faith sincerely ; 
But soon from her was forced to part, 
The youth she loved so dearly. 
Ah, woe! ah, woe! the day 
Her love for ever left her; 
Ah! woe that hapless day 
Of every joy bereft her. 


On hostile plains, far, far away, 
The Moorish squadron braving, 
He died a hero’s death, they say, 
The Christian banner saving. 
Ah, woe! ah, woe! the day, &c. 


PP OL PIP IL 


IRISH MEDLEY. 
( Bryant.) 


OH, the moment was sad when my love and I 

- parted, ‘ 
Savourneen, &c. 

I kissed off the tear, and was nigh broken hearted— 

For Moll Brook she wént to be shaved, 

And the barber cut her— 

Sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so green. 

Whoe’er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair, 

An Irishman all in his glory is there, 

With his— 

Shining daisy, you’re fat and greasy, 

In the chimney corner you sit with— 

_ 0, Mavrone, how the girls would look at me ; 

My own pretty face in their samples they’d work ; 

To me they would come, with each copy and sum, 

To ax the opinion of— 

My wife, she’s a giggling young thing, 

She will not be ruled by me, for— 

I was the boy for bewitching ’em, 

Whether good humour’d or coy, 

All cried, while I was beseeching ’em,— 

O, whack ! 

' Cupid’s a manakin, 

Straight at my heart he hit me a poulter, 

Good lack! Judy O’Flannigan, 

She was the oie 

For when I was a serving my time at Droghadee, 

Minding my work, just as I ought to be, . 

My master’s fair daughter, Miss Biddy O’Dogherty, 

Bored a hole in the heart of— 

Merry Matt, and sturdy Pat, and merry Morgan 

Murphy, O, 

With Murdoch Maggs and Turloch Keggs, 

Mack Lochlan, and Dick Durfy, O: 

And then the girls, dressed out in whites, 

Led on by Dad O’Rielly, O, 

All jigging, while the merry pipes 

Struck up— 

Oh, dear, what can the matter be, 
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Dear, dear, what can the matter be— 

For my grandsire beat a drum so neat, 

His name was Darby Kelly, O— 

With a whack, row de dow, &c. 


GPPLPALIIF 


HERE’S THE BOWER. 
(T. Moore.) 


HERE’s the bower she loved so much, 
And here’s the tree she planted ; 
Here’s the harp she used to touch, 
Oh! how that touch enchanted : 
Roses now unheeded sigh, 
Where’s the hand to wreathe them ? 
Songs aroun neglected lie, 
Where’s the lip to breathe them? 


Spring may bloom, but she we loved 
Ne’er shall feel its sweetness ; 

Time, that once so flectly moved, 
Now hath lost its fleetness. 

Years were days when here she strayed, 
Days were moments near her; 

Heaven ne’er formed a brighter maid, 
Nor pity wept a dearer. 


a a a ae 


THE CALAIS PACKET. 


WHO0’s for Calais, the packet is sailing now, 
Pray, make haste, or you'll all be too late ; 
Leave your lunch, no time for regaling now ; 
Pray can’t you beg of the Captain to wait ; 
Wind and tide never stay, 
Come, haste now, let’s away ; 
Here, waiter, what’s to pay, all’s ready now. 


O charming, ‘and very like Twickenham ferry, 
Is crossing over to Calais, I vow! 


SPOKEN.] Now, sir, if you mean to go, you 
must come. I am only taking leave of my rela- 
tions. O, we hav’n’t time to take leave of rela- 
tions now. La, Captain, how I have run, Iam 
quite out of breath. They told me you were gone ; 
I had no time to eat my lunch, and hardly time 
to pay for it. Never mind your lunch, sir, it will 
be all the same in an hour’stime. Why, Captain, 
there’s no fear, is there? Yes, ma’am, plenty of 
fear, but no danger. Dear me, how shall I get 
on board. This way, ma’am, step on this plank. 
That! bless me, it’s no broader than a two-penny 
ribbon ; I am as giddy as a goose, and I shouldn’t 
like a duck. That lady’s afraid of a pitch in. Goose, 
duck, and pigeon, what a horrid pun! that fellow 
deserves to be sent to the Poultry Compter for it. 
Take care; oh! Iam so frightful. You are, in- 
deed, ma’am. Stop the ship, the Captain don’t 
know his way. I say, Captain. O, don’t bother 
me with your nonsense. I want to ask you a ques- 
tion, Captain,—pray how’s the wind? Pretty 
well, thankee, how are you? Pray, Captain, how 
far are we from Calais? A little better than five 
leagues. A little better; a little worse, you 
mean. Well, never you mind, you'll be there 
first. Why, sir, youre half seas over already. 
O dear, how nice we are going along; I do like i 
so; I an’t sick a bit; what a way we are from 
Dover already: there, I do think I see the spires 
of Calais. Where, where? Where ? why at Ca- 
lais, to be sure. Well, sir, you have no occasion 
to be so sharp; I don’t suppose you saw them at 
Deal. Talking of Deal, who’s fora rubber? | 
doesn’t allow of no cards on board my wessel. 
Well, Twizzle, how do you like it? O, I like it 
wery much, it’s just like sailing to Twickenham on 
a Sunday, only it’s a little broaderer and a little 
I should like to have asong ; what 
do you think of the ‘ Storm.’ O, don’t mention 
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it! Pa, sing that song you sung when we went to 
Chelsea, in the funny. That funny was a wherry, 
my dear. Oh, was it? why then it was wery 
funny ,—for 


How pleasant, and very like Twickenham ferry, 
Is crossing from Dover to Calais, I vow. 


All so gay when we entered the packet here, 
Half seas over, the scene is quite changed 5 
Wind against us, confusion and racket here ; 
Sickly visages, and toilets deranged, 
I shall be ill, I fear, 
I feel a little queer, 
Can’t we go back? my dear; that’s too late now. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! oh! I never was so ill in all my 
life. Oh! oh! Sarve you right, you would come 
a pleasuring ; now you've got your belly full of it. 
I wish I hadn’t come, I’m so giddy; the next time 
I go to France, I’ll go the whole of the way by 
land. Isay, look at Twizzle, he said he should 
enjoy it, I’ll speak to him. No, don’t. Yes, I 
must; see what a pickle he isin. No, don’t; it 
will be cruel. I say, Twizzle, how do you find 
yourself? you seem to be very poorly. Oh! Oh! 
Oh! (imitation of sickness.) Ah, Pips, how do, 
Pips? you seem to be hard at it there; I am going 
down, can I bring up any thing for you? Who’s 
for a fat mutton chop? I was as well as ever I 
was in all my life, till that fellow mentioned the 
mutton chop. Well, never mind, keep a good 
heart. Keep—a man need have a stomach of iron 
to keep anything, I think. O dear, Molly! Molly! 
where’s my servant, I’mdying. So am I, ma’am, 
and can’t come. How dare you be ill when I want 
you. Captain, Captain, bring me the brandy bot- 
tle, I’m going to go. Pray, Captain, was any 
person ever lost here? No, sir, several’s been 
drowned, but we always found them again. Sir, 
the next time you’re taken so, I’d thank you to 
turn your head; you’ve quite spoiled my wife’s 
pelisse. If people’s taken suddenly, people can’t 
help other people’s pelisses, sir. Captain, could I 
lay down a bit? Yes, sir, there’s a bed below, 
there’s only three in it. Captain, my hat’s over- 
board. Never mind your hat, sir. I shouldn’t, 
but my wig is init. There’sa whale. A whale ! 
where, where? I’d give a hundred guineas to see 
a whale; never see a whale in all my life. No, 
sir, it’s only a mispronuncification, sir, that’s all ; 
it’s my vife’s wail, what she wears over her vig, 
sir, that’s all. O, isit? Then 


How charming, and very like Twickenham ferry, 
Is crossing over to Calais, I vow. 


Full six hours after sailing from Dover, 
Safely anchored at Calais at last ; 
All forgetting their sufferings now over, 
But what’s to follow is worse than the past. 
Can’t make the pier, good lack, 
Carried on shore pick-a-back, 
Souse in the water smack, these are the joys now. 


SPOKEN.]| Tell me, Captain, can’t you make 
the pier of Calais? Yes, and I can run foul of 
the bar, too. No, no, I bar that, says Twizzle. 
Where’s the breakers? There, a-head. What’s 
he say, ah, break my head. No, no, the break- 
ers a-head. What’s that the bar? dear me, I 
always thought it wasa large pole of iron. And 
I always thought it was like Temple-Bar! . Cap- 
tain, how are we to go ashore—in a boat? No, I 
wish we could, ma’am. How are we togo on shore 
then? As well as we can, ma’am; there, these 
two stout Frenchmen will carry you on their shoul- 
ders. Particularly horrid! I declare I am so 
giddy, I don’t know, I declare, whethcr I am on 
my head ormy heels. Oh, you’re right side upper- 


most now, ma’am, depend spon it. Oh, Oh, U’m 
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black and blue already, these fellows are pinching 
and pulling me about so. I say, Twizzle, do you 
twig that lady’s legs on the two fellows’ backs, 
carrying her through the water. Legs: millposts, 
you mean. Why, yes, as you say, she don’t 
stand upon trifles—for 


How charming, and very like Twickenham ferry, 
Is crossing over to Calais, I vow. 


PPP POLIF 


THE POWERS OF LIQUOR AND LOVE 
(Cooper. ) 


SwEET Kilruddery, where I was born, 
When my mother was dying with grief, 
For she seemed, as I’ve heard, all forlorn, 

Till I, Thady, did give her relief ; 
Then she called me her own Ivish lad ; 
Her jewel, her son, and her heir; 
And my father was mightily glad 
That myself came to add to his care. 


From my youth, my fond parents with pride 
And delight how they gazed on their son ; 
They gave me good learning, beside, 
From my service they bade me not run ; 
But the best thing they gave me, I thought, 
Was a bottle of whiskey to drink ; 
And drinking has still been my fault, 
For of nothing but drinking I think. 


Oh, yes! by the powers! I’d forgot, 
There is something else runs in my head ; 
Tis love, and it has been my lot 
By liquor and love to be led ; 
For the liquor my senses does drown, 
Whilst love seizes hold of my heart 5 
Till, at length, such good friends they are grown, 
That I swear from ’em never to part. 


PLIGG L?IFL F 


WEDLOCK IS A TICKLISH THING. 
A PARODY. 


WEDLOCK is a ticklish thing ; 
Hey! merrily ho! and ho! merrily hey ! 
And will joy or sorrow bring, 
Hey! merrily ho! &c. 

Oh ! how delightful 

Glides their time away, 
Who, never spiteful, 

Only toy and play. 

SPOKEN, in imitation of Man and Wife.|— 
He. Will you take a walk, my dear ?—She. With 
great pleasure, my love.—He. Then pray put on 
your clogs, for it is very damp.—She. And do you 
put on your great coat, for fear of catching cold.— 
He. Oh! thank you, my darling, for your tender 
care. Oh! 


Wedlock’s joys are soft and sweet, 
Hey! merrily ho! &c. 
When fond hearts in union meet, 
Hey! merrily hey! &c. 
Let us only change the scene, 
Ho! terrible, hey! and hey! terrible, oh! 
Take a peep behind the screen, 
Ho! terrible, hey! &c. 
What she proposes, , 
Be it good or bad, 
He still opposes, 
Till he drives her mad! 


SPOKEN, in wnitation of Man and Wife.J— 
She. Do you dine at home to-day, sir?—He. Can’t 
tell.—She. What shall I order for dinner ?—He. 
What you like.—She. Should you like chicken 
boiled or roasted ?—He. Neither ; I hate chicken. 
—She. Then what will you have?— He. Nothing. 
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—She. Oh! 
ma’am.—Thus, 


Oh! wedlock is a dreadful state ; 
Ho! terrible, hey! &c. 
When cold hearts are join’d by fate, 
Ho! terrible, hey! &c. 


LIP L aL EF 


LIFE LET US CHERISH. 


LIFE let us cherish while yet the taper glows, 
And the fresh floweret pluck e’er it close ; 
Why are we fond of toil and care, 
Why choose the rankling thorn to wear ; 
And, heedless, by the lily stray, 
Which blossoms in our way? 

/ Life let us cherish, &c. 


When clouds obscure the atmosphere, 
And forked lightnings rend the air ; 
The sun resumes his silver crest, 
And smiles adown the west. 
Life let us cherish, &c. 


The genial seasons soon are o’er, 
Then let us, ere we quit the shore, 
Contentment seek, it is life’s zest, 
The sunshine of the breast. 
Life let us cherish, &c. 


Away with every toil and care, 
And cease the rankling thorn to wear, 
With manful hearts lite’s conflict meet, 
Till death sounds the retreat. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 


GLA LLLAIE? 


THE FOX AND THE CROW. 


Ir chanced, one day, that a Crow so black, 
Down ina meadow so green, 
Had stolen a crust from a pedlar’s pack, 
And carried it off unseen ; 
Up in an apple-tree flew the crow, 
And, ere she the taste of her prize could know, 
A Fox came by and stood below, 
All in a meadow so green. 


Says Renard, Jove’s eagle sure I see, 
Up in a tree, so high ; 
Says the Crow to herself, he surely means me, 
And a very fine bird am I. 
What eyes, says Renard, and what an air, 
That plumage, so divinely fair, © 
Never was beauty seen so rare 
Up in a tree so high 


The Crow, enchanted, clapt her wings, 
Alack! and a well-a-day, 

Says Renard, I’m sure that angel sings, 
Could I but hear the lay : 

The Crow looked round at what he said, 

For flattery often turns the head ; 


She opened her mouth and she dropped her bread, 


Renard caught it and galloped away. 


GSLOFLIIL 


THE SAVOYARD’S RETURN. 
(H. K. White.) 


Ou! yonder is the well known spot, 
My dear, my long lost native home ; 
Oh! welcome is yon little cot 
Where I shall rest, no more to roam : 
Oh! I have travelled far and wide, 

O’er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each province, have I tried, 
And sung and danced my saraband ; 
But all their charms could not prevail 

To steal my heart from yonder vale. 


Of distant climes, the false report, 
It lured me from my native land 4 


very well, sir'—He. Very weil, 


it bade me rove, my sole support 
My cymbals and my saraband : 
The woody dell, the hanging rock, 
The chamois, skipping o’er the heights, 
The plain, adorned with many a flock, 
And, oh, a thousand more delights 
That grace yon dear beloved retreat, 
Have backward won my weary feet. 


Now safe returned, with wandering tired, 
No more my little home Ill leave, 
And many a tale of what I’ve seen 
Shall while away the winter’s eve. 
Oh, I have wander’d far and wide, 
O’er many a distant foreign land, 
Each place, each province, have I tried, 
And sung and danced my saraband, 
But all their charms could not prevail 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 


PPPOE IL IF 


AH, SURE A PAIR WAS NEVER SEEN. 
(Sheridan. ) 


AH, sure a pair was never seen 
So justly formed to meet by nature, 
The youth excelling is in mien, 
The maid in every grace of feature. 
Oh, how happy are such lovers, 
When kindred beauties each discovers, 
For surely she 
Was made for thee, 
And thou to bless this lovely creature. 


So mind your looks, your children thence 
Will early learn the task of duty, 
The boys with all their father’s sense, 
The girls with all their mother’s beauty. 
Oh, how happy to inherit 
At once such graces and such spirit, 
Thus, while you live, 
May Fortune give 
Each blessing equal to your merit. 


GLIGI IPF 


JOLLY MORTALS, FILL YOUR GLASSES. 


(G. Carey.) 


JoLLY mortals, fill your glasses ! 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces 5 
Who’d for love or beauty pine. 


Look within the bowl that’s flowing 
And a thousand charms you'll find 

More than Phillis has, though going, 
In a moment, to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council-board, 

He subdued the world by drinking 
More than by his conquering sword. 


PLILP LP IL 


CHAPTER OF NAILS. 


My merry gentle people, pray 
Will you list a minute, 

For, though my song it is not long, 
There’s something comic in it. 

To sing of nails, if you’ll permit, 
My sportive muse intends, sirs, 

A subject which I now have pat 
Just at my fingers’ ends, sirs. 


The world it is a bag of nails, 
And some are very queer ones, 

And some are flats, and some are sharps, 
And some are very dear ones. 

We’ve sprigs, and spikes, and sparables, 
Some little, great, and small, sir, 

Some folks love nails with monstrous heads, 
And some love none at all, sir. 
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The bachelor’s a hob-nail, 
He rusts for want of use, sir, 
The misers they’re no nails at all, 
They’re all a pack of screws, sir. 
An enemy will get some clouts 
If here they chance to roam, sir, 
For Englishmen, like hammers, will 
Be sure to drive them home, sir. 


The doctor nails you with his bill, 

Which often proves a sore nail; 
The undertaker wishes you 

As dead as any.door-nail. 
You'll often find each agent 

To be nailing his employer ; 
The lawyer nails his client, 

And the devil nails the lawyer. 


Dame Fortune is a brad-awl, 
Ana often does contrive it 
To make each nail go easily 
Where’er she please to drive it. 
Then, if I gain your kind applause 
For what I’ve sung or said, sir, 
Then you'll admit that I have hit 
The right nail on the head, sir. 


PLE IPE? FP 


THE LAST WORDS OF MARMION. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


THE war, that for a space did fail, 
Now, trebly-thundering, swelled the gue, 
And ‘ Stanley” was the cry : 
A light on Marmion’s visage spread, 
-And fired his glazing eye: 
With dying hand above his head, 
He shook the fragment of his blade, 
And shouted “ Victory!” 
“* Charge, Chester, charge! on, Stanley, on 
Were the last words of Marmion. 


p> 


POPOL IE GIP. 


COMIN’ THROUGH THE RYE. 


GIN a body meet a body 
Comin’ through the rye, 

Gin a body kiss a body 
Need a body cry ? 

Ika body has a body, 
Ne’er a ane hae I; 

But a the lads they lo’e me, 
And what the waur am I? 


Gin a body meet a body 
Comin’ frae the well, 
Gin a body kiss a body 
Need a body tell ? 
Ilka body has a body, &c. 


Gin a body meet a body 
Comin’ frae the town, 
Gin a body kiss a body 
Need a body frown. 
Ika Jenny has her jockey, &c. 


POPP EL IF 


NO PLEASURE LIKE HUNTING IS FOUND. 


Do you hear, brother sportsman, the sound of the 
horn, 
And yet the sweet pleasure decline? 
For shame ! rouse your senses, and, ere it ismorn, 
With me the sweet melody join. 
Through the wood and the valley the traitor we’l] 
rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies : 
While hounds, in full cry, through hedges shall 
fiy, 
And chase the swift hare till he dies! 


Then, saddle your steed, to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair ; 
No pastime in life greater happiness yields 
Than chasing the fox or the hare. 
For such comforts, my friend, on the sportsmar 
attend, 
No pleasure like hunting is found ; 
For, when it is o’er, as brisk as before, 
Next morning we spurn up the ground. 


THE DYING SOLDIERS’ FAREWELL. 
( Burns.) 


FAREWELL, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 
ye skies, 
Now gay with the bright setting sun! 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear tender 
ties, 
Our race of existence is run ! 


Thou grim king of terrors! thou life’s gloomy foe. 
Go frighten the coward and slave ; 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant! but know, 
No terrors hast thou to the brave. 


Thou strik’st the dull peasant— he sinks in the 
dark, 
Nor saves e’en the wreck of a name ; 
Thou strik’st the young hero—a glorious mark! 
He falls in the blaze of his fame! 


In the field of proud honour, our swords in our 
hands, 
Our King and our Country to save— 
While victory shines on life’s last ebbing sands, 
Oh! who would not rest with the brave! 


GLI IPL IX 


YOUNG SHANDY ; 
OR, THE BOTTLE. 
Bryant. ) 


OH, Darby lov’d Katty O’Whack, a sweet little 
maid to be sure, 
She had a big hump at her back, but the girl was 
devilish poor ; 
Now she lived in the Bruff, and the boys they all 
call’d her the dandy, 
For on love she preached sermons enough, still she 
lov’d none but Darby O’Shandy. 
With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, 
Filliloo, maviro, crack, 
With smilliloo, smilliloo, la, 
Singing—huzza for Katty O’Whack ! 


Faith, she lov’d him by day and by night, 

But lov’d whiskey much better than Shandy, 
And she swore that for him she would fight, 

For she used the shellelagh quite handy ; 
Now she fought through a fair with such glee 

That the devil himself could not stand her, 
And, in troth now, if you believe me, 

She was as big as the great Alexander. 

With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, &c. 


Now, to tell you the truth, since the truth is the go, 
And we must not at niceties stand, 
Therefore it is proper you know 
Something more of this queen of our land; 
She married poor Darby, ’tis true, 
But the devil so coax’d her dry throttle, 
That one night at the whiskey she flew, 
And, be d——d, but she swallow’d the bottle. 
With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, &c. 


Now, the bottle gave Katty no pain, 
For she had a mighty big throttle, 
And it ne’er enter’d Darby’s poor brain 
That Kate carried a chest for her bottle. 
At length the report went about 
That poor Kate was in labour far gone, 


: 
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And the villagers came to the rout, 
To see Mr. O’Shandy’s sweet son. 
With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, &c. 


The midwife, as blind as a bat, 
When the secret was quickly unfurled, 
. That an angel of Darby’s and Kat 
Had shown its sweet phiz in the world, 
When the midwife came forward to show 
A spalpeen wrapped up to the throttle, 
Says the girls it’s a beauty we know, 
But they jump’d when they gazed on a bottle. 
With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, &c. 


They look’d at the thing in and out. 

Faith they look’d, and they look’d, too, again, 
And they found a small cork in the snout 

Of a bottle which show’d itself plain ; 
The villagers laughed at the joke, 

They sent for some juice for Kate’s throttle, 
And, while they so merrily smoke, 

Drink—long life to young Shandy, the bottle. 

With a ditheroo, duddrio, la, &c. 


GOLELIGP 


THERE BE NONE OF BEAUTY’S DAUGH- 
TERS LIKE THEE. — 
( Byron.) 
THERE be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee, 
And like music on the waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me. 
When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean’s pausing, 
The waves lie still and gleaming, 
And the lull’d winds seem dreaming. 


And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o’er the deep, 

Whose breast is gently heaving, 
As an infant’s asleep. 

So the spirit bows before thee, 

To listen and adore thee, 

With a full but soft emotion, 

Like the swell of summer’s ocean. 


AULD ROBIN GREY. 
(Lady Anne Lindsay.) 


WHEN the sheep were in the fauld, and the kye 4 
at hane, 

And 4 the warld to sleep are gane, 

‘The waes of my heart fa in showers frae my ée 

When my gudeman lies sound by me; 

Young Jamie loo’d me weel, and he sought me for 
his bride, 

But, saving of a crown, he had naething beside ; 

To mak that crown a pound, my Jamie ga’ed to 
sea, 

And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He had nae been awa a week, but only twa, 

When my mither she fell sick, and our cow was 
stoun awa 

My father brak his arm, and my Jamie at the sea, 

And Auld Robin Grey cam a courting to me ; 

My father could na work, and my mither could na 


spin 

I toiled day and night, but their bread I could na 
win ; 

Auld Rob maintain’d them baith, and wi tears in 
his ée, 


Said, “ Jenny, for their sakes, O marry me 12 


My heart it said na, I look’d for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was a 
wreck ; 

The ship it was a wreck, why did na Jenny die, 

And why do I live to say—O waes me! 
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Auld Robin argued sair, though my mither did na 
speak, 

She looked in my face till my heart was like to 
break ; 

So I gied him my hand, though my heart was at 
the sea, 

And Auld Robin Grey is gudeman to me. 


I had na been a wife a week, but only four, 


When, sitting sae mournfully at the door, 


I saw my J amie’s wraith, for I could na think it 
he, 


Till he said—** I’ve come back for to marry thee,” 


O sair did we greet, and muckle did we say, 

We took but ae kiss, and we tore ourselves away, 
I wish I were dead, but I’m no like to die, 

And why do I live to say--O waes me! 


I gang like a ghaist and carena to spin ; 

I dare na think of Jamie for that would be a sin ; 
But I'll do my best a gude wife to be, 

For Auld Robin Grey’s kind to me. 


GP II PIPL 


CLOD’S JOURNEY TO LUNNUN. 


THOUGHT I to myself, one day sitting at home, 


I’ve a nation great mind up to Lunnun to roam ; 

So to get me there quickly I went to the book, 

And a place in the new flying-waggon I took. 
Tol de rol, &c, 


The first thing I seed when I entered the town, 
Were a large sight of bridges rang’d up and down , 
And the waggonner told I, as one I’ve pass’d over, 
They were going to build one from Calais to Dover. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Says I, master waggonner, that cannot be, 
So none of your funniment, pri'thee, give me, 
For great folks already too quickly there prance, 
And spend English money, shame on 7em, im 
France. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Next I went to the Park, where I see’d the great 
gun 
Which they told I a present from Spaniards did 
come ; 
A queer kind of giving 1 think, by the mass, 
We lent ’em our gold, and they paid us in brass. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then I went tothe playhouse—and, “gad, I must 


tell, 
That I relish’d the fun I see’d there mighty weel ; 
There were summat to laugh at, and summat to 
cry— 
And I grinn’d at one Clod till I thought I should 
die. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


POLO ILIF 


ANNA’S URN. 
(Burgoyne. ) 


ENCOMPASSED in an angel’s frame 
An angel’s virtues lay ; 

Too soon did heaven assert the claim, 
And called its own away. 

My Anna’s worth, my Anna’s charms, 
Must never more return ; 

What now shall fill these widowed arms? 
Ah me! my Anna’s urn. 


Can I forget that bliss refined 
Which blest when her I knew, 

Our hearts, in sacred bonds entwined, 
Were bound by love too true. 

The rural train, which once were used 
In festive dance to turn, 

So pleased when Anna they amused, 
Now, weeping, deck her urn. 
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The soul escaping from its chain, 
She clasped me to her breast ; 

To part with thee is all my pain 
She cried—then sank to rest. 

While Memory shall her seat retain, 
From beauteous Anna torn, 

My heart shall breathe its ceaseless strain 
Of sorrow o’er her urn. 


There, with the earliest dawn, a dove 
Jaments her murdered mate ; 

There, Philomela, lost to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate. 

With yew and ivy round me spread, 
My Anna there Ill mourn; 

For all my soul, now she is dead, 
Concentres in her urn. 


GES LEI 


THE HAPPY MASON. 
Air—< The Miller of Mansfield.” 


How happy the Mason, whose bosom still flows 
With friendship, and ever most cheerfully glows ; 
The effects of the mystery lodged in his breast—- 
Mysteries revered—and by princes possest. 
Our friend and our bottle we best can enjoy, 

No rancour or envy our quiet annoy. 


Our plumb-line and compass, our square, and our 


tools, 
Direct all our actions in virtue’s fair rules. 


‘To Mars and to Venus we’re equally true, 

Our hearts can enliven, our arms can subdue ; 

Let the enemy tell, and the ladies declare, 

No class or profession with Masons compare ; 

To give us a lustre we ne'er need a crest, 

Since honour and virtue remain in our breast, 

We'll charm the rude world when we clap, laugh, 
and sing, 

If so happy a Mason, say who'd be a king? 


CPL EL ESF 


THE MID-WATCH. 
( Sheridan.) 
WHEN “tis night and the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling mists hang o’er the darkened 
main, 
Then sailors think of their far-distant home, 
And of those friends they ne’er may see again. 
But when the fight’s begun, 
Each serving at his gun, 
Should any thought of them come o’er his mind, 
We think but should the day be won, 
How ’twill cheer 
Their hearts to hear 
That their old companion he was one. 


Or, my lad, if you a mistress kind 
Have left on shore, some pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth listen to the wind, 
And sighs to think how it may fare with you! 
Oh! when the fight’s begun, 
Each serving at his gun, 
Should any thought of her come o’er his mind, 
Think only, should the day be won, 
How ’twill cheer 
Her heart to hear 
That her own true sailor he was one. 


PLPILP OI? 


DRINK TO HER WHO LONG HATH 
WAKED THE POET’S SIGH. 


(T. Moore.) 


DRINK to her who long 

Hath waked the poet’s sigh ;— 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy ; 





For woman’s heart was mauce 
For minstrels’ hands alone; 
By other fingers played, 
tt yields not half the tone! 
Then drink to her, &c, 


At Beauty’s door of glass, 

Where Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They asked her what might pass? 

She answered, ‘* he whocould!”’ 
With golden key, Wealth thought 

To pass, but it wouldn’t do; 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

That cut its bright way through. 

Then drink to her, &c. 


The love that seeks a home 
Where wealth or grandeur shines, 
Is like the gloomy gnome 
That dwells in dark gold mines ! 
But oh! the poet’s love 
Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
[ts native home’s above, 
Though woman keeps it here! 
Then drink to her, &c. 


PRL ISLIP e 


SHELAH O’NEAL, 
(Burns. ) 


WHEN first I began for to sigh and to woo her, 
Of many fine things I did say a great deal, 
But, above all the rest, that which pleased her the 
best, 
Was—Och, will you marry me, Shelah O’Neal ? 
My point I soon carried, 
For straight we were married, 


| Then the weight of my burden I soon ’gan to feel, 


For she scolded, she fisted, 
O, then I enlisted, 
Left Ireland, and whiskey, and Shelah O’Neal. 


Then tired and dull-hearted, O, then I deserted, 
I fled into regions far-distant from home, 
To Frederick’s army, where none e’er could harm 
me, 
Save Shelah herself in the shape of a bomb. 
I fought every battle 
Where cannons did rattle, 
Felt sharp shot, alas! and the sharp-pointed 
steel, 
But in all my wars round, 
Thank my stars, I ne’er found 
Aught so sharp as the tongue of curs’d Shelah 
Q’Neal. 


- PLP FPP SF 


COME, AND GLOSSY PEBBLES BRING. 


CoME, and glossy pebbles bring, 
Where no sun-beams play, 
And where the little busy spring 
Low gurgles on its way. 
Bring your shells and shiny ores, 
Sea-weeds green, and coral stores! 
And ’neath the shade, 
Our grotte mado, 
We’ll listen, listen to the bells, 
Dear simple sound, that sinks and swells 
Its ding dong, ding dong dell. 


Moonshine silvering our retreat, 
Sparkling in the rill, 
Shall light our fairy flitting feet 
Around the grotto still ; 
Leaving then their moss-grown bow’rs, 
Sister Sylphs will dance the hours, 
So near, so near, 
That we shall hear 
Their steps tr:p through the dying bells 
Soft sinking sound that faintly swells 
Its ding dong, ding dong dell. 7 
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_CATO’S ADVICE. 
(H. Carey.) 


WuatT Cato advises most certainly wise is, 
Not always to labour, but sometimes to play, 
To mingle sweet pleasure with thirst after trea- 
sure, 
Indulging at night for the toils of the day : 
And while the dull miser esteems himself wiser 
His bags toincrease, while his health does de- 
cay, 
Our isitls: we enlighten, our fancy we brighten, 
And pass the long evenings, in pleasure, away. 







All cheerful and hearty, we set aside party, 
With some tender fair the bright bumper is 
crowned ; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While care in an ocean of claret is drowned ; 
See here’s our physician, we know no ambition, 
But where there’s good wine and good company 
found ; 
Thus happy together, in spite of all weather, 
?Tis sunshine and summer with us the year 
round! 


GI FPIGIHR 


OH, CRUEL! 
Air— Calder Fair.’’ 


OH, cruel vas my parents that forced my love from 
me, 
And cruel vas the press-gang that took him out to 


sea ; 

And cruel vas the little boat that rowed him from 
the strand, 

And cruel vas the great big ship that sailed him 
from the land. 
vA Too rol, too rol, &c. 

Oh! cruel vas the vater that bore my love from 
Mary, 

And cruel vas the fair vind that wouldn’t blow con- 
trary 5 

And cruel vas the boatswain, the captain, and the 
men, 

That didn’t caré a farden if we never met again. 

Too rol, too rol, &c. 


Oh! cruel vas the splinter that broke my poor love’s 


leg, ) 
Now he’s obliged to fiddle for’t, and I’m obliged 
to beg 5 
A vagabonding vagrant, and a rantipoling wife, 
We fiddles, and we limps it, through the ups and 
downs of life. 
Too rol, too rol, &c. 


Oh! cruel vas the engagement, in which my true 
love fought, 

And cruel vas the cannon-ball that knocked his 
right eye ont ; 

He used to leer and ogle me, with peepers full of 
fun, 

But now he looks askew at me, because he’s only 
one. 

Too rol, toorol, &c. 


My love he plays the fiddle well, and vanders up 


and down, 
And I follows at his helbow through all the streets 
in town ; 
We spends our days in harmony, and wery seldom 
hts, 
Except when he’s his grog aboard, or I gets queer 
at nights. 
. MORAL, 
Now, ladies, all take varning, by my true love and 
me, 
Though crue: fate should cross you, remember con, 
stancy 


Like me, you’)] be revarded, and have ail your 


heart’s delight, 


With fiddling in the morning, and a drap of max 


at night. 


PaL LLL IO 


OH! THE PLEASURES OF A PLAY. ° 


(S.-H. Payne:) 


NE’ER shall I forget the day, 
Oh! the pleasures of a play. 
Hark! hark! to the crash of the band! 
The overture’s beginning, 
With a flourish loud and grand, 
From all attention winning: 

Then a solo on the horn, 
Then the flute obligato, 

And bassoon so legato ; 

Then the hautboy all forlorn, 
Then the violin’s starato. 

Now to winding up they go, 
Chord upon chord—fortissimo. 

Bell rings—curtain rises, 

Gay scene next surprises! 
Palace rare, lady fair, 
Tyrant proud, ranting loud, 
Now fighting—now loving— 
Now constant—now roving, 

Then while her woes each heart appal, 
The tyrant and the curtain fall : 

Ne’er shall I forget the day, 

Oh! the pleasures of a play! 


PIPL POILP PIP? 


GREENWICH MOORINGS. 
(Vint. ) 

WITH timbers green, from childhood’s doch 
Buoy’d up with youthful notions, 

My roving fancy dared to mock 
The raging storms of oceans ; 

Thus braving fear, my mind became 
Well sheath’d with emulation, 

Tight rigg’d, on board the good ship Fame, 
I took an early station ; 

Nor dreamt, when first I went to sea, 
That, after hard endurings, 

It so would hap, that Tom should be 
Laid up in Greenwich moorings. 


From boy to man, from clime to clime,- 
In quest of glory roaming, 

I weather’d oft and many a time 
Rough gales, and billows foaming ; 

Where lightnings dread and thunders jar, 
Where fever’d seas are rolling ; 

Where merma’ds smile in liquid car, 
Mid tempest’s coarsest howling . 

Still Hawser’s heart was rigg’d with ges, 
In spite of all endurings ; 

Nor harboured e’er a thought, that he 
Should lie in Greenwich moorings. 


Whate’er I earn’d by sweat of brow, 
Was squander’d soon in folly ; 

Not one reflection did bestow, 
Except on lovely Molly. 

But though love’s compass still my heart 
To Molly’s charms directed, 

I ne’er from duty did depart, 
Nor Britain’s fame neglected ; 

When bit grew scant I went to sea, 
And left her fond assurings ; 

Nor thought my batter’d hulk should be 
Laid up in Greenwich moorings. 

{ made my charming girl a vow, 
That, barring all miscarriage, 

I'd take her, when return’d, in tow, 
And plough the seas of marriage: 
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But, sad reverse! poor Tom no more 
To faithless Poll enticing ; 

My starboard limb was shiver’d sore, 
Beyond the power of splicing ; 

I found the fair one’s clouded brow 
Obscur’d her late allurings— 

“Begone! she cried, ‘ you're fittest now 
To lie in Greenwich moorings.’ 


Then to our gracious king I’ll drink, 
And success to his navy ; 

Oh, may fell faction quickly sink, 
Deep grappled by old Davy! 

And here’s to every gallant tar, 
Brave soldier, and just trader ; 

In peace if Britain’s kind, in war 
He’ll check each bold invader ; 

With two limbs less than God gave me, 
I smile at past endurings, 

And booze my can of grog with glee, 
Laid up in Greenwich moorings. 


POP LF aREF? 


AWAKE, MY LOVE. 
(Allan Cunningham. ) 


AWAKE, my love, ere morning’s ray 
Throws off night’s weed of pilgrim gray; 
Ere yet the hare, cower’d close from view, 
Licks from her fleece the clover dew 3 

Or wild swan shakes her snowy wings, 

By hunters roused from secret springs ; 

Or birds upon the boughs awake, 

Till green Arbiglands’ woodlands shake. 


She comb’d her curling ringlets down, 

Laced her green jupes and clasp’d her shoon ; 
And from her home, by Preston-burn, 

Came forth the rival light of morn. 

The lark’s song dropt, now loud, now hush— 
The gold-spink answered from the bush ; 

The plover, fed on heather crop, 

Called from the misty mountain-top. 


?Tis sweet, she said, while thus the day, 
Grows into gold from silvery gray ; 

To hearken, heaven, and bush, and brake, 
Instinct with soul of song, awake, 

To see the smoke, in many a wreath, 
Stream blue from hall and bower beneath, 
Where yon blythe mower hastes along, 
With glittering scythe and rustic song. 


Yes, lovely one! and dost thou mark 

The moral of yon carolling lark? 

Tak’st thou from Nature’s counsellor tongue, 
The warning precept of her song? 

Each bird that takes the dewy grove, 
Warms its wild note with nuptial love ; 

The bird, the bee, with various sound, 
Proclaims the sweets of wedlock round. 


THE MUFFIN MAN. 
(T. Dibdin.) 

WHILE your opera-squallers fine verses are singing, 

Of heroes, and poets, and such like humgufiins ; 
While the world’s running round, like a mull ina 

sail, 

Vl ne’er bother my head with what other folks ail, 
But careless and frisky, my bell I keep ringing, 

And walk about merrily crying my mufins. 


CHORUS. 
ae white muffins, O, rare crumpets smoking, 
ot Yorkshire cakes, hot loaves and charming 
cakes, 
One a-penny, two a-penny, Yorkshire cakes. 
What matters to me, if great folks run a gadding, 
For politics, fashion, or such botheration ; 
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Let them drink as they brew, while I merrily 
bake, 
For, though I sell muffins, I’m not such a cake 
To let other fools’ fancies e’er set me a gadding, 
Or burthen my thoughts with the cares of the 
nation. 


SPOKEN.] What have I to do with politicians ? 
And for your Parliament cakes, every body knows 
they are bought and sold all over the nation. No, 
no, it’s enough for me to cry— 

Lilly white muffins, &c. 


Let sailors and soldiers, contending for glory, 
Delight in the rattle of drums and of trumpets ; 
Undertakers get living, by other folks dying ; 
While actors make money by laughing or crying ; 
Let lawyers with quizzies and quiddities bore ye, 
It’s nothing to me, while ’m crying my crum- 
pets. 


SPOKEN.] What do I care for lawyers! A’nt I 
a baker and Master of the Rolls myself :—Droll 
enough, too, for a Master of the Rolls to be cry- 
ing— Lilly white muffins, &c. 


GPLOFLIIO 


LOVE MAY RECEIVE INSTRUCTION FROM 
FLOWERS. 


(J. H. Payne.) 


FROM flowers which we twine for the Temple of 
Love, 
Love itself may instruction receive ; 
The love learn’d from Nature, comes straight from 
above, 
Her’s are lessons which cannot deceive. 


’T were surely enough to check pride in its birth, 
Ere it whispers, the heart hath betray’d , 

To know, that the sweetest flowerets on earth— 
The violet—grows in the shade. 

To souls that are bent on a stainless career, 
What a moral the sunflower supplies ; 

From morning till eve, never known to appear, 
With a look turn’d away from the skies. 


And let the soul-stricken mourner complain, 
But be taught by those blossoms of night; 
Whose solitude, darkness frowns over in vain, 

*Tis in darkness their colours are bright. 


PPE IPLPLIAL 


COME BUY MY WATER CRESSES. 


My Nanny, though thou can’st not boast 
Of title, fame, or riches ; 
Still thou art oft a lover’s toast, 
And many a swain bewitches. 
From street to street, from lane to lane, 
Her calling she professes, 
And daily cries in cheerful strain, 
Come buy my water-cresses, 
My nice young water-cresses. 
The musky rose that breathes per‘ume, 
And round its fragrance scatters ; 
Excels not Nan in beauty’s bloom, 
Though clad in humble tatters ; 
While proud ones scoff, and rich ones jeer, 
At my sweet girl’s distresses, 
She constant cries, devoid of fear, 
Come buy my water-cresses ; 
My nice young water-cresses. 
Fresh as the balmy breath of morn, 
My charmer daily rises 
‘More fair than those who wealthy born, 
Poor Nanny’s state despises ; 
Yet she, regardless of each frown, 
With lovely auburn tresses, 
Is seen to cry from town to town, 
Come buy my water-cresses ; 
My nice young water-cresses. 
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There stood old father Murphy, without hat or wig, 








BE A GOOD BOY AND TAKE CARE OF 
YOURSELF. 


WHEN I was at home, with my father and mother, 

I beat the old couple, and Teddy, my brother, 

At larning, I mean; for I handled the spade, 

And so nately I followed the turf-cutting trade. 

But old father Murphy, our parish director, 

He now and then gave me a bit of a lecture; 

Arrah, Barney, says he, you’re a frolicsome elf, 

But be a good boy, and take care of yourself. 
With your too ral lal loo, &c. 


My Judy I lov’d, and oft gave her a kiss ; 

«« Fie, Barney,” says she, but ne’er took it amiss : 

One night I took leave ; saysI, “‘ Judy, I’m off,” 

But heard, as I thought, in the closet, a cough ; 

So I opened the door, and I stared like a pig, 

There stood old father Murphy, without hat or wig ; 

«« Ariah, father,” says I, “‘ you’rea frolicsome elf, 

But be a good boy, and take care of yourself.” 
With your too ral lal loo, &c. 

I was going, when old father Murphy cried, “ stay, 

We'll setrle this matter, I’ll tell you the way, 

I'll marry you both, and then, Barney, you know 







“ Thank’e, father,” says I, “‘ but I’d much rather 
bP. 


j $0; 
Soto ould father Murphy, I bade a good night, 
And to Judy, I said, wnt you'll own was quite 
right, 
*¢ Arrah, Judy,” saysI, ‘ you’re a frolicsome elf, 
But Ill be a good boy and take care of myself.” 
With my too ral lal loo, &c. 


ne 


THE SPIRIT OF THE STORM. 


RECITATIVE. 
AT sight of each terrific form, 
All trembling and with fear oppsest, 
The halcyon quits her sea-built nest, 
Prophetic of a coming storm 


Peso? a smiling land. 


AIR. 

Loud roars the spirit of the storm, 
Their breasts the angry billows tear ; 
Bursting their bounds, they seem to arm 

And battle with the murky air; 
The mariner then calmly feels 

The perils of his hapless state ; 
Before high heaven he trembling kneels, 

And to his will resigns his fate. 
Though horrors rise upon his view, 
Resolved to steer the vessel true. 


Hoarse brays the trumpet’s throat—the while 
_ The fiends of war their fire-brands shake ; 
And carnage, on some burning pile, 


Sits brooding o’er an empire’s wreck— 
’Tis then the soldier’s manly heart 

To home one tear-drop doth bequeath ; 
Bends to that power that points the dart, 

Just midway *twixt life and death. 
Though horrors rise upon his view, 
Resolved to fight the battle true. 


Ye PI LLL 


BY HIM WE LOVE OFFENDED. 
(Sheridan. ) 

By him we love offended, 
How soon our anger flies, 

One day apart, tis ended, 
Behold him, and it dies. 

Last night your roving brother, 
Enrag’d, I bade depart, 

And sure his rude presumption 
Deserv’d to lose my heart : 

Yet, were he now before me, 
In spite of injur’d pride, 

I fear my eyes would pardon 
Before my tongue could chide. 

With truth the bold deceiver 
To me thus oit has said, 

« In vain would Clara slight me, 
In vain would she upbraid 
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No scorn those lips discover, 
Where dimples laugh the while ; 
No frowns appear resentful 
Where heaven has stamp’d a smile.” 


PLILPP POPS? 


7TIS BEAUTY HOLDS THE SCEPTRE. 
(R. W. Spencer.) 


NATURE with swiftness arm’d the horse; 
She gave the royal lion force 
His destined prey to seize on; 
To guide the swiftness of the horse, 
To tame the royal lion’s force, 
She gifted man with reason. 
Poor woman! what 
Was then our lot? 
Submission, truth, and duty.— 
Our gifts were small ; 
To balance all, 
Some god invented beauty. 


For empire, Reason made a stand, 
But long has Beauty’s conquering hand 
In due subjection kept her ; 
To rule the world let Reason boast, 
She only fills a viceroy’s post, 
’Tis Beauty holds the sceptre. 
Poor woman! what, &c. 


PLOILP PPLE 


THE MAD GIRL’S SONG. 
(J. H. L. Hunt.) 


THE lily enamels the vale, 
And roses they purple above ; 
But how can their glories prevail 
With a smile from the lips of my love ? 
But my love he was false and unkind, 
When he bade me depart from the grove : 
And Pll go ;—for I have not a mind 
That will laugh in the frowns of my love. 


I'll pick up the flowers that are dead, 
And deck all my bosom so gay, 

That love shall come, patting my head, 
And steal all their blossoms away ; 

But no, he sha’n’t rob me of these, 
Refusal his wishes shall prove ; 

For he would not, my passion to please, 
Inspire the cold breast of my love. 


{ will visit the cypress so sad, 
That hangs o’er the dark shadow’d grave ; 
And I know, though they tell me I’m mad, 
That I’ll tear off its branches to wave. 
Oh, then a sweet garland I’ll twine, 
And show all my friends how I wove F 
And all,—but the leaves, shall be mine, 
For I’ll give all the green to my love. 


But my love, I’m afraid, won’t be press’d 
To take the poor gift, though so smart ; 
For he scorn’d this fond fluttering breast, 
And all the warm wealth of my heart 
Then I’ll keep it, and twine in my hair 
The green and the boughs that I wove ; 
And, when it shall fade away there, 
Sing dirges to it and my love. 


GRIP OIPP 


THE HAPPY PEASANT. 
(Morton. ) 


THAN envied monarchs, happier still, 
Oh! happier far, the peasant ; 
No treason lurks around his mill, 
No terror breaks his slumbers pleasant. 
Yet, one must fill the royal seat, 
With care incessant pressing ; 
F’en to preserve those slumbers sweet— 
His lowly, happy, cottage blessing. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Then fly not now, O gentle sleep! 
Fly not our humble dwelling ; 
His anguish in oblivion steep, 
The image of the past repelling ; 
And such soft visions of delight 
From airy fancy borrow, 
As he deserves, whose watchful night 
From us poor peasants drives forth sorrow. 


GPPPOPIPECE SF 


THE AOLIAN HARP. 
( Dibdin.) 

AMPHION’S lute and Orpheus’ lyre 

Pleased amateurs of yore, 
Our amateurs’ loud harps inspire, 

And those we heard no more. 
Harps that assist each female charm, 
The snowy hand, and rounded arm, 
That turn with more than mortal grace , 
The stately neck, and lovely face, 
As rapidly the fingers trace 

Each natural, flat, and sharp ; 
But, most the senses to ensnare, 

Give me the soit celestial strain 
That gently floats upon the air, 
_ That all can feel, but none explain, 
Tn sounds the ear so smoothly greet, 
From the seraphic, self-played, sweet 

/Eolian harp. 


The love-sick maid her anxious pain 
Vents from yon tow’r above, 
And to the harp pours forth the strain 
Sacred to night and love. 
Now, while the lover scales the gates, 
Disdaining watch-dogs or spring-guns, 
The hour of assignation waits, 
And into every danger runs : 
Nor father, brother, husband shuns, 
Their weapons e’er so sharp ; 
The open’d window lulls his fears, 
While, softly riding on the breeze, 
Tne well-known signal to his ears 
Is gently wafted through the trees : 
Sounds the charm’d ear so smoothly greet, 
From the seraphic, self-play’d, sweet 
/Eolian harp. 


#iacn oelle, thus holding in disdain 
Avoelis and his lyre, 
Cnoumps, as she harps on the same strain, 
The catgut and the wire : 
The Irish harp, Scotch harp, Welsh harp, 
The mania nought can stop ; 
The chords they ransack, strain, and warp, 
Range from the bottom to the top, 
And shift, and turn, and change, and chop 
Each natural, flat, and sharp. 
Yet nought the senses can ensnare 
Like the dear soft celestial strain 
That gently floats upon the air, 
That all can feel but none explain, 
In sounds the ear so smoothly greet, 
From the seraphic, self-play’d, sweet 
fEolian harp. 


PLL LP EP 


SALLY ROY. 
(Rannie.) 


Fair Sally, once the village pride, 
Lies, cold and wan, in yonder valley ; 
She lost her lover, and she died ; 
Grief broke the heart of gentle Sally. _ 
Young Valliant was the hero’s name ; 
For early valour fir’d the boy, 
Who barter’d all his love for fame, 
And kill’d the hopes of Sally Roy. 
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Swift from the arms of weeping love, 
As rag’d the war in yonder valley, 
He rush’d, his martial pow’r to prove, 
While, faint with fear, sunk lovely Sally. 
At noon, she saw the youth depart ; 
At eve, she lost her darling joy ; 
Ere night, the last throb of her heart 
~ Declar’d the fate of Sally Roy. 


The virgin-train in tears are seen, 
When yellow moon-light fills the valley, 
Slow stealing o’er the dewy green, 
Towards the grave of gentle Sally ; 
And, while remembrance wakes the sigh, 
Which weans each feeling heart from joy ; 
The mournful dirge, ascending high, 
Bewails the fate of Sally Roy. 


GELPLIEF 


THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 
(Burns. ) 


Tuou hast left me ever, Jamie, 
Thou hast left me ever ; 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 
Thou hast left me ever. 

Often hast thou vowed that death 
Only should us sever, 

Now thou’st left thy lass for ay—~ 
I will see thee never! 


Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken ; 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken. 

Thou canst love another maid, 
While my heart is breaking ; 

Soon my weary eyes I'll close, 
Never more to waken, Jamie ; 

Never more to waken. 


PPI PLIIF- 


THE BLIND STAR-GAZER! 
OR, A DREADFUL PREDICTION if 
Air—“ Colin Clump’s Rambles.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 
I’m the showman, with face so brass-mounted, 
That none of the buffers can startle me ; 
The high-go of the fair I am counted, 
And wonder of wonders at Bartlemy! 


If you come to my booth, there you'll see 
A wise head—and, what’s more strangely comi- 


. 


cal, 
That the head of my blind pig will be 
Full of science and skill astronomical ! 


SPOKEN.] Walk up, ladies and gemmen ; the 
first booth in the fair, though I am the last to say 
it. Show ’em in there! the most wonderful won- 
der in the world to be seen; though blind of both 
eyes, he is a real star-gazer—none of yourshams ! 
Thank you, ma’am ; show that lady to the boxes, 
she has just paid a penny! Walk up here ! Show 
’em in there; just going to begin: all ready now 
but the brads. Now is your time; only two-pence 
a-piece, and a penny for a whole one. Here’s 
the wonderful pig from Constantinople ; only ten 
months old and speaks eleven of the learned lan- 
guages! He is just arrived from the East, and is 
as aeep as the North Star. All ready ; just going 
to begin—the— 

O-whee! whee! such a wonder true 
Bartlemy fair never knew! 


He is the Milton of swine and the Moses 

Of grunters ; I don’t blush in telling it; 
When Copernicus’ system he noses, 

He knows it from Newton's by smelling it! 





Tycho Brah, he allows, might know much, 
But accounts himself more philosophical , 
And says—Ptolemy’s wisdom was such 
As a blind pig must call phantomophical ! 


SPOKEN. | There, ladies and gemmen, there! only 
look at his proboscis ; there is a countenance ; all 
wisdoin to the tip end of his nose! ‘‘ Dear Lard, 
what a pretty creeter!’”” Pretty, ma’am, he is 
quite handsome ; beautiful as a Circassian vestal, 
or a Spanish bona-roba! Constitutionally warm, 
his ideas all are tropical; and the zenith of his 
learning is the nadir of his science 5 though he is 
blind, he knows all the stars when he looks at 
them, and can tell the left limb of the moon from 
the right end of a potatoe by astronomical instinct! 
«< Can he tell my nativity, mister?” Tl ask him,- 
ma’am. He says you live in Petticoat-lane. 
«© Dear me! that’s right; but I means my planet, 
when I was born?” I'll ask him that. He says 
Mercury and Venus were in conjunction, ma’am. 
“© Oh, ‘curse his little impudence!” Nay, don’t 
be angry, ma’am ; you see he is the real thing ; 
and, as a star-gazer, he is allowed in— 


O-whee! whee! &c. 


Had my pig been in fair requisition 
(Through his science in poles and polarity) 
To have sailed with the pole expedition 
Success would have been, without parity ! 
But he says, as the North Pole they seek 
Without him, he can clear through Mathesis sce 
The danger, if they the pole break, 
Soon the world will all tumbled to pieces be : 


SPOKEN.] There he is, ladies and gemmen ; the 
first astronomer in the world and the greatest ma~ 
thematician in Europe; areal Archimedes: knows 
the parallax of his appetite from the equator of his 
stomach, and measures the distance between his 
eye-tooth and his nasal hiatus by his tongue, with 
true mathematical accuracy ; tells all the celestial 
luminaries, from a blazing comet to a wax taper. 
<¢ Pray, sir, I would ask, does he know all the 
signs; the goat, the lion, the ram, the’—The 
ram, oh! yes, sir, he knows the ram ; that is here, 
in Smithfield. ‘“* Lard, sir, why my husband 
means the ram inthe zodiac!” Oh! yes, madam, 
he knows every thing oddyic ; but he does not like 
the ram, because it is an unchaste animal! He is 
very particular in every thing; eats nothing but 
lamb-pasties ; and, although he is blind, he won’t 
dine without a looking-glass before him; changes 
his coat three times a year, and makes a new 
almanack every month! “ Amazing!”’ Quite as- 
tonishing, ma’am! He is an— 

O-whee! whee! &c. 


SLOP LIOLEF 


CHEERILY SING THE FOX-HUNTERS’ 

ROUND. 

(East. ) 

WHEN Sol from the east had illumined the 
sphere, 
And gilded the lawns and the riv’lets so clear, 
I rose from my tent, and, like Richard, I called 
For my horse, and my hounds, too, loudly I 
bawled. 
Hark forward! my boys, Billy Meadows, he cried : 
No sooner he spoke, but old Renard he spied ; 
Overjoyed at the sight, we began for to skip; 
Tontoran went the horn, and smack went the 
whip. 
Tom Bramble scour’d forth, 
chin, ‘ 
O’erleaping a ditch—by the lord, he leaped inj; 
When, just as it happ’d, but the sly master Ren 
Was sneakingly hastening to make to his den, 


when, almost to his 
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Then away we pursued, brake, cover, and wood, 

Not quickset, nor thickset, our pleasure with- 
stood ! 


Soho! master Renard—Jack Rivers he cried; 
Old Ren, you shall die, daddy Hawthorn replied. 


All gay as the lark the green woodlands we traced, 

While the merry-ton’d horn inspired as we chased : 

No longer poor Renard his strength could he 
boast, 

To the hounds he knocked under, and gave up the 
ghost! 

‘The sports of the field, when concluded and o’er, 

We sound the horn back again over the moor; 

At night take the glass, and most cheerily sing, 

The fox-hunters’ round, not forgetting the king. 


PPILCIC IFS 


OH! TELL ME HOW TO WOO. 
(Marquis of Montrose, 1640.) 


IF doughty deeds my layde please, 
Right soone I’ll mount my steed, 
And strong his arm, and fast his seat, 

That bears frae me the meed ; 
I’ll wear thy colours in my cap, 
Thy picture next my heart ; 
And he that bends not to thine eyes 
Shall rue it to his smart : 
Then tell me how to woo thee, love, 
For thy dear sake no care I’ll take, 
Although another trow me. 


If gay attire thy fancy please, 
I'll deck thee in array, 
1’! tend thy chamber-door all night, 
And squire thee all the day! 
Tf sweetest sounds can win thine ear, 
These sounds I'll strive to catch ; 
Thy voice I'll steal to woo thysell, 
That voice which none can match. 
Then tell me how to woo, &c. 


But if fond love thy heart can gain, 
I never broke a vow ; 

No maiden lays her skaith on me,— 
I never loved but you! 

Wor you alone I ride the ring, 
For you I wear the blue, 

For you alone I strive to sing— 
Oh! tell me how to woo, &c. 


GPPLLELOIs 


LAUGHING PROHIBITED. 
( Dibdin.) 
To prove pleasure but pain some have hit on a pro- 
ject, 
We’re duller the merrier we grow ; 
Exactly the same unaccountable logic 
That talks of cold fire and warm snow ; 
For me, born by Nature 
For humour and satire, 
I sing, and I roar, and I quaff; 
Each muscle I twist it, 
I cannot resist it,— 
A finger held up makes me laugh ; 
For since Pleasure’s Joy’s parent, and Joy begets 
Mirth, 
Should the subtlest casuist or soph upon earth 
Contradict me, I’d call him an ass and a calf, 
And boldly insist, once for all, 
That the only criterion of pleasure’s to laugh, 
And sing tol de rol, lol de rol, lol. 


Vainly bountiful Nature shall fill up life’s measure 
If we’re not to enjoyment awake ; 
Churls that cautiously filtrate and analyze pleasure 
' Deserve not that little they take : 
For me who am jiggish, 
And funny, and giggish, 
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Such joys are too formal by half ; 
I roar, and I revel, 
Drive care to the devil, 
And hold both my sides while I laugh. 
For since Pleasure’s Joy’s parent, &c. 


Ihate all those pleasures we’re angling and squaring, 
And fitting and cutting by rules ; 
And, d—me,—dear me, I beg pardon for swearing, 
All that follow such fashions are fools : 
They may say what they list on’t, 
But of life I insist on’t, 
That pleasure’s the prop and the staff, 
That sets every muscle 
In a comical bustle, 
And tickles one into a laugh. 
For since Pleasure’s Joy’s parent, &e. 


POLIO LIIO SF 


THE JOYS THAT SPARKLE IN THE BOWL, 
MY BOYS. 


(Parry. ) 
IN battle some for glory seek, 
Where death terrific sways, 
While others hang on beauty’s cheek, 
And sigh away their days. 
But we, more wise, 
Shun sparkling eyes, 
That would enslave the soul ; 
We know no joys 
Like those, my boys, 
That sparkle in the bowl. 


Let love-sick swains the willow wear, 
And draughts of sorrow quaff ; 
Tis time enough to hail despair 
When grown too old to laugh. 
Let us be wise, 
Shun sparkling eyes, 
That would enslave the soul ; 
And taste the joys, 
My merry boys, 
That sparkle in the bowl. 


PPL LIL PP 


TO LIVE WITH THEE, MY LOVE. 
(Sir Walter Raleigh.) 


IF all the world and love were young, 
And truth on every shepherd’s tongue, 
These pleasures might my passion move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


But fading flowers in every field, 

To winter floods their treasure yield ; 
A honey’d tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 


Thy gown, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Are all soon withered, broke, forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 


Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 

Thy coral clasps, and amber studs, 

Can me with no enticements move 

To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, had age no need, 

Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


OLE II? 


OUR COUNTRY IS OUR SHIP, D’YE SE. 
(Cobb.) 
OuR country is our ship, d’ye see, 
A gallant vessel, too ; 


And of his fortune proud is he, 
Who’s of the Albion’s crew. 


— i 
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Each man, whate’er his station be, 
When duty’s call commands, 
Should take his stand, 
And lend a hand, 
As the common cause demands. 


And when our haughty enemies 
Our noble ship assail, 
Then all true-hearted lads despise 
What peril may prevail ; 
But, shrinking from the cause we prize, 
If lubbers skulk below, 
To the sharks 
Heave such sparks, 
They assist the common foe. 


Among ourselves, in peace, ’tis true, 
We quarrel—make a rout ; 
And, having nothing else to do, 
We fairly fight it out; 
But once the enemy in view, 
Shake hands—we soon are friends ; 
On the deck, 
Till a wreck, 
Each the common cause defends. 


SLA aLOLF 


THERE’S COMFORT IN A DROP OF GIN. 


Air—“« The White Cockade.”’—(Tapsell.) 


WHILE some roar out “‘ the Dog’s Meat Man,” 
And others chant ‘‘ Sweet Lovely Nan,” 

In praise of HopcEs’ Best I sing, 

There’s comfort in a drop of gin. 

A drop of gin, the girls they cry— 

A drop of gin, the lads reply ; 

And all who live to cry or grin, 

Find comfort in a drop of GIN. 


The grave, the gay, both rich and poor, 
For sorrow find in gin a cure ; 

The stiff old maid, with pious song, 

In private takes Old Jolly Tom, 

A drop of gin, the old girl sighs, 

Blue ruin sparkles in her eyes, 

And while she prays to keep from sin, 
Finds comfort in a drop of GIN. 


By many names dear Gin is called ; 

<<" Strip me naked,” is by porter bawled, 
<¢ Flash of lightning,” the am’rous spark, 
The dandy asks for ‘* Nancy Clark ;”’ 

«« A yard of tape,’ and many more, 
Which to repeat is quite a bore ; 

Yet all who wake to cry or grin, 

Find comfort in a drop of GIN. 


Then, while we live to laugh and sin, 
Drink our Old Friend in jolly gin; 
Care to the wind !—another glass, 
Success to trade, and smiling lass. 
Let parsons preach, and dotards scan, 
On all the worst of mortal man ; 

Yet all who lose the day or win, 

Find comfort in a drop of GIN. 


, ae ea oe 


THE TOM CAT. 
( Upton.) 


WELL, here I am to tell, 

Because it is my fancy, 
I loved a pretty girl, 

And some folks call her Nancy : 
Then Nance, I thought, loved me, 

Or else I dreamt or read so: 
And all because, d’y’see, 

Why somebody had said so. 

Fal lal, &c. 


Now ’twas but t’sther day 
I called, a little mellow, 


When out she pops the light, 
And down stairs runs a fellow : 
Says I, pray who’s been here * 
When she, who thought me boozy, 
Cries, nobody, my dear, 
’Twas only Tom, our pussy. 
Fal lal, &c. 


Oh! d—n that Tom, says I, 
If he comes here, a mousing, 
Then, Nance, my love, good bye, 
I hate your cat’s carousing. 
But we shall wed, says she, 
And everybody cries so ; 
No, that, says I, can’t be, 
When everybody lies so. 
Fal lal, &c. 


And any body now 

May take my darling Nancy ; 
Because I must allow 

She does not please my fancy : 
That Tom, that d—d Tom cat, 

Should Nance in marriage catch me, 
Some strange things may be at, 

And, now and then—may scratch me. 

Fal lal, &c. 


PILE LI? F 


THE MAID OF SNOWDON. 
(Morton. ) 


LEWELLIN with his Patience, dear, 
Was joined in wedlock’s band, 
When war’s alarms assail her ear, 
The foe invades the land : 
He march’d among the valiant throng, 
All proud of heart was he ; 
And, smiling, cried, ‘ my lovely bride, 
I'll soon return to thee.’ 
Oh, Kora, oh! oh, Kora, oh! 
V’ll soon return to thee. 


She hears the drum, the victors’ cry, 
‘ Your laurels now prepare :’ 

She views their march with eager eye, 
Her lover is not there ; 

His knapsack blue, shot thro’ and thro’, 
They laid down on her knee, 

And, sighing, cried, ‘ ah, luckless bride, 
He’ll ne’er return to thee!’ 

Oh, Korah, oh! &c. 


She lost her love, she lost her wits, 
She hasten’d far away ; 

And now on Snowdon’s cliffs she sits, 
And wildly sings her lay :— 

« My eyes I strain across the plain 
In hope my love to see, 

My joy, my pride, behold thy bride ; 
O! sweet, return to me. 

Oh, Korah, oh! &c. 


PLO LILI 


THE LABOURER’S WELCOME HOME. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE ploughman whistles o’er the furrow, 
Th2 hedger joins the vacant strain, 
The woodman sings the woodland thorough, 
The shepherd’s pipe delights the plain ; 
Where’er the anxious eve can roam, 
Or ear receive the jocund pleasure, 
Miriads of beings thronging flock, 
Of Nature’s song to join the measure, 
Till to keep time, the village clock 
Sounds sweet the labourer’s welcome home. 


The hearth swept clean, his partner smiling, 
Upon the shining table smokes 

The frugal meal; while time beguiling, 
The ale the harmless jest provokes, 
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Ye inmates of the lofty dome, 


Admire his lot,—his children playing, - 
To share his smile, 
And faithful Tray, since morn, 
Trudged with him, 


Proclaimed the labourer’s welcome home. 


Sounds, sweet, the labourer’s welcome home. 


LITTLE LOVE IS A MISCHIEVOUS BOY. 


around him flock ; 
that straying 
till the village clock 


The cheering faggot burnt to embers, 
While lares round their vigils keep, 

That power, which poor and rich remembers, 
Each thanks, and then retires to sleep : 
And now the lark climbs heaven’ 
Fresh from repose—toil’s kind reliever, 

And, furnished with his daily stock, 
His dog, his staff, his keg, his beaver, 


He travels, till the village clock 


(J. H. Payne.) ° 


LITTLE Love is a mischievous boy, 
And uses the heart like a toy ; 


Full of rapture when first he takes it, 
Then he pouts, throws it down, and breaks it. 


His smile has such witchery in it, 
That all the world wishes to win it ‘ 


But when in his cross moods they hear him, 
All wish they had never come near him. 


PLP OR LOR 


THE ALMANACK MAKER. 


(Kenney.) 


Oh, father had a jolly knack 
Of cooking up an almanack 2 

He could tell, 

Very well, 
Of eclipses and wars, 
Of Venus and Mars, 
When plots were prevented, 
Penny posts were invented, 
Of Rome’s dire reproaches, 
And the first hackney coaches : 
And he always foresaw 
There’d be frost or be thaw ; 
Much sun or much sleet, 
Much rain or much heat 
On the fourth or the seventh, 
The fifth or eleventh, 
The tenth or the fifteenth, 
The twentieth or sixteenth. 
But to guard against laughter, 

He wisely did guess 
There’d be more or less 

Day before, or day after. 


Oh, father had a jolly knack, 
Of cooking up an almanack: 
He could tell, 
Very well, 
Of aches and of pains, 
In the loins and the reins, 
In the lips and the toes, 
{mn the back and the nose : 
Of a red letter day, 
When school-boys might play ; 
When tempests would clatter, 


When earthquakes would shatter ; 


When comets would run, 
And the world be undone, 


But yet still there was laughter; 


For people would cry, 
Though he says we’re to die, 
It may be to day, or day after. 


ight and dark, high-water mark, 
igns the skies in, southing rising, 


s high dome, 


Verse terrific, hieroglyphic, 
Astronomical, all so comical. 
Oh, father had a jolly knack 
Of cooking up an almanack. 


OLPOPIOLP OR? 


THE TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


DaDpy Neptune one day to Freedom did say, 
If ever I live upon dry land, 
The spot I should hit on would be little Britain. 
Says Freedom, why that’s my own island ; 
O what a snug little island! 
A right little tight little island ! 
Search the globe round, 
None can be found, 
So happy as this little island. 


Julius Cesar, the Roman, who yielded to no man, 
Came by water—he cou’dn’t come by land; 
And Dane, Pict, and Saxon, their homes turn’d 
their backs on, 
And all for the sake of our island. 
O what a snug little island ! 
They’d have a touch at the island! 
Some were shot dead, 
Some of them fled, 
And some staid to live on the island ! 


Then a very great war-man, call’d Billy, the 
Norman, 
Cried, d—n it, I never lik’d my land ; 
It would be more handy, to leave this Norma ndy, 
And live on yon beautiful island! 
Says he, ’tis a snug little island ! 
Sha’n’t us go visit the island ? 
Hop, skip, and jump, 
There he was plump, 
And he kick’d up a dust in the island. 


But party deceit help’d the Normans to beat, 
Of traitors they managed to buy land ; 
By Dane, Saxon, or Pict, we ne’er shouid be 
lick’d, 
Had they stuck to the king of their island. 
Poor Harold, the king of the island! 
He lost both his life and his island : 
That’s very true, 
What could he do? 
Like a Briton, he died for his island! 


The Spanish Armada set out to invade her, 
Quite sure, if they ever came nigh land, 
They cou’dn’t do less than tuck up Queen Bess, 
And take their full swing in the island. 
Oh, the poor Queen and the island! 
The Dons came to plunder the island ! 
But snug in the hive, 
The Queen was alive, 
And buz was the word at the island. 


These proud puff’d up cakes thought to make ducks 
and drakes 
Of our wealth ; but they could hardly spy land, 
When our Drake had the luck to make their pride 
duck, 
And stoop to the lads of the island. 
Huzza for the lads of the island! 
The good wooden walls of the island ! 
Devil or Don, 
Let ’em come on, 
But how would they come off at the island ¢ 


Then Freedom and Neptune have hitherto kept 
tune, 
In each saying, this shall be my land ; 
Should the army of England, or all they could 
bring, land, 
We’d show’em some play for the island ; 
We'll fight for our right to the island, 
We’ll give them enough of the island, 
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Frenchmen should just 
Bite at the dust, 
But not a bit more of the island. 


OPEL PIL 


A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 
(Dibdin.) 


WHILE our minds are expanded, 
And the glass widely handed, 


No face, on this day, but in smiles shall appear ; 


And since men, all related, 
Were brothers created, 
Let us wish all creation a happy new year. 


No climate so rigid, 
So frozen, so frigid, 

But of sweet love and friendship possesses some 

spark ; 
Those in deserts, so burning, 
The night once returning, 
The light of good fellowship welcome the dark. 
Then our pleasure expanded, &c. 


All climates inherit 
Some portion of merit, 
That no vice can eclipse, or atrocity quench ; 
Nay, their virtue resuming, 
Did reason illumine, 
They’re strayed minds our good wishes we'd give 
to the French. 
Then our pleasure expanded, &c. 


Ol! FOR A PELTING SHOWER OF RAIN. 
A BURLESQUE BRAVURA. 
(Devis.) 


SWEET maid! like yon meandering stream 
My fond affections flow ; 
So brisk and clear at first they start, 
But as they cross your pebbly heart 
They squeak! they bubble! boil and steam, 
And seem to say heigho! 
Heigho! oh, oh! heigho! oh, oh! so, so, &c. 


My bosom’s fires your fierce disdain, 
Doth like a bellows blow ; 
I scorch! I burn! the flames aspire ! 
Now, cruel nymph! I faint! expire! 
9h! for a pelting shower of rain, 
To cool me ere I go! 
eigho! oh, oh! heigho! oh, oh! so, so, &c. 
But if the rain will not come down, 
Bring all the engines in the town, 
They'll do as well, you know 


PRIORI? 


STUFF THY SKIN WITH JOLLY GOOD 
ALE. 


(Bishop of Bath and Wells, 1566.) 


BACK and syde go bare, go bare, 
Both foote and hand go colde, 

But belly, God send thee good ale enough, 
Whether it be newe or olde. 


I cannot eat but little meat, 
My stomache is not good, 
But sine I think that I can drink 
With him that wears a hood ; 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, 
I am nothing a colde : 
I stuffe my skin so full within, 
Of jolly good ale and olde. _ 
Back and syde go bare, &c. 


I love not roast, but a nut-brown toste, 
And a crab layde in the fire, 

A lytle bread shall do me ’stead, 
Much breade I not desire ; 
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No frost or snow, no wind, I trow, 
Can hurt me if I wolde, 
I am so wrapt and throwly lapt 
Of jolly good ale and olde. 
Back and syde go bare, &c. 


And Tyb, my wife, that as her life 
Loveth well good ale to seek, 

Full oft drinks she, tyll ye may see 
The tears run down her cheeke 5 

Then doth she trowle to me the bowie, 
Even as a maulte-worm shoulde, 

And sayth, sweetheart, I tooke my part 
Of this jolly olde ale and good. 

Back and syde go bare, &c. 


Now, let them drynke tyll they nod and winke, 
Even as good fellows shoulde doe, 

They shall not mysse to have the blisse 
Good ale doth bring men to: 

And all poor soules that have scowred bowles, 
Or have them lustily trolde, 

God save the lives of them and their wives, 
Whether they be younge or olde. 

Back and syde go bare, &c. 


GPL LL LF 


HAIL, DIVINE URANIA, HAIL! 
(Jackson. ) 


WakE the lute and quivering strings, 
Mystic truths Urania brings. 
Friendly visitant, to thee 

We owe the depths of Masonry. 
Fairest of the virgin choir 

Warbling to the golden lyre, 
Welcome here, thy art prevail, 
Hail, divine Urania, hail! 


Here, in friendship’s sacred bow’r, 
The downy-winged and smiling’ hour 
Mirth invites, and social song, 
Nameless mysteries among. 

Crown the bowl, and fill the glass 
To every virtue, every grace, 

To the brotherhood resound 

Health, and let it thrice go round. 


We restore the times of old, 

The blooming, glorious age of gold ; 
As the new creation free, 

Bless’d with gay Euphrosyne, 

We with god-like science walk, 

And with fair Astrea talk : 
Innocence adorns the day 

Brighter than the smiles of May. 


Pour the rosy wine again, 
Wake a louder, louder, strain! 
Rapid Zephyrs, as ye fly, 

Waft our voices to the sky, 
While we celebrate the nine 
And the wonders of the trine, 
While the angels sing above, 
As we below, of peace and love. 


PPL I LIL E 


DON GIOVANNI. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


THERE liv’d in Spain, as stories tell oh, 
One Don Giovanni, 

Among the girls a deuce of a fellow; 

And he had a servant they call’d Leporello, 

With his primo, buffo, canto, basso, 
Heigho, sigh’d Don Giovanni. 


He serenaded Donna Anna, 

Did Don Giovanni, 
He swore she was more sweet than manna 35 
Then into her window he stole to trepan her, 
With his wheedle, tweedle, lango dillo, 

O wicked Don Giovanni. 
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Yo? 


The commandant, her guardian true, ae | 
Caught Don Giovanni ; 
Says he, you’re a blackguard, run, sir, do, 
I will, says Giovy, and then run him through, 
With his carte-o, tierce-o, thrust-o, pierce-o, 
And away ran Don Giovanni. 


A wedding he met, and the bride ’gan to woo 
Fic, Don Giovanni! 

I am running away, will you run away too? 

Said he. Yes, says she, I don’t care if I do; 

With my helter, skelter, questo, presto, 
What a devil was Don Giovanni. 


To a church-yard he came, being once at a lois, 
Lost Don Giovanni, 
Where the commandant’s statue sat on a stone 
horse, 
Like King Charles’ statue that’s at Charing-cross, 
With his saddle, bridle, falchion, truncheon, 
Will you give me a call? said Giovanni. 


To call on Giovanni the statue wasn’t slow, 
Bola Don Giovanni, 
Will you sup, Mr. Statue? said he :—it cried no ; 
For you must sup with me in the regions below, 
Off my brimstone, sulphur, pitch-oh, smoke-oh, 
I'll be d—n’d if I do, cried Giovanni ! 


GPE LG PPO 


STAND OFF!—I’M NOT YET WED. 
(J. H. Payne.) 


No, no, no, no,—I’m not yet wed; 
Stand off, stand off!—O fie, sir! 
Till ‘* Yes,”’ at church, these lips have said, 
You shall not them come nigh, sir. 
And yet I don’t see 
What harm there can be— 
And if there’s the bliss 
In a chance-stolen kiss 
That the minstrel so often hath vaunted Fs 
Oh it must have a spell 
More than minstrel can tell 
When by virtue to love it is granted ; 
So, I think there’s no sin, 
Just a single one in ;— 
No, no, no, no,—I’m not yet wed, &c. 


VIVE LE ROI! 
A DUET. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


For whom do you sigh ? 
Mon cher ami. 

Where does he lie? 
Dans votre lit. 

Say, is he nigh? 
En verité, oui. 

Any thing more would you ask of me? 
Say to your true love—* how do you do?” 
Eh bien '—comment vous portez-vous ? 

How here did you come? 
Travers le mer. 

Where is your home ? 
En Angleterre. 

England you love? 
Ah oui, ma foi! 

To her king you'll be true? 
Vive le roi! 


England I love for you. 
You love for me, ma foi! 

You love it too? 
Ah oui, je crois! 

How here did you come? 
Travers le mer. 

And where is your home? 
En Angleterre ! 
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From whom did you roam ? 
Mon trés joli pére. 
England I love for you. 
You love for me, ma foi. 
You love it too? 
Ah oui, je crois. 
Fidelity I expect from you ; 
Eh bien !—comment vous portez-vous. 
To her king we’ll be true ; 
Vive le roi! 


CLEP OPP? 


MR. AND MRS. PRINGLE. 


AN obstinate man had a scold for his wife, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 
They led, you'll suppose, a queer cat-and-dog life, 
Like tavern-bells, always at jingle. 
Mr. P. was a man to his word who stuck fast, 
He declared—when he’d said it, he’d said ac 
Mrs. P. stuck to her word, and would have the 
last, 
So for comfort you’ll give them some credit. 
Poor souls! 


To Richmond by water determined to go, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pringle; * 
He wanted the sail up, but she said no! 
The thoughts of it made her tingle. 
He insisted it should be put up, with a frown, 
And declared—when he’d said it he’d said it; 
She vowed if it was put up she’d pull it down, 
So for firmness you’ll give them some credit. 
Firm souls! 


For the sail then beginning to pull and to haul, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 
Says the boatman—‘* You'll into the Thames both 
fall, 
With other odd fish to mingle.” 
And into the river they sure enough roll’d 
As soon as the waterman said it ; 
So out of hot water they got into cold, 
For extremes then you'll give them some credit. 
Wet souls. 


Then the drags were procur’d, in an instant, to find 
Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 

Mrs. P. was brought up, but her spouse left behind : 
She, in tears, cried— I’m lost, I’m left single. 
At length the odd fish was lugg’d out, almost 

drown’d, 
Dispelling her fears as she said it: 
So with nursing and kissing they speecily founa 
That perversity gain’d ’em no credit. 
Loving souls! 


OPP OBPIOSF 


THE GATHERING OF CLAN CONNELL. 
(Walter Scott.) 


PIBROCH, of Donnell Dhu! 
Pibroch, of Donnell, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 
Summon Clan Connell ! 
Come away, come away, 
Haste to the summons ; 
Come in your war-array, 
Gentles and commons. 


Come from deep glen an’, 
From mountain so rocky— 
The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Iverlocky ; 
Come every hill-plaid, 
And true heart that wears one ; 
Come every steel-blade. 
And strong hand that bears one! 


Leave the deer, leave the stcer, 
Leave nets and barges— 
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Come with your fighting gear, 
Broad-swords and targes : 

Leave untended the herd, 
The flock without shelter, 

Leave the corpse uninterred, 
The bride at the altar. 


Come, as the winds come 
When forests are rended 3 
Come, as the waves come 
When navies are stranded ! 
Faster come, faster come, 
Faster and faster ; 
Chief, vassal, page, and groom, 
Tenant and master. 


Fast they come, fast they come, 
See how fast they gather; 

Wide waves the eagle’s plume 
Blended with heather. 

Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 
Forward each man set— 

Pibroch, of Donnell Dhu! 
Now for the onset ! 


COPPELL IOVP 


LEVI LYON. 


My name’s Levi Lyon, a good-natured Jew, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
But I know vat is vat, and I practish it too ; 
Peeples tink I am poor, and it suits my plan, 
And, though called a great rogue, I’m a very good 
man. 
Fal de ral laddy, &c. 


In de house, in de field, in de shop, in de street, 

Fal de ral, &c. 

I alvays make monish of all vat 1 meet ; 

I can change, I can sell, I can buy, I can lend, 

For, as I’m a good man, I’m a very good friend. 
Fal de ral laddy, &c. 


I’m called a great fool by the rest of the Jews, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
’Cause I come to shell puckles where the folksh 
wear no shoes ; 
But dish is my plan dat I means to pursue, 
Pay my price for the puckle—I’ll find the shoe. 
Fal de ral laddy, &c. 


I’ve nice Brumegem pistols as man can desire, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
I can part vid em cheap—but I[ can’t make ’em 
fire ; ‘ 
Once out of my hands, and for me dat’s enough, 
If my goods do but sell—I can swear they go off. 
Fal de ral laddy, &c. 


If I find in this country my businish thrive, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
1 don’t know but I might calculate on a vife ; 
Vether black, vite, or tawney, I shall not be nice, 
But, if she vants a good man, she must give a 
good price. 
Fal de ral laddy, &c. 


POLL LE IIF 


BRING FLOWERS. 
(Mrs. Hemans.) 


BRING flowers, young flowers, to the festal board, 

To wreathe the cup ere the wine is pour’d. 

Bring flowers! they are springing in wood and 
vale 

Their breath floats out on the southern gale, 

And the touch of the sun-beam hath waked the 


rose, 
To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 


Bring flowers, to strew in the conqueror’s path— 
He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrath! 
10* 
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He comes with the spoils of nations back ; 
The vines lie crush’d in his chariot’s track ; 
The turf looks red where he won the day ; 
Bring flowers, to die in the conquerot’s way 


Bring flowers to the captive’s lonely cell, 

They have tales of the joyous woods to tell, 

Of the free blue streams, and the glowing sky, 

And the bright world shut from his languid eye ; 

They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours, 

And a dream of his youth—bring him flowers, wild 
flowers. 


Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear! 
They were born to blush in her shining hair ; 

She is leaving the home of her childish mirth ; 
She hath bid farewell to her father’s hearth ; 

Her place is now by another’s side— 

Bring flowers, for the locks of the fair young bride. 


Bring flowers, pale flowers, o’er the bier to shed, 

A crown for the brow of the early dead! 

For this, through its Jeaves hath the white rose 
burst ; 

For this, in the woods was the violet nurs’d. 

Though they smile in vain for what once was ours, 

They are love’s last gift—bring ye flowers, pale 
flowers. 


Bring flowers to the shrine where we kneel in 
prayer ; 

They are nature’s offering, their place is there : 

They speak of hope to the fainting heart ; 

With a voice of promise they come and part. 

They sleep in dust through the wintry hours ; 

They break forth in glory ; bring flowers, bring 
flowers ! 


PPI PL PIL 


ROSABEL. 


CouLD I tune a Petrarch’s lyre, 
Still, fair maid, I could not tell 
How I love, how I admire 
Thy worth and beauty, Rosabel. 
How I love thee, Rosabel. 


Read it, then, within my eyes 
What my tongue can never tell, 
Take this pledge—a lover’s sighs, 
That still I love thee, Rosabel, 
How I love thee, Rosabel. 
THE JOLLY YOUNG WATERMAN. 
(Dibdin.) 
AND did you ne’er hear of a jolly young waterman 
Who at Blackfriars-bridge used for to ply, 
And he feather’d his oars with such skill and dex- 
terity, 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye. 
He look’d so neat, and he row’d so steadily, 
The maidens all flock’d in his boat so readily, 
And he eyed the young rogues with so charming 
an air, 
That this waterman ne’er was in want of a fare. 
What sights of fine folks he oft row’d in his 
wherry 3; 
*T was clean’d out so nice, and so painted withal 5 


_ He was always first oars when the fine city ladies 


In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall ; 
And oftentimes would they be giggling and leering ; 
But ’twas all one to Tom their gibing and jeering ; 
For loving or liking he little did care, 

For this waterman ne’er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to see how strange things happen, 
As he row’d along, thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply’d by a damsel so lovely and charming, 
That she smil’d, and so straightway in love he 

did fall. 
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And would this young damsel but banish his sor- 


row 

He’d wed her to-night—before to-morrow. 

And how should this waterman ever know care 
When he’s married, and never in want of a fare. 


ELYSIUM ON EARTH. 
(T. Moore.) 


CoME hither, come hither! by night and by day, 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone, 
Like the wave of the summer—as one dies away 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on; 
And the love that is o’er, in expiring, gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as unequalled in bliss; 
And, oh! if there is an Elysium on earth, 
It is this, it is this. © 


Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flowers of the amra just oped by a bee, 
And precious their tears as that rain from the sky 
Which turns into pearls as it falls to the sea. 
Oh! think what the kiss and smile must be worth, 

When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in 
bliss ; 
And own, if there be an Elysium on earth, 
It is this, it is this. 


Here sparkles the nectar that, hallowed by love, 
Could draw down those angels of old from their 
sphere, 
Who for wine, on this earth left the fountains above 
And oes heaven’s stars, for the eyes we have 
ere. 


And, blessed with the odour our goblet gives forth, 


What spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss ? 
For, oh! if there be an Elysium on earth, 
It is this, it is this. 


There’s 2 bliss beyond all that the minstrel has 
told, 

When two, that are linked in one heavenly tie, 
With heart never changing, and brow never cold, 

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die. 
One hour of passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss ; 
And, oh, if there be an Elysium on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 


“a GPL ILE LEFP 


GIVE ME A FACE THAT MAKES SIMPLI- 
CITY A GRACE. 


(Ben Jonson.) 


STILL to be neat, still to be dressed 
As you were going to a feast ; 

Still to be powdered, still perfumed, 
Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art’s hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweet—all is not sound, 


Give me a look, give me a face, 

That makes simplicity a grace ; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free, 
Such sweet neglect more pleaseth me 
Than all the adulteries of art,— 
They strike my eye, but not my heart. 


OP OPIEPE ? 


A BUMPER, A FRIEND, AND THE GIRL 
OF YOUR HEARD. 
(Upton. ) 
To Venus and Bacchus those spirits divine, 
I pledge in full bumpers libations on earth, 
For bisndship and love shall e’er hallow the 
shrine 


es whence all such comforts of life owe their 
virth ; 
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Though care may embitter the pleasures of man, 
’Tis wine, cheering wine, that can temper the 
smart 3 é 
Then quaff it ye mortals, and make it your plan 
To bumper a friend and a girl of your heart. 


Should envy intrude on the raptures of love, 
And her poison fraught adders malignantly hiss : 
Let constancy follow the faith of the dove, 
And the harpies shall die through sincerity’s 
kiss 5 
Then fill me a flagon, fill, fill to the brim, 
And let each good fellow with me bear a part, 
For my song and sentiments made but for him 
Who drinks to a friend and the girl of his heart. 


To sorrow or discord I ne’er turn my mind. 
What have I with the minions of trouble to do? 
With Venus’s myrtle my brows are entwin’d, 
And each throb of my heart e’er to friendship 
is true ; 
While I breathe in this world, let me taste such 
delight, 
As Bacchus and Venus can only impart; 
And like a true Briton, Ill drink day and night 
To a brotherly friend and the girl of my heart. 


THE SOLDIER’S BRIDE. 
Air—** The Bold Dragoon.’’—(Fitesimons. ) 


THE moon was beaming silver bright, 
The eye no cloud could view ; 
Her lover’s step in silent night, 
Well pleased the damsel knew, 
At midnight hour, 
Beneath the tower, 
He murmurs soft,—‘* Oh! nothing fearing, 
With thine own true soldier fly, 
And his faithful heart be cheering. 
List, dear, ’tis I, 
List, list, list, love, 
List, dear, ’tis I, 
With thine own true soldier fly. 


Then whispered love,—‘* Oh! maiden, fair, 
Ere morning sheds its ray, 
Thy lover calls, all peril dare, 
And haste, to horse, away. 
In time of need 
Yon gallant steed, 
That champs the rein, delay reproving, 
Shall each peril bear thee by 
With his master’s charmer roving ; 
List, dear, ’tis I, &c. 


And now her gallant soldier’s bride, 
She’s fled her home afar ; 
And chance, or joy, or woe betide, 
She’ll brave with him the war! 
And bless the hour 
When ’neath the tower, 
He whispered soft,—‘* Oh! nothing fearing, 
With thine own true soldier fly ; 
And his faithful heart be cheering. 
List, dear, *tis I, &c. 


PIP IP PRS 


UNBARS THE GATES OF 
LIGHT. 


(Cherry. ) 


THE morn unbars the gates of light, 

The landscape smiles in beauty bright, 
The nightingales now swell their throats, 
And on the wings of silence floats ; 
Hark! the huntsman’s horn so shrill, 

The woods around with echos fill! 

Each sportsman mounts his panting steed, 
And o’er the trembling earth they speed, 


THE MORN 
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The welkin resounds, 
* With horns and with hounds, 
Tantara, tantara, &c. 


Tne stag pursues his eager flight, 

The hunters keep their prey in sight ; 

The stanch old pack, with wondrous speed, 

Rush forward o’er each plain and mead ; 

Hark, hark! the huntsman blows his horn! 

The s‘ag’s at bay—his fate forlorn ! 

The trembling tears steal from his eyes, 

And, lost in grief, the antler dies. Z 
The welkin resounds, &c. 


| ee eee 


MAN THE BOAT, BOYS,—YEO, HEAVE, 
YEO! 
( Ward.) 
I’M a tough, true-hearted sailor, 
Careless and all that, d’ye see, 
Never at the times a railer,— 
What is time or tide to me? 
All must die when fate shall will it, 
Providence ordains it so ; 
Every bullet has its billet, 
Man the boat, boys—Yeo, heave, Yeo! 


«« Life’s at best a sea of trouble, 
«© He who fears it is a dunce ; 
«< Death, to me, an empty bubble, 
«< T can never die but once. 
<‘ Blood, if duty bids, Ill spill it, 
“« Yet I have a tear for woe ; 
<« Every bullet has its billet, &c. 


Shrouded in a hammock, glory 
Celebrates the falling brave ; 
Oh! how many, famed in story, 
Sleep below, in ocean’s cave. 
Bring the can, boys—let us fill it, 
Shall we shun the fight? oh, no! 
Every bullet has its billet, &c. 


FAITH, ’?LL AWA’ TO THE BRIDAL. 
Air—‘* Fye awa’ to the Bridal.” —(Planche.) 


FAITH, I’ll awa’ to the bridal, 
For there will be tippling there ; 
For my lady’s a going to be married, 
To whom I don’t know, and don’t care. 
But I know we shall all be as frisky 
And tipsy as pipers, good lack; 
And so that there’s plenty of whisky, 
She may marry the devil for Mac. 
So, faith, I’ll awa’ to the bridal, &c. 


I once left the bottle for Cupid, 
And bade an adieu to my glass ; 

I simpered, and sighed, and looked stupid, 
And courted a cherry-cheek’d lass. 

She turn’d out a jilt :—’twere a lie should I 
Say, that it give me no pain ; 

For sorrowing made me so dry, that I 
Took to my bottle again. 

So, faith, Ill awa’ to the bridal, &c. 


They say there’s five reasons for drinking, 
But more, I’m sure, may be got ; 
For I never could find, to my thinking, 
A reason why people should not. 
A sixth I’ll not scruple at giving, 
V’ll name it, while ’tis in my head ; 
’Tis, if you don’t drink while you’re living, 
You never will after you’re dead. 
So, faith, I’ll awa’ to the bridal, &c. 


MY HIGHLAND HOME 
(Morton. ) 


My Highland home, where tempests blow, 
And cold thy wintry looks ; 


‘Thy mountains crowned with driven snow 
And ice-bound are thy brooks ; 
But colder far the Scotsman’s heart, 
However far he roam, 
To whom these words no joy impart,— 
My native Highland home. 
Then gang with me to Scotland, dear, 
We ne’er again will roam ; 
And with thy smiles, so bonny, cheer 
My native Highland home. 


When summer comes, the heather bell 
Shall tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove, within the dell, 
Invites to peace and love: 
For blithesome is the face of day, 
And sweev’s the bonnie broom ; 
And pure the dimpling rills that play 
Around my Highland home. 
Then gang with me to Scotland, &c. 


GLI LF L LF 


THE WELSH HARPER. 


(Parry.) 
Over the sunny hills I stray, 
Tuning many a rustic lay ; 
And, sometimes, in the shadowy vales 
I sing of love and battle tales : 
Merrily, thus I spend my life, 
Though poor, my breast is free from strife 5 
The blithe old Harper called, am I, 
In the Welsh vales, *mid mountains high, 


Sometimes, before a castle gate, 

In song, a battle I relate ; 

Or, how a lord, in shepherd’s guise, 

Sought favour in a virgin’s eyes : 

With rich and poor, a welcome guest, 

No cares intrude upon my breast; 
The blithe old Harper, &c. 


When sol illumes the western sky, 
And evening zephyrs softly sigh, 
Oft time, on village green, I play, 
While, round me, dance the rustics, gay ; 
And oft, when veiled by sable night, 
The wandering shepherds I delight. 

The blithe old Harper, &c. 


OGLLE PL IF 


WHEN I DRAIN THE ROSY BOWL. 
(Fawkes. ) 


WHEN I drain the rosy bowl, 

Joy exhilarates my soul ; 

To the Nine I raise my song, 
Ever fair and ever young; 

When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counsels, then, fareweil : 
Let the winds that murmur, sweep 
All my sorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bowers, 
Full of fragrance—full of flowers ; 
When I quaff the sparkling wine, 
And my locks with roses twine, 
Then I praise life’s rural scene, 
Sweet, sequestered, and serene. 


When I sink the bow] profound, 
Richest fragrance flowing round, 
And some lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inspires the strain ; 
When from goblets, deep and wide, 
I exhaust the generous tide, 

All my soul unbends ;—J play 
Gamesome with the young and gay. 


PLL LESS 
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MERRY SOUNDS THE DRUM, AND MER- 
RY SOUNDS THE FIFE. 


(E. Knight.) 


MERRY pounds the drum, and merry sounds the 
fife, 

And merry, boys, merry, boys, is the soldier’s life ; 

Merry, merry, merry, boys, is the soldier’s life, 

For merry sounds the drum, boys, and merry 
sounds the fife. 

What, though he died in battle, still he lives in 
story, 

For immortal is the heart that beats its last in 
glory. 

Merry sounds the drum, &c. 


PPP PLR LEH 


THE FORECASTLE MAN’S THE SHIP. 
(Dibdin.) 
Your finiking sirs may, in finery, appear, 
Disdaining such tars as can hand, reef, and steer ; 
On the decks, spruce as tailors, may cautiously 
tread, 
And live at the stern, without minding the head. 
Old tough experienced sailors know, 
Where’er they take their trip, 
Whether rising on mountains, or sinking below, 
The forecastle man’s the ship. 


Your delicate fresh-water masters may treat 
With dainties, and like guttling aldermen eat; 
Turn cabins to drawing-rooms—sleep on a bed, 
And despise English biscuit, to nibble French 
bread. 
Old tough experienced sailors know, &c. 


GLP EP EPO? 


HAIL! MASONRY, THOU SACRED ART! 


HAIL! Masonry, thou sacred art! 
Of origin divine ; 
Kind partner of each social heart, 
And favourite of the nine, ; 
And favourite of the nine. 
By thee we’re taught our acts to square, 
To measure life’s short span ; 
And each infirmity to bear, 
That’s incident to man. 
By thee we’re taught, &c. 


Though Envy’s tongue should blast thy fame, 
And ignorance may sneer ; 
Yet, still thy ancient honoured name 
Is, to each brother, dear ; 
Is, to each brother, dear. 
Then strike the blow, to charge prepare, 
In this we all agree,— 
May freedom be each Mason’s care, 
<« And every Mason free.” 
Then strike the blow, &c. 


COLI LEP EP? 


LONDON CHEATS ; 
OR, WHAT ARE YOU AT? WHAT ARE YOU ARTER ? 


In London, where comical jokes go ‘ree, 
There are comical modes of cheating 3 
Birch-brooms are cut up for Souchong and Bohea, 
And plaster for bread you’re eating. 


SPOKEN.] How do you do, Mrs. Cophusalum, I 
nope you approve of the genuine tea? Oh, yes; 
new brooms sweep clean, and I have no occasion 
to buy birch ones while I deal at your shop for tea. 
There’s nothing like my cheap bread, says Doughy, 
the baker. Oh, yes, says Needy, you forget, 
wiaster of Paris is very like it. 


What are you at? each knave may cry, 
Who feels my honest rhymes ; 

What are you arter’s? my reply, 
There never was such times. 
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In Accum’s test, you will find it clear, 
For spirits of wine, read royal gin ; 
Quassia and drugs they call small beer, 

And turtle-soup is ox’s shin. 


SPOKEN.] By the powers of Poll Kelly, Mr. 
Max, but you’ve murdered my dear friend, Patrick 
O’Shaughnessy, for, after taking a noggin of your 
blue ruin, he went to blow out the candle, on step- 
ping into bed, when the poor dear creature went 
off in a blaze, and set fire to the house ; it’s all 
nothing at cll but spirits of wine, you bogtrotting 
swindler, 

What are you at? &c. 


Moist sugar is made from the best red sand, 
New milk, from whiting and water ; 

Sloe juice poisons half the land, 
And the weights get shorter and shorter. 


SPOKEN.] I hope, says Mr. Deputy Double- 
throat, you found the port I sent you last of the 
right sort? six years in bottle, sir; I warrant it 
made your heart glad. You mean my bowels, 
Mr. Deputy; out of six friends whom I invited to 
partake of it, four have already been booked, in- 
side, for the other world,—and me and my dear 
Mrs. Fribble have been confined with inflammation 
ever since: instead of importer of foreign wines, 
Mr. Deputy, I’d have you write up, retailer of 
English poisons. 

What are you at? &c. 


Turkey coffee is horse-beans ground, 
Irish eggs are boiled in lime ; 

In every trade deception’s found, 
Except it be in yours or mine. 


SPOKEN.] There’s more milk drank in London 
in a week than all the cows in England could give 
in a fortnight,—says Blunderskull, how can that 
be, you pump ?—why, says a plasterer, two-thirds 
of it, you judy, is white-wash. 

What are youat? &c. 


POLLEP PPP 


LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY. 


THE fountains mingle with the river, 
And the river with the ocean, 

The winds of heaven mix for ever, 
With a sweet emotion ; 

Nothing in the world is single, 
All things, by a law divine, 

In one another’s being mingle,— 
Why not I in thine. 


See the mountains kiss high heaven, 
And the waves clasp one another ; 
No leaf or flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother ; 
And the sun-light clasps the earth, 
And the moon-beams kiss the sea,-- 
What are all these kissings worth 
If thou kiss not me? 


CPOE PPL IPP 


"TIS LOVE, ’TIS LOVE! _ 
Air—“ C’est ? Amour.”—(W. Ball.) 


"T'was Love, ’twas Love, that made the world, 
And hence,—as sages say, 

The grateful world, in turn, makes love, 
Makes love,—now every day. 


What prompts the wife’s desire to pleasc, 
And heightens avery. soft caress ? 
What lightly draws where Pleasure strays, 
Excusing still the sweet excess ! 
What smooths the road, where Power 
And Grandeur keep the gate? 
And who, in lucky hour, 
Pops in,—while others wait ? 
"Tis Love, ’tis Love, &c. 


wie 
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What gives the wit, the poet fire? 
What makes the merest triflers joy ? 
What may the brute with soul inspire, 
Or dastards urge to brave employ? 
What calls our humble graces 
To quit their fortunes low? 
Or nameless honours places 
On many a wedded brow? 
’Tis Love, ’tis Love, &c. 


Of many a friend and patron warm 
What makes the vent’rous artist sure? 
What tempts fresh youth each native charm 
To deck with Fashion’s every lure? 
Who sends on wild-goose chases, 
Alike the grave and gay, 
Among the pretty faces ?— 
Ye very wise ones say. 
’Tis Love, ’tis Love, &c. 


Among the farthest, wildest hills, 
. Within the court or cottage pale, 
In water, air, by fields, and rills, 
In festal hall, or rural vale,— 
What makes fond husbands, say you? 
Kind wives, and lovers true ? 
Your turtle-doves, I pray you? 
And what your cuckoos, too? 
’Tis Love, ’tis Love, &c. 


GPILE GFF? 


THE CHINK,; 


OR, MONEY! THOU MASTER OF ALL THINGS 
BELOW. 


( Dibdin. ) 
OH, money! thou master of all things below, 
Of each chain thou’rt the principal link ; 


What can purchase a friend, or can buy off a foe, 
Or make black appear white, like the chink? 


Your lawyers, physicians, in short, every tribe, 
Who to eat dip the pen in the ink, 
Would they write, or advise, or consult, or pre- 
scribe, 
Were it not for the sake of the chink? 


Of men, and of women, high, low, great, and 
small, 
"Tis the life, ’tis the victuals, the drink ; 
"Tis a good universal acknowledged—all, all, 
Revive at the sound of the chink. 


No more talk of Cupid, for thine, far above 
His power to nothing can sink ; 

I doat to distraction, could have her I love, 
Alas! if I had but the chink‘ 


PPP LIIOF 


THE CAVALIER 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


WHILE the dawn on the mountain was misty and 
gray 

My true love has mounted his steed and away ; 

Over hill, over valley, o’er dale, and o’er down, 

Heaven shield the brave gallant that fights for the 


crown! 

He has doffed the silk doublet, the breast-plate to 
bear, 

He has placed the steel cap o’er his long-flowing 
hair ; 

From his belt to his stirrup his broad sword hangs 
down— 

Heaven shield the brave gallant that fights for the 
crown - 


For the rights of fair England that broad sword he 
draws, 
Her king is his leader, her church is his cause ; 
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His watch-word is honour, his pay is renown— 

God strike with the gallant that strikes for the 
crown! 

They may boast of their Fairfax, their Waller, 

and all 

The round-headed rebels of Westminster-hall ; 

But tell these bold traitors of proud London town, 

That the spears of the North have encircled the 
crown. 


There’s Derby and Cavendish, dread of their foes , 

There’s Erin’s high Ormond, and Scotland’s Mon- 
trose ! 

Would you match the base Skippon, and Massey, 
and Brown, 

With the Barons of England that fight for the 
crown? ‘ 

Now joy to the breast of the brave cavalier! 

Be his banner unconquered, resistless his spear, 

Till, in peace and in triumph, his toils he may 
drown, 

In a pledge to fair England, her church, and her 
crown! 




























OP PIPPI LF 


CRANIOLOGY ; 
OR, THE POWERS OF GALL. 
Air—“ Derry down.”—(T. Jones.) 


IF you talk about doctors, the head of them all 
Is that long-headed doctor, the great Doctor Gall, 
Who shoots off his lectures, and brings down his 
gulls, 
And rows on to fame by the use of his skulls. 
Derry down, &c. 


One Lavater, we know, put his faith in the face, 
But the great Doctor Gall takes in more of the 
case ; 
For he thinks the cranium shows us more plain 
The passions and notions that fioat on the brain. 
Derry down, &c. 


He fancies his skill can decide a man’s fate 

By a view of the lumps and the bumps on his 
pate ; 

But for lumps and for bumps, 
own, 

I suspect he’s a precious great 


T must candidly 


lump of his own. 


Derry down, &c. 


If to jail he repair he soon finds out by feeling 
That thieves have strong symptoms of picking and 
stealing ; 
In mad-houses, too, the same theory hits, 
For he finds out that madmen are out of their wits. 
Derry down, &c. 


If by lumps on the skull, and by bumps on the 
pate, 
Can be told of each man both the conduct and 
fate ; 
How desirable truly it must be to all 
To know all about here and her-after from Gall. 
Derry down, &c. 


But I doubt very much if our passage through 
time 
Can be sweetened by Gall or his science sublime ; 
For ’tis pretty well known what he’s hitherto said, 
Has but little effect on the heart or the head. 
Derry down, &c. 


As for judgement by lumps or of bumps I hav 
should soon be outdone ; 


I choose to sing small, 
the long-heade 


none, 

If I had, by this Gall 1 
So on this grave subject 
And leave heads to the head of 


Gall. 
Derry down, &c. 


PIL POLS 
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EMMA, THE MAID OF THE MILL. 
( Upton.) 
1 LOVE and am loved by a maid, 
No language her charms can express, 
She is more than e’er painter portrayed, 
And fairer than fancy can dress ! 
Then she, though unconscious of sway, 
Can humble the proudest at will ; 
Oh, yes! and to prove what I say, 
’Tis Emma, the Maid of the Mill. 


But why should Ising in her praise, 
When thousands, more able than me, 
Delight to enrol in their lays 
The beautiful Nymph of the Dee! 
And the Dee, winding Dee’s silver stream, 
As it flows by the slope of the hill, 
Can prove that the villagers’ theme 
Is Emma, the Maid of the Mill ! 


Come, virgins, your chaplets twine, 
For Emma, your friend and your queen! 
For Emma, that’s soon to be mine, 
And you shall her bridemaids be seen. 
In truth, we have dallied too long, 
And Hymen his rites must fulfil ; 
Then now let her charms be your song, 
Sweet Emma, the Maid of the Mill! 


PPEBECE EH 


AH! COUNTY GUY. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


AH, County Guy! the hour is nigh, 
The sun is on the lea; 
The orange-flower perfumes the bower, 
The breeze sweeps o’er the sea ; 
The lark his lay, who thrilled all day, 
Sits hushed, his partner nigh ; 
Breeze, bird, and flower, they know the hour, 
But where is County Guy ? 


The villager steals through the shade, 
Her shepherd’s wish to hear ; 

To beauty shy, by lattice high, 
Sings high-born Cavalier ; 

The star of love, all stars above, 
Now reigns o’er earth and sky, 

And high and low the influence know, 
But where is County Guy? 


GLP POLI? " 


WHILE PENSIVE I THOUGHT ON THE 


BENCH. 


Air—“ When pensive I thought on my Love.” 


(J. A. Pearce.) 


WHILE pensive I thought on the Bench, 
There came at my door a loud rap ; 
It gave my poor heart such a wrench, 
My creditors round me did scrape ; 
Oh! I wished that Old Nick had been there, 
To have snatched tailor, lawyer, and all, 
From a wretch given up to despair, 
But told ’em to-morrow to call. 


Says they, your to-morrow won’t do, 
"Tis a tale we’ve too oft had before ; 
So, thinks I, I must now bid adieu 
To Fashion’s gay life and uproar ; 
Yes, yes, my swell coves! we must part, 
To the Bench I must now quickly hie ; 
If three months there does not break my heart, 
Your debts will then be all my eye. 


Tn limbo three months there I lay, 

’*Mongst gamesters, and blacklegs, and Greeks ; 
My time it passed gaily away, 

Each day of them learning fresh freaks ; 


I went in a complete Jeminy Green, 
But came out again more discreet ; 
The finishing touch having seen, 
My learning is now quite complete. 


PPPPPE LP 


GO, ROVER, GO! 


(Kenney. ) 


Go, rover, go! from clime to clime, 
In search of pleasure range ; 
And as the flagging wing of time 
You cheat with endless change, 
May each new friend afar you find, 
Be true as those you leave behind. 
Go, rover, 20, g0, go. 


And should some charm, as yet unfelt, 
Around that bosom play, 
Some beauty’s brighter radiance melt 
Its icy fears away ! 
May she you love be true and kind, 
As one you joyless leave behind. 
Go, rover! go, go, go. 


SIP OP PL OS 


I LOCKED UP ALL MY TREASURE 
(Dibdin.) 


I LOCKED up all my treasure, 
I journey’d many a mile, 
And by my grief did measure 
The passing time awhile. 


My business done and over, 
I hasten’d back amain, 

Like an expecting lover, 
To view it once again. 


But this delight was stifled, 
As it began to dawn, 

I found the casket rifled, 
And all my treasure gone. 


OPIS P LPP 


OH THE DAYS WHEN I WAS YOUNG 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


Ou the days when I was young, 
When I laughed at fortune’s spite ; 
Talked of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crowned the night. 
Thén it was, old father Care, 
Little reck’d I of his frown, 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the rest a bumper drown. 


Oh the days, &c. 


Truth, they say, lies in a well, 
hy, I vow I ne’er could see ; 
Let the water drinkers tell, 
There ’twill always lay for me; 
For when sparkling wine went round, 
Never saw I falsehood’s mask, 
But still honest truth I found 
In the bottom of each flask. 


Oh the days, &c. 


True, at length my vigour’s flown ; 
I have years to bring decay, 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are gray: 
Yet, old Jerome, thou mayest boast, 
While thy spirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age’s frost, 
Glows a spark of youthful fire. 


Oh the days, &c. 
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VIVE L’AMOUR. 
(Morton. ) 


DEAR husband, take no jealous flights, 
*T will make your forehead tingle, 
The dames of France know well their rights, 
Or better far live single. 
The heart will still go pit-a-pat, 
The eye will seek to lure; 
What, banish ogling, and all that! 
Au contraire—Vive l’Amour! 


Of spinning-wheels I hate the sound, 
And knitting is so teazing ; 

But in the dance’s giddy round 
I find the art of pleasing. 

My foot is to the tune so pat, 
I cannot sit mum chance, 

What, banish ogling, and all that! 
Au contraire—Vive la Danse! 


OPP LOOLF 


MISS BRIDGET ADAIR. 


Miss BRIDGET ADAIR liv’d up one pair of stairs, 
In a street leading out of Soho ; 

And though lovely and fair, had seen thirty years, 
Without being blest with a beau. 

But it happen’d one May-day, the morning was 

fine, 

She heard in the passage a tread ; 

It was just as the clock of St. Ann’s had gone nine, 
Miss Bridget was just out of bed. 


The tread it grew nearer, the knocker it stirr’d, 
And a rapping did gently ensue ; 
Who’s there? cried Miss Bridget ;—a whisper was 
heard, 
Of, «madam, I dye for you!” 
What! for me does he die?—cries the love-stricken 
maid, 
To the glass, as she bustled in haste ; 
She adjusted her gown,—put her cap on her head, 
And adorn’d with a ribbon her waist. 


Pit-a-pat went her heart, as she open’d the door, 
And a stranger appeared to her view ; 

Stepping in with a smile, and a bow to the floor, 
He said,—* Madam, I dye for you.’ 

If she liked his demeanour, so courteous and meek, 
Yet his looks were enough to amaze her; 

For his face was as black, as unwash’d for a week, 
And his beard cried aloud for a razor! 


At length he address’d her, in this killing strain, 
« Miss Bridget, I dye for you ; 

And here are the silks, which you sent me to stain, 
Of a beautiful mazarine blue.” 

Ah, me! disappointed and nearly in tears, 
Standing still,—with a gape and a stare ; 

You’d hardly have thought, had you known her 

for years, 

’Twas lovely Miss Bridget Adair. 


Pt PPE LI L# 


TRUST NOT IN LOVE. 


Ou! heed not Love’s sigh, nor his eloquent eye, 
Nor the soft tender tale he would make you be- 
lieve ; 
His sighs and his smiles are but so many wiles, 
Which the artful young urchin has spread to de- 
ceive. 
Then trust not in Love. 


Oh! are we not told, of the syrens of old, 
How their soft breathing strains would poor sea- 
men ensnare ; 
So Love’s syren lay would the heart betray ; 


Oh! then, ere too late, pray attend, and beware, ° 


And—trust not in Love. 
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SILENT GLANCES 


Ox! there are moments, dear and bright, 
When love’s delicious spring is dawning, 
Soft as the ray of quivering light, 
That wakes the early smile of morning. 
’Tis when warm blushes paint the cheek, 
When doubt the thrill of bliss enhances ; 
And trembling lovers fear to speak, 
Yet tell their hopes by silent glances. 


And when young love rewards their pains, 
The heart to rosy love beguiling ; 
When pleasure wreathes her myrtle chains, 
And life’s gay scene is fair and smiling. 
Oft shall they fondly trace the days, 
When, wrapt in fancy’s waking trances, 
They wish’d, and sigh’d, and lov’d to gaze, 
And told their hopes in silent glances. 


PPELEO FP 


AN IRISHMAN’S MOTTO; 
OR, THE DEVIL MAY CARE! 


( Bryant.) 

OH, an Irishman’s heart, to give it its due, 

Is a thing that is noble, right virtuous, and true ; 

He fights for his country, or fights at a fair, 

And, when he’s knock’d down, cries—the devil 
may care! 

With a smilliloo, dideroo, filliloo, la, &c. 

He’s always the same both by land and by sea, 

So, long life to old Ireland, for ever, huzza! 


If a man’s in distress, faith, Paddy will stand, 
And is ready to give the poor creature a hand ; 
And, though others cry out—we don’t know who 
they are, 
An Irishman cries out—the devil may care! 
With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 


He loves all the ladies he happens to meet, 
And, while he has hands never takes to his feet ; 
They drive into battle wherever they are, 
And, when they are kill’d, cry—the devil may 
care ! 
With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 


Here’s long life to the heroes who drive from the 
And Pee ie the hearts of poor nations opprest ; 
For, if tyrants presume, they their feelings de- 
For they bother their gigs with—the devil may 
ed yy di a enti os tomas en? 


Oh, success to the island that grows in the sea, 
Where its children are boys to support liberty, 
For its men are so brave, and its women so fair, 
And their motto was always—the devil may care! 
With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 


GPIOLLIGF 


LOVE IN THE HEART. 
(S. J. Arnold.) 


WHAT is it that drives the red rose from the cheek, 
Or the lily displaces with blushes that speak ; 
That dims the bright beam by a tear in the eye 5 
That checks a young smile by a murmuring sigh— 
Tis love, ’tis love in the heart. 


And what bids the soul the emotion declare, 

By the glance of an eye when the lips do not dare, 

And what, when its meaning another can guess, 

Emboldens the tongue the fond thought to express, 
’Tis love, tis love in the hear 
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WHO WOULD THINK OF MARCH IN MAY. 


(C. Dibdin.) 
RECITATIVE. 
LOW inward murmurs agitate the earth, 


And fear’s dark gloom all nature’s face o’er- 


spreads ; 
Dirk presage of the lava’s direful birth, 
Whose mad eruption, from sulphureous beds, 
Deals desolation round ; its fury spent, 
Nature, though marr’d, still smiles and hails 
content, 
AIR. 
No more the flowing lava gleams, 
But sweetly-smiling morning beams ; 
Again the birds, in merry mood, 
Whistle joy and gratitude, 
Whistle notes that seem to say— 
Who would think of March in May. 


No more the village fears intrude, 
Again the village toil’s renew’d, 
While the plodding peasant-boy 
Whistles forth his careless joy, 
Whistles notes that seem to say— 
Who would think of March in May. 


CLIFF IIE 


JEMMY GREEN ,j 
OR, THE COCKNEY BEAU. 


Air— Nothing at all.”—(T. Jones.) 


My name’s Jemmy Green; many wisits I’ve paid 

To the ballses, and playses, and gay masquerade ; 

At Tattersall’s, too, I am werry vell known, 

’Cause I bought there a norse, and I call’d him 

mine hone ; 

I thought him a nunter, he ad sich an Heye ; 

At kicking and prancing 1 found im so sly ; 

I rode tm avay, and I thought im no dregs, 

But, before I got home, he had only three legs. 
Sing tooral lall, looral lall, looral lall la. 


I vent out a sliding von day on the hice, 

The vind it vas keen, but the hexercise nice ; 

I slided so far, and the hice vas so thin, 

I slipped into the vater, and hung by my chin ; 

I bawl’d for assistance both lusty and loud, 

Ven there came round about me a norrible crowd ; 

Some laugh’d, and some jeer’d, some look’d on 
vith a grin, 

To see Jemmy Green (they said) slide on his chin. 

Sing tooral lall, &c. 


My life being saved, though my fortune look’d 
queer, 

I sought @ nould ooman, the future to hear, 
To ax her vhy Fortune to me vas so cross ; 
But, Lord, vat a norrid hould ooman she vas. 
I didn’t like her, so I bolted avay, 
And sail’d o’er the vater to France one fine day ; 
For rambles and sprees I vas vell know’d in town, 
But I found that in France Jemmy Green vas done 
: brown. 

Sing tooral lall, &c. 


Fine buildings and places in France though there 
are, 

Yet a a’nell of a’nobble I got into there ; 

And as in all countries I found ’tras the same, 

I sat off in the packet and home again came ; 

Resolving no more to go gadding about, 

Lest in seeing of life I should see my life ont ; 

For if they should catch me among them again, 

Perhaps they mought vant me to fight against Spain. 
Sing tooral lall, &c. 


Now to Hingland returned, as the place of my birth, 
I confess it’s the best place I’ve found upon earth ; 
So frogs and soup maigre, for ever adiew, 

I’m a’ Ninglishman born, and I hates parlez vous ; 
For my own native land I would fight till I die, 
Though at fighting I own I am not werry fly ; 


But in order hereafter my deeds may be seen, 
I inwite you,—come often, and hear Jemmy Green 
Sing his tooral lall, &c. 


PPL IC CIF 


CHERRY CHEEK PATTY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
DOowN in yon village I live so snug, 
They call me Giles, the plowman’s boy ; 
Through woods and o’er stiles, as I trudge many 
miles, 
I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, Jerry, 
Lerys 
My work ban done, to the lawn then I fly, 
Where the lads and the lasses all look very sly. 
And I’ze deeply in love with a girl, it is true, 
And I know what I know, but I munna tell you. 
But Pll whistle, I’ll whistle, for of all the girls I 
ever did see, 
O cherry cheek Patty for me. 


Though the squire so great, so happy mayn’t be, 

As poor simple Giles, the plowman’s boy ; 

No matters of state ever addle my pate, 

But I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, 

Jerry, I cry. 

Now cherry cheek Patty, she lives in the vale, 

Whom I help o’er the stile with her milking pail ; 

And Patty has a like notion of me, it is true ; 

And I know what I know, byt I munna tell you; 
But I’]l whistle, V1 whistle, &c, 

I’ze able and strong and willing to work, 

And when the lark rises off trudgesI, __ 

The cows up I call, and harness Old Ball, 

I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, Jerry, 


I cry. 

Then Ize fifty good shillings, my luck has been 
such, 

Anda lad’s not to be grinned at that’s gotten 80 
much ; 


And when that I’m married to Patty so true, 
I know what I know, but 1 munna tell you. 
But Pll whistle, Pl whistle, &c. 


UP, UP, IN THE MORN! 
(Ryan. ) 
Up, up, in the morn, 
To the sound of the horn : 
On every hedge now lie the morning’s beams ; 
Why should dull sleep 
O’er our eye-lids creep, 
And our fancies exult but in withering dreams? 


Oh, Slumber ne’er shed 
O’er her fav’rite’s bed 
A sight half so sweet as before us now lies— 
The Day-god on high, 
The sweet breeze blowing by, 
These, these, are the joys that we love and we prize. 


Oh, who that e’er flew 
Through the silvery dew 
To follow the hare on his first sporting day, 
But exulted, when old, 
When the story was told, 
Tho’ ycars since that moment had wandered away ? 


But what joys can he, 
Led by memory, see 
In his pilgrimage past who fer ever hath lain 
In Slumber’s dull arms, 
While Morn’s holiest charms 
For him were unfolding and wooing in vain. 
Then, sportsmen, away, 
While breaketh the ray, 
And the dew-drop each flower and wild hedge adorn, 
No longer delay ; 
But—Tantivy !—Huzza !— 
And bid the woods echo the sound of your horn 


ene 
emer 











Look at me---Don’t you see; 
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Why, zounds! I’m the beadle of the parish. 








THE BEADLE OF THE PARISH. 


I’M a very knowing prig, 

With my laced coat and wig, 
Though they say I am surly and bearish. 

Sure I look a mighty man, 

When I flourish my rattan, 

To fright the little boys, 

Who in church time make a noise, 
Because 1’m the beadle of the parish. 


Here and there—Every where ; 
Holloa, now !—What’s the row? 
Fine to do—Who are you? 


Why, zounds! I’m the beadle of the parish. 


SPOKEN.] Coming out of church last Sunday, 
there was a couple of blackguards playing at mar- 
bles. ‘‘ Knuckle down,” says one: « Let’s have 
no funking,” says another; but they put me in a 
terrible funk. Turned my eye round to the right 
—there was a barber and chimney-sweep playing at 
pitch at the bob. ‘* Pitch ’em up,” says the bar- 
ber; but I played at pickings up. The barber 
skulked off, but the clergy wanted to show fight. 
Do you know who I am, sir? saysI. « No, sir,” 
says he. ‘ Who are you?” WhoamI? 


Why, zounds! I’m the beadle of the parish. 


‘ 
Wherever I come nigh, 
How I make the beggars fly, 
My looks are so angry and scarish: 
Like other city folks, 
I do business in the stocks : 
When whatever is lost I tell, 
For you know I bear the bell, 
Because I’m the beadle of the parish, 


Noise and clatter—What’s the matter? 
Holloa, fellow !—You are mellow : 
Look at me—Don’t you see: 


Bey; ands : I’m the beadle of the parish. 


SPOKEN.] Crossing over Blackfriars-bridge the 
other day, there was a ma’am seated across a jack- 
ass, dressed out i white ribbons. What’s all this 
for? said I. <‘* Ax my donkey,” says she: and ’ 
then I turned my eyes to the left, and there was a 
couple of ma’ams with their fish-baskets. Come, 
ma’am, says I, you must be off with your stinking 
fish. ‘* By Jasus,” says the other, ‘‘ I wish he’d 
lend me his cocked hat and laced coat, and I’d not 
be long putting them up the spout.” ‘You put my 
cocked hat and laced coat up the spout! Do you 
know who you are talking to, ma’am? ‘ No, sir,” 
says she. ‘ Who are you?” WhoamI? 


Why, zounds! I’m the beadle of the parish, 


i’m an officer, don’t laugh, 
But indeed I’m on the staff ; 
And all say I do pretty fairish : 
On a Sunday strut about, 
And keep the rabble out ; 
The churchwardens march before, 
Just to open the pew-door, 
Because I’m the beadle of the parish. 


Stuff away—Merry day , 

Drink about—See it out ; 

There will be—Snacks for me, 
Because I’m the beadle of the parish. 


SPOKEN.] I have often been called on by the 
neighbours to drive away a little girl, who used to 
sing—‘* I cry my matches all round the mews,” 
&c. Come my girl, says I, you must go home. 
‘« Alas! sir,” says she, “ I have none.” Go to 
your father and mother then, says I. “ Alas! 
sit,” says she, ‘‘ I have none.” What, no home! 
no father nor mother. I put my hand in my pocket. 
and I lugged out a jolly tizzy. There, says I, girl, 
now go home. <¢ 'Fhank you, sir,” says she, ‘‘ do 
take some matches.”” No, my girl, I won’t. “ Why 
won’t you?” Why won’t I?— 


Because I’m the beadle of the parish. 
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ALFRED AND ELLEN. 
( Parry.) 
RECITATIVE. 
WHEN war o’erwhelm’d the nations round, 
And gallant youth to battle pressed; 
Young Alfred heard the clarion sound, 
And weeping Ellen—thus addressed. 


AIR. 

“« We'll rove at break of day, 

And we’ll rove at silent eve,— 
For soon I must away, 

And my lovely Ellen leave. 
But though I must depart, 

And in distant climates roam, 
Yet thou shalt own my heart, 

And thy bosom be my home ; 


Then prithee don’t despair, 
Nor my absence thus deplore, 
*T will make me, I declare, 
Only love my love the more.” 


« But will you, when afar, 
To your Ellen faithful be? 
Amid the din of war— 
Oh! you cannot think of me.” 
“Oh! doubt me not, I pray, 
May misfortune be my lot, 
If (while abroad I stray) 
For a moment thou’rt forgot. 


Then prithee don’t despair, &c. 
MY NAME IS FOND DESIRE. 
(Earl of Oxford, 1560.) 


ComE hither, shepherd-swain ; 
Sir, what do you require ? 

I prithee show to me thy name ? 
My name is fond desire. 


Tell me who was thy nurse ? 
Fresh youth in sugar’d joy ; 

What was thy meat and daily food ? 
Sad sighs with great annoy. 

What lulled thee asleep? 
Sweet speech, which likes me best : 

Tell me where is thy dwelling-place? 
In gentle hearts I rest. 


Doth either time or age 
Bring thee unto decay? 

No, no! desire both lives and dies 
Ten thousand times a day. 


Then fond desire farewell ! 
Thou art no mate for me ; 

I should be loth, methinks, to dwell 
With such a one as thee. 


GPIPP LIF 


THE MARGATE LIBRARY. 


OF all your modish kill times 
Sure reading is the best, 
For when we have the ennui, 
A novel lulls to rest ; 
To the library then we’ll go, we’ll go, we’ll go, 
To the library then we’ll go, 


SPOKEN.] ‘“ Mr. Finikin, what subscribers have 
you?” < There’s the book, madam.” “ Benja- 
min Burlyface, Esq.; Miss Lydia Tabitha Lavinia 
Prudie; Mons. Point D’Argent; Alderman Cala- 
pash and Lady; Mr. Billy Gimp ;—no names that 
I know: Isn’t it dull here?” ‘* Why, madam, it 
has been dull—most deplorably, lamentably, de- 
testably dull ; but company now pours in fast—not 
a lodging to be got, 1 assure you, madam; the 
town fills amazingly, madam; hope I shall have 
the honour of your name as a subscriber, madam ; 
exceedingly proud, I assure you, madam; choice 
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collection of approved modern authors, madam ; 
variety of fashionable amusements in the season 
—loo-tables, rafles, and so forth—all pleasant, 
and vastly agreeable; able musicians, madam,— 
vast expense, ’pon honour: allow me to hand you 
apen, madam.” < No, I’ll wait a few days.” 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


There’s a circulating library at every watering- 


place, 

And many a love-sick tale, sir, that library doth 
grace ; 

And there you meet with ladies who only live to 
read, 


And dandies who on airy tales of folly daily feed. 
To the library then we'll go, &c, 


SPOKEN.] “0, have you read Kenilworth? 
Isn’t it exquisite?” ‘*Ha! how de do? how 
long have you been at Margate?” <«« Came yes- 
terday.” <* Isee you’ve subscribed to the library.” 
“‘Yes; I’m always reading: deprive me of dear— 
dear books, and I should expire!” <«« So should 
I: Pa and Ma bring home large volumes of his- 
tory, and such dry stuff! but I never look into 
them; I confine myself to novels, and sweet 
poetry.” “‘ Apropos: I understand you are a 
child of the Muses!” < O, sir, you flatter me !” 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


Now, of all the watering-places, sure Margate 
bears the bell, 

And Margate’s famous library all others must ex- 
Gel; 

For reading learned authors requires a bit of brain, 

But the shelves of Margate library your reading 
butchers drain. 

To the library then we’ll go; &c. 


SPOKEN.] ‘‘I say, Mister What’sit, I wants 
the Venters of Robertson Cruser!” “Tis out, 
sir.” <* Well, the Zeven Champins of Grizzle- 
dom, or the Newgate Calendar, or Mother Ship- 
tun.” <“ Have not got either, sir.” <“* No! why 
yours is a pretty sort of a liberrary! I wouldn’t 
give a rump-steak for all your stock! well, let us 
have summut howsundever, and ’tis no matter 
what stuff it is, so long as it is a book.” 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


The mistress of a gin-shop, who lives in Tooley- 
street, 

To give her two spruce daughters a summer fort- 
night’s treat, 

All flounced and furbelowed, came down to Margate 
t’other day, 

And at the public library these ladies dash away. 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


SPOKEN.] “ Vell, I pertest it is wery pleasant 
to come to these here watering places; it makes a 
body seem quite another sort of a body.” *« Quiet 
donkies, ladies.” “* Becky, shall us take a ride? 
Ve may as vell: maw, vont you ride too?” 
‘* Now, go along gently !” ( Squalling.) <« O, lud! 
I shall be upset!—Drive us to that there shop, 
vhere they lends books. ‘‘ To the liber-rary, 
ladies?” *“* Aye, aye! to the what d’ye call it; 
make haste!” 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


A dealer in marine stores, whose sign is a black 
doll 

Left spouse to sell old iron, and to Margate brought 
Miss Moll; 

Who being heddicated at a gentecl boarden school, 

To jeer at maw’s wulyarity makes it a constant 
rule. 

To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


SPOKEN.]| ‘* La, maw, how you do talk! I’m 
quite put to the blush when I hear you in jinteel 
company ; it may do well enough in the rag-shop, 


ae  , alien | 


‘blue spencer ?” 
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but we are ladies here, you know.” <“ A fig for 
ladies! I shan’t hold my tongue for nobody.” 
«« Well, maw, then I won’t walk with you to the 
library.” <<‘ Vell then, go vhere thee be’st going, 


‘and I'll pop into this here public-house and take a 


drop, and wait for thee.” <* O, shocking! shock- 
ing! maw, I never can polish you.” 
To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


But did a library depend on readers’ help alone, 
The keeper of a knowledge-shop would seldom 


pick a bone ; 

Intrigue and scandal, therefore, oft come timely 
to his aid, 

And the circulating library is a place for Cupid’s 
trade. 


To the library then we’ll go, &c. 


SPOKEN.] “ Who is that young lady in the sky- 
“<Q, sir, she is the ward of that 
rich nabob ; her fortune, they say, will be twenty 
thousand a-year.” < Indeed!—umph! (whisper- 
ing ) Miss, you’ve dropped your glove.” “ Thank 
you, sir, you are very polite.” ‘* Charming crea- 
ture!” <“O, sir!” <“* Hard-fated youth that I 
am!” < Heigh ho! sir.”” “ The air of this sweet 
morning invites to love.” (Spoken. ) ‘< Come, Miss 
Malapert, let us be going; I’ve read the newspa- 
per.” ‘* Adieu, charmer, adieu! By Jupiter, she 
casts a favourable glance behind!” <“ Really, 
Mr. Gimp, I must compliment you on your ex- 
treme gallantry, sir; hope it may turn out to your 
mind, sir.” <“‘ Have you heard the news of the 
day, madam?” <‘‘ No, madam.” “ Why then, 
madam, to the confusion of our sex, (with shame 
I say it,) Miss Lydia Tabitha Lavinia Prudie, in 
her torty-first year, is discovered to be with 4 
“© O shocking! O monstrous! O fie, fie, fie!” 
*« Then, madam, there has been an elopement.” 
*< Indeed!” <“* Yes; and who do you think? Mr. 
Gimp, the haberdasher, has actually carried off 
the rich heiress a moment ago.” “So you see, 
my friends, there are fine doings.” 
To the library then we’ll go, &c. 





GIP LILI LR? 


WHEN BACCHUS, JOLLY GOD, INVITES. 


(P. Whitehead.) 


WHEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 

To revel in his evening rites, 

In vain his altars I surround, 

Though with Burgundian incense crowned, 
No charm has wine without the lass, 

Tis love gives relish to the glass. 


Whilst all around, with jocund glee, 
In brimmers toast their favourite she, 
Though every nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart still whispers Chloe’s name, 
And thus with me, by amorous stealth, 
Still every glass is Chloe’s health, 


GLO LEAL EF 


TANTIVY, HUZZA! BOYS. HUZZA! 
(Cherry. ) 


AWAKE, ye dull sluggards, awake! 
See Sol’s flaming vestment appears, 
Behold! see the virgin day-break, 
Hark! the horn salutes your dull ears ; 
Tang, tang, tang, de rang, tang, 
The lark has soar’d its wond’rous height, 
On downy wings, 
It warbling sings 
Its carrol, in its airy flight, 
Then, sportsmen, arise, see the stag where he 
bounds, 
Unaw’d by the hunters, untrac’d by the hounds, 
Tantivy, huzza, boys, huzza! 
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Awak’d, the keen sportsmen arise, 
And each mounts his high-mettled steed, 
The honnds fill the air with their cries 
As through the wide welkin they speed, 
Tang, tang, tang, de rang, tang, 
The stag now leads its lengthen’d way, 
Through dell and lake, 
O’er bush and brake, 
The chase ne’er lags till close of day ; 
The game full in view, hark, the woodland re- 
bounds 
With the sportsmen’s huzza, and the cry of the 
hounds, 
Tantivy, huzza, boys, huzza! 


Behold, the poor stag stands at bay, 
No longer its fleet course avails, 
The hounds having seized on their prey, 
His freedom with tears he bewails, 
Tang, tang, tang, de rang, tang ; 
The horn then sounds its swelling note, 
The cheerful strain, 
Through wood and plain, 
On the soft wings of Echo float ; 
Return’d from the chase, hark, the hall it re- 
sounds 
With the sportsmen’s regale, and the praise of the 
hounds, 
Tantivy, huzza, boys, huzza! 


SCOPE LILI 


THE POOR SOLDIER’S DAUGHTER. 
Air— Aid a Sailor, kind Sirs.”—(Tapsell.) 


SOME pity afford to a poor soldier’s daughter, 
Deluded away by man’s artful smiles, 
Who, with many an oath, ah! daily he sought her, 
And she fell a victim—a prey to his wiles. 
I once had a father, who brav’d ew’ry danger 
In defence of his king and his country dear, 
Who tenderly loved me, to guile was a stranger, 
Ah! refiection how keen !—how scalds the salt 
tear 
Which bedews my wan cheek, as friendless I wan- 
der 
Through London’s proud city. 
relief 
To a poor famish’d girl! and on my woes ponder, 
My heart it is breaking with sickness and grief. 


Ah! why did I listen, by falsehood deluded, 
To the tale of the wretch who poisoned each 
sweet 
Of my innocent mind, and, fiend-like, intruded, 
Then left me, alas! to beg in the street. 
Oh! ye daughters of Albion, pause awhile on my 
story 5 
From virtue ne’er stray, nor admit as a guest 
The seducer, whose words, and pleasure’s false 
glory, 
Too oft are the inmates of woman’s kind breast. 
As for me and my woes, the canker of sorrow 
Is preying full hard on my poor wasted frame, 
Which still hopes for rest, though, perhaps, ’ere 
to-morrow, 
I shall cease to exist !—a sad victim of shame. 


Oh! pray give 


LLOL IE LF 


THE ODD-FELLOW’S WHIM. 
Air—“* Gee ho, Dobbin.” —( Britton.) 


Wuo, I sing a song! bless my soul, how absurd ; 
Why, I can’t sing a stanza, Ill give you my word ; 
Nay, though you call on me a week for a tune, 
You may as well expect singing from the man ig 
the moon, 
And his hey down derry, ho down derry, &c. 
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Air—“ Mind, Hussey, what you do.” 
Yet, as second thoughts they say are best, 
T’ll make one short essay 
To sing a song or—make a noise 
In my humdrumming way. 
Though in piano I’ve no skill, 
Nor in quaverandum, : 
To cause amusement is my will 
In comic merryandum. 


SPOKEN.] So, without dwelling long upon birth, 
parentage. and education— 


Air—* Queen Bess.” 


When first to London town I came, Lord, how I 
star’d about ; 

The beaux they jeer’d, the ladies star’d at me—a 
country lout ; 

But soon I learnt your London rigs, and then— 
what then, you say ; 

Why, then I drink’d, and smok’d, and wench’d, 
and turn’d the night to-day. 

Such was the wond’rous change from a lout toa 
blood, 

Yet, in our rows, I often had a tumble in the mud. 


SPOKEN.| Oh, we bloods are a set of devilish 
comical dogs; oh, curse my old grandmother’s 
dumpling-bag, but I was like to swear, and that’s 
what we rwm ones have taken an oath never to do; 
never swear, say I, tis such a d——d bad halit 
—that’s all; but here I am got into a bye-corner, 
all alone by myself, singing— 


Air— Fal de ral tit.”’ 


One night, when strolling along the street, 
A schoolfellow of mine I chanc’d to meet, 
He swore he would me quickly take 
To a queer odd-fellows’ club ; 
With all my soul, my buck, says I; 
Come on, you quiz, nor e’er be so shy ; 
If ask’d to sing, I can but try, 
With my ri tum, fal lal, do, quoz, 
Then I sung, quiz, fal lal, &c. 


SPOKEN.] So you see, in a brace of seconds, 
according to custom, I was call’d on for a song; 
“« Lord bless your squinting peepers,’’ says I to the 
Noble Grand, “I can no more sing, nor sing no 
more, than a sucking cuckoo. 


You’re an odd fellow, says he, 
I can plainly see, 

By the cut and mould of your jib. 
You must laugh, sing, or cry, 
Or, or, or—What, says I, 

Or tellad d lie, or fib. 


SPOKEN. | Lord, says I to myself, what must I do? 
sing, says myself, says I, for you know ’tis so 
fashionable with your fine singers now-a-days to 
make half a bushel of apologies, and all that, on 
‘purpose to set the company’s expectation on tip-toe, 
or to whet ’em up to some tune; therefore, make 
no palaver about it, but convince them you can sing 
like—you shall hear what it is like, says I— 


When thus I struck up, 
Unheeding the critic’s frown, 
My pretty little song, 
Fit for country or town. 


Air— Bell-Chimeum.” 
Three children sliding on the ice, 
Upon a summer’s day, pup iddle de ti tum te; 
As it fell out, they all fell in, 


The rest they ran away, with their pup iddle, 
&e. 


Oh! had these children been at home, 
Or sliding on dry ground, pup iddle, &c. 
Zen thousand pounds to one penny 
They had not then been drown’d, pup iddle, &c. 
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Ye parents, who have children dear, 

And eke ye that have none, pup iddle, &e. 
If you would keep them safe abroad, 

Ne’er let them stay at home, pup iddle, &c. 


SPOKEN.] There is something so molloncholy and 
pathetic in this little ditty it has occasioned many 
people to cry themselves to death; it is almost as 
diuretic as the tune which John, the coachman, 
whistles to his horses when drinking (whistles ); 
while some people have declared it is as soporific as 
the chirrupping of an owl in a coal-black night, when 
darkness is visible (whoops like an owl); and other 
people (so diversified is human opinion) have 
pronounced it as harmonious as the caterwauling 
of two cats in a gutter, &c. per way, mew, &c. 
(witating cats. ) 

Having ended my song, 
If I’m right, I’m not wrong, 
Is an argument none can refute ; 
Wishing mirth and good cheer, 
Constant visitors here, 
I conclude, without further dispute, 
Singing tol de lol lol, &e, 


GPE PIF PH 


THE WITHERED ROSE. 
(Cunningham. ) 


SWEET object of the zephyrs’ kiss . 
Come, rose, come courted to my bower; 
Queen of the banks! the garden’s bliss ! 
Come, and abash yon tawdry flower. 
Why call us to revokeless doom ? ‘a 
With grief the opening buds reply ; 
Not suffered to extend our bloom, 
Scarce born, alas! before we die! 
Man having passed appointed years,— 
Ours are but days,—the scene must close ; 
And, when Fate’s messenger appears, 
What is he but a withered rose? 


PPLE PFI OF 


THE LADIES’ DARLING. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


My father he lived in Limerick town, 

That sweet little place of great renown, 

Which mirth and beauty call their own, 
It is so gay and frisky. 

My father was digging potatoes so sweet, 

My mother was sitting down to knit, 

When I was born, and cronies did meet 
To drink my health in whiskey. 


SPOKEN.] ‘Oh, bless his sweet face,” says 
Judy Fogerty ; “ he’s the very picture of his devil 
of a dad, if he was only a little more like him.” 
“* Why, bad luck to you!” says Judy Magee, 
«« hasn’t the boy got as big a nose as his mother?” 
“< To be sure he has,” says my father, “¢‘ and when 
he grows up a man won’t he be a tight youth ?” 
«« Aye,upon my soul, he will, if he can only drink 
half as much as you do!” <“* Why, bad luck 
to you!” says he, ‘* would you be after throwing 
whiskey in my face?” And then they began— 

Swearing, tearing, jigging away, 
Loving, drinking, all the day, 

Oh, sure there was the devil to pay, 
For I was the ladies’ darling. 


Now the tables were spread with borrow’d delf, 
They brought the whiskey from the shelf, 
They called me a little fairy elf, 
And named me a little sinner : 
The gossips were Jerry O’Brien, the big, 
A devil for fighting, or eating pig, 
While father Leary, with his wig, 
Sat sighing for his dinner. 
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SPOKEN. | 
about,” says my father. 
mother. Then they sent it rolling down my throat. 
« Now give us a toast,” says father O’Leary. 
«« Here’s long life to the little boy, may he always 
have a great shellelagh in his fist, the soul of the 
creature in his stomach, and a thumping red-hot 
potatoe in the middle of his throat!” <‘* Bravo! 
now give us a royal toast,” says O’Fagan, the 
soldier. ‘ Here’s long life to the Prince of York, 
success to the Duke of Wales, and good luck to 
the Irish Ambassador.” ‘* Huzza! huzza! Now 
strike up ajig,” says the tailor; ‘‘ give us Petti- 
coat loose!” <* First let’s wet my eye,” says the 
blind piper, “‘ then I shall be able to see what I’m 
about.” But faith he was blind twice, for first he 
was blind with his eyes, and then he was blind 
drunk, and he began— 

Swearing, tearing, jigging away, &c. 
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But soon, you must know, I grew up a man, 

Then all my troubles at once began, 

For I fell in love with one Kitty Megan, 

And that you'll own was a folly. 
A fellow got Kitty’s heart intoasnare, 
- My friends they told him to beware, 
And swore they’d fight him at the fair, 
So ranting, gay, and jolly. 

SPOKEN.] ‘“* Aye, won’t we fight him?” says 
my cousin. ‘ To be sure we will,” says I. Then 
away we went, with sticks and stones, and marrow- 

. bones, till we came off to the fair. There was Jerry 
M‘Carthy, Terry Malloney, Patrick O’Donough- 
ough, Gerald O’Flannakin, and Phelim M‘Carthy 
More. Whack went the shellelaghs, up went one, 
down went another, till at last one fellow gave me 
a tip of the noddle, and down I went on the floor 
as flat as a tenpenny: when up came ugly Jerry, 
and says he, ‘* Padreen! Padreen!” «* What do 
you mean by disturbing me?”’ says I; “ don’t you 
see that lam dead?” “ Devil burn you,” says 
he, ‘* if you’re dead, why don’t you get up and 
run away, for here comes tall Pat to kill you 
zgain?” <« Oh, by the powers,” says I, “ that’s 
a bull; do you think he’d be after killing a dead 
man twice? when up came tall Pat, he gave me a 
up, I was up in a moment, and I beat Jerry 
M‘Carthy, Terry Malone, Patrick O’Donoughough, 
and Phelim M‘Carthy More, and I followed his 
great-grandfather over nine ploughed fields, and 
while I was lathering away at the tough old devil, 


I was swearing, tearing, jigging away, &c. 
FILL ALL THE GLASSES. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


FILL all the glasses, fill them high, 
Drink, and defy all power but love ; 
Wine gives the slave his liberty, 
But love makes a slave of thund’ring Jove. 
Then drink, then drink away, 
Make a night of the day, 
Tis nectar, ’tis liquor divine, 
The pleasures of life, 
Free from anguish and strife, 
Are owing to love and good wine. 


PLP L ELE 


FROM OBERON IN FAIRY LAND. 
A GLEE. 
(Ben Jonson.) 
FROM Oberon in fairy land, 
The king of ghosts and shadows there, 
We fairies, all at his command, 
Are sent to view the night-posts here. 
What revel rout 
Is kept about. . 
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In every corner where we yo, 
Wo will o’ersee, 
And merry be, 
And make good sport, with ho! ho! ho! 


When lads and lasses merry be, 

With possets, and with juncates fine, 
Unseen of allthe company, 

We eat their cakes, and sip their wine. 


Oh! then what sport, 
The wine runs short, 
The blushing cheeks with anger glow ; 
Their cakes they miss, 
And shriek who’s this? 
We answer naught but ho! ho! ho! 


By wells and rills in meadows green, 
We nightly dance our hey-day guise, 
And to our fairy king and queen 
We chant our moonlight minstrelsys. 
Fiends, ghosts, and sprites, 
Who haunt the nights, 
The hags and goblins do us know ; 
And beldames old 
Our feats have told, 
So frolic it with ho! ho! ho! 


THE SOLDIER’S DREAM. 
(Campbell.) 


OuR bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had 
lower’d, 
And the sentinel-stars set the watch in the sky, 
And thousands had sunk on the ground, over- 
powered ; 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 
When reposing that night upon my pallet of straw, 
By the wolf-scaring faggot, that guarded the 
slain, 
In the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 
And twice, ’ere the cock crew, I dreamt it 
again. 


Methought, from the battle-field’s dreadful array, 
Far, far, I had roamed on a desolate track, 
Till nature and sunshine disclosed the sweet way 
To the house of my fathers, that welcomed me 
back. 
1 flew to the pleasant fields, travelled so oft 
In life’s morning march, when my bosom was 
yOuns > 
I heard my own mountain goats bleating aloft, 
And well knew the strain that the corn-reapers 
sung. 


Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I 
swore, 
From my home and my weeping friends never to 
art 5 
My little ones kissed me a thousand times o’er, 
And my wife sobbed aloud in the fulness of 
heart. 
“« Stay, stay, with us, rest, thou art weary and 
worn”? 
And fain was the war-broken soldier to stay, 
But sorrow returned with the dawning of morn, 
And the voice of my dreaming ear melted away, 


OH. URGE ME NOT TO WANDER. 
Air— A Rose-Tree in full bearing.” 


OH! urge me not to wander, 

Or quit my pleasant native shore, 
But let me still meander 

On these sweet banks I loved before. 


The heart o’ercharged with sorrow 
Can find no joy in change of scene, 
Nor ever cheat ‘‘ to-morrow” 
By aught b what to-day has scen, 
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If pleasure e’er o’ertakes me, 

*Tis when I tread the wonted round 
Where former joy awakes me, 

And shows its relics o’er the ground. 


There’s not a shrub or flower 

But tells some much-loved tale to me, 
Or paints some happy hour, 

Which I, alas! no more may see. 


LP PP LLLP 


WIT AND BEAUTY. 
(Dibdin. ) 


As Wit and Beauty, for an hour, 
The other day were jarring, 
Which held o’er man superior power, 
They almost came to sparring : 


Cried Reason,—Wit, you’re grown a fool ; 


You look quite ugly, Beauty ; 
Come, take me with you, both be cool, 
Sure mortals know their duty ; 
To them submit, 
Whether ’tis Wit 
They most admire, or Beauty. 


So said, so done, out they both set, 
With Reason to protect ’em; 
Resolved, that the first men they met, 
Should to the truth direct *em. 
Instant they asked a midnight throng, 
Who to Bacchus paid their duty ; 
Wit, cried out they, teems in our song, 
But ’tis inspired by Beauty : 
Learn wisdom, Wit, 
Like us, submit 
To the sweet power of Beauty. 


Cried Wit, no tricks on travellers here i: 
I saw you smile, you gipsy ; 

Twas bribery and corruption, clear, 
Besides, the rogues were tipsy : 
Yon bard the truth will quickly hit,— 

Come, Poet, do your duty ; 
Do you not owe your fame to Wit? 
To Wit, fool! no, to Beauty. 
Adieu to Wit, 
When men submit 
To be the slaves of Beauty. 


Quaint rogue, with his satiric page, 
The fellow is a lover : 
If I’m condemned by yonder sage, 
Pll give the matter over. 
Didst not the world, say, Hermit, quit 
Tmposing this hard duty, 
Better to contemplate on Wit ? 
No,—to reflect on Beauty. 
Then, in fond fit, 
He turned from Wit, 
And squeezed the hand of Beauty. 


Wit rules the mind, Beauty the heart, 
Friend one, and wife the other; 
Thus, cleaving to the better part, 
Men leave friend, father, brother ; 
Hence, cried the sage, my presence quit, 
Adieu, friend, know thy duty ; 
Then, shutting rude the door on Wit, 
Was left alone with Beauty. 
Since when, poor Wit, 
Glad to submit, 
Has owned the power of Beauty, 
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LIL IL AL? 


A NEW IRISH MEDLEY. 
(C. F. Barrett. ) 


Ock, love is the soul of a nate Irishman, 
de loves all that is lovely, loves all that he can, 


With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green : 
His heart is good humoured, is honest and sound, 
No malice or hatred are there to be found 5 
He courts— 
Kate Kearney, 
Who lives near the lake of Killarney ; 
From her love beaming eye what mortal can fly, 
Unsubdued by— 
The girls who revive without pother, 
The mode of our darling original mother, 
For Eve was as straight as the sticks of sky-rockets, 
And first set the fashion— 
When the leaves were green, 
And blossoms decked each tree, 
Young Teddy then declared his love, 
His artless love to me; 
On Shannon’s flowery bank we sat, 
And there— 
By the big hill of Howth, 
That’s a bit of an oath. 
That to swear by I’m loath, 
To the heart of a stone ; 
But be poison my drink, 
If I sleep, snore, or wink, 
Once forgetting to think 
An Irish hay-maker, 
One Mr. O’Rafferty—then it is me ; 
And my father, he was—yes, he was a stay-maker, 
And I am the whalebone that danced on his knee ; 
And, och! ever since with the girls I’ve been 
Jigging, 
Who cry— 
I was the boy for bewitching ’em, 
Whether good humoured or coy, 
All cried, when I was beseeching ’em, 
** Do what you will with me, joy.” 
‘* Daughters, be cautious and steady,” 
Mammies would cry out, for fear, 
“€ Won’t you take care now of— 
Judy O’Flannikin ! 
Dearly she loves nate Looney Mactwolter. 
Judy’s my darling, my kisses she suffers ; 
She’s an heiress, that’s clear, 
For her father sells beer, 
And he keeps the sign of— 
A snug little cot, 
Which by one trifling accident I never got ; 
For dying— 
As beautiful Kitty, one morning was tripping, 
With a pitcher of milk, to the fair of Coleraine, 
When she saw me she stumbled, the pitcher it 
tumbled, 
And— 
Murphy Delaney, so funny and frisky, 
Reeled into a shebeen to get his skin full, 
And popped out again pretty well lined with 
whiskey, 
As fresh as a shamrock, as blind as a bull, 
When— 
Slow Pheebus had shown through the window so 
bright, 
Quite happy to view her blest children of light : 
So we parted, with hearts neither sorry nor sore, 
Resolving next night to have twelve bottles more. 
Twelve bottles more, &c. 


GLP L LE LL 


MY JEALOUS HEART WOULD BREAK, 
SHOULD WE LIVE ONE DAY ASUNDER, 


(Earl of Rochester. ) 


MY dear mistress has a heart 

Soft as these kind looks she gave me, 
When with love’s resistless art, 

And her eyes, she did enslave me ; 
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But her constancy’s so weak, 
She’s so wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day asunder. 


Melting joys about her move, 

Wounding pleasures, killing blisses, 

_ She can dress her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kisses ; 
Angels listen when she speaks, 

She’s my delight, all mankind’s wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break, 

Should we live one day asunder. 


CLL SLI IH 


ROY’S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH. 
(Mrs. Grant.) 
Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch, 
Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch, 
Wat she how she cheated me, 
As I came o’er the braes of Balloch. 


- 


She vowed, she swore she wad be mine, 
She said she loed me best of ony 3 
. But ah! the fickle, faithless quean, 
She’s taen the carle, and left her Johnny. 
Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch, &c. 


Her hair sae fair, her een sae clear, 
Her wee bit mou, sae sweet and bonnie, 
To me she ever will be dear, 
Though she’s for ever left her Johnny. 
t Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch, &c. 


But, oh! she was a canty quean, 
’ And weel could dance the Highland walloch ; 
How happy I, had she been mine, 
' Or I'd been Roy of Aldivalloch. 
Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch, &c. 


GPP IF AF 


BANG-UP IN ST. GEORGE’S FIELDS. 
Air—“ With Spirts gay.” 
THOUGH bang-up prime has been the rage in Bond- 
street and the city, 
There are some kiddies in the fields as knowing and 
as witty ; 
While at the west, with four-in-hand, the noble gem- 
men shine, 
You'll find some blades, that swell on foot, quite 
as bang up and prime. 
Then Temple-bar and Bond-street, too, must not 
. tule the roast, 
The Obelisk and London-road have got their girls 
to toast. 


SPOKEN.] There was Bill Breese, Phil. Racket, 
and Harry Hairbreadth; they were the boys to 
keep the game alive.—Prime coveys, show blood 
like a race horse—no starters—always saw the 
candles out. To mill a waiter, back a dog, fight 
a cock, sing a song, crack a joke, make a speech, 
and tip a bailiff the long trot ; d—me, there was 
none to equal them. 


Then keep it up, for fashion’s all, as long as money 
ields ; 
Let other bloods say what they will, we’re bang-up 
in the fields. 


With gallimaufry cards and ball, we often keep a 
gay day, 

And in every spree that offers are as gallant lads as 
any. 

For fun and glee, and life and row, we’re always 
on the scent, 

And oft have joined him in the song, of ‘ Overboard 
he vent.’ 

Tf true such lads we are, when our pockets lined 
with rag, 

Then Rotten-1ow and Ludgate-hill shall, in future, 
cease, to brag. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.| Bill, what did 
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you do with yourself, last night? * Why, went 
to the Surrey Theatre : ‘ abox-ticket for three shil- 
lings, take two in the pit and save you a shilling ; 
a pit-ticket for eighteen-pence.’? Chopped with the 
old lady, pushed in with the crowd, shook the 
Nonpareil by the fist, cracked a bottle of spruce 
with Harris ; ‘ Overboard he vent,’ cries the gallery ; 
« down in the front,’ saysI. <I wish you’d pull off 
your bonnet, ma’am, says a tailor.’ ‘ I shan’t 
pull off my bonnet, neither, feller ; it shows where 
you was edicated, to ax such a thing.’ ‘ Is that 
the Blind Boy? by St. Patrick it is; how pratty 
he looks now, with his eyes shut!’ Came out with 
a grand shove, quizzed the girls, drank negus, got 
lushy, and reeled home at three. 
‘Then keep it up, for fashion’s all, &c. 
With sparring, billiards, betting, and driving in 
the Rules, 
We'll show in pleasure’s gay routine, the Surrey 
lads a’n’t fools. 
With concert, ball, and masquerade, we often spend 


the night, 

And when we get insulted, then, d—me, we show 
Sight. 

So push away in fashion’s throng, and never dread 
a crush, 


For when our brads and credit’s gone, why then 
we make a brush. 


mew 8 Got devilish boosy last night: roll- 
ed into the Dog and Style; a free and easy, prime 
swells, all select ; found the chairman on his legs : 
© What’s the use of kicking up this here row, when 
you sees as how I’m going to make a speech.’ ‘O, 
bar all sarments,’ cries the company ; ‘ let’s pro- 
ceed to harmony.’ ‘ Well, with all my heart ; 
Mr. Spriggins is called on for a song.’ ‘ Bravo! 
silence, gemmen, a noble call.’ Indeed, gemmen, 
I never sings, *pon my word and honour. ‘ No 
’pology, sir, no *pology. ‘ Well, then, I’ll try and 
make a noise, gemmen.” ‘ Bravo! bravo! ‘ AsI 
vas a valking, one morning in spring, for to hear the 
birds vistle, and the nightingales sing ; that’s all, 
gemmen.’ ‘ Bravo! thank’e, sir; what shall we 
say arter that ere good song?’ ‘ Why, gemmen, 
I'll give ye—success to Old England.’ < Bravo! I 
hope you’ll do honour to that toast, gemmen : is 
the toast circumlated at your end of the room, Mr. 
Deputy?’ < Yes, sir, it’s gone round well.’ 
Then keep it up, for fashion’s all, &c. 


Sd ee ee 


COME, DEAREST MARY, YOUR LOVER IS 
NEAR. 


Air—* Fly from the World, oh! Bessy, with me.” 


(Kennedy.) 

COME, come, dearest Mary, your lover is near, 
And the moon on the ocean is shining ; 

The breeze o’er the mountain dispels every fear, 
As lowe on thy casement’s reclining : 

The clouds as they pass o’er the sky’s silvered face 
Bids nature perform all its duty, 

And the twinkling stars seem to smile on the grace 
Of my Mary, my love, life, and beauty. 


But hear me, still, Mary, in accents so warm, 
Call down blessings on her I’m addressing, 
And should this sweet scene be o’erwhelmed by a 
storm, 
_ I'd protect thee, my love, still confessing : 
And should heaven’s bolts on my head chance to 
fall, 
I would never forsake thee, my charmer ; 
But angels’ assistance to Mary Id call, 
And would perish ’ere danger should harm her. 


THE YORKSHIREMAN. 
My father who always knew what he were at, 
A cunning and good natured elf, 
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Bid me take care of this thing and take care of that, 
But, says I, I'll take care of myself. 
So I ventured fra” Yorkshire, to better my lot, 
And since ’twas my fortune to come to this spot, 
I’m vastly well pleased wi’ the place I ha’ got, 
Where I sing fal de ral, &c. 


Since money, they say, makes the mare for to go, 
Getting money must be the best plan ; 
And, as Yorkshiremen understand horseflesh, you 
know, 
F" On my hobby I'll keep while I can. 
This ground is all fair, and I fear not a jot, 
There’ll be no falling off, if I don’t spur too hot, 
And when luck doesn’t gallop, she’s welcome to 
trot, 
While I’m singing fal de ral, &c. 


And when I get married, for marry I must, 
As soon as I find out a lass, 
She’ll meet wi’ a pretty good husband, I trust, 
And wi’ her Ill ha’ plenty of brass. 
I’m not hard to please when I’m choosing, d’ye see, 
She mun come of good kin, and, besides, she mun 
be, 
For beauty, why—just such another as me, 
While I sing fal de ral, &c. 


PPIP POLS 


THE SPRIGHTLY HORN. 


THE sprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the hunter rise, 

The opening hound returns the sound, 
And Echo fills the skies. 

See ruddy health, more dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain’s brow, 

The neighing steed invokes our speed, 
And renard trembles now. 


In ancient days, as story says, 
The woods our fathers sought ; 
The rustic race adored the chase, 
And hunted as they fought. 
Come, let’s away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the forest’s charms ; 
Then o’er the bowl expand the soul, 
And rest in Chloe’s arms. 


GCLLPP OOF 


THE MAID THAT I LOVE BEST. 
(Upton. ) 


CUPID, lovely, charming boy: 
Gentle god, befriend my prayer, 
Turn my bosom’s grief to joy; 
Love alone should triumph there. 
Since thy vot’ry sworn am I, 
Grant a lover one request, 
Beara tear and bear a sigh 
To the maid that I love best. 


Softly whisper in her ear 

How for her alone I burn; 
Tell her, by that sigh and tear, 

Love like mine should meet return. 
Then, to certify my bliss, 

Then, to make me truly blest, 
Bring me back a tender kiss 

From the maid that I love best. 


Venus then shall thee repay 
With a thousand kisses sweet ; 
Then my sonnets, night and day, 
Shall thy victory repeat. 
Haste, then, haste! on wings of speed, 
Haste, and calm my ruffled breast ; 
Bear the charge to thee decreed 
To the maid that I love best. 


FPLC ROOF 
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THE WONDERFUL MR. EPPS. 
Air—** Miss Bailey.””—( Moncrieff. ) 


QUITE hungry, coming up to town, and lacking 
some relief, sir, 
I stepped, at Holborn, ina shop, to buy myself 
some beef, sir. 
I bought a slice, it looked so nice, it made me lick 
my lips, sir, 
Who is it sells this beef? says I; quoth shopman, 
Mr. Epps, sir. 
Oh! Mr. Epps, sir, 
Well-furnished Mr. Epps, sir ; 
For selling beef 
He is the chief, 
Of beef he’s Baron Epps, sir. 


I scarce had got in Newgate-street, indeed it is no 
flam, sir, 
Before I thought I with my beef should like a little 
ham, sir; 
No sooner said than done, into another shop I 
steps, sir, 
Where, to my great surprise, I saw up-written Mr. 
Epps, sir. 
Oh! Mr. Epps, sir, 
Ambidexter Mr. Epps, sir ; 
For ham and beef 
He is the chief, 
He’s Lord of Sandwich Epps, sir. 


I must be drunk, or double see, thinks I, at once 
to meet, sir, 
With Mr. Epps on Holborn-hill, and then in New- 
gate-street, sir: 
Pray tell me, sir, says I, are you, ’ereI begin to 
cram, sir, 
The Mr. Epps that sells the beef ?—he answered, 
yes, I ham, sir. 
Oh, Mr. Epps, sir, 
Prolific Mr. Epps, sir; 
What great relief, 
With ham and beef, 
We often get from Epps, sir. 


I scarce had got into Fleet-street, or else I may be 
hung, sir, 
Before I thought I with my beef should like a little 
tongue, sir ; 
But what tongue my surprise can tell, however 
great adepts, sir, 
When, stepping in a third shop, 1 again saw Mr. 
Epps, sir. 
Oh, Mr. Epps, sir, 
Omnipresent Mr. Epps, sir, 
With ham, tongue, beef, 
He cheers our grief, 
Chief victualler, Mr. Epps, sir. 


What wond’rous men are London tradesmen now, 
who can, sans cozen, 
Possess a noble round of shops ; aye, thirteen to 
the dozen, 
Then here’s long life to Mr. Epps, the hero of my 
tale, sir, 
And may to hungry men his ham, and beef, and 
tongue ne’er fail, sir. 
Oh, Mr. Epps, sir, 
Provisional Mr. Epps, sir ; 
Great man of tongue, 
His beef’s unhung, 
Though in Old Bailey’s Epps, sir. 
THE DAIRY-MAID. 
(D. Servia.) 
MOoDEST, by a sylvan shade, 
Sat a blushing dairy-maid ; 
Loose her hair, adown her cheek, 
Hung in auburn tresses sleek. 
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Why so far from home, my dear, 
With thy milk-pail bright and clear ; 
Rise, sweet lass, Ill bear thy pail 
To thy cot in yonder vale. 


Friend, your kindness I admire, 
Yield my pail to your desire, — 
Fearless I of guile or harm, 
Yield you, too, my slender arm. 


Harm, my love! that cannot be 
To such smiles and modesty ; 
But this pail you must forsake, 
And my dairy’s cares partake. 


PLIP ILO? 


THE MODERN LOVER, 


OR, THE DEAR OLD GIRL HAS GOT THE MONEY. 


(Romer. ) 


THOUGH Bridget cannot boast of charms 
That might enthral a lover’s heart, 
Yet still I court her to my arms, 
And act the whining lover’s part. 
And though she squints with either eye, 
To that no one can have objection, 
For when from them love’s glances fly, 

My Bridget kills in each direction : 
And what enhances still her worth, 

And makes her sweet as Hybla’s honey,— 
It is not beauty, ’tis not birth, 

But the dear girl has got the money. 


Although in Bridget’s face, ’tis true, 
No winning smiles eternal play, 
And though her cheeks are tawney hue, 
And all her locks are turned to gray,— 
Yet still her charms for me suffice ; 
For think not I’m one of those ninnies 
Who prize the lustre of bright eyes,— 
Give me the lustre of bright guineas! 
And though she’s quite an ugly fright, 
Hump-backed, with crooked nose so funny, 
Yet she’s got that which puts all right,— 
The dear old soul has got the money! 


And though to vex ’twere her delight, 
With temper e’er perverse and sour, 
While her shrill tongue, from morn till night, 
One torrent of abuse should pour, 
Yet am I ready at her call, 
Whene’er my fair will choose to marry ; 
For patient I’ll submit to all, 
Sooner than my suit miscarry ; 
For in my love. there is that:worth 
That makes her sweet as Hybla’s honey ; 
It is not beauty, ’tis not birth, 
The dear old creature’s got the money. 


PILFLIO LI? 


SPIRIT OF JOY. 
(Moore. ) 


SPIRIT of joy! thy altar lies 

Tn youthful hearts that hope like mine, 
And ‘tis the light of laughing eyes 

That leads us to thy fairy shrine. 
There if we find the sigh, the tear, 

They are not those to sorrow known, 
But breath so soft, and drops so clear, 

That bliss may claim them for her own 
Then give me, give me, while I weep, 

The sanguine hope that brightens woe, 
And teaches e’en our tears to keep 

The tinge of rapture while they flow. 
The child, who sees the dew of night 

Upon the spangled hedge at morn, 
Attempts to catch the drops of light, 

But wounds his finger with the tnorn. 


Thus oft the brightest joys we seek ; 
Dissolve, when touched, and turn to pain; 
The flush they kindle leaves the cheek, 
The tears siete waken long remain. 
But give me, give me, whileI weep, 
The sanguine hope, &c. 


GPIPPOPLS 


THE SAILOR’S JOURNAL. 
(Dibdin.) 
’TWAS post meridian, half-past four, 
By signal I from Nancy parted, 
At six she lingered on the shore, 

With uplift hands and broken hearted. 
At seven, while taughtening the forestay, 
I saw her faint, or else *twas fancy, 

At eight we all got under weigh, 
And bade a long adieu to Nancy. 


Night came, and now eight bells had rung, 
While careless sailors ever cheery, 
On the mid-watch so jovial sung, 
With tempegs labour cannot weary ; 
I, little to their mirth inclined, 
While tender thoughts rushed on my fancy, 
And my warm sighs increased the wind, 
Looked on the moon, and thought of Nancy. 


And now arrived that jovial night, 
When every true-bred tar carouses, 
When o’er the grog, all hands delight 
To toast their sweethearts and their spouses: 
Round went the can, the jest, the glee, 
While tender wishes filled each fancy, 
And when, in turn, it came to me, 
I heaved a sigh, and toasted Nancy. 


Next morn a storm came on at four, 
At six, the elements in motion, 

Plunged me and three poor sailors more 
Headlong into the foaming ocean : 

Poor wretches: they soon found their graves ; 
For me, it may be only fancy, 

But love seemed to forbid the waves 
To snatch me from the arms of Nancy. 


Scarce the foul hurricane was cleared, 
Scarce winds and waves had ceased to rattle, 
When a bold enemy appeared, 
And, dauntless, we prepared for battle. 
And now, while some loved friend or wife, 
Like lightning rushed on every fancy, 
To Providence I trusted life, 
Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy. 


At last, ’twas in the month of May, 
The crew, it being lovely weather, 
At three A.M. discovered day 
And England’s chalky cliffs together. 
At seven up channel how we bore, 
While hopes and fears rushed on my fancy, 
At twelve I gaily jumped ashore, 
And to my throbbing heart pressed Nancy. 


PLP IL LIF 


GLOOMY WINTER’S NOW AWA. 
(Tannahill.) 


GLOOMY winter’s now awa, 

Saft the western breezes blaw ; 
Amang the birks of Stanley shaw 
The mavis sings fu cheery O, 
Sweet the craw flowers early bell 

Decks Gleniffer’s dewy dell, 
Blooming like thy bonnie sel’ 

My young, my artless dearie O! 
Come, my lassie, let us stray 
O’er Glenkilloch’s sunny brae, 
Blithely spend the gowden day, 

’*Midst joys that never weary O! 
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Tow’ring o’er the Newton Woods, 
Lav’rock’s fan the snaw-white clouds, 
Siller saughs wi’ downy buds 

Adorn the banks so briery 0! 
Round the sylvan fairy nooks, 
Feath’ry breckans fringe the rocks ; 
’Neath the brae the burnie jouks, 

-And ilka thing is cheery O! 
Trees may bud and birds may sing, 
Flowers may bloom, and verdure spring, 
Joy to me they canna bring, 

Unless wi’ thee, my dearie O! 


OI PPP ELF 


"TWAS YOU, SIR. 
A CATCH. 
(Lord Mornington. ) 


*TWAS you, sir, twas you, sir, 
I tell you nothing new, sir, 
’*Twas you that kissed the pretty girl, 
"Twas you, sir, you; 
*Tis true, sir, ’tis true, sir, 
You look so very blue, sir, 
I’m sure you kissed the pretty girl, 
Tis true, sir, true; 
Oh, sir, no, sir, 
How can you wrong me so, sir? 
I did not kiss the pretty girl— 
But I know who. 


SP LPIPPI SC? 


THIS WORLD IS SURE A PACK OF CARDS. 
(Oulton.) 


THIs world is sure a pack of cards, 
Such shuffling and such dealing, 

Now fortune frowns, and now rewards ; 
We’re winning or we’re failing. 

So many knaves are in the pack, 
That, spite of clubs, they beat us, 

And, as odd-tricks they never lack, 
*Tis evident they cheat us. 

Then as the maxim is, it seems, 
To play our cards quite knowing, 

' Let us, my boys, pursue these schemes, 

It is the game that’s going. 

See Strephon with fair Chloe plays, 
He has designs upon her, 

And, well I know, ’fore many days, 
Will surely take her honour ; 

Ah! giddy fair, why not foresee, 
His motive was to win her; 

But since ’tis so, why you and he 
Must partners now continue. 

Then as the maxim is, &c. 


The rich and poor, ’tis all the same, 
They both alike are playing, 
The only difference is the game, 
And sometimes in the paying. 
The poor a little commerce want, 
And cribbage is their pleasure ; 
But hazard is the rich one’s point, 
With which they risk their treasure. 
Then since the maxim is, &c. 


How many win, how many lose, 
How many wish for court-cards, 
How many a good hand abuse, 
How many love to sport cards ; 
But none with diamonds ever part, 
For they are always famous, 
And some ne’er fail to wina heart, 
No matter what the game is. 
Then since the maxim is, &c. 


CLIF LOO 
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LOVE AND LIBERTY. 
Air— Scots! wha ha with Wallace bled.” 
( Upton.) 


WHERE’S the girl can love disdain ? 

Where’s the man can woman pain? 

Where’s the heart not proud to gain 
Love and liberty ? 


Where’s the wretch can woman shun ? 
(Woman! life’s meridian sun !) 
Cold, and not by beauty won? 

Poltroon let him be! 


Love, that thrills with Love’s alarms, 

Tells that bliss is woman’s arms! 

Man must kneel to woman’s charms ! 
Charms, like Nature, free! 


Fill the glass to Beauty’s power! 

Fill the glass to Freedom’s hour! 
‘Naught that breathes should live to sour 
Love and liberty! 


GPLILL LF 


THE ODDITIES. 
(E. W. Brayley.) 


You odd-fellows all, now I’ll sing an odd song, 

_ And a very odd song it shall be ; 

And, though very odd, yet it will not seem long ' 
From a little odd fellow like me. 


This world is an odd one, and full of odd folks ; 
Of oddities jumbled together ; 

Odd tricks upon tricks, and many odd jokes, 
And cursedly odd sort of weather. 


Father Adam, the first, was an odd sort of man, 
Who’d a very odd sort of a wife ; 

For she with Old Nick played an odd sort of trick, 
Which cost the odd fellow his life. 


Their odd daughters, too, from that time to this 
day, 
Act oddly, to keep on a level ; 
And if, by mischance, they get in an odd way, 
Why, ’tis odd, but they’ve play’d with the 
devil. 


There’s odd doctors, too, and odd lawyers, like- 
wise, 
Who scorn to refuse an odd fee ; 
With odd sailors,—’twould excite much surprise, 
Should they lose the odd fight on the sea. 


But to make an odd end of this very odd song, 
All odd people here will agree ; 

That with an odd heart, I’ve done my part 
Very odd, for an odd one like me. 


PLE P LPP? 


THE DEW EACH TREMBLING LEAF 
ENWREATHED. 


(Miss Belfour. ) 


THE dew each trembling leaf enwreathed, 
The red-breast sweetly sung, 

The balmy air with fragrance breathed, 
From bowers with roses hung. 

The setting sun yet faintly gleamed, 
And swift and sweet the momeuts flew 

With her whose smile too artless seemed 
To hide a heart untrue. 


But now o’er dreary scenes I range, 
Where once such beauties shone, 

Yet blooming nature knows no change, 
Alas! ’tis all my own. 

The rose still holds its lovely form, 
The dew still sparkles on the tree ; 

But oh! the smile that gave the charm, 
No longer beams for me! 
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THE CATALOGUE OF ODD FISH. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Your mirth to increase I’ve a wish, 

And you'll own my endeavour ’tis daily, 
So I’ll sing you a song of odd fish, 

If you won’t say the subject is scaly ; 
Town’s full of sweet soals and sour crabs, 

And enough fools to flounder in reason, 
And, as Billingsgate beauties are dabs, 

That’s a pretty place in the sprat-season. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Pretty girls are all whitings and maids, 
Thornbacks scandalous tabbies with wrinkles, 
Your eels are your slippery blades, 
And patch’d ladies are all perriwinkles ; 
As soldiers the lobsters all go, 
Shotten herring’s a man when he lacks work, 
And the salmon, I really don’t know, 
But it’s monstrously like Salmon’s wax-work. 
Tolce rol, &c. 


A carp of your critic-race smacks, 

A plaice, la! we most of us like it, 
I don’t say your doctors are jacks, 

But we’re all glad enough when they pike it ; 
Some say that your lawyer’s a shark, 

I don’t mean to swear he is that fish, 
But we shou’dn’t miss much of the mark 

If we set down his clients as flat fish. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


A perfumer is smelt, we all know, 
Your oyster a pearl-dealer made is, 
A lily-white muscie’s a beau, 
And hot-cockles a game for the ladies ; 
We tickle great men like a trout, 
Turbots look like substantial stock-holders, 
Major Sturgeon’s a great bounce-about, 
And a glutton’s a cod’s head and shoulders. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


PILI L ILA IF 


HARK! ECHO MOCKS THE WINDING 
, HORN. 


THE morning breaks, 
Those ruddy streaks 
Proclaim the opening day ; 
With glowing health, 
The sportsman’s wealth, 
Away, boys! come, away! 


The mellow horn, 
On the still morn, 
Pours sounds which Echo mocks, 
While, following, bound 
Man, horse, and hound, 
To unearth the wily fox. 


Hark! Echo mocks 
The winding horn, 
That, on the expanded wings of morn, 
Though sweet the sound, in dreadful yell 
Tolls out a knell 
To the devoted fox. 


Now off he’s thrown, 
The day’s our own, 
See yonder where he takes ; 
To cheat our eyes, 
In vain he tries 
The rivers and the breaks. 


The mellow horn 
Breaks on the morn, 
And leads o’er hills and rocks ; 
While, following, bound 
Man, horse, and hound, 
To entrap the wily fox. 
Hark! Echo mocks, &c. 


Now he’s seiz’d, 

The dogs, well pleas’d, 
Behold his eye-balls roll ; 
He yields his breath, 
And from his death 
Is born the flowing bowl. 


The mellow horn, 
That, through the morn, 
Led over hills and rocks ; 
Now sounds a call, 
To see the fall 
Of the expiring fox. 
Hark! Echo mocks, &c. 


PPE LPL LF 


I WILL WREATHE A FAIRY BOWER. 
( Peake.) 


I WILL wreathe a bower, a fairy bower, 

Of greenest thoughts—I will wreathe it well, 
And deck it with feelings all in flower, 

And thither my love shall wend and dwell. 
Oh she shall live in that hallowed spot, 
By the cold and common world forgot. 


There, life shall be like one summer hour, 
Not a bud shall drop, nor a leaf depart ; 
No wandering airs can destroy the bower 
That glows with the roses of the heart. 
Oh, she shall live in that hallowed spot, 
By the cold and common world forgot. 


GPLIPLSIP LF 


MONTGOMERY’S PIG. 
(Devis.) 


GAILY I’ll dash along, sorrow’s mere flummery, 
Sentiment’s all a fantastical rig ; 

I once read a novel, call’d Mordaunt Montgomery, 
He broke his heart for a favourite pig. 


He and his pig were from infancy play-fellows ; 
While they were young they behav’d very well ; 
But when they grew up they turn’d out very gay 
fellows, 
Scamping and sky-larking—where I sha’n’t tell. 


Pig grew so rakish, that, spite of his clamours, 
Cross-ways they tied a great stick on his chest ; 

So, losing at once both his acorns and amours, 
He sickened and died—of a pain in his breast. 


Shame and remorse seized his ruthless oppressors, 
But, when Montgomery heard the sad tale, 

Vengeance he vow’d on poor piggy’s aggressors, 
Confirming his oath with three nippers of ale. 


Soundly he kick’d them; but, hapless Montgo- 
mery, . 
Nought it availed thee, thy grief was so big ; 
He madden’d, he smil’d! and, to show ’twasn’ 
mummery, 
Breath’d his last sigh at the grave of his pig. 


GPL IOF EP? 


LET US BE MERRY BEFORE WE GO. 
(J. P. Curran.) 


Ir, sadly thinking, with spirits sinking, 

Could more than drinking my cares compose, 
A cure from sorrow from sighs I’d borrow, 

And hope to-morrow would end my woes. 
But as in wailing there’s nought availing, 

And Death, unfailing, will strike the blow ; 
Then, for that reason, and for a season, 

Let us be merry before we go. 


To joy a stranger, a way-worn ranger, 
In every danger my course I’ve run; 
Now hope all ending and death befriending, 
His last aid lending my cares are done. 
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No more a rover or hwpless lover, 
My griefs are over, my glass runs low ; 
Then, for that reason, and for a season, 
Let us be merry before we go! 
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POPP OP OL 


VAT A SHARMING POY I PE. 


WHEN first a little Smouchy, no higher than as 
that, 

My dad and mammy taught me to know vell vat is 
vat. 

They pat mai little cheek and mai curly head you 


see 
And they of all dem agree vat a sharming poy I 
pe 
i Wid mai smiles delighting, 
Eyes inviting ; 
Oh! all of dem agree vat a sharming poy I pe. 
Den soon I growed up pigger, and kept my eye on 
trades, , ve 
And, sometimes, too, I keep it on the little smiling 
maids ; 
I ogled them so pretty wherever dem I see, 
Then they all of em agree vat a sharming poy I 
Pe 4 
‘ Wid mai smiles delighting, &c. 
At last de gay Miss Levi vas vin my tender heart, 
And I resolved to marry her, and do a husband’s 
part ; 
I courted her so pretty, she could not cruel pe, 
She owned she never found such a proper man as 
me 
" -- Wid mai smiles delighting, &c. 


Now, go where’er I may, all de pretty little dears 
Dey seek mai heart to win—but I’m blind to all 
dere tears, 
I’m constant to my spousy—and true to me is she, 
For she swears she never found such a charming 
man as me, 
Wid mai smiles delighting, &c. 


PPOLOPEF 


O, THOU ART THE LAD OF MY HEART, 
WILLY. 
(Smyth.) 
O, THOU art the lad of my heart, Willy, 
There’s love, and there’s life, and glee, 
There’s a cheer in thy voice and thy bounding step, 
And there’s bliss in thy blithesome e’e ; 
But, oh, how my heart was tried, Willy, 
For little I thought to see 
That the lad who won the lasses all 
Would ever be won by me. 


Adown this path we came, Willy, 
’T was just at the hour of eve; 
And will he, or will he not, I thought, 
My fluttering heart relieve ? 
So oft we paus’d as we saunter’d on, 
’Twas fear—and hope—and fear ; 
But here, at the wood, as we parting stood, 
’Twas rapture his vows to hear! 


Of vows so soft—thy vows, Willy ! 
Who would not, like me, be proud ; 

Sweet lark, with thy soaring, echoing song, 
Come down from thy rosy cloud. 

Come down to thy nest, and tell thy mate— 
But tell thy mate alone— 

Thou hast seen a maid whose heart of love 
Is as merry and light as thy own. 


THE SENSIBLE FAMILY. 


I HAD a wife of my own, 
Still with her tongue she clattered on, 
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Not with her knuckle or bone, 

But with her tongue she battered on : 
With cuckold, ass, blockhead, and drone, 

And such like words she clattered on, 
Not with her knuckle and bone, 

But with poker and tongs she battered on. 


SPOKEN.] But, poor soul! she happened to die 
one day, and went out like the snuff of a candle— 
Singing, Ka, ba, wa, who, ch, wow, &c. 

(Imitating Punch, the first part of the tune for 
chorus. ) 


Soon I married a second, 
She, like the other, would rule again ; 
A beauty by most folks she’s reckoned, ’ 
Though her frowns soon made me cool again ; 
Her beauty and charms, I vow, 
Would move the heart of any man, 
She’s as fat as a pig or a sow, 
With a face like a well-polished warming-pan. 
SPOKEN.] A dropsy carried her off, poor soul ! 
and she left me one child, and asensible boy he is 5 
going to stir the fire the other day, he lays hold of 
the hot end of the poker, and, as soonas he found 
it burnt his fingers, d——me, if he didn’t drop it 
immediately. Oh! he’s a sensible boy, and can 
sing— 





Ka, ba, wa, &c. 


I then vowed to keep myself single, 

My person neglected, strong taken, too ; 
But Dorothy’s charms made my heart tingle, 

And my vow, like pie-crust, was broken, too: 
Though some men her love had derided, 

Her face, I must needs say, was copper-brown ; 
To be sure she was rather lop-sided, 

With ashort and long leg, that went up and 

down. 


SPOKEN.] Poor creature, she left me one child, 
and a clever lad he was, and writes two charming 
hands—one he can’t read himself, and the other 
nobody can read for him, but still he contrives to 
sing— 

Ka, ba, wa, &c. 
Two children left on my hands, 
They took a trifle maintaining, too; 
With Hymen again linked in bands, 
My wife look’d rather disdaining, too ; 
Her cash, like trout, I must tickle, 

She’s brisk, and forswears melancholy, too; 
Though her walk’s rather rumbusticle, 

And her name’s Gimblet-eyed Molly, too. 


SPOKEN.] She left me only one daughter, and 
the parson of the parish took a liking to her; and 
what do you think she did? she mended the par- 
son’s black stockings with white worsted, and sent 
him hopping to church like a magpie. Oh! she’s 
a cheerful lass, and always sings— 

Ka, ba, wa, &c. 


My present wife just suits again, 
And I trust I may have occasion to 
Raise a new race of recruits again, 
To keep us from foreign invasion, too. 
She’s a sweet-temper’d creature, good lack! 
With a title I hope won’t degrade her, too, 
For, having a hump on her back, 
Why, you may call her my wife or my lady, too. 


SPOKEN.] I have but one child by her, anda 
sharp lad he is. ‘Turning the corner of the sireet 
the other day, he ran full-but against an attorney, 
and, d me, if he has been able to speak a word 
of truth ever since. Having given you a full de- 
scription of my wives and family, I wish you could 
see us all sitting in the chimney-corner, on a win- 
ter’s evening, every one of us singing— 

Ka, ba, wa, &c. 
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COLD IS CADWALLO’S TONGUE. 
(Gray.) 


COLD is Cadwallo’s tongue, 
That hush’d the stormy main, 
Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed. 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain! 
Modred, whose magic song 
3g pee Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topped 
ead, 
Dear lost companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes, 
Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
Ye died amidst your dying country’s cries. 
No more I weep, they do not sleep, 
On yonder cliffs, a grisly band, 
I see them sit, they linger yet, 
Avengers of their native land! 
With me, in dreadful harmony, they join, 
And ss acrh: with bloody hands, the tissue of thy 
ine. 


GLP LIP LF 


THE NEW FLY VAN. 
Air—** My Lodging is on the cold Ground.” 
(R. Hance.) 


BELIEVE me, if all the “ fly vans” on the earth 
Were conducted as easy as mine, 

Travellers would find theirs a more pleasant birth, 
And could better afford to drink wine. 

But the hearts of stage-coachmen they are so per- 

verse, 

That a new method they will not learn, 

Though they travel as slow as a funeral hearse, 
To my “ fly-van invention” wo’n’t turn. 


It is not that harness, for mine is more dear, 
Or the trouble of putting it on, 

Or more horses killed in the course of a year, 
Without aid of whipcord or thong ; 

For the horse that’s well harnessed will well do his 

work, 

And the fly bear his burden along ; 

As some vans are endangered by a sudden jerk, 
My <* fly-van-scheme” your life may prolong. 


Then all ye stage-coachmen and travellers who 
Have any thing to do with my “ fly-vans,” 
And young folks, who wish to amuse themselves 
too, 
Are invited to follow my plans :— 
Off good silver-paper cut a narrow strip, 
To which a fine horse-hair you'll tie, 
Catch a blue us [blue-botile], and fasten it over 
his hip, 
Write—“ fly-van,” and then let him fly. 


GLE IL EPL 


THE SEVEN AGES. 
With Additions.—( Collins. ) 


OUR immortal poet’s page says that all the world’s 
a stage, 
And that men, with all their airs, are nothing more 
than players, 
Each using skill and art, in his turn to play his 
art, 
All to fill up the farsical scene, O. 
Enter here, exit there, stand in view, mind your 
cue. 
Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
All to fill up the farsical scene, O! 


First, the infant on the lap, mewling, pewling for 


its pap, 

Like the rabbit, which we truss, is swaddled by 
its nurse, 

Who to please the puppet tries, as he giggles and 
he cries, 


All to fill up the farsical scene, O! 
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( The singer here imitates the crying of a child. ) 
Hush-a-by, wipe an eye, kiss a pretty, suck a titty. 


SPOKEN.] Ha, ha! it was its none mamma’s 
pretty, pretty ; and, if he is a good boysey, poisey, 
he shall go a ridey, pidey, in a coachey, poachey 
—Ya! ya! 

Hey down, ho down! &c. 
Then the pretty babe of grace, with his shining 
morning face, 
And his sachel on his back, to school, alas! must. 
ack, 
While, ike a snail he creeps, and for black Monday 
weeps, 
All to fill wp the farsical scene, O° 
Book mislaid, truant play’d, rod in pickle, bum to 
tickle. 


SPOKEN. ] (Imitates schoolmaster and boy. ) Come 
up, sirrah, and say your lesson. What letter is 
that?—A. Well, sir, what is the next ?—That, 
sir. It is not that, sir—it is this, sir. Now, spell 
B-i-r-m-i-n-g-h-a-m. Well, sir, what does that 
spell?—Birmingham. Put out your hand, sir— 
there (slapping the boy’s hand )—It is Brummagum. 

Sing hey down, ho down, &c. 


Then the lover next appears, soused over head and 
ears, 
Like a lobster in the fire, sighing ready to expire, 
With a deep hole in his heart, you might through 
it drive a cart, ? 
All to fill up the farsical scene, oO! 
Beauty spurns him, passion burns him, like a 
wizard, eats his gizzard. 


SPOKEN.] Oh, my most adorable Amelia, had 
I words sufficiently strong to express my admiration 
of your beauty, you would at once believe me your 
devoted lover, and complete my bliss by flying to 
his arms who must for ever pine for the possession 
of that angelic form. 
Hey down, no down, &c. 


Then the soldier, ripe for plunder, breathing 
slaughter, blood, and thunder, 

Like a cat among the mice, kicks a dust up ina 
trice ; 

Talks of nought but streaming veins, shatter’d 
limbs, and scattered brains, 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O! 

Fight or fly, run or die, pop or pelter, helter skei- 
ter. 

SPOKEN.] Aye, I shall never forget the last 
battle I was in, such marching and countermarch- 
ing,—up the hill and down the hill,—right and 
left, flank and rear. Bless your heart, I have 
fought up to my knees in blood; and, at the very 
last battle I fought in, I had six horses shot under 
me—saw my comrades mown down like hay; and, 
just as a twenty-four-pounder was coming towards 
me, I drew my broad-sword—cut it right in two— 
one half went up in the air, and the other half 
went— 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Then, the justice, in his chair, with his broad and 
vacant stare, 

His wig of formal cut, and belly like a but, 

Well lined with turtle hash, callipee, and calli- 
pash, 

All to fill up this farsical scene, O ' 

Bawd and trull, pimp and cull, at his nod go to 

quod. 


SPOKEN.] Now, sirrah, what’s your name ?— 
John. John what?—No, sir, not John What— 
John Thomas. Wel, John Thomas, what right 
had you to take liberties with that girl?—I didn’t 
take liberties with her; but I think she takes a 
great liberty with me, when she swears a child to 
me, You must fatherit, sirrah.—I we’n’t; Jet her 
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father it herself. What do you mean, sirrah, if 
you are saucy here, you must go— 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Then the slippered pantaloon, in life’s dull after- 
noon, 

With spectacles on nose, shrunk shank in youthful 
hose 

His voice, nee big and round, now whistes in the 
sound, 

All to fill up this farsical scene, O! 

Vigour spent, body bent, shaking noddle, widdle 

waddle. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, times are altered now; old 
folks are laughed at, and boys alone are respected. 
Oh, dear me, how my cough annoys me. Ho! 
ho! ho! ha! 















Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Then, to finish up the play, second childhood 
leads the way, 

And, like sheep that’s got the rot, all our senses 
go to pot, 

When death amongst us pops, and down the cur- 
‘tain drops, 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O! 

Then the coffin we move off in, while the bell tolls 

the knell. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, thus the scene finishes: then, 
while we are here, why shouldn’t we enjoy life? 
And how can we do better than assemble, as we 
have done—enjoy a good song, and endeavour 
to make each other happy, by singing— 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


CLL OP? PL? 


THE KNIGHT WAS BRAVE, THE MAID 
WAS FAIR. 


Adapted to “« De Piacer.”—(O’Meara. ) 


RECITATIVE. 
THE knight was brave, the maid was fair, 
The moon was beaming silver bright, 
Each rose a fresher bloom did wear, 
Unruffled by the breeze of night : 
A palfrey stood beneath the tower, 
To bear the lovers far away, 
He cried, ‘“ Oh! fly thy tyrant’s power, 
The call of faithful love obey.” 
The knight was brave, the maid was fair, 
The moon was beaming silver bright ; 
He cried, ‘* Oh! haste, my lovely fair, 
’Tis now the signal hour for flight.” 


AIR. 
Love, ne’er deceive me, 
Oh! never grieve me, 
Break not thy vows of truth, 
Cause not a maiden’s tears, 
Hush all her doubts and fears 
That now assail the heart of youth. 


Heed not the trumpet’s clang of fierce alarms, 

Let not ambition tear thee from my arms ; 

Can charms of glory half so blissful prove, 

As those that ever wait on faithful love ? 
Love, ne’er deceive me, &c. 

So peace shall be our happy treasure, 

Each morn shall beam with pleasure ; 

Enshrinea in truth, each care is o’er, 

Thus—thus we meet, to part—no more! 


PLL IL ILS 


ROSAMOND’S SONG OF HOPE. 
( Bloomfield.) 
SWEET hope, so oft my childhood’s friend, 
[ will beli2ve thee still, 
For thou canst joy with sorrow blend 4 
Where grief alone would kill. 
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What disappointmencs wrung my heart, 
Ill brooked in tender years ; 

Thou, like a sun, perform’st thy part, 
And dried my infant tears. 


When late I bore the bloom of youth, 
And love had bound me fast, 

My buoyant heart would sigh by stealth, 
For fear it might not last. 


Thou told’st me, too, that genial spring 
Would bring me health again; 

I feel its power, but cannot sing 
Its glories yet, for pain, 


But thou canst still my heart inspire, 
And heaven can strength renew 3 

I feel thy presence, holy fire, 
My Philip will be true. 


PETER PRUIN; 
OR, THE GENUINE GROCER. 
(Planche. ) 


Goop folks, I have set up an honest and fair house, 
For genuine tea I have opened a warehouse, 
With genuine cocoa, all other is poison, 
And genuine bohea, and genuine hyson. 
The Emperor Shong-Son, of Ko Ki, no Kans1, 
Has taken to me, Peter Pruin, a fanc : 
Then, if you are sick of balderdash brewing, 
Come, buy half a pound of your friend Peter Pruin, 
Then, ma’am, will you walk in, 
And fol de rol liddle ; 
And, sir, will you stalk in, 
And fol de rol liddle ; 
And, little miss, pop in, 
And fol de rol liddle ; 
And, young master, hop in, 
And fol de rol liddle. 


This chocolate’s genuine, Peter’s no joker, 

A genuine mixture of brickdust and’ ochre 4 

This genuine sugar, to pound in a caster, 

Is hewn from a genuine stone alabaster 3 

These genuine beans, from Newmarket courses, 

Make genuine coffee for genuine horses ; 

These genuine figs, that my shop is so rich in, 

Are prettily sugared with sand from the kitchen. 
hen, ma’am, will you walk in, &c. 


When genuine flats shall awhile hither flock it, 
And put me a genuine plum in my pocket, 
I'll drink the amendment in genuine claret, 
And dash through the streets in my genuine 
chariot ; 
My genuine merit, the people will know it, 
The bubble will burst when I no longer blow it, 
It’s then you will know, my very good folks, 
That my genuine tea is a genuine hoax. 
Then, ma’am, will you walk in, &c. 


CFL LLL ERS 


HERE IN COOL GROT. 
A GLEE. 
(Lord Mornington. ) 


HERE, in cool grot and mossy cell, 
We rural fays and fairies dwell ; 
Though rarely seen by mottal eye, 
When the pale moon, ascending high, 
Darts through yon limes her quiv’ring beams, 
We frisk it near the crystal streams. 
Her beams, reflected from the wave, 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daisies broidered o’er, 
Exceeds we wot the Parian floor ; 
Nor yet for artful strains we call, 

But listen to the water-fall. 


a 
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HEROES AND KINGS, REVERE THE 
MASON’S NAME. 


By Mason’s art, the aspiring domes, 
In various columns, shall arise ; 
All climates are their native homes, 
Their godlike actions reach the skies. 
CHORUS, 
Heroes and kings, revere their name, 
Whilst poets sing their lasting fame. 


Great, generous, virtuous, good, and brave, 
Are titles Masons justly claim ; 
Their deeds shall live beyond the grave, 
Which some unborn shall loud proclaim. 
CHORUS. 
Time shall their glorious acts enro.|, 
And love, with friendship, charm the soul. 


CLL LILLE 


VID DE GRACE EXTRAORDINAIRE, 


FirsT vid de grace extraordinaire 

I use de foil, and I hit you dere 5 

If vid de gentilhomme I parry quarte—O! 

Ca, ca, I tip him on de right-hand-heart—O ! 

But if vid de demoiselles I parry tierce—O ! 

Vy den de little left-hand-heart I pierce—O! 
Frappez deux fois, ne bougez pas, ala garde, I say; 
Avancez, retirez-vous, un, deux, trois, developez. 


Den on de theatre I play so free, 

You never shall see one act well like me. 

In comedy I send so far away—O! 

Parlet, and Potier, and Brunet—O! 

In tragedy I do so tear about-a, 

You tink poor Talma but a stupid lout-a. 
Regardez, look! and see my tragic grace’ 
In comedy I have anoder face. 


Den at de Opera so much I shine; 
Dey cry bravo bis, bis, ’tis quite divine. 
I cut so neat and so long up remain—O ! 
You tink I never shall come down again—O ! 
And if in pirouette so light I hop-i, 
You ask your ami if I never stop-i? 
Chassez croissez, chaine entiére demoiselles balen- 
cez, 
Dos-a-dos promenade, cavaliers avancez. 


Den ven in love, such dolce tings I tell her, 
In soft Italian so I call her “ bella;” 
And on my knees I stay three hours or more—O! 
She di pietade takes me from the floor—O! 
I press her mano to my poor cuore, 
Dat she may feel how fierce is my ardore. 
Cara, sweetest! it is for you I die, 
“«* Ah! no non more!” she so sweet reply. 


Den for de song,—ah, ah! I quickly soon 
Shall put de very angels out of tune. 
In seriosa I’ve more force den any, 
And make look foolish de great Tramezzani : 
To talk of Naldi, pooh! it is all stuff-a : 
You crack your very side when I sing buffa. 
Now sotto voce, et concompiacenza, 
Stiam furiosa—finish a la cadenza. 


in 


THE COSSACK MELODY. 


Loup the trump of war was blowing ; 
Glory called me to the fray ; 

When my love, with eyes o’erflowing, 
Cried—awhile delay ! 

Gentle youth, thy steed detaining, 

Stay and hear my fond complaining ; 
Gentle youth, oh! stay. 


Vain her tears and vain her sorrow, 
Swiftly from her sight I flew ; 
Saying, if I live to-morrow, 
I'll return to you. 


From that hour which did us sever, 

Never, I beheld her never. 

From that hour I bade for ever 
Peace of mind adieu. 


PLY LL AF 


THERE’S NOTHING I HATES MORE THAN 
DRINKING. 


(C. F. Barrett.) 


SomE folks in my place, now, would tipple and 
drink, 
Just by way, now, of drowning their trouble ; 
But to do that just now would be folly, I think, 
Cause then all my woes would look double ; 
But one little drop, to drive sorrow away, 
Can ne’er make a drunkard, I’m thinking, 
For though I oft love just to moisten my clay, 
There’s nothing I hates more than drinking. 
With my fal de ral, &c. [ Hiccup, 
There’s nothing I hates more than drinking. 


But the world, d’ye mind me, so wicked is grown, 
They tell you 1 often get mellow, 
Though, ifegs, there is not, if the truth they would 
own, 
In Otranto a soberer fellow ; 
For a bottle or two, to drive sorrow away, &c. 


But your soberest folks oft come off with the worst, 
Witness I, here so late in the dumps, sirs ; 


“When Manfred knows this, why then I’ll be curst, 


If I sha’n’t get plenty of thumps, sirs : 
So how to escape from this turbulent fellow, 
And hide from his fury, I’m thinking ; 
Why, I'll fly to my old place of refuge, the cellar, 
Though there’s nothing I hates more than drink- 
ing. 
With my fal de ral, &c. 


GLI LP IL? ISL 


MY SOUL IS DARK. 
( Byron.) 

MY soul is dark—oh! quickly string 

The harp I yet can brook to hear, 
And let thy gentle fingers fling 

Tts melting murmurs o’er mine ear. 
If in that heart a hope be dear, 

That sound shall charm it forth again ; 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

*T will fiow, and cease to burn my brain 


But bid the strain be wild and deep, 
Nor let thy notes of joy be first ; 
I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep, 
Or else this heavy heart must burst. 
For it has been by sorrow nurst, 
And ach’d in sleepless silence long, 
And now ’tis doomed to know the worst, 
And break at once or yield to song. 


GILLI LIF 


IT WO’N’T BE MY FAULT IF I DIE AN 
OLD MAID. 


My mother pretends for a wife I’m too young, 
And says that men will deceive me, 

But let her look back, she’l! soon hold her tongue ; 
If not, tis no matter, believe me. 

Sweet gentlemen, don’t be a moment in fear, 

And suffer a damsel to keep singing here, 

Remember no thought to a girl is so dread, 

As the terrible one—she may die an old maid. 


Mother preaches for ever against men, the vile sex, 
And says every look is alarming, 

But, between you and I, this she says only to vex, 
For I know that she thinks you all charming. 
Three husbands she has had in the course of her 

lite, 
Now I only want one, sir, “‘ pray who'll have a 
good wife ?” 
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Now men don’t be stupid and look half afraid, 
Speak boldly, or else I must die an old maid. 


Men boast they are kind, and are easily had, 
And lovers are willing and plenty, 
I vow it is false, for I’ve not got a lad, 
Although I’m turned one-and-twenty. 
The man I love best now stands in full view, 
Don’t look so sharp, sir, I did not mean you, 
But that handsome man, there—O, what have I 
said, 
But it wo’n’t be my fault if I die an old maid. 


OPP IGP OP 


ARCHERY SONG. 
Air— We may roam through this World.” 


LET them boast of those weapons destructive and 
dread, 
Which thin the thick ranks in the tempest of war, 
Yet, still there are hearts, there are hearts which 
have bled 
By weapons than these more destructive by far; 
When Art was yet in its infancy, Man 
An instrument form’d, whose beauty and force 
Has ne’er been surpass’d, nor yet ever can, 
While in war or ina love, ’tis our surest resource : 


For if nought may resist the keen arrow, which 
Art, 
In the youth of invention, accomplish’d, oh, 
how 
May our bosoms repel the divinely-wrought dart 
Which, like lightning, is shot from Love’s 
brightest bow ? 


When tyranny trampled on Switzerland’s right, 
Her claims to maintain there an Archer arose, 
Who nobly display’d his precision of sight 
In both a paternal and patriot cause. 
Then cherish the weapon that Liberty gave, 
(That gem which here we value so high,) 
Then cherish the weapon that lovers may save 
The anguish of many a heart-rending sigh. 
For if nought may resist, &c, 


‘AL! ye ladies, beware when, of elegant mien, 
In attitude graceful, an Archer you view, 
Ah! ye ladies, beware lest the arrow, unseen, 
Unerringly aim’d, be directed at you ; 
For if eyes of gold be not half so bright 
As those eyes which beam with pleasure and 
love, 
Ah! who would here blame the arrow’s wrong 
flight 
To a mark so fair, should it chance to rove. 
For if nought may resist, &c. 


GPP O PIES 


THE HARMONIC SOCIETY. 
Air—* There is nae luck.” —(J. Roberts. ) 


LET every jovial guest unite 
In social mirth and glee, 

And prove that nothing can delight 
So much as harmony. 

Let Discord from our blest retreat 
For ever banished be, 

While revels each delighted soul 
In peace and harmony. 

For though wine is good, and brandy’s good, 
And ale, to soak our clay, 

Yet these can no delight afford 
When harmony’s away. 


“« Our worthy chairman” takes his place, 
And fills his pipe and glass, 
And sings, and toasts, and hopes the night 
In harmony will pass. 
For though wine, &c. 
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The deputy his station takes 
His glass and steamer too, 
And begs his friends to harmony 
To give attention due. 
For though wine, &c. 


The jovial guests, with cheerful looks, 
Their nectar drink and sing ; 
And own the pleasures that they feel 
From harmony do spring. 
For though wine, &c. 


And wish that each succeeding night 
Like this may pass away, 
In friendship pure, and harmony, 
And joy without allay. 
For though wine, &c. 


PPO L PPP? 


NEIGHBOURS, WE MUST HASTE AWAY. 


THE morn is on the hill, 
The sky-larks gaily trill; 
The rose is blooming fair, 
But my Mary is not there. 


CHORUS. : 
Hark! the bell of rising day! 
Neighbours, we must haste away. 


The shepherd tunes his reed 
O’er the dew-bespangled mead ; 
The flowers woo the air, 
But my Mary is not there. 
Hark! the bell, &c. 


OP PPP PP? F 


NAY, NEVER FROWN, SIR, FORI’M TEL- 
LING YOU TRUE. 


(Dimond. ) 


A COUSIN I have, sir, a very young maid, 
Who lives in the village hard by ; 
Two swains came a-wooing—both fain would per- 
suade 
Little Clara a husband to try. 
The first of these lovers, a lowly-born youth, 
No fortune could boast of, save honour and truth, 
Yet his features were handsome, as handsome 
could be, 
And most people thought him extremely like me. 
The next was a signor, with bags full of gold, 
But, oh! he was monstrous ugly and old, 
Like you. 
Nay, never frown, sir, I’m telling you true, 
This very old fright was the image of you. 


Little Clara felt puzzled which way to decide, 
So she came, sir, to me for advice ; 
She described both the parties who wanted a 
bride, 
Then I settled her doubts in a trice. 
Says I, “ my dear child, tis amazingly clear 
«« That blossoms and buds suit the spring of the 
ear, 
(in May's merry sunshine how brightly they 
low 
« But ah! how they’d pine ’midst December’s 
chill snow! 
“‘ The woodbine, that loves to gad frolic and free, 
<¢ Should twine its fresh sweets round some bloom- 
ing young tree, 
“‘ Not clasp, against Nature, decayed shrivelled 
trunks, 

“« Then take a young bridegroom, and scout the 
old hunks.” 

She took my advice,—with the youth went to 
church, 

And her shepherd of sixty she left in the lure h, 

Like you. 
I can’t forbear laughing, excuse me, pray do, 
But the old one rejected, was very like you. 
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Oiseau Bold Hercules, with his club, 
On his hide beat a rub-a-dub. 








FROM THE DRAGON SAVE US ALL. 


CHANT. 
VALIANT knight, all knights exceeding, 
Low before thee humbly pleading 
For my father, and my mother, 
For my sister, and my brother, 
For my friends that stand before thee, 
Your petitioner humbly doth implore ye, 
From the dragon save us all. 


CHORUS. 
Save us, More, of More-Hall! 


SONG. 
In Hesperides, of old, 
A dragon, we are told, 
Kept watch o’er nonpareils and pippins, 
Till bold Hercules, with his club, 
On his hide beat a rub-a-dub, 
And cut his scaly skin into ribbons. 


CHORUS, 
So will he, So will I, 
So will he, So will I, 
And cut his scaly skin into ribbons. 


By the honour of a knight, 
If my love you will requite, 

And consent to be my bride, 
This dragon’s blood shall flow, 
And on the steeple church at Bow 

For a weathercock shall stride. 


CHORUS, 
So he shall, 
So he shall, 
Like a weathercock 
shall stride. 


So shall he, 

So shall he, - 

As a weathercock 
shall stride. 


PILI P PEEP 


FOR I AM THE DRAGON OF WANTLY. 


THE Dragon of Wantly, round as a butt, 
Full of fire, from top to toe, 
2 


Cock o’the walk, through the village I str, 
And scare them all where I go, 
With my tol de rol, 
For Iam the Dragon of Wantly. 


Through kitchen and larder I run my rigs, 
Swallow a string of hog’s puddings, hot ana 
brown, 
Gobble abrood of turkeys, or a litter of pigs, 
And with strong home-brewed wash ’em down. 
With my tol de rol, &c. 


PLP POF LIF 


THE BANNER OF WAR. 
(Prince Hoare.) 
BEHOLD the Britannia, how stately and brave 
She floats on the ambient tides, 
For empire designed, o’er the turbulent wave 
How trim and how gallant she rides. 
Yet love, in a true Briton’s heart, 
And pity contend for a part, 
And the fair cheek of beauty with tears is 1m- 
pearled, 
When the banner of war is unfurled. 


Un shore how alert, how intrepid her crew, 
How firm at their sov’reign’s command, 
Or dauntless o’er ocean his foes to pursue, 
And die for the cause of their land. 
Yet one tear ere the heroes depart, 
One sigh shall be drawn from the heart, 
One kiss from the cheek with sweet sorrow iin- 
pearled, 
When the banner of war is unfurled. 


Now forth to the contest, the battle swells high, 
And fierce round the vessel it roars ; 
Hark! the sons of Britannia “ to victory” cry, 
And victory resounds to our shores. 
Then peaceful again to their home 
Shall the patriot warriors come ; 
No more the fair cheek shall with tears be 1m 
pearled, 


But the banner of peace stand for ever unfurled. 
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OH: THIS LOVE! THIS LOVE! 
FUNNY THING. 


A PARODY. 
Air—“* Oh! ’tis Love.”—(H. Hance.) 


Ou! this love! this love! this love! 
To me’s a funny thing, 
It smites the heart of every cove, 
From beggar up to king. 
It never is found absent 
From the breast of any one, 
But, like a cruel stab sent, 
One touch, and you’re undone! 
The cure, too, is so hard, 
That very few will try, 
Then, girls, be on your guard 
When love approaches nigh. 
For this love! this love, &c. 


Oh! this love! thislove! this love! 
It takes away one’s rest, 

So, after all, as I can prove, 
A single life is best ; 

For, when once you’re married, 
You'll find it to your cost, 

You'll wish you’d longer tarried, 
Before your heart you’d lost ; 

For then, too late, repentance 
Comes into your head, 

And, after Hymen’s sentence, 
A precious life is led. 

For this love! this love! &c. 


PPLOLOPF 


JOHN BULL AT MEURICE’S. 


As the guests high or low, at Meurice’s, 
With breakfast you open the day ; 
Tea, coffee, eggs, ham, or who pleases 
May swallow hot muffins in May. 
If cosey in company, take it 
With Meurice and my Lord Hob and Nob, 
Or, if you prefer, you may drink it 
Alone, like yon sulky nabob. 
For this is John Bull at Meurice’s, 
As seen there again and again; 
When England her millions releases, 
To dance on the banks of the Seine. 


SPOKEN.] D—’me, I might as well be at home, 
no attention, d—’me. I'll ring, ring, ring, 
d—’me. I'll pull the bell down, d—’me. Ican 
get nothing, d—’me. Here, waiter, send up 
your master, and I’ll blow him up, d—’me! 
Tkere, take your bell-rope, d—’me, (throwing it 
at him, which he has broken.) What will you 
take, sir? Take, sir? any thing and every thing, 
d—’me! send me tea, coffee, toast, ham, cold 
roast beef, d—’me, and mutton-chops. Waiter, 
the Post. He’s in hand, sir. Courier, waiter. 
He’s in hand, sir. Waiter, you’ve brought me 
both papers alike, here’s two Times. Two Times, 
that’s very bad English, sir; you should have said 
twice. Pressfor Herald. Press, Times, Post, 
and Courier! how pleasant; one might almost 
fancy one’s self at the Hummums. Waiter, bring 
me Planta’s Guide to Paris. It’s in hand, sir. 
Colonel Calcutta, the rich East-Indian nabob, has 
it. Colonel Calcutta, which is he? That’s him, 
sir, with two servants behind him, one putting in 
a lump of sugar, and the other stirring it, Ah! 
Sir Harry Rattle, how do? Sir Jerry Treacle, you 
are welcome. Don’t care, have as much right to 
be served as any body else. I’ve no notion. I 
pay my money; been to see all the sights—the 
Boulevards, the Tuileries, the Palais Royal, 
and the Goblin’s of Tapestry: done it all ina day. 
A pretty good day’s work. But they tell me, Sir 
Christopher Short-dip, you went to see the Exhi- 
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TO ME’S A | bition of Statues with the Catalogue of Paintings, 


Why, yes, I made rather a bit of a mistake, haa 
both cataloguesin one pocket, and when my wife 
wanted to look at No. 10, the Gladiator, I told 
her it was Susannah at the Bath. How was I to 
know that Tableau warn’t French for pictures? 
Well, what do you think of the Statues? Why, 
they are very fine, but they’d be all the better for 
a little washing. Yes, and none the worse fora 
little clothing. Here, waiter, bring my breakfast, 
d—’me, tea, hot rolls, muffins, beef-steaks, and 
a bottle of champagne. Champagne! why, my 
dear fellow, no one drinks champagne for break- 
fast. Don’t care, only come for a week, been up 
four nights, shall never go to bed again. Waiter, 
d—’me, bring me the champagne. 
For this is John Bull at Meurice’s, &c. 


To the belles, young and sprightly, of Paris, 
Now let me a stanza devote ; 

But the bell most admired by far is 
For Meurice’s grand Table d’ Hote. 

All start at the sound, and warm work is 
The squeeze for an English display 

Of beef, pudding, potatoes, and turkeys; ° 
In short, all is English but pay. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, every thing is French here, 
sir, excepting the pay—catch the idea? This 
is the place, sir; why, it costs me two guineas in 
London to get what I call properly drunk. I can 
do it here, sir, for a quarter the money, and do it 
handsomely too. Why, yes, half-a-guinea, sir, 
would find a Frenchman in wine for a month. 
Frenchmen! nasty’beasts! I hate ’em, they never 
get drunk. Aye, this is what I call a high classi- 
cal dinner, plenty of legs of mutton and rounds of 
beef; nothing French in it: they’ll dress you an 
egg five different ways, and make a dozen dishes 
out of a shilling’s worth of spinnage. Mr. Whip- 
stich, what shall I help you to? A remnant of 
goose, sir, if you please. Mr. Welt, what are 
you for? Souls and heels, sir. Waiter, bread. 
—yYes, sare. Salt.—Yes, sare. Why, yuu are 
not a Frenchman, waiter ?—Yes, sare. Hold 
your tongue, andlet me speak to him. Garsong_ 
parle pour pong maree. Beg your pardon, madam, 
Iam not an Englishman, therefore I cannot un- 
derstand your French. There’s a rap on the 
knuckles for you, sarves you right, you will be 
showing off when there’s no occasion. Who are 
those two agreeable fellows in the corner? Oh! 
that’s Mr. Glum and Mr. Mum, they always sit at 
that round table together, and always quarrel by 
themselves; listen to them. Waiter, bread. There 
it is before you. Where?—There. Oh, salt. 
There it is. Don’t want it. Don’t have it, then. 
Oh, waiter, bring some wine. There is some. 
Where? There. What! in that nasty black bot- 
tle? why don’t they decanter it, as they do in 


London, eh? (tastesit;) wine’s sour. ‘Let me 
taste. No, itisn’t. Yes, itis. No, I say. Oh, 
waiter, take away. I hav’n’tdone. Who said 


Oh! ah! ah! 
For this is John Bull at Meurice’s, &c. 


Now, amusement is here, and the best is, 
Tis a word that takes all, and it draws ; 
There’s Talma sublime in Orestes, 
And Duverner’s Ombres Chinois. 
Now, some laugh at the crowds as they pass, 
Some for melo-dram mummeries roam ; 
While at Paris some will sip their glass, 
Others stick to their bottle at home. 


you had? 


SPOKEN.] Well, Mr. Dowgate, what did you ds 
with yourself last night. Oh, why I went to tl 
Theatre Fransia, I think they call it, to see a tr. 
gedy—parcel of nonbéuise—thers was nobody killed 
——never made me cry—to be sure, I don’t under- 
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stand the language, that may make some differ- 
ence. Pray, Sir Harry, was you at the Grand 
Opera last night. Yes, mem, I went to see the 
Daniedes. La! sir, what’s that? Why, mem, 
one gentleman’s fifty sons marries another gentle- 
man’s fifty daughters. I went tothe Port St. Mar- 
tin, the original warehouse for maids and magpies. 
I went to see the Dog of Montargis, all natural, a 
real dog.—Will you say as much for your Maid and 
Magpie! Ivisited the Coffee Mille Colonne, what 
did you do with yourself? Why, I went where 
you did. Where I did; where was that? Why, 
where you said. Where I said; why, where was 
that? Why, atthe Coffee Mille of Colonies. Pray, 
Mrs. Maggots, was you at the play last night? No, 
ma’am, I was at. Lady Sugarloat’s last night; it 
was her night. Her night! what do you mean? 
Why, every Monday night she gives what the 
French call a Sore Eye. Indeed! why, then, I 
would recommend her to rub it with what the 
English call rose-water, every Tuesday morning. 
So this is John Bull at Meurice’s, &c. 


PLOLPPIPF 


THROW YOUR GLANCE TOWARDS HEA- 
VEN, AND BE SURE OF A HOME. 


(J. H. Payne.) 


IN the promise of pleasure, the silly believer, 
Home forsaking, to brave 
The betraying world’s wave, 
Is soon taught by woe the truth Friendship had 
spoken, 
And, Virtue a wreck, Pleasure’s promises broken, 
Left, at last, the world’s scorn by the wily de- 
ceiver, 
Finds out, but too late, that, wherever we roam, 
There’s no pleasure abroad like the pleasure of 
home ! 


But droop not, poor castaway! be not dejected! 
From the tempest-wave spring, 
To your innocence cling! 
And be certain the angel of mercy takes care 
Of the wirtie » though erring, that will not de- 
spair! 


Yes! though from the world’s heartless bosom re- 
jected ! 

From your home upon earth, though cast houseless 
to roam, 

Throw your glance towards heaven, and be sure of 
a home ! 


PPL IPPIP HP? 


OLD MR. AND YOUNG MRS. TRIM. 
(H. E. Such.) 


As you’ve all called upon me to give you a song, 
I’ll sing you a queer one, that’s not very long, 
About an old husband, and young Mrs. Trim, 
A vixen, that very oft quarrelled with him. 

Tol lol, &c. 


’Twas one Sunday morning when all but great sin- 
ners, 

These people were talking of cooking their din- 
ners, 

Says he, I’ll have roast, and I will not be foiled, 

Says she, but you shall, for the leg shall be 
boiled. 

Tol lol, &c. 


They then got to blows, and made quick an up- 
roar, 
Which disturbed a gent living upon the first floor, 
Who down stairs did run, and first did bee 
With words, but soon after knocked down Mr. Trim. 
Tol lol, &c. 


When Mrs. Trim saw her o'd husband used so, 
With the fat leg of mutton she hit Brown a blow, 
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Saying, “‘ what’s that to you, if Tim quarrels 
with I?” 
Then she hit him another hard thump on the eye. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Says Brown, I’ll be hanged if I meddle again, 

For I get naught but grease and a great deal of 
pain ; 

So husbands and wives they miay fight if they 


will 
All Vl say will be that they may fight away still. 
Tol lol, &c. 


GLPEOLIP OP? 


TAKE A BUMPER AND TRY. 


( Altered from the Original. ) 


THEY tell me I’ve proved unkind to my lass ; 
Deserted poor Phillis, and stuck to my glass ; 
Although I have left her, the truth I’ll declare, 
I believe she was good, but I know she was fair. 
My Phillis has dimples and smiles, I must own ; 
But, though she could smile, yet in truth she could 
frown ; 
Then tell me, ye lovers of nectar divine, 
Did you e’er see a frown in a bumper of wine ? 
Oh, wine! mighty wine! 
Oh, wine! mighty wine! 
In wine, mighty wine! many comforts I spy! 
If you doubt what Isay, take a bumper and try. 


Her lilies and roses were just in their prime, 

Yet lilies and roses are conquered by time ; 

But, in wine, from its age, such benefit flows, 

That we like it the better the older it grows. 

Let duels, and battles, and history, prove 

The mischiefs that wait upon rivals in love ; 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends, 

For the more we love liquor, the more we are 
friends. 

. Oh, wine! mighty wine! &c. 


PPPLPIPIF 


OH! THAT KISS, THAT SWEET, SWEET 
KISS: 


(Lewis. ) 
ON Baltic billows rode my ship, 
The boatswain loud was calling ! 
On mine Paulina press’d her lip, 
And said, while tears were falling, 
In foreign climes, O! think on this ! 
Your heart let naught deprave it ; 
But bring me back my parting kiss, 
As pure as when I gave it. 


Oh! that kiss! that sweet, sweet kiss ! 
The kiss she gave at parting ; 
In pain and grief, still brought relief, 


And kept the tear from starting. 


In breeze and battle, five long years, 
I did a seaman’s duty ; . 
When pleasure call’d, I clos’d my ears, 
And turn’d my eyes from beauty. 
The wanton’s tale of boasted bliss 
I heard, but ne’er believed it, 
And back I’ve brought that parting kiss, 
As pure as I received it. 
O that kiss, &c. 


OIL IPI IP 


THE MARGATE STEAM-YACHT. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 

TEA-KETTLES are beautiful things, 

And ladies delight in their boiling O! 
Sympathy soft how a tea-kettle sings, 

The cares of old ladies beguiling O! 
But who would have thought, with so little trouble, 
They’d ever been brought to simmer and bubble 

From Dublin Bay to Parkgate 0! 
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O’er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily, 
To the tune of—A-hoy, for Margate O! 


SPOKEN.] ‘* Aboard the Majestic, a-hoy!” 
“* And, sir, isn’t it dangerous if your safety walves 
3sn’t in good order ; you may upset the whole boil- 
ing onus?” <«O! never fear, madam, my ma- 
chinery’s safe as the Bank; you may breakfast, 
sup, dine, and dress your own paraties.” ‘« What! 
in the steam? O dear, how clever and convenient! 
I dare say one might wash and iron into the bar- 
gain.” * To be sure, ma’am.” 

O’er the waves so merrily, &c. 


Only think what a help to the Indian trade, 
When steam-packets, would you think it O! 
Shall not only bring tea, but that tea ready made, 

For all who’re inclined to drink it O! 
Pear of weves and winds no longer prevailing, 
For nobody minds the danger of sailing, 

From Dublin-bay to Parkgate O! 

“er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily, 
To the tune of—A-hoy, for Margate O! 


SPOKEN.] ‘‘ Then will the London Engineer be 
sne Favourite, and Eclipse the Victory.” ‘* D’ye 
.nink so, sir?” ‘ Yes; Ido.” “ But, sir, isn’t 
here danger in case of an explosion!” < Certainly, 
in such a case you have this advantage, that if 
you go up, you lose all fear of going doun, depend 
on’t.” © Tsay, Squire Knight’s coming on.” 
‘* Pray, sir, in case we don’t get in to-night, can 
we stop any where to sleep?” << Stop; Oh, no! 
you'll sleep as you go along.” “* What! with all 
these young ladies? I shall be quite ashamed.” 
<) ford! O dear!” <* What the devil’s the 
matter ?”” <« Matter! why there’s a large salmon 
got in amongst the wheels, and he’s just like a fish 
out of water.” <“‘ Why then, (singing, ) ‘ what 
a d—d fool he must be.’” ‘A salmon in a 
steam-vessel |”? “ Aye, and a good way of dress- 
ing ’em too; when he’s done enough, -let’s have 
him up, while 


O’er the waves so merrily, &c. 


en to see the folks the dock who throng, 
While paddles, in time to music 0! 
p graceful moving to every gay song, 
Or dance, if you happen to choose it O! 
The ladies fair, so sweetly talking, 
Though here and there some reel in walking, 
From Dublin-bay to Parkgate O! 
O’er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily, 
To the tune of—A-hoy, for Margate O! 


ae <‘ What time shall we get in, cap- 
tain?” <A little before you get out, miss.” 
“« Was you ever at sea before?” ‘¢ That gentle- 
man looks very pale,—he’ll throw up his cards pre- 
sently ; I told you so,—he’s lost an odd trick.” 
** Oh, Lord! the rowl of the vessel and the motion 


of the say.” “ We'll wave that, if you please.” 


«The gentleman, with the phosphorous in his 
pocket, is all on fire ;—put him out directly,—put 
a rope round his waist, that’s round his neck, and 
—” ‘Oh! my poor dear husband will be burnt, 
hanged, and drowned into the bargain.” <« Oh! 
bless you, ma’am, that’s nothing to the pleasures 
of the steam-packet.” 
O’er the waves so merrily, &c. 


FPL PPLELP FE 


LEEZY’S SORROW. 


(D. Servia.) 


Wuy these sighs, oh! tell me, Leezy? 
Why that pearly tear that falls ? 

Sighs like these make me uneasy ;~ 
Tears ne’er flow without a cause. 
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Nanny, oh! my heart is breaking, 
For the swain I late ador’d ; 

Leave of joy and earth I’m taking, 
Earth no joys to me afford. 

Though his pipe and song so charming, 
Echo yet from yon retreat ; 

Anxious care and grief disarming, 
Think, oh! Leezy, life is sweet. 

Nancy, sooner floods repairing, 
Backwards to their source shall flow, 

Than I for Jamie, leave despairing, 
Or his equal find below. : 

Sink my spirits, sink in sorrow, 
On the dewy grassy sod ; 

Tears and sighs, your wings I’1l borrow, 
Fly and find his last abode. 


GLP PP OEP? 


| 1 WAS THE BOY FOR BEWITCHING ’EM. 


(Kenney. ) 
I wAs the boy for bewitching ’em, 
Whether good humoured or coy, 
Allcried, when I was beseeching ’em, 
Do what you will with me, joy. 
Daughters, be cautious and steady, 
Mammies would cry out for fear; 
Wo’n’t you take care, now, of Teddy? 
Oh! he is the devil, my dear. 
For I was the boy, &c. 


From ev’ry quarter I gather’d ’em, 
Very few rivals had I; 

If I found any I leather’d ’em, 
That made ’em plaguily shy. 

Pat Moony, my Shelah once meeting, 
I twigged him beginning his clack; 
Says he, ‘ At my heart I’ve a beating,” 
Baye I, ‘then take one at your back.’ 

For I am the boy, &c. 


Many a lass that would fly away, 

When other woocers but spoke ; 
Once if I looked her a die-away, 

There was an end of the joke : 
Beauties, no matter how cruel, 

Hundreds of lads though they’d cross’d, 
When I came nigh to them, jewel, 

Melted like mud in a frost. 

For I was the boy, &c. 


COP IL EDF 


THE TOWN CRIER. 
(Dibdin.) 


O, yes! O, yes! O, yes! 
Lost, or mislaid, or stolen; or strayed, the chae 
racter, the decency, the duty of a youth, 
Who was famed, till this accident, for probity and 
truth 
Who assuaged his parents’ sorrow, alleviated their 
cares 
And who, with spotless honour, regulated thei: 
affairs. 
And who, with spotless honour, &c. 


SPOKEN.] This young man was seen to come 
out of his father’s bankers, he was beckoned by a 
lady, in a hackney-coach : he drove to a jeweller’s, 
where he bought her a fine diamond necklace ; 
dined with a roaring party at a tavern, and, in the 
evening, was heard to talk very loud at the Opera; 
he was next introduced to a house, not a 
hundred miles from St. James’s, where, it is sup- 
posed, he could get no supper, for he was seen, 
about three o’clock in the morning, to swallow dice 
and eat cards. 


Who, to his wretched parents, this muisguidea 
youth will bring, 
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Besides the satisfaction of doing a good action, 
shall receive a sum, far more than India 
mines could e’er afford, 

They shall see the peace and comfort of a family re- 
stored. ‘ 

God save the King. 


O, yes! O, yes! O, yes! 
Lost, or mislaid, or stolen, or strayed, the tears 
of a widow, young, wealthy, and fair, 
Who nursed a rich old husband half a year with 
tender care, 
Who loved him not for either her conveniency, or 
elf, 
All which is very true, for she told him so herself. 
All which is very true, &c. 


SPOKEN.] As this poor unfortunate young lady 
was seen about two hours after her husband’s 
death to goto the Commons to prove his will, where 
meeting with a very handsome young proctor, it 1s 
supposed the fire of his glances absorbed and dried 
up the tears of this disconsolate young widow, that 
she has never been seen to cry since but once, 
and then was detected with an onion in her pocket 
handkerchief. , 


Who to this wretched mourner, the same precious 

drops will bring, 
Besides the satisfaction of doing a good-action, 

Shall receive a gracious smile, which is all that 
can be proffered, 

As they will be cried no more, nor any greater 

' reward offered. 

; God save the King. 


O, yes! O, yes! O, yes! 
Lost, or mislaid, or stolen, or strayed, the knife 
and fork of an alderman—a counsellor’s wig, 
The dice box of a Grecian—a parson’s tithe pig— 
the fan of a lady—a false tooth also— 
And the hair-powder licence belonging to a beau, 
_ And the hair-powder licence, &c. 


SPOKEN.] As these poor unfortunate sufferers 
are nearly ruined and deprived of their livelihood 
by the loss of these respective articles, they being 
their working tools, the charitable and humane are 
hereby humbly requested to take into consideration 
heir forlorn condition. 


And who, to these poor people, these same arti- 
cles will bring, 

Besides the satisfaction of doing a good action, 

Many thanks they shall receive from the charitaple 
donors, 

As they are but very little use to any body but the 
owners. 

God save the King. 


PROFS L LPF 


AS IT FELL UPON A DAY. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


As it fell upon a day, 

In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade, 

With a grove of myrtles made ; 
Beasts did leap and birds did sing, 
Trees did grow and plants did spring, 
Everything did banish moan, 

Save the nightingale alone ; 

She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Leaned her breast against a thorn ; 
Fy, fy, fy, now would she cry, 
Tereu, tereu, tereu, by-and-by, by-and-by. 
That to hear her thus complain, 
Scarce could I from tears refrain, 
For her griefs so lovely shown, 

Made me think upon my own. 
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WILL YOU GANG WI’ ME, LASSIE, TO 
THE BRAES OF BIRNIEBOUZLE. 


WILL you gang wi’ me, Lassie, to the braes of 
Birniebouzle ? 
Baith the air and sea, Jassie, will I rob to fend 


xe3 
Pll hunt the otter an’ the brock, the hart, the hare, 
an’ heather cock, 
And pw’ the limpet fra’ the rock, to fatten and 


to fend ye. 
If ye will gang wi’ me, lassie, to the braes of 
Birniebouzle, 
’Till the day ye die, lassie, ye sal aye hae 
plenty ; 


The peats I’ll carry in a scull, the cod and ling 
wi’ lines I’]] pull, 
An’ reave the eggs o’many a gull to make ye dishes 
dainty. 
Sae cheery will ye be, lassie, i’ the braes of 
Birniebouzle, 
Donald, gun an’ me, lassie, ev’n will attend ye; 
Though we ha’ neither milk, nor meal, nor lamb, 
nor mutton, beef, or veal, 
We'll fau’k the porpy an the seal, and that’s 
the way to fend ye. 


And ye sal gang sae braw, lassie, at the kirk of: 
Birniebouzle, 
Wi’ little brogs an a, lassie, vow but you'll be 
vaunty, 
An’ ye sal wear, when ye are wed, the kirtle and 
the Highland plaid, 
And sleep upon the heather bed, so cozy and 
sae canty. 


If ye will marry me, lassie, at the kirk of Birnie- 
bouzle, 
My chiefest aim shall be, lassie, ev’n to conten 


ba 
bial bait the line and bear the pail, an’ row the 
boat an’ spread the sail, 
An’ dad the clatters wi’ my flail, to make our 
taties plenty. 


I WILL KISS THEE INTO REST. 


( Byron.) 
THIS rose, to calm my brother’s cares, 
A message from the bulbul bears ; 
It says, to night he will prolong, 
For Selim’s ear, his sweetest song 5 
And though his note is somewhat sad, 
He'll try, for once, a strain more glad , 
With some faint hope his altered lay, 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 
What! not receive my foolish flower ; 

Nay, then I am indeed unblest : 

On me, can thus thy forehead lower, 

And know’st thou not who loves thee best? 
Oh! Selim, dear, oh, more than dearest, 
Say, is it I thou hat’st or fearest ? 

Come, lay thy head upon my breast, 
And I will kiss thee into rest. 


GIP ICPLF 


FAREWELL, UNGRATEFUL TRAITOR. 
( Dryden.) 
FAREWELL, ungratetul traitor, 
Farewell, my perjured swain, 
Let:never injured creature 
Believe a man again— 
The pleasure of possessing 
Surpasses all expressing— 
But ’tis too short a blessing, 
And love too long a pain, 
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"Tis easy to deceive us, 
In pity of your pain, 

But, when we love, you leave us 
To rail at you in.vain ; 

Before we have descried it, 

There is no bliss beside it, 

But she that once has tried it 
Will never love again. 


The passion you pretended 
Was only to obtain— 

But, when the charm is ended P 
The charmer you disdain. 
Your love by ours we measure, 
Till we have lost our treasure, 

But dying is a pleasure 
When living is a pain. 
THE NEGRO AND HIS BANJER. 
(Dibdin. ) 

ONE negro, wi my banjer 
Me from Jenny come, 
Wid cunning yiei. 

Me saver spy 
De buckra world one hum, 
As troo astreet, a stranger, 
Me my banjer strum. 


Rosemary is for remembrance 
Between us day and night, 

Wishing that I might always have 
You present in my sight. 

And when I cannot have, 
As I have said before, 

Then Cupid, with his deadly dart, 
Doth wound my heart full sore. 


Sage is for sustenance, 
That should man’s life sustain, 

For I do still lie languishing 
Continually in pain, 

And shall do still, until I die, 
Except thou favour show ; 

My pain, and all my grievous smart, 
Full well you do it know. 


Fennel is for flatterers, 
An evil thing, it’s sure, 
But I have always meant truly, 
With constant heart most pure : 
And will continue in the same 
As long as life doth last, 
Still hoping for a joyful day, 
When all our pains be past. 
Violet is for faithfulness, 
Which in me shall abide, 
Hoping, likewise, that from your heart 


My missy for one black dog about de house me kick, 
Him say ate nassy tawny face enough to make him 
sick ; 
But when my massa he go out, she then no longer rail, 
For first me let the Captain in, and then me tell 
no tale. 
So Aunt Quashy say, 
Do tabby, brown, or black, or white, 
You see wm in one night, 
Every sort of cat be gray. 
One negro, &c. 


To fetch a lilly money back, yougo to law they call, 
The court, and all the tie-wig, soon strip you, shirt 
and all, 
The courtier call him friend, him foe, 


You will not let it slide: 
And will continue in the same, 
As you have now begun, 
And then for ever to abide, 
Then you my heart have won. 
Thyme is to try me, 
As each be tried must, 
Trusting, you know, while life doth lass, 
IT will not be unjust: 
And, if I should, I would that God 
To hell my soul should bear, 
And eke also that Beelzebub 
With teeth he should me tear. 


Roses are to rule me, 


A NOSEGAY, ALWAYS SWEET, FOR LO- 
VERS TO SEND AT NEW YEAR’S TIDE. 


And fifty story tell, 
To day say yes, to-morrow no, 
And lie like any hell ; 
And so though negro black for true, 
He black in buckra country too. 


One negro, &c. 


IG IPLIOSD 


(1584. ) 


A NOSEGAY, lacking fiowers fresh, 
To you now I do send, 

Desiring you to look thereon 
When that you may intend : 

For flowers fresh begin to fade, 
And Boreas in the field, 

E’en with his hard congealed frost 
No better floweys doth yield. 


But if that winter could have sprung 
A sweeter flower than this, 

I would have sent it presently 
To you, not doubting, miss. 

Accept this, then, as time doth serve, 
B > thankful for the same ; 

Despise it not, but keep it well, 
And mark each flower his name. 


Lavender is for lovers true, 
Which ever more be fain, 
Desiring always for to have 
Some pleasure for their pain ; 
And when that they obtained have 
the love that they require, 
When have they all their perfect joy, 
And quenched is the fire. 


With reason, as you will, 
For, to be still obedient, 
Your mind for to fulfil : 
And thereto will not disagree 
In nothing that you say, 
But will content your mind truly 
In all things that I may. 


Gillyflowers are for gentleness, 
Which in me shall remain, 
Hoping that no sedition shall 
Depart our heart in twain : 
As soon as the sun shall quit his course, 
The moon against her kind 
Shall have no light, if that I de 
Once put you from my mind. 


Carnations are for graciousness, 
Mark that now, by the way, 

Have no regard for fiatterers, 
Nor pass not what they say, 

For they will come with lying tales 
Your ears for to fulfil; 

In any case, do you consent 
Nothing unto their will, 


Marigold is for marriage, 

That would our minds suffice, 
Least that suspicion of us twain 
By any means should rise : 

As for my part, I do not care, 
Myself I will still use, 

That all the women in the world 
For you I will refuse. 


Pennyroyal is to print your love 
So deep within my heart, 

That, when you look this nosegay on, 
My pain you may impart ; 
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And, when that you have read the same, 
Consider well my woe, 

Think ye then how to recompense 
E’en him that loves you so. 


Cowslips are for counsel, 
For secrets us between, 
That none but you and I alone 
Should know the thing we’mean . 
And if you will thus wisely do, 
As I think to be best, 
Then have you surely won the field, 
And set my heart at rest. 


{ pray you keep this nosegay well, 
And set by it some store ; 

And thus farewell, the gods thee guide 
Both now and evermore ; 

Not as the common sort do use, 
To set it in your breast, 

That, when the smell is gone away, 
In ground he takes his rest. 


"TIS MASONRY UNITES MANKIND. 


?Tis Masonry unites mankind, 
To generous actions forms the soul ; 
In friendly converse all conjoin’d, 
One spirit animates the whole. 
Where’er aspiring domes arise, 
Wherever sacred altars stand, 
Those altars blaze unto the skies, 
Those domes proclaim the mason’s hand. 


As passions rough the soul disguise, 
Till science cultivates the mind, 

So the rude stone unshapen lies, 
Till by the mason’s art refined. 


Though still our chief concern and care 
Be to deserve a brother’s name, 

Yet ever mindful of the fair, 
Their kindest influence we claim. 


Sing, brethren, then, the craft divine, 
(Best band of social joy and mirth, ) 

With choral sound and cheerful wine, 
Proclaim its virtues o’er the earth. 


OPI eLIIFr 


THE VILLAGE BOY. 
(Upton. ) 


Saw you a gentle youth pass by, 
With dimpled cheek and laughing eye? 
Saw you a lad with flaxen hair, 
A comely youth, robust and fair ; 
His father’s pride, his mother’s joy ? 
O then, it was the village boy ! 

The merry, happy, yillage boy. 
Saw you which way the wanderer took? 
If ribbons gay adorned his crook ? 
If so, O then, my life be laid, 
He’s gone to meet his fav’rite maid ! 
To her he’s flown on wings of joy * 
O, yes! the happy village boy! 


The merry, merry, village boy! 


PL IPI LIF 


HARK! HARK! I HEAR THE HORN. 


(Parry.) 
ANDANTE. 
THE trumpet’s note with joy we hear, 
No more it fills the heart with fear, 
But blending with the mellow horn, 
The sportsman cheers at break of morn. 


ALLEGRO. 
Hark! hark! I hear the horn, 
Glad echo swells the sound ; 
The hounds salute the morn, 
Hill, wood, and dale rebound 


Behold! the chase appears, 
The uproar swells the lay , 
On coursers, fleet as deers, 
The huntsmen sound—away ! 


PIPE FLIP 


LITTLE BEN, THAT KEEPS WATCH IN 
THE MAIN-TOP. 
(Dibdin.) 
RESPLENDENT gleam’d the ample moon, 
Reflected on the glittering lee, 
The bell proclaim’d night’s awful noon, 
And scarce a ripple shook the sea, 
When thus, for sailors, nature’s care, 
What education has denied, 
Have of strong sense, a bounteous share, 
By observation well supplied ; 
While thus, in bold and honest guise, 
For wisdom mov’d his tongue, 
Drawing from wisdom comfort’s drop, 
In truth and fair reflection wise, 
Right cheerfully sung 
Little Ben, that kept his watch in the main-top. 


«© Why should the hardy tar complain ! 
’Tis certain true he weathers more, 
From dangers on the roaring main, 
Than lazy lubbers do ashore. 
Ne’er let the noble mind despair, 
Though roaring seas run mountains high, 
All things are built with equal care, 
First-rate or wherry, man or fly : 
If there’s a Power that never errs, 
And certainly ’tis so— 
For honest hearts what comforts drop— 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 
Little Ben, that keeps his watch in the main-top. 


What though to distant climes I roam, 
Far from my darling Nancy’s charms, 
The sweeter is my welcome home 
To blissful moorings in her arms. 
Perhaps she on that sober moon 
A lover’s observation takes, 
And longs that Little Ben may soon 
Relieve that heart which sorely aches. 
Ne’er fear; that Power that never errs, 
That guards all things below— 
For honest-hearts what comforts drop— 
As well as kings and emperors 
Will surely take in tow 
Little Ben, that keeps his watch in tne main-top. 


GPP L ILI IF 


IF THE HEART WEAR THE SMILE OF 
THE SPRING. 


(J. H. Payne.) 


THOUGH the tempests of winter may sweep 
The shadowing leaves from our bowers ; 
And Flora, in sorrow, may weep 
Her desolate kingdom of flowers! 
Though the wild mountain-torrent may tear 
The pine from his throne on the peak 5 
And the bright winged world of the air, 
Drop dead at the storm-spirit’s shriek 
Unheeded’s the ruin that’s hurled 
From the hurricane’s wide-spreading wing, 
Or the frown winter casts o’er the world, 
If the heart wear the smile of the spring. 


GLIFG LIE 


THE BALL-ROOM. 


OH, 2a. ball-room’s the place for delight, 


Where each straight eye and crooked one glances 


Their raptures so cheerful and bright, 


While engaged in the maze of the dances. 
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All conspire to drive sorrow away, 

From the lord to the smart linen-draper, 
Who, however their cut in the day, 

At night cut themselves at a caper. 


SPOKEN.] How d’ye do, Miss Simper? Deli- 
fately ill, *pon honour! Mr. Smirk, pray what’s 
‘anced to-night? Country dances, said Lady Betty 
Redchops. What shall we have? Drops of Bran- 
vy, says Mr. Swigger, the wine-merchant. La! 
ea, now you know you can reel best. What would 
sou like, Miss Shrivle? 'Time’s a tell-tale, said 
® knowing one. How do you know? said the old 
maid, in a passion, The same as I do my horses, 
ma’am, by your teeth. We’ll huve < Fly by Night,’ 
sighed a lover. No, ‘the Honey Moon,’ said his 
deary. Then join hands, my love. No, forma 
ring first, my dear, said the lady. And touch the 
rope after, said a husband. Go to the Devil and 
shake yourselves, bawled the master of the cere- 
monies,—and they began with— 

A rumpti iddity, &c, 


Jack, the lawyer, he stands by Miss Quiz, 
Like a poker, but she’s thick and bandy ; 
While a parson he shows his dull phiz 
By the side of an out-and-ovt dandy. 
Now all hearts against sorrow are shut, 
While harmony closer does bind them ; 
While the belles think the heaus are all—-but 
The girls in the end seldom find them, 


























SPOKEN.] Let me beg your hand, miss, for the 
next set of quadrilles, Eh, eh, sir, I cannot spare 
either my hand or heart. No matter, miss, for 
they both seem d—n’d tough. Why you impudent 
~. What am I to do? said master Jacky. Why, 
sir, avant deux et en arriere. Have one done on 
Harry? eh, why, what the devil, is the fellow 
mad? cried old Marrowfat, the tallow-chandler. 
Oh, you foolish old man! said fat Lady Pudding- 
facc, I shall never be able to make any thing of 
you. I know what I could*make of you though, 
ma’am, said the grease-melter, . What, sir? Why, 
eighty-four pounds of long sixes. Oh, fie! Mr. 
Sinecure is out of his place. Then let him change 
sides, and get in again, ’*Pon honour, this is 
equal to Almack’s, said a Corinthian, with a red 
nose. La! sir, are there any brandy faces there ? 
asked a lady. No, ma’am, but a devilish lot of 
tum ones ; so we'll go it, 

With rumpti iddity, &c. 





GPL PPP OF 


HAMLET. 
Air—* Lunnun is the Devil.” 
A HERO’s life I sing, 
His story shall my pen mark, 
He was not the king, 
But Hamlet, Prince of Denmark ; 
His mamma was young, 
The crown she had her eyes on; 
Her husband stopp’d her tongue, 
She stopp’d his ears with poison, 
Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, rumpti, udy, 
Tweedle, deedle ch! ri, fol, rumpti, doodle eh! 


When she had kill’d the king, + 
She ogl’d much his brother, 
And having slain one spouse, 
She quickly got another 5 
And this so soon did she, 
And was so great a sinner, 
The funeral bak’d meats 
Serv’d for the wedding dinner. 
Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &e 


Now Hamlet, sweet, her son, 
No bully or bravado, 


(T. Hook.) 
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Of love felt hot the flame, 

And so went tu Bernado, 
‘Oh! sir,” says one, “ we’ve seen 

A sight with monstrous sad eyei;? 
And this was nothing but— 

The Ghost of Hamlets daddy. 

Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &c. 

Just at that time it rose, 

And sighing, said, « List! Hammy, 
Your mother is the snake 

That poison’d me; or d—me. 
And now I’m gone below, 

All over sulph’rous flame, boy ; 
That your dad should be on fire, 

You'll own’s a burning shame, 


boy. 
Tooral, looral, lay, 


ti, rol, &c. 
Just at the time he spoke, 

The morn was breaking through dell. 
Up jump’d a cock, and cried, 

Cock-a-doodle, doodel : 
“* I’m now cock-sure of going, 

Preserve you from all evil : 
You to your mother walk, 

And Ill walk to the d ‘i 

Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &c. 


Hamlet lov’d a maid, 

Calumny had peas her, 
She never had play’d tricks, 

’Cause—nobody had asked her ; 
Madness seiz’d her wits, 

Poor Lord Chamb’zlain’s daughter, 
She jump’d into a pond, 

And went to heaven by water. 

Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &e. 


No matter now for that, 
A play they made, and shamm’d it; 
The audience Claudius was, 
And he got up and d—d it. 
He vow’d he’d see no more, 
He felt a wond’rous dizziness, 
And then for candles call’d, 
To make light of the bus’ness. 
Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &c. 
A fencing-match had they, 
The queen drinks as they try too, 
Says she, “ O king, I’m kill’d.”’ 
Says Laertes, <* So am I too.” 
«« And so am I,” cries Ham, 
«« What, can all these things true be?” 
«© What, are you dead?” says the king. 
“* Yes, sir, and so shall you be.” 
Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &c. 


So then he stabb’d his liege, 
Then fell on Ophy’s brother, 
And so the Danish court 
All tumbl’d one on t’other. 
To celebrate these deeds, 
Which are from no false shamlet, 
Ev’ry village small 
Henceforth was call’d a Hamlet. 
Tooral, looral, lay, ti, rol, &c. 





GIP LIFGLE SR? 


THE JUNCTION OF BACCHUS AND VENUS. 


I’M a votary of Bacchus, his godship adore, 

And love at his shrine gay libations to pour ; 

And Venus, blest Venus, my bosom inspires, 

For she lights in our souls the most sacred of fires : 

Yet to neither 1 swear sole allegiance to hold 

My bottle and lass I by turns must enfold : 

For the sweetest of junctions that mortals can 
prove, 

Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddess of love. 


When fill’d to the fair, the brisk bumper I hold; 
Can the miser survey with such pleasure his gold 
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The ambrosia of gods no such relish can boast, 

If good port fill your glass, and fair Kitty’s your 
toast, 

And the charms of your girl more angelic will be, 

If Sophy’s encirel’d with wreaths from his tree ; 

For the sweetest of junctions that mortals can 
prove, 

Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddess of love. 


All partial distinctions I hate from my soul; 

O give me my fair one! and give me my bowl; 

Bliss reflected from either, will send to my heart 

Ten thousand sweet joys which they can’t have 
apart! 

Go try it, ye smiling and gay-looking throng, 

And your hearts will in unison beat to my song, 

That the sweetest of junctions that mortals can 
prove, 

Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddess of love. 


POL OL FOR 4 


WHO GAVE THEE THAT JOLLY RED 
NOSE? 


(Ravenscroft. ) 


GLEE. 
OF all the brave birds that e’er I did see, 
The owl is the fairest in every degree ; 
For all the day long she sits in a tree, 
And when the night comes, away flies she : 
Te whit, te whoo, 
To whom drink’st thou? 
Sir Noodle, to you! 
This song is well sung I make you a vow, 
And he is a knave that drinketh now. 
Nose, nose ; 
And who gave thee that jolly red nose ? 
Cinnamon and ginger, 
Nutmegs and cloves, 
And they gave me my jolly red nose. 


OPI IIIFIILS 


YE WARWICKSHIRE LADS AND YE 
LASSES., 


(Garrick. ) 


YE Warwickshire lads and ye lasses, 

See what at our jubilee passes, 

Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwickshire lad. 
Warwickshire lad,—all be glad, 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwickshire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 

Where nature has lavish’d her bounty, 

Where much she has giv’n, and some to be spar’d, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickshire bard ts 
Warwickshire bard,—never pair’d, 

For the bard of all bards was a Warwickshire bard. 


Each shire has its different pleasures, 

Each shire has its different treasures ; 

But to rare Warwickshire all must submit, 

For the wit of all wits was a Warwickshire wit, 
Warwickshire wit,— how he writ! 

For the wit of all wits was a Warwickshire wit. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 

And half a score more we take pride in, 

Of famous Will Congreve we boast too the skill ; 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickshire Will, 
Warwickshire Will,—matchless still, 

For the Will of all Wills was a Warwickshire Will. 


Our SHAKSPEARE compar’d is to no man, 

Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman ; 

Their swans are all geese to the Avon’s sweet swan, 
And the man of all men was a Warwickshire man, 
Warwickshire man,—Avon’s swan, 

And the man of all men was a Warwickshire man. 


As ven’son is very inviting, 
Yo steal it our bard took delight in, 
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To make his friends merry he never was lag ; 
And, the wag of all wags was a Warwickshire wag, 
Warwickshire wag,—ever brag, 

For the wag of all wags was a Warwickshire wag. 


There never was seen such a creature, 

Of all she was worth he robb’d Nature ! 

He took all her smiles, and he took all her grief ; 

And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickshire 
thief, 

Warwickshire thief,—he’s the chief, 

For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickshire 
thief, 


OCP LOLIFCF 


THE WAVES THAT FROM ELLA HER 
TRUE LOVER BORE. 


(T. Jones.) 


A CANZONET. 
WHEN o’er the salt ocean pale Luna’s beams play, 
And sunk in the west is the great orb of day, 
How fancy recalls all those images gay, 
Of joys we have shared with our friends far away. 
Then hope kindly promises prospects of bliss, 
The lover’s return to enjoy the fond kiss. 
But, ah! those sweet visions leave me to deplore 
The waves that from Ella her true lover bore. 


Thus fair Ella sigh’d, as the rude dashing foam 

Of the sea wash’d the shore of her birth-place and 
home ; 

Then gaz’d on those scenes, once delighted to roam 

With her Edward, while hope painted joys yet to 
come. 

But the waves that from her bore both honour and 
truth, 

In a far distant land stole the life of the youth. 

Ah, alas! hapless maiden, you may well deplore 

The waves that from Ella her true lover bore. 


GFILPLPE PR 


THE BOLD HEARTED GILDEROY. 
Air—“ Gilderoy.”’—( Bryant.) 


SINCE Scotland’s page 
Provides each age 

With heroes great and grand, 
I'll sing of one 
Whose day is gone, 

For he’s lost to his native land ; 
I’ll pronounce his name, 
Will speak his fame, 

He was Scotia’s bonnie, bonnie boy ; 
He commanded a clan, 
And they fought to a man, 

For the bold-hearted Gilderoy ! 


With heart so bold, 
He fought for gold, 

And checked tyrannic power 5 
He forced each foe 
To crouch so low, 

And he made their standards low’r ; 
With fire in his eye, 
Each foe he’d defy, 

And was Scotia’s bonnie, bonnie boy ; 

He commanded aclan, &c. 


With tartan plaid, 
He was the lad 
To charm in love or war ; 
His heart was good, 
And pure his blood, 
And his fame spread near and far ; 
But now he’s dead, 7 
His spirit’s fled, 
We’ll think of the bonnie, bonnie boy ; 
For we doat on the brave, 
And moisten his grave 
With tears for the brave Gilderoy ! 
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COMICAL INCIDENTS, 
(Hickman. ) 


WHEN I arrived in London town, 
I got my lesson pat ; 

I cared for neither smile nor frown, 
Though laughing makes one fat. 


SPOKEN.] To be sure, it is as ‘well to see folks 
merry as sad, but you know those Lunnuners are 
such a comical set of fellows, that they can do any 
thing, and are most likely to carry two faces under 
one hat. Do you know, I once heard my grand- 
mother say, that they could pick your pocket, take 
the hat off your head, and stare you in the face all 
the while,—but I thought it such a woundy droll 
thing, that, dang me, it I didn’t set up a 

Ha, ha, ha, tol derol, &c. 


To fashions there I ne’er could brook, 
I thought one queer enough, 

As through the streets my way I took, 
The folks were taking snuff. 


SPOKEN.] Thinks I, one had better take to 
snuff than take to getting snuffy. Soa gentleman- 
like man, as I thought, handed out a box, and 
says he, will you take a pinch of real Irish black- 

uard ?. No, says I, I'll see you d—m’d first, for 
am neither real nor sham blackguard. O, then, 
says he, perhaps you are for prince’s mixture. 
Why, says I, that’s nearer my family and breeding 
by a main deal, for you must know, I’m somewhat 
related to the Royal Family, for my great grand- 
father was sixteenth stable-keeper to his Majesty’s 
seventeenth groom. O, my lad, says he, you mis- 
understand, it’s only the fashionable name for 
snuff. Efegs, then, said I, I come here to learn 
to be fashionable, so I took such a large pinch 
that for three quarters of an hour I couldn’t help 

sneezing. ( Sneezes. ) 
Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 


To see the sights one summer’s day, 
T walk’d till night from morn; 
But sleepy grown, as one may say, 
I soon began to yawn. ( Yawns. ) 


SPOKEN.] Do you know, I’d quite forgot the 
way home, so I went into a shop, and asked if 
they could tell me the nearest way to (yawns )— 
‘the Bull and Mouth,’ says he. No Bull and 
Mouth, says I, Mister Sheep’s-face, to my lodging, 
to be sure. Why, how the devil, sayshe, do I 
know where you live? Not know, saysI; why 
I thought every body knows the way to ( Yawns. ) 

Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 


But, one day, meeting Betty Crump, 
Love in my bosom rose, 

I felt my heart begin to thump, 
But she turned up her nose. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, I never shall forget it, it makes 
me (crying )—I said a thousand things as sweet as 
barley sugar, but she looked as sour at meas a 
crab-apple—says I, Betty Crump, you are the 
daffey-down-dilly of my affections, ‘and if you 
slight my addresses I’m sure I shall (Cries. ) 

) Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 


As Betty Crump had ta’en the cag, 
Thinks I, the rest’s all flam ; 

For fear my spirits they should flag, 
D’ye see, I took a dram. 


SPOKEN.] ( Hiccoughs.) Do you know, taking 
one drop is just like taking physic, it wants some- 
thing to wash it down, so, as I’d wet one eye, as 
we say in our town, I thought I might as well wet 
vother; but, i’faith, it was so strong that it gave 
ane the mubble fubbles so bad that I did nothing 

ut ( Hiccoughs,—cries,—yawns,—laughs, &c. ) 
EEE Hanes sl aster &e, 
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VD THINK ON THEE, MY LOVE. 


IN storms, when clouds obscure the sky, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings fy— 
In midst of all these dire alarms 
Pll think, my Sally, on thy charms. 
The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent passion prove ; 
Lash’d to the helm, 
Should seas o’erwhelm, 
I’d think on thee, my love. 


When rocks appear on every side, 

And art is vain the ship to guide; 

In varied shapes when death appears, 

The thoughts of thee my bosom cheers. 
The troubled main, &c. 


But should the gracious powers be kind, 
Dispel the gloom,. and still the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long lost native shore ; 
No more the main 
I’d tempt again, 
But tender joys improve ; 
I then with thee 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love. 


PPLE PP? LOIS 


SWEET ECHO REPEATS—TO THE CHASE! 
TO THE CHASE! 


‘To the chase, to the chase, on the brow of the 


hill, 
Let the hounds meet the sweet-breathing morn, 
While full to the welkin their notes, clear and 
shrill 
Join the sound of the heart-cheering horn, 
What music celestial, when urging the race, 
Sweet Echo repeats—to the chase! to the chase! 


Our pleasure transports us, how gay flies the hour, 
Sweet health and quick spirits attend ; 
Nor sweeter when ev’ning convenes to the bower, 
And we meet the lov’d smile of a friend. 
See the stag just before us! he starts at the cry : 
He stops—his strength fails—speak, my friends— 
must he die? 


His innocent aspect, while standing at bay, 
His expression of anguish and pain, 
All plead for compassion—your looks seem to say, 
Let him bound o’er his forest again. 
Quick, release him, to dart o’er the neigbouring 
plain; . 
Let him live—let him bound o’er the forest again. 


CPI LL PEP? 


A TRAVELLER STOPPED AT A WIDOW’S 
GATE. 


(Colman. ) 


A TRAVELLER stopp’d at a widow’s gate ; 

She kept an inn, and he wanted to bait, 
But the landlady slighted her guest : 

For, when Nature was making an ugly race, 

She certainly moulded this traveller’s face, 
As a sample for all the rest. 


The chambermaid’s sides they were ready to crack, 
When she saw his queer nose, and the hump on 
his back ; 
(A hump isn’t handsome, no doubt ;) 
And, though ’tis confess’d that the prejudice goes 
Very strongly in favour of weuring a nose, 
A nose shouldn’t look like a snout. 


A bag full of gold on the table he laid, 


’Thad a wond’rous effect on the widow and maid, 


And they quickly grew marvellous civil : 
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The money immediately altered the case, 
They were charmed with his hump, and his snout, 
and his face, 
Though he still might have frightened the devil. 


He paid like a prince, gave the widow a smack, 
_ And flopp’d on his horse, at the door, like a sack ; 
While the landlady, touching the chink, 
Cried, << Sir, should you travel this country again, 
T heartily hope that the sweetest of men 
Will stop at the widow’s to drink.” 


Se ewe ase 


KATE, OF ABERDEEN. 
(J. Cunningham. ) 


THE silver moon’s enamour’d beam 
Steals softly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding stream, 
And kiss reflected light. 

To beds of state go, balmy sleep, 
(’Tis where you’ve seldom been,) 

May’s vigil while the shepherds keep 
With Kate, of Aberdeen. 


Upon the green the virgins wait, 
In rosy chaplets gay, 

Till Morn unbars her golden gate 
And give the promised May. 

Methinks J hear the maids declare 

’ The promis’d May, when seen, 

Isn’t half so fragrant, half so fair, 

As Kate, of Aberdeen. 


Strike up the tabor’s boldest notes, 
We'll rouse the nodding grove, 

The nested birds shall raise their throats, 
And hail the maid I love. 

And see—the matin lark mistakes, 
He quits the tufted green : 

Fond bird! ’tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate, of Aberdeen. 


Now, lightsome, o’er the level mead, 
Where midnight fairies rove, 

Like them, the jocund dance we’ll lead, 
Or tune the reed to love: 

For see, the rosy May draws nigh ; 
She claims a virgin-queen ; 

And, hark, the happy shepherds’ cry. 

* ?Tis Kate, of Aberdeen. 


PPI LL LE? 


PHELIM O’GRAFFE. 
(T. Jones.) 


Mr. PHELIM O’GRAFFE was a bit of a Taffe, 
His father from Abergavenny ; 
His mother, oddslife, was a bonnie Scotch wife, 
And himself, sure, was born at Kilkenny, 
With his hurrah whack heigho fal de ral liddy. 
He married one day—as some people say, 
A charming sweet piece of tough leather, 
Miss Margery Grim—who sometimes leathered 
him; 
And they tugg’d— 
SPOKEN.] To be sure and they did tug too, but 
not always together ; with their 
Hurrah whack heigho fal de ral liddy. 
Hoot, splutter her nails, and whack heigho. 


Miss Margery Grim was built rather slim 
Himself was fat-shouldered and brawny ; 

This wife of his bed, when she shook her head, 
Though Irish, he look’d like a sawney, 

With his hurrah whack heigho fal de ral liddy, 
Till, once in a fray, he found out the way 

To handle his sprig of shellelagh ; 
He cried out, och hone, I’ll tin her the drone 

Of the bagpipe, and make her lilt gaily. 


eet eh enough he taught her to dance 
i the true Tipperary stile, twas neither a hop nor 
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a jig, but a real right down Kilkenny caper. Och, 
if you’d staid there till now, you’d have been dead 
long enough ago with laughing to see her lead off 


in the first position, to the tune of his 
Hurrah whack heigho, &c. 


The times were severe, and herrings were dear, 
Cried she how untoward my fate is; 

Determin’d to please, she cook’d toasted cheese, 
When he roar’d like a bull for poratees, 

With his hurrah whack heigho fal de ral liddy. 
The Welsh rabbits fly, some low and some high, 

While she scarcely ventur’d to speak ; 
Till, atlength, onthe trot, she seized one hissing 

hot, 
And she gave it him slap on the cheek. 


SPOKEN.] By the powers of Moll Kelly, you’d 
have blubbered yourself black in the face to have 
seen ould Phelim jig a Welsh waltz all alone by 
himself, to a Scotch tune on an Irish instrument; 
to be sure he didn’t roar out like Murphy M‘Shane’s 
big bull with an empty stomach; and for dancing, 
faith, he jumped about like my grandmother’s ould 
cow, cutting capers to the sound of a bugle horn, 
with his 

Hurrah whack heigho, &c. 


PLPC IPLEP? 


PEGGY TART. 


A CHARMING girl was Peggy Tart, 
Yet whimsical and vain, 
Her charms could conquer every heart, 
But none could hers obtain. 
The man, says she, with whom I'll treat, 
Must be young, rich, and wise, 
He must be handsome, and six feet, 
At least, must be his size. 
At least must be his size. 


SPOKEN.] Well, I declare, no puny little things 
forme. Heigho! I’ll have done playing with dolls, 
and am determined to have a fine, tall, handsome, 
fellow for my husband; one I can look up to and 
admire as a lofty po-pu-lar ; not one of those little 
creatures, with high heels and large collars. Oh! 
no,— 

He must be handsome, and six feet, 
At least, must be his size. 


A sprightly lad, with large black eyes, 
Came first, her heart to sue ; 

Fine large black eyes she didn’t despise, 
Although she lik’d them blue ; 

He sighed, he wept, but not a jot 
The lady cared for that, 

And told him plain, she’d have him not, 
Because he was too fat. 

Because he was too fat. 


SPOKEN.] Ha! ha! sir, says she, will you be 
kind enough to tell me what is your length, and 
what is your breadth? for, upon my honour, I can- 
not tell. Ah! ah! ah! what is your circumference 
—an enormous balloon, that is blown just like a 
man of war in full sail. Why, sir, you are as 
plump as a prize-ox at Christmas ;—so 


Told him plain she’d have him not, 
Because he was too fat. 


A dashing blade, with turned-up nose, 
Next this proud dame addressed ; 

She liked his nose, ’twas one of those 
That struck her fancy best ; 

They all were sure she’d now be won, 
When he was seen to court ; 

But no, she said, pray, sir, begone, 
For you are much too short. 

For you are much too short. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, what countryman are you ‘ 
Do you come from Lilliput? why, you don’t stand 
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higher than a pair of good-sized bellows; upon my 
word, we should be obliged to put a cushion under 
you to rise you up to the table—ah! ah! ah! and 
shall want a microscope to spy you out. You be 
my husband! I took you for a principal performer 
at the puppet-show. 

Oh, no, she said, sir, pray, begone, 

For you are much too short. 


But when Old Time began to blot 

The beauties of her face, Q 
And all her lovers, once so hot, 

Were getting cold apace, 
She thought ’twas time to look about, 

And Peg, her fears to quash, 
Married an ugly dwarfish lout 

That lacked both wit and cash. 

That lacked both wit and cash. 


SPOKEN.] Oh, dear me! what shall I do? for- 
saken, deserted by them all. So poor Peggy ran 
to catch one, by hook or by crook, to prevent her 
from dying an old maid, and— 

Married an ugly dwarfish lout 
That lacked both wit and cash. 


MORAL. 

Now list to me—dear maids, consent, 

If to be wives ye, choose, 
Let as it will his nose be bent, 

A husband ne’er refuse. 
If you find one that’s good at all, 

Take care to hold him fast, 
Else from the frying-pan you'Il fall 

Into the fire at last. 

Into the fire at last. 


PLP OL OILS 


FAREWELL, MY DEAR ROSA. 
(T. Blake.) 


FAREWELL, my dear Rosa! I’m summoned afar, 
To lead on to battle the children of Fame; 
But thy love, like a shield, in the perils of war, 
Will save from dishonour thy hero’s proud 
name. 


Adieu, then, my Rosa! nay, weep not, my love, 
The lone days of absence will quickly pass 
o’er 
And I will return to thy bosom, and prove 
Delight, that regret shall not cloud ever more! 


OLIELPPIPS 


© KENMURE’S ON AND AWA, WILLIE. 


O KENMURE’S on and awa, Willie, 
O Kenmure’s on and awa; 

And Kenmure’s lord’s the bravest lord 
That ever Galloway saw. 


Success to Kenmure’s band, Willie, 
Success to Kenmure’s band ; 

There’s nae a heart that fears a whig | 
That rides by Kenmun 3 hand. 


There’s a rose in Kenmure’s cap, Willie, 
There’s a rose in Kenmure’s cap ; 

He’il steep it red in ruddie heart’s blude, 
Afore the battle drap. 


O Kenmure’s lads are men, Willie, 
O Kenmure’s lads are men; 

Their hearts and swords are metal true, 
And that their faes shall ken. 


They live or die wi’ fame, Willie, 
They live or die wi’ fame, 

But soon wi’ sounding victorie 
May Kenmure’s lord come hame. 


Here’s Kenmure’s health in wine, Willie, 
Here’s Kenmure’s health in wine, 

There ne’er was a coward o’ Kenmure’s blude, 
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s line. 
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Here’s him that’s far awa, Willie, 
Here’s him that’s far awa, 

And here’s the flower that I loe best, 
The rose that’s like the snaw. 


GPL FIIP? 


A BUMPER, A FRIEND, AND THE GIRL 
OF YOUR HEART. 
(Upton. ) 
To Venus and Bacchus, those spirits divine, 
I pledge, in full bumpers, libations on earth, 
For friendship and love shall e’er hallow the 
shrine 
From whence all such comforts ’ 
birth ; 
Though care may embitter the pleasures of man, 
’Tis wine, cheering wine, that can temper the 
smart ; 
Then quaff it, ye mortals, and make it your 
plan 
To bumper a friend and the girl of your heart. 


ife owe their 


Should envy intrude on the raptures of love, 
And her poison-fraught adders malignantly hiss, 
Let constancy follow the faith of the dove, 
And the harpies shall die through sincerity’s 
kiss 3 
Then fill me a flagon, fill, fill to the brim, 
And let each good fellow with me bear a part, 
For my song and sentiment’s made but for him 
Who drinks to a friend and the girl of his 
heart. 


To sorrow or discord I ne’er turn my mind, 

What have I with the minions of trouble to do? 
With Venus’s myrtle my brows are entwined, 

And each throb of my heart e’er to friendship is 


TUC:5 
While I breathe in this world, let me taste such 
delight, 
As Bacchus and Venus can only impart; 
And, like a true Briton, Ill drink day and night, 
To a brotherly friend and the girl of my heart. 


GPLIL IL? 


THE CATALOGUE OF IFS; 


OR, THE CARDINAL POINTS BETWIXT HELL AND 
HEAVEN. 


Air—‘* Dear Tom, this brown Jug.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 
IF the world and its measures in all things were 


just ; 
If the friend, in all weathers, were true to his 
trust ; 
If the lover were faithful, not prone to deceive ; 
If the maid felt no hazard Love’s tale to helieve ; 
If no breast to the vice of deception gave birth ; 
Then each bosom would be a true heaven on 
earth! < 
Truly heaven on earth! 


If the world yield its worth up to sordid neglect ; 

If man lose his just value for true self-respect ; 

If the heart be the depot of secret deceit ; 

If the mind be the closet where Craft and Fraud 
meet ; 

If the soul have no force such vile guests to re- 


pet ; 
Though without all seem heaven,—within, all is 


hell! 
Sully, withiniall hell 
LUNNUN IS THE DEVIL. 
Air—** When I was a Pure.’’ 


WHEN at home with dad, 
We never had no fun, sirs,. 
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Which made me somad, 
T swore away I’d run, sirs; 
I packed up clothes so smart— 
Ribbed stockings, waistcoats pretty, 
With money, and light heart 
Tript off for Lunnun city. 
Ta, ra, la, ra, la, ta, ra, la, ra, la, di. 


Soon as I got there, 
Irun’d about quite silly, 
At all the shows to stare, 
In a place called Piccadilly. 
Oh! such charming sights ! 
Birds in cages thrive, sirs, 
Coaches, fiddles, fights, 
And crocodiles alive, sirs. 
Ta, ta,-la, ce. 


Believe me now, good folk, 

(To lie I am not willing, ) 
I see’d, without a joke, 

All Dublin for a shilling ; 
A man com’d by the door, 

Who call’d me awkward dunce, sits, 
And said he paid no more 

To see the world at once, sirs. 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 


Then to the Strand I sped, 
And there my eyes did feast, sirs, 
To see a man in red 
Exhibit the wild beasts, sirs, 
Saying, “‘ Gentlefolk, walk in— 
We’ve apes and monkies plenty.” 
Says I, “ For one within, 
Without—I’ll show you twenty.” 
Ta, ra, la, &c. 


I went one day to spy 
The gentry in Hyde-Park, sirs, 
A girl pushed rudely by, 
Po whom I did remark, sirs, 
«¢ Though your face be mighty fair, 
I’ve seen a bear more civil ;”’— 
Then so little clothes they wear, 
Oh! Lunnun is the devil. 
Ta, ra, la, &e. 


To the playhouse then I goes, 
Where I see’d merry faces, 
And in the lower rows 
Were servants keeping places ; 
But players I found soon, 
They manage things quite funny, 
For there they’d Honey-Moon 
Before they’d Matrimony. 
Ta,-ra, la, &c. 


Now having passed my time 
In seeing all I could, sirs, 
T’ll e’en give up my rhyme, 
If you think fit and good, sirs ; 
And should my ditty please 
The posies of this garden, 
To me ’twill be heart’s ease— 
If not—I ask your pardon. 
Tax tag lasers 


GPPILIIP PP 


GOOD NIGHT! GOOD REST! 
(Shakspeare. ) 

Goop night! good rest ! ah, neither be my share, 

She bade good night! that kept my rest away, 
And daft me to a cabin, hanged with care, 

To descant on the doubts of my decay! 
Farewell! (quo’ she) and come again to-morrow! 

Fare well I conld not, for I supped with Sor- 

row ! 


Yet, at parting, sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or friendship will I construe whether , 
It may be, she joyed to jest at my exile, 

It may bé, again, to make me wander thither! 
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Sorrow changed to solace, and solace mixed With 
solrow; 
For why, she sighed, and bade me come to-mor- 
row! 
WereI with her, the night would post too soon, 
But now are minutes added to the hours ; 
To spite me, now each minute seems an hour ! 
Yet, not for me, shine, sun! to succour flowers . 


| Pack night, peep day, good night of day now 


borrow ; 
Short night to-night, and length thyself to-mor- 
row ! 


PPL IPPIPPP 


FREEDOM AND LIBERTY. 
( Beazley.) 


HARK! [hear the bugles ring, 
’Tis freedom gives the huntsman glee ; 
What makes the lark so blithely sing 
Through fields of air 7—’tis liberty. 


What enjoyment of our tife 
Equals that of being free? 
What care we for worldly strife 

If we have but liberty? 


Woman’s wrong to use her spell 
To chain us to her destiny ; 
We cannot love her half so well 
As when we love at liberty. 


What patriot heart will ever yield 
His freedom up to tyranny ? 

What cry gives courage to the field? 
Tis ‘<a la mort” for liberty. 


GLPLIIPPPR 


THE DOGS’-MEAT MAN. 
Air—“ White Cockade.”—( Hudson.) 


IN Gray’s Inn, not long ago, 

An old maid lived a life of woe; 

She was fifty-three, with a face like tan, 

And she fell in love with a dogs’-meat man. 
Much she loved this dogs’-meat man, 

He was a good-looking dogs’-meat man ; 

Her roses and lilies were turn’d to tan, 

When she fell in love wi’ the dogs’-meat man. 


Every morning when he went by, 

Whether the weather was wet or dry, 

And right opposite her door he’d stand, 

And cry ‘« dogs’ meat,” did this dogs’-meat man, 

Then her cat would run out to the dogs’-mea 
man, 

And rub against the barrow of the dogs’-meat man, 

As right opposite to her door he’d stand, 

And cry “ dogs’ meat,” did this dogs’-meat man. 


One morn she kept him at the door, 

Talking, half-an-hour or more 5 

For, you must know, that washer plan, 

To have a good look at the dogs’-meat man. 

«< Times are hard,”’ says the dogs’-meat man ; 

«« Folks get in my debt,” says the dogs’-mea- 
man ; 

Then he took up his barrow, and away he ran, 

And cried “‘ dogs’ meat,”’ did this dogs’-meat man 


He soon saw which way the cat did jump, 

And his company he offered plump ; 

She couldn’t blush, 7cause she’d no fan, 

So she sot and grinned at the dogs’-meat man. 

«« If you’ll marry me,” says the dogs’-meat man 

« T’'ll have’you,” says the dogs’-meat man ; 

For a quartern of peppermint then he ran, 

And she drink’d a good health to the dogs’-mea 
man, 
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That very evening he was seen, 

In a jacket and breeches of velveteen, 

To Bagnigge-Wells, then, in a bran 

New gown, she went with the dogs’-meat man: 
She’d biscuits and ale with the dogs’-meat man, 
And walked arm-in-arm with the dogs’-meat man ; 
And the people all said, what round did stan’ 

He was quite a dandy dogs’-meat man. 


He said his customers, good lord! 

Owed him a matter of two pound odd; 

And, she replied, it was quite scan- 

Dalous to cheat such a dogs’-meat man. 

‘« If I had but the money,” says the dogs’-meat 
man, 

“Td open a tripe-shop,” says the dogs’-meat 
man, 

«¢ And I'd marry you to-morrow.”—She admired 
his plan, 

And she lent a five-pound note to the dogs’-meat 
man. 


He pocketed the money and went away, 

She waited for him all next day, 

But he never com’d; and then she began 

To think she was diddled by the dogs’-meat man; 

She went to seek this dogs’-meat man, 

But she couldn’t find the dogs’-meat man ; 

Some friend gave her to understan’ 

He’d got a wife and seven children—this dogs’- 
meat man. 


So home she went, with sighs and tears, 

As her hopes were all transformed to fears, 

And her hungry cat tomew began, 

As much as to say,—‘* where’s the dogs’-meat 
man?” 

She couldn’t help thinking of the dogs’-meat man, 

The handsome, swindling, dogs’-meat man ; 

So you see, just in one day’s short span, 

She lost her heart, a five-pound note, and the dogs’- 
meat man. 


POPP IFIP? 


WHILE THE LADS OF THE VILLAGE 
SHALL MERRILY, AH. 
(Dibdin.) 
WHILE the lads of the village shall merrily, ah, 
Sound their tabors, I’ll hand thee along, 
And I say unto thee that merrily, ah, 
Thou and I will be first in the throng. ; 
While the lads of the village, &c. 


Jut then, when the youth who last year won the 
dower, 
And his mate shall the sports have begun, 
When the gay voice of gladness resounds from 
each bower, 
And thou long’st in thy heart to make one. 
While the lads of the village, &c. 


Those joys that are harmless what mortal can 
blame? 
*Tis my maxim that youth should be free ; 
And, to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
same, 
Believe thou shalt presently see. 
While the lads of the village, &c. 


GPLPOLPEPe? 


THE LOSS OF MY WINNY AND WALES. 
(Morgan. ) 


DEAR was the vale of my youth, 

’Mid the mountains of Cambria shrouded, 
Where'my Winny breath’d ardor and truth, 

And our fond day of joy was ne’er shrouded. 
Yes, we lived, still beloving, beloved, 

And with pleasure my memory hails 
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The delights that around me hath roved 
When blessed with my Winny and Wales. 


But sorrow too quickly appeared, 
And Winny was ta’en to the tomb, 
The smile that so sweetly endeared, 
Was lost in death’s pitiless gloom 
A wanderer now, sad and forlorn, 
All hope in this drear bosom fails, 
And in anguish I ever must mourn 
For the loss of my Winny and Wales. 


GLPEOL POI 


THE SAILOR’S SHEET ANCHOR IS GROG 
(Dibdin.) 
SMILING grog is the sailor’s best hope—his sheet- 
anchor, 
His compass, his cable, his log, 
That gives him a heart, which life’s cares cannot’ 
canker ; 
Though dangers around him 
Unite to confound him, 
He braves them, and tips off his grog. 
*Tis grog, only grog, 
Is his rudder, his compass, his cable, his log ; 
The sailor’s sheet-anchor is grog. 


What, though he to a friend, in trust, 
His prize-money convey, 
Who, to his bond of faith unjust, 
Cheats him, and runs away 3 
What’s to be done? he vents a curse 
’Gainst all false hearts ashore, 
Of the remainder clears his purse, 
And then to sea for more. 
There, smiling grog, &c. 


What, though his girl, who often swore 
To know no other charms, 

He finds, when he returns ashore, 
Clasp’d in a rival’s arms: 

What’s to be done? he vents a curse, 
And seeks a kinder she ; 

Dances, gets groggy, clears his purse, 
And goes again to sea. 

To crosses born, still trusting there, 

The waves less faithless than the fair ; 

There into toils to rush again, 

And stormy perils brave—what then? 

Smiling grog, &c. 


PLPC PLE PF 


MY LOVE’S LIKE THE RED RED ROSF. 
( Burns.) 


OH, my love’s like the red red rose 
That’s newly sprung in June ; 
My love is like the melody 
That’s sweetly played in tune. 


As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in love am I; 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 
Though a’ the seas gang dry. 


Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun ; 

I will love thee still, my dear, 
While the sands of life shall run. 


But, fare thee weel, my only love, 
And fare thee weel awhile’; 

And I will come again, my dear, 
Though ’t were ten thousand mile. 


GIL ILI PL 


LAWYER FLAM, HIS WIFE, AND FLAM’S 
GHOST. 


( Arnold.) 


OLD FLAM was a lawyer s0 grim, 
He married his maid, people say ; 
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But scarce was the honeymoon dim 
When the Devil cried, Flam, come away. 
Oh! oh! story of woe, when the Devil cried, 
Flam, come away. 


How she wish’d that the tear-drop would fall, 
But poor Mrs. Flam could not weep ; 
And soon, in a black velvet pall, 
She popp’d the old lawyer to sleep. 
Oh, oh, story of woe, &c. 


She thought of her love as she lay, 
When the ghost of the late Mr. Flam, 
In his green velvet cap, came to say, 
*‘Phoo, nonsense! your grief is all sham.” 
Oh! oh! story of woe, &c. 


Quoth she, ““ Ghost, I’m no longer thine, 
I wo’n’t lie alone in the dark, 
For to-morrow, at half-after nine, 
Mr. Flam, I shall marry your clerk.” 
Oh! oh! story of woe, &c. 


PP ILL EO? 


THE WANDERING MAID. 
Air—** Oh, rest thee, Babe.” 


CoME hither, poor maiden, and yield not to woe, 
My cottage shall shelter thy form from the snow. 
The little thatched cottage which yonder you see 
Is mine, and, poor maiden, it shall shelter thee ; 
Then, hasten, poor maiden, and yield not to woe, 
My cottage shall shelter thy form from the snow. 


Though the winds sharply freeze, they’ve not 
frozen my heart ; 

Iam poor, but thou shalt of my bread share a 
part ; 

My children to thee shall be tender and kind ; 

I’ve taught them compassion, poor maiden, thou’lt 
find. 

Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 


My dame, worthy creature, will welcome her 
guest, 
For tender compassion resides in her breast, 
Down her cheeks often flow sensibility’s tears 
When the tale of the orphan or wand’rer she hears. 
Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 


Though Fortune her comforts around me has shed, 
And the clouds of misfortune have burst o’er thy 
head, 
We’re one by creation, and thou, too, shall share 
My cottage, my comforts, and my humble fare. 
Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 


GLP PIP? 


THE LAST WORDS OF HADYN. 
A GLEE. 
(Translated from the German by J. Gompertz.) 


ALL my strength, alas! is gone, 

Old and weak I’m grown ; 

Scarce can mirth or sparkling wine 

Rouse my joys, supine. 

Rosy health, now fled, warms my cheeks 
no more! 

Cold death summons at my door ; 

Without dread I meet my guest, 

Heaven! O heaven! be bless’d : 

As a fine harmonious song, 

Roll’d my course along. 


A BATCH OF COBBLERS ; 
OR, A PUZZLE FOR HIS SATANIC MAJESTY! 
Air -- * Marabomell...” (kh. J. B. Box.) 


THis world up of evils is made, 
And wise men say there’s no way of ending 
them ; 
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But, as cobbler, in my way of trade 

You'll allow I’ve some trouble in mending them ; 
When a boot is without any sole, 

Like a husband who’s lost a good wife it is ; 
But when mended by me, and made whole, 

Then just like a dead corpse brought to life it is! 


SPOKEN.] That is turning evil into good; it is 
renovation, resurrection, transubstantiation, re- 
invigoration,—in short, an’ old upper with a new 
sole has all the benefit a new soul could give 
to anold body! Your parsons are all cobblers, I’ll 
grant; but what are they allto me? they can’t make 
souls, though they pretend to the craft of mending 
them ; now I can both make soles, and mend them 
afterwards, without half the hammering they make 
about it! Besides, I never take my money till I 
have finished the job, while the parsons are always 
paid beforehand, and never finish the job at all; 

ut make bad worse by their way of mending evils. 
Cobblers, generally,—that is, I mean the fact is, 
in short, of all trades, 


Cobblers are knaves ?—prone you'll find them, 
In in-sole and out-sole, to cheat ; 

But cobblers of souls, if you mind them, 
Wo’n’t leave you a sole to your feet. 


The lawyer’s a cobbler of note, 
For he notes, while your suit he keeps lin- 
gering, 
Where he may, through a hole in your coat, 
The soul of your pocket be fingering : 
Then the doctor so cobbles your health, 
With pretences of mending your stamina, 
That when wasted the sole of your wealth, 
You find his prescriptions all gammon are ! 


SPOKEN.] These are both cobblers, who, in- 
stead of mending evils, make them greater, the 
more they cobble them. If the sole of your estate 
be a little out of repair, put the lawyer to work 
upon it, and his cobbling will soon destroy the 
leather of your means, and when he has cobbled 
you into limbo, he leaves you to cobble yourself 
out again as youcan! Inthe hands of the doctor, 
he first cobbles you into sickness, and next into the 
stall of the undertaker, who finishes the job by 
cobbling you into your grave! That is a pretty 
way of mending evils, is it not? There are cob- 
bling rogues in all trades, excepting mine ;—in 
short, the fact is, that all 


Cobblers are knaves ;—prone you'll find them, &«. 


Of all cobblers we find in the string, 
(Though a rope for such knaves might just 
suit as well,) 
From snob’s stool to the bench of the king, 
Mending evils, none half do their duty well. 
As all cobblers are devils in truth, 
And the world’s evils hold in their tether 
here, 
To his stall, ’twould be better, forsooth, 
If the devil would take all together there ' 


SPOKEN.] That is, I mean all, excepting my- 
self only: for I am too honest for him! It would 
be mending the world at any rate; andI dare say 
he would do us that favour, if a proper application 
were made to his lowness,—I beg his pardon, his 
highness, I mean, of course; no offence to his 
majesty, I hope. But of all the cobblers, I think 
the lawyers would puzzle him the most; for, being 
of the same colour, both inside and out, he might 
sometimes mistake them for himself, and there, as 
is usual with them every where, they would thus 
create a great deal of confusion! To this I have 
only to add a singular fact to the plural number,—-. 
that all 


Cobblers are knaves ;---prone you'll find taem, &c. 
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MASONS WILL NOT LIVE THE DUPES TO. 


GOLD. 
AIR—** Smile, Britannia.” 


ATTEND, attend the strains 
Ye masons free, whilst I, 
To celebrate your fame, 
Your virtues sound on high ; 
Accepted Masons, free and bold, 
Will never live the dupes to gold. 


Great Solomon, the king, 
Great architect of fame, 
Of whom all coasts did ring, 
Revered a Mason’s name : 
Like him, accepted, free, and bold, 
True wisdom we prefer to gold. 


Since him, the great and wise 
Of every age and clime, 
With fame that never dies, 
Pursued the art sublime ; 
Inspired by heaven, just and free, 
Have honoured much our mystery. 


The glorious path of those, 
With heaven-born wisdom crowned, 
We every day disclose, 
And tread on sacred ground ; 
A Mason righteous, just, and free, 
Or else not worthy Masonry. 


PPIPIPCIA 


TO THE FIELD, BRAVE BOYS, LET’S 
REPAIR. 


HARK! the goddess Diana 
Calls aloud for the chase ; 

Bright Phebus awakens the morn, 
Rouse! rouse from your slumber, 
And for hunting prepare, 

For the huntsman is winding his horn. 


See! the hounds are unkennell’d, 
And all ripe for the chase, 
They start to o’ertake the fleet hare ;: 
All danger they’re scorning, 
And for hunting preparing ; 
To the field, then, brave boys, let’s repair. 


GPEP OPPO 


MY SOLE AMBITION IS TO DRINK. 
(H. Carey.) 


BACCHUS must now his power resign, 

I am the only god of wine. 

It is not fit the wretch should be 

In competition set with me, 

Who can drink ten times more than he. 


Make a new world, ye powers divine! 
Stock’d with nothing else but wine. 
Let wine its only product be ; 

Let wine be earth, and air, and sea; 
And let that wine be all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care ; 

Let the ambitious toil and think ; 
Let states and empires swim or sink ; 
My sole ambition is to drink. 


GPP PPR OP 


TWIST YE! TWINE YE! 
(Walter Scott.) 


TWIsT ye! twine ye! ever so 
Mingle shades of joy and woe ; 
Hope and fear, and pain and strife, 
Weave the thread of human life. 
While the mystic thread is spinning, 
And the infant’s life beginning, 
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Dimly seen through twilight bending ; 
Lo! what varied shapes attending ; 
Passions wild and follies vain ; 
Pleasures soon exchanged for pain. 
Hope and fear, and peace and strife, 
Weave the thread of human life. 

Twist ye! twine ye! &c. 


GPPIF PPFD 


RUN, NEIGHBOURS, RUN, ALL LONDON 
IS QUADRILLING IT. 


Air—“ Oh, what a Day.” 


RUN, neighbours, run, all London is quac silling it , 

‘Order and sobriety are dos-a-dos. 
This is the day for toeing it and heeling it, 

All are promenading it from high to low, 
King Almack, with his star-and-garter coteries, 
Never did anticipate such democratic votaries ; 
Courtiers and citizens are flirting with Terpsichore, 
The town’s an amphitheatre for capering and 

kickery. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


Dames, cavaliers too, unwilling all to stand alone, 
Thinking practice requisite to do the thing right, 
Like Harlequin and Columbine, rehearsing with 
Lord Pantaloon, 
Meet slyly in the morning to prepare for night : 
Paines, first set, invented to delight us, is 
Danced at St. James’, St. Giles’, and St. Vitus’s: 
Dandies, turning figurantes, conceive they’ve made 
a clever hit 5 
And widows, weighing thirty stone, attempt to 
pas de Zephyr it. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


Now, not inanimate who fatter or who thinner is, 

So wonderful, so blunderful, is fashion’s freak, 
Baronets at Bootle’s, money-lenders from the Mino- 

ries, 

Are jumbled antithetically, jowl by cheek. 
Trade stands still, while te cee are chasse-ing it ; 
Brokers from the Stock-Exchange are busy ballote- 

ing it 5 
Commodores on timber-toes are driven from their 
latitudes, 
Wiile gawky lady may’resses are sprawling into 
attitudes. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


The three black graces, Law, Physic, and Divi- 
nity, 
Walk hand-in-hand, along the Strand, humming 
La Poule ; 
Trade quits her counter, Alma-mater her latinity, 
Proud again, with Mr. Paine to go again to 
school. 
If you want to go to law, you’ll nothing get by 
asking it ; 
Your lawyer’s not at Westminster—he’s busy pas- 
de-basqu-ing it; 
If you want to lose a tooth, and seek your man for 
drawing it, 
He cannot possibly attend, he’s deni-queve-de-chat- 
ing it. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


Poor Haut-ton, ’twould strike with horror dumb 
her set— 

What mortal can consider it without dismay ? 
To sce La Trenise to the kitchen make a summer- 

set, 

To keep her sister company, the lost L’ Ete! 
E’en while you listen, unconscious to my ditty, 
Queen regent of the scullery, the pretty Mrs. Kitty 
Holds her check’d apron up, with simpering agility 
And thinks she is glissard-ing it as graceful as no- 

bility. 
Run, neighbonrs, run, &c. 
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seecee Says Michael, before you do go, 
1’ll get you to read my permit. 





THE EXCISEMAN. 


To a village that skirted the sea 
An exciseman, one Midsummer, came, 
But prudence, between you and me, 
Forbids me to mention his name. 
Soon Michael he chanced to espy, . 
A cask on his napper he bore, 
With six gallons of brandy, or nigh, 
And where is the head can bear more. 


Says the exciseman, let’s see your permit ; 
ays Mike—’t’ant convenient to show it ; 

T’other cried, sir, I’m not to be bit, 

Yon’ve smuggled that stuff, and you know it ; 
Your hogs to fine market you’ve brought, 

For, seeing you’ve paid no excise, 
As customs have settled you ought, 

I seizes your tub as my prize. 


Now don’t be so hard, says poor Mike ; 
The exciseman was deaf to complaint, 
Why then take it, says Mike, if you like, 

For I’ve borne it till ready to faint. 
Four miles, in hot sunshine, they trudged, 
Till on them they’d scarce a dry rag ; 
The exciseman his labour ne’er grudged, 
But cheerfully carried the cag, 


To the Custom-house, in the next town, 
*Twas yet some three furlongs, or more, 
When, says Michael, pray set your load down, 
For this here, sir, is my cottage-door ; 
T’other answered, I thank you, friend, no, 
My burthen just yet I sha’n’t quit ; 
Then, says Michael, before you do go, 
Pll get you to read my permit. 


Your permit: why not show it before ? 
Because it came into my nob, 

By your watching for me on the shore, 
That your worship was wanting a job ; 

Now, [ had need of a porter, d’ye see, 
For iv load made my bones fit to crack, 


And so, sir, I thank you for me, 
And I wish youa pleasant walk back. 


CLL EOL OFS 


THE SAILOR. 
(S. Rogers, Esq.) 


THE sailor sighs as sinks his native shore, 
As all its lessening turrets bluely fade, 

He climbs the mast, to feast his eyes once more, 
And busy Fancy fondly lends her aid. 


Ah! now each dear domestic scene he knew, 
Recall’d and cherish’d in a foreign clime, 
Charms with the magic of a moonlight view, 

Its colours mellow’d, not impair’d by time. 


True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Through all the horrors of the stormy main ; 

This the last wish, that would with life depart, 
To meet the smile of her he loves again. 


When Morn first faintly draws her silver line, 
Or Eve’s gray cloud descends to drink the wave, 
When sea and sky in midnight darkness join, 
Still, still he views the parting look she gave. 


Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o’er, 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole; 

And, when the beating billows round him roar, 
Whispers sweet hope, to soothe his troubled soul. 


Carv’d is her name in many a spicy grove, 
In many a plantain-forest, waving wide, 
Where dusky youths in painted plumage rove, 
And giant palms o’er-arch the golden tide, 


But lo! at last he comes, with crowded sail, 
Lo! o’er the cliff what eager figures bend, 
And, hark! what mingled murmurs swell the gale 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend. 


’Tis she, ’tis she herself! she waves her hand! 
Soon is the anchor cast, the canvass furl’d 

Soon through the whitening surge he springs to land, 
And clasps the maid he singled from the world, 
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THE MEN OF KENT. 
(Tom D’Urfey.) 


WHEN Harold was invaded, 
And, falling, lost his crown ; 

And Norman William waded 
Through gore to pull him down ; 

When counties round, with fear profound, 
‘To mend their sad condition, 

Their land to save, base homage gave, 
But Kent made no submission. 


CHORUS. 
Sing, sing, in praise of men of Kent, 
So loyal, brave, and free ; 
*Mongst Britain’s race, if one surpass, 
A man of Kent is he. 


The hardy stout freeholders, 
That knew the tyrant near, 
In girdles and on shoulders 
A grove of oaks did bear ; 
Whom when he saw, in battle draw, 
And thought how he might need ’em, 
He turn’d his arms, allow’d their terms 
Complete with noble freedom. 
Then sing in praise, &c. 


And when by barons’ wrangling, 
Hot faction did increase, 
And vile intestine jangling 
Had banished England’s peace ; 
The men of .Kent to battle went, 
They fear’d no wild confusion ; 
But join’d with York, soon did the work, 
And made a blest conclusion. 
Then sing in praise, &c. 


At hunting or the race, too, 
They sprightly vigour show ; 
And at a female chase, too, 
None like a Kentish beau ; 
All blest with health ; and as for wealth, 
By fortune’s kind embraces, 
A yeoman gray shall oft outweigh 
A knight in other places. 
Then sing in praise, &c. 


The generous, brave, and hearty, 
All o’er the shire we find ; 
And for the low-church party, 
They’re of the brightest kind : 
For king and laws, they prop the cause 
Which high-church has confounded ; 
They love with height the moderate right, 
But hate the crop-ear’d round-head. 
Then sing in praise, &c. 


The promis’d land of blessing 
For our forefathers meant, 
Is now in right possessing, 
For Canaan sure was Kent ; 
The dome at Knoll, by fame enroll’d, 
The church at Canterbury, 
The hops, the beer, the cherries here, 
May fill a famous story. 
Then sing in praise, &c. 


GLI LLIFGD 


OH! LIGHT BOUNDS MY HEART. 
(J. H. Payne.) 


Ou! light bounds my heart! through Sorrow’s 
night that drearily 
Closed o’er my hopes, the sun of joy is breaking! 
Freed from suspense, my jocund spirit cheerily 
Is from its mournful dream to life and rapture 
waking ! 
Lo! the parting cloud is lost in rainbow dyes, 
Which returning wy flings o’er as it flies. 
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THE JEW PEDLER. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

ee Come along wid you,I tell you ; 
dis is de first time T vas ever seen in your company, 
and I hope it vo’n’t be de last. Come along; pull 
out your purses, and—vat do yon do vid your fish- 
hooks in my box? If you don’t take ’em out again, 
I shall give you a Mendoza, and lay you all along 
so flat as if you vas a flounder, my dear. You tink 
because vat I am a Jew, you may use me like a 
Turk ; but if you vants to play any game wid me, 
I knows an odd trick or two as vell as the best of 
you. 

SONG. 
A pedling Jew gets often jeer’d ; 
‘ Vat d’ye vant, Moses? Get along Moses.’ 
Never mind dat, for who’s afeard? 
So let ’em cock up dere noses. 
In spite of all dey do and tink, 
Ve buys and sells and gets de chink. 


SPOKEN.|] Who buys my coots? dey’re better 
as new and cheaper as old. Here’s a peautiful 
chain, to fasten in your fob and make de people 
believe vat you has a vatch ; no more as three and 
sixpence,—vel, two and sixpence,—two shillings,— 
one and sixpence,—vel, give mea shilling ;—vat do 
you say, sixpence? do you tink I shtoul it? voudn’t 
you have a seal into de bargain? Vel, give me de 
tizzy; I only gets a gra’t by you. 

So jeers and jokes ve gives and takes, 
And all the vhile a good bargain makes, 
And pockets de chink ; fal, lal, de ral lal. 


Ve deals in all tings ve comes across— 
‘ Ferry coot, Moses; puy a lot, Moses ;’ 
Ve own to no profit, and lives by the loss ; 
And a pretty account we closes. 
Ven boys out vid a box we set, 
And seldom in the wrong box get. 


SPOKEN.] I vas a tradesman myself ven I was 
no more than so old as half-past eight, selling 
roulers ; nobody buys *em now, for every bean’s 
head is all de world as if it vas a scrubbing-brush. 
Vill you buy a fine comb for your vife. It’s the 
very best tortoiseshell; (aside) made of horn. 
Don’t be afeard of her combing your head vid it, 
for the teeth a’n’t calf’s-head proof. 

So jeers and jokes, &c. 


Vene’er to bargain ve begin, 
It’s < take care of Moses; very deep Moses!’ 
And ve may as vell take the peoplish in, 
For we always do dat, dey supposes ; 
But vy say Jews are rogues by the by, 
Ven an honest man is vorth a Jew’s eye? 


SPOKEN.] Let every von dat’s fond of calling 
another a rogue, be first sure he can find an honest 
man at home; but schandal, my dear, is de order 
of de day; and many of your good sort of people 
are so over-righteous, and have so much to do in 
looking after dere neighbour’s business, dey have 
no time to look after dere own; but take dis lesson 
from a Jew; to mend von hole in your own coat is 
better dan picking twenty in your neighbour’s, my dear. 

So jeers and jokes, &c. 


GLE LILIA IF 


MASONIC FAREWELL. 
( Burns.) 


ADIEU! a heart-warm, fond adieu! 
Dear brothers of the mystic tie! 

Ye favour’d, ye enlighten’d few, 
Companions of my social joy! 

Though I to foreign lands must hie, 
Pursuing fortune’s slidd’ry ba, 

With melting heart, and brimful eye, 
T’ll mind you still, though far awa’. 
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Oft have I met your social band, 
And spent the cheerful festive night 
Oft, honour’d with supreme command, 
Presided o’er the sons of light; 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 
Which none but craftsmen ever saw! 
Strong mem’ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes, when far awa’. 


May freedom, harmony, and love 
Unite you in the grand design, 

Beneath the omniscient eye above, 
The glorious architect divine! 

That you may keep the unerring line, 
Still rising by the plummet’s law, 

Till order bright completely shine, 
Shall be my prayer when far awa’. 


And you, farewell! whose merits claim, 
Justly, that highest badge to wear! 
Heaven bless your honour’d, noble name, 
To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last request, permit me here, 
When yearly ye assemble a’, 
One round, I ask it with a tear, 
To him, the bard, that’s far awa’. 


GPP OPP IF 


THE HUMOURS OF DONNYBROOK FAIR. 
Air—** The Athlone Landlady.”—(0’Flaherty.) 


Oh! ’twas Dermot O’Rowland M‘Figg 
That could properly handle the twig ! 
He went to the fair, 
And kicked up a dust there, 
In dancing the Donnybrook jig, 
With his twig, 
Oh! my blessing is Dermot M‘Figg, 


When he came to the midst of the fair, 
He was all in a paugh for fresh air, 
For the fair very soon 
Was as full as the moon, 
Such mobs upon mobs as were there, 
Oh, rare! 
So more luck to sweet Donnybrook Fair. 


The souls they came crowding in fast, 
To dance while the leather would last, 
For the Thomas-street brogue 
Was there much in vogue, 
And oft with the brogue the joke passed 
Quite fast, 
While the cash and the whiskey did last. 


But Dermot, his mind on love bent, 
In search of his sweetheart he went, 
Peeped in here and there, 
As he walked through the fair, 
And took a small taste in each tent 
As he went ; 
Och! on whiskey and love he was bent. 


And who should he spy in a jig, 
With a meal-man, so tall and so big, 
But his own darling Kate, 
So gay and so neat,— 
Faith, her partner he hit him a dig, 
The pig ! 
He beat the meal out of his wig. 
Then Dermot, with conquest elate, 
Drew a stool ne’er his beautiful Kate ; 
Arrah, Katty! says he, 
My own Cushlamachree ! 
Sure the world for beauty you beat, 
Complete ! 
So we’l] just take a dance while we wait. 


The piper, to keep him in tune, 
Struck up a gay lilt very soon, 
Until an arch wag 
Cut a hole in his bag 


And at once put an end to the tune, 
Too soon, 
Och! the music flew up to the moon. 


To the fiddler, says Dermot M‘Fige, 
If you'll please to play ‘* Shelah na Gig,” 
We'll shake a loose toe’ 
While you humour the bow, 
Tobe sure, you wo’n’t warm the wig 
Of M‘Figg, 
While he’s dancing a tight Ivish jig. 


But, says Katty, the darling, says she, 
If you'll only just listen to me, 
It’s myself that will show 
Billy can’t be your foe, 
Though he fought for his cousin, that’s me, 
Says she, 
For sure Billy’s related to me. 


For my own cousin-german, Ann Wild, 
Stood for Biddy Mulrooney’s first child, 
And Biddy’s step son, 
Sure he married Bess Dunn, 
Who was gossip to Jenny, as mild 
A child 
As ever at mother’s breast smiled. 


And, may be, you don’t know Jane Brown, 
Who served goat’s whey in Dundram’s sweet 
town, 

*T was her uncle’s half-brother 

‘Phat married my mother, 
And bought me this new yellow gown, 

To go down 

Where the marriage was held at Milltown. 


By the powers! then, says Dermot, ’tis plain, 
Like a son of that rapscallion Cain, . 
My best friend I have kilt, 
Though no blood there is spilt, 
And the devil a harm did I mean, 
That’s plain ; 
But by me he’ll be ne’er kilt again! 


Then the meal-man forgave him the blow, 
That laid him a sprawling so low, 
And, being quite gay, 
Asked them both to the play, 
But Katty, being bashful, said “« No, 
No, no!” 
Yet he treated them all to the show! 


werrstee 


WHEN WE TWO PARTED IN SILENCE 


AND TEARS. 
( Byron.) 
WHEN we two parted, 
In silence and tears, 
Half broken hearted, 
To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy cheek, and cold, 
Colder thy kiss! 
Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 


The dew of the morning 
Sunk chill on my brow, 
It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
Thy vows are all broken, 
And light is thy fame, 
I hear thy name spoken, 
And share in its shame. 


They name thee before me, 
A knell to mine ear; 

A shudder comes o’er me— 
Why wert thou so dear? 
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They know not I know thee, 
Who knew thee too well! 
Long, long shall I rue thee, 

Too deeply to tell. 


In secret we met, 
In silence I grieve, 

That my heart would forget, 
Thy spirit deceive ! 

Tf I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should I greet thee ? 

With silence and tears ! 


PPOP II LS 


THE MERRY HORN CALLS US AWAY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


In Britain, the soil which true liberty yields, 
Where ey lads of the chase leave repose for the 
elds, 
The hunter, so happy, bestrides his gay steed, 
While distance and danger but add to his speed— 
Who, dashing along, 
Gives Echo the song, 
She, blithely, returns it the whole of the day, 
With, hark! the merry horn calls us away. 


By exercise braced, every bosom must warm, 
And health, joy, and mirth, each assume a new 
_ charm; 
Dian, Bacchus, and Venus, by turns, take a place, 
And day and night’s joys are the fruits of the 
chase ! 
Which, dashing along, 
Gave Echo the song, &c. 


POPPI GIF 


NAVAL PHILOSOPHY. 
(Dibdin.) 


SaM SPLICE’EM, d’ye mind me, is one of those 
boys 
Who from dangers and fears neyer flinches ; 
He as well can sail through the world’s bustle and 
noise 
As any tight lad of his inches ; 
For Sam had a sweetheart, and meant to be 
wed, 
When a trifling accident knocked up his plan ; 
He found she had married another instead, 
But his courage plucked up like a man : 
“‘ Let her go, if she will, ’tis but folly to sor- 
row 3— 
If a storm comes to-day, why a calm comes to- 
morrow !” 


Sam sailed to the Indies, and safely came back, 
After having hard knocks and foul weather ; 
Of rupees in his chest he had more than a lack, 
And his heart was a light as a feather. 
While himself and his treasure were hoisting on 
shore, 
A press-gang prevented his reaching the land, 
And his chest of rupees, why he never saw 
more, 
For the rogues knew the cargo of what they’d in 
hand. 
Yet it cost honest Sam little more than a sigh, 
<< For,” says he, ‘ all this here will rub out when 
it’s dry 1” 
Sam once more returned, with pockets well filled, 
Yet his cloak was too shabby for wearing ; 
So, determined no-more it should shake in the 
wind, 
From a bum-boat he purchased repairing. 
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Thus, when Sam was new rigged, his old trouser 
despised, 
He threw into the sea, when a thought struck his 
nob 
And suze no poor devil was e’er so surprised, 
When he found all the cash had been left in the 
fob. 
Some folk would have cried, but poor Sam had 
more sense, 
“ For,” says he, “ ’twill be all one a hundred 
years hence.” 


Sam now going again for fresh rhino to work, 
When his uncle (a lucky wind-falling ) 
Left Sam all his wealth, for a terrible Turk 
With Old Davy for cash had no calling. 
Then Sam, having gold, did not long want a 
wife 
And, what’s better, his lass to her sailor prov’d 
true ; 
With his grog and his girl he floats easy through 
life, 
And laughs at the troubles he formerly knew. 
«© For,” says Sam, “ on this maxim you may 
safely depend, 
When things come to the worst, they will certainly 
mend.” 


PILL PPP? 


COME, THOU SOUL-REVIVING CUP. 
(Captain Morris. ) 


CoME, thou soul-reviving cup, 
And try thy healing art, 
Light the fancy’s vision up, 
And warm my wasted heart ; 
Touch, with glowing tints of bliss, 
Mem’ry’s fading dream, 
Give me, while thy lip I kiss, 
The heaven that’s in thy stream. 


In thy fount the lyric muse 
Ever dipped her wing, 
Anacreon fed upon thy dews, 
And Horace drained thy spring ; 
I, too, humblest of the train, 
There my spirit find, 
Freshen there my languid brain, 
And store my vacant mind. 


When, blest cup, thy fires divine 
Pierce through Time’s dark reign, 
All the joys that once were mine 
I snatch from Death again ; 
And, though oft fond anguish rise 
O’er my melting mind, 
Hope still starts to Sorrow’s eyes, 
And drinks the tear behind. 


Ne’er, sweet cup, was vot’ry blest 
More, through life, than me, 

And that life, with grateful breast, 
Thou seest I give to thee ; 

’*Midst thy rose-wreathed nymphs I pass 
Mirth’s sweet hours away, 

Pleased while Time runs through the glass 
To Fancy’s brighter day. 


Then, magic cup, again for me 
Thy power creative try, 

Again let hope-fed Fancy see 
‘A heaven in Beauty’s eye ; 

O lift my lightened heart away 
On Pleasure’s downy wing, 

And let me taste that bliss to-day 
To-morrow may not bring 


PHILLIS 
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ELLA’S SAILOR BRAVES THE DEEP. 
(Reynolds.) 


SAYs Ella to her love, ““ Remember, 
Though doomed to part, you constant view 
That moon, which rises in such splendour— 
I too will look and think of you; 
Anxious Ella shall not sleep 
Whilst her sailor braves the deep.” 


But most tempestuous is the weather, 
And lovely Ella’s wish is crossed ; 
Vain her watching nights together ; 
Successive moons in clouds are lost. 
Stormy winds the forests sweep, 
Whilst her sailor braves the deep. 


Swift to the shore she flies, complaining , 
The tempest to her prayer is deaf ; 
When, lo! that orb she’s so arraigning, 
Shines forth, and shows her lover safe. 
Now no more shall Ella weep, 
For her sailor braves the deep. 


LFEOPPIP PPP? 


THE LILY AND ZEPHYR. 
A DUET. 
( Dimond.) 


Lo! when the showers descending 
Weigh the lily’s crest, 
How its frail cup, bending, 
Seems with woe oppressed ! 
Drops on drops assail her, 
Whelm each lucid leaf ; 
The pale flower grows yet paler, 
Lost in hopeless grief. 


Zephyr, lightly sweeping 
O’er the blooming plain, 

Spies that lily weeping, 
Newly washed with rain! 

Fondly bends he o’er it, 
Blowing drops away, 

With a kiss restores it, 
Lady of the May' 


CSIP LIIIF 


BROTHERLY LOVE, 
OR, THE SENTIMENTS OF ODD FELLOWS. 
(John Parry, M.D.B.) 


ACCEPT of asong from a very odd man; 
Who sings what he learns, and he learns what he 
can 3 
~ No man walks the earth with more pleasure and 
ease 
Than he who endeavours to serve and to please. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Our sentiments, brethren, I’ll briefly impart, 
To show that ODD FELLOWS have virtue at 
heart ; 
Pale Calumny ne’er can Philanthropy sta’n, 
Nor baneful assertions give Rectitude pain. 
Derry down, &c. 


I view, with great pleasure, the Most Noble 
Grand, 
Invested with power and lawful command ; 
His seat is surrounded with Friendship and Love, 
Which Time cannot alter, nor Envy remove. 
Derry down, &c. 


Supported by Ceres, and all her gay train, 

Here Bacchus, Apollo, and Loyalty reign ; 

Our Monarch we love, and we’ll fight in his cause, 

And hazard our live, in defence of our laws. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Our motto is HONOUR, by Virtue ’twas given, 

Whose actions and deeds are recorded in heaven: 

The ways of the blest, in the regions above, 

We imitate here—by our BROTHERLY LOVE! 
Derry down, &c. 


PLP PLPIGF 


AWAY, NEIGHBOURS ALL, TO MORE, OF 
MORE-HALL. 


CHORUS. 
FLY, neighbours, fly, 
The Dragon is nigh 3 
Hark ! how he roars! 
Bolt and bar well your doors, 
Or else every soul he chances to grapple, 
He’ll gobble down, as you gobble an apple. 
Fly, neighbours, fly, 
The Dragon is nigh. 


AIR. 
Let us haste, neighbours, to the valiant Knight, 
More, of More-Hall; implore him this Dragon to 
fight ; 
He’s our man ; for, spite o’the sting in his tail, 
More’ll thrash him like corn with his flail 


CHORUS. 
Let’s away to his dwelling, 
With yelping and yelling, 
To tell him our sorrowful ditty, 
And pray of the Knight 
With the Dragon to fight, 
And melt his stout heart into pity. 
Away ! 
Then, away, neighbours, all, 
To stout More, of More-Hall. 
Away! 


GIPIPP PPP 


THE DESPONDING NEGRO SLAVE. 
(Collins. ) 
On Afric’s wide plains, where the lion’s now roar- 


ing 

With freedom stalks forth, the vast deserts explo- 
ring 

I was drage’d from my hut, and enchain’d as a 
slave, 

In a dark floating dungeon, upon the salt wave. 


CHORUS. 
Spare a halfpenny! spare a halfpenny! 
O spare a halfpenny to a poor negro. 


Toss’d on the wild main, I all wildly despairing, 

Burst my chains, rush’d on deck, with my eye- 
balls wide glaring, 

When the lightning’s dread blast struck the inlets 
of day, 

And its glorious bright beams shut for ever away. 


The despoilers uf man then his prospect thus 
losing, 

Of gain, by my sale, not a blind bargain choosing, 

As my value, compared with my keeping, was 
light, 

Had me dash’d overboard in the dead of the night. 


And but for a bark to Britannia’s coast bound then, 

All my cares by that plunge in the deep had been 
drown’d then, 

But by moonlight descried, 1 was snatch’d from 
the wave, 

And reluctantly robb’d of a watery grave. 


How disastrous my fate! Freedom’s ground though 
I tread now, 

Torn from home, wife, and children, and wander- 
ing for bread now, 

While seas roll between us, which ne’er can be 
cross’d, 

And eres distant glimmerings in darkness are 
ost. 
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But of minds foul and fair, when the Judge and 
the Panderer, 

Shall restore light and rest to the blind and the 
wanderer, 

The European’s deep dye may out-rival the sloc, 

And the soul of an Ethiop prove whiter than snow. 
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GPL OIFIA 


THE THRASHER. 


CAN any king be half so great, 
So kind, so good as I? 
I give the hungry food to eat, 
And liquor to the dry. 
My labour’s hard ; but still ’tis sweet, 
And easy to endure 3 
For, while I toil to thrash the wheat, 
I comfort rich and poor. 
And I merrily sing, as I swing round the flail, 
My reward, when work’s over, a jug of brown ale, 


If from wheat the bread is born, 
Our miseries to cheer, 
*Tis merry Sir John Barleycorn 
Supplies us with the beer ; 
Besides, while thus I thrash the corn, 
Our pleasures to ensure, 
I for my neighbour’s good was born 
A baker and a brewer ; 
For I bake and I brew, as I swing round my fiail, 
To provide them with bread and a mug of brown ale. 


*Tis for myself, when all is said, 
I work thus with such glee ; 
Yor, if for others I make bread, 
My labour’s bread to me. 
or other mouths I must provide, 
My children must be fed ; 
My wife, and some sick friend beside, 
Who cannot earn his bread. 
With these notions I merrily swing round my flail, 
My reward, when work’s over, a mug of brown ale. 


And when my mortal race near run, 
All toil and labour vain, 
A jolly thrasher, shall my son 
His crazy dad maintain. 
Thus will I work, and laugh, and sing, 
And at my thrashing toil ; 
Unless Pm called on by my king 
To guard my native soil; 
Then, accustomed to thrashing, I’ll swing round 
the flail, 
And thrash the proud foe to secure my brown ale. 


PLPOPEL OP? 


I’M BOTHER’D FROM HEAD TO THE TAIL. 
(G. Colman.) 
Air— Dear, dear, what can the matter be ?”’ 
AT sixteen years old you could get little good of 


me ; 

Then I saw Norah—who soon understood of me 
I was in love—but myself, for the blood of me, 
_ Could not tell what I did ail. 
"T'was dear, dear, what can the matter be 2 
Och! blood an ouns, what can the matter be? 
Och! gramachree, what can the matter be? 

Bother’d from head to the tail. 


1 went to confess me to Father O’Flannigan ; 
Told him my case—made an end—then began 
again : 
Father, says I, make me soon my own man again, 
If you find out what I ail. 
Dear, dear! says he, what can the matter be? 
Och! blood an ouns, can you tell, what can the 
matter be ? 
Both cried out—what can the matter be ? 
Bother’d from head to the tail. 
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Soon I fell sick—I did bellow and curse again— 
Norah took pity to see me at nurse again : 
Gave me a kiss—Och! zounds, that threw me 
worse again ! 
Well she knew what T did ail. 
But dear, dear! says she, what can the matter be 
Och! blood an ouns, what can the matter be? 
Both cried out—what can the matter be? 
Bother’d from head to the tail. 


’Tis long ago now since I left Tipperary ; 
How strange, growing older, our nature should vary 
All symptoms are gone of my ancient quandary, 

~ I cannot tell now what [ ail. 
Dear, dear! what can the matter be? 
Och! blood an ouns, what can the matter be? 
Och! gramachree, what can the matter be? 

I’m bother’d from head to the tail. 


GLI IPLOP? 


JENNY’S LAMENT FOR DONALD. 
(D. Servia.) 


YE waving woods! oh, soothe my grief 
A maid forlorn from mis’ry shield ; 
The lovely swain that gave relief, 
A kiss—a smile—no more shail yield! 


Ye shady groves! that knew his love ; 
Can ye the plaintive sigh restrain ? 
His death the woods and valleys move; 

His flock shall never sport again ! 


The daisied banks where late he sung ; 
The winding streamlets, soft and clear; 
Are all in wild disorder flung, 
And weep around the shepherd’s bier. 


But, ah! ye groves, ye woods, and vales! 
Ye flocks, ye daisied banks and streais! 
Like Jenny none his loss bewails, 
Beneath the sun’s enliv’ning beams. 


Sweet as the dew-drops to the rose, 
Or verdant meads to lowing kine, 

Or balmy eve when zephyr blows, 
Was Donald to this breast of mine. 


But, ah! no more his kisses sweet ; 
His glowing breast, nor lovely arm ; 

Shall Jenny’s lips each morning greet, 
Nor smile with fond affection warm. 


Ye waving woods! oh! soothe my grief ; 
A maid forlorn from mis’ry shield : 
The lovely swain that gave relief, 
A kiss—a smile—no more shall yield! 


PREP LPPPF 


MR. CLARK AND HIS BACON. 
(G. Colman.) 


THE spruce Mr. Clark 
Was a young Essex spark, 
A farmer uxorious and rich ; 
He lov’d dearly, as his life, 
Fried bacon and his wife ; 
And, says he, “‘ My duck, we’ll claim the fiitch.” 


Mrs. Clark (’twas in bed) 
Lov’d bacon, she said, 

But she vow’d she’d no more see it spoil’d ; 
Crying, ‘« Clark, you’re quite mistaken, 
If you thinks to fry that bacon, 

I insists that ev’ry bit shall be broil’d.” 


‘Mr. Clark, though ’twas night, 
Jump’d in bed bolt upright, 

Quite enrag’d at his rib by his side ; 
And, says he, “‘ Now, madam, mark! 
Though I love you, Mrs. Clark, 

Pll be d—d if it sha’n’t all be fried,” 
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The dispute ran so high, 
?T wixt a broil and a fry, 

That Clark, though he argued it roundly, 
Put an end to all turmoiling, 
As to frying or to broiling, 

By basting Mrs. Clark very soundly. 
These turtles, no doubt, 
Very soon found out 

That their claim to the flitch must be shaken : 
They had children blithe as larks, 
But all the little Clarks 

Were mark’d with a rasher of bacon! 


LILLIES LP 


THE DEATH HALLOO. 
(Frome. ) 


AURORA appearing, in gray mantle drest, 

The loud cheering horn calls the huntsmen from 
rest ; 

Scarcely mounted and ready to start they appear, 

When the halloo! view halloo! salutes the fond 
ear : 

Then, spurring their coursers, none rein in for 
breath, 

But each fondly hopes to be in at the death, 

And, anxiously keeping the leader in view, 

Thinks already he hears cried the fam’d death 
halloo! 


Past success, hope inspiring, the sportsman ne’er 
yields 

To the swift-closing day, or the toil of the fields : 

Yet now cunning renard oft doubles in vain, 

As, panting, he doubles the uplands again ; 

The hounds, while he skulks, on him eagerly 
rush, 

And Steady, our old whipper-in, bears the brush ; 

. Then the huntsmen, with pleasure, their triumph 


review, 
And the air’s rent with shouting the fam’d death- 
halloo! 
POLLY, OF PORTSEA, AND JOE, THE 
MARINE. 


(J. Ashley.) 


Poor Joe, the marine, was at Portsmouth well 
known, 

‘No lad in the corps dress’d so smart; 

The lasses ne’er look’d on the youth with a frown, 
His manliness won ev’ry heart. 

Sweet Polly, of Portsea, he took for his bride, 
And surely there never was seen 

A couple so gay march to church, side by side, 
As Polly and Joe, the marine. 


The bright torch of Hymen was scarcely in blaze 
When thundering drums they heard rattle, 

And Joe, in an instant, was fore’d to the seas, 
To give the bold enemy battle. 

The action was dreadful, each ship a mere wreck, 
Such slaughter few sailors have seen ; 

Two hundred brave fellows lay strew’d on the deck, 
And among them poor Joe, the marine, 


But victory, faithful to true British tars, 
At length put an end to the fight, 
And homeward they steer’d, full of glory and 
scars, 
And soon had fam’d Portsmouth in sight. 
The ramparts were crowded, the heroes to greet, 
And foremost sweet Polly was seen ; 
The very first sailor she happened to meet 
Told the fate of poor Joe, the marine. 


The se was severe: swift as lightning’s fork’d 
art 
Her poor head with wild frenzy fir’d, 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 199 
She flew from the crowd, softly cried, ‘ My poor 
heart !” 
Clasp’d her hands, faintly sigh’d, and expir’d 
Her body was laid ’neath a wide-spreading yew, 
And on a smooth stone may be seen, 
One tear-drop let fall, all ye lovers so true, 
On Polly, of Portsea, and Joe, the marine. 


POLE LLL 


DRINK AND DRAIN THE FLOWING BOWL 
A CHORUS. 


DRINK and drain the flowing bow! ; 
In it life and transport roll; 
Feast and drink 
Till the tired eyes wink, 
And sleep and pleasure wrap the soul. 
Triumph to the bold, 
The banquet is cold ; 
Triumph to the wise, 
The banquet flies ; 
Proceed—where the meed 
Of valour lies. 
Drink! the red wine is flowing ! 
No time like this 
For the goblet-kiss, 
When the blood in youth’s veins is glowing. 


, a ae ae 


THERE IS A MYSTIC THREAD OF LIFE. 
( Byron.) 


THERE is a mystic thread of life 

So dearly wreath’d with mine alone, 
That Destiny’s relentless knife 

At once must sever both or none. 


There is a form on which these eyes 
Have often gaz’d with fond delight, 
By day that form their joy supplies 
And dreams restore it through the night. 


There is a voice whose tones inspire 
Such thrills of rapture in my breast, 

I would not hear a seraph choir 
Unless that voice could join the rest. 


There is a face whose blushes tell 
Affection’s tale upon the cheek: 
But pallid at one fond farewell, 
Proclaims more love than worlds can speak. 


There is a lip which mine hath prest, 
And none had ever prest before, 

It vow’d to make me sweetly blest, 
And mine—mine only prest it more. 


There is a bosom—all my own, - 
Hath pillow’d oft this aching head, 
A mouth which smiles on me alone, 
An eye whose tears with mine are shed. 


There are two hearts, whose movements thrill 
In unison so closely sweet, 

That pulse to pulse responsive still, 
That both must heave or cease to beat. 


There are two souls, whose equal flow 
In gentle streams so calmly run, 

That, when they part—they part, ah no! 
They cannot part—those souls are one. 


PIIFOFCI SE 


THE CHANDLER’S SHOP. 
Air—“* The Country Club.’’—( Lawler.) 


THEY call me smirking Bobby, 

With the women I’m a hobby, 
Which yow'll find as I ge on- 

My bus’ness to reveal, sir, 

In chandlery I deal, sir, 
Cramming fifty trades in eve. 
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You’ve heard of politicians, 

With their meetings and petitions, 
Whose tongues the deuce can’t stop, 

But, take ’em great and small, sir, 

V’ll produce the best of all, sir, 
Though in a chandler’s shop. | 


SPOKEN.] Mr. What’s-your-name, I want a two- 
penny loaf._-Have you heard the news? Five 
thousand killed, they say.—Weigh me a quartern 
of cheese.—What’s the Emperor of Russia about, 
I wonder.—A ha’p’orth of tobacco.—( Another 
voice. ) Well, let things go as they will, we’ll be 
masters of the sea.—Draw me half a pint of small 
beer. 


So my customers I please, sir, 
With politics and cheese, sir, 
While I gaily serve them out. 


My customers are various, 
And my dealings multifarious, 
Ev’ry article and hue: 
Red herrings without lack, sir, 
Whit’ning, coals, and iv’ry black, sir, 
Yellow soap, and powder blue ; 
Anchovies, scrubbing-brushes, 
Candles made of rushes, 
Mustard and perfume, 
And mops to clean the door, sir— 
While some they run a score, sir, 
And then they buy a broom. 


SPOKEN.| Why, wife, we shall be ruined! my 
book is full, I declare! Wo’n’t do to give-such 
large credit. Let me see, here’s a penn’orth of 
needles, and three-ha’p’orth of pickled cabbage to 
the tailor, a red herring to the suldier, two-penn’orth 
of starch to the quaker, and a penn’orth of fuller’s 
earth to the lawyer (that was to take the stains out 
of his conscience, I suppose). 


But, though some debts are owing, 
Still I keep my trade a-going, 
While I gaily serve them out. 


For butter, eggs, and bacon, 
Their money while I’m taking, 
I please them with small talk : 
Pepper, salt, and cabbage-pickle, 
Farthing rods, the rump to tickle, 
Starch, vinegar, and chalk. 
The servant maids, so pretty, 
All pronounce me very witty, 
I please them well ae : 
Old women, too, all praise me, 
Though their gossiping delays me, 
When they come to buy their snuff. 
SPOKEN.] What for you, Mrs. Thingummy ?— 
A rushlight, if you please.—How’s your husband, 
ma’am ?—Very bad ; he wo’n’t live the night over, 
I’m afraid.—Who minds his business now ’— John, 
our apprentice : he’s very clever at my husband’s busi- 
ness.—Ah, Betty, what for you, Betty ?—A bunch 
of matches.—I heard you was going to be married, 
Betty,—Psha! hold your foolish nonsense, do.— 
Is Molly gone away ?—Yes; very odd, isn’t it ?— 
Yes; there’s something mysterus in it; but it will 
all come out in time. 


So we knock about the scandal, 
Bread and cheese, and farthing candle, 
While I gaily serve them cut. 


GORI EL ES 


THE SHIP ON FIRE! 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


FRoM Plymouth, in the Vulcan, we set sail, 
Three hundred was the number of our crew, 

We let Old Engiand with a fine brisk gale, 
And, sighing, bade our girls a long adicu ; 
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For five long months propitious proved the wind, 
That swiftly bore us o’er the billowy main, 
Thus all went cheerily, for Fate was kind, 
Each thought to see his native land again. 


Now, mark the change! ’twas midnight, and the 
blast 
In fury drove us o’er the foaming flood, 
With blackest horror was the sky o’ercast, 
When, lo! the cry was heard that thrilled our 
blood ; 
To work, all hands! to work. she’s fired below, 
Secure the gun-room, or we’re blown on high, 
Pour on yet faster, let the torrents flow, 
For see the curling flames mount to the sky ! 


Heave o’er the boat, the gallant captain cried, 
Let’s save, at least, some sturdy hearts and 
true 5 
The boat was hove, but danger all defied,— 
“ Good captain, we’ll not budge, but die with 
ou!” 
J nen dain we knelt, and prayed to heaven for 
grace,— 
«« Have mercy on us, since all hope is past ;” 
Each rose, and gave his fellow one embrace, 
Then, plunging ’mid the billows, sought his 
last. 


To splinters was the vessel instant blown, 

The crash still adding to the tempest’s roar ; 
I saw my messmates struggling, heard them 

groan, 

While, clinging to a plank, I gained the shore. 
Thus of three hundred I alone am left 

To tell our hopes, and fears, and perils dire, 
To paint a seaman’s anguish, when bereft 

Of friends and messmates by consuming fire. 


GPC LPIOEIF 


SANDY GREY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


SANDY GREY was a bit of a ranter, 
O! he was the Highlander gay, 

When M‘Gregor he tuned up his chanter, 
For footing a strathspey away ; 

Himself, too, could pipe like a throstle, 
But then, if gude ale ’spied the chiel, 

He’d so often be wetting his whistle, 
When he piped he’d be dancing a reel. 

With his toodle roodle, &e. 


Making poetry, too, was his pleasure, 
But wi’ Helicon ne’er fashed his lug ; 
Like a poet, was fond 0” gude measure, 
Provided *twas ale in a mug: 
He’d empty a flask down his throttle, 
And then, like a poetic ass, 
If you ask him the rhime to a bottle, 
Ten to one but he’d answer you— glass.” 
Toodle roodle, &c. 


Quickly he got dole for his drinking, 
(Sorrow your sots a’ sup, be assured, ) 
He, a’ night, when the moon was na blinkin, 
Fell in a dyke and was smoored ; 
His mind he’d to mugging been giving, 
An’ cou’d na’ fra’ dancing reels stop, 
So as by the malt he stuck living, 
His fate was to die by the hop. 
Toodle roodle, &c. 


PIP LILI EP 


THE DELIGHTS OF WINE. 
Air—‘* The Dance called Tekeli.””—(Tapsell.) 
LET’s be merry, with jest and song, 

Time, as he swiftly flies, my boys, 
Will not a second our bliss prolong, 
But, with his scythe, mow down our joys ; 
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Then seize him by the forelock, Mirth, 
Pleasure, drown him in the bow] ; 
We’ll be happy while on earth, 
And toast each laughter-loving soul. 
With a fal, lal, lal, &c. 


O, the delights which wine can give, 
It every generous bosom fires, 
Can make the sad again to live, 
And adds to Venus fond desires ! 
Sly Cupid sips the potent draught, 
The little urchin drinks to love ; 
While mortals, on the heavy heart, 
Own it celestial from above. 
With a fal, lal, lal, &c. 


Sorrow but comes too soon, my hearts, 
Fill your glass to each beauty bright, 
Talk not to us of flames or darts, 
We'll drink all day, and love all night! 
‘Care! be thou banished froia our board, 
Momus, assist, with all thy crew ; 
Come, Humour, ope thy merry hoard, 
And, Wit, attend thy chosen few. 
With a fal, lal, lal, &c. 


PIPL IPIO? 


SOURCE OF JOY. 
A GLEE. 


( Bayley.) 
HAIL! source of joy! thy magic touch hath given 
Spirit and eloquence to these mute chords! 
Sweet music, hail! thou wakest thoughts of hea- 
ven,— 
Linking unearthly sounds to earthly words ; 
Hearts own thy sway; when countless voices 
raise, 
Through echoing aisles, the song of prayer and 
praise. 


HAIL! 


The merry dance, the poetry of motion, 
Owes all its charm, its very birth to thee ; 
Footsteps as light as foam upon the ocean, 
Robbed of thy measure, motionless would be ; 
Hearts own thy sway, when youthful beauty 
moves, $ 
And seems to float upon the tune she loves. 


Thy soothing cadence lulls affliction’s slumbers ; 
Thy nobler strains arouse the warrior’s fire ; 
And well we know the pathos of thy numbers 
When little Cupid strings Apollo’s lyre. 
Hearts own thy sway, when lovers glide along 
O’er waves, whose ripple mingles with their 
song. 


GHOILIIPIF 


PADDY O’TULLOMAGH. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


MysELF, Pat O’Tullomagh, came from Kildare, 
O! whack! and old Erin, for ever, 0! 
And, arrah! why not? 
"Tis a way we have got, 
To make the time pass away gaily, O! 
But though bulls we avow, 
It isn’t easy to cow 
The lads of the land of Shellelagn, O ! 


SPOKEN.] Shellelagh is true heart of oak, the 
shamrock’s the flower, and whiskey’s the fruit of 
it ; and both all three put together make an Irish- 
man’s arm, and that’s no bad deg to stand on, 
with a 

Whack, honey! whack! fal de ral, 
: mush agrah ! 


I’d a good bringing up, the same never doubt, 
Old Flin, the schoolmaster, he taught me, QO! 
He flogged learning in, and then lathered it out, 


Whenever at mischief he caught me, O- 
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“© Now, Paddy,” says he, 
«« An honest man be, 
’T will make the time pass away gaily, O! 
And being a rogue 
Will dishonour the brogue 
Of the lads of the land of Shellelagh, O!” 


SPOKEN.] “ Paddy O’Tullomagh,” says he, 
“< never be after wearing two hoods under one coun- 
tenance; then you may defy any man to say that 
black’s the white of your eye to your face, even 
behind your back ; and remember, that reputation 
is an Irish diamond of the first whiskey—och ! 
water, Imean; while a bad name is a big bull ; so 
take care that whiskey punch doesn’t make a Judy 
of you,” witha 

Whack, honey! whack! &c. 


I took leave of old Flin, with a drop in my 
eye 

And in search of adventures went strolling, O! 

But that moss isn’t gathered, I found, wet or 


dry, 
By diewtoue that stands while it is rolling, O! 
But, wherever I’ve been, 
The advice of old Flin, : 
O, it made the time pass away gaily, O! 
And though oft I’ve been kilt, 
I the honour ne’er spilt 
Of the lads of the land of Shellelagh, O 


SPOKEN 4, Now, I’ll go straight forward back 
again to Kildare, exchange macaroni for murphies, 
and wish-wash for whiskey-punch, and die de- 
cently in my own native land, lest I should live to 
be buried in a foreign country, with nothing for my 
wake but a 

Whack, honey! whack! &c. 


GPP PLILDSF 


ON LINDEN, WHEN THE SUN WAS LOW. 
(T. Campbell.) 


ON Linden, when the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, roaring rapidly ! 
But Linden showed another sight, 
When the drum beat at dead of night, 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of the scenery 


By torch and trumpet fast arrayed, 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 
And furious every charger neighed, 
To join the dreadful revelry ! 
Then shook the hills, with thunder riven, 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And, louder than the bolts of heaven, 
Far flashed the red artillery! 


But redder yet that light shall glow 

On Linden’s hills of stained snow, 

And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly ! 

"fis morn, but scarce yon level sun 

Can pierce the war-clouds rolling dun, 

Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy! 


The combat deepens ; on, ye brave, 
Who rush to glory or the grave! 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave, 
And charge with all thy chivalry . 
Few, few shall part where many meet, 
The snow shall be their winding sheet, 
And every sod beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre. 


GAD L LILIES 
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TURKS AND CHRISTIANS, I CHEATED 
THEM ALL. 
(Cobb. ) 


SOME time ago I married a wife, 
And she, poor soul, was the plague of my life; 
I thought when I lost her my troubles were done, 
But, i’faith, I find they’re just begun. 

Though she’s gone, 

Still *tis all one,— 
My troubles, alas! are just begun. 


A magistrate I next became ; 
To be impartial was my aim, 
No distinction I made between great and smali, 
Plaintiffs, defendants,—I fleeced them all ; 
Great and small, 
I fleeced them all,— 
Turks and Christians,—I cheated them all. 


In praise of honesty, I’ve heard, 

As policy, *tis much preferred ; 

Then, if ’tis best, in life’s repast 

The dantiest dish I’ll taste at last ! 
Honest at last ; 
Tired of the past; 

Perhaps, as a change, I may try it at last. 


PLL OLP IGF 


DONALD OF DUNDEE. 


Youne Donald is the blithest lad 
That e’er made love to me; 
Whene’er he’s by, my heart is glad, 

He seems so gay and free. 
Then on his pipe he plays so sweet ; 
And in his plaid he looks so neat ; 
It cheers my heart at eve to meet 
Young Donald of Dundee. 


Whene’er I gang to yonder grove, 
Young Sandy follows me ; 
And fain he wants to be my love, 
But, ah! it canna be. 
Though mither frets, both ear’ and late he 
For me to wed this youth I hate ; 
There’s none need hope to gain young Kate, 
But Donald of Dundee. 


When last we ranged the banks of Tay, 
The ring he showed to me, 

And bade me name the bridal day, 
Then happy would he be. 

I ken the youth will aye prove kind, 

Nae more my mither will I mind, 

Mess John to me will quickly bind 
Young Donald of Dundee. 


THE GRAND SERAGLIO. 


(C. Dibdin.) 
I PEEP’D in the Grand Seraglio, 
Where the Turks keep their ladies so snugly O! 
The ladies there 
Are fat and fair, 
But the gemmen are monstrous ugly O! 
A bearded bashaw twenty wives controls, 
For their law says women have no souls. 


SPOKEN.] ButI say that’s a bouncer, the Ottomy 
ladies only want a little hedification at Billingsgate, 
where the flat fish would soon become fine soles, 
and make it all cockles with the musselmen: as to 
the ladies, heaven bless them, I’m sure I wouldn’t 
say a word against them for the world; they have 
but one fault, and you know, gentlemen, that is, 
they like a little drop of— 

Tang, tang, &c. 


They make me rather tinglish O! 
They strut about so kinglish O! 
And then d’ye see, 
Such fools they be ; 
Not one of them knows good English O! 
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Like many goats such beards they sport, 
And the place they call the Sublime Grand Porte. 


SPoKEN.] Port, why I hav’n’t seen a drop since © 
\’ve been here; they drink no wine, because they 
are all rum subjects; there’s Mr. Mahomet lets 
uobody get drunk but himself, as they sit smoking 
cross-legged like tailors, tosticating themselves 
with opium, till they look as wise as an owl ina fit 
of perplexity. 

With their tang, tang, &c. 


Cf Turkey much they boasted 0! 
But since [here have posted O! 
No Turkey see, 
Says I for me, 
Except it be boiled or roasted O ! 
The sultan here when he likes never fails 
To cut off their heads, but he gives thein three tails. 


Spoken.] In Turkey, heads and tails depend on 
the toss up of a halfpenny ; and when the sultan 
wants the mopusses, he sends somebody to cut off 
the head of the first bashaw he can meet with, who 
dutifully sends him his headin a hand-basket, but 
reserves his three tails for his own dearconsolation: 
g:ve me little England, where a man’s head is his 
own freehold property, and his house his castle, 
and whoever touches a hair of the one, or the latch 
of the other, is sure to get his head in his hand, the 
door in his face, and a kick at his— 

Tang, tang, &c. 


LYSOL IP CR 


JUG, JUG, JUG, THE BOTTLES SING. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
Vve liv’d a life of sore few years, 
Tm fifty-four to-morrow ; 
Once for one smile I shed three tears, 
And mingled joy with sorrow. 
~ Nor wiser grown, I scorn to cry. 
Though tears are wet, and I am dry; 
So, if a drop I’ve in my eye, 
It’s only when the glasses ring, 
And jug, jug, jug, the bottles sing. 
The friend I trusted, lack-a-day ! 
Most scurvily abus’d me ; 
The wife I married ran away 
With him who thus had us’d me. 
My grief, too big to let me cry, 
Could only tell me Sorrow’s Oe : 
So, if a drop was in my eye, 
"Twas when I heard the glasses ring, 
And jug, jug, jug, the bottles sing. 


Yet think not, though some folks are bad, 
Ril usage sets me sulking, 

From duty’s call, old Matt’s the lad, 
Who ne’er was fond of skulking. 

While love for Britain wets my eye, 

Like ev’ry tar my best I'll try, 

To thrash her foes ; and when ’m dry, 

Drink all her friends, her queen and king, 

While jug, jug, jug, the bottles sing. 


LOVE AND FOLLY. 


(Ryan.) 
{1s Love and Folly rambled on, 
O’er many a mount and garden gay, 
Time’s brightest hours still flew on, 
And noon and twilight pass’d away ; 
The night came down,—Love loudly knock’d 
At Wisdom’s gate, who from within 
"xclaim’d, ‘* My doors are safely lock’d, 
‘And Love and Folly can’t get in.” 


Love came to me and told his tale; 
And I resolv’d, beyond all doubt, 

To seve him from the midnight gale, 
And (cruel case!) shut Folly cut. 


; ¢ 
UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


But Prudence then stood at my side, 

And said, “ If Love his way could win, 
He was to Folly near allied, 

And soon the boy would let her in.” 


Oh, Prudence! you the truth have told ; 
The boy has let her in of late, 

And both are grown so vain and bold, 
They frighten Wisdom from my gate : 

With silken cords they bind my hands ; 
In vain their mercy J beseech, 

I tremble at their dire commands, 
And am, by turns, the slave of each. 


OLE LPL. 


FAREWELL! THOU COAST OF GLORY. 


(Dimond.) 


FAREWELL! thou coast of glory, 
Where dwell’d my sires of yore! 

Their names, their martial story, 
Your trophied tombs restore. 


Farewell! thou clime of beauty ! 
Where blooms the maid I love. 

Fond thoughts in pleasing duty, 
Around her ever rove. 

What phrase to shape “ farewell” in, 
In vain this heart would tell ; 

Winds blow—white sails are swelling— 
Oh! native land!—Farewell ! 


LIP PIPE? 


LAUGH AND LIE DOWN IS THE PLAY. 


(O’ Keefe.) 


THEN hey for a lass and a bottle to cheer, 
And a thumping bantling every year! 
With skin as white as snow, 
And hair as brown as a berry; 
With eyes as black as a sloe, 
And lips as red as a cherry : 
Sing rory, tory, 
Dancing, prancing, 
Laugh and lie down is the play ; 
We'll fondle together, 
In spite of the weather, 
And kiss the cold winter away. 


Laugh while you live, 
For as life is a jest, 
Who laughs the most, 
Is sure to live best. 
When I was not so old, 
I frolick’d among the misses, 
And when they thought me too bold, 
I stopp’d their mouths with kisses. 
Sing rory, tory, &c. 


De ee ee 


BACCHUS’S CALENDAR. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


PROVISIONS they are hard to meet, 
In ev’ry body’s thinking ; 
But though it’s hard enough to eat, 
’ Folks cannot leave off drinking : 
For though good beef’s so wond’rous scarce, 
Your butcher sweats his brisket, 
And whether want is fair or farce, 
The baker soaks his biscuit. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


The cook shopman he often sups, 
The vintner he gets soaky, 
The chinaman gets in his cups, 
Tobacconists get smoky ; 
Your tapster loves to bung his eye, 
Astronomers get sunny, 
Your salter he is always dry, 
The fiddler he gets funny. 
Fal, lal, &c. 
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Your boatman takes good hearty tugs, 
The hempman he gets ropy, - 
And while the merry potter mugs, 
The oilman he gets soapy ; 
The doctor lays his man o’ th’ floor, 
And all his patients say it ; 
The lawyer he runs up a score, 
And makes his client pay it. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


Thus Britons doat on being muzz’d, 
And whether fresh or foggy, 
By bosky Frenchmen wo’n’t be buzz’d, 
Who thought to catch us groggy ; 
But let ’em ever try the test, 
Tween Calais Straits and Dover, 
They'll find our tars fight always best, 
When once they’re half seas over. 
Fal, lal, &e. 


GP PPO LE IL 


THE PARTING TEAR. 
(Upton. ) 
TWAS on the beach, as sailors tell, 
Jack Mainsail clasp’d his bonny Kate, 
And, as he press’d the lovely ail. 
Thus told the tidings of his fate :— 
«‘ Yon sails, unfurl’d, call Jack away 
Adieu! adieu! my only dear; 
The boatswain chides my ling’ring stay ; 
Farewell !”—then dropp’d the parting tear. 


Twas on her breast, more white than snow, 
This token of affection fell, 
Where ne’er did love more fervent glow, 
Or constancy delight to dwell ; 
For as her picture, free from speck, 
(With heart near broke *twixt hope and fear, 
She hung around her sailor’s neck, 
She sigh’d—and dropp’d the parting tear. 


And Fortune, though too oft unkind, 
Her wonted frowns for once held back, 
And took in tow, with fav’ring wind, 

Her charming Kate and honest Jack ; 
For Jack, though torn from Kitty’s charms, 
Return’d right safe, to meet his dear, 

Again embrac’d her in his arms, 
No more to drop the parting tear. 


ee a a oe ee 


= A SMACK FOR ALL TASTES ; 
OR, WHO DOES THE CAP FIT? 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


IN our willage, at whoam, I wur born, and there 
bred 

Up wi’ veyther to tillage-like husbandry trade ; 

Where I zhowed such bright parts, you’d be won- 
dered to know, 

That I zoon wur yhead post at the tail of the 
plough. 

SPOKEN.] “¢ Oh, by gom!” zaid I to myzen, 
“ Tbe all right now, lad! bang up! for all the 
world, just like a prime minister, driving every - 


thing before me with a smack o’ t’ whip !” 


Gee up, Dobbin, 
Hey whoa, Dobbin, 
Hey up, Dobbin, gee up, gee whoa. 


Our fat parson, one day, thought a lean joke to 
pass 

On poor Dobbin, and ax’d if I thought a stout ass 

Wur not fitter for t? plough? “ I dan’t know, 

: zur,” said I, ; 

«© But I can, if you plase, zur, yoke you in, and 
try 92 

SPOKEN.] Dan’t ye look glum about it!” zays I 
«‘ If we vind ye good for ought, I dare zay meas- 
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ter wul gi’ double tithes or zoa!’? Parson turned 
quite blue about the gills, couldn’t speake a word, 
and off he bolted without trying the collar, as if 
his wig had been singed with a cracker. ‘Turned 
his back upon the joke, because the joke turned 
upon him, with a horse-laugh, at his—a hard 
smack on his— 
Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 


So my c’rackter wur got up for wit, while his grace 

Wur reckoned by all greatest fool of all t’ place, 

For the parson, they zaid, bought his pig in a 
poke, 

When he turned out an ass for the ploughman to 
yoke. 


SPOKEN.] It wur t’? common town joke; and, 
by gom, he wur getten zo crabbed about it that he 
kicked old nurse Gubbins out 0’ church-doors from 
christening, because zhe told child’s name were to 
be Neddy; and sweared a libel to the pottycarrier 
for calling him Doctor Balaam, but, arter all, got 
nought for his pains but a smack of his— 


Gee up, Dobbin, &c. » 


Now our parson, you zee, had two zorts of wise 
wigs, 

One for praying, and t’other for justicing rigs! 

If for justice, Mistake on wrong wig put his paw, 

Then he’d preach ’bout the devil instead of the 
law. 


. SPOKEN. ] And, as t’ pottycarrier wur used to zay, 
“* wiser worser,”’ wi’ justice-wig on sometimes take 
text from Burn’s Justice, and talk congregation to 
sleep about Black-stone’s Common Tories, till 
he wur black in t’ face, while people wur znogzing 
away full gog like; that, you zee, wur a smack o’ 
the cart’s— 


Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 


Once ’twur happened a rogue ’fore his worship wur 
brought 

Up for burning his hay-stack, what constable 
caught, 

Saying, “ here is the rogue, zur, that fired all your 
hay. 

Cried Aietpdkson! *¢ you rascal—then, come, let 
us pray.” 

SPOKEN.] And down he went upon his marrow- 
bones ina moment; he’d gotten his wrong wig, 
that wur it, you zee; else, if he’d had on his jus- 
ticing three-tailer, he would ha’ committed t’ poor 
fellow to jail at once, in a smack at his— 


Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 


But, wi’ talking ’bout parson, myzen I’s forgot, 

*Cause my first bolt of wit at his worship was zhot, 

But I’d many more charges, I arter let fly 

At your lawyers, and other black game that comed 
nigh ! 

SPOKEN.] Never missed achance where I could 
make a hit, zoa my name wur up all down t’ 
sountry for a zharp zhooter at a wit-mark, high or 

ow, zure to give “em a home smack on the— 


Gee up, Dobbin, &c.. 


fo the country, post-haste, a great lord wur zent 
down, 

‘Twur to offer good wages if I’d come to town 

And be fool for a king—* that’s,” zaid he, ‘ his 
court buff !” 

“ Noa,” zaysI; “ 0’ themselves kings be quite 
fools enough !!” 


SPOKEN.] “¢ And then, my lordship,” zays I, 
dan’t ye think that would be too much of a good 
hing? besides, t’ old zaying, ¢ one fool in t’ house 
de enough at a time,’ and wi’ three of us, we 
might spoil one another, you zec; put on that 
ap,” zays I, “‘ I be zorry for thy coming down 0’ 
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t’ fool’s errand; zoa, as thee goes up again, I 
wishes thee a safe body—yhead wo’n’t hurt!” Zen 
him off wi’ a smack of his— 


Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 


SLEEP, GENTLE LADY. 
A SERENADE. 
(J. H. Payne.) 


SLEEP, gentle lady, flowers are closing, 
The very winds and waves reposing : 
O, let our soft and soothing numbers 
Wrap thee in sweeter, softer slumbers! 
Peace be around thee, lady bright, 
Sleep, while we sing—good night, good night ! 
POLL, OF HORSELYDOWN. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
YE landsmen and ye seamen, be you a-head or a- 
stern, 


Come listen unto me, and a story you shall learn ; 
It’s of one Captain Oakum, that youshall quickly 


hear, 

Who was the bold commander of the Peggy priva- 
teer ; 

And he his colours never struck, so great was his 
renown, 

To never no one soul on earth but Poll, of Horse- 
lydown. 

Miss Polly was a first-rate, trick’d out in flashy 
geer 

And Captain Oakum met her as to Wapping he 
did steer, 

And as he stood a viewing her, and thinking of no 
hurt 

A porter passing with a load capsiz’d him in the 
dirt ; 


Then, taking out his *bacco-box, that cost him 
half-a-crown, 

He took his quid, and heav’da sigh to Poll, of 
Horselydown ! 


He soon found out Poll’s father, and, dress’d in 
rich array, 

He got permission for to court, and so got under 
weigh. 

Miss Polly she receiv’d him all for a lover true, 

And quite inamorated of her he quickly grew : 

He squir’d and conveyed her all over London 
town, 

Until the day was fix’d to wed with Poll, of Horse- 
lydown. 


But Poll she was a knowing one, as you shall 
quickly find, 

And this here Captain Oakum, why love had made 
him blind : 

One morning in her chamber he found a cockney 
lout, 

So Captain shov’d the window up, and chuck’d my 
gem’man out: 

Then cock’d his arms a kimbo, and, looking with 
a frown, 

He took a quid, and bid good by to Poll, of 
Horselydown. 


CRI LIP? IF 


MY OWN DEAR SOMEBODY. 


WERE I oblig’d to beg my bread, 
And had not where to lay my head, 
I’d creep were yonder herds are fed, 
And steal a look at Somebody ; 

My own dear Somebody, 

My constant Somebody ; 
I’d creep where yonder herds are fed, 
And steal a look at Somebody. 
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When I’m laia .ow, and am at rest, 
And may be number’d with the blest, 
O may thy artless, feeling breast, 
Throb with regard for Somebody ; 
Your own dear Somebody, 
Your constant Somebody ; 
Ah! will you drop one pitying tear, 
And sigh for the lost Somebody. 
But, should I ever live to see 
That form, so much ador’d by me, 
Then thou’lt reward my constancy, 
And I’ll be blest with Somebody ; 
My own dear Somebody, 
My constant Somebody ; 
Then shall my tears be dry’d by thee, 
And Ill be blest with Somebody. 


GPPLLOL IF 


THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 


'THOUGH late and early I do pad, 
A bawling sweep, soot, ho! 
Yet still I am as blithe a lad 
As e’er you’d wish to know: 
And when the ladies fine 
I hear cry—take care of the sweep, 
Ladies, said I, you need not fear, 
But I’m for them too deep: 
For I gives them a smut 
Off my bag full of soot, 
They cry, curse you, mind how you go ; 
Dear me, ma’am, says I, 
It was just brushing by, 
And I’m off with my—sweep, soot, ho, &c. 


And when, disguis’d, I meet the devil, 
I love to have some fun ; 
A lawyer I mean, the greatest evil 
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Have ye not echoed Cynthia’s sighs, 

And often heard her vow to me ; 
Those hills should from the scene remove, 
And sink ere she would cease to love! 
Which stand majestic, as of yore,— 
Though Cynthia thinks of me no more! 


When Pleasure winged the rosy hours— 
Ah! swore she not—perfidious maid ! 
Beneath your shades, ye conscious bowers, 
The forest like the leaf should fade, 

And ruthless Destiny subdue 

Its pride, ere she would prove untrue ? 
Yet still it prospers as before, 

Though Cynthia thinks of me no more! 


And thou, chaste regent of the night! 

Whose lucid rays, that softly beam, 
Fling o’er the trees a frosty light, 

And quiver on the trembling stream, 
Say, did they not as brightly shine, 
When Cynthia vowed she would be mine? 
When endless constancy she swore, 
Though Cynthia thinks of me no more! 


Gay haunts of youth! delightful groves! 
Where first my heart was captive made— 
Calm scenes! where sad Remembrance loves 

To dwell on joys for ever fled! 
Let not the perjured Cynthia know 
Ye saw my proud heart swell with woe, 
Or that my sighs your echoes bore !— 
But Cynthia thinks of me no more! 


PPPOLPI IDF 


MADAM FIG’S GALA; 
OR, THE ‘YORKSHIRE CONCERT. 


I’ZE a Yorkshireman, just come to town, 
And my coming to town was a gay day, 
For Fortune has here set me down 
Waiting gentleman to a fine lady. 
My lady gives galas and routs, 
‘And her treats of the town are the talks here, 
But nothing I’ze seen here abouts 


That thrives beneath the sun ; 
For sure we both, beyond all doubt, 
Are to the devil a-kin, 
The difference is, [’m black without, 
The lawyer black within ; 
I gives him a smut 


Off my bag full of soot; 
He cries, d—’me, mind how you go; 
Sir, says I, pray 
Do keep out of the way, 
And I’m off with my—sweep, soot, ho, &c. 


Your flashy folks, drest fine and gay, 
As through the streets I go, 
All in an instant clear the way 
At the sound of sweep, soot, ho; 
And thus I gammon all the folks, 
I care not, great or small ; 
I laughs, I sings, I cracks my jokes, 
And something says to all ; 
For I gives em a smut 
Off my bag full of soot ; 
They cry, prithee mind how you go; 
O dear, sir, says I, 
It was just brushing by, 
And I’m off with my—sweep, soot, ho, &c. 


GIL PI LIER 


CYNTHIA THINKS OF ME NO MORE. 
(Rannie. ) 


O, PROSPECTS, rich in all the charms 
That Art with happy Nature blends! 

Why fill my soul with wild alarms, 
While cold Regret my bosom rends? 

While faithless Cynthia in my heart 

Retains a warm—a tender part ? 

And there she triumphs as before, 

Though Cynthia thinks of me no more! 


Ye barren rocks, that proudly rise 
High o’er the chrystal waves of Dee, 


Equals one that was given in Yorkshire. 
Ritol, &c. 


Johnny Figg was a green and white grocer, 


In business as brisk as an eel, sir, 


None than John to the shop could stick closer, 


But his wife thought it quite ungenteel, sir. 


Her neighbours resolved to cut out, 


And astonish the rustic parishioners, 


She invited them all to a rout, 


And axed all the village musicianers. 
Ri tol, &c, 


The company met, gay as larks, sir, 


Drawn forth all as fine as blown roses ; 


The concert commenced with the clerk, sir, 


Who chanted the Vicar and Moses. 


The barber sung Gall’ry of Wigs, sir; 


The gemmen all said ’twas the dandy ; 


And the ladies encored Johnny Figg, sir, 


Who volunteered Drops of Brandy. 
Ri tol, &c. 


The baker he sung a good batch, 


While the lawyer, for harmony willing, 


With the bailiff he joined in the catch, 


And the notes of the butcher were killing ; 


The wheelwright he put in his spoke, 


The schoolmaster flogged on with furor ; 


The coalman he played the Black Joke, 


And the fishwoman sung a bravura. 
Ri tol, &c. 


To strike the assembly with wonder, 
Miss screams a quintette loud as Boreas, 
And waked farmer Thrasher’s dog Thunder, 
Who, starting up, joined in the chorus. 


206 


While a donkey, the melody marking, 
Chimed in too, which made a wag Say, sir, 
Attend to the Rector of Barking’s 
Duet with the Vicar of Bray, sir. 
Ri tol, &ec. 


A brine-tub half-full of beef salted 

Madam Fig had tricked out for a seat, sir, 
Where the tailor to sing was exalted, 

But the cov’ring cracked under his feet, sir. 
Snip was soused in the brine, but soon rising, 

Bawled out, while they laughed at his grief, sir. 
“«« Is’t a matter so monstrous surprising ; 

To see pickled cabbage with beef, sir?” 

Ri tol, &c. 


To a ball after the concert gave way, 
And for dancing no soul could be riper 5 
So struck up the Devil to Pay, 
While Johnny Figg paid the Piper. 
But the best thing care after the ball, 
For, to finish the whole with perfection, 
Madam Figg ax’d the gentlefolks all, 
To sup on a cold collection. 


Ri tol, &c. 
PVE CONQUERED, LOVE, FOR FAME AND 
THEE. 
A DUET. 


(H. Siddons.) 


THE night before the battle’s rage, 
ithin the silent camp, 

Some soldier fills a love-iraught page, 

And trims his lonely lamp: 
And as around the whispered word 
From post to post is gently heard, 
He starts, and casts his eye above, 
And sighs the watch-word “« Fame and Love.” 


And as, the fearful conflict o’er, 
He reads the lines again, 
He feels the dreadful throb no more, 
But rapture guides his pen; 
And as around the cheerful throng 
The shouts of victory prolong, 
He ends, with rapid ecstasy, 
“I’ve conquered, love, for fame and thee.” 


GPOPIP LSPS 


O, BOTHERATION—A TIGHT IRISH BOY. 


O! WHEN I was christened, twas on a fair day, 
And my own loving mother called me her dear 


Joy, 

And that I was so, why, she always would say, 
I was a smiling, beguiling, dutiful, 
Beautiful, rattling, prattling, é 

O! botheration—a tight Irish boy. 


But when I grew up, I was always in love— 
Variety’s pleasing, and never can cloy ; 
So true to ten thousand I constantly prove, 
O! I’m a sighing, dying, kneeling, stealing, 
Smiling, beguiling, dutiful, beautiful 5 Yat- 
tling, prattling, 
O! botheration—a tight Trish boy. 


For war, love, or drinking, myself am the lad, 
O! the wide world itself T’d go near to de- 
stroy ; 
But a sup of the crature soon makes 
glad,— 
And then I’m a laughing, quaffing, 
Ipes te 
Dashing, sighing, dying, kneeli 
Smiling, beguiling, dutiful, 
O! botheration—-a tight Irish boy. 


my heart 
splash- 
g, stealing, 


itiful, 


CLL LOL COR 
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HERE’S TO THE MAIDEN OF BASHFUL 
FIFTEEN. 


(Sheridan. ) 


HERE’s to the maiden of bashful fifteen, 
Likewise, to the widow of fifty ; 

Here’s to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here’s to the housewife that’s thrifty. 
Let the toast pass, 

Drink to the lass, 
I warrant she’ll prove an excuse for the glass. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 


Here’s to the maiden whose dimples we prize, 
Likewise, to her that has none, sir; 
Here’s to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And here’s to her that’s but one, sir. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 


Here’s to the maid with a bosom of snow, 
And to her that’s as brown as a berry ; 

Here’s to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here’s to the girl that is merry. 


Let the toast pass, &c. 


Let her be clumsy, or let her be slim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 
So fill a pint bumper quite up tothe brim, 
And e’en let us teast them together. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 


PIPLPL EL LO? 


LUMKIN AND HIS MOTHER. 
(Dibdin.)  . 
THOU knowest, my dear Lumkin, my own darling 
son 
That thee and thy mother must part ; 
And if London’s temptations my boy should not 
shun, 
Dear soul, thou wilt break my poor heart. 
I do know that the girls will be setting their caps, 
In love with thy sweet pretty face ; 
With their tricks will the men lead thee into their 
traps 
And bring us all into disgrace. 
Then thy parentage honour, and turn out a man, 
And the bells shall so merrily, merrily, cherrily, 
Tell all the village thou’rt married to Fan. 


I do thank thee, dear mother, cried Lumkin, good 


Y> 
I can tell thee, I’m not such an elf, 
He must early rise up that’s too cunning for I; 
I know how to take care of myself. 
And, as to the girls, I fears them least of all, 
They scare I! that would be a strange thing, 
If the prettiest with Lumkin in love were to fall, 
’Cod, I’d give them as good as they bring. 
No, Ill make, like my father that’s gone, a good 
man, 
And the bells shall so merrily, merrily, cherrily, 
Tell all the village I’m married to Fan. 


They parted ; to town Lumkin hasten’d away, 
Fan and mother retir’d in the dumps ; 

On the road he consider’d his cards how to play, 
And how he should manage his trumps; 

The ring-droppers, gamblers, the misses, and all, 
Did in vain to entangle him try’; 

For, though quizzed, hoaxed, and hummed, in no 

net did he fall, 

But gave to each wherefore a why ; 

So Lumkin wrote word he’d behav’d like a man, 
And the bells should so merrily, merrily, cherrily, 

Welcome him home to be married to Fan. 


At last, to return, Lumkin made his best speed, 
Pratty soul, how dost do? cried old dame ; 
And where hast thee been, lad, and what hast thee 
zeed? 
En’t town different from here ?—J ust the same. 
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Just like us, they’ve, in London, their sweets and 
their sours, 
They have angels that dresses and paints ; 
If their lawyers and doctors take fees, so do ours 3 
And I don’t see our angels are saints ! 
So he went to the church, the glad news quickly 


ran, 
And the bells all so merrily, merrily, cherrily, 
Rang for the marriage of Lumkin and Fan. 


GPL ILPL ALS 


FRIENDSHIP. 
Air— Lieber Augustine.”—(W. Ball.) 


SWEET is the lay where thy praise is accorded, 
Friendship ! kind soother of life’s ev’ry care : 

Warm is the heart where thy beam is afforded, 
Lovely its light through the gloom of despair. 


Brightly thou smil’st o’er the rough wave of duty, 
Star of defence from the storm and the shoal! 

Love lightly flies, but leaves thy guiding beauty, 
Best of good angels! to save and console. 


LOVE. 
Air—* Gentil Houssard.”—(W. Ball.) 


WAVE ever near me thy balm-dropping pinion, 
O gentle Love! List a votary’s pray’r : 

Lead ever round me thy chain of dominion, 
Sweeter than freedom and lighter than air. 


Dark are the wand’rings of those who disown thee, 
Hopeless of blessing to cheer or condole: 

Mine be the Eden where hearts that enthrone thee 
Trace the bright currents that heavenward roll! 


WINE. 
Air— “ La Tyrolienne.”—(W. Ball.) 


SET the goblets briskly flowing, 
Wine, and all its sweets prepare ; 
Tell not me of aught bestowing 
Equal charm for cankering care. 
Sport and fancy free, 
Health and gaiety, 
Hands in amity, 
Hearts at liberty, 
?Mid the festive treasure glowing,- 
These, oh, let me ever share ! 


What have we to do with sorrow, 
Gifted with th’ inspiring bowl ? 
From the nectared flood we borrow 
Joys beyond Old Care’s control. 
Would you happy be, 

Drink and laugh like me, 
All in harmony, 
Round the board agree ; 
Crown the day, and ev’ry morrow 
Hail with wine,—of life the soul! 


( The above Songs are so-constructed that they may be 
sung together. ) 


SLIP L IE? 


PHEASANT SHOOTING. 


THE spaniels uncoupled, dash over the mead, 
And in transport high frolicsome bound, 
Till check’d in their speed, by the well-known 
“ take heed,’ 
Obedient they quarter the ground. 


O’er the. trees yellow Autumn her mantle now 
flings, 
And they eagerly enter the cover ; ; 
Up a cock-pheasant springs, and the echoing wood 
rings, * 
With ‘dead, dead, my boys, come in here, 
Rover !’” 
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The sportsman pursues, over hill, over heath, 
Each dingle, each thicket, keen tries: 

Till quite out of breath, and sated with death, 
He’s in turn kill’d by Chloe’s bright eyes. 


GIGLI LIF 


I STILL SHALL BLESS MY NATIVE HOME, 
(Robinson. ) 


O’ER breezy hill or woodland glade, 
At morning’s dawn, or closing day, 
In summer’s flaunting pomp array’d, 
Or pensive moonlight’s silver gray, 
The wretch in sadness still shall roam 
Who wanders from his native home. 


While at the foot of some old tree, 
As meditation soothes his mind, 
Lull’d by the hum of wand’ring bee, 
Or rippling stream, or whisp’ring wind, 
His vagrant fancy still shall roam, 
And lead him to his native home. 


Though love a fragrant couch may weave, 
And fortune heap the festive board, 
Still memory oft would turn to grieve, 
And reason scorn the splendid hoard ; 
While he, beneath the proudest dome, 
Would languish for his native home. 


To him the rushy roof is dear, 
And sweetly calm the darkest glen, 
While pomp, and pride, and power, appear, 
At best the glittering plagues of men; 
Unsought by those that never roam, 
Forgetiul of their native home. 


Let me to summer shades retire, 

With meditation and the muse ! 
Or, round the social winter fire, 

The glow of tempered mirth diffuse ; 
Though winds may howl, and waters foam, 
I still shall bless my native home. 


POO LBAIGF 


SPANKING JACK. 
(Dibdin.) 


SPANKING JACK was so comely, so pleasant, sd 
jolly : 
Though winds blew great guns, still he’d whistle 
and sing ; t 
Jack loved his friend, and was true to his Molly, 
And if honour gives greatness, was great as a 
king. 
One night as we drove with two reefs in the main- 
sail 
And the scud came on lowering upon a lee shore, 
Jack went up aloft to hand the top-gall’nt sail, _ 
A spray washed him off, and we ne’er saw him 
more ! 
But grieving’s a folly, come let us be jolly, 
If we’ve troubles at sea, boys, we’ve pleasures 
ashore. 


Whistling Tom, still of mischief or fun in the 
middle, 
Through life in all weathers at random woul 


fon 
He’d ete: and he’d sing, and he’d play on the 
fiddle, 
And swig, with an air, his allowance of grog 
Long side of a Don, in the Terrible frigate, 
As yard-arm and yard-arm we lay off the shore, 
In and out whistling Tom did so caper and jig it, 
That his head was shot off, and we ne’er saw 
him more ! 
But grieving’s a folly, &c. 
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Bonny Ben was to each jolly messmate a brother, 
He was manly and honest good-natured and 
free, 
If ever one tar was more true than another, 
To his friend and his duty, that sailor was he: 
One day, with the david, to heave the cadge- 
ancher, 
Ben went in the boat on a bold craggy shore ; 
He overboard tipt, when ashark, and a spanker, 
Soon nipt him in two, and we ne’er saw him 
more ! 
But grieving’s a folly, &c. 


But what of it all, lads? shall we be down-hearted, 
Because that mayhap we now take our last sup? 
Life’s cable must one day or other be parted, 
And death, in fast mooring, will bring us all up, 
But ’tis always the way on’t; one scarce finds a 
brother, 
Fond as pitch, honest, hearty, and true to the 
core, 
But by battle or storm, or some d—’d thing or 
other, 
He’s popped oft the hooks, and we ne’er see him 
more ! 
But grieving’s a folly, &c. 


GLPLP PLP? 


JUST LIKE THEE. 
Air— Just like Love.” —( Miss Bryant. ) 


SWEETEST flow’rets blushing there, 
In balmy dew-drops that they bear, 
Are beautiful, my lovely fair, 
Just like thee. 


The moon that ripples in the stream, 
With soft and yet with playful beam : 
The landscape, in the night’s calm gleam, 
Seems but a sweet enchanting dream, 
Just like thee. 


So may our life be clouded never, 
Till death’s dull mandate bid us sever, 
Then may I sink to peace for ever, 

Just like thee. 


POPOL POLL? 


THEN HEIGH FOR THE PETTICOAT, THAT 
IS MY JOY. 


( Kenney.) 


On! a petticoat, honey’s, an Irishman’s joy, 

Go where he will, his time merrily passes ; 
Search the world over, sure Paddy’s the boy 

For banging the men, and for kissing the lasses. 
And if you but get a red coat to your back, 

In Russia, in Prussia, in France, or in Flan- 


ders, 
All the pretty ma’amselles have a mighty neat 
knack . 
Of cocking their chins at both men and com- 
manders. 
Then heigh for the petticoat, that is my joy— 
Go where I will, my time merrily passes— 
Search the world over, sure Paddy’s the boy 
For banging the men, and for kissing the lasses. 


When sweet Kitty Connor pierced me through the 
heart 
And chose Teddy Blarney, a big man of honour, 
One moon-shiny night, to give ease to my smart, 
I kicked Mr. Blarney, and kissed Mrs. Connor : 
And the little plump god, for his mother knew 
what, 
Was the son of old Mars, or he’d never alarm ye; 
And if he’d be growing as tall as he’s fat, 
You’d see Master Cupid brought up to the army. 
Then heigh for the petticoat, &e. 
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WE’RE A’ NODDIN. 
( Original Words. ) 


CHORUS. 
WERE a’ noddin, nid, nid, noddin, 
We’re a’ noddin, at our house at hame. 


Gude e’en to you, Kimmer, and how do ye do? 
Hiccup—quo’ Kimmer, the better that I’m fou. 
We’re a’ noddin, &c. 


Kate sits i’ the neuk, sippin’ hen broo, 
Deil tak Kate, and she be na noddin too! 
We’re a’ noddin, &c. 


How’s a’ wi’ you, Kimmer, and how do ye fare? 
A pint o’ the best 0’t, and twa pints mair. 
We’re a’ noddin, &c. 


How’s a’ wi’ you, Kimmer, and how do ye 
thrive ? 

How mony bairns hac ye 2—Quo’ Kimmer, I hae 
five. 


P We're a’ noddin, &c. 

Are they a’ Johnny’s?—Eh! atweel na; 

Twa o’ them were gotten when J ohnny was awa. 
We’re a’ noddin, &c. 


Cats like milk weel, and dogs like broo, 
Lads like lasses weel, and lasses lads too. 
We’re a’ noddin, &e. 


PPI F LL ROR 


O, WE’RE A’ NODDIN AT OUR HOUSE AT 
HAME., 


(As altered, and sung in London, &c.) 


O, WE’RE 2’ noddin, nid, nid, nodding, 
O we’re a’ noddin at our house at hame. 
When the dame’s asleep, and the gude man’s fu’, 
When lads love lasses, and lasses love so true, 
Kate sits i’ the neuk, and her Jo sits by, 
And the moon shines bright as the love in her 

- eye. 

And they’re a’ noddin, &c. 


And how d’ye kimmer? and how d’ye, dear? 
How long hae ye loved me ?—a twalmonth or 
near ; 
I ha’ lov’d ye a twalmonth, dearer than life, 
And e’re a day aulder, I’se mak’ ye my wife. 
And be aye noddin, &c. 


And how d’ye kimmer? and how d’ye thrive ? 

O’ siller and goud I ha plenty to wive ; 

Gie’s your hand then, my Jo,—O, na, na, na, 

My hand it was promised to Willie far awa! 
And we’re a’ noddin, &c. 


GILLIS PIP 


OH! TWINE A-WREATH OF EVERGREEN, 


OH! twine a wreath of evergreen, 
And with it deck the brow 
Of him, who, ’mid life’s varied scenes, 
Ne’er breaks his plighted vow : 
Of him, when fore’d by honour’s call, 
In climes afar to roam, 
Whose anxious thoughts will ever turn 
To her he leaves at home. 
Oh! twine a wreath, &e, 


How few, ’mid pleasure’s dazzling scenes, 
Reflect on kindness past ! 

How few, who wealth and power obtain, 
Are faithful to the last ! 

Too oft, in youth’s gay sunny days, 
Men play the tyrant’s part ; 

They first ensnare, and then, alas! 
Deceive the guileless heart. ® 

Oh! twine a wreath, &c, 


GIL IOP F 
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Says the Young Jack Daw tothe Old Jack Daw, 
J’11 go home and I?ll tell my Mammy. 





THE JACK DAWS. 


As an Old Jack Daw and a Young Jack Daw 
Vere a valking out together, 
As you very vell know vhat birds vil! do 
That are of the same feather; 
Says the Old Jack Daw to the Young Jack Daw, 
I vo’n’t valk another stride, 
For I sees a cow in yonder mead—ow, 
So let us get up and ride. 


As the Old Jack Daw and the Young Jack Daw 
Vere a riding up a top of the cow, 

Says the Young Jack Daw to the Old Jack Daw, 
T can ride as vell as thou; 

Says the Old Jack Daw to the Young Jack Daw, 
Vhy you can’t ride half so vell; 

Then, says the Young Jack Daw to the Old Jack 

_ Daw, 

If I can’t, vhy then I vill cut a great swell. 


As the Old Jack Daw and the Young Jack Daw 
Vere going on vith their dispute, 
Says the Old Jack Daw to the Young Jack Daw, 
I vishes as how you’d be mute ; 
Says the Young Jack Daw to the Old Jack Daw, 
I vo’n’t, for I’ll kick up a row; 
Vhy then, says the Old Jack Daw to the Young 
Jack Daw, 
I'll kick you off of the cow. 


As the Old Jack Daw and the Young Jack Daw 

- Felt their passions begin for to rise, 

Says the Old Jack Daw to the Young Jack Daw 
Pll peck out both: your eyes ; 

Says the Young Jack Daw to the Old Jack Daw, 
Fy on you, you vicked Old*Bird ; 

Vith that, the Old Jack Daw kick’d the Young 

Jack Daw, 

And tumbled him into a 


Vhen the Old Jack Daw saw the Young Jack Daw, 
He vas sorry for vhat he had done; 
Says the Old Jack Daw to the Young Jack Daw, 
Oh! pets it was only in fun; 
4 


Says the Young Jack Daw to the Old Jack Daw, ‘ 


Vl go home and I’ll tell my mammy ; 
Vhy then, says the Old Jack Daw to the 
Jack Daw, 


Youn, 
If I care for the old witch, d—me. . 


MORAL. 

Attend, all good people, both old and young, 
To vhat I vould say to you now, 

And vhenever you goes for to valk out together, 
Don’t get up a top of a cow ; 

And, like the poor dicky birds, quarrel and figat, 
Lest you gets a bloody nose ; 

You may be sent home in the wery same plight, 
With a nastiness over your clothes. 


OPI LLL LP 


OH, THEN I THINK OF THEE, DEAR 
LOVE. 


OH! not when other eyes may read 
My heart upon my cheek, 
Oh! not when other ears can hear, 
Dare I of love to speak! 
But when the stars rise from the sea, 
Oh! then I think of thee, dear love! 
Oh! tlen I think of thee} 


When o’er the olives of the dell 

The silent moonlight falls, 

And when upon the rose the dew 

Hangs scented coronals, 

And buds close upon the chestnut tree,— 

Oh! then I think of thee, dear love! 
Oh! then I think of thee! 


PII LIL IF 


IRISH PROVIDENCE. 
Air—* The Sprig of Shellelagh.” 


My darling, says Pat, to his spouse on his lap, 
At this present moment we’re not worth a rap, 
With our faces so lean, and our duds en cur 
backs, 


* 


¢ 
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Our cow and our pig, my dear Norah, are dead, 
Not a single paratoe is left us for bread, 
The science of ploughing my father taught me, 
So I’lle’en try the water and plough the salt seaA— 
With my Jill, sing Jack, sing Biblio whack. 
Says Norah, when you’re on the ocean, my life, 
Sure Providence then will take care of your wife, 
For no babies have we, not a Jill nor a Jack ;— 
But when Pat was away, what did Providence 
do ?— 
Made the Squire build for Norah a cabin quite 
new ; 
He furnished it gaily, to dry up her tears, 
And he peopled it too in the space of three years— 
With his Jill, sing Jack, sing Biblio whack. 


But when Paddy return’d, how it gladdened his 
; heart, 
To see his dear Norah so fine and so smart, 
With her rings in her ears, and her silks on her 
back 
And who furnished for you this cabin, says Pat? 
’Twas Providence, said Norah, himself that did 
that ; 
Then Providence, Pat cried, as looking around, 
Is the neatest upholsterer ever was found.— 
With his Jill, sing Jack, sing Biblio whack. 


Then Norah, dear Norah, tell me, if you please, 

Whose four little chubby-cheeked rascals are 
these ? 

These little gossoons, with their locks all so 

black,— 

‘They are mine, Pat, by Providence sent, do you 
see ,— 

Oh! botheration, says Pat, but that don’t humbug 
me, 

For if Providence minds to send legs to your 
chairs, 

Sure he’ll never forget to send fathers for heirs— 

With his Jill, sing Jack, sing Biblio whack. 


Oh! Norah, when I’ve been upon the salt sea, 
By St. Patrick, you’ve been a big traitress to me; 
May whiskey console me, for I’m on the rack ; 

For if Providence peoples my cabin with brats, 

While I’m sailing over live herrings and sprats, 

Mr. Deputy Providence never will do, 

So to him and Old Nick I kick babies and you— 
Sing Jill, sing Jack, sing Biblio whack. 


CL PLP VIF 


OH, LADY! ’?'VE DREAMT OF THEE 
NIGHT AFTER NIGHT. 


(Kenney. ) 


OH, lady! I’ve dreamt of thee night after night, 
And kissed that sweet image so often, 
That though I much feared even that was not 
right, 
It hath seemed all my sorrows to soften. 
But nights then have followed, so sleepless with 
care, 
So full of wild wishes and sadness, 
Without one illusion to sooth my despair, 
That demons might pity my madness. 


Oh! think it not, lady, a toy of my youth, 
To change as our destinies sever, 
I have loved thee with s» much devotion and 
truth, 
I am sure I shall love thee for ever. 
Then here let me swear, though unpitied the 
while, 
Aud, hopeless, I still should implore thee, 
Condemned by thy scorn, or restored by thy 
stnile, 
in fife, or in death, to adore thee! 


CI IOILEIF- 





HARK! HARK! THE JOY-INSPIRING 
HORN. 


Hark! hark! the joy-inspiring horn ¥ 
Salutes the rosy rising morn, 
And echoes through the dale ; 
With clam’rous peels the hills resound, r 
The hounds, quick-scented, scour the ground, 
And snuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 
The brisk, high-mettled, starting steed, 
The jovial pack pursue ; 
Like lightning, darting o’er the plains, 4 
The distant hills with speed he gains, 
And sees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forsakes, 

And to the copse for shelter makes, 
There pants awhile for breath ; 

When now the noise alarms her ear, 

Her haunt’s descried, her fate is near, 
She sees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim seize ; 
She faints, she falls, she dies! 

The distant coursers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till Echo rends the skies. 


GRIPE POF 


THE TEAR. 
( Byron.) 
WHEN friendship or love 
Our sympathies move ; 
When truth, in a glance, should appear, 
The lips may beguile 
With a dimple or smile, 
But the test of affection’s a fear. 


Too oft is a smile 
But the hypocrite’s wile, 

To mask detestation or fear; 
Give me the soft sigh, 
Whilst the soul-telling eye 

Is dimmed for awhile with a tear. 


Mild Charity’s glow, 
To us mortals below,’ 
Shows the soul from barbarity clear ; 
Compassion will melt 
Where this virtue is felt, 
And its dew is diffnsed in a tear. 


The man, doomed to sail 

With a blast of the gale, 
Through billows Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o’er the wave, 

Which may soon be his grave, 
The green sparkles bright with a tear. 


The soldier’s brave death, 
For a fanciful wreath, 
Is Glory’s romantic career ; 
But he raises the foe, 
When in battle laid low, 
And bathes every wound with a tear. 


If, with high-bounding pride, 

He return to his bride, 
Renouncing the gore-crimsoned spear ; 

All his toils are repaid, 

When, embracing the maid, 
From her eye-lid he kisses the tear. 


Sweet scene of my youth, 
Seat of Friendship and Truth, 
Where love chased each fast-fleeting year ; 
Loth to leave thee, I mourned, 
For a last look I turned, 
But thy spire was scarce seen through a tear, 
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Though my vows I can pour 
To my Mary no more, 
My Mary, to love once so dear ; 
In the shade of her bower, 
I remember the hour, 
She rewarded those vows with a tear. 


By another possessed, 
May she live ever blessed, 
Her name still my heart must revere ; 
With a sigh I resign 
What I once thought was mine, 
And forgive her deccit with a tear. 


Ye friends of my heart, 
Ere from you I depart, 
This hope to my breast is more near ; 
As ye pass by the tomb 
Where my ashes consume, 
Oh! moisten their dust with a tear. 


May no marble bestow 
The splendour of woe, 
Which the children of Vanity rear ; 
No fiction of Fame 
Shall blazon my name, 
All I ask, aJl I wish, is a tear. 


PRI LLP IS? 


THE CHURCHWARDENS’ DINNER. 
( With original Speaking. ) 
OH! what a fine sight is a churchwardens’ dinner, 
You’d think they’d been fasting for two days or 
more : 

I’m sure t’must give pleasure, yes e’en to a sinner, 
To see how they stuff for the good of the poor. 
Now, you take the chair, he’ll attend to the table; 

And [ll be the steward till dinner is o’er ; 
Our Vice has much virtue, I’m sure that he’s able 
And willing to carve for the good of the poor. 


SPOKEN.] Now, gentlemen, with your permis- 
sion, Mr. Guzzlewine shall take the chair. Bravo! 
Yes, yes. Gentlemen, in returning thanks for the 
honour done me, I can only say—I can only say— 
upon my soul I’m very much obliged to you. 
Bravo! bravo! bravo! hat’s what I call a short 
speech and a merry one. Vell, that’s just what I 
wishes for in my liquor; I loves a drop of some- 
thing short. I say, Jack, when do yon think the 
dinner will come up? To-morrow morning, per- 
haps. Sir, I am disgusted with your insinivation. 
My dear Mr. Fullboy, you'll get a crick in your 
neck if you keep sitting with your back to the door. 
‘Thank’e, sir, it’s the only thing I have been fright- 
ened of for a long time. . Then, sir, I can only say 
that you are not a jolly fellow, or you would never 
be frightened at a draught. Your draught, sir, is 
dry wit, and wants something to wet it. Then 
look out for the wine ;—but here comes the dinner. 
Silence, gentlemen, for Non nobbis. Non what, 
sir? Non nobbis. Non the devil! There’s an igno- 
rant dog to call grace the devil. Silence! silence! 
for 
. Oh! what a fine sight, &c. 


Pray walk up that leg, sir, and hoist me the 
shoulder ; 
This tough little pig is a terrible bore : 
Give me some hot liver,—no, wait till it’s colder ; 
And I’ll take some heart for the good of the 


poor. 
Alderman Gobble takes turtle and sherry : 
Here, bring me some wire,—waiter, you keep 
the door. 
Our president, Guzzlewine’s, drank himself merry, 
But all this is done for the good of the poor. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, can you tell me what I’ve 
got on my plate? The wing of a fowl, sir, Then 
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TI can only say that it’s a fowl wing. ep Pee sir, 
that was a merry thought. “Yes, and if yon wait a 
bit, that gentleman has got another. Where? 
Why, sticking in his throat. Sir, I vishes as how 
you vouldn’t shake your floury head so when you 
eat, for roast goose doesn’t vant a dredger. Sir, 
how dare you insinuate that I have flour in my 
head. I insinuate, sir, that you’ve got nothing in 
your head. Order, order, gentlemen; being all 
plain men, we don’t want any flowry language 
here. No; but let me tell you, sir, ill-bred men, 
when they talk about flour, are enough to make 
any man crusty. I ax your pardon, sir, but I had 
no idea you was a baker. 'Chere’s Mr. Dipwell, 
the tallow-chandler, sitting with nothing before 
him: what will yon please to take, sir? A little 
bit of any thing fat, sir. Mr. Fitwell, the shoe- 
maker, what shall I help you to? A little bit 
of that eel pie, if you please. What do you 
wish for, Doctor Preachaway? A good sole, 
sir. He! he! he! that’s werry droll,—soles 
and eels. Now, gentlemen, I’ll ask you a riddle : 
—Why does a clergyman and a shoemaker resem- 
ble each other? I don’t know, sir. Do you, sir? 
No. Doyou, sir? No. Why, then, I’! tell you; 
because they both endeavour to mend the under- 
standing. Is it? well, 
What a fine sight, &c, 


The cloth now removed, and the president, rising, 
Proposes a toast which was oft drank before ; 
Some drink it with spirits, some swallow’t with 

wine in, 
But all that they drink’s for the good of the poor. 
Now merriment reigning, they argue grave matter, 
Bring the poor on the carpet—themselves on the 
floor ; 
Talk of charity sermons in outrageous clatter, 
And, preaching, get drunk for the good of the 
poor. 


SPOKEN.]. Gentlemen, in rising to give the 
health of our worthy wicker, I can only say that I 
am giving that of a good man, (bravo! )—a man 
that is eager to benefit both his own and every 
body else’s soul and body ;—a man that never 
finches from a two-hours’ sermon, or a two-pint 
bottle ;—a man that wishes to benefit and bring 
even his curate into practice, by letting him do all 
the church business throughout the year, while he 
himself, gentlemen, is generously lying in bed, or 
resting from the hard effects of a drinking bout, 
which has made him unfit for any thing in the 
world but a bishop. It is useless to say more, gen- 
tlemen; so here is the Rev. Dr. Graspall, with 
three times three. Mr. Drinkaway, sir, you’ve 
cracked a bottle. Well, sir, what of that; I in- 
tends to crack a dozen before I leaves the room. 
Holloa! where's the chairman? Why, lying under 
the table, with the parish-clerk’s foot in his mouth. 
Then I can only say, that he is very near a calf. 

Oh! what a fine sight, &e. 


PLPL IGGL 


O SAY NOT WOMAN’S LOVE IS BOUGHT. 
( Pocock.) 


OH! say not woman’s love is bought 
With vain and empty treasure ; 

Oh! say not woman’s heart is caught 
By every idle pleasure. 

When first her gentle bosom knows 
Love’s flame, it wanders never ; 
Deep in her heart the passion glows, 

She loves, and loves for ever ! 


Oh" say not woman’s false as fair; 
That like the bee she ranges ; 

Still seeking flowers more sweet and rare, 
As fickle fancy changes : 
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Ah, ‘no, the love that first can warm, 
Will leave her bosom never :- 

No second passion e’er can charm, 


She loves, and loves for ever! 


MP OPGIGPS 
THE SOLDIER’S ADIEU. 
( Dibdin. ) 
ADIEU, adieu, my only life! 
My honour calls me trom thee ; 
Remember thow’rt a soldier’s wife, 
Those tears but ill become thee : 
What though, by duty, I am called 
Where thundering cannons rattle, 
Where valour’s self might stand appalled, 
When on the wings of thy dear love, 
To heaven above, 
Thy fervent orisons are flown ; 
The tender prayer, 
Thou putt’st up there, 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle. 


My safety thy fair trnth shall be, 
As sword and buckler serving ; 
My life shall be more dear to me, 
Because of thy preserving. 
Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thundering cannons rattle, 
I'll fearless seek the conflict’s heat, 
Assured when on the wings of love, 
To heaven above, &c. 


Enough, with that benignant smile, 
Some kindred God inspired thee, 
Who knew thy bosom void of guile, 
Who wondered and admired thee. 
I go assured, my life, adieu, 
Though thundering cannons rattle, 
Though murdering carnage stalks in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love, 
To heaven above, &c. 


GPIIIP PEF 


NOW ISN’T IT A PITY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I LOVE a lad, a handsome lad, & 
And love him, too, sincerely ; 
He played a part that won my heart, 
And vowed to love me dearly ; 
But aunt, consent she will deny, 
Indeed it’s very pretty, 
And I’m so vex’d that I could cry ; 
Now isn’t it a pity? 
My cruel aunt 
Will jeer and taunt, 
And cry young girls should tarry, 
Because she yet 
Could never get 
A man in mind to marry. 
It’s right down spite, you can’t deny, 
Indeed it’s very pretty ; 
And you may laugh, but I could cry, 
Now isn’t it a pity? 


PILI IPI E# 


| DESCRIPTION OF CAST-IRON INVEN- 
TIONS. 


Air—“ Anold Woman clothed in Gray.”’—( Howell.) 


SINCE cast-iron has got all the rage, _ 
And scarce any thing’s now made without it ; 
As I live in this cast-iron age, 
I mean to say something about it. 
Here’s cast-iron coffins and carts, 
Cast-iron bridges and boats, 
Corn-factors with cast-iron hearts, 
_ That I’d hang up in cast-iron coats. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 
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Tron bedsteads have long been in use, 

With cast-iron they now pave our streets, 
Each tailor has a cast-iron goose, 

And we soon shall have cast-iron sheets. 
Tommy Whalebone has grown quite a blade, 

So dextrous and clever his hand is, 


| Swears he now shall have excellent trade, 


Making cast-iron stays for the dandies. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


We have cast-iron gates and lamp-posts, 
Cast-iron mortars and mills too; 
And our enemies know to their cost, 
We have plenty of cast-iron pills too. 
Old Gobble’s as rich as a Jew, 
Whose wife kicks up a terrible row, sir, 
Cries, pray, Mr. Founder, can’t you 
Make a cast-iron tongue for my spouse, sir. 
Tol; lols tole séces 


We have cast-iron fenders and grates, 
Cast-iron pokers and tongs, sir, 
And we soon shall have cast-iron plates, 
And cast-iron small-clothes ere long, sir: 
Or should any mischievous jade 
Wish her dear hubby’s head to adorn, sir, 
’T will be easy to have a pair made 
Of beautiful cast-iron horns, sir. : 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


So great is the fashion of late, 
We have cast-iron hammers and axes, 
And, if we may judge by their weight,- 
We have plenty of cast-iron taxes. 
Cast-iron bank-notes we can’t use, 
But should we e’er prove such big ninnies, 
A good Henry Hase to refuse, 
They must issue out cast-iron guineas. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


Now my cast-iron song’s at an end, 
I hope you’ll not take it amiss, sir, 
May your plaudits my efforts attend, 
My heart sure would burst if you hiss, sir: 
I pray, my kind friends, don’t say nay, 
For if I’m not out of my latitude, 
I your goodness will never repay 
With such feelings as cast-iron gratitude. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


CLG L LP? ADP 


THE COBBLER SAID SO. 
(Upton. ) 


THAT gossip Report is a crazy old dame, 
Is allowed, now and then, by the candid and 
wise ; 
Nay more, that dear Scandal, like food, is her 
game, 
And ‘Truth kick’d aside to give credence to lies. 
Then, there’s little Wainscot, the carpenter’s son, 
Will tell you strange stories, and swear he har 
read so; 
Which found to be false, says, “ as sure as a gu \y 
«« That lying fellow the cobbler said so.” 


Then, there’s Barbarossa, the shaver, will spin 
Mote lies in a day than the days of the year ; 
And, while he is scraping the hair from your chin, 
Declares it must all plain as gospel appear 3 

But, should you find out all he says is a hum, 
Nor suffer your sense by the nose to be led so, 
Barbarossa will cry, with a look rather glum, 
«© That lying fellow the cobbler said so.” 


Then, the putcher, the baker, the grocer, and 
Snip, 
Are as full of reports as an egg’s full of meat, 
And, should they but hear we have taken a ship, 
Will tell you, and swear it, we’ve taken a fleet! 
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Yet, when it’s discovered such news is a lie, 
And more are found hatching where others have 
bred so, 
To get off with credit, then comes the old cry, 
«© That prating fellow, the cobbler, said so.” 


T’other day it fell out that a wedding took place 
(For so eet the gossips, and they must be 
right! 
Between Bile Reet 1D oh! terrible case, 
In seven weeks after, a child came to light! 
But Truth, to show Scandal for once told a lie, 
Prov’d the bride chanced to die, ’ere to church 
they were led so, 
When again it was said, with a stare and a why, 
<¢ That lying fellow, the cobbler, said so.” 


TO ANACREON, IN HEAVEN. 


(Ralph Tomlinson. ) 


To cooled in heaven, where he sat in full 
glee, 
A few sons of Harmony sent a petition, 
That he their inspirer and patron would be, 
When this answer arrived from the jolly old 
Grecian— 
«© Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
“< No longer be mute, 
<¢ T’ll lend ye my name, and inspire ye to boot ; 
«© And, besides, I'll instruct you, like me, to en- 
twine 
<< The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.” 


The news through Olympus immediately flew : 
When old Thunder pretended to give himself 
airs— 
«« If these mortals are suffer’d their scheme to 
pursue 
«« The devil a goddess will stay above stairs. 
«¢ Hark! already they cry, 
“« In transports of joy, 
Away to the sons of Anacreon we’ll fly, 
And there, with good fellows, we’ll learn to 
entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine. 


The yellow-hair’d god and his nine fusty maids 
«« From Helicon’s banks will incontinent flee ; 
Idalia will boast but of tenantless shades, 
<< And the biforked hill a mere desert will be: 
«* My thunder, no fear on’t, 
*« Shall soon do it’s errand, 
And, d—’me, I’ll swinge the ringleaders, I 
warrant 5 
I'll trim the young dogs, for thus daring to 
twine 
<< The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.” 
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Apollo ee up, and said, “ Pr’ythee ne’er quar- 
rel, 
“* Good king of the gods, with my votaries below: 
“« Your thunder is useless :’”—then, showing his 
laurel, 
Cried, ‘‘ Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
«« Then over each head 
«< My laurel I’ll spread, 
“« So my sons from your crackers no mischief shall 
dread, 
«‘ Whilst, snug in their club-room they jovially 
twine 
«« The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine. 


Next, Momus got up, with his risible phiz, 
And swore with Apollo he’d cheerfully join— 
« The full tide of harmony still shall be his, 
“* But the song, and the catch, and the laugh, 
shall be mine. 
““ Then, Jove, be not jealous 
“€ Of these honest fellows.” 
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Cried Jove, “ We relent, since the truth you now 
tell us: 
«¢ And swear, by old Styx, that they long shall en- 
twine 
«¢ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.” 
Ye sons of Anacreon, then, join hand-in-hand ; 
Preserve unanimity, friendship, and love : 
Tis yours to support what’s so happily planned ; 
You’ve the sanction of gods, and the fiat of 
Jove. 
While thus we agree, 
Our toast let it be— 
«* May our club flourish, happy, united, and free> 
«« And long may the Sons of Anacrcon entwihe 
<¢ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.” 


GPPLELaS 


WE’LL GANG TO KIRK AWA’. 


My lad’s a braw and bonny lad, 
Good-temper’d, kind, and free ; 
And, day and night, the bonny boy 
Is always wooing me: 
For, though they say we shanna’ wed, 
And make a mickle din, 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me, 
<‘ Hoot! dinna’ care a pin!” 
For we will gang to kirk, my love, 
We'll gang to kirk awa’. 
My father’s grown a crabbed man, 
And baits us with his tongue, 
My mither too, who joins with him, 
Forgets when she was young : : 
But let them scold, and let them frown, 
And make a mickle din, 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me, 
«© Hoot! dinna’ care a pin!” 
For we will gang to kirk, &e. 


My granny’s kind, and takes our part 
Whene’er we are not by, 
And Jamie’s hopes are joized to mine, 
To pray she may not die: 
For, while we have a friend in her, 
We fear no mickle Gin; 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me, 
«* Hoot! dinna care a pin!” 
For we will gang to kirk, &c. 


GPPIGIO EHP 


ARISE! AND BLOW THE TRUMPET, 
FAME, TO MASONRY. 


ARISE! and blow the trumpet, Fame! 
Free-masonry aloud proclaim 
To realms and worlds unknown : 
Tell them ’twas this great David’s son, — 
The wise, the matchless, Solomon, 
Prized far above his throne. 


The solemn temple’s cloud-capt towers, 

Th’ aspiring domes are works of ours, 
By us those piles were raised : 

Then bid mankind with songs advance, 

And through th’ ethereal vast expanse 
Let Masonry be praised ! 


We help the poor in time of need, 

The naked clothe, the hungry feed, 
’Tis our foundation-stone : 

While justice and benevolence, 

With fortitude and temperance, 
Adorn and grace the throne ! 


PRIILOIF 


MR. LARRY O’GALLIGAN MAC FUSLE’S 
AMOURS. 
Air---<¢ Paddy O’ Carrol.” 


Ock, when I was a gossoon so merry and frisky, 
No smaller, do you see, than a large wator-log, 
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My father went dead, and my mother sold whis- 
key 
And lived at the sign of the Cat in the Bog! 
Och, there ev’ry night we 
Would strive to delight ye, 
With all the good things in the world, my brave 
boys, 
We’d fill well your bodies 
And bother your noddies 
With dancing and fighting, and all other joys. 


SPOKEN.] Och, then, what pleasures can equal 
eating, drinking, loving, dancing, and fighting ? 
None, by the powers of Moll Kelly! Faith, I’d 
sooner be without life than without the enjoyment 
of those elegant accomplishments; so here goes 
with 

Botheroo, ditheroo, fire away fagan, 
Gramachree, filliloo, fire away whack ! 


Then, as [ grew up a smart youth, as you now 
Sée, 
So tall and so straight as my neat bit of oak, 
Sure all the lasses began, faith, to view me 
With love in their blinkers—their meaning I 
smoke ; 
First, there was Miss Carney, 
I tipp’d her the blarney, 
And made her believe that I faithful would prove, 
Till Judy Mac Gowen 
My heart was o’erflowing, 
And melted my soul till I fell deep in love. 
SPOKEN.] Och, what Irishman that ever sprang 
from the Three United Kingdoms could think of 
living without it; for all the world over it’s meat, 
drink, washing, and lodging, and 


Botheroo, ditheroo, &c. 


But sweet Kate M‘Kowling, one Patrick’s morn- 
ing, 

So bother’d my heart with the leer that she gave, 
T was stuck i’ th’ mud, with the shamrock adorn- 

ing 

The bosom I long’d to be maki ¢ my grave : 

Till Miss Hogandogan, 
And Kitty O’Grogan, 
They both of them swore “ that they’d have me 
or die,”” 
Till Polly, from Connaught, 
And Munster Miss Shonnaught, 
Stepp’d in, and to each gave a charming black 
eye. 

SPOKEN.] Och, grief, what a beautiful bit of a 
row was kicked up in the caper of a minute! Poor 
Polly, she went down like a bag of sand, and Miss 
Shonnaught flew up like a load of straw, so she 
did ; and then Paddy Mahony, who happened to 
be looking on, he comes and he gives Murphy 
Kale, who was making up his ugly mouth into a 
laugh, a precious crack on the scrape; then 
Looney M‘Cormic, he starts out, and he follows 
it up with a plump over the mouth; and so, d’ye 
see, because I would not appear all alone by my- 
self to be acting an idle part, I brandished m 
little bit of a sprig, and sent them all flying this 
way and t’other, with my 


Botheroo, ditheroo, &c. 


Well, still to a cinder my heart to be grinding, 
From Donnybrook came Mrs. Flartey, my dear ; 
Till Shelah Mahoney one day I was finding, 
And softly I whisper’d love’s tale in her ear ; 
Her heart I won easy, 
We married, an’ please ye, 
For she had the shiners for Larry, och hone ; 
But she took in her head 
On one day to go dead, 
And left me to set up love-making alone, 


SPOKEN.] Yes, poor soul! though I said to her, 


says I, «‘ My dear Mrs. Shelah Mahoney, no, 
Mrs. Shelah Mac Fusle, I mean, how can you he 
after thinking of being so sulky as to go and leave 
us alone here in the wide world together like a 
fiock of sheep, without even bidding a good bye to 
your own true and dutiful husband. I am sure 
you will be repenting before you have time to come 
back, so you will:” but, say what I could, it was 
all bother and froth, for die she would, and no- 
body could stop her; so I put her, like a gentle- 
man-like man as she was, into a beautiful bit of 
clay, where all her fathers, grandfathers, and 
great-grandfathers, lay before her. And here am 
I, Mr. Larry O’@s\ligan Mac Fusle, a single mar- 
ried man, at the sarvice of any lady, maid, widow, 
or wife, who has plenty of love and money to 
spare, and will join her delicate hand to mine, 
and then, if any dirty bogtrotter should dare to 


lay his little finger on her, or say black is the white 


of her eye, see if I don’t give him such a 
Botheroo, ditheroo, &c. 


GPE PL LEP 


WHERE IS ELLEN, RURAL BEAUTY? 
(Skeffingon. ) 


WHERE is Ellen, rural beauty ? 
Ah! in pity tell me where ; 
Well she claims a heart of duty, 
Ardent love and tender care. 


Though time should fade the rose of youth, 
The mind may still be vernal ; 

Increase of years but strengthens truth, 
And virtue is eternal. 


Where is Ellen, rural beauty? 
Point the path, conduct me there. 

Reason sanctions fondest duty, 
Ardent love and tender care. 


Some graces time will steal away, 
Some graces nobly cherish ; 

Beauty, like flowers, must soon decay, 
But sense can never perish! 


Where, then, is rural beauty 
Ellen pure, is Ellen fair? 

Mine is still a heart of duty, 
Ardent love and tender care. 


PLP IL ORO 


HOW SWEET IN THE WOODLANDS. 
(Harrington. ) 


How sweet in the woodlands, with fleet hound and 
horn, 


’To waken shrill Echo, and taste the fresh morn ! 


But hard is the chase my fond heart must pur- 
sue,— 
For Daphne, fair Daphne! is lost to my view. 


Assist me, chaste Dian, the nymph to regain, 

More wild than the roebuck, and winged with dis- 
dain ; 

In pity o’ertake her, who wounds as she flies, 

Though Daphne’s pursued, ’tis Myrtillo that dies. 


PROPEL PP EF 


THE LOVER’S ROMANCE. 
(Dimond. ) 


DEEP in a dungeon, stretched on straw, 
There last my hapless friend I saw ; 

His body bore the galling chain, 

While fever’s fire consumed his brain: 
With burning grasp, my hand he wrung, 
And thus the wretch, in madness, sung — 


«* T had asister! where is she? 
She feigned my second self to be: 





~ pay 


Can misery ties of blood dissever ? 
_ A captive brother calls for aid ; 
She hears him not ; forgetful maid! 
Ah! no—she hears him not—never! never! 


No! no! no! never!” 


| Anon, with rage his pale cheek flushed, 
- As hasty blood returning rushed ; 
New fires illumed his fading eye ; 
It rolled—it kindled fearfully ‘ 
His lip convulsed with scorn, with pride, 
As thus the maniac wildly cried :— 


« A faithless guardian, too, was mine, 
Who sells young hearts at Mammon’s shrine, 
And mocks the wretch’s last endeavour : 
Shall Heaven forgive that caitiff slave? 
No! no! its lightnings rend the knave, 
- Its thunders sound his doom for ever : 
Yes! yes! for ever!” 


Again, to transient calm resigned, 

As Reason’s beam just crossed the mind, 
The victim ceased to mourn his fate, 
And lost in love his dreams of hate ! 
Soft-stealing tears suffused his eyes, 
And thus discoursed his latest sighs :— 


“«¢ The maia I loved—ah! bless her, Heaven! 
Her broken vows are all forgiven ; 
Despair, like mine, be her lot never!” 
Clymante’s name just once he spoke, 
Then one deep sigh,—his heart-strings broke—- 
Yes, lady, yes,—they broke for ever! 
Yes! yes! for ever! 


GPPIPIL IPF 


MOEY AARON; 
OR, THE HONEST JEW PEDLER. 
Air—“ Bartholomew Fair.’’—( Bryant.) 


FRIENDS, Ill tell you what is true, 

I’m a very knowing Jew; 

As a pedler I go, 

And I wander to and fro, 

With my box before my belly, 

I sells some goods, I tell ye, 

And I’ve got a little money, too, to stare on. 

Mith vatches, rings, 
And pretty things, 
Knives and scissors, 
Glass for quizzers, 
Mith pretty toys, 
For girls and poys. 


SPOKEN.] Ay, my friends! here are all the very 
fine gold brooches, with not a bit of brass nor cop- 
per in ’em ;—here they are, better as new, and 
cheaper as dirt!—Come, and puy; I don’t sell for 
profits; I only wants to get a good name, and den I 
can sing— 

Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
I’m an honest Jew, called Moey Aaron, 


As throughout the week I roam, 
A great distance from my home, 
Mith my feet both wet and tired, 
Still my goots they are admired, 
Till some naughty little poys, 
Who are out of good employs, 
Cry out tome Jew Moyeh, and folks stare on. 

Go, go away, 

To dem I say, 

It is not right 

To raise my spite, 

For I’m a Jew, 

Tis known to you. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, to be sure, it is known to every 
body, for my greatest pride is not to disgrace my 
tribes ; always to carry my box full of my own goots, 
and never to covet my neighbonrs’ propertys ;— den 
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IT can always pass by Newgate mithout turning my 
head away from the Debtor’s Door ; and 1 can look 
a bum bailey in the face mithout any fear, while 1 
sing— 
; Hey down, ho down, &c. 
When my box I empty quite, 
Then I goes home at night, 
Takes my supper, goes to bed, 
And so quiet rests my head ; 
Then, next morn I rise, I vow, 
For the bits of buckle yow, 
While my pretty wife, enchanted, I do stare on. 
I takes my tea, 
Then wife and me 
Each other meet 
Mith kisses sweet, 
Till she says, Mo, 
Tis time to go. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, my vife always knows when it 
is time to go, and when it is propersh to come ; she 
is a nice woman, and has brought me a nice little 
family ;—for dere is Isaac, and Nebuchadnezzar, 
and Ezekiel, and Abraham, and Solomon, and 
Daniel, and Lipey, and David, and Absalom, and 
Noah, and Alek, and Benjamin, and Isaiah, and 
two or three dozens more that hav’n’t been named 
yet ; and we expects five or six others by the end of 
next year, for I’m a very industrious husband, 
and every night I sings— 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


PPI PLIGF 


THE ODD FELLOWS’ MODEL 
Air— The Model.””—(Tapsell.) 
A PARODY. 


AN Odd Fellow’s a fellow of whim and of sport, 
Though his heart to humanity oft pays its court ; 
Expanded his mind, he feels as a man, 
Relief to the widow and orphan his plan! 
Where’er Fortune has ;laced him, 
No murmurs escape him ; 
Contentment his lot, 
E’en his foe is forgot,— 
Such joy does the Odd Fellow know; 
Who, daily toiling wearily, | 
Atnight, singing cheerily, 
Every blessing enjoys which Content can hestow. 


He never repines at the wealth of his neighbour, 
Just enough to suffice, the sweet fruit of his la- 
bour ; 
With the girl of his heart blest, his bottle, and 
friend, 
While health and good-humour his hours attend. 
To his Lodge with glee repairing, 
No cares his soul ensnaring ; 
But harmony presiding, 
“The hour cheerful gliding, 
With friendship’s sweet solace and mirth, 
Around him bliss bestowing, 
His cup of joy o’erflowing, 
He envies no lord or king on the eartn. 
Come, brothers, then join in the wish of my 
heart, 
United and firm let us keep,—nor impart 
The secret to none but the worthy and wise, 
Who deserve on their honour, and highly it prize. 
May our Lodges all flourish, 
Nor discord e’er nourish ; 
But, united and firm, 
Let the detractor learn ‘ 
That Odd Fellows by Virtue are moved ; 
To our country ever steadily, 
Her rights maintain we readily, 
And show that by Faction we will ne’er be subs 
dued ! 
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CUPID IS A LITTLE DEVIL. 
(Cherry. ) 
CoME here, behold each female face, 
And, if your thoughts with mine agree, 
From fifteen years to fifty’s space 
Here love in ev’ry eye you'll see! 
Here Cupid keeps his constant, revel, 
Yet Cupid is a little devil! 
With a fal, lal, la, &e. 


Colour and shape, fair limbs and face, 
Sweetness and wit in all you'll find ; 
In motion, speech, in voice, in grace, 
All models here of woman-kind! 
?Tis Cupid keeps this pleasant revel, 
Yet Cupid is a little devil ! 
With a fal, lal, la, &c. 


If fat, her plenty feeds each heart, 
If lean, *tis love that makes her so ; 
If straight, her form is Cupid’s dart, 
But if she’s bent, she’s but his bow. 
Then share with us Love’s constant revel, 
Though Cupid is a little devil! 
With a fal, lal, la, &c. 


CLP IE PL? 


THE PLEASURES OF BRIGHTON. 
Air—* Nobody coming to marry me.” 


HER®r’s fine Mrs. Hoggins, from Aldgate, 
Miss Dobson and Deputy Dump, 
Mr. Spriggins has left Norton Falgate, 
And so has Sir Christopher Crump. 
From Shoreditch, Whitechapel, and Wapping, 
Miss Potts, Mr. Grub, Mrs. Keats, 
1n the waters of Brighton are popping, 
Or killing their time in its streets. 
And it’s O! what will become of us? 
Dear! the vapours and blue- 
Devils will seize upon some of us, 
If we have nothing to do. 


This here, ma’am, is Sally, my daughter, 
Whose shoulder has taken a start, 
find they tell me, a dip in salt water 
Will soon make it straight as a dart. 
Mr. Banter assured Mrs. Mumps, 
(But he’s always a playing his fun,) 
That the camel that bathes with two humps, 
Very often comes out with but one. 
And it’s O! what will become of us? &c. 


And here is my little boy, Jacky, 
Whose god-father gave me a hint, 
That by salt-water baths in a crack he 
Would cure his unfortunate squint. 
Mr. Yellowley’s looking but poorly, 
It isn’t the jaundice, I hope; 
Would you recommend bathing ?—0, surely, 
And let him take—plenty of soap. 
And it’s O! what will become of us? &c. 


Your children torment you to jog ’em 
On donkeys that stand in a row, 
But the more you belabour and flog ’em, 
‘ The more the cross creatures wo’n’t go. 
‘T’other day, ma’am, I thump’d and I cried, 
And my darling roar’d louder than me, 
But the beast wouldn’t budge till the tide 
Had bedraggled me up to the knee! 
And it’s O! what will become of us? &e. 


We have pored on the sea till we are weary, 
And lounged up and down on the shore, 
Till we find all its gaiety dreary, 
And taking our pleasure’s a bore. 
There’s nothing so charming as Brighton, 
We cry as we’re scampering down, 
But we look with still greater delight on 
The day that we go back to town. 
Vor it’s O! what will become of us? &c, 
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PADDY O’LEARY AND MISS JUDY 
M‘SNIFTER. 


( Lawler.) 


ADOWN a dark alley I courted a maid, 
Miss Judy M‘Snifter, who wash’d for a trade, 
Och Cupid led me a figary ; 
Her toes they turn’d in, and her back it grew out, 
And her eyes look’d so melting across her long 
snout, 
They bother’d poor Paddy O’Leary. 
Mr. Leary, Paddy Leary, Och fillililliloo, 
fol de rol de rol. 


Miss Judy M‘Snifter was bandy, ’tis true, 
Her mouth very wide, and her nose rather blue, 
She put me in such a quandary; 
Says she, ‘ I could love you the whole of my life, 
But they say that in Ireland you’ve left your old 
wie, 
‘ Don’t believe it,’ said Paddy O’Leary. 
Mr. Leary, &c. 


So a bargain we made soon at church to say grace, 
Which I seal’d with a kiss on her sweet yellow face, 
But I soon did repent my figary ; 
When we had been married a year and a day, 
With a dirty coal-heaver my wife run away, 
‘ Devil speed you,’ said Paddy O’Leary. 
Mr. Leary, &c. 


Crim. Con. we all know, is the rage in this town, 
So for damages I thought to make him come down, 
But the law it was devilish contrary ; 
For all that they gave—when much blarney’d been 
said, 
For planting a pair of big horns on my head, 
Was five shillings to Paddy O’Leary. 
Mr. Leary, &c. 





OPP EPP? ES 


LOVE HAS EYES. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Love’s blind, they say, 
O never, nay, 
Can words love’s grace impart ? 
The fancy weak, 
The tongue may speak, 
. But eyes alone the heart. 
In one soft look what language lies! 
O, yes, believe me, Love has eyes. 
Love’s winged, they cry, 
O, never I 
On pinions love to soar; 
Deceivers rove, 
But never Love— 
Attached, he roves no more. 
Can he have wings who never flies ? 
And yet, believe me, Love has eyes. 


GRIP IPP IEF 


THE BEAUTIFUL MAID OF SEVENTY. 
Air—** Ballinamonahora.” 


YE lovers, behold a poor maiden forlorn, 
But as pretty a creature as ever was born ; 
My nose it is fat, and my eyes they are sunk, 
And they goggle about just as if they were drunk 
My cheeks, like a turnip, are fair, O! 
Tike carrots my beautiful hair, O! 
My charms make the gentlemen stare, O! 
And they call me the beautiful maid. 


My legs they are bent, but I dance with a erace, 
And the hump on my back adds acharm to my face ; 
Though dimples I’ve none, I have wrinkles a score, 
And I’m sure you ne’er saw such a beauty before. 

But pray what’s beanty, alas, O! 

With the beaux now-a-days ’tis a farce, O! 

For lovers all look for the brass, O! 

And they slight the poor beautiful maid. 
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a 'T have lived in the world about seventy years, 


And I weep every night half-a-pail full of tears ; 
For I fear that, alas! there’ll be soon no escapes, 
From the terrible doom, sir, of leading of apes. 

It makes me look wonderful blue, sir, 

I really don’t know what to do, sir, 

Some prospect I hope there’s in view, sir, 

To marry the beautiful maid. 


Oh, gentlemen, surely your hearts are all stone, 
To turn a deaf ear to my pitiful moan, 
To look with contempt on my love and my truth, 
And be blind to the graces of beauty and youth. 
Oh, gentlemen, what are you arter? 
My neck I will hang in a garter, 
Or plunge in the New River water, 
If you frown on the beautiful maid. 


I’ve a secret to tell that will alter the case, 
And will surely remove ev’ry frown from your face ; 
Then spouses in plenty will come in a swarm, 
Though your hearts they are cold, my purse it is 
warm. : 

You'll call me an adorable creature, 

Discover a charm in each feature, 

For beauty no Venus can beat her, 

And you'll marry the beautiful maid. 


PPE L POLS 


THE DOVER STEAM-PACKET. 
. (D. W. Jerrold.) 


THE pleasures of bathing and taking the air, 
All stations and ranks will agree— 

And to Dover the gentry in summer repair, 
To dabble awhile in the sea; 

The ocean’s so charming, the prospect so grand, 
So novel, so beauteous, and gay! 

What blockheads are those who stay on the land, 
When thus they might drive care away. 


SPOKEN.] How very pleasant it is to sailina 
steam-ship, where there’s no fear of breaking one’s 
bonnets with the long poles passing.—I say, Cap- 
tain, how long does your wessel take to come into 
port?—Nine hours, twenty-three minutes, and 
three-fourths of a second.—There now—there’s 
another inestible and charming convenience of a 
steam-conveyance; for there’s no fear of losing 
one’s dinner in a long passage.—No, for you’ve 
just secured your dinner in a long passage.— Well, 
I wish we had reached the place.—Reached the 
place, sir—what do you mean by that? I think 
your bringing up such subjects afore company, 
don’t show your manners.—La, mamma, there’s 
a porpoise !—I think you might teach your little 
Miss better manners, ma’am—lI take that as an 
insinivation upon my father—vat if he is a little 
stoutish.—Perhaps, miss, it’s a mermaid—that’s 
no insinivation upon you.—Well, I’m very sleepy. 
—I wonder where I-could take a nap.—Jump 
overboard, you'll find a nice oister-bed.—No, 
that’s not comfortable for the muscles.—And I 
think you’d make better shark’s meat.—Oh, no 
sharks on this side of the water—you’ll find plenty 
on the French coast.—Yes, and many flat fish go 
from this side to feed ’em.— 

Their journey is closed, and now near the shore 

All fear for their voyage is over; 

And qualms and sea-sickness for this time is o’er, 

When they see the chalk mountains of Dover. 


Now some bawling loud for their luggage and coat, 
All’s hurry and skurry to land! 
Some i and scrambling to get to the boat, 
Which bears them all off to the Jand ; 
Thick stowed in the vessel, with hearts like a 
feather, 
. So happy and merry they go; 
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Dey 
Smooth water, fair breezes, and sunshining wea. 


ther, 
To Dover they jovially row. 


SPOKEN.] Oh dear, look, if the wheels aint 
stopped !—O dear, we are going down—we shall 
all be blown up for coming here—Oh, Captain, all 
the steam’s gone—pray make a little more till we 
get ashore.—Hold your tongue, you foolish old. 
woman, you’re always wanting to be in hot water. 
—Here’s Dover—mind how you go down them ere 


| steps into the boat, ma’am.—Thankee, young 


man.—Did you give the Captain any thing for me, 
ma’am’?—For you, indeed, no!—Vy then your 
bandy legs may valk in as they can.—What do 
you mean by that, you imperent feller? O dear, 
I’m killed—seriously hurt—I’ve broke Broke! 
what have you broke?—The brandy-bottle in my 
side pocket.—Ah! you knew there was glass there ; 
you should have kept that side uppermost.—There, 
there, it’s overboard.—O dear, I hope it aint my 
silly husband.—No, ma’am, it’s only the anchor. 
—Oh, my love, I’m bruised—I wish I had a few 
drops.—Drops! I think you’ve had a drop too 
much, ma’am, by your dancing into the boat.— 
Dancing, you impudent feller!—Yes, reeling into 
it.—La, papa, what is them ere white things on 
the beach?—they are covered like the carts that 
show the animals at the fair.—Yes, my dear, but 
they are covered to prevent the animals being seen 
by the fair.—Shove off the boat.—Stop, Mr. 
Captain, there’s my vife’s night-cap in your bed, 
double bordered and nicely crimped.—Here it is, 
but it seems very much tumbled.—All right, now 
here we go.—Hallo! boat there—here’s a puppy 
belonging to that kiddy in the collar.—Oh, throw 
the faithful animal overboard; he’ll swim to me. 
—Yes, birds of a feather, they say—but you han’t 
paid for that dog’s passage.—What! pay for 
the passage of a puppy—I never heard of such a 
thing.—Oh! quite common—our vessel wonld never 
do if we took all puppies free.—Now we’re off 





To where pleasure presides and gaiety reigns, 
For here swarms each gay dashing rover ; 

Your fate is full happy if fate once ordains 
A visit to old famous Dover. 


PPP LILI F 


OF PLIGHTED FAITH SO TRULY KEPT. 
(Cobb.) 
A DUET. . 


OF plighted faith so truly kept, 
Of all love dictates tell ; 
Of restless thought that never slept, 
Since when she bade farewell. 
The rising flush, the frequent tear, 
The flush of hope, the chilling fear : 
So may the sympathetic soul 
Direct kind fancy’s wing, 
Where future hours in transport roll, 
And love’s rewards shall bring. 


446464444 


MRS. G. 
Air—* My Love is like a red red Rose.” 


My wife she is a wonder quite, 
Which you will plainly see ; 

Her name at length I cannot write, 
But call her Mrs. G. 

Others may be very good, 
But this *twixt you and me, 

Few names have ever fairer stood 
Than that of Mrs. G. 


Great poets they may write a book, 
Or actors comic be, 

And Mrs. Glasse may be a cook, 
But so can Mrs, G, 
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Lawrence paints fair forms they say, 
Detraction’s far from me, 

But should he ever come this way 
1’ll show him Mrs, G. 


Bishop may compose a song, 
To sing it ask Miss Tee, 

But they must both try pretty long, 
Ere they beat Mrs. G. 

iiss Stephens’ voice is very sweet, 
When warbling up to E; 

But I’d ask all who love a treat, 

«If they’ve heard Mrs. G. 


Some orators your ears have rung, 
You may contented be ; 

But those who’d wish to hear a tongue, 
Should call on Mrs. G. 

Tis true that Keun once made a hit, 
To praise him you are free, 

And Thomas Cribb can box a bit, 
And so can Mrs. G. 


Vestris may make her dancing tell, 
To which I will agree ; 

And Nobie caper pretty well, 
But not like Mrs. G. 

No doubt your wonders fast increase, 
And much you think of me ; 

But let at once your wonder cease, 
I’m spouse to Mrs. G. 


GPRLEL EPP 


CLOSE THINE EYES AND SLEEP SECURE. 
(King Charles I.) 


CLOSE thine eyes and sleep secure, 

Thy soul is safe—thy body sure : 

He that guards thee,—he that keeps, 

Never slumbers—never sleeps. 

A quiet conscience in the breast 

Has only peace—has only rest. 

The music and the mirth of kings 

Are out of tune, unless she sings. 
Then close thine eyes in peace and sleep secure ; 
No sleep so sweet as thine,—no rest so sure. 


PIEOLIP CHR 


THE HUMOURS OF LONDON. 
Air—* Who’s for Calais.””—( Bryant. ) 


Ou! London shall be the grand theme of my story, 
’Tis there we can crown you with smiling delight, 
And while. the gay bosom is panting in glory, 
Fun, fun, is the motto, by day and by night: 
For spree, fun, and jollity always agog, sirs, 
Good humour gives life to the generous soul, 
And while unconcerned through this city we jog, 
sirs, 
We moisten the heart from the sparkling bowl. 


SPOKEN.] What do you think of a glass of 
punch, Alderman Smugface? Why, I likes it very 
well, only it’s apt to make a judy of me. Lord! 
Alderman, you’re tipsy! No, no, you are wrong ; 
I am not tipsy, but I’m blind drunk ; but for all 
that I’m glad to see you. I did think of doubling 

ou, but I couldn’t do it for the life of me, for you 
ook so well, and you grow so fat, that you are 
twice the man you was when you were as thin as 
a whipping-post. Hollo! I beg your pardon for 
shoving against you, but—but who are you? I’m 
a coal-heaver, and if you shove against me, d—me, 
T’lleat you. Bravo! says an Irishman, that man’s 
a good judge of horseflesh ; for if he eats the Alder- 
man, he’ll have meat and drink both together. I 
think you had better go along, says the street- 
keeper. Pies, pies, pies all hot! says the pieman. 
Don’t make such a noise, says the beadle. I will, 
says the bow-wow-man, and I have as much right 
to cry over my pies, as you have to laugh over 


q 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER;, OR. MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


your parish puddings; and although I’m only a 
pieman, mayhap I’ve been as often in the stocks 
as you have—pies, pies! Curse the fellow, I wish 
all his pies were in his throat, and then the fellow 
would have the mortification of poisoning him- 
self. 

So this is the way we can laugh and be merry, 
While singing the humours of gay London town. 


Then for ladies so chatty, so witty, and pretty, 
Oh, where can you find them so handsome as 
here ; 
And if you love eating, pray come to the city, 
For that is a world of the very best cheer: 
For song, toast, and laughter, they’re anxious ana 
ready, 
It is the delight of a citizen’s heart ; : 
Some will drink you four bottles, and yet will be 
steady, 
And swear ’tis too soon from the glee to depart, 


SPOKEN.] Alderman Floundermouth, will you 
eat some salmon? No, upon my soul, I can’t, for 
I’m a poor body at fish; but you may help Mr. 
Shallowpate to a calf’s head. I thank you, bro- 
ther, I’ve plenty of head, but I wants brains. 
Shall I help you out of this tureen, Mr. Deputy ; 
*tis a new present from the old Lord Mayor? 
Bless me, says the Deputy, so it is, and it is su- 
perb. No, no, says the master, I beg your par- 
don, for it is herb soup. Ha, ha, ha! says the un- 
dertaker, that’s a lively pun. 
Deputy, then bury it alive for the good of the 
living. Whose for champaigne? says the surgeon. 
All of us, says Sheriff Rednose; for we’re enemies 
to your protession. No, I am not, says Mr. Phy- 
sic. Then here’s ten to one against you, says the 
churchwarden, for the parson is taking his tithes 
out of that bottle. Move a fowl or a goose this 
way, says the butcher, for I like fair play. Aye, 
do, says the vintner, for birds of a feather will 
flock together ; and there’s the poulterer surround- 
ed by all the geese. Have the kindness to help 
me, says the singer. Will you take goose, sir? 
Goose! no, sir; do you mean to insult an actor, 
sir? No, d—me, if I’ll take goose. You had 
plenty of it last night at the theatre, for all that. 
Drop it, says the tailor, take a wing, and wash 
your foul mouths with a glass of sherry. 

And this is the way we can Jaugh and be 
merry, &c. 
The ninth of November now comes in a hurry, 

And then for a show so expensive and gay ; 
Miss Mumble will grumble, and dress in a flurry, 

Because she would go, and mamma she cries 

* stay :’ 
There’s jostling, squeezing, and teazing so hearty, 

Take care of your pockets ; pray pick up my wig ; 
Here I’m all alone, for the whole of my party 

Have made a retreat, and have bothered my gig. 


SPOKEN.] Sir, will you have the goodness to 
take your hand out of my pocket, for fear it should 
dirt your fingers? Ah, Alderman, how do you do; 
and how is Sir Tunbelly Roundabout? Bless your, 
heart, he’s quite fallen away ; I don’t suppose he 
weighs more than twenty stone at present. Poor 
dear man, says Mrs. Snivell, what a pity he should 
lose any thing ; he’s such a dear bewitching fellow 
for eating turtle. Aye, so he is, says Granny 
Grumpy. Oh, ’pon honour, says Lawyer Latitat, 
there he is. Who is he, zur? says Lubin Lobber. 
He’s a member of parliament. Ha, ha, ha! a 
member of parliament; dang me if I didn’t think 
there were half a dozen of them. Pray, sir, says 
an Irishman, which is the Lord Mayor? That’s 
him—that little man in a big coach. Long life to 
him, says the Gravedigger,; but where’s the Lady 
Mayor. Out awa man! she is at home, and I’m 
going to see her at the ball, with my Neddy, and 


Is it? says the, 


Bi 


-— 





we expect to meet a great many relations there. 


— 


Oh, there’s no fear of that, says the Frenchman ; 
you find Neddies enough when you go to ball de 
dance in von assemble Anglice ; but you look at 
de Frenchman dance and sing, him charm de ladie 
and frighten de men. Dance and sing!—Why, 
d—me, says the sailor, if that isn’t enough to 
frighten anybody; but come along, there’s the 
man in armour going to the ball—the fat alderman 
is going to dance a minuet—the blind duchess has 
come to have a peep—the Spanish ambassador has 
come to cut capers with the city potentates—the 
prime minister is drinking old port and prime 
sherry with Mr. Smash, the tripe-merchant. Thus 
the butcher moves his marrow-bones—the tailor 


_ dances till he has a stitch in the side—the shoe- 


maker sticks to it like wax—the carpenter ham- 
mers away, and the undertaker swears he’s buried 
alive— 

$o this is the way we can laugh and be merry, &c. 


PILE ILIS 


DEAR NANCY, ADIEU. 


TNFURLED were the sails, bearing William afar 
From the shore where his Nancy had lingered in 


view ; 
While the tears for the fate of her generous tar 
From her bosom escaped, as she cried, love, 
adieu ! 
Endeared to the spot by sweet Sympathy’s tie, 


Where last her fond William had vowed to be 


true, 
O’er the ocean’s expanse she would range with her’ 
eye, 
As he waves gently murmured,—dear Nancy, 
adieu ! ; 
Three years have elapsed, and the beach Nancy 
sought, 
As a vessel appeared, with her streamers dis- 
played ; 
Tis my love, she exclaimed, but sad tidings were 
brought, 
Which struck with despair the affectionate 
maid !— 
For who can describe her keen pangs when she 
found 
That her tar, to his country and king ever 
true 


Had fallen, alas! but by victory crowned, 
While the crew, wrapped in grief, sighed— 


«© Brave William, adieu!” 


The portrait from Nancy, which hung from his 


F neck, 
To his messmates he gave, with a heart-rending 
sigh 
Then, raising himself on the blood-streaming 
| » deck 


2 
While softness ineffable beamed from his eye, 
A wish he expressed, that his true love might 
have 
The pledge he received of affection so true ; 
In death he embraced it, then sunk to his grave, 
And his last falt’ring accents breathed, “‘ Nancy, 


adieu !” 


PPPIL IIH 


IT WAS A LORDLING’S DAUGHTER. 
(Shakspeare.) 
It was a lordling’s daughter, the fairest one of 
three, 


That liked of her master as well as well might be, 
Till looking on an Englishman, the fairest eye could 





see, 
Her fancy fell a turning 
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Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love 
did fight, 

Toleave the master loveless, or kill the gallant 
knight ! 

To put in practice either, alas! it was a spite 

Unto the silly damsel 





But one must be refused,—more mickle was the 
pain, 

That nothing could be used to turn them both to 
ain ; 

For, of the two, the trusty knight was wounded 
with disdain! 

Alas! she could not help it. 





Thus Art, with Arms contending, was victor of the 
day, 

Which, by a gift of learning, did bear the maid 
away ; 

Then, lullaby, the learned man has got the lady 
gay! 

For now my song is ended.- 





GPL IOFIIP 


THERE’S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 
(W. J. Mickle.) 


AND are ye sure the news is true? 
And are ye sure he’s weel? 

Is this a time to think o’ wark? 
Make haste, lay by your wheel. 

Is this a time to think 0’ wark, 
When Colin’s at the door? 

Gie me my cloak, I’ll to the quay, 
And see him come ashore. 


For there’s nae luck about the house, 
There’s nae luck at a’; 
There’s little pleasure in the house 
When our gudeman’s awa. 
O gie me down my bigonet, 
My bishop’s satin gown, 
For I maun tell the bailie’s wife 
That Colin’s come to town. 
My Sunday’s shoon they maun gae on, 
My hose o’pearl blue, 
It’s a’ to please my ain gudeman, 
For he’s baith leal and true. 
For there’s nae luck about the house, &c, 


Rise up and mak a clean fire-side, 
Put on the muckle pot; 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jock his Sunday’s coat : 
And mak their shoon as black as slaes, 
Their hose as white as snaw ; 
It’s a’ to please my ain gudeman, 
For he’s been lang awa. 
For there’s nae luck about the house, &c. 


There are twa hens upon the bauk, 
They’ve fed this month and mair 3; 
Mak haste, and thraw their necks about, 
That Colin weel may fare : 
And spread the table neat and clean, 
Gar ilka thing look braw; 
Its a’ for love of my gudeman, 
For he’s been lang awa. 
For there’s nae luck about the house, &c. 


Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech, 
His breath like caller air ; 
His very foot has music in’t 
When he comes up the stair. 
And willI see his face again ? 
And will I hear him speak? 
I’m downright dizzy wi’ the thought, 
In troth, I’m like to greet. 
For there’s nae luck about tne house, &e. 
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The cauld blasts 0’ the winter wind, 
That thirl’d thro’ my heart, 
They’re a’ blawn by, I hae him safe, 
Till death we’ll never part ; 
But what puts parting in my head? 
It may be far awa ; 
The present moment is our ain, 
The neist we never saw. 
For there’s nae luck about the house, &c. 


Since Colin’s weel, I’m weel content, 
I hae nae mair to crave ; 
Could I but live to mak him blest, 
I’m blest aboon the lave : 
And will I see his face again ? 
And will I hear him speak ? 
I’m downright dizzy wi’ the thought, 
In troth, I’m like to greet. 
For there’s nae luck about the house, &c. 


POPP LOL SF 


THERE WERE THREE COOKS IN COLN- 
. BROOK. 


A CATCH. 


THERE were three cooks in Colnbrook, 

And they fell out with our cook, 

And all was for a pudding he took, 
And from the cook of Colnbrook. 


There was swash cook, and slash cook, 

And thou’rt a rogue and knave cook, 

And all was for a pudding he took, 
And from the cook of Colnbrook. 


They all fell upon our cook, 

And mumbled him so that he did look 

As black as the pudding which he took, 
And from the cook of Colnbrook. 


POL EL EFL P 


RATIONAL VANITY. 
(Dibdin. ) 
MAN, poor forked animal, why art thou vain 
Of thy form that so matchless the Deity owns, 
Where beauty, proportion, and symmetry reign, 
Adding grace to distinction, and splendour to 
thrones. 
While, by folly and fashion, this form so di- 
vine 
Is abused, till all figures fantastic it wears, 
Till, worn by diseases, and bloated by wine, 
Men, the Deity’s image, turn monkeys and 
bears. 
A mass of remorse, of reflection, of pain, 
Man, poor forked animal! why art thou vain? 


Art vain of thy mind? still the Deity there ; 
Where virtues angelic their natures impress, 
Pale Anguish to chase, smooth the brow of De- 
Spair, 
And, with Charity’s hand, dry the tear of Dis- 
tress - 
While this generous mind, on beneficence bent, 
Fair Gratitude’s height shall in vain strive to 
climb, 
And those lavished riches, so lib’rally meant, 
Stead of virtue rewarding, shall sanctify crime. 
While Philanthropy gives disappointment to gain, 
Man, poor restless animal! why art thou vain? 


Take the rational mean. If thou’rt proud of thy 
form, 
Let health, given by temperance, glow in thy 
face ; 
Let Simplicity’s hand, as it decks every charm, 
_ To decorum, add neatness, to decency, grace. 
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Then, to temper thy mind, neither tower nor 
stoop, 
Nor with sordidness grovel, nor arrogance ride ; 
Be not niggard nor lavish, a churl, nora dupe, 
But let Prudence the hand of Benevolence 


guide. 

Thus, in form and in heart, shall the Deity 
reign ; 

Thus, reason shall teach, and thus man shall be 
vain, 


PIPE PPL Or 


NONE SHALL BE MARRIED BEFORE ME, 
Air— Llanilos.”--(Wellings. ) 


ALAS! I’m quite out of my teens, 
And still I remain but a lass ; 
I tremble with envy and spleen, 
I tremble to look in the glass. 
Fast my tears trickle down, 
And slow beats my sad heart ; 
I’m with sorrow oppressed, 
And with anguish I smart, 
For Mary is married before me. 


There was Jane, not so handsome as I, 
Nor so young, and I’m sure not so kind, 
She’d a lover,—that girl is so sly, 
And the man must be out of his mind. 
With rage I’m bewildered, 
With anger I burn; 
No pleasure delights, 
At enjoyment I spurn,— 
For Jenny is married before me. 
Oh, Cupid! have pity, I pray, 
And send me a youth I can love; 
If he’s handsome, I ne’er shall say nay, 
And as constant I’ll be as the dove. 
Should he ask me to wed, 
Sure I cannot refrain, 
I’m too tender-hearted 
To keep him in pain,— 
And none shall be married before me. 


SPELL EOF 


WHY—WHAT CAN A POOR MAIDEN DO? 
( Beazley.) 


WERE it not for these men, we should ne’er do 
amiss, 
Nor papas nor mamas disobey ; © 
But, alas! when, with sighs, they demand but a 
kiss— 
Why—what can a poor maiden say ? 
She cries no—then cries husk, 
Then looks down with a blush, « 
While he swears to his vows he’ll be true ; 
And with one by your side, 
Who will not be denied— 
Why—what can a poor maiden do? 


While they guess there’s a heart pleading for them 
within, 
’Tis in vain that our lips say them nay : 
But, alas! if they once are determined to win— 
Why—what can a poor maiden say? 
She cries no—with a blush, 
He persists—she cries hush ;— 
If she fly, still the lovers pursue ; 
Though these men we may fear, 
Yet, without them, oh, dear !— 
Why—what can a poor maiden do? 


ENCOURAGE THE GROWTH OF THE VINE. 
Air—‘* The Emerald Isle.”’—(T. Evans.) 


SOME cry up your mettlesome steeds, 
The lover will talk of his lass, 
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But surely there’s nothing exceeds 
' The pleasures that flow from the glass. 
Where it circulates merrily round, 
Mirth, wit, and good humour preside, 
Man’s ever more sociable found 
With a bottle and friend by his side. 
Here’s success to the sparkling bowl, 
The bumper of excellent wine ; 
May all men, from hence to the Pole, 
Encourage the growth of the vine. 


Old gentlemen tell us it’s wrong 
T’ indulge in the juice of the grape, 
So we, by the aid of a song, 
Let the fumes of the bottle escape. 
Then fill up each glass to the brim, 
Endeavour to honour the host ; 
And, if I’ve permission from him, 
Ill give you these words for a toast— 


Here’s success to the sparkling bowl, &c. 


PPOLIPP? 


THEN A HUNTING WE WILL GO. 


THE dusky night rides down the sky, 
And ushers in the morn, 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntsman winds his horn. 
Then a hunting, &c. 


The wife around her husband throws 
Her arms to make him stay : 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it snows, 
You cannot hunt to-day. 
But a hunting, &c. 


Away they fly, to ’scape the rout, 
Their steeds they soundly switch, 
Some are thrown in, and some thrown out, 
And some thrown in a ditch. 
Yet a hunting, &c. 


Sly renard now like lightning flies, 
And sweeps across the vale ; 
But when the hounds too near him spies 
He drops his bushy tail. 
Then a hunting, &c. 


O’er the wild heath, and o’er each plain, 
He winds his artful way ; 
But yet his cunning is in vain, 
He dies! he dies! huzza! 
When a hunting, &c. 


At night, returning, we rejoice, 
With mirth and true delight : 
We then, with bumpers, raise the voice, 
And pass with joy the night. 
‘ Then a drinking, &c. 


ANXIETY FOR THEE, LOVE. 


(C. Westmacott.) 


ANXIETY for thee, love, 
Has marked my brow with care, 
The heart once blithe and free, love, 
Lives a victim to despair ; 
The pulse a langour feeling, 
The eye bereft of fire, 
O’er all the senses stealing 
One fatal fond desire ; 
Though Fate our persons sever, 
One bright blest thought can free 
My heart from sorrow, ever 
Assured I’m loved by thee. 


Oh, ’tis thy angel-form, love, 
Can all my woes dispel, 

Thy smiles can warm my bosom, love, 
Thy frown—my passing knell ; 

Pale Frenzy quits his seat, love, 
At the music of thy voice, 
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And Hope, illusive cheat, love, 
Bids lovers’ hearts rejoice. 
Though Fate our persons sever, &c. 


GRIP OLP?P 


LIFE’S WEATHER-GAGE. 
(Dibdin. ) 
I’M for Tom Tiller’s golden maxim, 
Who studies life in every stage, 
He’ll tell you plainly, if youax him, | 
Content’s this life’s best weather-gage. 
I own Tom had but little learning, 
Such as your flats pick up at school, 
Yet is he cunning and discerning, 
And, though no conjuror, Tom’s no fool. 


“ A tar cries Tom ’s to peace a stranger, 
<< Fore Fortune’s tempest cuts and drives, 
“< No single moment free from danger,” 
And so does every man that lives ; 
Tn toil and peril he his part takes, 
Stands fire, and hurricane, and shot; 
He has his qualms, his head-aches, heart-aches, 
And where’s the lubber that has not ? 


The gold he gets does good to others, 
Though he at random lets it fly ; 

For, as mankind are all his brothers, 
He keeps it in the family. 

Hair-breadth escapes each hour he weathers, 
No moment can he call his own ; 

And thus are men put to their tethers, 
Up from the cottage to the throne, 


The thing is this, in every station 

We’re born for pleasure and for trouble, 
And, if you strike to each vexation, 

Good Hope’s true cape you’ll never double ; 
But take the good and evil cheerly, 

And sum up creditor and debtor— 
If in this world they use you queerly, 

Be honest, and you’ll find a better. 


LGIFLIPC IP 


LET THE WAITER BRING CLEAN 
GLASSES, 


LET the waiter bring clean glasses, 
With a fresh supply of wine, 
For I see by all your faces 
In my wishes you will join. 


It is not the charms of beauty 
Which I purpose to exclaim, 

We awhile will leave that duty 
For a more prevailing theme. 


To the health I’m now proposing 
Let’s have one full glass at least, 
No one here can think *t imposing-—- 

’Tis the founder of the feast. 


PRE L IPL? 


THE GONDOLIERS’ SONG. 


SOON as the busy day is o’er, 
And evening comes, with pleasant shade, 
We Gondoliers, from shore to shore, 
Merrily ply our jovial trade ; 
And, while the moon shines on the stream, 
And while soft music breathes around, 
The feathering oars return the gleam, 
And dips in concert to the sound. 


Down by some convent’s mould’ring walls, 
Oft we bear the enamoured youth, 
Softly the watchful fair he calls, 
‘Who whispers vows of love and truth. 
And while the moon, &c. 


Oft where the proud Rialto swells, 
With happier pairs we circle round, 


\ 
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Whose secret sighs fond Echo tells, 
Whose murmured vows she bids resound. 
And while the moon, &c. 


Then joys the youth that love concealed, 
___And fearful love must own its sighs ; 
Then smiles the maid to hear revealed 
How more than ever she complies. 
And while the moon, &c, 


LOVE: THOU DEAR DECEIVER. 
(Croly.) 


Love! thou dear deceiver, 
Here, at length, we part; 

From this moment, never 
Shalt thou wring my heart. 

Yet this tear-drop stealing, 
Yet this throb of pain, 

Tell me, past concealing, 
I’m thy slave again. 


List’ning saints befriend me, 
Love! my peace restore, 

Pride! thy spirit lend me, 
All will soon be o’er. 


PI PPP POR 


THE WONDERFUL MAN. 
( Upton.) 
O, WHAT is Munchausen to me? 
T’ll tell you the wonders I’ve seen 
In the air, on the earth, and the sea, 
Where no other mortal has been: 
T once saw an elephant’s trunk 
Knock down both the chapel and steeple! 
I verily thought I should have sunk, 
For it killed both the parson and people! 
Wonderful! wonderful! 0! 


The next was a young alligator, 
I think about twenty weeks old, 
Caught hold of a Dutchman, a skater, 
And into the sea with him roll’d! 
But ere they had been in a minute, 
A wave threw them up, like a spark; , 
And then, as if magic was in it, 
Were both snapt in two by a shark! 
Wonderful! wonderful! 6! 


The next thing was two salamanders, 
That somehow flew out of the fire, 

At the house of a German, in Flanders, 
Or else set me down for a liar. 

Then, while he was stuffing each swallow, 
And treating them both very civil, 

I saw them seize hold of his collar, 
And carry him off to the Devil! 

Singing, wonderful! wonderful! 0! 


* 


Then I saw, in the month of December, 
The ghost of a giant arise! 
His legs were like rocks, I remember, 
And his body rear’d up to the skies! 
The pigs in his belly were scratching ! 
The adders crept under his coat! 
he fowls in his pockets were hatching! 
And the bullocks all jamp’d down his throat! 
O, what a wonderful man! 


OPIP LLLP 


THE PILOT. 


WHEN lightnings pierce the pitchy sky, 
And o’er the ocean’s bosom fly, 

While roaring waves each other whelm, 
The hardy pilot takes the helm. 

He puts to sea, resolved to save, 

Or perish in the briny wave. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 





The signal of distress he hears, 

And to the foundering vessel steers, 

He loudly hails the exhausted crew, 
Who, cheered by him, their toils renew, 
And bless the pilot, come to save, 

Or perish in the briny wave. 


They work the pump with double force, 
He calmly points the helmsman’s course, 
His steady orders all obey, 

And now the vessel on her way, 

Pursues the pilot, bent to save, 

Or perish in the briny wave. 


With anxious care her course they keep, 
She struggling rides the angry deep; 

In smoother water soon she sails, 

The crew huzza, then warmly hails 
The hardy pilot, bent to save, 

Or perish in the briny wave. 


GLIPF IIE 


THE JOLLY COBBLER. 


IN a shop of my own once, I’d very pretty call, 
And my trade was a jolly shoemaker ; 
Though I’m now but a cobbler, and glad to keep 
a stall 
Here, under the shop of a baker. 
His quartern loaf is light— 
His peck loaf’s short of weight; 
Mixing alum with his flour 
Makes his rolls so cursed sour ; 
Of all this I made a song, 
And as good folks passed along : 
To warn them so merrily I’d quaver— 
The baker’s wife being vext, 
Swore I must change my text, 
Or repent of my monstrous bad behaviour. 
My fine song for to mar it, 
She bought a squalling parrot, 
And on bulk o’er my head needs must mount 
her— 
I taught pretty poll to cry, 
To the jury passing by— 
Whew! whew: (whistles) the light bread is 
under the counter. 


Last night, at John O’Grott’s, when he froth’d up 
my ale, 
I taught him how his draught might be quicker ; 
Says I, fill your pots, as I warrant you’ll not fail 
To sell a double quantity of liquor. 
To compass humming beer 
That does my body cheer, 
I touch my neighbour’s cole, 
By leathering of his sole; 
Each side of me they sit, 
Whilst I, in giggish fit, 
Crack high jokes, or sing, The Vicar and 
Moses— 
I with hammer make a rout; 
Thus I draw my elbows out, 
And by accident douce both their noses— 
Their pardon then I beg, 
Thus whip up a leg; 
At a cobbler’s running trade who can match me? 
A customer’s old shoe 
I take, as I now do, 
And try if hopping after can catch me. 


PLIVL PIPES 


LIE STILL, POOR HEART, I PRAY YOU, 
NOW. 


Dibdin.) 
WHEN Winifred’s gone far away, 
Hur’s peevish and hur pouts 
Long, very long, the live long day, 
And then hur clours and clouts, 
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And feels, look you, hur can’t tell how; 
And as hur vents and heaves hur sighs, 
Softly to hur poor heart hur cries,— 

Lie still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 


But when hur skips among hur coats, 
And Shenkin hears hur voice’s notes, 
Sweet voice! on which so much hur doats, 
Again hur feels hur can’t tell how, 
The fluttering fool within her breast 
Is joyful, gay, and also blest, 
And vain hur cries to make it rest, — 
Lie still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 


Tis strange, and it is also odd, 
And ’tis, moreover, sad, 

That Cupid’s such a devilish god 
To drive poor lovers mad ; 

With grief to feel hur can’t tell how, 
?Tis melancholies, and ’tis smart, 
And fain hur whispers to hur heart,— 

Lie still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 


But soon this urchin and this boy, 
That makes fond lovers’ hearts his toy, 
Turns melancholy into joy ; 

And then hur feels hur can’t tell how ; 
Oh! ’tis a palsam to hur smart 
To hold hur to hur fluttering heart, 
And cry, at every peat and start, 

Lie still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 


ae ae ae a 


- MEG O’ THE MILL. 
( Burns.) 
Air—* Oh, bonnie Lass, will you lie ina Barrack.” 


O KEN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten? 
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten? 
She has gotten a coof *.i’ a claut o’ siller, 
And broken the heart o’ the barly miller. 


The miller was strappin’, the miller was ruddy, 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady: 

The laird was a widdiefu’, bleerit, knurl ; 

She’s left the gude fellow and ta’en the churl. 


The miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving, 
The laird did address her wi’ matter mair moving, 
A fine pacing horse, wi’ a clear chained bridle, 

A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 


O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing ; 

And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen ! 
A torcher’s nae word in a true lover’s parle, 
But gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! 


A WOMAN’S FAREWELL. 
(Alaric A. Watts.) 


FARE thee well! ’tis meet we part, 
Since other ties and hopes are thine ; 

Pride, that can nerve the lowest heart, 
Will surely strengthen mine. 

Yes, I will wipe my tears away, 
Repress each struggling sigh ; 

Call back the thoughts thou led’st astray, 
Then lay me down and die! 


Fare thee well!—I’ll not upbraid 
Thy fickleness or falsehood now 3; 
Can the wild taunts of love betrayed 
Repair one broken vow ? 
But if reproach may wake regret, 
In one so false or weak, 
Think what I was, when first we met, 
And read it on my cheek. 


Fare thee well!—on yonder tree 
One leaf is fluttering in the blast, 
Withered and sere,—a type of me,— 
For I shall fade as fast! 
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Whilst many a refuge still hast thou, 
Thy wandering heart to save ‘ 

From the keen pangs that wrong mine now, 
I have but one—the grave. 


GIL LILLE? 


THE MOP-FLOURISHING WIFE. 
(Barton Wilford.) 
Air-— I vow it is a Pity you should bother me to sing.” 


ONCE upon a time there lived, 
Not many miles from town, 
A man who kept his spirits up 
By pouring spirits down : 
And he was loth to leave his house 
Alone, when he was out, 
So took to himself a buxom wife, 
To flourish his mop about. 
To flourish his mop about, , 
So took to himself a buxom wife, 
To flourish his mop about, 
To flourish his mop about. 


But soon he found when he had wed, 
The flame of love grow dim ; 
His wife she learnt to flourish the mop, 
But flourished it most at him. 
Said he to her one day, when she 
Had popp’d it in his face, 
If I were to count’nance this, you’d swear 
The mop was in its place. 
The mop was in its place, &c. 


He went unto a magistrate, 
And straight his story told, 
Who whisper’d, when ’twas done, that he 
Likewise had got a scold. 
And Hodge would find his troubles were, 
Compared with his, but small ; 
For when his worship’s wife was vex’d, 
She at him threw pail and all. 
She at him threw pail and all, &c 


Besides, said he, you must not think 
Your wife unlike the rest, 
For all, alas! their humours have, 
From bad unto the best. 
They all are fond of flourishing, 
But few from that can stop, 
And as your wife don’t flourish from home, 
Why let her flourish your mop. 
Why let her flourish your mop, &c. 


Hodge did not like the sage advice | 
He from his worship got, 
And went to tell his wife to brush, 
As who, like him, would not? 
But while he was away from home, 
His wife she had withdrawn ; 
With mops and brooms and all her love, 
She off with another had gone. 
She off with another had gone, &e. 


Now, gentlemen, I beg you all 
To mark what I’ve to say, 
If you should wed some buxom dame, 
Keep mops and brooms away. 
Let wify use a scrubbing-brush, 
’ But don’t be then in view, 
Lest she should think your face the floor, 
And take to scrubbing you. 
And take to scrubbing you, &c. 


GILLIE 


WITH A HEIGHO! HEIGHO! 
(Prince Hoare. ) 


I’VE loved so many a maiden fair, 
Of names that so much vary, 

\ scarcely know which caus’d my care, 
Or Fanny, Bess, or Mary ; 
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But happy I! for not a thing 
Can meet me so contrary, 
That will not make me think and sing, 
Of Fanny, Bess, or Mary. 
With a heigho! heigho! 
I always was, from boy to man, 
Well pleased to toy with any— 
Now if a lady slap her fan, 
Why—straight I think on Fanny— 
Dear Fanny I remember yet, 
No lass so smart and pretty— 
But if you offer me a bet, 
Why, then I think on Betty. 
With a heigho! heigho ! 
Then Betty she is all my theme, 
So round, so plump, and jolly; 
But if I hear a parrot scream— 
It makes me think on Polly. 
Thus happy I! while scarce a thing, 
Can meet me so contrary, 
That will not make me think and sing 
Of Fanny, Bess, or Mary. 
With a heigho! heigho! 


PPI LC PLO? 


CHARLIE IS MY DARLING. 
( Original Words. ) 
CHORUS. 
O! CHARLIE is my darling, 
My darling, my darling ; 
O! Charlie is my darling, 
The young chevalier. 
*Twas on a Monday morning, 
Right early in the year, 
When Charlie came to our town, 
The young chevalier. 
O! Charlie is my darling, &c. 


As he came marching up the street, 
The pipes play’d loud and clear, 
And a’ the folk came running out 
To meet the chevalier. ; 
O! Charlie is my darling, &c. 
Wi’ Highland bonnets on their heads, 
And claymores bright and clear, 
They came to fight for Scotland’s right, 
And the young chevalier, 
O! Charlie is my darling, &c. 
They’ve left their bonnie Highland hills, 
Their wives and bairnies dear, 
To draw. the sword for Scotland’s lord, 
The young chevalier. 
O! Charlie is my darling, &c. 
O! there were monie beating hearts, 
And monie hopes and fears ; 
And monie were the prayers put up 
For the young chevalier . 
O! Charlie is my darling, &c. 


GROPP OIS 


CHARLIE IS MY DARLING. 
(As altered, and sung in London, Sec. ) 
CHARLIE is my darling, 
My darling—my darling, 
Charlie is my darling, 
The young cavalier. 
*Twas on a Monday morning, 
Right early in the year, 
When first I saw my brave Menteith, 
The young cavalier. 


O Charlie is my darling, &c. 


As he came marching up the brae, 

The pipes play’d loud and clear, 
And a’ the clan came running out, 
, Wo meet the cavalier. 


O Charlie is my darling, &c. 


Wi’ highland bonnet on his head, | 
And claymore long and cleax, 
He came to fight for Scotland’s right © 
My brave cavalier. 
O Charlie is my darling, &c. 


OPIPPEP FOP 


THE JOVIAL SONS OF JOVE, 
(Frome.) 


WHEN Heav’n, to soften human care, 
Bade Pity sympathize with Woe, 

That Sorrow’s child should fortune share, 
Friendship bestow’d on man below, 

Whose balm dispelling ev’ry grief, 

Brought to the aching soul relief ; 

T’ inspire the jest—create the smile, 

Gay Momus reach’d our wave-bound isle, 

Proclaiming loud the thund’rer’s love, 

To bless with mirth the sons of Jove. 


As Bacchus rais’d the gen’rous vine, 

As Vulcan form’d the sparkling bowl, 
Apollo struck the lyre divine, 

And music’s charms inspir’d the soul : 
Through heav’n was heard the sacred sound, 
From heav’n the pleasing notes rebound ; 
When Harmony arriv’d at earth, 

By Wit inspir’d, to Song gave birth, 
And Love his choicest chaplets wove, 
To deck the fav’rite sons of Jove. 


In peals of thunder swell the sound, 
Echo the mandate as it floats, _ 
Louder th’ enchanting theme resound, 

And catch the mirth-inspiring notes. 
Sacred to Harmony and Love, 
Inspir’d by Friendship and by Jove, 
Our bowls with nect’rous vigour flow, 
Our bosoms share the mutual glow ; 
While Mirth, descending from above, 
Hails us the jovial sons of Jove. 


GPPE OEP IG 


MEMBERS OF OUR SOCIETY. 
( Dibdin. ) 


OTHERS with splendour and parade 
Their new-chosen members usher in, 
Flags, banners, noise, cars, cavalca de, 
Spears, halberts, tumult, dirt, and din. 
Members of our society 
Are chosen on a diffrent plan ; 
We bid them welcome with a glee ; 
And swear them o’er the flowing can, 


Free-Masons, with mysterious rites, 
Their new-elected members hail ; 
And talk by signs, and brood whole nights, 
O’er compass, trowel, mop, and "pail. 
Members of our society, &c. 


Members of parliament, in air 
On brawny shoulders lifted high, 
Sit lolling in a great’arm-chair, 
While roaring thousands rend the sky. 
Members of our society, &c. 


To choose Lord Mayor, upon the Thames. 
Squadrons of barges scare the swans ; 
With turf-gallants and country dames 
Are sopped and sous’d with City dons. 
‘Members of our society, &c. 


Courtiers and lords prefer kiss’d hands ; 
Sherifls and aldermen carouse ; 
Doctors harangue,, to gain their bands ; 
Judges and counsellors make bows. 
Members of our society, &c, 


GLE P LISD 
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She filled him out a bumper, just before he left the town, 
And another for herself, so neat and handy, oh! 


THE LANDLADY OF FRANCE; 
OR, LOVE AND DROPS OF BRANDY. 


(G. Colman.) 


A LANDLADY of France, she loved an officer, ’tis 
said, 

And this officer he dearly loved her brandy, oh! 

Sighed she, “ I love this officer, although his nose 
is red 

And his legs are what his regiment call bandy, 
oh!” 


But when the bandy officer was order’d to the coast, 
How she tore her lovely locks that look’d so 
sandy, oh! 
“ Adieu, my soul,” says she; « if you write pray 
pay the post ; 
But, before we part, let’s take a drop of brandy, 


She filled him out a bumper, just before he left 
the town, 
And another for herself, so neat and handy, oh! 
So they kept their spirits up, by their pouring 
spirits down, 
For love is like the cholic, cured with brandy, oh! 


“« Take a bottle on’t,” says she, ‘¢ for you're going 
into camp, 
In your tent you know, m 
dandy, oh!” 
“ You're right,” says he, “ my life! for a tent is 
very damp ; 
And ’tis better, with my tent, to take some 
brandy, oh!” 


love, *twill be the 


LAURETTA WILL EVER BE JOCUND 
AND GAY. 


(Halker.) 


IN Tunis’ fair city, as I have been told— 
Once i bashaw, cruel, ugly, and old; 


And he a young maiden in durance had pent, 

Till she to espouse him would give her consent. 

He placed guards around her, and girt with a wall, 

But she found the means to escape from them all 5 
Singing, fal lal lal la, &c, 


All ye in affliction a moral hence learn, 
Nor think that lost happiness ne’er will return ; 
Oh! yield not your hearts up a prey to despair, 
Tf one day is stormy, the next will be fair. 
Let fortune then menace, and scowl as she may, 
Lauretta will ever be jocund and gay 3 

Singing, fal lal lalla, &c. 


GIOLLP OPO 


ENGLAND, THE ANCHOR AND HOPE OF 
THE WORLD. 


UNDAUNTED in peril and foremost in danger, 
Ever ready the rights of mankind to defend, 
The guard of the weak and support o. the stranger ; 
To oppression a foe, and to freedom a friend. 
Amid the rude scenes of dismay and commotion, 

Since Anarchy first her red banner unfurl’d, 
Still firm as a rock, in her own native ocean, 
Stood England, the Anchor and Hope of the 
world. 


Sweetest spot on the earth, where true honour 
combining 
With justice and truth, gives a strength to the 
whole ; 
Where the rose-bud of beauty, with valour en- 
twining, 
Enlargeth the heart and exalteth the soul. 
O land of my birth! yet shall peace be thy por- 


tion, 
And thy white sails in commerce again be un- 
furl’d ; 
And still shalt thou stand, lovely rock! in the 
ocean, 


The anchor of Europe, the hope of the world. 
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GOOD WINE MAY BE DISGRACED. 


(From Heywood’s ‘* Woman killed with Kind- 
ness.”—1617. ) 


AN honest crew, disposed to be merry, 
Came to a tavern and called for wine 5 
The drawer brought it, smiling like a cherry, 
And told them it was pleasant, neat, and fine. 
Taste it? quoth one: he did; oh, fie! quoth he. 
The wine was good ; now it run’t too near the lee. 


Another sipp’d, to give the wine its due, 
And said unto the rest, it drunk too flat : 
The third said it was old; the fourth, too new. 
Nay, quoth the fifth, the sharpness likes me not. 
Thus, gentlemen, you see how in one hour 
The wine was new, old, flat, sharp, sweet, and 
sour. 


Unto this wine we do allude our play, 
Which some will judge too trivial, some too 
grave 5 
You, as our guests, we entertain to day, 
And bid you welcome to the best we have. 
Excuse us then: good wine may be disgraced, 
When every several mouth hath sundry taste. 


PPP FE PPD 


THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAIN. 
( Upton.) 
THREE lovers I boast, that are handsome and 
smart, 
And each in his way has laid siege to my heart 3 
But when I give up to so bold a reqnest, 
It must be to him that my fancy likes best : 
Now one is a dandy, that doats on himself ; 
And t’other, though pleasing, too fond of the pelf; 
But he that’s most loving, courageous, and free, 
Is the young Irish captain, the husband for me. 
With his rub-a-dub, row-de-dow! 
O the dear creature! 


My mother, now mind, intercedes for the fop ; 

And father, for money, at nothing will stop : 

So one is for this, and the other for that, 

But neither my soldier will deign to look at ; 

And this is the reason, his fortune is small : 

Or, indeed, to speak truly, he has none at all % 

Yet so sweetly he pleads, and so tender is he, 

That the young Irish captain’s the husband for me. 
With his rub-a-dub, row-de-dow, &c. 


When he whisper’d, dear lad, t’other day in my 


ear, 
“* Come, come, let us marry, get married, my 
dear ?”’ 
O! he look’d in my face, and so fond press’d my 
hand, 


That I could not his tender entreaties withstand : 

For the bold son of Mars so well acted his part, 

That he forced me, I own, to surrender my heart. 

And now where he marches I’m likely to be, 

For the young Irish captain’s the husband for me. 
With his rub-a-dub, row-de-dow, &c. 


PPP PL I OSR 


SONGS OF SHEPHERDS IN RUSTICAL 
ROUNDELAYS; 
OR, HALLOO, BOYS, AFTER THE HARE. 


(G. A. Stevens.) 


Sones of shepherds in rustical roundelays, “ 
Formed in fancy and whistled on reeds, 
Sung to solace young nymphs upon holidays, 
Are too unworthy for wonderful deeds. 
Sottish Silenus 
To Phebus, the genius, 
Was sent by Dame Venus a song to prepare, 
In phrase nicely coin’d, 
And verse quite refin’d, 
How the states divine hunted the hare. 
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Stars, quite tired with pastimes Olympicab,, 
Stars and planets which beautiful shone, 
Could no longer endure that men only shall 
Swim in pleasures, and they but look on. 
Round about horned 
Lucina they swarmed, 
__ And her informed how minded they were ; 
Each god and goddess, 
To take human bodies, 
As lords and ladies, to follow the hare. 


Chaste Diana applauded the motion, 
While pale Proserpina, sat in her place, 
To light the welkin and govern the ocean, 
While she conducted her nephews in chase. 
- By her example 
Their father to trample 
The earth, old and ample, they soon leave 
the air, 
Neptune the water, 
And wine Liber Pater, 
And Mars the slaughter, to follow the hare. 


Light god Cupid was mounted on Pegasus, 
Borrow’d of Muses with kisses and pray’rs, 
Strong Alcides, upon cloudy Caucasus, 
Mounts a Centaur, which proudly him bears. 
Postilion of the sky, 
Light-heel’d Mercury, 
Made his courser fly fleet as the air; 
While tuneful Apollo 
The kennel did follow, 
And hoop and halloo, boys, after the hare. 


Drown’d Narcissus, from his metamorphosis, 
Roused by Echo, new manhood did take ; 
Snoring Somnus up started from Cimmeris, 
Before for a thousand years he did not wake. 
There was club-footed 
Mulciber, booted, 
And Pan promoted on Corydon’s mare. 
Proud Pallas pouted, 
Loud Molus shouted, 
And Momus flouted, yet followed the hare. 
Hymen ushers in the lady Astrea, 
The jest took hold of Latona the cold, 
Ceres, the brown, with bright Cytherea, 
Thetis, the wanton, Bellona, the bold. 
Shame-faced Aurora, 
With witty Pandora, . ' 
And Maia with Flora did co 
But Juno was stated 
Too high to he mated, 
Although she hated not hunting the hare. 


Three brown bowls to the Olympical rector, 
The Troy-born boy presents on his knee ; 
Jove to Phebus carouses in nectar, 
And Pheebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me. 
Wherewith infused, 
I piped and I mused 
In language unused their sports to declare . 
Till the house of Jove, 
Like the spheres, did move 
Health to those that love hunting the hare. 


GLEE PL On 


THE ROSE AND THE LILY. 
(Cobb.) 


THE rose and the lily their beauties combining, 
Delight in adorning a form so divine 3 
Such charms to a peasant consignin 
Ah!—must I resign ?— 
Forbid it, ye powers! to Love ’tis a treason ; 
Yet ambition, assuming the semblance of reason, 
Commands me, with scorn, the mean thought 
to decline. 
Wealth and power, what are ye worth, 
To pleasure if you give not birth? 
Rich in ambition’s gilded toys, 
I barter them for real joys. 


pany bear; 


gs 


Ss 
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LARRY CARNEY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


WHEN a man that’s in sarvice is out of employ, 
He’s confin’d to be roving all day ; 
, What he wants he may whistle for; I wish him joy 
Of the meals that wo’n’t come in his way. 


SPOKEN.] O, for a nice pitchfork eel and a cold 
slice of melted butter to it; or a turban and lobster 
sauce; or the lovely beefsteak lining that makes 
the under crust of a pigeon pye! O, don’t men- 
tion it! < There’s a time for all things,’ they say, 
but I know no more about dinner-time than a cat 
does of churning salt-butter. ‘No Songno Supper’ 
is another old saw, but though I sing all day, sor- 
row the taste of supper I get morning, noon, or 
night, 

Which makes me now lament and say, 

( Imitation of the original singer. ) 
‘ May we ne’er want a friend or a bottle to give 
him. 
Like an owl that sits moping I wander about, 
And stand kicking my heels as I go; 
And without a new sarvice shall soon be, no doubt, 
Out of elbows from top to the toe. 


SPOKEN. | 
that isn’t in tatters, and if I keep Lent much lon- 
ger, I’ll be a perfect rag-bag of bones. Tvea 
great mind to travel to London, where they say 
the flint-stones in the street are all gold; and the 
pigs, plum-puddings, and other poultry, run 
about ready dressed, crying, ‘ Cut and come again.’ 
No, I wo’n’t, for though I am out of bread, I know 
on which side it’s buttered; and though London 
may be the place for the * loaves and fishes,’ 

(Imitation of the original singer. ) 
« They’re fishermen all, fishermen all ; 
* Tol de rol lol, fishermen all.’ 


O, Ireland, why from thee did ever I atray! 
While I stop here, ’mid pother and strife, 

I'd better go back; for if here I should stay 
V’ll be Ault all the rest of my life. 


SPOKEN.] I’ve made up my mind at first sight, 
because second thoughts are best. I’ll be married 
to Patty, andif she wo’n’t have me, I’ll die an old 
maid for her sake; though I could return to Kil- 
kenny and wed old Deborah Dogherty, whose first 
husband died the day before they were married, 
and left her a disconsolate widow. 

( Imitations of the original singers. ) 
‘ With a rich. pair of pockets o’erflowing with 
charms, 
‘ And very much in fashion, for she’d very little 
clothes,’ 


_ « The old maid cast a roguish eye 


« At me, says I, O, great Ramchoodra, 
* You love dancing, so do I. 
* Ri tol lol, &c.’ 


GROPLEOPF 


LOCH NA GARR. 


(Byron. ) 

AWAY, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses; 
In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 

Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes, 
Though still they are sacred to freedom and love; 

Yet, Caledonia, belov’d are thy mountains, 
Round their white summits, though elements 

war, 
Though cataracts foam, ’stead of smooth flowing 
fountains, 

' I sigh for the valley of dark Loch Na Garr. 

Ah! there my young footsteps in infancy wander’d, 
My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid, 

On chieftains long perish’d my memory ponder’d, 
As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade ; 


I hav’n’t a whole thread upon me | 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 227 

I sought not my heme till the day’s dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the briBht polar star, 

For fancy was cheer’d by traditional story, 
Disclos’d by the natives of dark Loch Na Garr. 


Shades of the dead! have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night rolling breath of the gale? 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 
And rides on the winds o’er his own highland 
vale. 
Round Loch Na Garr, while the stormy mist 
gathers, 
Winter presides in his cold icy car; 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers, 
They dwel in the tempests of dark Loch na Gar. 


GPP POEL OP 


THE BAY OF BISCAY 0! 
(Cherry. ) 


Loup roared the dreadful thunder ! 
The rain a deluge showers! 
The clouds were rent asunder 
By lightning’s vivid powers! 
The night, both drear and dark, 
Our poor devoted bark, 
Till next day, there she lay, 
In the Bay of Biscay 0! 


Now dashed upon the billow, 
Our op’ning timbers creak ; 
Each fears a wat’ry pillow, 
None stop the dreadful leak! 
To cling to slipp’ry shrouds, 
Each breathless seaman crowds, 
As she lay, till the day, 
In the Bay of Biscay 0! 


At length the wished for morrow 

Broke through the hazy sky ; 
Absorbed in silent sorrow, 
Each heaved the bitter sigh ; 
The dismal wreck to view, 
Struck horror to the crew, 
As she lay, on that day, 
In the Bay of Biscay 0! 


Her yielding timbers sever, 
Her pitchy seams are rent ; 
en Heaven, all-bounteous ever, 
Its boundless mercy sent! 
A sail insight appears, 
We hail her with three cheers! 
Now we sail, with the gale, 
From the Bay of Biscay 0! 


OIL LPI IF 


TONY’S PROVERBS; 
OR, I BE’S DEEP IN LOVE. 
Au—“ My Journey is Love.” —(E. Bell.) 


’TWAS by the woodside, when the nuts they be 
ripe, 
I saw a fair lady, so fine and so gay ; 
Od-dang it! I ne’er was so queer in my life, 
Least her fine muslin dress might be all blown 
away ! 
I twissled my hat,-and I scrattled my pate, 
I would have spoke to her, but cuddent. by 
Jove ; ’ 
I was all of a twitter,—what a terrible state! 
“ure as'the “‘ Devil’s in Lunnun,” I be’s deep in 
love. 


I went to our market, one day, to sell corn, 
And as I stood prizing, and showing ’twas 
good,— : 
Od-zooks! she passed by me, as sharp as a thorn; 
Down dropped my sample of wheat in the 
mud !— 
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I twissled my hat, and I scrattled my pate, 
I would ha’ spoke to her, but cuddent, by 
Jove 5 
I was all of a twitter,—what a terrible state! 
Zure as the “‘ parson get’s fuddled,” 1 be’s deep 
in love. 


I was going one day, to sell eggs atthe Hall, 
In my clean leather breeches, as prim as a 
ike ;— 
I met ew: go lovely, but, zounds! what a fall, 
For I and my eggs all went plump in a dyke! 
I twissled my hat, and I scrattled my pate, 
I would ha’ spoke to her, but cuddent, by 
Jove! 
1 was all over muck,—what a terrible state ! 
Zure as “ dumplings be dumplings,” I be’s deep 
in love. 


’Twas last Lammas fair, when I and old Ralph 
Went to buy a fat oxen, when who should go 
by 
But madam so fine,—turned the ox to a calf, 
For all the show-folks fell a laughing at T° 
I twissled my hat, and I scrattled my pate, 


I would ha’ spoke to her, but cuddent, by 


Jove! 
My pockets were picked,—what a terrible state ! 
/ure as i treacle catch flies,” I be’s deep in 
love 


Go headlong, say many, you'll borrow or beg, 
For since I ha’ seed her, things never go well ; 
Tho’f you ha’ a good razor, “* you can’t shave an 
egg,” 
Is a saying my father will frequently tell. 
So [ll put on my hat, and no more scrat my 
pate, 
Nor shall fine Lunnun girls. my mind ere re- 


move ; 
Pll follow the plough, and patiently wait 
Till our village Dolly accept of my love! 


GLPIL PEFR 


MATCHLESS ARE FREEMASONS’ DEEDS. 
(Johnstone. ) 


UNITE! unite! your voices raise, 

Loud ! loudly sing freemasons’ praise ; 
Spread far.and wide their spotless fame, 
And glory in the sacred name. 


Behold! behold! the upright band, 
In Virtue’s paths go hand in hand ; 
They shun each ill, they do no wrong, 
Strict honour does to them belong. 


How just! how just are all their ways, 
Superior far to mortal praise ; 

Their worth description far exceeds, 
For matchless are freemasons’ deeds. 


Goon! go on! ye just and true, 

Still, still the same bright path pursue ; 
Th’ admiring world shall on you gaze, 
And Friendship’s altar ever blaze. 


Begone! begone! fly, Discord, hence, 
With party-rage and insolence ; 

Sweet Peace shall bless this happy band, 
And Freedom smile throughout the land. 


PPIPIPIIO? 


FAREWELL! I’VE BROKE MY CHAIN AT 
LAST. 


(Croly.) 
FAREWELL! I’ve broke my chain at last, 
‘I stand upon life’s fatal shore * 
The bitterness of death is past, 
Nor love, nor scorn, can wring me more. 


I loved, how deeply loved! Oh, Heaven! 
To thee, to thee the pang is known ; 
Yet, traitor! be thy crime forgiven, 
Mine be the shame, the grief alone! 


The maddening hour when first we met, 
The glance, the smile, the vow you gave: 
The last wild moment haunts me yet! 
I feel they'll haunt me to my grave !— 
Down, wayward heart, no longer heave ; 
Thou, idle tear, no longer flow ; 
And may that Heaven he dared deceive 
Forgive, as I forgive him now. 


Too lovely, oh, too loved, farewell! 
Though parting rends my bosom strings, 
This hour we part !—The grave shall tell 
The thought that to my spirit clings. 
Thou pain, above all other pain! 
Thou joy, all other joys above! 
Again, again I feel thy chain, 
And die thy weeping martyr—Love. 


OPEL IELaF 


JOLTERING GILES, THE MERRY 
CLOWN. 


(‘Dibdin.) 


HARK ! ‘with what glee yon sturdy clown 
Reasons, remarks, and sows 5 
To pain and care alike unknown, 
He whistles as he goes. 
From Nature’s lore to Reason taught, 
He knows not subtle rules, 
Yet ventures oft some pithy thought, 
That might delight the schools. 
“«¢ This ground’s just like the world,” cries he, 
«© And these um zeeds its cares.” 
«© How’s that?” cried one.—‘‘ Wounds! can’ty 
zee ? 
“© Why I be a sowing tares.” 
Taw law rum low, de lo, de lo; 
For drill or broad-cast none do know, 
Better than joltering Giles to sow ; 
Be’t beans, or wheat, or whuts, or rye, 
Or barley, you mun come to I; 
Taw lull drull, lull drull, li; 
Thus joltering Giles, the merry clown, 
Reasons, remarks, and sows; 
To pain and care alike unknown, 
He whistles as he goes. 





One day some dashing sprigs came by, 
Imported neat from town ; 
As they passed on, Giles heard them cry, 
<< T say, let’s quiz the clown.” 
Just as these sparks their fun began, 
An ass was heard to bray, 
EO. < Here fellow, clown, anan; 
<« One at atime, zur, pray.” 
“© We reap the fruit of all that’s sown 
By fellows of your stamp ;”— 
<¢ That’s very likely, zur, I own, 
For I be a sowing hamp.” 
Taw law rum low, &c. 


A friend to all the country round, 
My labours all regale ; 
Twas I the barley put i’ the ground 
That brewed the exciseman’s ale ; 
The wheat I zow with even hand, 
To thousands shall give bread ; 
Why, there’s no king or ’squire o’ the land 
Zo many mouths ha’ fed : 
I zaves their zouls, for aught I know ; 
If how thou’d’st wish to larn, 
The tithe of every grain I zow 
Goes to the parson’s barn. 
Taw law rum low, &c 
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But what, at last, be all my pains ? 
Just like to wheat or rye, 

A man comes forward, counts his gains, 
And holds his head up high ; 

And scarcely full and ripe he’s grown, 
However great he be, 

Death, with his sickle, cuts him down, 
And there’s an end of he! 

Zo, while a body’s here below, 

‘ Clean hands take care to keep ; 

For, zure as death, just as we zow, 

We certainly shall reap. 
Taw law rum low, &c. 


GP PLPEP IF 


THE SPORTSMAN’S EYE, KEEN AND 
READY. 


(Holcroft.) 


THOUGH sweetly reposing, 
The sportsman hates dozing, 
And joins in the song of the lark as he wakes ; 
Pure Nature admiring, 
The fresh breeze inspiring, 
Pursuing his game, blooming health he o’ertakes. 


His eye keen and ready, 
His hand quick and steady, 
He wings the young pheasant, brings down the 
swift hare ; 
His time thus employing, 
No moment is cloying, 
His day spent in pleasure, his night void of care. 


FPEPPPORP 


MR. MULLINS AND MISS WHACK. 


(Cherry. ) 


On Ireland’s ground, seat of true hospitality, 
One Pat Mullins lived till he died—poor man ! 
A martyr he fell to his conviviality, 
And the last thing he grasped was a flowing 
can, 
*Tis the spirit, my dear, 
Of whiskey that’s here, 
Then take Paddy Mullins by the hand ; 
Let my own spirit move 
With the spirit I love, 
And Mullins is at your command. 
Mister Death, Mister Death, at your com- 
mand. 
Sing roughinha, stockinha, roundleum, 
whack, &c. 


Poor Pat left behind him, in Grief’s formality, 
One ugly,small boy, and his name it was 
Jack, 
And he was in love to all dismality, 
With an ugly old maid, called Noreen Whack. 
Och! this pretty brown fair, 
With her sooty black hair, 
Took little Jacky Mullins by the hand : 
~ But how the tolks stared 
When this couple were paired, 
And old Fogherty stroked his band. 
Mr. Mullins touched the priest’s hand. 
Sing roughinha, stockinha, &c. 


Then poor Jacky’s eye (for Nature’s nigg’rallity 
Had stinted poor Mullins, and he had but one) 
Like a gooseberry sparkled; and Nature’s libe- 

ralit 
Stretched his mouth like a horse-shoe; his nose 
it was long. 
But then little Miss Whack 
Had a hump on her back, 


And her joints looped together on slings ; 
For, between you and I, 
She was like a goose-pie, 
All giblets, and gizzards, and wings, 
Miss Whack, all giblets and wings. 
Sing roughinha, stockinha, &c. 


This ugly sweet pair joined in connubiality, 


So nate they agree, like the dog and the cat, 


Yet their quarrels are managed with such mutu- 


ality, 
If she raises her fist, he knocks her down flat. 
Cups, saucers, joint-stools, 
Pots, pans, working-tools, 
Mrs. Mullins whacks at the head of poor Jack. 
So let them fight it out, 
Break an arm, bruise a snout ; 
Good night Mr. Mullins and Miss Whack. 
Sing roughinha, stockinha, &c. 


GPPIFG IPF 


LOVELY ROSE. 
A DUET. 
Air— O Pescator dell’ onda !”—(W. Ball.) 


OF late so brightly glowing, 
Lovely Rose! 
We here beheld thee growing, 
Lovely Rose ! 

Thou seem’dst some angel’s care! 
Summer’s breath was warm around thee, 
Summer’s beam with beauty crown’d thee, 

So sweetly fair ! 


The blast, too rudely blowing,’ 
Lovely Rose! 
Thy tender pride o’erthrowing, 
Lovely Rose ! 
Alas! hath laid thee low! 
Now, amid thy parent bower, 
Envious weeds of evil power 
Unkindly grow! 


No freshening dew of morning, 
Lovely Rose : 
Thy infant buds adorning, 
Lovely Rose ! 
To thee shall day restore! 
Zephyr, soft, that late caressed thee, 
Evening’s smile, that, parting, blest thee, 
Return no more ! 


Thy fragrance, yet undying, 
Lovely Rose . 
Breathes, like Remembrance sighing, 
Lovely Rose! 
O’er Love’s dissolving spell! 
When the heart, too dearly plighted, 
Every hope for ever blighted, 
Bids Love farewell ! 


PIF PIL OFL 


LOOSE EVERY SAIL TO THE BREEZE. 


LOOsE every sail to the breeze, 
The course of my vessel improve ; 
I’ve done with the toils of the seas, 
Ye sailors! I’m bound to my love. 


Since Emma is true as she’s fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind, 
"Tis a pleasing return for my care, 
My mistress is constant and kind. ‘ 


My sails are all fill’d to my dear, 
What tropic-bird swifter can move, 

Who, cruel, shall hold his career, 
That returns to the nest of his love. 
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Hoist every sail to the breeze, 
Come, shipmates, and join in the song ; 
Let’s drink, while our ship cuts the seas, 
To the gale that may drive her along. 


POLIO PPO S 


LIPEY SOLOMONS, THE HONEST JEW 
PEDLER. 


FOLKS tell you a Jew is a rogue, 

For scandal’s the goods vat they sell, 
And slander is now all the vogue, 

Though Christians are rogues too as well. 
A man shou’dn’t flatter himself, ‘ 

But in other’s affairs I’m no meddler, 
And dis I can say for myself, 

I am called honest Lipey, de pedler. 


SPOKEN.] And, shall I tell you how I came to 
puy the pargain of a good name: because I yas 
always upstraight and downright. I asked what I 
took, and I took what I asked ; Inever sold my 
own conscience, nor bought the conscience of ano- 
ther ; I never sold copper for gold, nor pewter for 
silver, and den I can always sing— 


Tol lol, &c. 


Down Threadneedle-street, t’other day, 
I was walking along ’mid my shop, 
When a dandy, from over de way, 
Cried out, “ Lipey Solomons, stop!” 
A customer hoping to gain, 
His commands I politely obeyed, 
For my labour I never think vain 
If I can but get on in my trade. 


SPOKEN. | Vell, I showed him all my jewels, 
my trinkets, my seals, and my vatches. <* And 
vat shall I give you for dis chain ?” says he. “* Two 
shillings 5” says 1. <¢ I vill give you sixpence ;” 
says he. “* Iam an honest Jew, and never take 
a farden less than two bob.” < Honest !” the big 
Togue says; “* I dare say you stole it.” << I dare 
Say you lie;” says I. « T tell you what,” says 
the dandy, “ Vl lie you along in de kennel so 
flat, as if you were a pancake.” < Oh, what a 
cake you are ;” says I.’ To be sure he was to be 
pitted, but dat should be vid the small pox, for I 
left him in the kennel, and I took up my box, and 
I valked away, singing— 


Tol lol, &c. 


It isn’t the cut of the coat 
Dat makes a man honest or rogue, 
And vether his hearts good or not 
Can’t be told by the sound of the brogue, 
For he’s de best man of the two, 
And I don’t care a fig for de other, 
Who, whether he’s Christian or J ew, 
Behave to mankind like a brother. 


SPOKEN.] I'll tell you vat, my friends, I always 
found your over-good kind of people were very bad 
customers ; dey’re like de kettle-drum, all sound 
and emptiness, and dey always takes de magnify- 
ing-glass to spy out their neighbours’ faults, but 
oe in at de big end for their own, and den it’s 
all— 

; Tol lol, &c. 


Ce a a a al 


BLUE-EYED PATTY. 
(Dibdin.) 

SWEET ditties would my Patty sing, — 
Old Chevy Chase, God save the King, 
Fair Rosemy, and Sawny Scot, 
Lilebularo, the Irish rote== 

All these would sing my blue-eyed Patty, 
As with her pail she’d trudge along, 
While still the burthen of her song 

My hammer beat to blue-ey’d Patty. 
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But nipping frosts and chilling rain 
Too soon, alas! choak’d every strain ; 
Too soon, alas! the miry way 
Her wet-shod feet did sore dismay, 

And hoarse was heard my blue-ey’d Patty ; 
While I for very mad did ery , 
Ah! could I but again, said I, 

Hear the sweet voice of blue-ey’d Patty ! 


Love taught me how,—I work’d, I sung, 
My anvil glow’d, my hammer rung, 
°Till I had form’d, from out the fire, 
To bear her feet above the mire, 
An engine for my blue-eyed Patty. 
Again was heard each tuneful close, 
My fair one on the patten rose, 
Which takes its name from blue-ey’d Patty. 


GPIL PISS 


THE WEST-COUNTRY BUMPKIN’S DE- 
SCRIPTION OF A CHURCH AND A 
CHRISTENING. 


(Collins. ) 


JOHN BULL was a bumpkin, born and bred 
At a clodhopping village in Gloucestershire, 
And as for this world, or the world that’s to come, 
For to puzzle his noddle ’twas never the ne’er, 
For he never was known to set foot in a church 
*Till the day he took Dorothy there for a wife, 
And, says John, << by the Lord, I was never be- 
fore 
In a place like a church all the days of my life. 
Tol lol de rol, lol de rol, lol lol lel de rol, tol de 
rol lol de rol, lol de rol lol. 


For there I look’d up, and zeed nine or ten fel- 
lows 
A zinging as loud as their lungs cou’d clink ; 
So, thinking that I was got into an ale-house # 
I look’d up and ax’d,if they’d nothing to drink, 
When up come a man, and he pull’d off my hat, 
And he told me no drink was allow’d in the 


place ; 
So I thought that for zartain he must be the land- 
lord, 
Or else I’d have fetch’d him a punch in the 
face. 


Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Howsomdever, thinks I, I wo’n’t be such a vool 
As to kick up a dust and to frighten the bride ; 
So I went further in, for to look at the place, 
And, zooks! what a comical zight I espy’d ; 
There was men-folk and women-folk penn’d up 
together, 
Like so many wethers and ewes at a fair ; 
Besides a long booby-hutch, built up for holding 
The whole Corporation, Justasses, and mayor. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then up got a little man into a tub, 
And he look’d just as tho’f he’d been roll’d in 
the dirt, 
For you cou’dn’t suppose he cou’d be very clean, 
When he’d got nothing on but a long black shirt, 
Excepting a little white slobbering-bib 
Tuck’d under his chin, and beslitted in two, 
To be perch’d in a tub, and to wear a black shirt, 
I was puzzl’d to think what a piagne he cou’d 
do. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


For, while he did turn up the whites of his eyes, 
And for mercy upon us did heartily pray, 

Another below, that sat in a chest, 
Was mocking of every word he did say ; 

And, when he had fairly tired’n out 
To the very last word,;—to do nothing by halves, 
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’ verily thought he was going to fight’n, 

For he stood 
staves ! 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


But the little man, tho’f he’d a black shirt on, 
Whipp’d over’n another as white as a clout ; 
And then in a twink, with a twist of his fist, 
He sat open the tub, and he let himself out; 
Upon which he took hold of a poor little babe, 
And, as tho’f he had got neither shame nor 
grace, 
He dipp’d his fingers into a trough 
And splash’d the cold water all over his face . 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Odzooks! sure I thought *twas a shameful thing 
To serve a poor babe such a woundy trick ; 
For, tho’f he did squeak like a pig that is stuck, 
They did mind’n no more than a goosemun- 
chick : 
Odsbobs!. and I thought, if the meggot should 
bite, 
And they wanted to make but a child of a man, 
Who cou’d tell but, in turn, such a baby as I, 
May be sous’d in the trough like a sop in a pan. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


So I took to my heels, and I scamper’d away 
Like a lusty fellow, for sure and sure, 
And swore in my guts, if they ever catch’d I 
O’ the in-a-door side of a church any more, 
They should plump me up to the ears in the hog- 
trough, 
Just like a toast in a tankard then, 
And zouse me and zop me, and zop me and zouse 
me, 
A hundred times over and over again. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


POLE OILS 


PORT AND GOOD SHERRY WILL MAKE 
US ALL MERRY. 


THE bards, we’re told, in ancient lore 
All sung of love, in days of yore, 
And touch’d the trembling string : 
Shall we boast of brighter days, 
To love alone devote our lays? 
Oh, no! of wine we'll sing. 


For love, in a minute, 
The devil is in it, 

Will often drive any man mad, 
While port and good sherry, 
Will make us all merry, 

If ever so solid and sad. 


Of thee, oh! Bacchus, god of wine, 
We'll sing, and o’er thy sacred shrine, 
Strew never-fading flowers ; 
Then wilt thou with thy rosy cheeks, 
Turn all our happy days to weeks, 
Our moments into hours. 
For love, in a minute, &c. 


But e’er we from our wine remove, 
In bumpers let us—drink to love 5 
Come put around the glass ; 
And let us with it friendship blend, 
So drink to ev’ry faithful friend, 
And every pretty lass. 
Though love, in a minute, &c. 


PILI L ILLS 


ALL THAT GLITTERS IS NOT GOLD. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


ALL that glitters is not gold, 
Often you have heard that told, 
Many a man his life has sold, 
But lov’d mistress to behold— 


up and call’d for a couple of | Wives may be merry, 
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We'll leave a proof, by that which we shall do, » 

and yet honest too. 

Gilded wood may worms enfold,— 

Were our lover wise or bold, 

Young in limbs, in judgement old,— 

Yet we’d say, “ your suit is cold.” 
We'll leave a proof, &c. 


GFIPLGaL IF 


POOR JOE AND HIS TRUE LOVE FAN. 
Air—* There’s na Luck about the House.” 


- IN Drury-lane, some years ago, 


There liv’d a nice young man, 
His name was Joe, and, you must know, 
His sweetheart’s name was Fan : 
Much he lov’d his pretty Fan, 
And much she loved Joe ; 
He got drunk with another man, 
Vich caused a dismal go. 
Much he lov’d his pretty Fan, &c. 


That ’ere man vat made him drunk, 
He also loved Fan; 
He long’d to press her in his arms, 
So for a press-gang ran. . 
They came and took poor Joe on board ; 
And then came on a shower ; 
Says Joe, “ I’m half seas over, sure, 
Though opposite the Tower.” 
They came and took poor Joe, &e, 


Fan to the Tender vent next day, 
All for to see her lover ; 
She tender-hearted vas, they say— 
And sich a kiss Joe guve her, 
A werry tender scene took place— 
Fan lamented Joey’s fate-— 
‘< Oh, d—n this billing,” cries Sam Chase, 
«« Be off to Billing’s-gate Y” 
A werry tender scene, &c. 
Joey, poor man, was sent to sea— 
A seaman he became, 
The vessel he sail’d in, d’ye see, 
Was called the Mighty Fame. 
He foremast-man at length was made, 
Vas foremost in the fight: | 
Vile fighting for his Fan, “tis said, 
He lost his right fan-light. 
He foremast-man at length, &¢. 
Vhile thus the battle rag’d, poor Joe 
Vas vounded in the leg ; 
His comrades begg’d he’d go below, 
But he vudn’t move a peg. 
The victory gained, the ship set sail, 
It had the prize in tow, 
But ere they Plymouth-Dock had gain’d, 
They’d dockt the leg of Joe. 
The victory gained, the ship, &c. 


Fan his love, she had been true, 
So velcum’d her true love ; 
Though leg and eye were gone, d’ye see, 
Her hand she to him guwve. 
They married were, and they were blest : 
Then may each Englishman, 
Who married is, have such a vife 
As Joey’s true love Fan! 
They married were, and they, &. 


SPOOL OIL 


BACHELOR’S FARE. 


Funny and free are a bachelor’s revelries, 
Cherrily, merrily, passes his life ; 
Nothing knows he of connubial devilries, 
Troublesome children and clamorous wife. 
Free from satiety, care, and anxiety, 
Charms in variety fall to his share 5 
Bacchus’s blisses, and Venus’s kisses, 
This, boys, this is the bachelor’s fare. 
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A wife, like a canister, chattering, clattering, 
Tied to a dog for his torment and dread, 

All bespattering, bumping, and battering, 
Hurries and worries him till he is dead ; 

Old ones are two devils haunted with blue devils, 
Young ones are new devils raising despair, 

Doctors and nurses combining their curses, 
Adieu to full purses and bachelor’s fare. 


Through such folly days, once sweet holidays 
Soon are embitter’d by wrangling and strife : 
Wives turn jolly days to melancholy days, 
All perplexing and vexing one’s life ; 
Children are riotous, maid-servants fly at us, 
Mammy to quiet us growls like a bear : 
Polly is squalling, and Molly is bawling, 
While dad is recalling his bachelor’s fare. 


When they are older grown, then they are bolder 


grown, 
Turning your temper, and spurning your rule: 
Girls, through foolishness, passion or mulishness, 
Parry your wishes and marry a fool. 
Boys will anticipate, lavish, and dissipate, 
All that your busy pate hoarded with care 
Then tell me what jollity, fun, and frivolity, 
Equals in quality bachelor’s fare ? 


GFIPIPLPIPPP? 


HARK! THE HOLLOW Woops 
RESOUNDING. 


A GLEE, 


HARK! the hollow woods resounding, 
Echo to the hunter’s cry, 

Hark! how all the vales resounding, 
To his cheering voice reply ; 

Now so swift o’er hills aspiring, 
He pursues the gay delight, 

Distant woods and plains retiring, 
Seem to vanish from his sight. 


Flying, still and still pursuing, 
See the fox, the hounds, the men, 
Cunning cannot save from ruin, 
Free from refuge, wood, or den : 
Now they kill him, homeward hie them, 
To a jovial night’s repast, 
Thus no sorrow ere comes nigh them, 
Health continues to the last. 


ORPIP FP PF 


‘GAWKEY SHANKS AND MOGGY MUMPS. 


Air—< Giles Scroggin’s Ghost.” —( Male.) 


Poor Gawkey Shanks here born and bred, 

Ri tol, &c. 
He fell in love ears over head, 

Fol de rol, &c. 
With Moggy Mumps, the sweetest maid, 
Who such tricks and pranks poor Gawkey play’d, 
That he, poor soul, went craz’d, tis said, 

Fol de rol, &c. 


She with another went to church, 

Ri tol, &c. 
And left poor Gawkey in the lurch, 

Fol de rol, &c. 
He for a soldier straightway went, 
On blood and murder fully bent, 
All for to hide his discontent. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


When to the battle he did go, 
Ri tol, &c. 
The balls flew thick, the guns roar’d SO, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
Poor Gawkey fought with might and main, 
But soon was number’d with the slain, 
For a bullet whipp’d his head off clean. 
’ Fol de rol, &e. 
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One night when dreadful storms did roar, 

Ri tol, &c. 
And Mog beside her spouse did snore, 

Fol de rol, &c 
A hideous noise assail’d her ears, 
When starting up, top full of fears, 
A sight before her eyes appears. ' 

A terrible sort of a—Fol de rol, &c. 


Poor Gawkey stood beside her bed, 

Ri tol, &c. 
And in his hand he held his head, 

Fol de rol, &c 
Behold! he cried, thou wicked one, 
See what thy parjury has done ; 
Repent, for now thy glass is run. 

Fol de rol, &c. . 


Grim Gawkey seiz’d her by the hair, 

Ri tol, &c. 
She look’d dismay, he grinn’d despair, 

Fol de rol, &c. 
But a dunghill laying by the way, 
He was fore’d to drop her, as they say, 
Where she was found quite dead next day. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


OPFII PLE 


THE HUMOURS OF SATURDAY-NIGHT. 
Air—‘ Songs of Shepherds.” —( Miss Bryant.) 


OH! what mirth and play looks upon Saturday, 
Labour herself must stray, sleeping to rest ; 
For Sunday with eating, no other day beating, 
Besides we’re all willing to show off our best. 
What a sight then at night, 
Butchers’ shops—gas alight— 
Marketing merrily, crowds upon crowds, 
Where are you shoving now, people keep moving 
now, 
Meat looks so tempting too, loads upon loads. 
SPOKEN.] What will you buy, buy, buy ?— 
What will I buy? why I don’t see that you’ve got 
anything to sell.—Yes, here’s some calve’s brains, 


just suit you.—He! he! says a tailor, even that 


suit would want repairing, for the wit don’t fit at 
all.— Give that butcher a blow, says a blacksmith. 
—Lay him flat, says an undertaker.—Put his head 
in Chancery, says a lawyer’s clerk.—If you please, 
sir, Iam going to be married to-morrow, and I 
want a goose.—Here, Tom, this gentleman is 
going to be married, so couple him with a goose, 
and let that woman without the shoes stop for her 
giblets till you truss Lady Longbill’s turkey. So 
Come and buy cheerily, fun and glee merrily, 
These are the humours of Saturday-night. 


Butcher with brawny face, ladies with little grace, 
Prentices, pretty girls, all in a crowd; 
Squalling and bawling now, fighting and brawling 
now, 
While watchmen their rattles are springing 
aloud. 
Cabbage and bacon now, giving and taking now, 
Pots and pans breaking now, all in a row; 
Liquors are running now, nothing but funning now, 
Laughing and cunning oh, this is the go. 


SPOKEN.] What’s the price of this loin, sir?— 
That sirloin is nine-pence a pound, alive last night. 
—Phew! (with disgust ) confound me if I don’t think 


. it’s been alive for this month.—None of your sauce, 


sir; come, keep moving.—I shall, sir, though upon 
my soul I pity you for your present unsettled situa- 
tion.— Pity me, sir, what for ?—Because all your 
property appears in a very moving condition.—Why 
you——what will you buy, ma’am? ( Snuffling wo- 
man) Pray, sir, what’s the price of that sticking- 
piece ?—Upon my word ma’am—how dare you call 
my meat a stinking piece ?—No, no, sir, I said a 





y 
‘ 
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sticking-piece. —Oh, why thruppence, will you 
have it ; now then, come to the pint at once.—La, 
sir, I vishes as how you vouldn’t say that, for my 
moiher has been to the pint nine times since we 
‘came out to-market, and she wo’n’t be able to find 
her way home if you does.—Hold your chops, you 
‘young dog. — Hold my what, sir?—Hold your 
check.—What, sir?—Hold your jaw. For 

Come and buy merrily, &c. 


Singers of ballads now, sellers of salads now, 
Ladies’ caps, gemmen’s hats, all in a heap, 
Praising ’em, raising ’em, soft ones amazing ’em, 
Goods good for nothing, they sell them so cheap. 
To brandy shop in they hop, 
All for a little drop, 
Old women standing there talking away, 
You’d swear they inherit some troublesome spirit, 
While striving to comfort and moisten their clay. 


SPOKEN.] Do you want a spare-rib, sir?—No, 
thank’ee, I’ve got one at home.—Will you have that 
tongue, ma’am?—Why, what do you say, J ackey ? 
—la, vife, ’m sure you doesn’t vant any tongue. 
—Very well, sir, act as you please.—I alvays 
does, sir, ven I’m out of the vay of my vife’s 
fistes.—Oh, I suppose, then, she makes you live 
upon knuckles.—Yes, and werry hard living it is 
too.—Ah, Jack, how do you do, will you come 
and have dinner with us to-morrow.—Why, what 
have you got.—Why, a precious fine one, a great 
breast of mutton with all the fat on, and eight pound 
of baked potatoes, all swimming in it, two bunches 
of greens, and a suety pudding.—Bless me, what 
a rich stomach you must have.—A quartern of old 
Tom, if you please; I like a drop of anything old. 
—Then what do you think of a drop at the Old 
Bailey.—Oh, that’s 

Come along merrily, &c. 


POIPOPP!E 


LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 
( Moore.) 


STILL the question I must parry, 
Still a wayward truant prove ; 

Where I love I must not marry, 
Where I marry cannot love. 


Were she fairest of creation, 
With the least presuming mind ; 
Learned without affectation, 
Not deceitful, yet refined ; 


Wise enough, but never rigid; 
Gay, but not too lightly free ; 

Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid , 
Warm, yet satisfied with me. 


Were she all this ten times over, 
All that heaven to earth allows, 

I should be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spouse. 


Love will never bear enslaving, 
Summer garments suit him best 5 
Bliss itself is not worth having, 
If we’re by compulsion blest. 


SOP LCL IF 


TRIP OVER THE BOGS AND BE FRISKY. 
(E. Knight. ) 


TRIP over the bogs and be frisky, 
Trip, trip, boys, and tipple the whiskey ; 
Sing slip and sing flip, 
Sing flip while you trip, 
For the slip’s *tween the cup and the lip, boys! 
An Irish lad’s a good fellow, 
His heart is the heart that is mellow ; 


His purse is the purse to befriend you, 
His hand is the hand to defend you ; 
Then Erin, dear Erin, I prize thee, 
And he who traduces, belies thee ! 

Sing slip and sing flip, 

Sing flip while you trip, 

For the slip’s tween the cup and the lip, boys: 
Trip over the globe and trip round it, 
For friendship, and say where you found it; 
If England, the hand that it glows Tihs 
Then blessed be the land that it flows in ; 
If Scotland or Wales, the hand—take it 5 
If Ireland, be sure you may shake it , 
So Erin, dear Erin, &c. 


GIPLII LIF 


RODOLPH AND AGNES. 
(Translated from Weber by W. M‘Gregor Logan.) 


BEFORE my eyes beheld him, 
Sleep never was my foe! 

But hand in hand with sorrow 
Love still is wont to go. 

The moon displays her silvery light, 

Oh lovely night ! 

Softly sighs the voice of evening, 
Stealing through yon willow grove, 

While the stars, like guardian spirits, 
Set their nightly watch above. 

Through the dark blue vault of ether, 
Silence roams with soothing power ; 

But a storm o’er yonder mountain, 
Darkly brooding, seems to lour ; 

And along yon forest’s side, 

Clouds of darkness slowly glide. 

Oh what terrors thrill my bosom, 
Where, my Rodolph, dost thou rove? 

Oh, may heaven’s protection shelter 
Him my heart must ever love. 

Earth hath lulled her cares to rest, 
What delays my tardy love; 

Fondly beats my anxious breast, 
Where, my Rodolph, dost thou rove? 

Scarce the night-winds whispered vows, 

Wake a murmur ’mong the boughs ; 

While the widowed nightingale 

Softly tells her piteous tale. 

Hark! hark! a sound I hear in yonder grove! 
Hark! hark! it is his step, it is my love! 
It is—again my heart shall prove 
The bliss that springs from anxious love. 
The moon-beam is shining bright, 
Heaven, does it mock my sight? 
See, flowers around his hat are bound, 
Success my Rodolph’s hopes has crowned. 
Oh, bliss thy Agnes then shall see, 
The victor’s chaplet given, my love, to thee- 

Hope again is waking, 

Lulling in my anxious breast 
Every doubting care to rest. 

Joy once more is o’er me breaking, 
Chasing, with her heavenly light, 
Sorrow’s dark and dreary night. 

Hence then every thought of sorrow, 
Joy shall be my bosom’s guest, 

Hope now whispers that to-morrow 
Sees my fondest wishes blest. 


POPP LIL 


SHANNON’S FLOWERY BANKS. 


IN summer, when the leaves were green, and 
blossoms deck’d each tree, 

Young Teddy then declar’d his love, his artless 
love to me 3 

On Shannon’s flow’ry banks we sat, and there he 
told his tale, 

O, Patty! softest of thy sex' QO, let fond love 
prevail ! 
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Ah, well-a-day, you see me pine in sorrow and 
despair, 

Yet heed me not, then let me die, and end my 
grief and care. ‘ 


Ah, no! dear youth, I softly said, such love de- 
mands my thanks, 

And here I vow eternal truth—on Shannon’s flow’ry 
banks. 


And here we vow’d eternal truth—on Shannon’s 
flow’ry banks, 

And then we gather’d sweetest flow’rs, and play’d 
such artless pranks ; 

But, woe is me! the press-gang came, and fore’d 
my Ted away 

Just when we nam’d next morning fair to be our 
wedding-day. 

«© My love,” he cried, “ they force me hence, 
but still my heart is thine ; 

«* All peace be yours, my gentle Pat, while war 
and toil be mine : 

“« With riches I’ll return to thee.”—I sobb’d out 
words of thanks— 

And then he vow’d eternal truth—on Shannon’s 
flow’ry banks. 


And then we yow’d eternal truth—on Shannon’s 
flow’ry banks, 

And then I saw him sail away, and join the hos- 
tile ranks ; 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, his 
absence sad I mourn’d. 

The. peace was made—the ship came back—but 
Teddy ne’er return’d! 

His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a 
nebler fair— 

My Teddy’s false, and I, forlorn, must die in sad 
despair. 

Ye gentle maidens, see me laid, while you stand 
round in ranks, 

And plant a willow o’er my head—on Shannon’s 
flow’ry banks. 


GPLIFLP OLS 


THE AMOURS OF TOMMY SHORT AND 
TABITHA SMOOTH. 


OR, 91S: VALL” ‘A\) OM. 
(T. Jones.) 


Mister Short, you must know, was a blithe under- 
taker \ 
Who liv’d at the sign of the bright coffin-nail, 
And Miss Tabitha Smooth, a brisk young quaker, 
With sighs and soft words Tommy’s heart did 
assail ; 
She oft heard his hammer, while ’ tending his 
trade, 
And its thump to her ear was sweeter than the 
drum ; 
And, when he ceased hammering, the sly young 
jade 
Would instantly fill up the pause with a hum. 


*Twas one night quite dark, as she pass’d by his 
door, 
She sigh’d out a hwm to his ear pretty strong, 
When he swore that he lov’d her, although he was 
poor, 
And, though he was sHoR’, he would marry 
.. .7ere LONG. 
“« But,” said she, ‘* Mister Short, you’re a ranter, 
4 wplutear, 
** And that would make all my relations look 
glum ;” 
“* But,” said he, “ Ill reform, for your sake, my 
dear ;” 
And instinctively then he sigh’d forth a hum. 
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Now Miss Smooth was a lass that was comely and 
fair 
And she'd love Mr. Short—long as life, too, she 


said ; 
And he oft had been heard both to vow and de- 
clare 
That he hoped she’d be quick—though he work’d 
for the dead. 
Now he liked Miss Smooth, you must know, very 
well, 
And he still hop’d to keep the nail under his 
thumb ; 
He squeez’d her soft hand, all his rapture to tell, 
And discovered his love for his dear in a hwn. 


Tommy Short now turn’d quaker, and married the 
maid, 
Who soon made him @UAKE—not for love—but 
with fear ; 
He led such a life as no dog ever led, 
Till he curs’d all the smooth lengthen’d HUMS of 
his dear ; 
He found her the torment—the plague of his life, 
And he wish’d, from his heart, she had always 
been dumb ; 
For a wife who can’t speak may be a good wife, 
But for GOODNEsSS—he found that his own was. 
all hem. 


GIP LIP? SF 


SMILES AND TEARS. 
(Vandyke. ) 
SOME say that a woman is lovelier far 
When a tear dims her sweet-beaming eye ; 


But no, let mesee it beam forth like a star, 
Rendered bright by the smile that is nigh. 


And yet I confess that their tears have the power 
To mould lovers’ hearts as they choose ; 

For, ah! who could see the poor rose in a shower 
And the shelter of pity refuse. 


GIP LI PI? 


THE CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS. 
Air—“ Bow, wow, wow.” ; 


PLL tell you of sad accidents a long and dismal 
chapter, 

For, if Bad Luck e’er had a form, they to my back 
have strapped her ; 

I never once a wooing went in all my woeful life,. 
sirs, 

Or ten to one but I had got Miss Fortune for a wife ‘ 
sirs. 


Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


When first a child, as I’ve heard say, they never 
used the ladle 

Without they burnt my infant throat, or else up- 
set the cradle ; 

Once, when a boy, on going to school, as gay as 
any fairy, 

While looking up at a large crow I tumbled down 


an area. 
Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Once, at play, my teacher cried, <“ mind what 
you're with that ball about ;” 

So, taking care to strike it low, I knock’d my mas- 
ter’s eye-ball out, 

And, being frightened, tried to find my way out 
by a shorter cut, 

But, running down a flight of steps, I tripp’d inte 
a water-butt. ; 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

Without misfortunes one whole day, I thought Good 
Luck complying, 

And went to bed so light of heart I dreamt that I 
was flying, 
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‘Then up I got, resolved to sing, with angels fair, a | Then, welcome, fair ladies, who honour our home 
mass on high, By the presence of beauty and worth ; 

‘Threw up the window, out I jump’d into a mud- | Welcome, fair ladies, who hither have come 
cart passing by. To inspire us with pleasure and mirth. 

















Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Beneath a scaffold, walking once with Fribble and 
his daughter, 

When, looking up, plump on my head came down 
a hod of mortar ; 

A voice above cried, “ mind below,” to run I tried 
to tell her, 

But, flurried, pushed her in the mud—her father 
down a cellar. 


PLL LL ILD? 


MUSIC’S THE LANGUAGE OF THE BLEST 
ABOVE. 


A GLEE. 


Music’s the language of the blest above ; 
No voice but music’s can express 
The joys that happy souls possess, 
Nor in just raptures tell the wond’rous power of 
love : 
Tis Nature’s dialect, designed 
To charm and to instruct the mind! 


Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Once received a challenge, but shedding blood in 
fear of, 

T turned about to waste my fire, but shot my se- 
cond’s ear off ; 

And, going home, a porter met with heavy load of 
brass-work, 

I slipped my foot and pitched him through a win- 
dow filled with glass-work. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Once, at an inn, not liking fuss, I to my room was 
creeping, } 

But there mistook a chamber-door, and found a 
lady sleeping ; 

And, coming out, her husband met, in state of 
fierce distraction, 

Who banged me well about the head, then brought 
a Crim. Con. action. 


Music’s an universal good ; 
That doth dispense its joys around 
In all the elegance of sound, 
To be by men admired, by angels understood. 


PPP LEILI 


LITTLE TAFFLINE WITH A SILKEN 
; SASH. 


(Prince Hoare.) 


SHOULD e’er the fortune be my lot 
To be made a wealthy bride, 
V’ll glad my parents’ lowly cot, 
All their pleasure and their pride: 
And when I’m drest 
All in my best, 
Like a lady gay, 
T’ll trip away. 
And the lads will say,—‘* dear heart! what a 
flash ! 
Look at little Taffline with a silken sash.” 


Oh! then what pleasure to be seen, 
When the lads at ev’ning meet, 
With silken sash of pink or green, 
Silken roses on my feet. 
How folks will stare, 
As hur goes by: 
«© See, see,”’ they'll cry, 
<¢ Her flaunty air.” 
And the lads will say,—© dear heart! what a 
flash ! 
Look at little Taffline with a silken sash.” 


Oh, oh, oh, &e. 


Once, at a ball, my foot gave way when most I 
thought with grace to jig, 

I, falling, tripped my partner up—pull’d off a 
poor old lady’s wig ; 

Then, sore abashed, away I ran, quite blinded by 
my bitter cares, 

And, slipping off the landing-place, shov’d three 
old dowagers down stairs. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Some thieves one night the parlours robb’d, but 
they could get no higher, 

I, watching, next night, fell asleep, and set the 
house on fire. 

More accidents I could recount, in hopes that you 
would note them, 

But, by mistake, I’ve thrown away the book in 
which I wrote them. 


PIPL ELIF 


OH! DEAR, I AM A JEW. 
Air— Stoney Batter.”—(S. Thomas.) 


Oh, oh, oh, &c. 


OLLI IIGLS 


WELCOME, FAIR LADIES, WHO HONOUR 
OUR HOME. 


(W. H. Main.) 


WELCOME, fair ladies, who honour our home 
By the presence of beauty and worth ; 

Welcome, fair ladies, who hither have come 
To inspire us with pleasure and mirth 5 


For blessed are the moments with cheerfulness 
crowned, 
When Beauty and Harmony join, 
When the eyes of the lovely are beaming around, 
And the air breathes of women and wine. 


On, dear! I am a Jew; 
Every ting I sell, sirs ; 
Seedy coats make new, 
And old hats look quite vell, sirs ; 
Old preeches brush away 
To seem quite good again, sirs 5 
And de peoples even say 
I am a rogue in grain, sirs. 
Too ral loo, &c. 


Through every street in town 
I cry my clothes around, sirs ; 
And oft give half-a-crown 
For vot is vorth a pound, sirs; 
Den taking of it home 
Vot isn’t vorth a stiver, 
I makes its colour bloom, 
For I am areviver! 


For the joys they impart still more exquisite are, 
Every pleasure besides they eclipse, 

The sweetest of songs must be sweeter by far 
When ’tis breathed through a woman’s soft lips. 


Tis the touch of the fair gives the goblet its zest, 
’Tis her glance that outrivals Love’s dart, 
Tis the bright tear of woman that softens the 
breast, 
’Tis her smile that enlivens the heart. 


Too ral loo, &e. 


Sweet Rachael Moss I love, 
And ven two months are over 
A vedding it vill prove, 
And den ve’ll live in clover! 
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De veek our goods ve’ll sell, 
But shaboth how ve’ll dress us, 
Go out and cut a svell,— 
So Lort a mercy pless us! 
Too ralloo, &c. 


GPPOPC PPD? 


THE FLOW OF SOUL. 
(Frome. ) 


LOVE, enchanting source of smiles, 
Come, and be my bosom’s guest ; 

Wine, that ev’ry care beguiles, 
Sooth my trembling heart to rest. 


Jane, my love! come, share my cup, 
Mutual let us sip its treasure ; 
Mere desire may fill it up, 
Mutual love o’erflows the measure. 


Entwined as in your arms I lie, 
Should a lover’s fears alarm, 
Lull them with a murmuring sigh, 
Gently breathing all is calm. 


Thus the nectar’s stream we sip, 
As we drain the rosy bowl; 

As we press the thrilling lip, 
Thus we feel the flow of soul. 


PPI IP PIPL 


I COULD RANGE THE WORLD AROUND 
FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY, 


( Burns.) 


My heart is sair I darena tell, 
My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake 0’ somebody. 
Oh, hon! for somebody! 
Oh, hey! for somebody ! 
I could range the world around 
For the sake o’ somebody. 


Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 
O, sweetly smile on somebody ; 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody ! 
Oh, hon! for somebody ! 
Oh, hey! for somebody! 
I wad do—what wad I not 
For the sake 0’ somebody ? 


PPPPP OPP 


JOHN DARM (GEN D’ARME), 
Air— Nong ton Paw.”—(J. Ogden.) 


JOHN BULL, who went to France of yore, 

Has lately taken one trip more, 

‘To say to Mounseer, «« How d’ye do?” 

And learn to dance and parley woo. 

Returnea—his friends salute him thus: 

‘* Dear Johnny, welcome back to us ; 

We’re glad to greet ye free from harm.” 

*« Indeed!” cries Bull, “ then thank John Darm.” 


** John Darm! who’s he?”?—«« What, don’t you 
know? 

In Paris, John is all the 903 

Like money here, he’s AYES, thing; - 

A demigod—at least a king! 

You cannot fight, you cannot drink, 

Nor have a spree, nor hardly think, 

For fear you should create a charm 

To conjure up the fiend John Darm. 


“* I went one night to see their play, 
But might as well have staid away ; 
To get first in I made a strain, 

(You know our way at Drury-Lane); 
Of English sinews not bereft, 

» knock’d the Mounseers right and left 
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Not dreaming that was any harm, 
Till one and all exclaimed, * John Darm? 


“ Weii armed, John calmly walked me off, 
With many a Mounseer’s gibe and scoff : 
Thinks I, this Darm’s a queerish quiz, 

The fool don’t know what freedom is. 

Next day, a Frenchman, not in luck, 
Bawled after me, ‘ Cot tem! Bif stuk!” 

I knock’d him down—he raised alarm, 
When, in an instant, up comes ¢ Darm!? 


“« For that same freak, John locked me up; 

When freed, I got a cheering cup, 

And anger being devilish dry, 

Took special pains to wet each eye; 

Reeled out of what they cali a caffy, 

In hopes to get a drop of daffy, 

And thinking wine had nerved my arm, 

Roared out, “Vl fight him! Where’s John Darm?” 


“ Whenever called, John answers quick, 
He’s at your elbow, like Old Nick ; 

He seemed to say, ‘ My eyes! (in French) 

‘ My lord Anglay’sa perfect drench,’ 

I stripped—he saw my helpless case, 

And let me fall upon my face; 

To raise me up then lent an arm, 

Says I, ‘ Well, thank ye, friend John Darm. 


“« My anger having vanished quite, 

I saw things in a clearer light, 

And thought John might deserve some praise 
For teaching me the Mounseer’s ways. 

Says I, ‘ To-morrow home I go, 

One Frenchman I’d not leave my foe ; 

John Bull, believe me, meant no harm: 
Let’s part in peace—farewell, John Darm.?”” 


GIPOPPPPD 


THE OLD STORY OVER AGAIN. 
(Kenney. ) 
WHEN I wasa maid, 
Nor of lovers afraid, 
My mother cried, girl, never listen to men. 
Her lectures were long, 
But I thought her quite wrong, 
And said I, mother, who skould I listen to, then? 


Now teaching in turn, 
What I never could learn, 
I find, like my mother, my lesson’s all vain ; 
Men ever deceive, 
Silly maidens believe, 
And still ’tis the old story over again. 


So humbly they woo, 
What can poor maidens do 
But keep them alive when they swear they must die? 
Ah! who can forbear, 
As they weep in despair, 
Their crocodile tears in compassion to dry? 


Yet wedded at last, 
When the honey-moon’s past, 
The lovers forsake us, the husbands remain ; 
Our vanity’s check’d, 
And we ne’er can expect 
They will tell us the old story over again, 


BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 
(Dibdin. ) 

Btow high, blow low, let tempests tear 
The main-mast by the board, 

My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
And love well stor’d, 

Shall brave all danger, scorn all fear, 
The roaring wind, the raging sea, 

In hopes, on shore, to be once more 
Safe moored with thee, 
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Aloft while mountains high we go, 
The whistling winds that scud along, 
And the surge roaring from below 
Shall my signal be to think on thee, 
And this shall be my song: 
Blow high, plow low, &c. 


And on that night, when all the crew 

The memory of their former lives, 
O’er flowing cans of flip, renew, 

And drink their sweethearts and their wives ; 
V’ll heave a sigh and think of thee, 

And as the ship rolls through the sea 
The burthen of my song shall be, / 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 


GFIOLPILSP 


WHILE 0’ER THY CHEEKS. 
(Rannie.) 


WHILE o’er thy cheeks, desponding maid, 
The tear of sorrow hangs so pale, 

Why mov’st thou towards the mournful shade, 
Why stray thy steps to yonder vale? 

Where wrapt in love’s delightful dream, 
We sang beneath the fairy glade, 

While trembling o’er the silver stream, 
The yellow moon-beams form’d a shade. 


Thy lover, at the wonted hour, 

Chides not thy stay with tender haste ; 
His gentle form, in yonder bower, 

Is now to earth’s cold pillow prest ; 
Pale as the flower whose snowy bell 

Hangs weeping near the winding wave, 
He lies in yonder lonely vale— 

He sleeps in yonder dewy grave. 


With tender songs to sooth his shade, 

The Muses throng’d around his bier 5 
On yonder shrine pale Pity bled, 

And Friendship shed her warmest tear; 
And still his fate the tear will move, 

While Virtue lives, his worth to own, 
Whose heart was the abode of love, 

And meek Compassion’s tender throne. 


GPP PPP OP 


WIT’S RAMBLE. 


(Ryan.) 
IN former times, dear Wit was whirled 
“Through azure clouds above, 

To take a trip all round the world, 
And try and find out Love. 

From his light home, as he came forth 
In chariot and a pair, 

Says he, “ ’ll drive towards the north, 
And see if Love be there.” 


But soon the north he left in ire, 
And said, “ those heaps I see 

Of drifted snow would chill Love’s fire, 
And he must withered be; 

Oh! Love his home could never make 
Where ice-drops load the air; 

So to the east a trip I'll take, 
And see if Love be there.” 


But when Wit reached the eastern skies, 
He heard a light voice say, 

<< From this choice spot come all the wise, 
And Love is far away.” 

“« Oh, oh,” says Wit, “ if such a sprite 
Your climate may not share, 

Swift to the west I’ll wing my flight, 
And see if Love be there.” 

In Erin, then, Wit sought the boy, 
And, ina myrtlé-grove, 

On Beauty’s lap, to Wit’s great joy, 
He saw the urchin Love. 


Says Wit, ‘Oh, Beauty, thou’rt blest ; 
Each minute that rolls by 

Would darkling be, did not your guest 
Illume it with his sigh.” 


, Ae ee a 


MARCH TO THE BATTLE FIELD. 
(O’Meara. ) 


MARCH to the battle-field, 
The foe is now before us ; 

Each heart is Freedom’s shield, 
And heaven is shining o’er us! 

The woes and pains, the galling chains, 
That kept our spirit under, 

In proud disdain, we’ve broke again, 
And tore each link asunder! 

March to the battle-field, 
The foe is now before us! 

Each heart is Freedom’s shield, 
And heaven is smiling o’er us! 


Who for his country brave 

Would fly from her invader? 
Who, his base life to save, 

Would, traitor-like, degrade her? 
Our hallowed cause, our home and laws, 

*Gainst tyrant Power sustaining ; 
We'll gain a crown of bright renown, 

Or die, our rights maintaining! 
March to the battle-field, 

The foe is now before us ; 
Each heart is Freedom’s shield, 

And heaven is smiling o’er us! 


PPPGIOOFP 


CARE, THOU CANKER OF OUR JOYS. 
(Dr. Grant.) 


CARE, thou canker of our joys! 
Now thy tyrant reign is o’er; 

Fill the mystic bowl, my boys, 
Join the Bacchanalian roar! 


Seize the victim, plunge him in, 
Let the hated miscreant die ; 
Mirth, and all thy train, come in, 

Banish sorrow, tears, and sigh. 


O’er our merry midnight bowl, 
Oh, how happy shall we be! 

Day was made tor vulgar souls, 
Night, my boys, for you and me! 


GaP L IP a? 


BACHELOR’S FARE; 
OR, BREAD, AND CHEESE, AND KISSES. 
(F. A. Hodson.) 


OnE night my sweetheart came to woo, 
When I was left and lonely, 
He looked so kind and handsome, too, 
{ loved him and him only. 
The village chime told supper time, 
What could I do, dear misses ? 
For, as I live, I’d nought to give, 
But bread, and cheese, and kisses. 
But bread and cheese, &c. 


He asked my hand with sucha grace, 
What woman could refuse him ? 
I think, had you been in my place, 
You’d say ’twas right to choose him ; 
I hung my head, and, simpering, said ,— 
What could I say, dear misses? 
I will be thine, though we should dine 
On bread, and cheese, and kisses. 
On bread and cheese, &c. 
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Next morning, we exchanged our vows, 
I prize his golden present, 

Which seems like magic to disclose 
Each moment something pleasant. 

His cheerful smiles each care beguiles, 
Believe me, dearest misses, 

’Tis bliss to share with him our fare, 
Though bread, and cheese, and kisses. 

Though bread and cheese, &c. 


PILE IO SP 


BRUCE’S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY. 
Air—“ Hey tutti, taati.” —( Burns. ) 
Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled— 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led— 


Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to glorious victorie ! 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour, 

See the front of battle lower! 

See approach proud Edward’s power! 
Edward! chains, and slaverie ' 


Wha will bea traitor knave ? 
Wha will fill a coward’s grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Traitor! coward! turn and flee. 


Wha for Scotland’s king and law 

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw? 

Freeman stand, or freeman fa’— 
Caledonian! on wi’ me! 


By oppression’s woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall, they shall be free! 


Lay the proud usurpers low ! 

Tyrants fall in every foe! 

Liberty’s in every blow! 
Forward—let us do—or die ! 


PFLOCL EOF 


TO MY MESSMATES AT SEA. 
(Cross..) 


BRAVE Oakum, Mainbrace, honest J ack, 
Mat Midships, too, was there, 


~ Who’d the compass box, knew every tack, 


Could hand well, reef and steer ; 
The glasses jingled, mirth went round, 
We trolled a merry glee; 
And while carousing on dry ground, 
To our messmates drank at sea. 


Sal Spriggins, who was there, d’ye mind, 
And she was all my pride, 

Said, while with tears her eyes were blind, 
And we sat side by side ; 


“« Dear Jack,” says she, “ my heart will break, 


When youw’re far off from me.” 
** Lord, Sal,” says I, “ a noggin take, 
To our messmates out at sea.” 


A thousand other toasts we gave, 
With mirth our cabins ring ! 

“« May a Briton never be a slave! 
The navy! George our King!” 

At length, (from toping I ne’er shrunk s) 
It somehow seemed to me, 

I could see plainest when blind drunk, 
To my messmates drink at sea. 


Love of our Isle, my heart commands, 
For Britain’s fame I burn, 

Where native Freedom pipes all hands, 
And steps from stem to stern; _ 

From death or glory I’ll ne’er shrink, 
But douse life’s colours free ; 

Yet while at anchor here, I'll drink 
To my messmates out at sea, 


LORD! WHAT A DEAL 





WITH TEN THOUSAND POUNDS. 
(Romer. ) 


HopGE having bought a lottery share, 
*T'wixt hope and fear a wav’ ring, 
Sends Ralph, his son, to town, to hear 
If fortune has proved fav’ring : 
No sooner he arriv’d in town, 
He hears it’s drawn a prize ! 
He learns ’tis worth ten thousand pounds? 
Home with the news he flies : 
And homeward as he jogs along, 
This is the burden of his song, 
To poverty we’ll bid adieu, 
My heart with joy abounds, 
Lord! what a deal we all may do 
With ten thousand pounds. 


Well pleas’d they hear the welcome NEWS » 
And, cheerful, laugh and sing, 
On future schemes and plans they muse, 
That’s built on fancy’s wing ; 
Miss Betsy says she’ll never more 
The housemaid’s part perform ; 
But gaily ride in coach and four, 
And common people scorn. 
And thinking of a hundred things, 
Miss Betsy to herself thus sings’: 
To poverty we'll bid adieu, &c. 


The mother Says, there’s our son Jack, 
We said should be a sawyer ; 

The lad at cheating’s such a. knack, 
We'll e’en make him a lawyer. 

Of Stephen, oft you know we've said, 
Some butcher'soon should take him, 

A lucky thought’s come in my head, 
A doctor we will make him, 

And thinking of a hundred things, 

Thus to herself she cheerful sings : 

To poverty we'll bid adieu, &c. 


Joe loves good living as his soul, 
And since we’ve got our wish up ; 
Although he’s lazy on the whole, 
He’d make a rare good bishop. 
Thus they their future fortunes trace, 
That’s built upon the prize, 
While joy beams forth in evry face, 
And sparkles in their eyes. 
And thinking of a hundréd things, 
The one, he laughs, another sings, 
But as their joys so freely flow, 
And they kind luck do thank ; 
A friend steps in and lets them know, 
Their ticket’s drawn a blank! 


PLE PL OLL 


WEEP MY LAST FAREWELL. 


(Terry. ) 

YE dear paternal scenes farewell ! 

The home where early fortune smiled! 
No longer there must Lucy dwell, 

Of fortune robbed, from home exiled, 

A wretched orphan child 
Now weeps her last farewell ! 
Farewell! 


Though doom’d to wander far and wide, 
A maiden, friendless, desolate, 
With heaven my innocence to guide, 
I fear not, though I mourn my fate ; 
But all that it ordains await, 
And weep my last farewell! 
Farewell ! 


PIPE LE RP 


WE ALL MAY DO 
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COUNTRY COMMISSIONS TO MY COUSIN 
IN TOWN. 


DEAR Cousin, I write this in haste, 
To beg you will get for mamma 

A pot of best jessamine paste, 
And a pair of shoe-buckles for pa, 

At Exeter-change ;—then just pop 
Into Aldersgate-street for the prints ; 

_ And while you are there you can stop 

For a skein of white worsted at Flint’s. 


Papa wants a new razor strop, 

And mamma wants a Chinchilli muff; 
Little Bobby’s in want of a top, 

And my aunt wants six-pen’orth of snuff: 
Just call in St. Martin’s-le-Grand 

For some goggles for Mary, (who squints } ; 
Get a pound of bees’-wax in the Strand, 

And the skein of white worsted at Flint’s. 


And while you are there you may stop 
For some souchong in Monument-yard 5 
And while you are there you can pop 
Into Mary-le-bone for some lard , 
And while you are there you can call 
For some silk of the latest new tints 
At the mercer’s, not far from Whitehall, 
And remember the worsted at Flint’s. 


And while you are there, *twere as well 
If you’d call in Whitechapel, to see 
For the needles ; and then in Pall-mall, 

For some lavender-water for me : 
And while you are there you can go 

To Wapping, to old Mr. Chint’s ; 
But all this you may easily do 

When you get the white worsted at Flint’s. 
I send, im this parcel, from Bet, 

An old spelling-book to be bound, 
A cornelian broach to be set, 

And some razors of pa’s to be ground. 
O dear, what a memory have [! 

Notwithstanding all Deborah’s hints, 
I’ve forgotten to tell you to buy 

A skein of white worsted from Flint’s. 


GPLOL LLL 


YOUR FROWNS, TOO SURE, WOULD 
BREAK MY SINKING HEART. 


SrncE then I’m doom’d this sad reverse to prove, 
To quit each object of my infant care ; 
Torn from an honour’d parent’s tender love, 
_ And driven the keenest storms of fate to bear: 
Ah! but forgive me, pitied let me part, 
Your frowns, too sure, would break my sinking 
heart. 


Where’er I go, whate’er my lowly state, 
Yet grateful mem’ry still shall linger here 5 
And when, perhaps, you’re musing o’er my fate, 
You still may greet me with a tender tear: 
Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part, 
ieee frowns, too sure, would break my sinking 
eart. 


D ee 


WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI’ 
AN AULD MAN? 


(Burns. ) 


WHAT can a young lassie, what shall a young 
lassie, e 
What can a young lassie do wi’ an auld man? 
Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an’ lan’! 
Bad luck on the pennie, &c. 
He’s always compleenin’ frae mornin’ to e’enin’, 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang ; 
He’s doylt and he’s dozin’, his blude it is frozen, 
O, dreary’s the night wi’ a crazy auld man ! 
He’s doylt and he’s dozin’, &c. 
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He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers, 
I never can please him, do a’ that I can; 
He’s peevish and jealous of a’ the young fellows, 
O, dool on the day I met wi’ an auld man: 
He’s peevish and jealous, &c. 













My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 
V’ll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 
Vl cross him, and wrack him, until I heart-break 
him, 
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 
(ll cross him, and wrack him, &c. 


IOP LIAISH 


TIS A FOLLY TO TALK OF LIFE’S 
TROUBLES. 


Air—© Away with this pouting and Sadness. 


"Tis a folly to talk of life’s troubles, 
There are always two sides of the way, 

And if one is in shade, the chance doubles 
That t’other is cheerful and gay. 

We know it looks sad to be sighing, 
Yet there’s good in it Wisdom decides, 

For the man, who with grief thimks he’s dying, 
With laughter will ne’er crack his sides. 


To be without hands, though no blessing, 
Has some good, as economy proves, 

For, though awkward we find it when dressing, 
We can ne’er be in want of new gloves ; 

The man without legs, though queer talking, 
Will ne’er break his shins it is plain ; 

And the man who’s no feet to go walking 
Wo’n’t be troubled with chilblains again. 


If a man all his teeth chance to lack, 
He is sure they can give him no pain 
And if a man has no coat to his back, 
Why, he’s sure it wo’n’t spoil in the rain. 
If a man has no money to mind 
He may save the expense of a purse; 
And if a man’s perfectly blind, 
Why, he’s sure his sight cannot grow worse. 


If a man’s but one shirt at the most 

He’s no trouble to think which he'll use 
And if he’s as deaf as a post, 

Why, he’ll never hear unwelcome news. 
If light-headed, why still you’re all right, 

For there’s comfort to think it an’t madness ; 
And if a man’s drunk day and night, 

Why, it’s clear he can’t feel sober sadness. 


If but little your own you can call, 
__ It’s quite certain much you cannot pay, 
And if you’ve got nothing at all, 
Why, you’re sure they can’t take it away. 
Strange stories may find few upholders, 
But one thing you'll grant which is that 
If a man has no head on his shoulders, 
He’ll ne’er know the want of a hat. 


SALLE 


THE DEVIL TAKE HIM WHO WOULD 
OFFER HER HARM. 


(Colman. ) 


A FOND husband will, after a conjugal strife, 
Kiss, forgive ,weep, and fall on the neck of his wife, 
But Abomelique’s wife other conduct may dread, 
When he falls on her neck, ’tis to cut off her head. 


How many there are, when a wife plays the fool, 
Will argue the point with her, calmly and cool ; 
The bashaw, who don’t relish debates of this sort, 
Cuts the woman, as well as the argument, short. 


But, whatever her errors, ’tis mighty nnfair 

To cut off her head, just as if *twere all hair; 

For this truth is maintained by philosophers still, 

That the hair grows again, but the head never 
will. 
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And, among all the basest, sure he is most base, 

Who can view, then demolish a woman’s sweet 
face! 

Her smiles might the malice of devils disarm, 

And the the devil take him who would offer her 
harm. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


GRIF EP CPF 


HUSH! ’TWAS BUT A SOUVENIR. 
( Beazley.) 


WE know these troubadours, 
Who think themselves so wise ; 
They are too faithless wooers 
Assuming this disguise, 
Their persons to endear, ‘ 
Ah! once they used such arts ; 
By way of souvenir, 
We gave to them our hearts, 
Hush! ’twas but a souvenir ; 
Not a word—that you’ve heard 
Us confess—tenderness ; 
For these men—now and then 
May be near; 
For these men—now and then 
Overhear. 
Hush! ’twas but a souvenir, &c. 


These swains they laid a snare, 
To catch us both they thought ; 
But, ah! for want of care, 
In their own trap were caught, 
They fled and wandered here, 
Forgetful of each vow, 
By way of souvenir, 
We’d punish them just now. 
Hush! ’tis but a souvenir, &c. 


PELE CPID 


THE MISERIES OF A QUALITY 
FOOTMAN. 


(Lawler. ) 


A FOOTMAN, so dapper, 
With a well-powdered napper, 
Quite brim-full of pride and frivolity, 
What service I’ve seen, i 
When footman I’ve been 
To a lady of rank and quality. 


Twenty heads, fifty hands, 
To obey her commands, 
I should need, for they came in a swarm, 
And T once was disgraced, 
Cause two words were misplaced 
In a message as long as my arm. 


SPOKEN, ad libitum.] It was from Lady Howd’ye 
to my Lady Allnight, and ran thus :—Make my 
compliments to her ladyship, tell her that a certain 
person that I know has been speaking to a certain 
person that she knows on a particular subject that 
we both know, concerning a private affair of Lady 
Betty’s that all the world knows. So, as I said 
before, for misplacing a syllable or two, I lost my 
place. 

Such service I’ve seen, 
When footman I’ve been 
To a lady of rank and quality. 


With cards, visit, and rout, 
Dining home, dining out, 
Lap-dogs and beaux all frivolity : 
I was never at rest— 
So the footman is blest 
Of alady of rank and quality. 


Twenty jobs at a time 
I found wouldn’t chime : 
I was just like a slave at his oar: 
So, of comfort bereft, 
Ladies’ service I’ve left, 
And IT ne’er mean to take to it more. 
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SPOKEN, ad libitum.] One morning, said my 
mistress, ‘ Martin, bring in breakfast, afterwards, 
attend the young ladies in Hyde-Park—you have 
only fifty cards to deliver this morning, so you can 
step to the library, for Miss Flimsey’s new nove, 
and look in at Birenall’s for Mr. Humstrum, our mu- 
sic master’s new sonata—run to the Morning Post, 
and bespeak two columns and a half formy rout on 
Thursday—then call for the puffs at the pastry- 
cook’s—take a front box at the theatre. When the 
play is over, I shall go to Lady Dasher’s rout, and 
finish the evening at the Honourable Mrs. Chea- 
um’s card party. 


Thank heaven, ’tis o’er, 
I’ll be footman no more 
To a lady of rank and quality. 


PLP IELPLOPP 


HAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD 
FRAMED. 


(Sheridan. ) 


HAD I a heart for falsehood framed, 
I ne’er could injure you; 

For though your tongue no promise claimed, 
Your charms would make me true ; 

To you no soul shall bear deceit, 
No stranger offer wrong, 

But friends in all the aged you’!] meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have blest 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aspiring passion rest, 
And act a brother’s part ; 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to suffer wrong, 

For friends in all the aged you’ll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


GPO CP OEPP 


GENTLE LOVE SHALL BE OUR SONG. 
(E. M.) . 


FAIREST maiden, ope thine eyes, 
From thy bed of down arise ; 

See, thy lover here doth wait, 

As the dove expects its mate ; 

Come, together let us rove 

Through yon silent, peaceful, grove; 
Thither, as we stray along, 

Gentle love shall be our song. 


Wake, my ever-charming fair, 

To yon bower let’s repair, 

Or to yonder limpid brook, 

That I on thy charms may look ; 

Else, *neath yonder spreading yew, 

All thy graces I will view; 

Whilst genial pleasures round us throng 
Gentle love shall be our song. 


Through the clouds the moon doth break, 
Maiden, rise, its joys partake ; 

Maiden, by yon moon I swear 

I will ever love thee dear ; 

By yon twinkling stars that shine, 

I swear that Iam wholly thine ; 

Come, dearest, as we stray along, 
Gentle love shall be our song. 


Then, maiden, from thy couch arise, 
Cheer thine ardent lover’s eyes, 

At thy window, sweet, appear, 

See thy faithful lover here ; 

Dearest maiden, from above, 

Charm me with thy looks of love, 
Whilst your ever syren tongue 
Whispers, gentle love, our song, 


CPL ILIOP 
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With her flames and darts, and apple-tarts, her ices, trifles, cherry-brandy, 
O, she knew not which to choose, for she thought them both the dandy. 
ee 


MISS PATTY PUFF AND HER TWO 
SWEETHEARTS ; 
OR, THE DUEL A-LA-MODE. 
Air—“ The Bold Dragoon.””—(C. Dibdin. ) 
THERE was a gay man-milliner, his name was 
Timmy Twist, 
And at making caps and bonnets he’d a mighty 
pretty fist ; 
With his snips and shreds, and fitting heads, his 
gauze, and gimp, long thread, and needle, 
O, he loved a pastry-cook, and he thought her 
heart to wheedle! 
Whack falare, bow, wow, wow. 


There was a spruce shoe-maker, a dabster at an 


aul, 

They called him Billy Boot, and he kept a pretty 
stall ; 

With his last, and shoe, and lapstone, too, his wax- 
end, grinding-strap, aad hammer, 

O, he loved this pastry-cook, too, and told her 
many a crammer. 

Whack falare, &c. 


Miss Patty Puff, thus loved by both, and loving 
both, they say, 

Was like the donkey in the tale, between two stacks 
of hay; 

With her flames and darts, and apple-tarts, her 
ices, trifles, cherry-brandy ; 

O, she knew not which to choose, for she thought 
them both the dandy! 

Whack falare, &c. 

The rivals fought—their seconds charged their pis- 
tols for attacks, 

Timmy Twist’s with cotton-balls, and Billy Boot’s 
with cobbler’s wax ; 

With their jeers and jokes, a funny hoax, their 
powder, priming, and their paces, 

Though they’d courage in their hearts, they’d dish- 
clouts in their faces. 


Whack falare, &c. 
16 





The seconds signal gave to fire, when Timmy 
swooned away, 


And Billy, not observing it, ran off without de. 


ay, 
With his paste, and pegs, and nimble legs, while 
both the seconds laugh and hoot him ; 
O, he stuck fust in a hedge, and roared lest Tim 
should come and shoot him. 
Whack falare, &c. 


Now all ye modern heroes, who’d 
from fright, 

Be sure to tell the constables when challenges you 
write ; 

With your guns, and swords, and great big words, 
that off weak stomachs come so clever, 

O, they'll bind you to the peace, and you may brag 
as much as ever. 


your credit save 


Whack falare, &c. 


CP IL LEIP L 


OH, YES, DEAR LOVE, SO TENDERLY. 


OH, yes, dear love, so tenderly, 
So blindly I adore thee, 

Dominion, wealth, fame, victory, 
Fade, worthless, all before thee. 


Though other beauties swell my train, 
With languid eyes I view them ; 
All former joys have fled—in vain 
I study to renew them. 


Time was, the charms of pomp and power 
Ambition’s thirst, would seize me ; 
‘Time was, the battle’s thrilling hour, 
And Victory’s wreaths could please me. 
But, oh! dear love, so tenderly— 
So blindly I adore thee ; 
Dominion, wealth, fame, victory, 
Fade, worthless, now before thee 


a 
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LEN AND SALLY. 
(Upton. ) 
THE waves were hushed, the sky serene, 
When sailing on the main, 
Ben, from the maintop, viewed the scene, 
And sung, in tender strain ;— 
«* Dear Sall, this picture round my neck, 
Which bears thy likeness true, 
Shall e’er my faithful bosom deck, 
Which throbs for only you. 


The night was still, when last on shore 
We took a parting kiss, 

And warm the vows each other swore 
To meet again in bliss : 

A token then my Sally gave, 
Tis this, which now I view, 

And in my heart shall ever live, 
Which throbs for only you. 


Sweet Sall, wherever you may rove, 
Think, kindly think, on me, 

And this dear semblance of my love 
Shall prove I doat on thee: 

Wherever bound, by night or day, 
Still, as the needle true, 

My beating heart shall never stray, 
Which throbs for only you.” 


GIP IPILL EPL 


JE NE SCAI QUOT! 
(Dimond. ) 


GIVE me the dear little creatures, 
Be they brown, freckled, or fair, 
It isn’t the form or the features 
That alone give of beauty the air. 
Only let the eye speak, 
Smiles dimple the cheek, 
And the tongue prattle good humour’s law, 
A manner bewitching, 
And softness enriching, 
O! beauty is—Je ne scai quoi! 


When young, I was ever gallanting, 
Girls simpered wherever I came, 
Coquetting, and ogling, and flaunting, 
To trap me was ever their aim ; 

But amaxim with me 
Was still to be free, 
For married folks oft clapper claw, 
Sweetly courtship is carried, 
But when they are married, 
They fight for the Je ne seai quoi! 


But bachelors, most people scold ’em, 
For women are sweet’ners of life, 
And as happy I can’t live without ’em, 
T’ve a month’s mind to get mea wife ; 
But, though silvered my head, 
If ever I wed, 
I'll have a tit-bit by the law ; 
But if I’ve a chicken, 
Wo’n’t foxes come picking ? 
And I feel very—Je ne scai quoi ! 


GLLPLPP EER 


HUSHED BE YOUR CARES IN SLEEP. 


Air—¢ Is there a Heart that never loved.” 
(Miss Cole. ) 


Sort downy sleep! oh, sooth the soul 
That prays to thee for rest! 

And whisper other nymphs have charms 
To make a lover blest! 

Oh! may they never dream of love, 
When doomed to hope in vain; 

But let the mind soar far above, 
And treat it with disdain, 


But least some tender thought should rise 
For her you did adore, 

And, in a fancied agony, 
You still might suffer more! 

Ah! sink in ease your restless frame, 
While silent moments creep ; 

And, undisturbed with anxious dream, 
Hushed be your cares in sleep! 


PLILG LIP 


THE JOYS OF DRINKING. 
(Hudson. ) 


OH, the joys of drinking! 
When the sparkling glass 

Makes us bid farewell to thinking, 
And proves each man an ass. 

’Tis pleasure calls—the sparkling wine 
Invites us to partake. 

See mirth and jollity combine, 
And laughter makes us shake. 


SPOKEN. | Gentlemen, charge your glasses; 
‘ The King.’—I say, Tom, did J tell you what an 
excellent thing I said at our Punch-Club ?—No.— 
Pll tell you; I did not go till late, but that’s not 
to the purpose.— No}; nor nothing else you say can 
be to the purpose.—Nay, I’ll convince you; when 
Ientered the room, I heard the President say, 
‘ Charge your glasses. Now observe—the Presi- 
dent, when they were all filled, called the land- 
lord; ‘ Come, landlord, charge your glass.’—1 
directly replied—now mark—‘ Mr. President, I 
dare say the landlord will charge enough for the 
liquor, without charging the glass!’"—Now, what 
d’ye think? Wasn’t it an excellent thing?—Why, 
it was pretty well for you.—Come, gents, in the 
corner, I can’t think how you can sit there, talk, 
talk, talk, as you do; for my part, I love peace 
and quietness, and hate a talkative man. Now I 
never say a word to any one; all my friends say 
what a quietman I am. It is a wonder to get 
more than yes or no from me. I never open my 
mouth without occasion, and to convince you of it, 
T’1l tell poe story :—You must know there was— 
Silence '—Sir, I was only observing what a very 
quiet man I am, sir.—Silence!— Song from the 
President.—Gentlemen, I can’t sing, but ’ll try, 
hem, hem— 


Old wine and young women are all my delight, 

So Pll drink and I’ll kiss all the day and the night ; 

To life one and t’other they give such a zest, 

I scarcely can tell you which ’tis I love best. 

Without them I could not be happy a day, 

But with wine I’m content when my fair one’s 
away 3 

So push round the glasses all you who incline, 

And drink to my toast, here’s young women, old 
wine. 


SPOKEN.] Bravo! very good! excellent! This 
is the feast of reason in a flowing bowl, (as the 
poet says,) *tis an excellent toast.—Here’s old 
women and young wine!—Ha, ha, ha.—l say, 
Bill, there’s nothing like drinking, d—me, for 
making a man sleep, d—me, only it makes us 
queer and drowsy in the morning, d—me.—I say, 
how did you feel this morning?—O, middling; a 
cursed bad head-ache, and very queer, or else I 
was as well as ever I was in my life.—Ah, I thought 
so, d—me.—Well, Bob, was you late last night? 
—No; I was early; for I did not go home till nine 
this morning. I thought it was a pity to disturb 
my dear wife, as I was so comfortable; you must 
know I like rational conversation, and there’s 
nothing rational in my wife, for she will have all 
the talk to herself.—Come, Mr. President, I’ll give 
you a toast. Here’s ‘may the evening’s amuse- 
ment bear the morning’s reflection.’ 
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So push round the glasses, 
Away with dull thinking ; 

There’s nothing surpasses 
The pleasures of drinking. 


Now higher mounts the liquor, reflection flies away, 

The glass goes round the quicker, and every heart 

is gay, 

Sweet harmony is banished far, and with it all 

true joys; 

See peace and quiet turned to war, and mirth sup- 

plied by noise. 

SPOKEN, drunk.| Well, it does not signify talk- 
ing, there’s nothing like a pretty girl—I wonder 
how you can take such pleasure in drinking as you 
do: ’tis a shocking bad habit. I love a pretty 
girl, and I’ll give you a song to convince yon of 
it.—Silence for a volunteer song.—Must be good 
as ’tis a volunteer. 

Farewell to the bottle and glass, to thy arms, 

My beautiful Mary, I flee; 

-For wine, so delicious, no longer has charms 

Sufficient to keep me from thee. 

Bacchanalians jolly potations may take, 

From them to thy arms will I rove; 

And I only will live—only breathe for thy sake— 
Only drink from thy eyes draughts of love. 
SPOKEN.| Bravo! good! good: thank’e, sir.— 

Well, I’ll take another glass, though I can’t bear 

drinking.—Mr. Brains, will you give us a toast.?— 

Sir, I’ll give ‘ Inconceivable conceptions.’—Expla- 

-nation—explanation.—Gentlemen, I can’t give an 
explanation, because I don’t know what it is, but 

I know ’tis a good thing.—Nonsense.— Sir, ’tis not 

nonsense’; I heard it given by a very clever fellow, 

and if it was not a good thing he would not give 
it.—Mr. Brains, I did think you had some head- 

piece, but, by the powers, you are so complete a 

puppy that I don’t know whether you are a calf or 

a bore.—Sir, I'll not be insulted.—Now, Tom, are 

you ready ?—Aye, come, let’s be off.—Now for half 

an hour’s cruise.—‘ Half past two o’clock, and a 

cloudy morning.’—Now, Tom, I'll lay a bottle I 

kick his lanthorn ten yards out of his hand.—Done, 

you don’t.—Here goes.—Och! what the devil are 
youat? Och! isthat what youmean? I’ve got you 
fast, and you shall go to the watch-house.—To the 
_watch-house? aye, so I will; for I have not seen 
the inside of one this month.—Halloo! open the 
door.—Walk in, wid ye.—Hem, hem.—Well, what 
ha’ you been after?—May it please ye, I was 
walking along quietly and peaceably, crying the 
hour, when that gentleman came behind ‘me, and 
kicked my lanthorn clane out of my fist.—Well, 
sir, what have ye got to say to this charge ?—What 
have I got to say? why, he insulted me.—Insulted 
him! och, by St. Patrick, I did not say nothing 
to him at all, at all.—Sir, how did he insuit you? 
—What business had he to cry the hour while I 
was passing ?— Och, if that’s your fun, what busi- 
“ness had you io go by while I was crying the hour? 
—Well, sir, what have you to say to this?— 
( Hiccup. )—Who are you? What’s your name ?— 
( Hiccup. )—What do you follow?—( Hiccup. )— 
Sir, if the watchman would kick his lanthorn 
against my toe, how the devil could I help it?— 
Sir, I can prove it, that he kicked it; and can 
bring one witness that saw him do it.—And I can 
bring twenty witnesses who did not see me do it.— 
( Hiccup. )—Oh, oh, this is a plain case—’tis a 
mistake ; but as there really is a small hole through 
the lanthorn, you must give me a pound-note to 
cover over it, and I dare say the hole will not be 
seen; but, before you go, we'll have a drop of 
grog.—Well, Tom, what say you?—I’ve no objec- 
tion,—I’m a trump, d—me,—and, though we’re 
in a watch-house, I'll sing, 

So push round the glasses, &c. 
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WHEN FROM THE BOUGHS THE NIGHT- 
INGALE’S HIGH NOTE IS HEARD. 


( Byron.) 
IT is the hour when from the boughs 
The Nightingale’s high note is heard, 
It is the hour when lovers’ vows 
Sound sweet in every whispered word. 
And gentle winds and waters near 
Make music to the lonely ear. 


Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 
And in the sky the stars are met, 

And on the waves a deeper blue, 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 

And in the heaven, that clear obscure, - 
So softly dark and darkly pure, 

That follows the decline of day, 

As twilight melts beneath the moon away. 


OLEL ISI L 


MASTER ROONEY OF BALLINAFAD. 
Air—** Paddy O’ Carroll.” 


IN Ireland so frisky, with sweet girls and whisky, 
We managed to keep care and sorrow aloof ; 
Our whirligig revels made all the blue devils 
Creep out with the smoke through a hole in the 
roof. 
But well I remember, one foggy November, 
My mother cried, go, make your fortune, my 
lad 
Go bother the ninnies clean out of their guineas ; 
So away then I scampered from Ballinafad. 


Then to seek for promotion, I walked the wide 
ocean, 
Was shipwrecked, and murdered, and sold for a 
slave, 
Over mountains and rivers was pelted to shivers, 
And met on dry land with a watery grave. 
But now Mr. Jew-man has made me a new man, 
And whisky and mammora make my heart glad, 
To sweet-flowing Liffey, I’m off in a jiffey, 
With a whack for old Ireland and Ballinafad. 
From this cursed station, to that blessed nation, 
Again Master Rooney shall visit your shore, 
Where I’ll flourish so gaily my sprig of shellelagh, 
Long life to old Nadab of Great Mogadore, 
O then all my cousins will run out by dozens, 
And out too will hobble old mammy and dad, 
At dinner they’ll treat us with mealy potatoes, 
And whisky distilled at sweet Ballinafad. 


My Portuguese beauty, her skin rather sooty, 
With fun and fandango will join in our jigs, 

When she cries in a titter the room’s in a litter, 
My darling, says I, ’tis a litter of pigs. 

Then the girls all so taper will congee and caper, 
And dance all around as if they were mad, 

While the bells in the steeple will ring to the people 
Sweet Rooney is come back to Ballinafad. 


LSLIL LIL F 


HEART AND HAND IN SUPPORT OF 
THE CHAIR. 


Air—** Poor Jack.”’ 


LET Freemasons boast of their early got fame, 
And what trials their lodges have stood, 

Let sage Druids boast how ancient their name, 
Yet Ill prove Odd-fellows as good. 

There’s the Sols and the Bucks with their pageants 

look gay, 

Still, Odd-fellows more useful have been ; 

For in honour and fame they still lead the way, 
As in history’s now to be seen, 

So then let Odd-fellows to mirth now incline, 
As our plan is to drive away care, 

Come, brothers, unite and cheerful combine 
Heart and hand in support of the chair. 
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That Adam was odd, you all will agree, 
As he knew not the day of his birth ; 

In the garden of Paradise placed was he, 
His companions the fruit of the earth. 

Happy Adam had been if odd he’d remained, 
For while an Odd-fellow was he, 

Nought but happiness knew till a helpmate was 

- found, 

And deceived by the fruit of the tree. 

Thus I prove father Adam our patron to be, 
And while odd that he never knew care, 

Yet I bow with respect to the virtuous and good, 
Heart and hand in support of the fair. 


Shakspeare an Odd-fellow was has clearly been 
proved, 

For his equal has never been found, 

Garrick an odd-fellow was, by all sects beloved, 
As his talents, sirs, never knew bound ; 

Great Nelson was odd in his fighting at sea, 
For his country he died as he lived, 

His glory untarnished, his principles free, 
His mem’ry cherished and loved ; 

Come join, brothers all,—in a bumper we’ll give 
The navy, and success to the fair! 

And may all worthy fellows still die but to live, 
Here’s the king, and support to the chair! 


The world it is odd, and old Time, as he flies, 
Is keeping an odd sort of date ; 

Then remember to act both merry and wise, 
And be even with justice and fate. 

Let our actions still prove the mind of the man, 
Though odd in our manners we be ; 

To repel all invaders, still be it our plan, 
While our tars reign lords of the sea ; 

May Health still attend our father, the King, 
May you and I banish old Care ; 

Whilst, united and firm, we cheerfully sing— 
Heart and hand, in support of the chair. 


PPP POP PF 


MISS WIGLEY AND DEPUTY DENT. 
( Dibdin.) 
Miss WIGLEY her lovers called first of the fair; 
The pride of her heart was called Deputy Dent ; 
She admired his sound teeth, he her fine head of 
hair, 
He talk’d about marriage—she gave her consent. 


It happened, unluckily, both in a breath 

Made a vow, sober, serious, without fun or gig: 
She never to marry a man with false teeth, 

And he any woman that sported a wig. 


Now Miss Wigley a fever had had in her youth 
Fhyeemplelely had left her dear head without 
air ; 
And a fall from a horse had dislodg’d every tooth 
Of poor Deputy Dent, that his jaws were quite 
bare. 


One day at her toilette, he knock’d at the door, 
She, bare-headed, cried, ‘ Betty, well here’s a 
fine rig ; 
What to do,’ cried Miss Wigley, ‘I don’t know, 
I am sure ; 
He must not, at all events, find out the wig. 


Bless my soul, is there nothing! lud, what shall 
we do? 
I have it—a good thought—1 don’t care a pin;’ 
So under the toilette her caxon she threw, 
And manfully cried out, ¢ Sir, you may come in.’ 


He started, drew back, gave a kind of a hoot! 
Did fond lover e’er such an accident twig? 
She bridled and curtsied, as bald as a coot, 
In her flutter forgetting her head had no wig. 
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With gravity he was no longer endu’d; 
His risible muscles unmasterable grew ; 
And while a loud volley of laughter ensued, 
His jaws he so stretch’d that out every tooth 
flew. 


Distress on distress! what will these lovers do? 
Though neither could laugh, they both relish’d 
the rig ; 
And, somewhat consoled, while each vowed to be 
true, 
She picked up his teeth, and he searched for 
her wig. 


PPP IO PLI 


"TWAS NA HER BONNIE BLUE EE WAS 
MY RUIN. 


Air—** Laddie, lie near me.”—( Burns.) 


*Twas na her bonnie blue ee was my ruin; 
Fair tho’ she be, that was ne’er my undoing : 


| ’Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 


*Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance 0’ 
kindness. 


Sair do I fear, that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me! 
But tho’ fell fortune should fate us to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 


Mary, I’m thine wi’ a passion sincerest, 

And thou hast plighted me love o’ the dearest! 
And thou’rt the angel that never can alter, 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. 


GPP LOPP LEH 


AND LIVE IN LOVE, LAUGHTER, AND 
SONG. 


Air—“ A Bumper at parting.”—(W. L. Rede.) 


My Fanny, I love thee, when smiling, 
Love lights up his fire in your eyes ; 
You never was born for beguiling, 
With sickening sorrow and sighs. 
If weeping foreruns love’s caresses, 
With such pleasures P’ve nothing to do; 
For she, who will weep ere she blesses, 
Perhaps may weep afterwards too. 
But my maxim is joy to the joyous, 
But never buy pleasure with pain. 
In life’s path, if we’ve thorns to annoy us, 
Why scatter with roses the plain. 


The girl, whose lips beaming with nectar, 
Was sent as a blessing below: 
But vain are the charms which have deck’d her, 
If giv’n to illuminate woe. 
From rapture a gleam let us borrow ; 
Lay thinking and care on the shelf; 
For why should we search after sorrow, 
Which comes fast enough of itself. 
Then my maxim, &c. 


They may talk about hues and complexions, 
Of some obdurate exquisite she ; 
If she will not return your affections, 
What matters how beauteous she be! 
We all of us long to be happy, 
And cannot be happy too long, 
Then moments of bliss let us snap ye, 
And live in love, laughter, and song. 
Thus my maxim, &c, 


King Solomon lov’d the dear lasses ; 
His wisdom in Greece Solon show’d ; 
His code was ‘‘ wit, women, and glasses,”— 
In our glasses then pledyed be his code. 
Fill it up, fill it high; see ’tis glowing, 
As bright as the eyes we adore : 
With hearts and with goblets o’erflowing, 
What mortal need languish for more. 
Thus my maxim, &c, 
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UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


THE CRIES OF LONDON. 
Air—¢ Heaving of the Lead.’’—( Arnold.) 


WHEN I to London first came in, 
How I began to gape and stare: 
The cries they kept up such a din,— 
Fresh lobsters !—Dust !—and Wooden ware! 
A damsel lovely, and black eyed, 
‘ript through the streets, and sweetly cried,— 
Buy my live sprats!—buy my live sprats ! 
A youth on t’other side the way, 
With hoarser lungs did echoing say,— 
Buy my live sprats! 


Full shrilly cried the chimney-sweep ; 

The fruitress fair, bawled round and sound! 
The Jew would down the area peep, 

To look for custom under ground ; 
His bag over his shoulder flung, 
And to the footmen sweetly sung,— 

Cloashes to sell, cloashes !—Round and sound! 

—-Sweep ! 

Young soot cried, Sweep! in accents true ; 
The barrow-lady and the Jew, ‘ 

Round and sound !—Cloashes ! 


A noise at every turn you'll find ; 
Ground ivy !—Rabbit-skins to sell !— 
Old chairs to mend !—and Knives to grind !— 
Matts !—Muffins !—Milk !—and Mackerel !— 
And when these motley noises die, 
In various tones the watchmen cry, — 
By the clock,—Twelve '—Past twelve o’clock! — 
Then home to bed the shopmen creep, 
And all the night are kept from sleep, 
With,—Past—hum—o’ clock ! 


OLE IL YEP 


A PARISH-CLERK WAS JOHNNY BELL; 
OR, MRS. BELL AND MAJOR GEORGE. 


(Moncrieff, ) 


A PARISH-CLERK was Johnny Bell, 
No words away e’er throwing ; 
But Mrs. Bell was a noisy belle, 
For her clapper was always going. 
John cried, F am a stupid elf, 
To be jeer’d by all the people, 
But I’ll end my cares and hang myself, 
So he hung himself in the steeple. 


SPOKEN.] And there little Johnny Bell hung 
dangling along with the great Tom bell, and all 
the rest of the bells, to the tune of— 

Ding dong, &c. 

The ringers came who rang so well, 

And found, as the story tells, 
Among the ropes, the rope where Bell 

Was hanging among the bells : 
We came to ring a merry round, 

For mutton and trimmings, they said ; 
Our mutton is lost, but we have found 

A man as mutton—dead ! 


SPOKEN.]| We pay no ¢oll, said they, although 
we toll for pay; but, however, as Johnny Bell was 
a man of mettle and a sound fellow, we’ll give 
nim a round gratis, to make all square, to the 
tune of— 

Ding dong, &c. 


They cut him down, and quickly found 
Poor Johnny was not dead : 

His mortuum rope, ’tis true, was cut, 
Not so his vital thread. 

Why did you do this act so dread? 
They one and all did cry. 

Poor Johnny stared at them, and said, 
He hung himself to try. 


SPOKEN.] I know, said he, good judges try be- 
fore they hang, but there’s an exception with bells, 
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for they must be hung before they’re tried, or else 
how can the folks tell if they’ll ring to the tune 
of— 

Ding dong, &c. 


While Johnny Beil was hung, ’tis true, 
The steeple high to deck, 
Mistress Bell was hanging, too, 
Round Major George’s neck. 
Johnny caught them both, and to enrage her, 
He thumped the Major’s nob ; 
For Johnny Bell he loved no Major, 
But merry major beb. 


SPoKEN.] After this action against his person, 
which put the Major very much in the minor, by 
proving Johnny a bell that would strike in time ; 
another was brought against his pw'se, whereby 
Johnny recovered sufficient damages to repair every 
damage, and cried, since my wife and I can no 
longer go at it ding dong, egad the bells shall, so 
he set them ringing to the tune of— 

Ding dong, &c. 


This Mrs. Bell’s soft heart soon broke, 
And wonderful, but true, 

When death her vital current stopp’d, 
Her clapper it stopped too. 

Cried John, there is no harmony 
Springs from one bell alone, 

So Ill get another, whose tongue shall not 
Be louder than my own. 


SPOKEN.] He was a long time unsuccessful ; 
but, at length, he found a dumb lady, who chimed 
in so well with him, that he gave her a ring in 
church, crying, this is the best change I ever 
made, for a dumb bell is a pleasant thing to exer- 
cise one’s self upon; it opens the chest, expands 
the muscles, and makes a man sing to the tune 
of— 

Ding dong, &c. 


OPP FLIOF 


SWEET ’TIS TO WANDER BESIDE 
THE HUSH’D WAVE. 


(Croly.) 
Ou! sweet ’tis to wander beside the hush’d wave, 
When the breezes in twilight their pale pinions 
lave, 
And Echo repeats, from the depth of her cave, 
The song of the shepherds’ returning ‘ 
And sweet ’tis to sit, where the vintage festoon, 
my love, 
Lets in, like snow-flakes, the light of the moon, 
my love; 
And to the castanet 
Twinkle the merry feet, 
And beauty’s dark eyes are burning, my love : 


But sweeter the hour, when the star hides its 
gleam, 
And the moon in the waters has bath’d her white 
beam, 
And the world and its woes are still as a dream ; 
For then, joy, the midnight is winging : 
Then, comes to my window the sound of thy lute 
my love, 
Come tender tales, when its thrillings are mutg 
my love :- 
Oh, never morning smil’d 
On visions bright and wild, 
Such as that dark hour is bringing, my love! 


OH! 


GILL IIE 


MIRTH, METRE, AND HARMONY. 
MINGLE. 


ON the stage, ’tis well known, 
Is each character shown, ' 
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Every whim, every changeable passion ; 
There, beneath Satire’s rule, 
Even Vice goes to school, 

And Folly gets laughed out of fashion. 


Email Pon honour! the liberties they take 
with genteel people at these playhouses are abomi- 
nable ; and it’s excessively mortifying to come here 
and see one’s self langhed at by proxy.— Why, pray, 
sir, what’s your opinion of a good play ?—A good 
play, sir? look at the ancients.—True, sir; but if 
the moderns are not encouraged, they’ll never be 
ancients.—-Bless me! how odd it is that gentleman 
don’t sit down.—Not at all, marm; he’s a tailor 
resting himself.—Lawk, sir, if you ar’n’t reading 
your bill upside down !—Never mind that, my love, 
sure, and don’t you see the gentleman’s left- 
handed !—When there’s any thing worth notice, 
sir, you'll have the goodness to mention it, because 
I can’t see through your back.—Pray, sir, can you 
tell me what the name of the play may be ?— Lye 
spy high, I should think, marm, by the quizzing- 
glasses.—Well, I do dote upon sentiment ; there 
was an emphasis !—Augh! I wish the pantomime 
would begin! that’s what I came here for.—Well, 
Sir, now do you know I like them all, tragedy, 
omedy, opera, farce, and melo-drames.—Modern 
taste exactly, marm; like a salmagundi, some- 
thing of all sorts. : 


For, mixed at the play, 
Comic, sad, grave, and gay, 
Mirth, metre, and harmony mingle. 


Let dull tragedy rage 
For her hour on the stage, 
Through five acts all her mysteries keeping 3 
Till their griefs at a close, 
Curtain’s fall ends their woes, 
And the ladies bright eyes leave off weeping. 


SPoKEN.] Vell, I loves summat deep, summat 
to cry about.—What do you think of a dying speech, 
marm ?—Nonsense, I means a deep play ; about 
love and murder.—That’s no play at all.—Deary 
me, sir, you’re quite Keen.—Not quite, miss; I 
wish I was. Do youever, cry at a tragedy, Mrs. 
Brisket?—Cry! ah! my tears would fill—I wish 
those box tiers would fill !—I don’t know what your 
tears might fill, marm, but you take room enough 
with your size.—Bless me! how sharp some people 
are; but you can’t rule the roast here, sir, for my 
husband will give you a basting.—Pray, sir, what 
do you think of the gash lghts?—Why really, 
marm, I never saw the house in so good a light 
before.—But suppose they should all go out, sir. 
—That’s the dark side of the question, certainly, 
marm ; but then we must do the same, I suppose, 
and all go out too!—Did you ever see King Lear, 
miss ?— Don’t leer at me, fellow ; what d’ye mean? 
—Why, it’s so dismal I’m quite out of spirits.— 
Upon my honour, and I’m quite out of joint, 
for this large lusty lady has been on my back the 
last three quarters of an hour.—Have any of you 
gentlemen seen my bill?—Your Bill, marm, really 
I have not the pleasure of knowing him.—Him, 
sir! dear me! how funny! I meant my bill of the 
play.—Madame, I sal ave de honeur to pick up 
your Villiam off de ground.—Thank you, sir.— 
Monsieur, sare, I sal be tres oblige, if you will 
open de door of de tronk.—Tronk, mounseer, what’s 
that ?—Just to extinguish this dog out of de box. 
--Oh! never mind him, mounseer, there’s lots of 
puppies to keep him in countenance. 


For, mixed at the play, 

Comic, sad, grave, and gay, 
Mirth, metre, and harmony mingle, 

Thus box, galleries, and pit, 


Laughing loud at our wit, 
All so full, they can’t squeeze any more in ; 
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Or, if music’s strains flow, 
Then be sure, Comme il fuut, 
Every song through an opera encoring ! 


SPOKEN.] Well, after all, Doctor, nothing’s 
better than a good song.—No, sir! there I beg 
leave to differ with you, for a good song’s better 
than nothing.—Sir, I note by the tenor of your 
conversation, that you’ve a voice for music.—Yes, 
sir, soI have for the city; and next election, 
please the pigs, Ill use it.—Well, of all musical 
instruments, I say, give me an organ for my mo- 
ney.—A mouth-organ, I suppose, by the lady’s 
clack, for it’s like the pillory, it lays hold of both 
ears at once.—Pray, sir, do you remember Beard, 
and Vernon, and Tom Walker ?—Ah! honest Tom 
Walker!—You seem to make him your handle, sir. 
— Handel, sir! he was nothing to our English com- 
poser.—What! Doctor Blow, I should suppose, 
by your puffing.—Well, give me native talent, 
living talent, modern talent.—Why, you seem to 
have got all the talents already, sir.—Can you in- 
form me, sir, is this a tragedy, or acomedy, ora 
pantomime, or a— ?—Why, really, marm, Ican’t 
tell till its finished, for it’s very mysterus at present. 
—Mysterus, sir, pray what’s that? — Mysterus, 
marm? why, if it’s mysterus, how can I tell you? 
—Silence, there!—Silence, that’s Cease, rude 
Boreas !—Nonsense, don’t bore us.—Humph! you 
seem to be in high glee with your catches.— 
But, talking of music, sir, how do you like 
English singing ?—Very much indeed, marm, be- 
cause I think that every endeavour to support na- 
tive genius deserves patronage, and I see no rea- 
son to send abroad for foreign talent, when we 
have so much real ability neglected at home. I 
ae my country, marm, I love my friends, and I 
ove 





All mixed at the play, 
Comic, sad, grave, and gay, 
Mirth, metre, and harmony mingle. 


De ae 


WHAT CAN MAN WITH WOMAN DO? 
Air—“ What can Woman, poor Thing, do?” 
(Tapsell.) 


WHAT can man with woman do 
When she’s young and tender, 
But ev’ry wily art pursue 
Till she her heart surrender ; 
Maidens fair then be not coy, 
Yield to Love’s persuasion, 
Bless each sighing constant boy, 
That woos sincere in season. 
With a fal lal lal la, fal lal lal la. 


Some will tell you, stupid elves, 
Men are constant never ; 
Heed them not, for oft themselves 
Old maids are railing ever ; 
’Cause, forsooth, they ne’er enjoy’d 
Love’s sweet power so pleasing 5 - 
And Cupid’s self is soonest cloy’d 
Of those who’re always teazing. 
With their fal lal lal la, &e. 


Sure beauty, with good sense combin’d, 
Can no longer tarry ; 
Now’s the time, if so inclin’d, 
Say obey—and marry 3; 
Let no more the lovely girl 
Pine for love in sorrow, 
To each prudish art farewell, 
And bid your love good-morrow. 
With a fal lal lal la, &e. 


COLL LE ALIS 


mn 
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THE JEW BROKER. 
Air—“ Ye Scamps, ye Pads, ye Divers.” 


YE jobbers, underwriters, ye tribe of pen and ink, 
Who in our Alley take your tea, and sweetest cof- 
fee drink, 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


Rattling up your yellow-boys, come hither at my 
call, 
Ym buyer and I’m seller, and I can serve you all. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


Ye bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all the 
waddling crew, 
If it was not for us Smouches I don’t know what 
you’d do. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c, 


If e’er you want securities, tis we dat find good 
bail, 4 
Our friends have got the tarnish, but den they 
sometimes fail. 
With their fal lal de ral, &c. 


lf noblemen have lost race-horse, and all their 

money spent, 

My heart it melts, I draw the pound, and lend it 
—cent. per cent. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


But if a life you would insure that’s old and crazy 
grown, 
De ways and means I’ll let you know to get the 
pusiness done. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


Ye captains, and ye colonels, ye jointured widows 
all, : 
To little Isaac come when your stock begins to fail. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


I'll put you in a method once more to raise the 
cash ; 
Pll buy into your sinking-funds—dat. you may cut 
a flash, 
With your fal lal de ral, &c. 


Ye parsons with good livings, ye courtiers with 
good place, 
Advice Ill give you cratis, and think upon your 
case. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


If there is poshibility, for you I’ll raise the dust, 

But den you must excuse me if I sarve my own 
self first. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


I give advice to every tribe but physic and the 


aw 5 
But they outwit the Jews themselves, for bills at 
sight they draw. 
With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


We, when we lend our monies, run some risk, 
though ’tis small, 

But they take all de monies, and run no risk at all. 
eae With my fal lal de ral, &c. 


OPILE IIL 


SWEET LOVE, 
THEE. 


(Ryan.) 

Ort, o’er the dark and gloomy sea, 

I’ve silent watch’d from waves afar, 
Rising in cloudless majesty, 

The morning’s bright and glorious star ; 
And then, sweet love, I thought on thee, 

For, ere my youthful dream was gone, 

Thou wert the beam that often on 

My life’s dark waves had shone upon ; 
Thou wert morn’s star of hope to me. 


THEN, I THOUGHT ON 
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Oft have I seen the pale moon fice 
From clouds that half obscur’d her light, 
And sink, so slow and languidly, 
Into the arms of /Ethiop night ; 
And then, sweet love, I thought on thee, 
When to this bosom fondly prest, 
So oft in storms, your place of rest, 
In anguish, drooping o’er my breast, 
You breathed your last farewell to me. 


PILIPL IO? 


TOM TRUELOVE’S KNELL. 
(Dibdin.) 

Tom TRUELOVE woo’d the sweetest fair 
That e’er to tar was kind ; 

Her face was of a beauty rare, 
More beautiful her mind. 

His messmates heard, while with delight 
He nam/’d her for his bride. 

A sail appear’d—ah, fatal sight! 
For grief his love had died. 

Must I, cried he, those charms resign, 
I lov’d so dear, so well: 

Would they had toll’d, instead of thine, 
Tom Truelove’s knell. 


Break, heart, at once, and there’s an end . 
Thou all that heav’n could give ;— 
But hold! I have a noble friend, 
Yet, yet for him I'll live. 
Fortune, who all her baleful spite 
Not yet on Tom had try’d, 
Sent news, one rough tempestuous night, 
That his dear friend had died:— 
And thou, too, must I thee resign, 
Who honour lov’d so well ? 
Would they had toll’d, instead of thine, 
Tom Truelove’s knell. 


Enough, enough, a salt-sea wave 
A healing balm shall bring, 

A sailor you, cried one, and brave ? 
Live still, to serve your king! 

The moment comes, behold the foe ; 
Thanks, generous friend, he cried ; 

The second broadside laid him low; 
He nam’d his love, and died. 

The tale in mournful accents sung, 
His friends, still sorrowing, tell 

How sad and solemn three times rung 
Tom Truelove’s knell. 


POE IL PEE 


DEAR, DEAR, LIBERTY! 


Anu! what avails the glittering vest, 
Unless the form it wraps is free? 
For gay attire, what mortal breast 
Would barter precious liberty ? 
Dear, dear, liberty 


With reckless heart these splendid stores 
Dispread before our feet we see ; 
Her gifts full vainly Fortune pours 
If thou art wanting—Liberty ! 
Dear, dear, Liberty ' 


CL LLL IIS 


THE COUNTRY GABY. 


Wuen I com’d up to Lunnun, a poor simple 
clown, 
I rambled about through all parts of the town, 

As simple and sheepish as may be. 
Ecod! how I stared at the chaps as they passed, T 
All wrapp’d up in cloaks—they look’d knowing and 
sly, 
And some of them jeered and they flouted at I, 
And called me a poor country gaby. 


248 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 
Then ladies so fine sure I never did see, 
’Cod! some on ’em seemed vastly taken wi’ me, 
But such sweethearts I thought would too gay 
be. 
At all the gay sights I by turn gave a call, 
The wild beasts and the lawyers in Westminster- 
Hall, 
The playhouses, concerts, and churches, and all, 
Where I look’d like a country gaby. 


As for sickness in Lunnun, the thought drive 
away, 
You may always be well if you’ve plenty to pay, 
Some doctors, how clever sure they be, 
Hach day in the papers how they advertise, 
Only send them bank-notes and their cures will 
surprise, 
I’m sure it’s a wonder if any one dies, 
Excepting a country gaby. 


Then poverty here sure can never have sway, 
Since ten thousand pounds you may get in one 
day, 
Mischances though oft in the way be, 
As I read a large bill, says I, ’cod, this is pure, 
I soon shall become very rich, it is sure, 
But a chap picked my pockets, and made me quite 
poor ; 
Sad luck for a poor country gaby. 


But I’ve seen quite enow of the tricks of the town, 
So a wife I will take, and to country go down, 
Where perhaps she will gi’ I a baby ; 
Then Ill dandle the poor little chap on my knee, 
And, as he grows up, lord, how pleased I shall be, 
Perhaps he will look just as pretty as me, 
A smart little country gaby. 


PLIGG LEIP 


THE GOBLET OF FRIENDSHIP. 
Air— We brought the Summer with us.” 


COME, pass round the glass, and let joy for a time 
With Jollity reign, and enliven our souls; 
For pleasure’s a treasure too rich and sublime 
To be exiled so soon from our sparkling bowls : 
Then raise high your voices, while Merriment 
sings, 
For here we’re assembled to taste delight ; 
And though Time is preparing to take to his wings, 
Let Wit be well sharpened to clip them to-night. 


If you ask me to toast you, Ill fill to the brim, 
Pll ne’er prove a flincher while mirth is the 
cause, 

And he that hangs back, this night’s lustre to dim, 
Is unworthy our king, constitution, and laws: 
With the juice of the grape I will now fill my cup, 

Just to show you how well I can drink and 
sing 5 
And fy on the man who would scorn now to sup 
From the goblet of friendship ’ere Time takes 
wing. 


PIF LIP PDF 


FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 
(Jases. ) 


Not the fictions of Greece, nor the dreams of old 
Rome, 

Shall with visions mislead, or with meteors con- 
sume 3 

No Pegasus’ wings my short soarings misguide, 

Nor raptures false sulla on Helicon side. 

All clouds now dissolve, from the East beams the 
day, 

Truth rises in glory, and wakens the lay, 

The eagle-eyed muse sees the light—fills the grove 

With ee song of freemasons—of friendship, and 
ove, 


FREEMASONS’ 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


PAST. 
Inspir’d with the theme, the divinit flies, 
And, thron’d on a rainbow, before her arise 


Past, Present, and Futwre—with splendid array,” 


In masonic succession, their treasures display. 

She views murder’d merit by ruffian-hand fall, 

And the grave gives its dead up, at fellowship’s 
call! 

While the craft by their badges their innocence 
prove, 

And the song of freemasons is friendship and love. 


PRESENT. 
From those ages remote see the muse speeds her 
way, 
To join in the glories the present display ; 
In freedom and friendship, she sees the true band 
With their splendor and virtues illumine the land. 
Religion’s pure beam breaks the vapours of night, 
And from darkness mysterious the word gives the 
light ! 
While the lodge here below, as the choirs from 
above, 
Join the song of freemasons in friendship and love. 


FUTURE. 

That the future might keep what the present be- 
stows, 

In rapture prophetic the goddess arose, 

As she sang through the skies angels echo’d the 
sound, 

And the winds bore the notes to the regions 
around ! 

Her sentiment, then, our song shall retain,— 

*Twas—<‘‘ that masonry e’er may its lustre main- 
tain ; 

«« And, till time be no more, our firm union 
should prove 

<< That the end of freemasons is friendship and 
love! 


i a a ed 


KITTY, OF COLERAINE. 


AS beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping, 
With a pitcher of milk, from the fair of Cole- 
raine, 
When she saw me she stumbl’d, the pitcher it 
tumbl’d, 
And all the sweet butter-milk water’d the plain. 
Oh! what shall I do now, ’twas looking at you 
now, 
Sure, sure, such a pitcher I’ll ne’er meet again, 
*T was the pride of my dairy; O! Barney M‘Cleary, 
You’re sent as a plague to the girls of Coleraine. 
I sat down beside her, and gently did chide her, 
That such a misfortune should give her such 
pain, 
A kiss then I gaye her, and, before I did leave 
her, 

She vow’d for such pleasure she’d break it again. 
*Twas hay-making season, I can’t tell the reason, 
Misfortune will never come single, ’tis plain, 

For, very soon after poor Kitty’s disaster, 
The devil a pitcher was whole in Coleraine, 


SPI PLP CIP? 


LOVERS, MOTHER, ’LL HAVE NONE, 


To her daughter, t’other day, 

A cautious mother thus did say— 

If you love me, banish hence 

Lovers and their fond pretence. 

The maid replied, your will be done; 
Lovers, mother, I’ll have none. 


Soon there came, this maid to woo, 

A youth so gen’rous, bold, and true, 
He stole the honey from her lip, 

A bed where bees might love to sip. 
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Still, still, she cried, have done, have done, 
Lovers, mother, I’ll have none. 


Warmer he kiss’d, more close he prest, 
The maiden smil’d, the youth was blest; 
When her mother call’d her cheat, 

She replied, in voice so sweet, 

He is my husband ; this I’ve done— 
Lovers, mother, Ill have none. 


De ee ee ae 


COME TELL ME, SAYS ROSA, AS 
KISSING AND KISSED. 


(Moore. ) 


«< Come tell me,” says Rosa, as kissing and kiss’d, 
One day she reclin’d on my breast ; 

«< Come, tell me the number, repeat me the list 
Of the nymphs you have lov’d and caress’d.” 

<< Oh, Rosa, ’twas only my fancy that rov’d, 
My heart at the moment was free ; 

But Vl tell thee, my girl, how many I’ve lov’d, 
And the number shall finish with thee. 


My tutor was Kitty, in infancy wild 
She taught me the way to be blest; 
She taught me to love her,—I lov’d like a child, 
But Kitty could fancy the rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 
J have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have had it by rote very often before, 
But never by heart until now! 


Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame, 
But my head was so full of romance, 
That I fancied her into some chivalry dame, 
And I was her knight of the lance! 
But Martha was not of this fanciful school, 
And she laugh’d at her poor little knight ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a 
fool, 
And T’ll swear she was most in the right. 


My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris’s looks, 
Again I was tempted to rove ; 

But Cloris, I found, was so learned in books, 
That she gave me more logic than love! 

So I left this young Sappho, and hasten’d to fly 
To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 

Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 
And convince us at once with a kiss. 


Oh! Susan was then all the world unto me, 
But Susan was piously given ; 

And the worst of it was, we could never agree 
On the road that was shortest to heaven! 

« Oh, Susan!’ I’ve said, in the moments of mirth, 
é What’s devotion to thee or to me ? 

« I devoutly believe there’s a heaven on earth, 
« And believe that that heaven’s in thee!” 


GELLII I? 


DARBY KELLY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
My grandsire beat a drum so neat, 
fis name was Darby Kelly, oh! 
No lad so true at rat tat too, 
At roll-call or reveille, oh! 
Then Marlbro’s name first rais’d his fame, 
My granny beat the point of war , 
At Blenheim he, at Ramillie, 
Made ears to tingle near and far : 
For with his wrist, he’d such a twist, 
The girls would leer, you don’t know how, 
They langh’d and cried, and sigh’d and died, 
To hear him beat his row dow dow. 


A son he had, which was my dad, 
As tight a lad as any, oh! 

You e’er would know, though you should go, 
From Chester to Kilkenny, oh! 
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When great Wolfe died, his country’s pride, 

To arms my dapper father beat 5 
Each dale and hill remembers still 

How loud, how long, how strong, how neat. 
With each drum-stick, he had the trick, 

The girls would leer, you don’t know how ; 
Their eyes would glisten, their ears would listen, 

To hear him beat his row dow dow. 


Yet e’er I wed, ne’er be it said, 
But that the foe I dare to meet, 
With Wellington, old Erin’s son, 
To help to make them beat retreat. 
King Arthur once, or ’m a dunce, 
Was called the hero of the age ; 
But what was he to him we see— 
The Arthur of the modern ;age. 
For by the pow’rs, from Lisbon’s towers 
Their trophies bore to grace his brow ; 
He made Nap prance right out of France, 
With his English, Irish, row dow dow. 


GPILIFIIIF 


UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


UNDER the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to work with me, 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, ’ 
Come hither, come hither, come hither 5 
Here shall we see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


Who doth ambition shun, 
And loves to live i’the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall we see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 



















GaPILIIE 


THE SPORTSMAN IN STYLE. 
(Dibdin.) 
Don’t you see that as how I’m a sportsman in 
style, 
All so kickish, so slim, and so tall! 
Why I’ve search’d after game, and that many’s 
the mile, 
And seed no bit of nothing at all. 
My license I pockets, my pony I strides, 
‘And I pelts through the wind and the rain, 
And if likely to fall, sticks my spurs in the sides, 
Leaves the bridle, and holds by the mane. 
To be sure, dad, at home, kicks up no little strife- 
But daddy, what’s that—en’t it fashion and life? 


At sporting I never was know’d for to lag, 
I was always in danger the first : 
When at Epsom, last Easter, they turn’d out th 
stag, 
Pm the led that was roll’d in the dust : 
Then they calls me a nincom! why over the fields, 
There a little beyond Dulwich-common, 
I, a chick and a goose, tumbled head over heels, 
And two mudlarks, besides an old woman. 
Then let miserly dad kick up sorrow and strife ; 
I’m the lad that’s genteel, and knows fashion ana 
life. 


But don’t go for to think I neglects number one ! 
Often when my companions, with ardour, 

Are hunting about, with the dog and the gun, 
I goes and I hunts in the larder : 

There I springs me a woodcock, or flushes a quail, 
Or finds puss as she sits under cover , 

Then so ho! to the barrel, to start me some ale, 
And when I have dined, and fed Rover, 
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Pays my landtord his shot, as I ogles his wife, 
While the daughter cries out,—Lord! what fashion 
and life ! 
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Then I buys me some game, all as homeward we 


JOg> 
And when the folks ax—how I got ’em, 
Though I shooted but once, and then kill’d the 
poor dog, 
I swears, and then stands to’t I shot ’em : 
So come round me, ye sportsmen, that’s smart 
and wha not, 
All stilish and cutting a flash, 


When your piece wo’n’t kill game, charged with | 


powder and shot, 
To bring *em down—down with your cash ; 
And if with their jokes and their jeers folks are 
rife, 


Why, daddy, says you, en’t it fashion and life ? 


GROPP EER 


COME, SHEPHERD SWAINS, THAT WONT 
TO HEAR ME SING. 
(Wilbye, 1609.) 
COME, shepherd swains, that wont to hear me 
sing! 
Now sigh and groan, 
Dead is my love, my hope, my joy, my spring ; 
Oh! she that was your summer’s queen, 
Your day’s delight, 
{fs gone, and will no more be seen; 
Oh! ernel spight ! 
Break all your pipes that wont to sound 
With pleasant cheer. 
And cast yourselves upon the ground, 
To wail my dear! 
Come, shepherd swains! come, nymphs! and all 
around, 
To help me cry! 
Dead is my love, and, seeing she is so, 
Lo! now I die! 


PLLL PRE? 


HODGE IN LONDON. 
(G. Higham.) 


IZE a poor country lad, yet there’s no harm in 
that, 
i be just come to Lunnmn to zee what you’re at ; 
But, the instant I entered this wonderful town, 
Beheld, with amazement, a watchman knocked 
down. 
Derry down, &c. 


I jumped out 0’ the waggon, assistance to give, 
And shall remember that day just as long as I 
live ; 
I assisted him up, wur guite getting him round, 
When a Paddy’s shellelagh knocked both on the 
ground. 
Derry down, &c. 


So I left Master Charley, and bade him good 
night, 
As I’m not over fond of a quarrel or fight ; 
Got in front of the waggon, and away we did 
spin, 
‘Till we arrived at the Head of the Saracen’s 
Inn! . 
Derry down, &c. 


The next night, at six, I strolled off to the 
play,— 
And gave a mon sixpence to show me the way ; 
Soon arrived at the spot, paid my cash, like a 
clown, 
For when I got in, found no room to zet down. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Now, to tell what I zeed I be quite at a loss, 

But knows there was a king in great want of a 
horse ; 

In fact, he his kingdom would ha’ given for one,— 

I could ha’ sent for my donkey—if that would ha’ 


done. 
Derry down, &c. 

Next the steam puzzled I, and the drollest of 
men 

Swore he could hatch chickens without ever a 
hen ; 

By gum if that be the plan, what a wonderful 
scheme ! 

I think next they will try to raise children by 
steam ! 


. Derry down, &c. 


I then went to Brixton, the tread-mill to zee, 
But hope they will ne’er make a stomper of me; 
For, if they once stop, by my troth, it be zaid, 
They get what they don’t like—that’s a clout o’ the 
head. 
Derry down, &c. 


I zoon left the Mill, and wor glad to get out, 

But how bad it must be to a chap wi’ the gout; 

Ecod! um looked nation hard at my stompers 
ard I,— 

As much as to zay—‘* Perhaps, you’ll come and 
try.” 

Derry down, &c. 

A slippery story next spread in a trice, 

That folks may skate in all weathers without any 
ice ; 

If such be your rigs, as to skate I’ve a knack, 

I’ll just sip on my coat, and skate all the way 
back. 

Derry down, &e. 


ORL LE LOL F 


GREEN GROW THE RASHES, 0! 
(Burns. ) 


GREEN grow the rashes, O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! 

The sweetest hours that e’er I spend 
Are spent amang the lasses, O! 


THERE’S nought but care on ev’ry han’, 
In every hour that passes, O! 
What signifies the life o’ man, 
An’ ’twere na for the lasses, O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! &c. 


The warly race may riches chase, 
And riches still may fly them, O! 
An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! &c. 


But gie me a canny hour at e’en, 
My arms about my dearie, O! 
An’ warly cares, an’ warly men, 
May a’ gae tapsalteerie, O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! &c. 


For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O! 
The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw 
He dearly loved the lasses, O! 
Green grow the rashes, 0! &c. 


Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ! 
Her ’prentice han’ she tried on man, 
And then she made the lasses, O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! &c. 


a 
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THE LONDON VOLUNTEERS. 
Air—“* White Cockade.” 


ALL blown up by valour, for glory to go, 

Each lists, just to learn how to handle a foe ; 

If they dare ’gainst old England to lift up a paw, 

What a harvest of laurels they’ll reap from the 
war ; 

Then, urged by the fair, the swains quickly run 

T'o buckle the knapsack and shoulder the gun ; 

And many are the feats that the warriors do 

At a volunteer-dinner or a grand review. 


SPOKEN.] Vell, papa, says Miss Sophinisba 
Squintpretty, I can’t see as how vy you von’t let 
our John be a soldier; there’s Mr. Taptub, the 
- innkeeper’s son, has only been in the volunteers a 
very little time, and his sweetheart tells me he 
charges beautifully, and she’s seen him practice in 
the hay-season. A soldier! pho! nonsense; no, 
the boy’s next to a fool now. Yes, my love, says 
his wile, he is just at your elbow; but why not, 
indeed, I’m sure my John has as pretty a leg for 
regimentals as Mr. Macscrew’emall, the undertaker, 
who heads the corpse—but you want your children 
to be as ignorant as yourself: you’d never have 
known how to have got on if I had not showed you 
the way—ah! Mr. Squintpretty, if ’d a been as 
dull and as still as yourself, I don’t know.—Now 
don’t bother papa, mamma, because I’m just deter- 
mined to sport steel at the next review, and, for 
that reason, I have—but here comes Mr. Snipred, 
the military tailor, with my clothes, and you shall 
see me martidlized afore you can say how much do 
- they cost. Well, I-declare they look very nice 5 
and that feather, beautiful—my dear boy, your 
looks will make you a kernal.—Do you think so, 
mamma ?—I do.—Do you? why, then— 


Here’s to parade, in double quick pace, 

With my head up so high, and my coat deck’d 
with lace ; 

Where the ladies, astonished, will sigh, and say 

How beautiful he looks, the lovely ensign J. 


At parade, then they mix, and sure such a set 

Of stanch-hearted heroes before ne’er was met ; 

Distinction and place are lost in the day 

When their country commands to rehearse for a 
fray 5 

In well-formed ranks they are stationed all, 

The crooked, the dapper, the short, and the tall, 

The doctor and butcher, ’like in front or van, 

And a tailor’s on the level with the gentleman. 


SPOKEN.] And there they are, all the noble 
souls in the parish, from Ben Bumper, the bruiser, 
to little Sam Shuttle, the weaver, and close in 
order; they- look as even as a Tow of oak and 
gooseberry trees, or the lower jaw of an old wo- 
man, but fine to a man. There, then, is Kernal 
Screw’emall on the field, feathered like a mourn- 
ing coach-horse. Attention—excellent! Make 
ready—charge! Oh, oh, oh! What’s the matter 
with Serjeant Pattypan? Why Corporal Dumpling 
has run his bagnet into my cartridge-box. Mr. 
Evergape, mind the word, sir,—you are picking 
your comrade’s teeth with your bugonette—tall in, 
fallin. Iam falled in, sir. Where? Why into 
the Paddington-Canal. Shoulder arms—O ‘shame, 
shame, gentlemen, the wrong shoulder, so you 
must recover arms: bravo! well disciplined. Stand 
at ease. I'll be d—n’d if I can stand at ease, 
you are so tall and I am so short, you keep tickling 
my ear with your pigtail. Shoulder arms !—good. 
Prime and load'—better. Fire!—pop, pop, pop, 
pop. Never heard a better fire! I’ve got twenty 


men in my company, and I heard seventeen of 
them fire distinctly. What’s gone with the other 


three? Pop, pop, pop—there they are all. O 
my, Iam so dry; I must have swnmat to drink 








afore I goes into action again. Why you mustn’t 
vo now, it’s irregular. Well, we a’nt regulars , you 
know. You'll be shot for a deserter. Pho! I shall 
eo the back way to that house over the way, the 
Marquis of Granby’s head. Mr. Huckaback, which 
is the back way to the Marquis of Granby’s Head ? 
Up the nape of his neck, sir, I should think. To 
prevent mischief, gentlemen, unfix bagonets. O, 
look at the kernal! the kernal!! The gallant colo- 
nel’s horse, having never before smelt powder, at 
the unexpected shock, released himself from his 
too-martial rider, by throwing him—not into the 
arms, but on the heads of his. valorous troop, who 
luckily had, according to command, previously un- 
fixed bayonets, or else his charger’s next visit to 
the church-yard might have been with the colonel ; 
but no such loss to chivalry happened. With the 
exception of giving Bill Alum a black eye with the 
point of his boot, and tearing Corporal Fribble’s 
shirt-frill with his spur, all was in statu quo. Hollo, 
where’s Mr. Alamode going? He says he wo’n’t 
stop any longer—he’s affronted;—he says Mr. 
Sponge, the baker, fired off so close to his ear 
that he has singed off half his whisker. The gal- 
lant colonel was about to harangue, when a shower 
of rain prevented his stream of oratory, and threw 
a damp on the spirits of the day. So they— 


Right-about-faced, and gallop’d away, 

Sans order, sans time, sans martial array ; 

For the dinner was ordered exactly at four, 

And to the hour it wanted but a minute or more. 


Their appetites whectea with fatigues of the field, 

Each eager and able his knife to wield, 

The enemy appears—and they all let loose, 

Nor give a bit of quarter te a turkey or goose : 

So valorous were tiey, and so great were the feats 

That they did on the pastry, the puddings, and 
the meats, 

That the landlord brought a bill which astonished 
all, 

At so wonderful a havoc by a corps so small. 


SPOKEN.] Aye; and, as I was saying, the last 
campaign that | served—Where was that, colonel? 
That! in Hungerfordshire ; and hard service we 
had of it; but it was all for the king, and a man 
shouldn’t mind having his dinner at wnregular hours 
for the public good : a true patriot will deny doing 
nothing for his country. Mr. Alamode, will you 
attack the wing of this fowl? No, sir, I’d rather 
come upon the flank of that beef. Perhaps, sir, 
you wo’n’t refuse standing a little grape shot. Not 
in the least, sir, before I sit down opposite to the 
outerworks of this giblet pie. You are not going 
to leave us yet, Yes, indeed, but I must though, 
for, being loaded, I cannot help going off. Non- 
sense, man, you are not primed yet. Silence for 
the colonel’s toast. Well, gentlemen, as you in- 
sist on a toast, I shall just say ths, which is that, 
“< may the volunteers of ¢his parish prove the terror 
of the world.” Bravo! Now I shall go. Oh, 
but you must stay and hear the colonel’s song. O, 
aye, certainly, by all manner of means. Well, 
gentlemen, I’ll endeavour to sing you one of my 
own :— 

<< To die is best, if—” 


Perhaps you sing professionally, colonel. Shame, 
shame, interruption! mutiny! punish him. What 
punishment shall he undergo? What, why he 
shall : 


Eat like an alderman, and drink huzza 

To the Volunteer corps and reviewing-day. 

Confusion to all foes—whensoe’er they attack, 

For if we load our bellies, we'll never turn our 
back. 


LOL LLL 
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FORGET ME NOT—FORGET ME NOT! 


(T. K. Hervey.) 


FORGET me not—forget me not, 
But let these little simple flowers 
Remind thee of his lonely lot 
Who loved thee in life’s purest hours : 
When hearts and hopes were hallowed things, 
Ere Gladness broke the lyre she brought ; 
Then, oh! when shivered all its strings, 
Forget me not—forget me not! 


We met, ere yet the world had come 

To wither up the springs of youth ; 
Amid the holy joys of home, 

And in the first warm blush of youth ; 
We parted, as they never part 

Whose tears are doomed to be forgot ! 
Oh! by that agony of heart, 

Forget me not—forget me not! 


Thine eye must watch these flowrets fade, 
Thy soul its idols melt away . 
But oh! when flowers and friends lie dead 5 
Love can embalm them in decay : 
And, when thy spirit sighs along 
The shadowy scenes of hoarded thought, 
Oh! listen to its pleading song— 
Forget me not—forget me not! 


PL EL EPP? 


A BRIDAL WREATH WE TWINE FOR 
THEE. 

(Translated from Weber, by W. Macgregor 
Logan.) 


A BRIDAL wreath we twine for thee, 
Of purple silk the twine shall be, 

For Love will strew thy future hours 
With myrtle-leaves and rosy flowers, 


CHORUS, 

Love, with myrtle-leaves and rosy 
flowers, 

Now will strew thy future hours. 


Oh, let not sorrow venture now 

To cast its shadow o’er thy brow ‘ 
For Love will strew thy future hours 
With myrtle-leaves and rosy flowers. 


CHORUS, 

Love, with myrtle-leaves and rosy 
flowers, 

Now will strew thy future hours. 


BRIDE’S-MAID’S SONG, 


And may our wreath an emblem prove 
Of sweetest hours of bliss and love ; 
For when the rose of youth is past 
The constant myrtle still shall last. 


GLPL EL OR 


ANSWER TO MY NATIVE HIGHLAND 
HOME, 


(E. M.) 


THY highland cot, where tempests roar, 
And northern blasts contend, 
Thy brooks and braes are whitened o’er, 
While glittering snows descend . 
Yet, Henry, dearest of my heart, 
I'll gladly with thee rove, 
O’er highland hill, or lewland part, 
Through desert, or through grove. 
Then we will go to Scotland, dear, 
And never moie will roam ; 
Content shall bless our humble cheer 
Within our highland home. 


When summer comes, along the vale, 
We’ll pluck the sweet blue bell, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


The thistle green, the lily pale, 
Or gowan from the dell ; 
And thus we’ll pass our life with gl e, 
While prattlers round us smile, 
And none shall be so blest as we 
Around our bonny isle. 
Then we will go to Scotland, dear, &c, 


GLP LPL ERR 


SWEET THE HORN SOUNDS O’ER THE 
DEW-SPRINKLED LAWN, 


YE brave jolly sportsmen who follow the chase, 
Who rise when bright Phcebus first smiles in the 
east, 
While health blushing charmingly over each face, 
With a glow so delightful can scarce be exprest 5 
When the game is in view at the peep of the dawn, 
How sweet the horn sounds o’er the dew-sprinkled 
lawn. 


The fox is unkennell’d, the woodland he tries, 
Now stvains up the hill, or now sinks in the vale , 
Though swift in the wind, cunning renard he flies, 
_ Yet his speed nor his cunning will nothing avail. 
When the game is in view, at the rise of the dawn, 
How sweet the horn sounds o’er the dew¢sprinkled 
lawn. 


’Tis exercise gives us the blessings of life, 
Health, peace, and contentment, all cheerful 
attend ; 
All strangers to faction, to envy, and strife ; 
And the eve is still crown’d with a bottle and 
friend ; 
Then, like hearty sportsmen, we rise the next 


awn 
While sweet the horn sounds o’er the dew-sprinkled 
lawn. 


GPL ISP EP 


MY HEART, LOVELY ROSA, WAS FORMED 


BUT FOR YOU. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


Do not my eyes, when I gaze on each feature, 
Express all the transport that reigns in my soul ? 
Yes, they avow that I sigh for a creature 
Created by Heaven each thought to control. 


Does not my breast throb with rapturons pleasure, 
Whene’er her soft eyes beam the language of bliss ? 

Shall I not own myself charm’d beyond measure, 
As, gazing, I know she will grant me a kiss? 


Yes, I confess that no mortal was ever 
Bless’d with affection so ardent, so true; 

No fate, my dear creature, our union shall sever, 
My heart, lovely Rosa, was formed but for you. 


PLIIGL POR 


NEPTUNE, WHEN FIRST HE TOOK 
CHARGE OF THE SEA, 


Air— Derry down,” 


HAD Neptune, when first he took charge of the sea, 
Been as wise, or at least been as merry as we, 
He’d have thought better on’t, and, instead of 
his brine, 
Would have filled the vast ocean with generous 
wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the sake of good liquor as well as for gain! 
No fear then of tempests, or danger of sinking, 
The fishes ne’er drown that are always a drinking, 
Derry down, &c. 


The hot thirsty sun then would drive with more 
hast , 
Secure in the evening of such a repast ; 


ye 
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And when he’d got tipsy, would have taken his 


nap 
With double the pleasure in Thetis’s lap. 
Derry down, &c. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
wine, 
Consider how gloriously Phebus would shine ; 
What vast exhalation he’d draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor earth, as it wanted supply. 
Derry down, &c. 


How happy us mortals, when blest with such rain, 

Yo fill all our vessels, and fill them again! 

Nay, even the beggar, that has ne’er a dish, 

Might jump into the river, and drink like a fish. 
Derry down, &c. 


What mirth and contentment on every one’s brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plough! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Although they but sip, would eternally sing. 
Derry down, &c. 


The stars, who, I think, don’t to drinking incline, 
Would frisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
And, merrily twinkling, would soon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 

Derry down, &c. 


Had this been the case, what we’d then enjoyed, 

Our spirits still rising, our fancy ne’er cloy’d; 

A fig then for Neptune, when ’twas in his power, 

To let slip, like a fool, such a fortunate hour. 
Derry down, &c. 


DANCEE LIKE MAD FOR JOY. 


(Cross. ) 


MISSEE she be as fair as de day, 
Ching hi! chickettee ho! 
Trippee so light, as de gossamer gay, 
Ching a ching, tymballo! 
She be so kind, dat me no can forbear, 
Happy de Moorish boy. 
To prattle of missee till drop a big tear, 
Mild as de rain when de sun he shine clear, 
Dancee like mad for joy. 
Ching hi! chickettee ho: 
Ting a ring, ching a ching, 
Tymballo! 
Dancee like mad for joy. 


Massa he be very good man, 
Ching hi! chickettee ho! 
He do all de kindness he can, 
Ching a ching, tymballo! 
He my friend when dey sell a poor me, 
Slavee, de Moorish boy. 
Takee me home, me no prisoner be! 
Like a de English he make a me free, 
Dancee like mad for joy. 
Ching hi! chickettee ho! &c, 


Missee sisters be very grand pair, 
Ching hi! chickettee ho! 
No for de poor, or de beggar-man care, 
Ching a ching, tymballo! 
Beggar-man wish (he no malice, oh la!) 
So wishee de Moorish boy, 
Missee’s sisters both married, huzza! 
Palanquin’d home by two tree-tailed bashaw. 
Dancee like mad for joy 
Ching hi! 
SIMPLICITY’S HOME. 
(T. Baylies. ) 


DEAR Marian, meck-eyed placid maid, 
With look and air serene, 


chickettee ho! &e. 
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O’er me thy magic influence shed, 
And gild each future scene. 


I ask not wealth, I ask not power, 
Content must ever be 

Where’er thou dwell’st, and every hour 
Be bliss that’s shared with thee. 


A peaceful cot, with plenty stored, 
While friendship there resides, 
Is all I ask, if at the board 
My Marian still presides. 


And what, though homely be the fare, 
In this secure retreat ; 

Though life is but a bitter stream, 
Content will make it sweet. 


PPPOE LL IS 


THE JOYS OF A TURN-UP; 
OR, A TODDLE TO A FIGHT. 


Air— Oh! swch a Day so gay and so uproarious.” 
(T. Jones.) 


Now’s the time for milling, boys, since all the 
world a-gog’s for it ; 
Away to Copthorne, Moulsey-Hurst, or Shep- 
perton they go; : 
Or grave or gay they post away, nay, pawn their 
very togs for it; 
And determined to be up to all, go down to see 
the show ; 
Giddy pated, hearts elated, cash and courage all 
to view it; 
Ey’ry one to learn a bit, and teach his neighbours 
how to do it ; 
E’en little sprites, in lily whites, are fibbing it 
and rushing it; 
Your dashing swells, from Bagnigge-wells, are 
flooring it and flushing it. 
Oh! tis a sight so gay and so uproarious, 
That all the world is up in arms and ready for a 
fight. 


The roads are so clogg’d, that they beggar all de- 
scription now, 
With lads and lasses, prim’d and gregg’d, fer 
bang-up fun and glee ; 
Here’s carts and gigs, and knowing sprigs all ready 
to kick up a row, 
And every one is anxious to obtain a place to 
see: 
Here’s a noted sprig of life, who sports his tits and 
charmer too ; ‘ 
And there is CRIBB and GULLY, BELCHER, OLI- 
VER, and HARMER, too; 
With SHELTON, BITTON, TURNER, EALES, and 
all the lads who go it well ; 
Who, now and then, to please the fancy, make 
opponents know it well. 
Oh! ’tis a sight, &e. 


But now the fight’s begun, and the combatants are 
setting-to ; 
Silence is aloud proclaim’d, by voices base and 
shrill ; 
Facing, stopping, fibbing, dropping, claret tapping, 
betting, too ; 
Reeling, rapping, physic napping, all to grace the 
mall ; 
Losing, winning, horse-laugh grinning, mind you do 
not glance awry, 
Or somebody may mill your mug, and pop your 
nob in Chancery ; 
For nobs and bobs, and empty fobs, the like no 
tongue could ever tell ; 
See here’s the Great Gun waterman, and there’s 
the mighty Nonpareil. 
Oh! ’tis a sight, &c. 
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Thus milling is the fashion grown, and every one a 
closer is, > 
With lessons from the lads of fist to turn out 
quite the thing ; 
True science may be learn’d where’er the fam’d 
Mendoza is ; ; 
And gallantry and bottom, too, from ScRoG- 
GINS, MARTIN, SPRING; 
For sparring now is all the rage, in town and coun- 
try places, too; 
Crack’d collar-bones and claret mugs are often seen 
at races, too; 
While counter hits, and give and take, 
strength can hold her seat, 
Afford the best amusement in a bit of pugilistic 
treat. 


as long as 


Oh! ’tis a sight, &e. 
PP POI LEP 


THE WAND’RING BEGGAR-GIRL. 
(Cherry. ) 
THE wand’ring beggar-girl may meet 
Some pity, as she walks the street, 
While some relieve her woe ‘i 
Her artless accents float along, 
And to the heart direct the son 
The burthen sad—Heigho ! 
Heigho. 
Although the burthen be—Heigho! 


Wealth and power may guilt await, 
I envy not their pomp and state, 
Whom virtue thus forego ; 
I’d rather tune my artless voice, 
And in an honest heart rejoice, 
Than sigh in guilt—Heigho ! 
Heigho! 
Nor let the burthen be—Heigho! 


g> 


GLO L LEO F 


DRINKING AND KISSING ARE PLEA- 
SURES DIVINE. 


ANACREON, they say, was a jolly old blade, 
A Grecian choice spirit, and poet by trade ; 

To Venus and Bacchus he tun’d up his lays ; 
For love and a bumper he sung all his days. 


He laugh’d as he quaff’d still the juice of the vine, 
And though he was human, was look’d on divine ; 
Av the feast of good humour he always was there, 
And his fancy and sonnets still banish’d dull care. 


Good wine, boys, says he, is the liquor of Jove, 
Tis our comfort below and their nectar above : 
Then while round the table the bumper we pass, 
Let the toast be to Venus ana each smiling lass. 


Apollo may torment his catgut or wire, 

Yet Bacchus and Beauty the theme must inspire, 

Or else all his humming and stramming is vain, 

The true joys of heaven he’d never obtain. 

To love and be lov’d, how transporting the bliss, 

While the heart-cheering glass gives a zest to each 
kiss : 

With Bacchus and Venus we’ll ever combine, 

For drinking and kissing are pleasures divine. 

As sons of Anacreon then let us be gay, 

With drinking and love pass the moments away, 

With wine and with beauty let’s fill up the span, 

For that’s the best method, deny it who can. 


PLIPRIIP FS 


THIS HEART IS NOT FOR YOU. 
( Beazley.) 
At! you know sweet words impart 
Pleasure to this maiden heart ; 
You think it soft, I know it true, 
Dut this heart is not for you. 
Lira la, lira la. 
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“« Maids, you say, can ne’er do amiss, 
And lips that are rosy are made but for this. 
( Kissing her hand. ) 
My lips must do what others do, 
But those lips are not for you.” 
Lira la, lira la. 
Diamonds were not half so bright 
As these eyes, you swore last night ; 
The diamond’s made for cutting, too, 
So pardon mine for cutting you. 
Lira la, lira 1a. 


PIIP PIO? 


THE DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 
(T. Paine. ) 


IN a mould’ring cave, where the wretched retreat, 
Britannia sat, wasted with care : 

She mourned for Wolfe, and exclaim’d against 

fate, 

And she gave herself up to despair. 

The walls of her cell were all sculptur’d around, 
With the deeds of her favourite son ; 

Nay, even the dust as it lay on the ground, 
Was engrav’d with some deeds he had done. 


The sire of the gods, from his chrystaline throne, 
Beheld the disconsolate dame : 

And, mov’d with her tears, sent Mercury down, 
And these were the tidings that came: 

“« Britannia! forbear not a sigh or a tear, 
For thy Wolfe so deservedly lov’d, 

Thy grief shall be chang’d into triumph of joy, 
For thy Wolfe is not dead but remoy’d,” 


Then a counsel was held in the chamber of Jove, 


And this was their final decree : 


That Wolfe should be call’d to the armies above, 


And the care be intrusted to thee. 


The sons of the earth, the proud giants of old, 


They fled from their darksome abodes ; 
And such is the news that in heav’n was told, 
Wolfe was marching to war with the gods. 


To the plains of Quebec with the orders they fiew, 


But he bege’d for a moment’s delay ; 
He cried, ** Oh! forbear, let me victory hear, 
And then your commands I’ll obey.” 


With a dark’ning film they encompass’d his eyes, 


And they bore him away in an urn, 
Lest the fondness he bore to his own native shore, 
Should tempt him again to return, 


GL IL LICR 


CONFESS THE MASON’S ART DIVINE. 


Air— Attic Fire.” 
DIVINE Urania, virgin pure, 
Enthron’d in the Olympian bower, 
T here invoke thy lays : 
Celestial muse, awake thy lyre, 
With heaven-born sweet seraphie fire, 
Freemasonry to praise. 


The stately structures that arise, 

And burst the concave of the skies, 
Stil ornament thy shrine : 

The aspiring domes, those works of ours, 

“* The solemn temples,—cloud-cap’t towers,” 
Confess the art divine. 


With prudence all our actions are, 
By bible, compass, and by square, 
In love and truth combined : 
While justice and benevolence, 
With fortitude and temperance, 
Adorn and grace the mind, 


GILES PIO’ 


‘ 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER,; OR, MUSEUM 


DRAWING THE LONG-BOW ; 
OR, HOW TO TELL A STORY. 


(I. Dibdin.) 


OVER port, pipe, or snuff-box, there’s always 
some wight 
To tell a long story at club ev’ry night, 
Wanting wit at a pinch, the box helps a bad joke, 
Or deficient in fire, he supplies ye with smoke. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Since we’re told to believe only half what we hear, 
Every tale we attempt should from fiction be clear, 
Probability carefully keeping in view ; 
For example, I’ll tell a short story or two. 

Derry down, &c. 


Once a man advertised the metropolis round, 
He’d leap off the monument on to the ground, 
But when just half-way down felt some nervous 
attack, 
Grew frightened, reflected, turned round, and 
jumped back. 
Derry down, &c. 


A boatswain who ne’er had seen Punch or his 
wife, 
To a puppet-show went, the first time in his life ; 
Laughed and wondered at every odd trick and 
grimace, 
When a barrel of gunpowder blew up the place. © 
Derry down, &c. 


Spectators and puppets were here and there 
thrown, 
When Jack, on a tree who had safely been blown, 
Took a quid, blew his whistle, and not at all 
VEX, 
‘ried, “‘ Shiver me, what will this fellow do next vy? 
Derry down, &c. 


A bluff grenadier, under great Marshal Saxe, 
Had his head cut clean off by a Lockabar axe, 
But his comrade replaced it so nice ere it fell, 
That a handkerchief tied round his neck made all 
well. 
Derry down, &c. 


Now, his memory was short, and his neck very 
long, 
Which he’d bow thus and thus when he heard a 
good song ; 
And one night beating time to the tale I tell you, 
He gave such a nod that away his head flew. 
Derry down, &c. 
T could tell other stories, but here mean to rest, 
Till what you have heard may have time to di- 
gest 
Besides, ere my narrative verse I pursue, 
I must find some more subjects equally true. 
Derry down, &c. 


PILI LIIF 


PADDY O’GAFFNEY’S WAKE, 
OR, DEAD ALIVE. 


Air—« Brulgruddery’s Epilogue-Song.” 
(Zi. J. B. Box.) 


T’oTHER night faith I went to the wake of a friend, 

What went dead just before he would come to the 
end 

Of his life, what was over some time, as they 
said, 

When to make him die asey they put him in bed. 


SPOKEN.] Och! my darling crature! says Mis- 
tress O’Gafiney, and is it yourself too what is 
come to help to wake my dear man now? sure he’ll 
be mighty plased of it for the respect of the thing, 
poor dear dead crature!’ says she, putting out the 
whiskey tome, ‘Take a drop of it yourself, Mr. 


Myself 
*twas all over delightful! and then we tucked him 


myself, you see?’ 


ney?’ says I. 
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M‘Hoghlin, without mixing it at all; it’s the way 
my Pat, what’s dead there, was liked it, wasn’t it, 


Pat, my darling? ‘ Sure we'll try him tiff now,” 


says I; it will be making him comfortable getting 
it down you see.’ 
now!’ scramed out Mistress O’Gaffney, 
uncovered the face of him; ¢ would you be dis- 
turbing the dead crature?’ says she, ¢ besides 
yowll be making him take cold stripping him! 


“Och, bad luck! be asey 
as myself 


Och, Pat! och, my jewel, spake to me now ! 
Oh! O! Oh! O! (giving the howl) Oh! OY 
and all joined chorus. Och, and _ sure 


up warm and comfortable, while we sung 


Hurroo whack fililloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo! 


Mister Murphey Marooney, *twas chanced by mis- 
take, 

Put his foot in the place near the heel of the 
wake. 


‘ Och,’ says I, “sir, you’re out,’ ¢ No,’ says he, 


sir, I’m in!’ 


‘Then,’ says I, ¢ you’re the signal a row to begin.’ 


SPOKEN.] ¢ You dirty spalpeen,’ says I, ¢ what’s 


brought you here before you was sent to be axed ?” 
« Bad luck,’ says he, ¢ and wasn’t I 
to be axed, what’s all the same now.’ ‘ Och! 


sent myself 


don’t be coming here, you old ragman, with your 


blarney about sending yourself what’s not wanted 


at all,’ says 1; “so you're out, I’m telling you 8 
‘Och! by the powers of all that’s plasing,’ says 


he, ‘ and wasn’t I come to comfort the widow 
now”? © Divil fly away wid you then,’ says I, 


‘for haven’t I every thing at all to comfort a widow 
Bad luck to the comfort she’il 
get from any one else; will you, Mistress O2Gafi- 
‘ Divil a bit of it’ says she. 
“ Och, my darling crature,’ says I, ¢ then that’s 
what’s enough for me to go to work upon.’ So to 
work I went at once, putting Mister Marooney’s 
daylights in the dark, before he saw himself 
quite blind of all his eyes. ‘There, you dirty 
tief!’ says I, ‘that’s taching you what’s paceabte 
while you’re kicking up a row, you see.” That 
was all the nate thing, ’cause I wouldn’t be dis- 
turbing poor Pat what’s dead at the time, with a 


Hurroo whack fililloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo ! 


With swate Mistress O’Gaffmey then cock of the 
walk, 
I put out my best leg first to win the first chalk 
Of the game, what’s called love,—when I tickled 
her chin, 
‘ Is’t my heart,’ says she ‘ Dennis, you’re meaning 
to win?” 

SPOKEN.] ‘Och! faith my tender jewel’ says I, 
“sure I wouldn’t be maning any thing else, my 
lambkin, and every thing what’s belonged to it 
now. ¢ Och! you divil! whisper,’ says she, 
“sure we must be dacent, until we’ll be got Pat 
under the turf and all about him you see. ‘ Och, 
musha gra a gram-a-chree! my double-fat darling,’ 
says I, « sure an’ I wo’n’t be making you as happy 
as a fly in a pot of treacle, my honey-bird! Sure 
I’m the swate boy for comforting the ladies, Mis- 
tress O’Gaffney, you'll see,’ says I. By my soul, 
myself was getting all over alive about her, when 
her brother, Mister Teddy Phagan, was come up 
to be axing me if I took his sister for a dish 
of butter-milk? ‘ Och, be asey,’ says I, ‘ sure 
wo’n’t I intind to take her for butter and all, by- 
and-by you'll see.” And then I tould him, says I, 
‘ only wait till-awhile ago, and we two brothers 
will be first-cousins-in-law you see out of it’ 
Faith, he was quite plased wid the notion of it; 
the whiskey was going about bravely, till we was 
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all blind happy, and just got into the middle of a 
swate howl, (gives the howl,) when, och! bad 
luck! you wouldn’t think what was happened. 
Botheration! such a 


Hurroo whack fililloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo. 


Pat went dead as it happened for plasing his wife, 

But for plasing himself, he again came to life ; 

For while waking his body, so swate was our howl, 

By the powers, that our music at last waked his 
soul ! 


SPOKEN.] All the botheration of bad luck to it! 
We was all got quite comfortable, myself and Mrs. 
O’Gafiney as swate together as two nuts just 
cracked ; Teddy Phagan and Katty Culloch, Mis- 
ter O’Brien, Mister O’Mullins, Mistress Donne- 
hough, Shelah M‘Nally, Mister O’Looseskin, and 
Miss Flannagan with ‘her beautiful mother, you 
see, and all the rest of us was just in the mar- 
row of the thing all together, with our pipes 
nately tuned in a charming Oh! O! Oh! O! Oh! 
O! when who the divil should pop up straight upon 
his rump but dead Pat O’Gaffney all alive at the 
moment! ‘ Och, and where am I” says he, staring 
with all his eyes and ears into the bargain. <¢ Ar- 
rah be asey, Pat!’ says I, « you're safe enough 
now, you’re dead these twelve hours; so don’t 
be troubling yourself at all about it? But by 
Saint Patrick he wouldn’t be believed a word of 
it, and out of bed he jumped, while Mistress 
O’Gaffney was fainted in my arms, and myself 
tumbled backwards out of the room down the ladder 
all together, one top of t’other, running away 
with the divil at our heels! So that’s what was 
finished Pat’s wake nately, with a 


Hurroo whack fililloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo! 


PPLOP LICE 


GIG AND FUN, BOYS, IS OUR LIFE AT 
SEA, 


(Cherry.) 


WHEN at sea we slave, both far and near, 

Flip, beer, and brandy, our spirits cheer ; 

And the toast goes round to Poll, Peg, or Sue, 

And on deck we dance, like a merry crew ! 
Falde ral, &c. 


When old Sam he jaws of sprites and ghosts, 
And Tom he of strength and wenches boasts ; 
And the master brags what knots he can sail, 
A cracker Dick claps to the chaplain’s tail ! 

Fal de ral, &c. 


When poor Jack with grog is running o’er, 
And tells them a tale oft told before 2 
By asly slipt noose the story is marred, 
And away goes Jack to the top-sail yard! 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Gig and fun, boys, is our life at sea, 
When storms blow o’er, we, from tempests free, 
Drink, dance, and sing, and again tempt the 
main, 
In hopes to sing, dance, and drink once again ! 
© Fal de ral, &c. 


PROP IL OP 


THE ROSE-TREE. 
— (J. Rannie.) 
MARK with what grace the rose-tree shows 
Its branches rich with many arose, 


Which rises o’er the dewy ground, 
And scatters balm and beauty round ; 


And mark the lily’s lowly bed, 

In shelter of its friendly shade, 
Which meekly drinks the fragrant tear, 
And hangs its cold cup weeping near. 


Thy vernal beauty, like the tree, 

With dewy kindness comforts me, 

Thy shade my shelter—Nymph divine 
The bloom of thy existence mine ! 

Yet still, bright rose, the gales must blow, 
That soon will lay thy bea uty low ; 
And, ah! the wind that strips the tree, 
Pale lily, too, will injure thee. 


So, when the storms of Fate blow high, 
Shall Beauty’s ruins vanquished ne". 
But Virtue clears the clouds away 3 
And triumphs in immortal day ! 

Yes, Mira, virtue blossoms still, 
Beyond the power of Fate to kill - | 
Which, when it ends this mortal strife, y 
But ushers in eternal life. . 


——— 


OL PFI? PO 


WE’LL DRINK LIKE MORTAL MEN, 
(R. A. Millikin.) 
HAD I the tun which Bacchus used, 
I’d sit on it all day, o 


For while a can it ne’er refused, 
He nothing had to pay. 


—_— = 


I’d turn the cock from morn till eve, { 
And never think it trouble, 

But I’d contrive, you may believe, 
To make it carry double. 


My friend should sit as well as I, 
And take a jovial pot ; 

For he that drinks (althongh he’s dry) 
Alone, is sure a sot. 


Now since the tun which Bacchus used 
We have not here—what then ? 
Since godlike toping is refused, 
We’ll drink like mortal men. 


PLIEI FIO? 


ENGLAND, EUROPE’S GLORY. 
[ Music, Horn, Tichborn-Street, Piccadilly. } 


THERE is a land amidst the waves 
Whose sons are famed in story, 
Who never were, or will be slaves, 4 
Nor shrink from death or glory! 
Then strike the harp, and bid it swell, 
With flowing bowl before ye, 
Here’s to the land in which we dwell. 
To England, Europe’s glory. 


Bles land, beyond all lands afar, 
Encircled in the waters, 

With lion-hearted sons in war, 
And Beauty’s peerless daughters. 

Go ye, whose discontented hearts 
Disdain the joys before ye, 

Go, seek a home in foreign parts, 
Like England, Europe’s glory. 


Whether in sultry climes ye rove, 
A solitary stranger, 

Or seek the foreign fair one’s love, 
Where lurk deceit and danger : 

Where will ye find domestic bliss, 
With social sweets before ye ; 

A land so great, so good as this— 
Like England, Europe’s glory ? 


GRILLE 
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O! Polly Higginbottom, she went to the bottom. 
I sing the death, the doleful death, of pretty Polly Higginbottom ! 





THOMAS CLUTTERBUCK AND POLLY 


HIGGINBOTTOM. 
(T. E. Hook.) 


In Chester town a man there dwelt, 
Not rich as Creesus, but a buck 5 
The pangs of love he clearly felt, 
His name was Thomas Ciutterbuck. 
The lady he did most approve 
Most guineas gold had got ’em, 
And Clutterbuck fell deep in love 
With Polly Higginbottom. 
O! Thomas Clutterbuck, 
And O! Polly Higginbottom ! 
I sing the loves, the smiling loves, 
Of Clutterbuck and Higginbottom. 


A little trip he did propose, 
Upon the Dee they got ’em, 
The wind blew high, he blew his nose, 
And sung to Polly Higginbottom. 
The strain was sweet, the stream was deep, 
He thought his notes had caught her, 
But she, alas! fell fast asleep, 
And then fell in the water. 
O! Polly Higginbottom, 
She went to the bottom. 
I sing the death, the doleful death, 
Of pretty Polly Higginbottom! 


Yet still he strained his little throat, 
To love he did invite her, 
And never missed her till his boat, 
He thought, went rather lighter. 
But when he found that she was lost, 
The summum of his wishes, 
He boldly paid the waterman, 
And jumped among the fishes. 
O! Polly Higginbottom, 
He comes to the bottom. 
I sing the death, the double death, 
Be lutterbuck and Higginbottom. 


\ 


Round Chester stalk the river ghosts 
Of this young man and fair maid, 

His head looks like a salmon-trout, 
Her tail is like a mermaid. 


MORAL. 
Learn this, ye constant lovers all, 
Who live on England’s island, 
The way to shun a watery death 
Is making love on dry land. 
O:: Polly Higginbottom, 
Who lies at the bottom, 
So sing the ghosts, the water-ghosts, 
Of Clutterbuck and Higginbottom. 


THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE. 
( Byron.) 
AWAY with your fictions of flimsy romance, 
Those tissues of falsehood which folly has wove, 
Give me the mild beam of the sonl-breathing 
glance, 


Or the rapture which dwells on the first kis of 
love. 


Ye rhymers, whose bosoms with fantasy glow, 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the grove, 
From what bless’d inspiration your sonnets would 
flow 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love. 


If Apollo should e’er his assistance refuse, 
Or the Nine be disposed from your service to 
rove, 
Invoke them no more, bid adicu to the muse, 
And try the effect of the first kiss of love. 


I hate you, ye cold compositions of art, 
Though prudes may condemn me and bigots re- 
prove ; 
I court the effusions that spring from the heart 
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of 
love. 
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Your shepheras, your flocks, those fantastical 
themes 
Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move ; 
Arcadia displays but a region of dreams— 
What are visions like these to the first kiss of 
love? 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


Yh! cease to affirm, that man, since his birth 
From Adam till now, has with wretchedness 
strove, 
Some portion of paradise still is on earth, 
And Eden revives in the first kiss of love. 


When age chills the blood—when our pleasures are 
pasty (iss 
(For years fleet away with the wings of the 
dove, ) 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last, 
Our sweetest memorial the first kiss of love. 


PLL L LEIP 


THERE’S AN ISLE CLASPED BY WAVES. 


(Dimond_) 
THERE’S an isle, clasp’d by waves, in an emerald 
zone, 
That peers forth from ocean, so pearl-like and 
fair, 


As if Nature meant it the water-king’s throne— 
A youth, whom I name not, remembers me 
there. 
Methinks, now the breeze bearing murmurs from 
far, 
Wafts hither the plaint of my lover’s guitar. 


Ah! cheer thee, fond mourner! let hope’s whis- 
per soften 
The wild pang of absence, and doubts too un- 
kind, 
The maid thou upbraidest for thee sighs as often, 
And speeds gentle wishes by every wind. 
Then, winds, blow ye homeward; waves, waft 
me aiar 
To my own native isle, and my lover’s guitar. 


GLIL LIL? 


FAREWELL TO LOCHABER, AND FARE- 
WELL, MY JEAN. 


Air—* Lochaber no more.”’—( Ramsay.) 


FAREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean, 
Where heartsome with thee I’ve mony days been. 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 

These tears that I shed, they are a’ for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on wear, 
Though bore on rough seas to a far bloody shore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Though hurricanes arise, and rise every wind, 
They'll ne’er make a tempest like that in my mind ; 
Though loudest of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That’s naething like leaving my love on the shore, 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is sair pained. 
By ease that’s inglorious no fame can be gained, 
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave, 
And I maun deserve it before I can crave. 


Then, glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuse ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuse ? 
Withont it I ne’er can have merit for thee, 

And losing thy favour I'd better not be. 

I gae then, my lass, to win honour and fame, 
And if I hae luck to come gloriously hame, 

A heart I will bring thee with love running o’er, 
And then Ill leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


PLE EPCIL 
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THE MASON’S ALLEGORY. 
(G. S. Carey.) 


THE trade of a mason’s a good moral schocl, 
Where the measures of life are establish’d by rule, 
When affairs go awry let your judgement incline 
To make matters even by drawing the line. 


Should your paths, being crooked, bewilder the 
mind, 

Or encircled by care no alternative find, 4 

Ne’er let your guide reason give way to despair, 

Old time with exertion your troubles may square. 


Should you meet with a brother in craft too pro- 
found, 

Make use of your plummet, his subtlety sound, 

And if you no bottom should find in his heart 

When his hand he presents you, bid him depart. 


Let your converse be level, your life not too gay, 
But just within compass, the moderate way ; 
When you're crippled by age, infirm and oppress’d, 
Let Faith lend a pillar on which®you may rest. 


OL ILP PLE F 


HARK! THE CURFEW’S SOLEMN SOUND. 
(Tobin. ) 
A GLEE. 


HARK! the curfew’s solemn sound, 
Silent darkness spreads around, 
Heavy it beats on the lover’s heart, 
Who leaves, with a sigh, his tale half told. 
The poring monk and his book must part ; 
And, fearful, the miser locks his gold! 
Now, whilst labour sleeps, and charmed sorrow 5 
O’er the dewy green, 
By the glow-worm’s light, 
Dance the elves of night, 
Unheard, unseen. 
Yet, where their midnight pranks have been, 
The circled turf will betray to-morrow. 


De ae 


NED NAPPY, THE HATTER, AND HIS 
MASTER’S DAUGHTER. 


Air—** First of September.” —(D. W. Jerrold.) 


NED NAPPY was a hatter, and could solve each 
incongruity, ' 

In which his trade abounded, with wondrous in- 
genuity ; 

His master had a daughter, and by a strange con- 
tingency, 

His mind unto this fair one had gained a great as- 
tringency. 


Young Cupid ’gainst my heart, he cried, has 
rubbed a merry friction, ; 

My love will ever true remain, nor suffer derelic- 
tion ; ; 

Your papa is gone out, you know, seize the mo- 
ment with avidity, ae : 

And let you and I, as man and wife, be joined in 
great fixidity. 

"Tis Easter-Monday, you well know, at Shoreditch 
we may be married, 4 

No longer shilly-shally stand, but by Love’s sway 
be carried 5 

Our union i: py Fate decreed, and signs, too, as- 
trolo; ‘cal ; 

Believe me, I don’t lie, nor speak in language hy- 
perbolical. : 


The maiden had just sworn ‘‘ to love, honour, and 
obey,” too, : 
When Neddy’s angry master at the altar found his 


way, too-— 


Bn Sale «nt 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


259 


# What is’t you mean, you scoundrel, by thus; With a whack, whillilew, hubbaboo, botheraticn, 


taking here your station? ; 
You know that your indenters forbids nuptualiza- 
tion.” 


His master then, with cruelty, laid a large whip 
upon his back, 

Ned stared and rolled his eyes, just like an hypo- 
condriac ; 

But he knew that it was useless quite to tip him any 
gammon, 

For on each side of his shoulders stood Lavender 
and Salmon. 


His bride, in wondrous agony, and expansion of 
affection, 

Screamed and hallooed as they dragged him to the 
Mansion of Correction ! 

And yet, though you may think it strange, such 
wonders works the law, 

That, an hour after marriage, poor Ned was in the 
straw ! 


PPL PLIES? 


PRETTY POLL AND JACK FLOURISH. 
(J.G. Holman, Esq.) 


WHEN to my pretty Poll I went, 

And I to travel sought her, 

«© Ah! stay at home, dear Jack,” says she, 
«© I cannot cross the water.” 

What could [ do?—Away I flew, 

A curricle I bought her ; 

Six smoking bays—all Hyde-Park’s gaze, 
From Tattersall’s I brought her. 

* Dear Jack,” says she, ‘* how kind you be! 
(She’d coax like Eve’s own daughter, ) 
With you will I both live and die, 

Do all—but cross the water.” 


Then splashing, dashing, through the town 
She drove the stare of all, 

The echo of her rattling wheels 

Was—‘‘ There goes Pretty Poll! 

Oh, Pretty, Pretty Poll .” 

From every tongue the echo rung— 

«« See, there goes Pretty Poll!” 


What a lad, then, was I! 
All to dress at me try, 
And my praise to withhold none so currish ! 
. With a girlso divine, 
Such dinners! such wine ! 
What a d—’d clever dog was Jack Flourish ! 
But, an end to my cash, 
And my fame goes to smash, 
No triends my good qualities nourish ; 
For they, once so kind, 
Now agree in one mind, 
What a d—’d stupid flat is Jack Flourish ! 
Thus cut by my friends, by bailiffs seiz’d, 
And this vile limbo near, 
Yet with one hope I still was pleas’d, 
That Poll my cage would cheer! 
To Poll I told where I must yo, 
And not to leave me sought her ; 
She, laughing, cried—‘* Dear Jack, you know, 
I cannot cross the water.” 


BARNY O’BOTHER. 
(Kenney. ) 


WHEN first I was married to Katty O’Connor, 
So fair was her face, and so neat was her trim; 
That sweet Mr. Barny he doated upon her, 
But devil a bit did she’doat unen him. 
She frown’d and she snubb’d at her dutiful lover, 
And said very often what shouldn’t be said ; 
And when the dear darling began to discover 
She could ne’er break my heart—faith! she 
tried at my head. 


Can’t you be aisy, my dear? 


So says I to myself, Mr. Barny O’Bother, 

Did you never see two frisky puppies at play? 
When the pert little cur that’s pursuing the other, 
The moment he stops, in his turn runs away? 

To be sure then I alter’d my tone in a jiffy, 

And fill’d the dear creature so full of alarms, 
That just as I thought she’d plump into the Liffy, 
The sweet little Katty plump’d into my arms. 

With a whack, &c. 


And there’s a receipt now to live snug and quiet, 
And get all your grievances laid on the shelf ; 
When you’d stop your beloved from breeding a riot, 
And don’t like to wait till she stops of herself. 
Our squabbles are over, I’ve managed to end ’em; 

No more noisy brawls for the breeches have we; 
For now Mrs. Katty’s contented to mend ’em, 
And civilly gives up the wearing to me. 
With a whack, &c. 


PREP ELIF 


HARK AWAY! 
(Williams. ) 


WHEN the forehead of Phebus illumines the east, 
And the lark hails the birth of the morn, 
I shake off the mantle that’s woven by rest, 
And obey the rebuke of the horn. 
Then the chase, the blithe chase, gives a zest to 
the day, 
And thought sinks immers’d in the loud hark away ! 


How mad are mankind, thus to brood over ill, 
Whose hearts were for happiness made : 
When the hunter’s sweet note gives the cue to his 
will, 
And Echo repeats what is said. 
Then hither, ye wretched, be blissful, be gay, 
And swell the blithe chorus of hark, hark away! 


Of old, lovely Dian, with buskin and spear, 
Brush’d the glittering dew from the plain : 
For the sports of celestials could never compare 
With the transports of Di and her train. 
Then who’d give to Morpheus one moment of day, 
When the horn glads the senses with hark, hark 
away ! 
Though Diogenes liv’d as the tyrant of mirth, 
To the good of humanity blind ; 
Had he follow’d the chase, not a doubt of men’s 
worth 
Would have enter’d his cynical mind. 
For if Care cross our path, not a being will stay, 
But drown his vile mandates, with hark, hark 
away : 
THE PUBLIC DINNER, 
OR, THAT’S YOUR SORT, CUT AWAY. 


Air—‘* The Beadle of the Parish.” 
THE subject which I sing, 
Is a very tasty thing, 
Suiting either a saint or a sinner ; 
To hear the jovial clatter 
Of knife and fork, and platter, 
The thoughts of ’t make me long 
To join the eager throng, 
Sitting down to a public dinner.— 
Victuals hot, foaming pot, 
Chairman there, in his chair, 
With longing face, says the grace.— 
SPOKEN.] Mind, take ’are. Take hare,—is ix 
jugged or roasted ? Scaldings, boiling hot. Arrah! 
you bogtrotter! you have upset all the lobster-sauce 
over my military coat. Sir, I beg ten thousand 
pardons. Ten thousand devils! ’'m burning ho; 
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and covered with graise! I hope, gentlemen, you 
will keep a proper, peaseful, and pious silence 
whilst the president gives the grace. Graise me 
no more, my Coat is covered with it already. Yes, 
your coat seems to have knapped it. ‘That’s a 
threadbare pun. Arrah! I’m a soldier, and will 
bear no reflections on my cloth. He is a punster, 
give him a good licking. Talking oi licking, he 
had better lick his own coat. That’s your sort, cut 
away! Valking of cutting, these knives cut like old 
iron. *T'were good then if some one would steel 
?em. Steal ’em, I find I have got amongst a sharp 
set. Yes, we are all sharp-set. That’s your sort, 
cut away! Sir, I will trouble you tor a potato. 
O dear me, sir, I vish yon would a# some vone 
else, sir, ior I’m a wery bad hand at carving. 
Hallo! where’s the quarter of lamb? It’s all 
boned! That’s your sort, cut away! Square your 
elbows, Mr. Vice, you seem irightened whilst you 
are carving the joint. Yes, I always appear cowed 
when I carve. Then J will thank you to carve me 
some tood for my wit. Aye, you seem very hun- 
gry. That’s your sort, cut away! Ston that waiter, 
flying with the turkey. If I know jawgraphy, that 
turkey should be near us. Aye, near me, tor ’m 
near hung’ry. Dr. Lancet, you understand anatomy, 
dissect this Ottoman in jeopardy. What does he 
mean? He alludes to Turkey and Greece. How 
ravenous the doctor begins. Yes, he seems deter- 
mined to give no quarters. I don’t want a quarter, 
a wing will do for me. Munch, how is that fowl ? 
Pretty fair. I think it’s rather gone. Not quite 
gone, but going very fast. Fast, Ill not fast, whilst 
f have such a celery in my reach. I beg you will 
not talk of reaching over the table. Look at the 
Frenchman hidi g the turtle-soup in his bread-bus- 
ket. Ah, ah, c’est bon! Now there is not a bit of 
bone in it, Monsieur. No, no, I vil say dat it is 
not tout tout—dat is say it is quite all bon. Hoot 
awa’, mon, you wou’d say it is bonny. Never mind, 
cut away. 
Sitting down to a public dinner. 


Now each is hard at work, 
With teeth, aud knife, and fork, 
Quite determined not to grow thinner. 
O what a mighty battle, 
Over fishes, birds, and cattle! 
Such hacking and such carving, 
To satis y the starving, 
Sitting down to a public dinner. 
Will you choose, fowl or goose, 
Roast or boil’d, this is spoil’d, 
Waiter, here, bring some beer. 


SPOKEN.] Look at old Gripes, how he is tuck- 
ing itin! He seems eating for to-day and to-mor- 
row. Aye, and for yesterday, too, I think. Bless 
me! how hearty I do heat! I'll trcuble you for the 
turkey. That’s your sort, cut away. Bless me! 
how hearty I do Heat! I'll thank you for the pie. 
Tbat’s your sort, cut away. Bless me! how hearty 
I do heat! Vil take that custard. That’s your 
sort, cut away. Bless me! I’m getting very hot. 
Hot, no wonder, you have been heating so fast. 
That’s your sort, cut away. Sir, I will drink your 
health. Sir, [ think you have done it, for I feel 
very queer about the lower regions; I fear the 
bread is bad. Aye, like you, ill-bred. That’s your 
sort, cutaway. I don’t see any mustard here. I 
think we’re all muster’d here. Mr. Puff, shall I 
help you to the ribs. No, I’ve enough of ribs at 
home. Talking of ribs, I came out and forgot 
to. leave my wife any money; I hope she won’t 
smell me out. (A woman’s voice.) I tell you, 1 
will go in. O lord! there she is. ‘alk of the 
devil, &c. Ho! ho! my gentleman, there you 
are | you brute, to leave me without a farthing, or 
any thing to put in my mouth, whilst you come 
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here and throw five or ten shillings away for that 
there bit of head of hare. Well, my dear, no more 
on that head, ba. sit down, and set to; there’s 
some nice fowl, my chicken, for you. Ah, Bill‘ 
this is the way you always come over me. Never 
mind, forget and forgive, there’s some famous arti- 
choke. I wish it may choke her. Ah, Bill! if it 
were always so, I should never say nothing to you. 
Mr. Puff, the president, says he shall expect you 
to pay fora double ticket for you and your wife. 
No | wo’n’t, the parson made me and my wife one. 
Yes, but now she is coming to. That’s your sort, 
cut away. 
Sitting down to a public dinner. 


Of good things pretty full, 
Each is solid, but not dull, 

And soon the wine makes each a grinner 3; 
Blooming fruit, and sav’ry pies, 
Sparkling glasses, sparkling eyes, 
Catches, songs, and glees, 
Bon-mots, and repartees, 

Are the pleasures of a public dinner. 
How’s the wine? pretty fine, 
Where’s the lemon? here, gemmen : 
How now, lad, you seem sad. 


SPOKEN, affectedly.| Demme, good heavens! 
the sole which I have eaten seems deadly lively, 
at least it does not di-gest well. My dear fellow, 
fish always requires to swim three times; first in 
water, secondly in oil, thirdly in brandy. There- 
fore, waiter, bring my friend a bumper of spirit to 
keep down his rising sole. ( Hiccuping.) Rising 
soles; and, waiter, bring me a bumper to keep 
down my rising muscles. Demme, good heavens! 
the brandy which I’ve drunk, instead of going 
down to the sole, has got up in my head. Never 
mind, there is nothiny in that. That’s your sort, 
cut away. Demme, good heavens! I feel particu- 
larly indisposed—I fear the wine is not of the best 
quality. Shut down the window — perhaps the 
draught has been too much for you. Demme, good 
heavens! I feel very ill! Jack, where are you? 
( Hiccuping.) Here I am, my dear boy. Have 
you any scents in your pocket? Yes, more sense 
in his pocket than in his head. I think he has a 
drop too much in his head. ( Hiccuping. ) Vll box 
any man for five pounds, that casts any reflections 
on me or my chum; with or without the gloves. I 
suppose you would preter chicken gloves. Demme, 
good heavens! every thing I have eaten appears 
rising, oh! Yes, and now every thing you have 
eaten appears falling. Demme, good heavens! I 
tear it is all wp with me! Yes, and down to me, 
here’s pretty nankeen trowsers! Demme, good 
heavens! I fear I shall faint! Faint! lance his 
stays. ‘That’s your sort, cut away. Demme, good 
heavens! I fear I have eaten too much currant- 
pie, oh! Yes, and here’s the fruits of it. That’s 
your sort. That is current wit. Then let it puss. 
Demme, good heavens! Jack, where are you? 
Here I am, my dear fellow, Il] box any man for 
five pounds that casts. Demme, oh! ( Hiccuping. ) 
Halloh! my dear fellow, do I see clear, or are you 
a pump? Ah, you want a handle for your wit. 
Demme, good heavens! will nothing relieve me! 
Yes, here is a glass of pwmp-water, it is a radical 
cure. 

Introduced at a public dinner. 


THE BEE AtiD THE FLOWER. 
A RONDEAU. 


(F. W. Kelly.) 


TURN co me, love, those lips once more ; 
For look, dear maid, how yon small floweret, 
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Gives to the bee its honey store, 
And all the blossoms which embower it 
Yield their essence, as he sips 
Their rosy, humid, half-clos’d lips. 


Oh! think not that the Zephyr’s sigh, 
Which breathes and plays so sweetly round them, 
Inhales less fragrance, passing by, 
Than when the am’rous bee first found them; 
No, still their charms they do retain ; 
Then turn to me those lips again. 


GILL aA LEP 


SHENKIN WAS BORN IN GLAMORGAN- 
SHIRE. 
( Dibdin. ) 
SHENKIN was born in Glamorganshire, 
Odds will, her poor heart runs all upon Winney, 
And her’t kiss, and her’t luff, and her’t call her her 
dear, 
And make her cry, Shenkin, the tiffle is in you. 
Her breath is as sweet as a leek’s or a coat’s, 
Her’s like a plue mountain, so taper and thin: 
Aif her putter and seece would but yield her ten 
croats, 
To-morrow should see Shenkin married to Win. 


When the curate at eve on the crowty play’t, 
Oh te choys of her heart, Shenkin danced with 
his Winney, 
And her luff and delighted so in the tear maid, 
That she patting her cried out, the tiffle is in 


ou. / 
You in like the kits and you pout like the coats, 
To mollify sure enough I shall bekin. 
Aif your putter and seece would put yield you ten 
croats, 
To-morrow should Skenkin be married to Win. 


Ah, if her goot urship, great Squire Ap Shones, 
Could see how he’s creefing, as sure as a kinney, 
His powels would yearn with her crunts and her 
croans ; 
Ah no, he’d himself fall in luff with sweet 
Winney. 
Thus Shenkin complained as he drove home his 
goats, 
While the Squire and his comrades from huntin g 
came in, 
He heard the fine tale, kindly paid the ten groats, 
And the next morning saw Shenkin married to 
Win. 


PPI LPOPP 


GOOD NIGHT. 
A RONDEAU. 
(T. Moore.) 


Goop night! good night!—and is it so, 
And must I from my Rosa go? 

Oh, Rosa, say good night once more, 
And I'll repeat it o’er and o’er, 

Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying still good night. 


And still good night, my Rosa, say— 
But whisper still ‘ a minute stay ;’ 

And I will stay, and every minute 

Shall have an age of rapture in it! 
We'll kiss and kiss in quick delight, 

And murmur, while we kiss, good night. 


Good night! you’ll murmur with a sigh, 
And tell me it is time to fly; 

And I will vow to kiss no more, 

Yet kiss you closer than before, 

Till slumber seal our weary sight, 

And then, my love! my soul! good night. 


ne ee 
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THE ORPHANS. 


THE trees droop and wither, their verdure is gone, 
The swallow to regions of mildness is flown ; 
The storms of the winter will quickly come on, 
And the lone orphans’ cot o’er the village be 
strewn. . 
Its time-mouldered shelter then who will restore ? 
Who fence them from cold, and supply them 
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with food ? y 
The poor man will turn them with grief from his _ 
door, 
Heart-wounded himself—he can do them no 
good. 


As lately I marked where the gray-pointed stone 
Gives a simple memoir of the tenant below, 
Some sorrow-breathed sighs seemed to prelude this 
moan, 
Which discovered the plaints of the children of 


woe ; 
*OQ!} father, dear father, though stretched in that 
bed, 
O’er which the green turf we’ve so newly re- 
moved, 
To the Pow’r we submit that has pillowed thy head, 
By the hallowed remains of a mother beloved. 


‘ To the axe would the oak of the forest oft yield, 
We have followed thy steps and the loppings 
have bound : 
We have eagerly ran to the harvest a-field, 
And picked the scant gleanings that offered 
around ; 
But again to thy bidding we cannot comply, 
Thy voice can no longer the labourers cheer, 
The streamlet our cottage runs mournfully by, 
And the tears of sad autumn discolour the year.’ 


The sadness of autumn accords to their grief, 
It in sympathy soothes, but can bring them no 
rest ; 
Thus the callow brood wait for accustomed relief, 
And the parent birds gladly return to their 


nest 5 
Till the aim of the fowler has doomed them to 
bleed, 
Then fate speaks in thunder—the flutt’rers are 
torn ; 
Thrice blessed are they who, beholding the deed, 
Leave not misery’s offspring to perish forlorn. 


OLILPL LE 


TO FIGHT FOR FAME AND GLORY. 
(Pocock. ) 


WHEN first he left his native shore, 
To wander o’er the trackless main ; 
Tom sighed to think that he no more 
His native land might see again, 
For, ah! the friends he left were dear, 
The girl he loved was fair and kind, 
And when he dropp’d a glist’ning tear, 
’Twas shed for those he left behind, 
To fight ior fame and glory 


But in the battle’s rude alarms, 

When ev’ry danger flits around, 
The thought of them his bosom warms, 

And foremost in the fight he’s found. 
No sighs, no tears can then molest, 

For love with friendship thus combined 
Still cheers a gallant seaman’s breast, 

Still animates a RBriton’s mind 

To fight for fame and glory 
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MOLLY O’RIGGE AND CORNELIUS 
O’WHACK. 
(Pocock. ) 


AT Cork lived Miss Molly O’Rigge, 
With a nose like the snout of a pig: 
Long carotty locks, 

And ten pounds in the stocks, 

Was the fortune of Molly O’Rigge ; 
What a beantiful Molly O’Rigge. 


Tom Treacle loved Molly O’Rigge, 
A pert little tea-dealing prig: 

Says he, Molly, my dove, 

My heart’s brimful of love. 
Saysshe, Grocer, I don’t care a fig. 
What a hard-hearted Molly O’Rigge. 


I hate men, quoth Molly O’Rigge, 

In love they’re a mere whirligig ; 

But Cornelius O’Whack 

Gave her heart such a smack, 

That to church they both capered a sig, 
What a false-hearted Molly O’Rigge. _ 


Says Tom Treacle, Miss Molly O’Rigge, 
My heart is with jealousy big ; 

Says she, hold your clack, 

V’m now Mistress O’ Whack, 

I’m no longer Molly O’Rigge ; 

Good by, Mistress Molly O’Rigge. 


PPL PIII SF 


BEHOLD ME, SUNG HASSAN, THE FEAR- 
LESS AND FREE. 


(Scott. ) 


BEHOLD me, sung Hassan, the fearless and free, 

On the steed which obeys not a rider but me, 

That points like the quills of the eagle his ears, 

And whose bound in the desert’s as light as the 
deer’s. 

Behold me, with sabre new-sharpened and bright, 

With pistols new-flinted and burnished for fight 5 

My cap with fresh scarlet so gaily be done, 

And my baldrick of silver that gleams in the sun. 


When my true love espys me, the heart in her 
breast 

Shall beat quick as the pigeon’s when robbed of 
her nest; 

She will hush the hoarse watch-dog, and hie to 
the grove, 

That the eye of her kindred espy not her love. 

Yet let them descry me, their wrath I defy, 

And why should she tremble when Hassan is nigh? 

Like the hawk from the covey selecting its prey, 

From the midst of her tribe would I bear her away. 


I would mount her behind me, sung Hassan the free, 

On the steed which obeys not a rider but me, 

That points like the quills of the eagle his ears, 

And whose bound in the desert’s as light as the 
deer’s. 

For I come with sabre new-sharpened and bright, 

With pistols new-flinted and burnished for fight, 

My cap with fresh scarlet so gaily be done, 

And my baldrick of silver that gleams in the sun. 


GPILIIO FT 


THE JEW IN GRAIN; 
OR, THE DOCTRINE OF AN ISRAELITE. 


To be sung in High German Dialect. 


(Collins. ) 
1 ONCE was but a pedler, and my shop was in my 
box . 
So sure as ma smouch, and my name is Mor- 
decai ; 


And I cheated all the world, in spite of whipping- 


posts or stocks, 


For I never sticks for trifies when dere’s monies 


in the way. 
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I had good gold rings of copper gilt, and so I got 
my bread, 
With sealing-wax of brick-dust, and pencils without 
lead. 
In my pick-pack, nick-nack, shimerack, tick- 
tack, tink lum tee, 
And de shining chink to clink is de moosick 
still for me. 


























<«« Now vatsoever country by chance I travel through, 
«© Tis all the same to I, so the monies but 
comes in. 
“‘ Some people call me tief, just because lama Jew, 
<< So to make them tell the truth, why I think 
there is no sin. 
<‘ Then I shows them all my goods, with a sober, 
winning grace, 
«« And sometimes pick their pockets while they’re 
smiling in my face.” = 
With my pick-pack, &c. 
To make up goods the cheaper some people steal the 
stuff, 
And by selling of good bargains they never want 
for trade ; 
But I could always find the way to sell them cheap 
enough, 
As you know ’tis quite as easy for to steal them 
ready made. 
And though I’m not a Christian, I should think it 
very great sin 
When a stranger comes across me if I would not 
take him in. 
With my pick-pack, &c. 
Or suppose I do the business of a doctor, or a 
priest, 
And in want of my assistances a poor man sent 
for me, 
As in ries of my duty I would mind myself at 
east 5 
If I spy a good fat piece of pork, and he could 
give no fee, 
He may think I would refuse it—bless my soul, he 
is mistaken, 
I could sell it; if not, eat it, so that would nof 
save his bacon. 
‘With my pick-pack, &c. 


Or if I was a judge, or a justice of the peace, 
Whenever prosecutors brings a thief before the 
bench, 
If they swear upon the book till they was all black 
in the face, 
Let the prisoner use good arguments, a fig for 
evidence ; 
But if the rogue was pennyless, my work I would 
‘yo through, 
As my conscience would not let me rob the gallows 
of its due. 
With my pick-pack, &c. 


Or suppose I was in Parliament, the scheme I 
would propose, 
So sure as I’m a smouch, and my name is Mor- 
decal, 
Would be like the little plough-boy, to sell my 
ayes and nos, 
For I never sticks for trifles when there’s monies 
in the way. 
And before I would stand out, when there’s plenty 
of the pelf, 
If the devil was the purchaser, by Cog, I'd sell 
myself. 
With my pick-pack, &c. 


<«¢ And if I should go down to the vorld vat is below, 
«‘ Where the devil, as folks say, lives in constan 
smoke and fire, 
<¢ To meet with all those friends what I cheats on 
earth, you know, 





« And to be a pedler still, that’s all vat I desire. 
«‘ For after such good practice, my trade I can’t 
5 forbear, 
_ So you must look dev’lish sharp, or Vl cheat you 
all down there.” 
With my pick-pack, &c. 


GOIPPIL LL 


THE TEAR. 
(T. Moore.) 


ON beds of snow the moon-beam slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp grave Ellen wept— 
Sweet maid, it was her Lindor’s tomb. 


A warm tear gush’d, the wintry air 
Congeal’d it as it flowed away; 

All night it lay a dew-drop there, 
At morn it glitter’d in the ray. 


An angel, wandering from her sphere, 
Who saw this bright and frozen gem, 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear, 
And hung it on her diadem. 


Oe a a ee 


GOW’S FAREWEEL TO WHISKEY. 


You’VE surely heard o’ famous Neil, 
The man that play’d the fiddle weel, 
I wat he was a canty chiel’, 

And dearly lo’ed the whiskey, O! 
And ay sin’ he wore tartan trews, 
He dearly lo’ed the Athole brose ; 
And wae was he, you may suppose, 

To play fareweel to whiskey, O. 


Alake, quoth Neil, I’m frail and auld, 

And find my bluid grows unco cauld, 

I think ’twad mak me blythe and bauld, 
A wee drap highland whiskey, O! 

Yet the doctors they do a’ agree, 

That whiskey’s no the drink for me: 

Saul, quoth, *twill spoil my glee, 
Should they part me and whiskey, O. 


Tho’ I can get baith wine and ale, 
And find my head and fingers hale, 
I’ll be content, tho’ legs should fail, 
To play fareweel to whiskey, O. 
But still I think on auld lang syne, 
When Paradise onr friends did tyne, 
Because something ran in their mind 
Forbid, like highland whiskey, O. 
Come, a’ ye powers of music, come! 
I find my heart grows unco glum ; 
My fiddle-strings will no play bum 
To say fareweel to whiskey, O. 
Yet Ill tak my fiddle in my hand, 
And screw the pegs up while they’ll stand, 
To mak a lamentation grand, 
On gude auld highland whiskey, O. 


, a ee 


TAKE A BUMPER AND TRY. 
( As originally written. ) 
THE women all tell me I’m false to my lass, 
That I quit my poor Chloe and stick to my glass ; 


But to you men of reason my reasons I'll own, 
And if you don’t like them—why let them alone. 


Although I have left her, the truth I’ll declare, 

I believed she was good, and I’m sure she was fair; 
But goodness and charms in a bumper I see, 

That makes it as good and as charming as she, 


My Chloe has dimples and smiles, I must own, 

But though she could smile, yet, in truth, she can 
frown ; 

But tell me, ye lovers of. liquor divine, 

Did you e’er see a frown in a bumper of wine? 
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Her lilies and roses were just in their prime, 
Yet lilies and roses are conquered by time ; 
But in wine, from its age, such a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me my love would, in time, have been 
cloy’d, 

And that beauty’s insipid when once ’tis enjoyed ; 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety, 

For the longer I drink the more thirsty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and history, prove 

The mischiefs that wait upon rivals in love ; 

But in drinking, thank Heaven, no rival contends, 

For the more we love liquor the more we love 
friends. 


She, too, might have poisoned the joy of my life 
With nurses and babies, and squalling and strife ; 
But my wine neither nurses nor babies-can bring, 
And a big-bellied bottle’s a mighty good thing. 


We shorten our days when with love we engage, 

It brings on diseases and hastens old age; 

But wine from grim Death can its votaries save, 

And keep out t’other leg when there’s one in the 
grave. 


Perhaps, like her sex, ever false to their word, 
She had left me to get an estate or a lord; 

But my bumper, regarding not title or pelf, 
Will stand by me when I can’t stand by myself. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer com lain, 

She’s rid of her lover and I of my pain; 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ’spy, 

Should you doubt what I say, take a bumper and 
try. 


GPE PEL PF 


MY LOVE IS RETURN’D. 
Air—* Russian Waltz.”—(W. Ball.) 


My love is return’d from his exile afar, 
From the strife of the wave, and the toil of the 


war ; ; 
And the village, once more, shall be happy and 
gay, 


Where Pleasure came never while he was away. 


The bells’ merry peal now, delighted, I hear, 

And the glad echoes tell that my dearest is near ; 

Oh! to meet him I’ll haste to the oaks of the 
glen, 

Where patting, we feared, to meet never again. 


The aged appear at the shout of the young, 

And the name that I love is on every tongue ; 

The air is all full of the joy of the scene, 

The feast they prepare, and they dance on the 
green. 


Sweet garlands they hang on his favourite tree, 

Our maidens have twined them for him and for 
me :— 

They bind me for aye to the youth I adore— 

Oh! welcome, mine own! we will never par* 
more ! 


PP ISL LaF 


THE WILLOW. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


AH, willow! willow! droop with me, 
Still bend thy verdant head, 
For I have lost my own true love, 
Ah! wherefore is she fled? 
Sad willow tree, 
She’s gone from me, 
So, willow, I will weep with thee. 
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The silver stream which bathes thy root 
Is emblem of my heart ; 
It gently murmurs as it glides, 
I moan love’s cruel smart ! 
So, willow, weep, 
When cold I sleep, 
And shade me in the grave full deep. 


For round thee still the breeze shall moan, 
Thou still wilt droop thine head, 
And, weeping, shade the friendly turf 
That shrouds me when I’m dead! 
So, willow tree, 
Ill sit by thee, 
Thou soother of my misery. 


PLIP LIPS 


THE BABY’S HUSHABY. 
(H. Siddons.) 


A BABY wandered from its home 
When day was gently breaking ; 
Long did the pretty infant roam, 
Each simple wild-flower seeking : 
But night came on, the dreary sky, 
The wind so bleak, the leaves so dry, 
Sung the poor baby’s hushaby. 


The frantic mother sought her child, 
While the chill rain was falling ;- 

Its lisping voice, its features mild, 
At every blast recalling : 

She wept, and, with a heartfelt sigh, 

Fell on a green turf that was nigh, 

Hummed her poor baby’s hushaby. 


The baby, near her slumb’ring, ’woke, 
Like some sweet op’ning blossom ; 

Then through the spreading branches broke, 
And leaped upon her bosom : 

The mother gave a piercing cry, 

Wiped every rain-drenched garment dry, 

Hummed her poor baby’s hushaby. 


FPO PEL 


THE BANK THAT NEVER STOPS PAY- 
MENT. 


A CONVIVIAL SONG AND CHORUS. 
Air— The noble Race of Shenkin.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


Asa club we (localiter in locus ) 
Are a bona fide set of jolly smokers ; 
While, in clouds, boys, we puff away dull sor- 
row, 
We defy the hurricane of grief to-morrow ! 
For, our senses regaled 
With the fumes thus inhaled, 
As we puff off to-day, 
While we’re soaking well our clay, 
So we’ll puff away Care to-morrow. 
For, our senses regaled, &c. 


For the mind has a charm, (non disputandus, ) 
If T'ristitta o’er to Melancholy hand us ; 
Or, inthinking, wild scattered thoughts confound 
us, 
Let tobacco-smoke, in curling clouds, surround us ! 
And those thoughts ’twill collect, 
In due order correct, 
While in smoke through the clay 
We our troubles whiff away, 
Why, dull Care, boys, can ne’er confound us. 
As our thoughts ’twill collect, &c. 


Now, while smoking, (et bibens cum libenter, ) 

We find etiam, cum primis, that the centre 

Of Content is the Smokers’ Bank, where claimant 

Finds all his draughts are honoured with prompt 
payment. 


an 7 ‘ 
‘* ! ; 
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Though the firm hard be dunn’d, 
Yet ’tis no sinking fund ; 
From exhaustless supplies 
As its stock must always rise, 
Tis a bank that will ne’er stop payment, 
Though the firm hard be dunn’d, &e. 


PPPOE PITSHF 


THE PLEASURES OF A HOT DAY. 


WHAT a plague’s 2 summer breakfast, 
Eat whate’er you will! 

Cold butter’d bread’s a nasty thing, 
Hot toast a nastier still. 


Then how to pass the time away 
Till dinner, there’s the doubt ; 
You’re hot if you stay in the house, 

You’re hot if you go out. 


And after dinner what to do, 
Not knowing where to move, 

The gentlemen are hot below, 
The ladies hot above, 


And now the kettle comes, full trot— 
That’s not the way to cool one; 

Tea makes an empty stomach hot, 
Buc hotter still a full one. 


Well, then, an evening walk’s the thing~- 
Not if you’re hot before ; 

For he who sweats when he stands still, 
Will, when he walks, sweat more. 


So now the supper’s come,—and come 
To make bad worse, I wot; 

For supper, while it heats the cool, 
Will never cool the hot. 


And bed, which cheers the old man’s heart, 
Helps not the hot a pin; 

And he who’s hot when out of bed 
Heats ten times more when in. 


PPIF PIP? 


THE SHAMROCK, ROSE, AND THISTLE. 
(L. L. 'Ternan.) 


THE plant that blooms for ever, 
The plant that blooms for ever, 
With rose combin’d, and thistle twin'd, 
No strength of foes can sever. 
When gloom and blast were o’er it cast, 
It graced the land that bore it ; 
And’tis, confess’d, St. Patrick bless’d, 
Our gracious monarch, wore it ! 
The plant that blooms, &c. 


From woman’s eyes fell many tears, 
While battle-storms were blowing ; 

But Peace, with olive-branch appears, 
And tears no more are flowing. 

The warrior rests him from his toils, 
Who well hath done his duty, 

And claims, and wins unclouded smiles— 
His bright rewards—from beauty. 

The plant that blooms, &c, 


The Thistle, rough to foreign foes, 
With Shamrock when combining, 

Is gentle as their sister Rose, 
When with the two entwining. 

Firm be the triple league they form— 
Despising change of weather, 

In sunshine, darkness, calm, or storm, 
Still may they bloom together. 

The plant that blooms, &c. 


GLP LILIL 


— 


TRE. gat 
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JACK BRACE, 


MAYHAP you may think I’m in joke, 

If you do, why then, harkee, you’re wrong, 
No purser so proud ever spoke 

As Jack brace, now the theme of my song: 
When sober, mayhap, no such thing, 

But when hazy, I give you my word, 
Jack Brace was as great as a king, 

Although only as drunk as a lord. 


Poor Jack meant no harm for all that, 

When he’d shiners he’d share with a friend, 
Knew his duty from stem to stern pat, 

For the boatswain ne’er cared a rope’s eid : 
At sea or a-shore lov’d a breeze, 

Calm weather he hated in truth ; 
But, by way of excuse for all these, 

Why, you see, he’d been cross’d in his youth. 


Molly Mawley, of Gosport, had won 
His affections—she melted his gold, 
Then prov’d false, so poor Jack cut and run, 
All before he was twenty years old. 
When Jack got more rhino, says he, 
To make sure, my own Molly I’ll wed, 
Then I'll have her so snug ;—but you see, 
That it happen’d Miss Molly was dead. 


Then Jack took to grieving of heart, 
In a corner sometimes pip’d his eye ; 

If he drank, take it all in good part, 
Because, you see, sorrow is dry. 

He’s gone dead, so no more can be said ; 
But peace to his soul—for, d’ye mind, 
That poor Jack, with his faults on his head, 

Has left many a worse one behind. 


GFPPOIFI?F 


THOU’RT ALL THE WORLD TO ME, 
SALLY. 


Air— At Dawn I rose with jocund Glee.” (Tapsell. ) 


AH! fond foolish heart, beware ! 
Thy reason, William, rally, 

Love spreads for thee a killing snare ; 
Thow’rt all the world to me, Sally. 


When first I saw thy heav’nly form, 
What pleasure fill’d my breast ; 
With sense refin’d, form’d to adorn 
A throne, art tho:—dear Sally. 


Oh! lovely maid, some pity show, 
Relieve each anxious thought ; 

Ah! hear my prayer ; reject me not ; 
Thee only do I love, dear Sally. 


Though Fortune frown, and Fate decree, 
Though Reason love forbid, 

Yet Mem’ry lives, and dwells on thee, 
In William’s heart—dear Sally. 


A heart—that beats for thee alone, 
Thy image there is graven ; 

Sweet girl, my love do not disown, 
Thou’rt heaven to me—dear Sally. 


PRIPL PER 


MY FEYTHER’S OLD SOW. 
Air—‘* Sabotier’s Dance.”’—( Hudson.) 


GooD-MORROW, Miss Biddy ; pray, how do you 
do? 
I dare say you guesses at what I be come about; 
Feyther and mother says I mun court you, 
And so, if you please, I’ll just tell my mind 
out. 
You shall ha’ a pony to carry ye, 
Cocks and hens—a bull and a cow; 
Only say that I shall marry ye, 
Vl) feed ye as fat as my feyther’s old sow. 
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Bean’t my old feyther got farms o” his own, 
Harrows and ploughs, and hedges and ditches, 
too? 
And, when he goes dead, why, bean’t it well 
known 
I be the heir to the whole of his riches too? 
Are ye content to take me and ha’ half on it? 
Ye’d better say yes, and accept of it now; 
You'll repent if you do make a laugh on it, 
For I’ll feed ye as fat as my feyther’s old sow. 


I’ll buy ye new silks and fine satins to wear, 
You'll dress yourself up every day like a lady 
bright ; 
Sit yourself down in my mother’s great chair, 
And scold all the servants from morning till 
night. 
You shall sit at the top of the table, 
_ While all the company to you shall bow ; 
Marry me—I’m willing and able 
To feed you as fat as my feyther’s old sow. 


You do want a husband, and I be your man, 
Say ye will have me, depend on’t I’ll love ye, 
dear ; 
And to make you quite happy I’ll do all I can 
To gi’ ye a thumping boy every year. 
Then Ill go fetch doctor and nurse to ye, 
At christ’nings we’ll make such a deuce of a 
row ; 
And you know good eating shall foster ye, 
For I’ll feed ye as fat as my feyther’s old sow. 


When we’ve been to church on our grand wedding- 
day, 
To dinner and supper we’ll ax all our best o” 
friends ; 
Wi’ bacon and pork and strong ale we’ll be gay, 
And you, if you like, shall be stuffed at both 
ends. 
Here now I make you the first proffer, 
And give you sincerely my true virgin vow ; 
You’d better, much better, accept of my offer, 
For I can feed you as fat as my feyther’s old 
sow. 


Come, gi’ your consent now, and let’s marry 
straight, 
All th’ village shall ring with a peal from th 
merry bells, 
My love is so hot that I’m sure I can’t wait, 
So—if you wo’n’t ha’ me—lI’ll get somebody 
else. 
Time flies—come, don’t be a sappy, 
See, there’s our bull running aiter your cow ; 
Be wise, and make us both happy, 
V’ll feed ye as fat as my feyther’s old sow. 


GPE LILI? 


BACHELORS’ BUTTONS ; 
OR, LEAP-YEAR. 
(C. Dibdin.)° 
AS probation some marriage have spoke, 
And others a jest call’d the state, 
Yet their worships would find it no joke 
To be tied to a troublesome mate. 
A Turk wives by dozens will marry, 
Though that action proves him a dunce ; 
He must be in a pretty quandary 
If they all begin scolding at once. 
Tol lol, de rol. 


Turks cut off their wives’ heads too—what twade 
dles 
"Tis for making good women a charm : 
But I like good women with noddles, 
Though their tongues were as long as my arm, 
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rheir tongues are the fiddles of nature, 
Marriage-music’s the conceft for men, 
And no concert, you’ll own, can be sweeter, 
‘Though a little too sharp now and then. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Some’call marriage a pillow of roses, 
And others—a mattress of thorns ; 
While to some ’tis the sweetest of posies,- 
To others—short shoes and long corrs ; 
But we weather December and July, 
Both bitter and sweet mix in life, 
And man in’s cap of dignity, truly, 
The best feather he wears is a wife. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Then, lads, put the question to marry, 
For the lasses to put it were queer ; 
Though they may, if too long you should tarry, 
Tis their license, for this is Leap-Year ; 
But prevent ’em, sirs, at my suggestion, 
For Hymen decrees, I declare, 
That in Leap-Year who first puts the question 
In marriage the small-clothes shall wear. 
Tol lol, &e. 


Yet be prudence your counsel, ye young, 
When from Hymen ye challenge the wreath, 
Eve ye tie the tight knot with your tongue 
You can never untie with your teeth. 
May marriage be Britain’s proud boast, 
Since single folk are but lost muttons ; 
So [ll] finish my song with a toast—. 
Here’s—‘* Confusion to Bachelor’s Buttons.” 
Tol lol, &e. 


PLE OR ELS 


MARY’S RED, AND MARY’S WHITE. 
(James III. King of Scotland.) 


Mary’s red, and Mary’s white, 

And Mary is a king’s delight ; 

A king’s delight and prince’s marrow, 
Who loves her on the banks of Yarrow. 


Mary’s eyes are violet blue, 

O! were her heart but half as true, 

I’d scorn a queen to be my marrow, 

And live with her on the braes of Yarrow. 


Mary’s breast is lily fair, 

With it no breast can e’er compare, 

She’s tall and slender, like the arrow 

That wounds the deer on the braes of Yarrow. 


COLL LICR SH 


THE HEARTY OLD ODD FELLOW. 
( Collins.) 


WHILE with health on one hand and content on 
the other, 
I enjoy a companion and friend, 
That leave me no cares, nor vexations to smother, 
Which oft on poor mortals attend ; 
And, while I reflect, that, with doctor and drug, 
But few have through life brush’d so well, O! 
I give thanks, that with time, I’ve so long stood 
the tug, 
Still a hearty aud sound Odd Fellow. 


The blessings of youth I enjoy’d while I held ’em, 
Though life’s but a short fleeting day, 

And mortals are pleas’d with ev’ning but seldom, 
Yet I'll welcome its last parting ray ; 

And though time, on my face its deep furrows may 

plow, 

And the bloom on my cheek may turn yellow, 

‘Discontent he shall never see perch’d on the brow 
Of a hearty old honest Odd Fellow. 
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Yet, if ever I meet an old friend in affliction, 
May I never put cn a new face ; 

Nor a stranger distrest pass unfeelingly by, 
While his tale to the winds he may tell, O! 
But brush off if I can, the big tear trom his eye, 

Like a hearty old honest Odd Fellow. 


And while thus through life I brush on strange 
and oddly, 
When the book of my failings I scan, 
Tis my wish, by reform, ere I under the sod lie, 
To brush them all off if I can: 
And when the green grass shall, like thatch, over- 
spread 
The low roof, where at last I must dwell, O! 
May each friend, left behind, till he spins his last 
thread, 
Prove a hearty old honest Odd Fellow! 


GPLPLL ICI 


JESSIE, THE FLOWER O’ DUNBLANE. 
(Tannahill.) 


'THE sun has gane down o’er the lofty Ben Lomond, 
And left the red clouds to preside o’er the scene ; 
While lanely I stray in the calm simmer gloaming, 
To muse on sweet Jessie, the flow’r o’? Dun- 
blane. 
How sweet is the brier, wi’ its saft faulding blos- 
som, 
And sweet is the birk, wi’ its mantle o” green ; 
Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom 
Is lovely young Jessie, the flow’r o’ Dunblane. 


She’s modest as ony, and blythe as she’s bonny, 
For guileless simplicity marks her its ain; 
And far be the villain, divested o’ feeling, 
Wha’d blight in its bloom the sweet flow’r 0’ 
Dunblane. 


“Sing on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the 


e’ening, 
Thou’rt dear to the echoes 0’ Calderwood glen ; 
Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winning, 
Is charming young Jessie, the flow’r 0’ Dun- 
blane. 


How lost were my days, till I met wi’ my Jessie, 
The sports 0’ the city seem’d foolish and vain ; 

I ne’er saw a nymph I would ca’ my dear lassie, 
Till charm’d wi’ sweet Jessie, the flow’r o’ Dun- 

blane. 

Though mine were the station o’ loftiest grandeur, 
Amidst its profusion I’d languish in pain ; 

And reckon as naething the height o’ its splendour, 
If wanting sweet Jessie, the flow’r o’ Dunblane. 


POPPA II ES 


PADDY ABDALLAH’S LEGACY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


My father he left me a snug little cot, 
Which by one trifling accident I never got, 
For dying without his will having been made, 
Not a legacy in it ever was paid. 
Foorallalloo, O hone! gramachree whack ! 
’Twas a nate little cot, built with weather-board 
stout, 
Which kept every thing else but the weather clean 
out 5 
Hada pie-stye for poultry without any door, 
It was two stories high, and both on the ground 
floor. 
Foorallalloa, O hone! &e. 


A beautiful garden with weeds overrun, 
And an elegant fish-pond dried up by the sun ; 
Then the house stood convenient enough, you may 


. say, 
We know that fine words may be founded on fiction, | Next door to the whiskey-shop over the wa 


And with friends, ’tis too often the case ; 


Povcsltsllsc vGteaseel wee 
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i Twas a freehold estate, heir-at-law was myself, 
So to law went about it, of course with an elf ; 
Gain’d the cause, but to try it so long time re- 

uir’d, 

The freehold I lost, ’cause the lease had expir’d. 

Foorallalloo, O hone! &c. 


PP OP PL DS 


SUCH ARE THE JOYS OF THE CHASE. 
(Cherry.) 


WHILE some seek their refuge in wine, 
From reflection, from folly, and care, 

I health and amusement combine 
In the chase of the stag, fox, or hare. 

The dew that bespangles each leaf, 
When Aurora unveils her bright face, 

_ Are tears of the night shed in grief, 

Which depart with the joys of the chase! 
Such—such are the joys of the chase! 


”Tis taste most refin’d then to yield 
To dictates of nature and health ; 
And share such delights in the field, _ 
As cannot be purchas’d by wealth ; 
Though sweet are the raptures of love, 
And friendship those raptures can grace ; 
Yet we taste of the pleasures above, 
Combin’d in the joys of the chase, 
Such—such are the joys of the chase! 


OPGL LEER 


THE IRISH SCHOOL. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


OLD Teddy O’Rourke kept a bit of a school, 

At a place called Clarina, and made it a rule, 
If the mind wouldn’t mark, faith! he’d soon mark 

the back, 

And he gave them their own with a devilish crack. 
His scholars were Terry, big Billy, and Ned, 
With Murrogh Mac Carthy, old Darby, and Ted ; 
Tall Dermot O’Clancey, and Denny O’Shea,; 
Faith! all noble boys to drive larning away. 


SPOKEN.] Well, my boys, says Old Ted, as you 
are all here, I’ll just be calling your names over, 
to see if any of ye are missing. Gerald M‘Shee. 
I’m not here, sir. Then where are you, agrah? 
I’m outside the door, sir. Then come in and Ill 
beat you.—Corney O’Flaherty! I’m here, sir, 

_ but my brother Barney an’t. Then where is your 
brother Barney? Faith! sir, he’s dead, and 
they’re going to wake him. Poor fellow! I’m 
sorry he’s gone home, for he was my scholar; but 
do you go and sit down, and don’t fall asleep, or 
Vl be after waking you. 

So long life to old Teddy, 
For he’s always ready, 
lo kick up a row, or the whiskey to smack, 
With his drinking and eating, 
His birching and beating, 
And his hubaboo, philliloo, row de dow, whack! 


_ Faith! Ted had a nose, it was as big as a tun, 

And a chin, too, och, honey! but they were all 
one 3 

A grin, too, he had, and if there was a noise, 
He’d just give a squint and he’d frighten the boys. 
A fortune he had, too,—his birch and his wig, 
A black ugly cow, and an old dirty pig ; 
A ’tatoe plantation, a dog and a cat, 
And his head, which he kept in an old greasy hat. 


SPOKEN.] Phelim O’Mahony, says he, one day, 
before you sit down, stand up and say your alpha- 
bet : so keep your five fingers out of your head for 
a few minutes, and begin.—What letter’s that, sir? 
1 don’t know, sir. Arrah! botheration to you: 
what was it I said to you last night, when I saw 
you blacking Jerry Mooney’s eye. Faith! sir, you 
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said, ‘ah! you big blackguard.” Well, never 
mind the blackgnard, but say, ah. Ah. Now, 
sir, what letter’s that? Faith! sir, I don’t know 
you ought to know better than me. What makes 
the honey, and hold your whist? B That’ 
.a good boy: now what half-moon of a thing do 
you call that? I don’t know, sir. Och! bothera- 
tion, what do I do with my eyes? He! he! he! 
Well, what do you laugh at, sir? I ask you what 
I do with my eyes? By my soul, sir, you—you— 
you squint! And what else, sir? You see. That’s 
a good boy; and now goon.—_D EF GH. Well, 
why do you stop? Because I can’t go any farther, 
sir. What has your mother got at the corner of 
her nose? A pimple, sir. Och! my sarvice to 
you; and what else? Oneeye. Devil take you! 
don’t be getting into figures now; say I without 
the one. I without the one. What’s the next? 
It’s something, sir, but I don’t know what. What 
does your mother open the door with? A string, 
sir, and sometimes her foot. Well, but did you 
never have any thing else? Yes, sir,—K . 
There’s a good boy; and now as you’ve got to L, 
yon may go and sit down and warm yourself. 
So long life to old Teddy, &c. 


Faith! Teddy could fight, and if that you don’t 
know, 

Ax one of his scholars, he’ll soon show you how ; 

For, used to hard blows and big cracks on the 
crown, 

Sure nothing but whiskey could e’er knock him 
down. 

He beat all the boys at the wake or the fair, 

For his motto was, always to drive away care: 

And even Judy his wife was so fond of a sup, 

She knocked so much down, that it soon knocked 
her up. 
































SPOKEN.] Och! I shall never forget Mrs. Go- 
hagan walking in one day. Oh, plase your reve- 
rence, says she, I can get no good of my Paddy at 
all, at all, for he’s after stealing all the potatoes 
he can get, and making himself as fat as big Billy 
Clancey, the pork marchant; and as to lurning, 
by my soul! he hardly knows what I do myself, 
that two times two makes five. Not know that! 
the ignoramus. Paddy, yon ugly named devil, 
walk your mathamatical trotters over here. Faith! 
Mr. Paddy O’Rourke, the teacher, you may call 
my boy’s name as ugly as you plase, but, I think, 
after being with you these twelve years, he ought 
to know how to spell it. Tunder and turf! Paddy 
Gohagan, my head boy, not know how to spell his 
own name: spellit you fat looking gossoon, or . 
What name, sir? Paddy Gohagan. P—d—pod 
—y—Paddy G—hock—gock—h—higgen—higgen 
—Paddy Gohagan. Bravo! my boy, you’ve saved 
the honour of my school. 

So long life to old Teddy, &c. 





OLLI P LIS 


THEN SAY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAN YOU 
LOVE ME? 


DEAR Nancy, I’ve sail’d the wide world al] around, 
And seven long years been a rover, 
To make for my charmer each shilling a pound, 
But now my hard perils are over : 
I’ve sav’d from my toils many hundreds in gold, 
The comforts of life to beget ; 
Have borne in each climate the heat and the co! 
And all for my pretty Brunette : 

Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me? 


Though others may boast of more riches than mine 
And rate my attractions e’en fewer, 

At their jeers and attractions I'll scorn to repine, 
Can they boast of a heart that is truer? 
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Dr will they for thee plough the hazardous main, 
Brave the seasons, both stormy and wet? 
If not, why Ill do it again and again, 
And all tor my pretty Brunette : 
Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me? 


When ordered afar in pursuit of the foe, 
I sighed at the bodings of fancy, 
Which fain would persuade me I might be laid low, 
And, ah! never more see my Nancy ! 
But hope, like an angel, soon banished the thought, 
And bade me such nonsense forget : 
I took the advice, and undauntedly fought, 
And all for my pretty Brunette : 
Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me? 


PLPaOP CPR 


ROBIN WILL SOON COME TO SUMMAT. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


A CoUNTRY lad wi’ a curly pate, 
Careless I whistled along; 

At plough-tail I labour’d, both early and late, 
And this were the brunt of my song: 

Robin, you ne’er for the plough was designed, 
And good fortune you some day will come at. 


SPOKEN.| And, by my gums! I were always 
mainly in luck : mostly came off winner at pitch 
and hustle-cap, and grinning through a horse-col- 
lar, and should ha’ won an iron-bound hat a cudgel 
playing, if I hadn’t got a broken head. 


But I sang fal de ral, and cried, dang it ne’er mind, 
For, Robin, you’ll soon come to summat. 


To Madge o’ the mill I courting went, 
Dressed in my holiday clothes. 

They said she had money, and that’s what I meant ; 
But at me she cock’d up her nose ; 

My face or my figure, it never could be, 
Or my air she for sartin look’d glum at. 


SPOKEN.] I were always thought a pratty lad, 
and dressed mysen in the most genteelerest manner ; 
and I was so upright, that the girls in our village 
said I’d swallowed the cart-whip ; so to show how 
disdainful I was at her parvarseness, I strutted 
away ,— 

And sang fal de ral, never mind she, 

For Robin will soon come to summat. 


GPILP PP OP 


OUR FRIENDS FAR, FAR AWA. 
Air— Adieu, a Heart-warm fond, adieu.””—( E. M.) 


THOUGH we are placed some thousand miles 
From those we ever loved most dear, 

Yet still shall pleasure’s friendly smiles 
This welcome day our spirits cheer. 

As time revolves its annual round, 
May honour be our leading-star, 

And may our thoughts be ever found 
On those dear friends far, far awa. 


May oft this friendly circle meet, 
Nor discord e’er their breasts invade ; 
But with delight each other greet, 
With faces smilinyly arrayed. 
Joyful may we look torward for 
Each bright return of Phebus’ car, 
And think on that delightful shore 
Where live our friends far, far awa. 


Once more, then, raise the social glass, 
Filled to the brim with sparkling wine, 
And let my toast with pleasure pass, 
Sure none says no—none will decline ; 
The toast which I shall now propose 
Is firmly fixed by nature’s law, 
Since first this world from chaos rose, 
Here’s to our friends far, far awa. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


FRIENDSHIP PUT TO THE TEST. 


THE courage of true British tars 
Gives their country a glorious name; 
If they float they are famous in wars, 
If they sink they are floating in fame. 
Two sailors aboard the Barfleur, 
One, Tom Tough, and Jack Lifeboat the other, 
Were accustomed hard toils to endure, 
And to each be a friend and a brother. 


Tom was placed in the top on a search, 
None to look out more cunning than he, 
When a wave gave the ship a lee-lurch, 
And tumbled him into the sea. 
«« All hands:”’ and ‘* Out boats!” was the cry— 
Ropes were thrown, ev’ry tar tried to save him; 
But in vain every art did they ply, 
No effectual assistance they gave him. 


Jack Lifeboat, by energy drawn, 
Watched lest poor Tom’s life it should end; 
When Tom, his spent breath almost gone, 
Most piteously look’d at his friend. 
The glance all Jack’s timbers soon shook, 
And he cried, while he mock’d at the weather, 
«* By heavens, Tom, I can’t bear that look, 
Thou shalt live, or we’ll perish togetherd”’ 


In a moment see Jack by Tom’s side, 

Fresh boats their wished safety ensure ; 
While the sailors sing out, with trne pride, 

«« By this action shall live the Barfleur!” 
What more anxious attention could draw? 

‘On the deck, by Jack Lifeboat, Tom stands; 
And the world such a scene never saw, 

As these true and tried friends shaking hands. 


GLP IPP I OF 


LUBIN OF THE HILL. 
(Upton. ) 


WHERE Lowestoff waves its yellow corn, 
Young Lubin does reside, 

Of humble state, and lowly born, 
Devoid of fame or pride. 

The shepherd’s breast is free from guile, 
And knows not aught of ill; 

Yet who can woo and sweetly smile 
Like Lubin of the hill? 


Though riches ne’er was Lubin’s lot, 
Content around him dwells; 

And though but few the sheep he’s got, 
His fleece all fleece excels. 

Rear’d by his care, they frisk and play, 
And rove about at will, 

Like when I gave my heart away 
To Lubin of the hill. 


But Hymen soon will join our hands, 
Young Lubin has confess’d ; 

And sure when Love cements the bands, 
We must be truly blest. 

My hand and heart have long been thine, 
And are my shepherd’s still ; 

For who, when married, can repiae 
With Lubin of the hill? 


PPLE LLP 


NOISY NEIGHBOURS; 
OR, THE CORK BRAZIER. 


(J. Yedis.) 


AT Cork there lived a brazier, 
Who, in making pans and ketties, 
His workmen would amaze you, 
They were such noisy devils‘ 
The brazier’s scolding deary 
Opposed the sounding hammer 
With tongue that wagged contrary, 
In everlasting clamour. 
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There was grumbling and chattering, hammering 
and battering, 
Tinkering and clattering, polishing and planishing, 
Reddels, greddels, spits, and kettles, 
Covers for plates and Romford grates, 
Soldering cauldrons, lamps and lanterns, 
Ladles, racks, and roasting jacks. 
Old Vulcan, forging direful arms, 
Ne’er spread such thundering alarms. 


Their brats were ever squalling, 
And outraged all confounders ; 
In the street was constant bawling— 
Of women selling < flounders.” 
A lodyer in the attic 
Instructed little drummers ; 
Outside was Serjeant Tactic 
Exercising gunners: 
There was firing guns and beating drums, 
Squalling, bawling, grumbling and chattering, &c. 


Next door a spruce old maiden 
Kept fifty spanking mousers, 
Who all the day were raging 
At puppies and big towsers ; 
The cats, when tir’d of fighting, 
All scampered to the pantiles, 
Their caterwauling might then 
Have frightened Jews and Gentiles. 
(Imitating cats spitting and fighting: ) 
With growling and swearing, scratching and tearing, 
Firing guns and beating drums, 
Squalling, bawling, grumbling and chattering, &c. 


GPP LP EPPS 


LOVE TURNED GARDENER. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


LOVE roved one day to Beauty’s bowers, 
And begg’d her nursery-man to be, 
Engaging she the sweetest flowers 
Should ever in her garden see! 
Beguiled, she hired, ah! woe for her! 
The rogue to be her gardener! 
Soon, with the breath of gentle sighs, 
Each drooping flower he cherished there, 
While dewy tears from doting eyes, 
Kept all her roses fresh and fair! 
But, mark, alas! 
What came to pass. 


While summer reigned, the rogue remained, 
And joy, and peace, and sunshine shed, 
But winter came—ah! can I name 
Love’s treachery ?—the urchin fled ! 
And sadly Beauty, woe for her! 
Missed in the storms her gardener! 
Her fiowers all died, her shrubs declined, 
Her blooming beds were all left bare ; 
No solace could poor Beauty find, 
Love left but thorns and wild weeds there ! 
Maids, mark the tale, 
Lest Love prevail. 


GPLPLF PLP? 


BEGGARS AND BALLAD-SINGERS. 


MERRY Proteus of old, as by Ovid we’re told, 
Could vary his shape as he chose ; 

Then why should not he my model be, 
When, in Charity’s name, I impose. 


SPOKEN.] You must know, good folks, that I 
belong to the honourable fraternity of beggars, 
ballad-singers, and show-folks; in begging, as in 
all other fashionable employments, a little well- 
timed, smooth-faced flattery goes a great way; for 
instance, now I address every old maid, for I am 
sure to know them by their vinegar countenances, 
by the title of ‘* most beautiful lady ;”—a raw, 
awkward fellow of a recruit, “‘ most noble cap- 


269 


tain ;”’—any person in a carriage, “right honoura- 
ble ;”—and a poor country curate, with his shirt- 
sleeves seen at his elbows, by the title of “ right 
reverend archbishop,” for the love of Him who 
made you, bestow something on a poor 

Tol de rol, &c. 





There’s a difference between a beggar and a 
queen, 
And I’ll tell you the reason why— 
A queen cannot swagger, nor get drunk, like a 
beggar, 
Nor yet be so happy as I. 


SPOKEN.] Why, how the devil should they? 
you know they are obliged to support a kind of a 
dignified character: now I can change mine as 
often as I please ; for, like a juggler, I can dealin 
legerdemain ; I am ambidexter, and can use both 
hands, like an attorney; and, as to honesty, that’s 
an accomplishment that gets little encouragement 
now-a-days, it’s a mere 





Tol de rol, &c. 


Like a sailor from the wars, covered over with 
scars, 
When I choose in that character to beg, 
My knuckles I hold flat, and with t’other arm my 
hat 
And this way I hold up my leg. 


SPOKEN.] Come, my noble messmate, bestow 
your charity upon a poor seaman, lamed in the 
service, stumped in his starboard gam, his knee- 
braces shot away, and turned out of the service 
without a smart-ticket. Sings— 


“« Now, dashed upon the billows, 
Her op’ning timbers creak, &c.” 


Here, my good fellow, there’s something for you; 
you have been an honour to your country. An 
honour, ma’am, to be sure I have ; but, like most 
honourable gentlemen, my honour consists in my— 
Tol de rol, &c. 


There’s Dolly and I, as ballads we cry, 
On a couple of stools see us stand, 

While she bawls aloud as the folks passes by, 
I then takes my fiddle in hand. 


SPOKEN.] Come, neighbours and friends, here 
is an excellent new song, entitled and called, <«« I 
am avild and roving boy.” Come, Dick, play 
up. Stop, Moll, let us rosin the bow a bit first. 
Sings— 

“ T am a vild and roving boy, 
My lodging’s in the Isle of Troy ; 
A roving boy although I be, 
I'll leave them all, and I’ll go with thee.” 


That’s a bad halfpenny you’ve taken, Moll. I 
ant a bad halfpenny P’ve taken. Itis. It a’nt. 
O! mammy,mammy,mammy. There, you jade, 
you’ve set the child a crying; I’ve a good mind to 
break my fiddle over your head. I don’t care for 
you nor your fiddle neither, as long as I can 
sing— 
Tol de rol, &c. 
To nek the wretched blest, private charity 3 
est— 

These common beggars spurn at our laws! 
Though reprobate the train, I mean to beg again, 

To solicit your smiles and applause. 


SPOKEN.] So, you see, my good folks, if you 
do not condescend to smile upon me, I must e’eg 
say my begging trade is no better than— 

Tol de rol, &c. 


CLIP LLIPP? 
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THE UNWILLING CONFESSION. 
(T. Baylies.) 
How vain the endeavour! what art can con- 
ceal 
The impressions which Love has engraved on 
the heart ? 
Though the tongue should be silent, the eyes will 
reveal, 
And betray those emotions we dare not impart. 
My Rosa was distant, disdainful, and shy, 
Though I flatter’d and sigh’d, still she took it 
amiss ; 
But still I perceived, from the glance of her eye, 
Though she always said no, she would fain have 
said yes! 
Always said no, 
Always said no, 
Though she always said no, she would fain have 
said yes. 


Reclin’d in an arbour, with woodbine o’erhung, 
I perceiv’d her, but cautiously listen’d to hear 
Her mellifluous voice, for the ditty she sung 
_ Wasa mutual return of affection sincere ; 
Transported with rapture, I knelt at her feet, 
She trembled, I press’d her to finish my bliss ; 
I kiss’d her,—she blush’d,—’twas in vain to re- 
treat 5 
She meant to say no, but mistook, and said 
yes !— 
Meant to say no, 
Meant to say no, 
She meant to say no, but mistook, and said 
yes! 


GLI PIP PSP 


OH! EVER WEAR OF LOVE THIS TOKEN. 
A HINDOO GIRL’S SONG. 
(Ryan. ) 


Ou! take this rose, and let it lie 
Close to thy fond devoted heart ; 
There let it live its hour and die! 
And never from the dear rose part ; 
For, yester-morn, at noontide hour, 
While wand’ring by the Ganges’ stream, 
Oppress’d and faint, I sought a bower, 
And fairies sent me this sweet dream: 


I thought a sylph, with wings of light, 
Bid me select the brightest tree, 
And gather, for my soul’s delight, 

A sun-bright rose, and give it thee ! 
Then take this rose, and, near thy heart, 
Oh! ever wear of Love this token ; 

And never from the dear rose part, 
For, if ’tis lost, my heart is broken ! 


GPIELILE LR? 


IRISH HEARTS FOR THE LADIES. 
(Cherry.) 

ONE day, Madam Nature was busy, 
Bright Venus beside her was seated K 
She look’d till her head was quite dizzy, 

She long’d till the job was completed A 
I’m making a heart, cried the goddess, 

For love, and its joys, all my trade is, 
Not a heart for a stays, or a boddice, 

But an Irishman’s heart for the ladies. 


She bound it all round with good nature ; 
Twas tender and soft as the dove, sir; 
’T'was'sprinkled with drops of the creature ; 
’T was stuff’d, too, with large lumps of love, 
sir! 
"T'was pure as the streams from the Shannon, 
As warm, too, as roasted potatoes, 


And just like a ball from a cannon, 
Is an [rishman’s heart for the ladies. 


Then speak, ye deluders so pretty, 
Your own silver tongues tell the story, 
That Irishmen melt you to pity, 
For they are the boys that adore ye : 
In love and in war we’re so frisky, 
Nor of French, Dutch, or devils, afraid is, 
We’ve lips for our girls and our whisky, 
And tight Irish hearts for the ladies. 


GIP LAL IF 


THREE YOUNG MEN CAME A WOOING 
(Upton. ) 
THREE young men came a wooing, wooing, 
All to marry me! 


And three young men, more smart young men, 
Oh, no, there cannot be. 


° 


The first was rich, yet free from pride ; 
The second sweet did sing ; 


' But the third, he only gaz’d and sigh’d, 


And sigh’d, and sigh’d again. 


But though they came a wooing, wooing, 
All to marry me! 

I, cautious, strove to try their love, 
And each one’s merits see. 


The first said nought should us divide ; 
The second spoke as plain : 

But the third, he only gaz’d and sigh’d, 
And sigh’d, and sigh’d again. 


Now, how I serv’d their wooing, wooing, 
You shall quickly see ; 

I chose to wed who least had said, 
And left the talk to me. 


For talk we must, can’t be denied, 
So this V’'1l tell you plain, 

The lad was mine who gaz’d and sigh’d, 
But never sigh’d again! 


PLP L DOP PP 


TOM STARBOARD. 
(T. Knight. ) 


TOM STARBOARD was a lover true, 
As brave a tar as ever sail’d ; 

The duties ablest seamen do 
Tom did, and never yet had fail’d. 

But wreck’d as he was homeward bound, 
Within a league of England’s coast, 
Love sav’d him sure, from being drown’d, 

For more than half the crew were lost. 


In fight Tom Starboard knew no fear ; 
Nay, when he lost an arm—resign’d, 
Said, love for Nan, his only dear, 
Had sav’d his life, and Fate was kind: 
And now, though wreck’d, yet Tom return’d, 
Of all past hardships made a joke ; 
For still his manly bosom burn’d 
With love—his heart was heart of oak! 


His strength restor’d, Tom nimbly ran 
To cheer his love, his destin’d bride : 
But false report had brought to Nan, 
Six months before, her Tom had died. 
With grief she daily pin’d away, 
No remedy her life could save ; 
And Tom arriv’d the very day 
They laid his Nancy in the grave! 


PPL LILI? SR 
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MY LAURA’S SMILE WHEN LAST WE 
M 


(Kenney. ) 


My Laura’s smile when last we met, 

Oh, never shall my heart forget ; 
?Mid every doubt and fear, 

The smile that with benignant ray, 

In generous pity seem’d to say, 
Droop not, for hope is here. 


And years on years unblest may roll, 
And still the treasure of my soul 

Elude my steadfast love, 
And Honouv’s fix’d and stern command, 
Condemn me long from land to land, 

A banish’d man to rove. 


At last, my Laura to resign, 

Never to bless a home of mine. 

Yet Laura’s smile when last we met, 

Oh, never shall my heart forget ; 
’*Mid every doubt and fear, 

The smile that, with benignant ray, 

In generous pity seem’d to say— 
Droop not, for hope is here. 


GLP EPEC EE 


SURE I AM A HEBREW MAN. 


SURE I am a Hebrew man, 
And vell known in Duke’s Place, 

Vere, since honesty’s my plan, 
I can boldly show my face ; 

« Vat, though monish I lends out, 

’Tis but vat my neighbours do, 

Den I never sheets the needy, 
Upon my vord ’tis true ; 

No; I’m content vith vat I gets, 
Sirs, in an honest vay: 

My debts I never once forgets, 
But cheerfully dem pay; 

And though the Christians flout, 
And call me heathen Jew, 

Whilst I know I’m acting right, 
Vy, I minds not vat they do. 


SPOKEN.] No, no; though I say it myself, I 
have a heart so tremblingly alive to the misfor- 
tunes of my fellow-creatures, dat it is only when 
I am relieving their wants I can sing 

Tol de lol, &c. 


If ven valking through the street 
Some poor creature meets my eye, 
Who, naked, cold, and hungry, 
Implores my charity ; 
I never tinks to ask 
His religion or his name ; 
No; he’s a brother and in want, 
Sure-that’s sufficient claim 
Upon my purse to help his need, 
And save him from distress. 
Whilst I do this I shall succeed, 
And Providence me bless. 
Den let the vorld still flout, 
And call me heathen Jew, 
Vhilst I know I’m acting right, 
I minds not vat they do. 


SPOKEN.] No, no; forit is de vay of de vorld 
to make ill-natured remarks a-top of those who do 
better den themselves, but vhilst I have a clear 
conscience, their scorn vill not hinder me from 
singing ° 

Tol de lol, &c. 
Let misers hoard up money 
And hide it from the day, 
Let parents stake their childrens’ bliss, 
That ne’er shall be my vay ; 
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I’m rich, ’tis true, but should my son 
To vife a beggar take, 

Let virtue be her portion, 
T’ll never dem forsake. 

True love should ever join our hands, 
And interest kick the beam, 

For bliss dwells not where gold commands, 
Though they may happy seem. 

Would men these maxims keep, 
Whether Christian, Turk, or Jew, 

Their conscience ne’er would tease them, 
Upon my vord ’tis true. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, aye, ven a man can clap his 
hand a-top of his heart, and say he has done no 
one an injury, he need not be afraid to sing with 


me, 


Tol de lol, &c. 


PIPL LIL SE 


WHAT AILS THIS HEART O’ MINE? 


« 


(Miss Blamire. ) 


WHuaAT ails this heart o’ mine? 
What ails this wat’ry ee? 

What maks me ay turn cauld as death, 
When I tak leave o’ thee ? 

When thou art far awa, 
Thou’lt dearer grow to me, 

But change o’ fowk and change o’ place, 
May gar thy fancy gee. 


Then Ill sit down and moan, 
Just by yon spreading tree ; 
And gin a leaf fa’ in my lap, 
Ill ca’t a word frae thee. 
Syne I'll gang to the bower, 
Which thou with roses tied, 
*T'was there by mony a blushing bud 
I strove my love to hide. 


Tl doat on ilka spot 
Whare I hae been wi’ thee 5 

I'll ca’ to mind some fond love tale, 
By ev’ry burn and tree. 

Tis hope that cheers the mind, 
Though lovers absent be, 

And when I think I see thee still, 
Y’ll think I’m still wi’ thee. 


GLO GELIR? 


THE HOPE THAT GUIDES TO-MORROW. 


WHEN faithful lovers meet 
Ere the hour of sorrow, 
Hope’s radiant orb will prove 
The sun that knows no morrow 3 
But when their bosoms beat 
With purest throbs of pleasure, 
More dear than wealth possessed 
Is nature’s boundless treasure. 


Grief stole the early rose 

From beauty’s cheek for ever, 

_ But grief and absence strove 

In vain their hearts to sever. 
Once more the lovers meet, 

Past the hour of sorrow, 
Friendship and love unites 

The hope that guides to-morrow. 


THE GIRL I APPROVE. 
(I. L. 1.) 


You ask me what sort of a girl I approve ; 
Few words shall express my desire ; 

Her face must be fair, like the mother of Love, 
Like her, are the charms I admire. 
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Bright beauty alone, shall not conquer my heart, 
The maid to my mind must have more, 

More charms to enslave than Beauty’s keen dart, 
For wit and good sense I adore. 


Her beauty, wit, and good sense, combined, 
Should not fix me her servant for life ; 

But her manner so sweet, her temper so kind, 
Are the charms I seek in a wife. 


GPIPPLE?PP 


POOR TOM! 
OR, THE SAILOR’S EPITAPH. 
(Dibdin.) 
Written on the Death of his Brother Thomas. 


HERE, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 
The darling of our crew ; ; 
No more he’ll hear the tempest howling, 
For Death has broach’d him to. 
His form was of the manliest beauty, 
His heart was kind and soft ; 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he’s gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were so rare ; 

His friends were many, and true-hearted, 
His Poll was kind and fair : 

And then he’d sing, so blithe and jolly, 
Ah! many’s the time and oft! 

But mirth is turn’d to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft. 


Yet shall Poor Tom find pleasant weather, 
When He who all commands 

Shall give, to call life’s crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands: 

Thus Death, who kings and tars despatches, 
In vain, Tom’s life has doff’d, 

For, though his body’s under hatches, 
His soul is gone aloft. 


SPP PEPPIF 


MISS BAILEY’S GHOST. 


THE dog had ceas’d to bark, 
The silver moon shone bright, 
When, in the lone church-yard, 
Stood poor Miss Bailey’s ghost. 
Oh! what will become of me' 
Ah! why did I die! 
Nobody coming to bury me! 
Nobody coming to cry! 
The first time I saw Captain Smith 
I was fair, though he treated me foul, 
So here tete-a-tete with the moon, 
All night will I bellow and howl. 
Oh! what can the matter be, 
My own ghost in the cold must ex- 
pire, - 
While wicked Smith, o’er his ratafie, 
Is roasting his shins by the fire. 


The last time I saw my deluder 
He gave me a shabby pound-note, 
But I borrow’d his best leather breeches, 
To wear with my wooden surtout. 
And its oh, to be covered in decency, 
For a grave I the parson did pay, 
But Captain Smith’s note was a ie 
gery, 
And I was turned out of my clay. 


And here am I singing my song 
Till almost the dawning of day; 

Come, sexton, come, spectre, come, Captain, 
Will nobody take me away? 
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But hold, yet I’ve one comfort left, 
Delightful to most married fair, 

Though cold, and of all joy bereft, 
Yet still I’ve the breeches to wear. 


PLIPPLP? OP? 


THE LIFE OF PATRICK O’CONNOR. 
(H. V. Smith.) 


I wAs born one day in the midst of the night, 
’Twas a beautiful morning, the moon shone so 
bright ; 
The clouds were so dark, and faith do I say, 
’Twas the cold month of June in the warm month 
of May. 
Sing phillilu hubbubbabboo, whack botheration, 
Och! my dear jewel, what a darling was I! 


When being wean’d from the neck, what a rout 
did I make, 
Compared to sweet music at an Irish wake : 
My dad in a passion oft call’d me a brat, 
And swore by St. Patrick I squall’d and grew fat. 
Sing phillilu, &c. 
When I grew older, and was able to run, 
Two or three times a-day, as sure as a gun, 
I was lost by my parents, but bother my rigs, 
They found me again when they look’d for the pigs. 
Sing philllu, &c. 
I was soon of an age my living to earn, 
So was sent off to school—some lessons to learn ; 
But not liking the birch, nor the master’s fierce 
looks, 
I oft played the truant, and dog’s-eared my books. 
Sing phillilu, &c. 
I soon-fell in love with sweet Mistress O’Whack, 
But she swore by the powers, she’d hear none of 
my clack ; 
And oft on my knees have I stood for an hour, 
Besaaching one kiss of that daffy-down flower. 
Sing phillila, &c. 


I then left Kilkenny for Albion’s ground, 

And in the English lads true friends I have found ; 
That friendship I hope will never dissever, 

But may old England with Ireland be coupl’d for 
ever. 


Sing phillilu, &c. 


PGIPBIPP IF 


BANISH SORROW, GRIEF’S A FOLLY. 


BANISH sorrow, grief’s a folly, 
Thought, unbend thy wrinkled brow ; 
Hence, dull Care and Melancholy, 
Mirth and Joy invites us now. 
Bacchus empties all his treasure, 
Comus brings us wit and song ; 
Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 
Let us join the jovial throng. 


The love-sick swain, who sighs and simpers, 
T’other bottle would set free ; 

Nor artful smiles, nor amorous whimpers, 
E’er could fetter you or me. 

We for courtship have no leisure ; 
Bumpers yield us better joys. 

Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 
While thus Mirth our time employs. 


Why then should dull Care perplex us? 
Why should we not jovial be? 

Since we’re here we’ve nought to vex us; 
Bumpers set from Care all free. 

Then let’s have bumpers out of measure ; 
Let’s be gay while time we have. 

Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 
There’s no drinking in the grave. 


PIPPI PPP 
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Then broach a can before we part, 
A friendly one, with all his heart. 











Cried, cowards, do the man no narm ; 
D—me, don’t you see he’s lost his arm, 
Misfortune ever claimed pity from the brave. 


THE VETERANS. 
(Dibdin.) 
Dick Dock, a tar at Greenwich moor’d, 
One day had got his beer on board, 
When hea poor maim’d pensioner fromChelsea saw; 
- And all to have his jeer and flout, 
For the grog once in the wit’s soon out, 
Cried, how, good master Lobster, did you lose 
your claw? 
Was't that time in a drunken fray? 
Or t’other when you run away? 
But hold you, Dick, the poor soul has one foot in | 
the grave; 
*Fore Slander’s wind too fast you fly, 
D’ye think it fun?— you swab, you lie, 
Misfortune ever claimed the pity of the brave. 


Old Hanibal, in words as gross, 
~ For he, like Dick, had got his dose, 

To try a bout at wrangling quickly took a spell ; 
If I’m a Lobster, Master Crab, 
By the information on your nab, 

In some scrimmage or other why they’ve crack’d 

your shell ; 

And then why how you hobbling go 
On that jury-mast, your timber toe, 

A nice one to find fault, with one toot in the grave ; 
But halt, old Hanibal, halt! halt! 
Distress was never yet a fault, 

Misfortune ever claimed the pity of the brave. 


If Hanibal’s your name, d’ye see, 
As sure as they Dick Dock call me, 

As once it did fall out, I owed my lie to you, 
Spilt from my horse, once when twas dark, 
And nearly swallowed by a shark, 

You boldly plunged in, saved me, and pleased all 

the crew ; 
If that’s the case, then cease our Jeers, 
When boarded by they same Mounseers, 

You, atrue English lion, snatch’d me from the 

grave, 


18 


Then broach a can before we part, 
A friendly one, with all his heart, 
And as we put the grog about we'll cheerly sing, 
At land and sea may Britons fight, 
The world’s example and delight, 
And conquer every enemy of George our king ; 
Tis he that proves the hero’s friend, 
His bounty waits us to our end, 
Though crippled and laid up, with one foot in tne 
grave ; 
Then tars and soldiers never fear, 
You shall not want Compassion’s tear, 
Misfortune ever claimed the pity of the brave. 


oa” a a ad 


WAKE THEE, THEN, MY IMMA, WAKE. 
A SERENADE. 
Air—“ Le Point du Jour.”—(W. Ball.) 


SOFTLY opes the eye of day, 
O’er lakelet, bay, and shore 
Streams of new radiance pour 
Where late the darkness lay, 
And Morning’s lonely star 
Now faintly wanes atar. 


From the fresh and joyous sky 
Night and her train retire ; 
Armed with pursuing fire 

Light’s silver arrows fly, 
Heralds to man below 
Of fated joy or woe- 


Wake thee, then, my Imma, wake, 
Forth in thy beauty come, 
My sadden’d heart illume, 
And for true love’s sweet sake 
Oh, in thy smile decree 
The smile of Heaven to me. 


274 
PUT IT DOWN TO THE BILL. 


(C. Dibdin. ) 


IN this mighty city how easy to live, 
For credit’s the soul of the place; 

Which great and small equally give and receive, 
So credit can be no disgrace. 


SPOKEN.] What signifies scarcity of coin? cash 
is a mere non compos mentis, and credit the pro 
bono publico! Give a good order, and when the 
account comes in, a pretty put off, and a polite 
promise will do every thing. Really, Mr. Thing- 
amy, 1 expect my remittances every day, and then 
you may depend upon a settlement; and as I shall 
want a new service for my next rout, you may as 
well send one in, and have the goodness to 


Put it down to the bill! 
Good morning! 
Put it down to the bill! 


What signifies talking of hardness of times? 
No complaint of the times is more vague ; 

Dash only goes down, care and comfort are crimes, 
And prudence is shunn’d like the plague. 


SPOKEN.]| How are we ruined?—Why, with a 
whereas! By the by, how d’ye like my villa? 
Fifteen feet and a half from the road, beautiful 
smoking parlour, nothing like country air. Found 
walking injured my health, so forced to keep anag 
—then, as spouse couldn’t walk, as I had a horse, 
a chaise was no expense—chaise eats nothing, you 
know—ha! neat thought, love to do the thing 
genteelly.—( In another voice. ) Very good, ha! ha! 
brought your little account for the last pipe of 
Madeira.—Hey? ha! rather short at present, but 
as I’m out of port, may as well send some in---take 
you down to my villa on Sunday—pretty smoking 
parlour, fifteen feet and a half from the road-— 
but don’t forget the port, and you can 


Put it down to the bill, &c. 


“« To-morrow come never,” I’ve heard people say, 
And its meaning I fancy I’ve found ; 

In modern account-books it stands for pay day, 
Except when the dice-box goes round. 


SPOKEN.] Debts of honour must be paid, because 
they are honourable debts, and different from debts 
of honesty.x—The account for your honour’s last 
hunter.—Mine for your last new curricle.—And 
mine for your phaeton and greys.—-O, yes, I re- 
member, the hunter broke down at hazard; the 
curricle run off its wheels at whist; the phaéton 
at faro; and the greys were sent to the green-yurd 
by the black-legs at the blue posts—settle the mo- 
ment I make a hit, but as that can’t be done 
without cutting a figure, you’d better double the 
stakes, gentlemen; furnish fresh hunter, new cur- 
ricle, prime phaeton, gallopping greys, and when 
you’ve done that, yon know you can 

Put ’em down to the bill, &c. 


WIT, WOMEN, AND WINE. 
(G. A. Stevens.) 


WHEN Jove was resolved to create the round earth, 
He subpeened the virtues divine ; 

Young Bacchus he sat precedentum of mirth, 
And the toast was wit, women, and wine. 


The sentiment tickled the ear of each god; 
Apollo he winked to the nine; 

And Venus gave Mars, too, a sly wanton nod, 
When she drank to wit, women, and wine. 


Old Jove shook his sides, and the cup put around, 
While Juno, for once, looked divine ; 
These blessings, said he, shall on earth now 
abound, 
And the toast is wit, women, and wine. 


ONIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. - 


These are joys, worthy gods, which to mortal 
are given, 
Says Momus, ‘ Who will not repine? 
For what’s worth our notice, pray tell me, in 
Heaven, 
For we follow wit, women, and wine?’ . 


‘ Thouw’rt right,’ says old Jove, ‘let us hence to 
the earth, 
Men and gods think variety fine ; 
Who'd stay in the clouds when good-nature and 
mirth 
Are below, with wit, women, and wine?” 


OPE FOP? LP? 


I FLY TO MEET MY LOVE. 
( Upton.) 


WHEN the bee at eve reposes 

On a bed of fragrant roses ; 

When the screech-owl wings its flight, 
At the wished approach of night; 
When sweet Philomela’s strains 

First salutes the darkened plains ; 
Then I seek the willow grove, 

Then I fly to meet my love! 


When the ploughman’s homeward straying, 
And the chirping cricket’s playing ; 

When the hornet, fatal bee, 

Tarries in the hollow tree ; 

When the bat, with beetle eyes, 

Round the spiry turret flies ; 

Then I seek the willow grove, 

Then I fly to meet my love! 


When the light of day’s departing, 
And her beams bright Luna’s darting ; 
When the raven journeys home, 

And the heifers cease to roam ; 

When the merry pipe and tabor 

Call the rustic swains from labour; 
Then I seek the willow grove, 

Then I fly to meet my love! 


PPELPPPF 


PADDY’S BURYING. 
Air—© The Irish Wedding.” —( Beuler.) 


AN Trish lad 
Is always mad, 
Roaring, singing, swearing, O 
And Paddy Clem 
Was just the same 
From birth unto his burying, O. 
Twas at the sign of the Artichoke, 
The whiskey did o’ertake him, O 
He fell asleep, and never woke, 
So Pat’s triends met to wake him, O. 


With fillillillo! Och, hubbubbubboo! 
My darling Pat, you’re cruel, 0; 

Howl, hibbibbibboo, and fillillilloo 
Why did you die, my jewel, O? 


When Paddy’s bed, 
From foot to head, 
Was hung with flowers and crosses, O, 
His friends, Och hone ! 
Began to groan, 
And pipe o’er Paddy’s losses, O. 
Dead Pat had lost all worldly joys, 
And grief was every soul in, O; 
But soon by drinking late, the boys 
All got dead-drunk a-howling, O. 
With fillillilloo, &e. 


The morning came, 
And Paddy Clem 
The undertaker fastened down,; 
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The mourners prest, 
Genteelly drest 
In mourning blue, and green, and brown. 
They all went reeling from the door, 
! The coffin after the moaners there, 
All Paddy’s friends, and forty more, 
And all of them chief groaners were. 
With fillillilloo, &c. 


And now the priest, 
Whose fist they greast, 
To pray o’er Pat, when under ground. 
He sung a sarmon, 
His clerk th’ amen, 
Which set them howling all around. 
Then all began to fill the grave, 
And Shee jumped in, and down he sat, 
And swore, “ If I’ve a soul to save, 
[’ll buried be alive, like Pat.” 
Och! fillillillilloo, &c. 


Said Rourke, “‘ you flat, 
Come out of that, 
Sce how the rain is pouring down.” 
Said Shee, “‘ I’m dry ;” 
Said Rourke, ‘‘ You he; 
Come out, or I will crack your crown.” 
For general fight the sign went round, 
The mourners little caring, O, 
For rain—so all the souls got drowned, 
And beat, at Paddy’s burying, O. 
With fillillilloo! Och, hubbubbubboo \ 
They all there fought a duel, O. 
Howl, hibbibbibboo, &c 


GOPILPILS? 


SWEET HOPE, THOU ART A SOVEREIGN 
BALM. 


(T. Campbell.) 


SwEET hope, thou art a sovereign balm 
For hearts by sorrow wounded ; 
Thy smiles impart a tender calm, 
f’en when by storms surrounded ! 
For, like the many-tinted bow, 
Grief’s atmosphere thou cheerest, 
And darker as the shadows grow 
The brighter thou appearest. 


And though, by every tongue reviled, 
As treacherous, false, deceiving,— 
Who hath not dried his tears, and smiled, 
Thy promises believing? 

Then still I’ll court thy soothing power, 
And thy sweet influence cherish ; 

To thee I’ll cling in life’s last hour, 
Nor quit thee till I perish. 


POLLO LIF 


THE DEATH OF ABERCROMBIE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


RECITATIVE. 
“Twas on the spot, in ancient lore oft named, 
Where Isis and Osiris once held sway, 
O’er kings who sleep in pyramidic pride : 
But now for British valour far more famed, 
Since Nelson’s band achieved a glorious day, 
And, crowned with laurel, Abercrombie died. 


AIR. 

Her roseate colours the dawn had not shed 

O’er the field which stern Slaughter had tinted too 
red, 

"Twas dark—save each flash at the cannon’s hoarse 
sound, 

When the brave Abercrombie received his death- 
wound ; 

His comrades with grief unaffected deplore, 

Though to Britain’s renown he gaye one laurel 
more. 
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With a mind unsubdued, still the foe he defied, 

On the steed which the Hero of Acre supplied ; 

Till, feeling he soon to Fate’s summons must 
yield, 

He gave Sidney the sword he no longer could 
wield ; 

His comrades, with grief unaffected, deplore, 

Though to Britain’s renown he gave one laurel 
more. 


The standard of Albion, with victory crowned, 

Waved over his head as he sank on the ground ,— 

«‘ Take me hence, my brave comrades,” the 
vet’ran did cry,— 

“« My duty’s complete, and, contented, I die.” 


GPIIPL PO? 


SHE SAYS SHE LO’ES ME BEST OF A’. 
Air— ‘© Onagh’s Waterfall.””—(Buras. ) 


SAE flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows, of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o’erarching 

Twa laughing een o’ bonnie blue! 
Her smiling sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure, 

Unto these rosy lips to grow: 
Such was my Chloris’ bonnie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw, 
And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm, 

She says she lo’es me best of a’. 


Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a spy, 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her faultless form, and gracefu’ air; 
Ilk feature—auld Nature 

Declared that she could do nae mair : 
Heyr’s are the willing chains o’ love, 

By conquering Beauty’s sov reign law ; 
And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm, 

She says she loves me best of a’. 


Let others love the city, 

And gaudy show at sunny-noon , 
Gie me the foucly valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and streaming 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 
While falling, recalling, 

The am’rous thrush concludes his sang ; 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By whimpling burn and leafy shaw ; 
And hear my vowso’ truth and love, 

And say thou lo’es me best of ae 


POLL PL IIF 


SUCCESS TO ALL DEALERS IN BRASS. 
A CHORUS. 


SEARCH the huge world around, 
No craft can be found 
To compare with us workers of brass ; 
In all climes it’s the case, 
Only bronze well your face, 
With success through life you will pass. 
Then, miners, merrily sing, 
As gaily the flagon we pass; 
Our vaulted cavern shall ring 
With “ Success to all dealers in brass.” 


Friar Bacon, it is said, 
Made his queer copper-head 
Krom our mine, as the old story goes; 
And the ancient old college 
Of sterling sound knowledge, 
Was formed by a long Brazen Nose. 
Then, miners, merrily sing, &c. 
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CHANGE FOR A GUINEA. 
(Dibdin.) 


JACK BINNACLE met with an old shipmate 
That sailed with him board of the Thunder, 
And they talked of their pranks at a pretty round 
rate, 
And made all the hearkeners wonder, 
For, though brave at sea, when you get him 
ashore, 
A tar often turns out a ninny; 
For now he must jog, 
He leaves with his grog, 
Here, honse, what’s to pay? come, sport us the 
score ; 
Hand us over the change for a guinea. 
For a sailor’s life is a roaring life, 
He laughs while the winds and waves are at 
strife, 
So safe on shore 
He can pay his score, 
And sport the splendid guinea. 


The landlord’s sweet daughter now comes in his 
view, 
Up to tars when they get into harbour; 
Her shoes are morocco, her petticoat’s blue, 
Her wig’s just come from the barber, 
Jack stares in her face with a whimsical phiz, 
Reviews her and looks like a ninny. 
For each chalk on his score, 
She counts two or more, 
He fixed on her eyes while she penetrates his, 
And cheats him while changing his guinea. 
For a sailor’s life is a careless life, 
He sings while the waves and the winds are 
at strife, 
‘To be cheated on shore, 
While to pay his score 
He sports the splendid guinea. 


Here’s two eighteen penn’orths, that’s five and a 
kick, 
Three penn’orths of ’bacco, a shilling; 
For a sixpenny ’bacco-box quite span and spick, 
Eighteen pence more, if you’re willing. 
Jack hears not a word, chucks her under the chin, 
Lord, how can you be such a ninny ! 
Let me reckon your score, 
For two six penn’orths more, 
Two hogs, and three simons for what’s to come in, 
So there’s three shillings out of a guinea. 
For a sailor’s lite is a roaring life, 
He whistles while billows and winds are at 
strife, 
From the landlords long shore, 
For a five shilling score, 
To get three shillings out of a guinea. 


Well, well, cries out Jack, you know figures and 
such ; 
I dare say you’re right, mistress Moggy : 
All my wonderment is, we should tip off so much 
In the time, and yet never get groggy. 
But no sailor at toss-pot e’er yet played amiss, 
Then he’s cunning and never a ninny ; 
Come put round the grog, 
For away we must jog, 
So now, my dear girl, if you’ll give me a kiss, 
You may pocket your change for a guinea. 
For a sailor’s lite is a careless life, 
He minds neither billows nor winds at strife ; 
But pays his score, 
With spirit on shore, 
And that’s all the use for a guinea. 


a de ee 


FAREWELL, BESSY. 
(Moore.) 


SWEETEST love! I’I] not forget thee, 
Time shall only teach my heart, 
Fonder, warmer to regret thee, 
Lovely, gentle as thou art. 
Farewell, Bessy! 


Yet, oh! yet again we'll meet, love, 
And repose our hearts at last ; 
Oh! sure ’twill then be sweet, love, 
Calm to think on sorrows past. 
Farewell, Bessy ! 


Yes, my girl, the distant blessing 
Mayn’t be always sought in vain ; 
And the moment of possessing— 
Will it not, love, repay our pain? 
Farewell, Bessy! 


Still I feel my heart is breaking, 
When I think I stray from thee, 
Round the world that quiet seeking, 
Which I fear is not for me. 
Farewell, Bessy ! 


Calm to peace thy lover’s bosom— 
Can it, dearest, must it be? 
Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
He for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 


GLPEGPIPOFR 


A SHARP CUT FOR SLY GALLANTS; 


OR, CRIM. CON. PUNISHED. 


*T WAS barber Tom one day, 
Took home his pretty wife, sir, 
And dear, the people say, 
He loved her as his life, sir: 
Yet Tom, who prized her charms, 
Was jealous of his honour, 
And so to soothe alarms, 
He kept his eye upon her, 
La ralla ral lay, laral la ral laddy. 
Then Tom he took a shop, 
Right opposite to Kitty, 
As folks will sometimes stop 
When people’s wives are pretty ; 
Not that he thought she should 
With others then be going ; 
O' no, she was too good, 
But there—there 1s no knowing. 
Laral la, ralla, &e. 
Now, mark, how busy strife 
Stepped in, their joys to hinder, 
He found his pretty wife 
One day had left the window ; 
Poor Tom began to rave, 
To think how ’twas he missed her, 
When in came Dick to shave, 
And swore that he had kissed her. 
La ral la, ral la, &e, 
And so you kissed the dear, 
Says Tom—and no harm in it, 
Do pray, sir, take a chair, 
I'll shave you in a minute ; 
Your head shall come off clean, 
I’ll venture to denote, sir; 
And then, with razor keen, 
He cuts the fellow’s throat, sir. 
La ral la, ralla, &c. 


PIPL POP O 


ALL HERE ARE MASONS AND FRIENDS. 


f Chalmers.) 


PRAY don’t sleep or think, 
But give us some drink, 


For, faith, 1’m most plaguily dry ; 
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Wine cheers up the soul, 
Then fill us a bowl, i 
For ’ere long, you all know, we must die. 


Yesterday’s gone, 

This day’s our own, 
Tc-morrow we never may see 5 

Thought causes a smart, 

And eats up the heart, 
Then let’s be jovial and free. 


The world isa cheat, 
With a face counterfeit, 
And Freedom and Mirth discommends ; 
But here we may quaff, 
Speak our thought, sing, and laugh, 
For all here are Masons and friends. 


PPIEPFLEL? 


THE GHOSTS OF POLLY ROCK, AND 
HER TWO BANTLINGS. 


(Cherry. ) 


WHEN I was but a tiny boy, 
And sailed on board a privateer 5 
Three dreadful ghosts did me annoy, 
And to my sight did oft appear ! 
A woman tall, who, on each arm, 
A little pale-faced bantling bore, 
And cried—‘* O, Sam, we'll do no harm, 
For we, alas! are now no more!” 


«‘ The captain of your ship,” she cried, 


«© My love and truth did sore betray ; 
And these poor babes, with me, have died, 
Who might have lived another day.” 
“« Dear ghost,” I said, ‘ all this is hard— 
If Captain Rock be such an elf, 
While I am watching on my guard, 
I think you had better tell himself.’”’ 


She took the hint—down glide the ghosts 
To where the Captain slept below ; 
She drew his curtains to the posts, 
Aud pale she glared as drifted snow! 
‘« I’m come,” she cried, ‘‘ bold Captain Rock, 
To plague thy heart our ghosts are come, 
Full cold am I as marble block, 
And eke the young ones, Sall and Tom.” 


“¢ Dear Polly Rock,” the Captain said, 
And trembled much as he had spoke 3 

«* T never heard that you were dead, 
And fear, my love, you do but joke.” 

To prove her truth, they vanished straight, 
And at their heels a fiery flame ; 

The Captain roared out for his Mate, 
Drank off his grog—and slept again. 


PLP LIP LF 


UNFORTUNATE MARY. 
(Tapsell. ) 


DISTRACTED with anguish and grief, 
Behold a poor girl of woe. 
Ah! where shall I fly for relief? 
In vain scalding tears now flow, 
No ease they afford to my heart, 
Nor comfort give to my mind, 
Ah! what can the world now impart, 
Where ease or hope shall I find? 
Then, pity me, maids! ah, pity me! 
My true love was lost at sea, 
In the unfortunate Abergavenny. 


The youth of my heart is no more ;—. 
Charles found a wat’ry grave, 

His virtues how many deplore, 
Yet worth nor virtue could save 

That dear form from the tyrant death ; 
His truth and vows, so sincere, 


Fled for ever that voice and breath, 
And all my soul loved dear. 
Then, pity me, &c. 


No more fond memory delights 
In tracing the heavenly mind, 
His soul has ta’en her flight 
And gone to its kindred kind. 
Poor Mary! though heart-broken, blest,— 
Constancy still was thy lot; 
Thy sorrow will soon find rest, 
Though Charles will ne’er be forgot. 
Then, pity me, &c. 


PLIPPIIP 


OH, BRAVE RUB-A-DUB, TWEET-A-TWEET 
TANTARARA. 


(Dimond. ) 


Ou! brave rub-a-dub, tweet-a-tweet, tantarara ! 
I still can enjoy you in love as in war; 
Such a wife! bully Mars! not thy Venus was 
fairer ; 
Her lip has a dew that’s a salve for each scar ; 
Then, march with me, sweetheart, march forward 
to glory! 
Fife, drum, and trumpet, invite, boys, to fame ; 
Fall to-day in the field, live for ever in story ; 
A brave soldier’s death is the life of his name. 
March! march! march 


Abroad, though I lose the sweet uproar of battle, 
Still its musical comforts at home I may hear, 
For what shrill alarum surpasses the rattle 
A married man finds in the tongue of his dear? 
Then, march, merry sweetheart, &c, 


Oe ee ae 


JOAN IS AS GOOD AS MY LADY. 


(Dibdin.) 
NEAT NELLY, the milk-maid, in short-waisted 
gown, 
All the airs of the fashion puts on ; 


And emulates all the fine ladies in town, 
As she flirts and coquets it with John ; 
Has the same vapid stare, the same slide, the 
same bob, 
The same sigh, without feeling or passion ; 
With the same rise and fall bids her bosom to 
throb, 
As the rantipole woman of fashion. 


To dress fine and showy, the men to entrap, 
They both have an equal regard ; 
The lady owes only ten pounds for her cap, 
While the milk-maid pays ten-pence a yard ; 
So that, when at a distance, they’ve both the same 
charms 
To excite in the fellows a passion ; 
The same fine display of bare necks and red arms, 
Both in Nell and the lady of fashion. 


Thus the proverb’s revers’d; *twas the former re-~ 
mark, 
And I b’lieve the thing’s pretty near right, 
As my lady that Joan was as good in the dark, 
Now Joan is as good in the light; 

So I'd have the fine ladies about them to look, 
And to feel for themselves some compassion, 
Lest the beaux should mistake the pert housemaid 

or cook, 
For a rantipole woman of fashion. 


ae eee 


WILLIAM AND ANNE, 
(Cross. } 
WILLIAM and Anne were lovers true, 
In the same village infants rear’d, 
In childhood’s pranks affection grew, 
Which youthful passion more endear’d. 
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To serve his king o’er ocean bound, 
The battle’s rage had Will defy’d, 

And with success and glory crown’d, 
Returned to make his Anne a bride. 


The morn was fixed, so smart arrayed, 
Will to the steeple led the way, 

When, springing from a neighbouring glade, 
A press-gang darted on their prey: 

He checked a tear that wrung his heart, 
Exclaim’d to Anne, who pallid grew, 

“* "Tis for my country’s good we part,” 
Then heaved a sigh, and bade adieu. 


Borne from his Anne wide o’er the main, 
Alas! she never looked up more : 

A burning fever wrecked her brain, 
A beating heart her bosom tore. 

The ship some leagues had sailed from land, 
Vain ’gainst the feelings William strove ; 

Fancy portray’d her on the strand, 
O’erboard ie leap’d to meet his love. 


The cruel waves he beat amain, 
Within a cable’s length of shore, 
Made one sad effort to regain, 
But sunk, alas! to rise no more. 
His pallid corse when Anne espy’d, 
Who dar’d the tempest’s terror brave, 


She shrieked, breathed out his name, and died! 


But now reposed in one cold grave, 


OL PLL IP? 


THE CAREFUL WIFE; 
OR, PASTIME AND DANGER. 
(Cherry. ) 


HARK, gentle Jane, the huntsman’s horn 
Now chides my long delay : 
Mark! cries Jane—see, the hazy morn 
Proclaims the cheerless day! 
To hunt the stag, the fox, the hare, 
Fresh health these sports impart : 
Sries Jane, dear John, oh! pray forbear, 
For danger wings Death’s dart ! 
Yoics! tantivy! soho! 
Dear John, cries Jane, your spirits spare, 
Of tantivy, O! beware! 


See, gentle Jane, Aurora bright, 
Her beams burst through the sky : 
See, cries Jane, by that genial light, 
The magic of this eye! 
To chase the stag, the fox, the hare, 
Should joys domestic yield? 
Cries Jane, dear John, avoid the snare 
That lurks in danger’s field ! 
Yoics! tantivy! soho! 
Dear John, cries J ane, if life’s your care, 
Of tantivy, O! beware! 


Now, gentle J ane, I mount my mare, 
And spurs clap to her side : 
Now, cries Jane, where’s the tender care 
You swore to me, your bride ? 
Vl chase the Stag, the fox, the hare, 
Though Death in ambush hide! 
Cries Jane, dear J ohn, of Fate beware, 
Lest mischief should betide ! 
Yoics! tantivy! soho! . 
Now John, convine’d, dismounts his mare. 
Of tantivy, O! beware! 


LPPPPL OR? 


LIFE A¥FORDS NO JOY BUT DRINKING. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 
WAHAT is life? a fickle ocean! 
What is joy? a transient ray ! 
What is love? a youthful notion. 
Wine alone drives Care away. 
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Why, then, murder time by thinking ? 
Fill my goblet, fill with wine! 

Life affords no joy but drinking ; 
That alone makes man divine. 


What’s the bigot warmed by praying ? 
What’s the advent’rous seaman’s gain? 
What’s the soldier’s zeal? a saying! 
Wine can only fire the brain. 
To all ills I bid defiance, 
And, though mortal, prove divine ; 
With the gods I claim alliance - 
They quaff nectar—I drink wine. 


PPI FIC SP 


THE ODDS MORE WAYS THAN ONE. 


(Collins. ) 
I AM even with those that with Mirth are at 
odds, 
And would frown at a jest from a jovial odd fel- 


low ; 
For to crabs I compare such unsociable clods, 
Or to half-rotten medlars, more sour than mel- 


low ; 
Besides, ’tis more odds than a toss, heads or 
tails,— 
But those that want horses grudge those that can 
ride ; 


So my hobby V’il mount, not regarding who rails, 


And let those laugh that win, I’ve the odds on 
my side. 


And if oddly I’m treated, oy bantering friends, 
Like the pilot of state, in the dome of Saint 
Stephen, 
Tis odds but I soon smoke their odds, and their 
ends, 
And with all such odd fish find the way to be 
even: 
Or, should Care, in an odd fit, perchance, play 
the shark, 
Like a gudgeon to catch me, at low-water tide, 
With good spirits, Ill mount up to high-water 
mark, 
And spring out of his reach, with the odds on my 
side. 


When the wife’s in a pout, as the best may, per- 


chance, 
Now and then swell the lip at our lipping the 
jorum ; 
And, she says, ’stead of Nancy, I stick close to 
Nantz,— 


Nantz brandy, I mean, that Voluptas vivorum ; 
Then I offer the odds of my horse to her tongue, 
That she faster can scold, than she ever could 


ride ; 
So, by bantering, I stop up her mouth like a 
bung, 
As old Xantippe knows I’ve the odds on my 
side ! 
And don’t think it odd, if I prove, flat ana 
plain, 
That the first of odd fellows was old Father 
Adam ; 
Till one night, from his side, as, asleep, he was 
lain, 
To make matters even, sprung Eve, for his ma- 
dam! 


And she was the first of the petticoat race, 
And great grandam of all that wear breeches, 
beside ; 
And ’tis odds, when odd squabbles between them 
take place, 
But the petticoat race have the odds on their side. 


For, although we think oddly of petticoat sway, 
And pretend for odd wives that we care not 
souse 5 


j 


Yet, some odd wives there are who have found out 
the way 
How to make an odd yokemate as quomp as @ 
mouse 5 
And, as odd sorts of squabbles arise every day 
Between breeches and petticoat, which shall pre- 
side ; 
Now and then, 
As odd things come to pass, 
beside. 
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an odd wearer of petticoats may, 
wear the breeches 










CLIP FLID 


TIM BOBBIN AND THE MAID OF MAN- 
CHESTER; 


OR, A HARD RUN UPON THE PAWN-BANK! 
Air—“ O dear! what can the Matter be ” 


(E. J. B. Box.) 


A MAIDEN of Manchester lived in a cellar low, 
Tim Bobbin loved her, and often would tell her 
so— 
While thumping cotton, she often got mellow 
though, 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
So dry, she loved a drop of stuff; 
O, fie! seldom she got enough 
To buy double-proof, quantum suff. [hic] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho: 


One night it happened, when Tim Bobbin came to 
woo, 


Madge was quite tipsey ;—that was to Tim nothing 
new ; 

Languishing looks, while her arms round his neck 
she threw— 


Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
«©, dear [hic] Timmy,” she hiccupped out, 
<« Lo! here {hic] all my stout liquor’s out, 
<¢ No where [hic] any more tick about!” [hic] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 


Tim Bobbin, delighted that Madge was so coming 


kind, 
Rummaging pockets, cried, “ though I no mo- 
ney find, 
Still, my dear darling shan’t lack, while for rum 
inclined ;” 


Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
«« Oh, no,” Tim cried, and back uncased 3 
« So go, take this to pawn with haste “i 
Rum come, tenderly both embraced, [hic] 


Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 


Madge’s mamma, now s9 much with Tim Bobbin 
pleased, 
Chiding her daughter, cried “ true love should not 
be teazed, : 
Pledge of affection, of new 
hic] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
a O, yes,” [hic] cried Miss Hobbs, “ I feel 
it all; 
« O, bliss, [hic] 
<Q, this [ic] rum makes me reveal all 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 


leather jerkin eased,” 


whe could conceal it all? 


\? [hic] 


For still further pledges of love Tim was called 
upon, 
Hat, shoes, watch, stockings, close followed, till 
all were gone, 
Nothing he had left 
clothes on! 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
Next morn, [hic] Bobbin was sadly vexed, 
All pawn, [hic] still Tim was single-sexed, 
All horn [hic] had not so much perplexed, [hic] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 


but his shirt and his small- 
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PHAON AND MYRA. 
A DUET. 
(J. TT) 
RECITATIVE. 
Myra sought the silent shade, 
And on a grassy pillow laid ; 
Phaon, who had found the bower, 
Thus improved the happy hour. 


Phaon.—Fairest nymph, of rosy cheek, 


Let at once my passion speak ; 

It speaks in tears, it speaks in sighs, 
It speaks to blame those killing eyes 3 
Eyes that through my bosom stole, 
And enchained my thoughtless soul. 


Myra.—Look you, Phaon, down the tide, 


Where the trout is seen to glide; 
She, unconscious of her fate, 

Stops, and plays, and takes the bait. 
Then the wily sportsman’s hand 
Draws her, ruined, to the land. 


Phaon.—See the oak, and see the vine 


Round the oak its tendrils twine, 
Thou the tendril then shall be, 
I, the oak, will succour thee ! 
Then, thou pretty unbeliever, 
Think me not. a base deceiver. 


Both. — Fawns, that brouse the speckled mead, 


Playful lambkins, hither speed : 
When the sea shall leave the shore, 
And its tide return no more 5 

Till that time, no pair shall be 
Half so kind, so true as we. 


She.—But, now I think you true, 


Take me, Phaon, take your due. 


GOLEP LPL IF 


LOVELY BESSY. 
(H. V. Smith.) 


LIKE the soft and silvery stream, 
Ox fountain, fed by nymphs so gay 5 
Or like the bashful virgin’s dream, 
When Love its sweetest charms display ; 


Like the brilliant orb of night 
Illuminates the azure sky 5 

Or, like the star, with twinkling light, 
Dazzling even the boldest eye ; 


And, like unto the blushing rose, 
Refreshened by agentle shower, 

Which, budding forth, doth then disclos 
Its peerless beauty o’er ev’ry flower ; 


Yes, like all these, my Bessy is : 

She’s accomplished, gentle, and so fair; 
To hear her voice alone is bliss, 

When she wathles forth her fav’rite air. 


Her breath is like the fragrant flower 
Which sipped is by the busy bee; 

Her beauty needs no art or power , 
Her form is perfect symmetry. 


GPIILIG LFS 


I WHISPERED HER A LAST ADIEU. 


(Lord Strangford.) 


J WHISPERED her a last adieu, 
I gave a mournful kiss, 
Cold showers of sorrow bathed her eyes, 
And her poor heart was torn with sighs! 
Yet, strange to tell, *twas then I knew 
Most perfect bliss. 
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For love, at other times suppressed, 
Was all betrayed at this ; 

Isaw him, weeping, in her eyes, 

I heard him breathe among her sighs ; 

And every sob which shook her breast 
Thrilled mine with bliss. 


The sight which keen affection clears, 
How can it judge amiss ? 

To me it pictured hope, and taught 

My spirit this consoling thought,— 

That Love’s sun, though it rise in tears, 
May set in bliss. 


PPPS PIO? 


MERRILY, MERRILY FUDDLE THY 
NOSE, 


A GLEE. 


MERRILY, merrily push round the glass, 
And merrily troll the glee 

For he who wo’n’t drink till he wink is an ass,— 
So, neighbour, I drink to thee. 


Merrily, merrily fuddle thy nose, 
Until it right rosy shall be: 

For a jolly red nose, I speak under the rose, 
Is a sign of zood company. 


POPPI FP PS 


A NICE CHICK-A-BIDDY GIVE ME. 
( Brandon.) 


AT Mecca, where Mahomet swings in the air, 
See-saw with a tremulous motion, 
Old Mustapha Mumble thus muttered a prayer, 
While his eee touched the earth with devo- 
tion ! 
Dear Prophet, how funny, 
For men without money 
To get milk and honey 
Scot free! 
Sing fol de rol liddy, 
So frisky and giddy, 
A nice chick-a-biddy give me. 


Just then, fair Nourhenhi passed, daintily clad, 
With pitcher in hand full of water ; 
Says Cupid to Mustapha, «at her, my lad,” 
So by the left elbow he caught her, 
“< O, sweet Miss Nourhenhi, 
“* T’ve gazed upon many, 
“ But never loved any 
** Like thee.” ~ 
Sing fol de rol liddy, 
So frisky and giddy, 
A nice chick-a-biddy for me. 
She turned up her nose at his feeble grimace, 
He had not the knack to bewitch her ; 
Then, sousing the water plump into his face, 
She broke both his shins with the pitcher. 
“* Oh, oh, Mr. Mumble, 
“« Pride will have a tumble, 
““ So, prithee, don’t grumble,” 
Says she, 
But sing fal de ral liddy, 
So frisky and giddy, 
A nice chick-a-biddy give me. 
Ye Musselmen sober, your Musselmen tell, 
The moral of what I have spoken,— 
"he pitcher that dips many times in a well, 
Is sure, in the end, to be broken, 
Ye lovers, so crazy, 
Oh, be no more lazy, 
But brisk as a daisy, 
Like me : 
Sing fol de ro] liddy, 
So frisky and giddy, 
- A nice chick-a-biddy for me. 
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CUPID, BACCHUS, AND LOVE. 
(Lord Rochester. ) 


VULCAN, contrive me such a cup, 
As Nestor us’d of old; 

Show all thy skill to trim it up, 
Damask it round with gold. 


Make it so large, that fill’d with sack 
Up to the swelling brim, 

Vast toasts on the delicions lake, 
Like ships at sea, may swim. 


Engrave no battle on his cheek, 
With war I’ve naught to do ; 

I’m none of those that took Maestricht, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no names of planets tell, 
Fix’d stars or constellations ; 

For I am not Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor one of his relations. 


But carve thereon a spreading vine, 
Then add two lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in amorous folds entwine, 
The type of future joys. 


Cupid and Bacchus my saints are ; 
May drink and love still reign ; 

With wine I wash away my care, 
And then to love again. 


OC PPREDe 


SLY RENARD THE FOX. 
(Cherry. ) 

SLY renard sneak’d out from a farmer’s hereroost, 
Where a young one he’d just been a picking ; 
Half strangled he look’d, for he could not get loose 

A bone, from his throat, of the chicken! 
O renard! sly renard the fox! 


He twisted his jaw, and his eyes roll’d about, 
Like a cat in a quinsey he croak’d too; 
“€ Will no good-natur’d bird,” he cried, ‘* take the 
bone out ?”” 
(Twas a flock of poor geese that he spoke to. ) 
Q renard! sly renard the fox! 


“« I'll befriend ye for ever,” cries renard the fox, 
‘ From the weazle, cat, badger, and ferret ; 
** He that pulls the bone out that distorts my poor 
chops, 
‘* Ts a goose I'll reward for his merit! ” 
O renard! sly renard the fox! 


A gander advane’d, once the pride of the flocks, 
No friend of his fate could remind him, 
He thrust his poor beak down the throat of the fox, 
But he left his poor head there behind him ! 
O renard! sly renard the fox! 


PPPSOSISS 


O SUMMER, THY PRESENCE GIVES 
WARMTH TO THE VALE. 


(Wolcot. ) 


O Summer, thy presence gives warmth to the 
vale ; 
The song of the warbler enlivens the groves ; 
The pipe of the shepherd, too, gladdens the gale ; 
Alas! but I hear not the voice of my love. 


The lilies appear in their fairest array ; 
To the valleys the woodbines a fragrance im- 
part; ; 
The roses the pride of their blushes display ; 
Alas! but I meet not the nymph of my heart. 


Go, shepherds, and bring the sweet wanderer here, 
The boast of her sex, and delight of the swains- 
Go, zephyr, and whisper this truth in her ear, 
That the pleasures with Julia are fled from the 
plains. 
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Uf thus to the maid thou my wishes declare, 
To the cot she has left she will quickly return ; 
Too soft is her bosom to give us despair, 
That sooner would sigh than another’s should 
mourn. 


GPLLPLEL OF 


THE BUTCHER AT BRIXTON. 
Air— And we’re all treading.” —( Moncrieff. ) 


Nep CLEAVER was a slaughterman, with such a 
killing way, 

He did Miss Flare, the tripeman’s danghter, into 
love betray ; 

His rival, Tuck, the butcher, a wily tongue had he, 

Could coax old Nick, no wonder, for he came from 
Carnaby 

SPOKEN.] Market. 
Tol de rol de rol de rol de ri do. 


Tuck made Miss Flare to Cleaver false, and play’d 
a traytor’s part, 

For with each love-letter he always sent her a 
large heart ; 

Ned found it ont, for she his dog call’d cur, and 
kick’d away, 

Then sigh’d “ she’s false,” for don’t the song say, 
<« love me, love my Tray,” 

SPOKEN.] Pompey. Tol de rol, &c. 


Now a a candle in his cap, and melancholy 
phiz, 

He stalk’d about, while neighbours cried, “* poor 
Ned light-headed is :” 

Ned challeng’d Tuck, but didn’t load his pops with 
shot or ball ; 

Says he, they’ve lead enough, for they’ve just 
come from Leadenhall 

SPOKEN.] Market. Tol de rol, &c. 


Cried Tuck, Ned sticks at nought but sheep, but 
V’ll soon make him feel, 

And then he fell a sharpening his sword upon his 
steel 5 

H2 march’d to meet the slaughterman, and, lest 
some blood might drop, 

He took a sack of sawdust, that he’d got from his 
own shop. 

SPOKEN.] Nibbled it. Tol de rol, &c. 


Tuck didn’t want for pluck, and in the greatness 
of his heart, 

Swore, though a butcher, Ned should find him 
quite a Bony-part ; 

Miss was A cag-mag article, with her no more he’d 
deal, ; 

And Cleaver such a calf, that he would cut him 
up like veal, 

SPOKEN.] Cutlets. Tol de rol, &c. 


But ere they fought, as they’d expressed their 
bloodiness of mind, 
To take them both to Worship-street, came consta- 
bles behind ; 
Where his worship, as they loud expressed their 
wish to fight and kill, 


9 cure them of their milling, sent them to the 


treading-mill, 


SPOKEN.] Brixton. Tol de rol. &c. 


PPO LILLE 


DEAR OBJECT OF DEFEATED CARE. 
( Byron.) 
DEAR object of defeated care, 
Though now of love and thee bereft , 


To reconcile me with despair, 
Thine image and thy tears are left. 


Tis said, with sorrow time can cope, 
But that I feel can ne’er be true , 

For by the death-blow of my hope, 
My memory immortal grew. 





WILLIAM AND MARY. 
(J. Mayne.) 


Poor WILLIAM was landed at bonny Dumbarton, 
Where the streams from Lochlomond run into 
the sea: 
At home, in sweet Ireland, he left Mary Martin, 
With a child at her foot, and a babe on her 
knee. 


The regiment march’d off when the passage was 
over ; 
The route was for England, by land all the way ; 
No, never to halt—but at Ramsgate or Dover, 
Embark in the vessels that were in the bay. 


Fond Mary, the while, in her spirit quite broken, 
Disturb’d in her sleep, and perplexed in her 
mind, 
No letter from William, no tidings, no token, 
Resolved, at all hazards, her hero to find. 


O! what in this world can deter a true lover ; 

It is not long journies by land or by sea— 
Intent on her love, in a boat without cover, 

She cross’d to Port Patrick from Donaghadee ! 


The Irish are true to Humanity’s claims, 
And the Scots and the English are never un- 
kind ; 
Poor Mary found friends, from the Boyne to the 
Thames, 
As she trudg’d with her babes in a wallet be- 
hind! 
Arriv’d at the coast—by her sorrowful tale 
She softened the captain to let her on board ; 
And never, O! never, did mariner sail 
With a couple like William to Mary restor’ at 


When he pressed to his bosom his infants and wife, 
The sailors gave way to a tear—and no more ; 
The soldiers danc’d round to the drum and the 

fife, 
And plaudits were heard from the people on 
shore. 


Then away went the fleet; and, sailing with glee, 
May glory, in battle, be ever at hand : 

May Britons live harpy, united, and free, 
Supreme on the ocean, unconquered by land! 


GPeLLLAP 


ZEKIEL HOMESPUN’S TRIP TO TOWN, 
AND PEEP AT TOM THUMB. 


V’zE a poor country lad, as you see by my dress, 
That I’ze Yorkshire, mayhap you may pratty well 
guess 
My neame’s Zekiel Homespun, you all know me 
now, 
It is not the first time I have here made my bow. 
ol lol de rol, lol de rol, lol de rol lol. 


To London I com’d, upon bus’ness, d’ye see, 

But contriv’d to make pleasure and bus’ness agree, 
For, when I gets back, wi’ our chaps on the green, 
They'll be sure to be axing me what I ha’ seen. 
Tol lol de rol, &e. 


Now, having in town but a short time to stay, 
Thinks I, while the sun shines I’d better make 


hay, 
So I ax’d what the play were: they told me, by 
gum, 
’"T was a very fine tragedy, called Tommy Thumb 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


In Yorkshire I’d oft heard our knowing-ones say 
That a very good moral was learn’d from a play, 
And that tragedy boasted of language so fine, 
So I thought that as how it might help me wi 
mine. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 
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Well, the curtain drew up, and the first to appear 
Were two gentlemen, drest, to be sure, mortal 
queer, 
Says one— To the king this petition I’ll show _ 
Then the other to him answered—< Do, Doodle, 
do.” 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


In next scene were the King and the Queen on 
their throne, 
To whom the petition was presently shown, 
But King Arthur from Doodle indignantly shrunk, 
“* For,” says he, “ "Tis our pleasure this day to 
get drunk.” 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


So, thinks I to myself, an’ that’s what you’re 
about, 
There’s no bus’ness for me, sure, to see the play 
out, 
To my own native parts I will quickly go down, 
I can learn to get drunk there as well as in town. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


So, I’ze ta’en me a place at the George and Blue 
Boar 
Where the “coach will set off in the morning at 
four 
And, as I must be up long afore it is light, 
I hope you’ll not keep me here too late to-night. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


GPPLPPEP EPR 


FROM NIGHT TILL MORN I TAKE MY 
GLASS, 


A DUET. 


FROM night till morn I take my glass, 
In hopes to forget my Chloe; 

But, as I take the pleasing draught, 
She’s, ne’ertheless, before me. 

Ah! no, no, no, wine cannot cure 

The pain I endure for my Chloe. 


To wine I flew to ease the pain 
Her beauteous charms created, 
But wine more firmly bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated : 
Ah! no, no, no, &e. 


PRLLE LES? 


THIS IS THE GROVE, AND THIS THE 
BOWER. 


(T. Blake.) 
(Music, Addison & Beale, 201, Regent-street. ) 


TUIs is the tall and stately grove 
Where we so oft delighted rove 
To breathe the evening air ; 
This is the cool and shady bower, 
Where of Love’s soft and magic power 
We've often sung, sweet fair. 


This is the calm and purling stream 

Which often, by the moonlight’s gleam, 
Has borne our bark away ; 

Where, as the moments gaily pass’d, 

We’ve wish’d that love and life might last, 
A never-ending day. 

But, as the hours of life are few, 

Let us these virtuous joys renew 
On each succeeding day ; 

Come, sing again thy song of love ; 

Come, let us rove through yonder grove ; 
Come, Rosa, come away! 


GIP IL PA LIP 


HARK! THE SWEET HORN PROCLAIMS 
AFAR. 


(Cobb.) 


HARK ! the sweet horn proclaims afar 
Against the stag the mimic war ; 


While future heroes’ hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet sound. 

The warlike genius of our isle, 

Who on the hunter deigns to smile, 
In echoes gives the chase applause, 
Which strings the nerve for glory’s cause : 
Where’er the devious chase may bend, 
Still freedom shall our steps attend ; 
And bids us, at her pleasure rise, 
Defend the blessings which we prize. 


GLPLPIL PCPs 


BEGONE—-BEGONE, I SAY. 
(Sir Philip Sydney.) 
WHO is it that, this dark night, 
Underneath my window *plaineth ? 
It is one who, from thy sight 
Being (ah!) exiled, disdaineth 
Every other vulgar light. 
Why, alas! and are you he, 
Are not yet these fancies changed ? 
Dear, when you find change in me, 
Though from me you be estranged, 
Let my change to ruin be. 


What if you new beauties see, 
Will not that stir new affection ? 
I will think thy pictures be 
(Image-like of saint-perfection) 
Poorly counterfeiting thee. 
Peace! I think that some give ear; 
Come no more, lest I get anger. 
Bliss! I will my bliss forbear, 
Fearing, sweet, you to endanger, 
But my soul shall harbour there. 


Well, begone—begone, I say, 

Lest that Argus’ eyes perceive you. 
O! unjust is Fortune’s swa ‘ 

Which can make me thus to leave you, 
And from louts to run away. 


OP PP POOR? 


ELLEN OF THE DER. 
(Rannie.) 


WHERE Dee’s soft waters smoothly clide 
Through Murtle’s flowery dale, 

Meek Ellen shone in youthful pride, 
The beauty of the vale. 

Her form was gentle, and her mind 
From every folly free, 

To tender pity still inclined— 
Sweet Ellen of the Dee. 


While blooming Henry marked her charms, 
Who long had known her fame ; 
He gazed and loved, and in his arms 
She owned an equal flame. 
Though he had sprung of noble race 
And she of low degree ; 
Yet none to beauty added grace, 
Like Ellen of the Dee. 


But when the secret of his heart 
His haughty parents knew, 

They strove with unremitting art 
His purpose to undo; 

Who, joyless in the splendid dome, 
With dames of high degree, 

Found pleasure in his humbler home, 
With Ellen of the Dee. 


To foreign climes he then was sent, 
To please parental pride ; 
Reluctantly poor Henry went, - 
Left Ellen’s charms and died. 
They grieved too late, his fate to hear, 
And cursed the stern decree, 
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Which pride inspired, his heart to tear 
From Ellen of the Dee. 


Who still, when evening softly flings 
Her shadows o’er the glade, 

On Dee’s lone margin strays and sings 
Sweet dirges to his shade. 

Though happiness be not her lot, 
No murmur utters she, 

Meek resignation shares the cot 
With Ellen of the Dee. 


WE BE THREE POOR FISHERMEN. 
A GLEE. 


WE be three poor fishermen, 
Who daily troll the seas ; 

We spend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at ease. 


The sky looks black around, around, around, 


The sky looks black around, 
And he that would be merry, boys, 
Come haul his boat aground. 


We cast our lines along the shore 
In stormy wind and rain ; 
And every night we land our nets, 
Till daylight comes again. 
The sky looks black, &c. 


POPP OP OL 


IN OUR LODGE WE KNOW NO CARE. 


CoME, boys, let us more liquor get, 
Since jovially we are all met, 
Here none will disagree ; 
Let’s drink and sing, and all combine 
Tn songs to praise the art divine 
That’s called Freemasonry. 


True knowledge seated in the head 

Must teach us Masons how to tread 
The path we ought to go; 

By which we ever friends create, 

Drown care and strife, and all debate, 
Count none but fools our foe. 


Here sorrow knows not how to weep, 

And watchful grief is lulled to sleep ; 
In our lodge we know no care. 

Join hand in hand before we part, 

Each brother takes his glass with heart, 
And toast some charming fair. 


Hear me, ye gods, and while I live, 

Good Masons and good liquor give, 
Then always happy me. 

Likewise a gentle she I crave, 

Until I’m summoned to the grave, 
Then farewell my lodge and she. 


ON THE BANKS OF ALLAN-WATER. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


On the banks of Allan-water, 
When the sweet spring time did fall, 
Was the miller’s lovely daughter 
The fairest of them all. 
For his bride a soldier sought her, 
And a winning tongue had he, 
On the banks of Allan-water, 
None was so gay as she. 


On the banks of Allan-water, 
When brown Autumn spreads its store ; 
Then I saw the miller’s daughter, 
But she smiled no more. 
For the summer grief had brought her, 
_ And the soldier false was he ; 
On the banks of Allan-water, 
None was so sad as she. 


On the banks of Allan-water, 
When the winter snow fell fast, 
Still was seen the miller’s daughter, 

Chilling blew the blast. 
But the miller’s lovely daughter, 
Both from cold and care was free ; 
On the banks of Allan-water, 
There a corpse lay she. 


GPPLOIF IF 


RORY O’ROURKE’S DESCRIPTION OF 


PRESUMPTION ; 
OR, THE FATE OF FRANKENSTEIN. 
(L. L. Ternan.) 


IN business having failed, 
Myself, with Prince O’Leary, 
For London city sailed, 
On foot, from Tipperary ; 
But though our fortune’s shy, 
Our palace off some miles is, 
We still live, proud and high, 
In a garret near St. Giles’s. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &e. 


Myself, O’Rourke renowned ,— 
(My Christian name is Rory,) 
Have fought on tented ground— 
At many a fair—for glory : 
O’Leary’s royal blood, 
By means of Bridget Brady, 
Is mine—as clear as mud,— 
And he’s my cousin Thady. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &es 


The Prince, says he, one day, 
(For he had a taste and gumption,) 
«* O’Rourke, there is a play 
To-night, they call Presumption: 
So we’ll lay by our hods, 
And take our proper station 
Up stairs, among the gods— 
And make a botheration.”’ 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


«* With all my heart,” says I— 
And, just to make us frisky, 
For fear we should be dry, 
We brought galore of whiskey : 
And soon the play began, 
And then (the Lord presarve us!) 
We saw a little man, 
Who tould us he was narvous. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &e. 


While we were drinking toasts, 
And to our sweethearts’ merits, 
He talked so much of ghosts, 
We offered him some spirits: 
His master soon appeared, 
A comely man, and civil, 
But much it’s to be fear’d 
He’d dealings with the devil! 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


The black art was his trade— 

From blocks he strove to dig, man, 
And laboured till he made 

A mighty blue and big man: 
The ladies gave a screech 

When first they saw him walking, 
But, as he ne’er had speech, 

We could not hear him talking. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


His looks, in ev’ry place, 

Were evry one affrighting— 
Because—he wash'd his face 

With indigo and whiting : 
Just like a savage wild, 

He roamed through brake and thicket, 
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And stole a human child, 
In short—grew very wicked. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


He walked in evil ways, 
Unheeding priest or parson— 
A house set in a blaze, 
Yet ne’er was tried for arson! 
But, what I thought most hard, 
(As I remark’d to Thady,) 
He shot (the big blackguard !) 
A beautiful young lady. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c, 


This girl was to have wed 
The young and larn’d magician, 
Who, when he saw her dead, 
Ne’er sent for a physician : 
But, fired with rage and woe, 
He met the imp of evil, 
And, under hills of snow, 
He laid the big blue devil. 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


It caused some folks to weep— 
Though some cared not a feather— 
In snow, like two lost sheep, 
That both should die together ; - 
And thus the moral ran, 
Sure nobody can doubt it— 
‘* Go (you who’d make a man ) 
Another way about it.” 
Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 


GPPPPPIPP 


WHAT’S A DANDY LIKE! 
Air—‘* What’s a Woman like.” 


A DANDY is like, who can say 

What a Dandy is like, who can Say, 
For London is nothing without one : 

A monkey you spy 
When a Dandy you eye, 

Jump, jump, always jumping about one. 
When he struts in his stays, 
All the world to amaze, 

An ass he too then resembles. 
He’s like too, I swear, 
A crow made to scare 

Crows, who at sight of him tremble. 
If he waltz and quadrille, 
Faints away, taken ill, 

The company for hartshorn holloa ; 
He’s then like, indeed, 
An ape that’s in need 

Of a shirt, when they take off his collar. 
But ’twould teaze you, and vex you, 
Torment and perplex you ; 
To unriddle this wonder 
All have knocked under. 


What then do you think he is like, 
Like a calf—like a goose 
On a common let loose, 

Like a ball that will run if you strike. 
His head’s like an Irishman’s garret, 


Though he thinks it as smart as a carrot 


His waist has all wasted away, 

And he’s none, as the ladies do Say ; 
In short, he's to me 
Like a cow, do ye see, 

Or, as I may Say, just as handy. 
Like a beau, 
Like a show, 
Like a tool—like a fool, 
Like an ass—like a glass 

When it has been just drained of brandy ; 

Like a cat—like a rat, 
Tike a fly-—like my eye, 








Like a post—like a ghost, 
Like a rogue—like—in vogue, 
He’s like nothing on earth but a Dandy. 


PIPPI PPO? 


OUR HENRYS AND OUR EDWARDS, TOO, | 
FRAMED ONCE A CONSTITUTION, 


WHEN order in this land commenced with Alfred’s 
sacred laws, 

Then sea-girt Britons, closely-fenced, joined in 
one common cause. 

The glorious name, an Englishman, struck terror 
to the foe, 

And conquering William fixed a fame that shall 
or ages glow. 

On Albion’s cliffs let commerce smile » and cheering 
plenty bring, 

Then sweet content shall bless our isle , and George, 
our gracious king. 


Our Henrys and our Edwards, too, framed once 
a constitution, 

Which Orange William did renew by glorious re- 
volution. 

Mild Anne, with sceptre gently swayed, insured 
her people’s love, 

And when her kingdom’s peace she made, was 
called to realms above. 

Thence British freedom, rights, and laws, from 
whence her glories spring ; 

The prayer that grateful Britain draws on George, 
its gracious king. : 


Then George and Charlotte’s happy reign in union 
bound the land, 

And scattered blessings o’er the main with all be- 
nignant hand. 

And now their stock, the royal fruit, 
around it clings, 

From whence its spreading branches brought a race 
of future kings. 

Thence English, Scotch, and Irishmen, with heart 
and voice, shall sing— 

While Brunswick’s line adorns the throne, God 
save our gracious king! 

God save, God save our gracious king! 


like joy, 


GLP PP PLIPDP 


BERMONDSEY NAN; 
OR, LOVE IN A TAN-PIT. 
Air—“ Good Queen Bess.”—(T. Jones. ) 


THERE was a maid in Bermondsey, or else the 
people lie, 
Who grew up very beautiful—her mouth stood all 
awry ; 
Her face Me both broad and flat, her name was 
lovely Nan, 
Her eyes displayed a charming squint, her cheeks 
were just like tan. 
Oh, so beautiful, sweet and clever, 
Beautiful Bermondsey Nan for ever. 


Her father was a tanner bold, had money, too, 
beside ; : ; 

His daughter rare was plump and fair, with skin 
like bullock’s hide; 

A lover, too, this maiden had, a spruce and 
jemmy blade, 

He mended boots and shoes all day, and loved 


this lovely maid. 
Oh, so beautiful, &c. 


He often woo’d this charming fair, and sighed out 
many a groan ; 

But she was just like leather, tough, or hard as 
his lapstone. 


« D’ye think I’d we 
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Said she, while turning up her nose, which always 
stood awry, 
da cobbler, man? Oh, no, 
indeed, not I.” 

Oh, so beautiful, &e. 


Abroad to take a cheering walk on Sunday he 
would go, 

To gaze upon her charm 
darling so; : 

Her beauties bright,«displayed to sight, inflamed 
him with desire, 

He felt a sort of pit-a-pat, 
fire. 


ing face, he loved his 


his heart seemed all on 


Oh, so beautiful, &c. 


He urged his suit in terms of love, and told his 
passion flat, 

But she disdained the words he said, and shoved 
him in the vat. 

The cobbler sunk, but she felt he loved her to the 
last, 

He left the shore, to rise no more, 
darling fast. 


but held his 
Oh, so beautiful, &c. 


Oe a 


VARIETY IN ONE. 


IN one thou would’st variety, 
Cried Dick, would’st thou on we 
I rather should expect, cried I, 
Variety in five or six; 
But never was thy counsel light, 
V’ll do’t, my friend '_.So said, so done, 
I’m noosed for life, and Dick was right, 
I find variety in one. 


dlock fix? 


Her tongue has more variety 
Than music’s system can embrace ; 
She modulates through every key, 
Squeaks treble, and growls double-bass ; 
Divisions, runs, and trills, and shakes, 
Enough the noisy spheres to stun: 
Thus, as harsh discord music makes, 
I find variety in one. 


Her dress boasts such variety, 
Such forms, materials, fashions, hues; 
Each animal must plunder’d be, 
From Russian bears to cockatoos ; 
Now ’tis a feather, now a zone, 
Now she’s a gypsy, now a nun, 
To change, like the cameleon, prone— 
En’t this variety in one? 


In wedlock’s wide variety, 
Thought, word, and deed, we both concur, 
lf she’s a thunder-storm to me, 
So I’m an April day to her: 
Devil and angel, black and white, 
Thus as we Hymen’s gauntlet run, 
And kiss and scold, and love and fight, 
Each finds variety in one. 


Then cherish love’s variety, 
In spite of every sneering elf ; 

We’re Nature’s children, and en’t she, 
In change, variety itself? 

Her clouds and storms are willed by fate, 
More bright, to show her radiant sun : 

Hail then, blest wedlock, in whose state 
Men find variety in one. 


FAR, FAR FRAE ME AND LOGAN BRAES. 
(J. Mayne.) 


By Logan’s streams that rin sae deep, 
Fu’ aft wi’ glee I’ve herded sheep; 
I’ve herded sheep, or gathered slaes, 
Wi’ my dear lad on Logan braes. 
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But wae’s my heart, thae days are gane, 
And I wi’ grief now herd alane, 

Since my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 






















Nae mair at Logan kirk will he 
Atween the preachings meet wi me; 
Meet wi’ me, or when it’s mirk, 
Convoy me hame frae Logan kirk. 
I weel may sing, thae days are gane, 
Frae kirk and fair ] come alane, 
While my dear lad maun face his faes, 
_ Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 


Oe et ee ill 


CORPORAL 'TIMS, OF THE TOWER HAM- 
LETS, AND JENNY, OF WELLCLOSE- 
SQUARE. 


Air— Billy Taylor.” 


THERE was a very nice young woman, 
She lived in a place called Wellclose-square, 
And she swore she didn’t care for no man, 
While she earned a good eight pounds a year. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But soon she felt Love’s flame so bitter, 
Which Cupid’s bow one day did shoot, 
’Twas from Corporal Tims, of the Tower Hamlets, 
And once of the Second Regiment of Foot. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


And although but a big fat servant-of-all-work, 
He loved her true, and he often ran 
From the Tower, about her door to lurk, 
And get of Jenny a sop in the pan. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But one day he sent her a note so mo 
Saying, ‘‘ Duckee, I will come at two;” 
But the two-penny post the maid beloving, 
He read it, and said, “ I’ll be d—d if you do.” 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Says he, I’ll give this scoundrel pepper, 
And Corporal Tims will be seasoned then, 
And then I’m sure ’twould be rather odd, sirs, 
For his regiment were all mustered men. — 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Now when Tims came up, the postman trembled, 
‘And not a word he wouldn’t say, 
Though after all he made him run, sirs, 
"Twas after him, for he run away. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Tims knocked down the post, though very tall, sirs, 
’Cod but he didn’t lay there long, 
But he run to the Tower ditch, and got drowned, 
And so there’s an end of my sorrowful song. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


ving, 


POPP LIEP 


A HIGHLAND LADDIE HEARD OF WAR. 
(Morton. ) 


A HIGHLAND laddie heard of war, 
Which set his heart in motion ; 
He heard the distant cannon roar, 
He saw the smiling ocean : 
Come weal, come woe, 
To sea he’d go, 
And left one morning early ; 
Loch Lomond Ben 
And the willow glen, 
And Jean that loved him dearly. 


He wandered east, he wandered south, 
But joy he could not find it, 
But he found out this wholesome truth, 
And had the sense to mind it, 
Of a’ the earth, 
The bonny north 
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To cherish late and early ; 
Loch Lomond Ben, 


And the willow glen, 
And Jean that lovea him dearly. 


PLO P IS? H 


BY PERT YOUNKERS I AM TOLD. 
(Dimond.) 


By pert younkers I am told, 

«« A man at sixty waxeth old :” 
Pish and pshaw! for jibes and jeers, 
Vigour contradicts such sneers, 
Crows’ feet come—just one or so— 
Yet my own feet firmer grow. 

Here and there, if teeth be gone, 
’Faith! my colt’s tooth is noc one. 


Though these brows be lac’d with snow, 
Summer’s heat beneath may glow; 
Etna’s pate, like mine, is Iost 

In eternal wreaths of frost 5 

Yet, within dwell ruddy fires ; 

Type of mine, and love’s desires ; 
While around, deep blushing, twine 
Clusters of the fruitful vine. 


Venus! cast to ranting boys 

Roses, lilies, and such toys, 

Flowers, like youth, which bloom to-day, 
And to-morrow show decay ; 

But to me thy myrtle give, 

That on wiuter’s brow dare live : 
Myrtles here were fitly seen, 

I, like them, am ever green. 


FPs6PPPPPP? 


KATTY O’RANN. 


WAS not Patrick O’Lilt, sure, a broth of a lad, 
Who bartered what money and baubles he had, 
For the love of his sweetheart, Miss Katty 
O’Rann ? 
Since he fell deep in love, faith! no longer the 
spade 
He handled, or followed the turf-cutting trade ; 
But sung day and night to make his heart light, 
And swore for his Katty he’d die or he’d fight ; 
Thus did Patrick O’Lilt for Miss Katty O’Rann. 


He sung out his love in a sorrowful strain m 
His warbling she heard, but she laughed at his 
pain ; 
Which he could not bear from Miss Katty 
O’Rann. 
’Twas enough to have melted the heart of a stone, 
To have heard the poor lad sing, sigh, mutter, and 
moan ; 
While she turned her nose, which stood always 
awry, 
And plump on another she cast her sheep’s eye, 
Crying, “ Pat, you wo’n’t do for Miss Katty 
O’Rann.” 


As he found no impression he made on the maid, 

Faith, he shovelled himself out of life with his 
spade, * 

Determined to perish for Katty O’Rann; 

For, with spade, axe, and mallet, about his neck 
tied, 

He plunged in the Liffey, and there for her died! 

As he sunk from the shore, he cried, “ Katty, no 
more 

“« Shall you trouble my spirit, or make my bones 
sore ; 

“ So bad luck to you, beautiful Katty O’Rann.” 


PALI PLIAG 
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AND WHILE THE SUN SHINES MAKE 
OUR HAY. 


(Dibdin.) 


CoE here, ye rich; come here, ye great ; 
Come here, ye grave; come here, ye gay ; 
Behold our blest, though humble fate, 
Who, while the sun shines, make our hay. 


The gay plumed lady, with her state, 
Would she in courts a moment Stay, 
Could she but guess our happy fate, 
Who, while the sun shines, make our hay ? 


Nature we love, and Art we hate, 
And blithe, and cheerful as the day, 
We sing, and bless our humble fate, 
And, while the sun shines, make our hay. 


Hodge goes a courting to his mate, 
Who ne’er coquets, nor says him nay, 
But shares, content, an humble fate, 
And, while the sun shines, they make hay. 


The captain puts on board his freight, 

And cuts through waves his dang’rous way ; 
But we enjoy a gentler fate, 

And, while the sun shines, make our hay. 


Sce Hodge, and Dick, and Nell, and Kate, 
In the green meadow frisk and play, 

And own that happy is our fate, 
Who, while the sun shines, make our hay. 


Come, then, and quit each glittering bait, 
Simplicity shall point the way 

To us, who bless our humble fate, 
And, while the sun shines, make our hay. 


GREP PIGL? 


WHO WOULD BE AN OLD BACHELOR? 
Air—* Morgiana in Ireland.” 


LIVING a bachelor is not life, 
Life is love, and love’s employment, 
What’s the world worth without a wife? 
Without a wife there’s no enjoyment. 
Cheerless is the bachelor’s home, 
Gloom dejecting him, 
Mumps infecting him, 
Lonely, drearily, 
Ling’ring wearily, 
Sad and comfortless is an old bachelor 
Full of sorrows, 
Has the horrors, 
Dull and desolate is an old bachelor : 
Always crusty, 
Rusty, dusty, 
Musty, fusty, 
Are old bachelors. 


Bachelors’ lives are void and vain, 
Bachelors’ lives are only vanity ; 
Bachelor fellows are insane, 
Bachelorship is but insanity. 
Fellows, can we call them ?—nay ! 
Fellows, never so ; 
Odd ones ever so; 
Wives denied themselves, 
So beside themselves, 
Beauty is never beside an old bachelor. 
Who can cure ’em ? 
Who endure ’em ? 
Out of his wits is every old bachelor. 
Are not misses, 
Kisses, blisses, 
Meant for, sent for, 
Every bachelor ? 
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Bachelors only must be blamed, 
If old maids become so many more 5 
Let old bachelors be reclaimed, 
Maids will not be old maids any more. 
Bachelors come, to church away, 
Maidens require you, 
Parsons desire you, 
Do not tarry now, 
Haste, and marry now, 
Good husbands be, instead of old bachelors. 
When united, 
How delighted, 
Ten times happier than the old bachelors. 
Children plenty, 
Twenty sent ye; 
Growing knowing 
Maids and bachelors. 


PIF LP PPE? 


THE DEAREST, SWEETEST SPOT IS 
HOME. 


(J. Sullivan.) 


I’ve wandered through that Indian land, 
Where Nature wears her richest hue ; 
I’ve stood upon the Grecian strand, 
And gazed upon the waters blue : 
I’ve strayed beneath a myrtle grove, 
On Arno’s banks, when day has set, 
And heard the Italian’s song of love 
Come softly from his gondolet ; 
But still, though far and wide we roam, 
The sweetest, dearest spot, is home. 


The gaudy plants of tropic skies, 
Though bright the tints in which they bloom, 
Though decked in Beauty’s proudest dyes, 
Are yet divested of perfume. 
One wild rose of my native vale, 
The jessamine round my cottage twined, 
That waft their fragrance on the gale, 
Have charms far dearer to my mind: 
For still, though far and wide we roam, 
The sweetest, dearest spot, is home. 


PPEIP POF 


HOT CODLINS. 


A LITTLE old woman her living got 

By selling hot codlins, hot! hot! hot ! 

And this little old woman who codlins sold, 

Though her codlins were hot, thought she felt her- 
self cold ; 

So to keep herself warm, she thought it no sin, 

To fetch herself a quartern of 





Ri tol, &c. 


This little old woman set off in a trot, 

To fetch her a quartern of hot! hot! hot! 

She swallowed one glass, and, it was so nice, 

She tipt off another in a trice ; 

The glass she filled till the bottle shrunk, 

And this little old woman, they say, got 
Ri tol, &c. 


This little old woman, while muzzy she got, 

Some boys stole her codlins hot! hot! hot! 

Powder under her pan put, and in it round stones : 

Says the little old woman, ‘ these apples have 

bones :” 

The powder the pan in her face did send, 

Which sent the old woman on her latter 
Ri tol, &c. 


The little old woman then up she got, 

Allin a fury, hot! hot! hot! 

Says she, ‘‘ suchboys, sure, never were known, 

They never will let an old woman alone.” 

Now here is a moral, round let it buz,—’ 

if you mean to sell codlins, never get 
Ri tol, &c. 
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WHEN BOLD LLEWELLYN FOUGHT FOR 
FAME. 


(Miss Bryant. ) 


WHEN bold Llewellyn fought for fame, 
Against tyrannic Edward’s power, 
Then young Ap-Morgan’s noble name 
Was foremost in the battle’s lour; 
For still he’d cry,— 
We'll nobly die, 
Than e’er, dear land, be false to thee ; 
Hail! Cambria, hail! 
Thy sons bewail 
The hateful deeds of Tyranny ' 


_ The dark blue glance of Winifred 
Stole to his breast, and never more 
Expelled! by love and honour led, 
He nightly sought his lady’s bower, 
And, with a sigh, 
Dear maid, he’d cry, 
Soon, soon, will Pleasure smile on tnee, 
When, with true glow, 
We meet the foe, 
And conquer hateful Tyranny. 


But soon the battle’s raging power 
Made Cambrian hearts in sorrow yield; 
And young Ap-Morgan, bold no more, 
Lay, a slain corse, upon the field. 
His lady love 
Did thither rove, 
And sighed—I come, I come to thee ; 
Then to the dead 
Her spirit fled,— 
Thus Love must yield to Tyranny. 


PPPPIOFOP 


YM A COMICAL RUM BODY EVERY BODY 
MUST SAY. 


I’M a comical rum body every body must say, 
If I set up for somebody, nobody will say nay ; 
I’m no swaggering crow-body, as any body may 
see, 
But, love you, I cares for nobody, nobody cares 
for me. 
Tol lol, lol, lid diddy, &c. 


Wooing I went in scraper O, married a wife in her 
teens ; 

She was a donkey-stuff draper O, 
’tatoes and greens, 

She was a kind of so-so-body, somebody stole 
away she,— 

So now I cares for nobody, nobody cares for me. 

Tol lol, &c. 


cried about 


<< The loss of her sorrow would bring on O,—I got 
<« a right feeling to show, 

«« A white handkerchief and a large inyon O,— 
«¢ then how my tears did flow ; 

<< I went to lawyer Slow-body, an action to bring 
«* about she, 

«« For I tell you I cares for nobody,—nobody cares 
‘«¢ for me.” 

Tol lol, &c. 


Damages I got a farthing O, so had the lawyer to 


ays 

Who peek me in Common-Garden O, this comes 
of winning the day; 

Now, ladies, compassion pray show body—if some- 
body wo’n’t let it be, 

For I tell you I cares for nobody—nobody carg 
for me. 

Tol lol, &c. 
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WHACK FOR O’SHAUGHNASHANE., 
(G. Colman.) 


HAIL to our chief now he’s wet through with whis- 
key! 
Long life to the lady come from the salt seas! 
Strike up, blind harpers! hey to be frisky ! 
For what is so gay as a bag full of fleas? 
Crest of O’Shaughnashane ! 
That’s a potatoe, plain, 
Long may your root every Irishman know ! 
Pats long have stuck to it, 
Long bid good luck to it; 
Whack for O’Shaughnashane ‘—tooley whagg ho! 


Our’s is an esculent, lusty and lasting, 
No turnip, or other weak babe of the ground ; 
Waxy or mealy, it hinders from fasting 
Half Erin’s inhabitants all the year round. 
Wants the soil, where ’tis flung, 
Hogs, cows, or horses’ dung, 
Still does the crest of O’Shaughnashane grow ; 
Shout for it, Ulster men! 
Till the bogs quake again! 
Whack for O’Shaghnashane !—tooley whagg ho! 


Drink, Paddies, drink! to the lady so shining! 
While flow’ret shall open and bog-trotters dig, 
So, long may the sweet rose of beauty be twining 
Around the potatoe of proud Blarney-gig ! 

While the plant vegetates, 
While whiskey re-creates, 

Wash down the root from the horns that o’erflow ; 
Shake your shellelaghs, boys ! 
Screeching drunk, scream your joys! 

Whack for O’Shaughnashane !—tooley whagg ho! 


Time rolls his course ;—now seems in haste, 
And now seems slow—as cooks roll paste ; 
Rolling out vows from human dust, 

Soon to be broken—soon as crust. 

All under Time to ruin falls, 

Like Blarney-gig’s now moulder’d walls. 


CPLIPLP IPS 


FHROUGHOUT MY LIFE THE GIRLS VE 
PLEASED. 


(T. E. Hook.) 


THROUGHOUT my life the girls I’ve pleased, 

So merry, so blythe, and gay; 
I’ve coaxed, I’ve flattered, I’ve sighed, and teazed, 

And stole their young hearts away. 
With their lips so red, and their eyes so bright, 
Their nut-brown locks, and their teeth so white, 
The lasses were always my delight, 

And I am the boy tor them. 

With my cap’ring—tap’ring—twirling toe, 
My billet-doux, note, or letter a— 
My sighing—pining—whining—oh ! 
My person—eye—et cetera ! 

My taste is wondrous civil too ; 

For mark, ye ladies, this— 
There’s nought you say, there’s nought you do, 

To me can come amiss. 
If serious be your turn of mind, 
To grunt and groan I’m then inclined ; 
But if you'll laugh, why still you’ll find 

That I’m the boy for you. 

With my cap’ring, tap’ring, &c. 

Then as to person, what of that? 

Of all the girls I’ve seen, 
If they’ve been plump, I’ve loved them fat; 

If thin, admired them lean. 
And as to height, make no ado ; 
It matters not, I tell you true, 
Whether two feet six, or six feet two, 

Still I’m the boy for you. 

With my cap’ring, tap’ring, &c. 


PIPL IPOH 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
HE’S THE MAN TO WIN THE DAY. 
(Kenney. } 


WHEN a trembling lover dies, 
With a heart brimful of woe, 
Stands aloof and when he sighs, 
What he wants wo’n’t let us know : 
Let him go, let him go, 
Women are not conquered so. 


But the youth who boldly speeds, 
Like a hero to the fray, 
Speaks his mind and when he pleads, 
Will not let us answer nay, 
Let him stay, let him stay, 
He’s the man to win the day. 


GROPP E PP 


UNLESS YOU CAN LOOK wITH A 
MAGISTRATE’S EYE, 


(Prince Hoare.) 


OH lud! what a dreadful temptation, 
A pretty girl’s white and carnation ! 
On your words and thoughts’tis hard, friend, 
To preserve a proper guard, friend, 
If you venture on such speculation. 
When you look but on the features 
Of the pretty little creatures, 
Dear heart! how the blood in a minute 
runs high! 
While, their rays in, you are gazing, 
Senses crazing, passion raising, 
In a moment love is blazing, 
In ways amazing, 
Unless you can look with a magistrate’s eye. 


Ah! youth’s a vain glorious season! 
You younkers ne’er listen to reason, 
’Tis in vain we talk of danger, 
Youth to counsel is a stranger ; 
The girls put your chains as they please on. 
When you look but on the features, &e. 


THE SAILOR’S CREED. 
(J. Ashley.) 


Lt tell you, my hearties, a sailor’s plain creed, 
He believes, ’midst the cannon’s loud rattle, 

That He who rewards every valorous deed 
Guides the helm, and directs every battle : 

And if doing our duty (as oft has been said ) 
Will most certainly Heaven delight, 

What has that honest fellow to fear or to dread 
Who’s as ready to pardon as willing to fight? 


When broadside to broadside we fiercely engage, © 
And the death-dealing balls whiz around, 

You'd think, by observing our lion-like rage, 
That Humanity’s hulk was aground ; 

But, their colours once struck, you’d be otherwise 

thinking, 

Jack’s creed then gives heartfelt delight, 

He believes ’tis his duty to save them from sinking, 
And be as ready to succour as willing to fight. 


But the creed of a sailor still farther extends ; 
He believes ’tis his duty likewise, 
To comfort his poor distressed messmates and 
friends, 
And the girl that is faithful to prize ; 
Thus—manliness, merit, mirth, friendship, and 
love, 
All in that gallant sailor unite 
Who, while doing his duty below or apove, 
Is as ready to pardon as willing to dght. 


PP IL PRIA 
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Huzza! the day’s my own, I swear; 
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So, there! and there! and there! and there, 
With one, two, three, and away ' 





THE TAILORS , 
OR, ONE, TWO, THREE, AND AWAY! 
A FENCING DUET. 


Air— Black Joke.” —(T. Dibdin.) 


TO-MORROW I your sport will spoil, 

I’ve learnt to fence—and here’s my foil. 
For one, two, three, and away! 

Sir, I’m your man; don’t look so fierce ; 

Pll parry carte and parry tierce. 

He’s quite the thing, I do declare. 

Ay, now sir! there! and there! and there! 


( Fencing. ) 
With one, two, three, and away! 
I had yon then! Phoo! devil a bit! 
A hit, a hit, Isweara hit! ( Fencing. ) 


With one, two, three, and away! 
Yes, there, I own, you had me plump, 
I'll make you hop, and skip, and jump. 
Huzza! the day’s my own, I swear, 
So, there! and there! and there! and there! 
( Fencing. ) 
With one, two, three, and away! 


GPLL PL APF 


GOOD MORNING. 
A Sequel to Good Night. 
(T. Blake.) 
[Music, Addison & Beale, 201, Regent-street.] 
AWAKE! my love, the sun’s bright ray, 
Hills and valleys now adorning, 
Rise to the beauties of the day, 
And from thy window say, ‘ Good morning,’ 
Since the tender parting moment, 
When you whispered, ‘ Love, good night,’ 
I’ve endured a lover's torment, 
Uneeret not by a lover’s light, 


Soon did the moon’s fair lustre fade, 


When with a kiss we bade adieu' 
Then lone and pensively I strayed, 
Nought’s left me but the thought of you; 
Then, rouse thee from thy bed of rest, 
Waking eyes thy love restoring 
Echoes the truth you’ve oft contess’d, 
You love me, then repeat ‘ Good morning. 
Good morning. 


POIFLIPL 


ST. DAVID’S DAY. 


COLD Winter, with an icy face, 
Thou bidd’st us once fareweil, 

And man, like March, to take his place, 
One month with us to dwell. 

He’s brother to sweet April showers, 
And usher to sweet May ; 

And in his hat he wears a leek 
Upon St. David’s day. 


When Julius Casar, with his force, 
Did first invade this land, 

The Welshmen bold, with foot and horse, 
Did his proud force withstand. 

A tribute he from them did seek, 
Which they refused to pay, 

That makes the Welshmen wear their leek 
Upon St. David’s day. 


Then after them the Saxons came, 
Whom Essex to obtain, 

And with an army well prepared, 
The kingdom strived to gain. 

Both towns and cities went to rack, 
While Saxons bore the sway, 

At length the Welshmen drove them back 
Upon St. David’s day. 


And after them the Danes camz °a, 
The proud usurping foe, 

At Winchester they did begin 
This land to overflow ; 
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Till Captain Lloyd, that Welshman bold, 
Did see their lives decay, 

And conquered all the Danish crew 
Upon St. David’s day. 


When crook-back Richard wore the crown, 
As regent of this land, 

No policy coul:i pull him down, 
Nor his proud torce withstand, 

Till Harry Richmond entered Wales, 
Whom Welshmen did obey, 

And conquered him at Bosworth-field 
Upon St. David’s day. 


In Jacobus let Spaniards boast, 
St. Denis was for France, 
St. Patrick for the western coast, 
Now Welshmen bold advance. 
So let St. George still wield the sword. 
And David bear the sway, 
Welshmen wear leeks with one accord 
Upon St. David’s day. 


‘he Welshmen they were always true, 
And with a full consent 

They gave their king and prince their due, 
And loved their president. 

So jovial blessings on those lads 
That gain the boldest sway ; 

The lord may bless their merry hearts 
That keep St. David’s day. 


PLL PPP PF 


THE VIRGIN VIOLET. 
( Byron. ) 
THE wars are over, 
The spring is come ; 
The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home. 
They are happy, we rejoice ; 
Let their hearts have an echo in every voice ! 


The spring is come ; the violet’s gone, 

The first-born child of the early sun ; 

With us she is but a winter’s flower, 

The snow on the hills cannot blast her bower, 
And she lifts up her dewy eye of blue 

To the youngest sky of the self-same hue. 


And when the spring comes with her host 
Of flowers, that flower beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 


Pluck the others, but still remember 

Their Herald out of dim December— 

The morning star of all the flowers 

The pledge of day-light’s lengthened hours, 
Nor, midst the roses e’er forget 

The virgin, virgin Violet. 


CLEP OPES 


NED GROGAN, 


NED GROGAN, dear joy, was the son of his mother, 

And as like her, it seems, as one pea to another ; 

But to find out his dad, he was put to the rout, 

As many tolks wiser have been, joy, no doubt, 

To this broth of a boy oft his mother would say, 

‘When the moon shines, my jewel, be making 
your hay; 

Always ask my advice, when the business is done ; 

For two heads, sure, you’ll own, are much better 
than one.’ 


SPOKEN.] So, Neddy, taking it into his pate to 
fetch a walk over to England, stepped to ask the 
advice of his second head ; but, by St. Patrick, a 
drop of the crature had made her speechless, and 
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so being dead into the bargain, all that he could 
get out of her was 
Phililu, bodderoo, whack, gramachree. 


Ned’s mother being waked, to England he came, 
sir, 

Big with hopes of promotion, of honour, and fame, 
sir, 

Where a snug birth he got, d’ye mind, by my soul, 

To be partner, dear joy, with a knight of the pole: 

For Larry to teach him his art proviag willing, 

Soon taught him the changes to ring with a shil- 
ling, 

And that folks, when not sober, are easily won ; 

Which proves that two heads, joy, are better than 
one. 


SPOKEN.] Och, to be sure and they didn’t carry 


on a roaring trade, till Larry having the misfor- 


tune to take a drop too much at the Old Bailey, 
poor Grogan was once more left alone to sing 
Phililu, bodderoo, &c. 


Left alone, sure, O’Grogan set up for himself, 
Got a partner, and ’twixt them got plenty of pelf; 
And because he was plas’d with a bachelor’s life, 
Married Katty O’Doody, who made him her wife. 
For some time they play’d, joy, like kittens so 
frisky, 

Till Katty, ‘ocl hone! took to drinking of whiskey ; 
Sold his sticks, and away with his partner did run, 


- Proving still that two heads are much better than 


one. 
oe Och, bad luck to her! cried Grogan: 
to be sure, I took her for better or worse ; but since 


she’s proved all worse and no better, faith! her 
loss makes me sing 


Phililu, bodderoo, &c. 


PLPIPPLPO LE 


TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 
( Burns.) 


THOU lingering star, with lessening ray, 
That lovest to greet the early morn, 
Again thou usherest in the day, 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary, dear departed shade! 
Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 
Hearest thou the groans that rend his breast ? 


That sacred hour can I forget ?— 

Can I forget the hallowed grove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met 

To live one day of parting love ? 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past,— 
Thy image at our last embrace ;— 

Ah! little thought we ’twas our last! 


Ayr, gurgling, kissed his pébbled shore, 
O’erhung with wild woods, thickening, green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 
Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 
The birds sang love on every spray, 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 
Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 


Still o’er these scenes my mem’ry wakes, 
And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade, 
Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 
Hearest thou the groans that rend his breast? 


GIL II LAGS 
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THE PLAIN GOLD RING. 
A ROMANTIC BALLAD, 
(Moncrieff. ) 
| Music, Williams, Strand. ] 


HE was a chief of low degree, 

A lady high and fair was she! 

She dropt a ring,—he raised the gem, 
"T'was rich as eastern diadem ! 

«< Nay, as your mistress’ trophy, take 
The toy, when next a lance you break.” 
He to the tourney rode away, 

And bore off glory’s wreath that day. 


How did his ardent bosom beat, 

When, hastening to that lady’s feet, 

The wreath and ring he proudly laid ; 

But, “keep them, youth,” that lady said. 
«« Nay, gem so rich I may not wear, 
Howe’er return a gift so rare?” 

“ Dear youth, a plain gold ring,” she sighed, 
«« From you were worth the world beside !” 


IPLIF OL IPS 


LIFE, OR THE SMILING FIRE-SIDE. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE shepherd whistles on his way, 
The morning smiles, all nature’s gay ; 
Soon angry clouds fly wild and rude, 
The mountains smoke, the vale’s a flood ; 
The scattered fiocks no shelter find, 
The tempest rides upon the wind ; 
Yet shall the pelting storm subside, 
When at his smiling fire-side. 


The sailor goes, his heart at ease, 

And takes in health in every breeze ; 

The boatswain pipes! a storm’s the cry! 
Yet Jack disdains to pipe his eye. 

The thunder rolls, the storm comes on, 
Masts, yards, and rigging, all are gone: 
Yet Jack sings loud, sweet hope his guide, 
Once more to view his fire-side. 


The miner sinks beneath the ground, 
And, like a mole, explores around; 

A shaft takes fire! in rapid whirl 

Of flame and smoke large volumes curl! 
He sinks, as if in endless night; 

The rope is pulled, he views the light, 
And, as the fears of death subside, 
Thinks of his smiling fire-side. 


Thus does the day of life come on, 
To evening, from its smiling dawn; 
For soon the world our minds deform, 
And we are caught in passion’s storm. 
Yet pilot-honour shall not fail 

To weather every dangerous gale; 
And, to old age as we subside, 
Delight our smiling fire-side. 


OH, VENUS! SWEET MAMMA OF LOVE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


RECITATIVE. 
Ou, Venus, sweet mamma of Love, 
Ah, with thy little boy, pray prove 
My friend, for Master Cupi 
Has made me dull and stupid. 


Air— Dolce concento.” 
For beauty amoroso, 
I feel but very so so, 
Cut up and penseroso ; 
As oyster dumb am I become, lack-a-duy! 


No more beef, pork, and mutton, 
IT gobble like a glutton ; 
I do not care a button 
For butchers’ meat, ’tis no treat, lack-a-day ! 


The little rascal’s arrow 
Has pierced me through the marrow— 
As thin as a cock sparrow 

Is grown poor Jerry, once so merry, lack-a-day' 


Sad thoughts my heart so tangle, 
I often think I'll strangle 
Myself, and dingle dangle 

Hang in some garter, Cupid’s martyr, lack-a-da; . 
I paper seize, and on it 
Wish I, in some sweet sonnet, 
The bow was on her bonnet, 

Or on her shoe, her leg to view, lack-a-day! 
Like some tea-kettle sighing, 
My heart and liver frying, 
By inches I am dying 

For little Cupid. E’nt it stupid? 
Good lack and well-a-day! 
I sigh the hours away ; 
Lack-a-day, lack-a-day, lack-a-day! 

Oh dear! oh dear! oh dear! oh dear! 

Jerry! Jerry! very! very! queery: queery! peery! 

eery! 
Oh, love! oh, love! oh, love! oh, lack-a-day! 


Lack-a-day 


PILI LG PSR 


POOR POLLY, THE MAD GIRL. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


Poor Polly was mad, and she sighed all alone, 
Her bed the damp turf, and her pillow a stone: 
A poor tattered blanket enveloped her form, 
But her bosom was bared to the pitiless storm. 
For, alas! in that breast reigned love’s ardent 
desire, 
And she thought the bleak winds might, perhaps, 
cool the fire. 


Her hair was dishevelled, and straw bound her 
head, 
And lovely her face, though its roses were fled ; 
Her notes, though untutored by musical art, 
Were plaintively wild, and sunk deep in the 
heart ; 
And the strain that unceasingly flowed from her 
breast 
Was, ‘‘ the vulture has plundered the nightin- 
zale’s nest.” 


Quite frantic I saw her, and pitied her fate, 
I wept, and my bosom was swelling with hate; 
My curses, perfidious despoiler, were thine ; 
My sorrow was offered at Sympathy’s shrine. 
For remorseless thou fledst her, and scoffed at her 
pain, 
Thou alone art the vulture that prey’st on her brain, 


GLI IILI I? 


THE HIGHGATE OATH. 


SILENCE! take notice, you are my son, 
Fall on your father look, sir; 

This is an oath you may take as you run, 
So lay yeur hand on the horn-book, sir. 

Hornaby, Thornaby, Highgate and Horns, 
And money by hook or by crook, sir. 


Spend not with cheaters, or coz’ners, your life, 
Nor waste it on profligate beauty ; 

And when you are married, be kind to your wife, 
And true to all petticoat duty. 

Dutiful, beautiful, kind to your wife, 
And true from the cap to the shoe-tie. 


To drink to aman, when a woman is near, 
You never could hold to be right, sir; 
Nor, unless ’tis your taste, to drink small for 
strong beer, 
Or eat brown bread when you can get white, 
sir. 
Mannikin, cannikin, good meat and drink, 
Are pleasant at morn, noon, and night, sir. 
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To kiss with the maid, when the mistress is kind, 
A gentleman ought to be loth, sir; 
But if the maid’s tairest, your oath does not bind, 
Or you may, if you like it, kiss both, sir. 
Kiss away, both you may, sweetly smack night 
and day, ; 
If you like it, you’re bound by your oath, sir. 


When you travel to Highgate, take this oath again, 
And again, like a sound man and true, sir ; 

And if you have with you some more merry men, 
Be sure you make them take it too, sir. 

Bless you, son, get you gone, frolic and fun, 
Old England, and honest true blue, sir. 


PLEFP PEPE? 


TO THE GROVE WITH DIANA ILL HAS- 
TEN AWAY. 


HARK, hark, from the woodlands the loud swel- 
ling horn, 
Invites to the sports of the chase ; 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the 
morn, 
How healthy and blooming each face. 
To the grove with Diana I’ll hasten away, 
Nor lose the delights of the morn, 
The hounds are all out, hark, hark forward, away, 
While echo replies to the horn. 


Gay health still attends through the sports of the 
field, 
O’er mountain and valley we go; 
The joy of the chase health and pleasure can 
yield, 
No wishes beyond it we know. 
To the grove, &c. 


Our innocent pastimes each virgin may share, 
And the censure of envy defy, 
While Cupid, soon followed by grief and despair, 
The blessing of youth would destroy. 
To the grove, &c. 


PLP OL DL EP 


THE KING, THE CRAFT, AND OLD 
ENGLAND FOR EVER. 


Air—** Bachelor’s Hall.’ 


COME, come, brother Masons, assemble with joy, 
Let friendship and mirth still our labours employ, 
Let vigour possess us in this glorious cause, 
That gains from the heart most certain applause ; 
Still our work shall repel every envious shaft, 
And honour ourselves, our country, and craft. 
Come away, come away, to the lodge-room re- 
pair, 
For union and truth are the badges we wear. 


The compass, our guide, doth this lesson impart, 
Content in our station, and upright in heart ; 

The paths we pursue are with virtue combined, 
And conscious in truth, we are level in mind. 
Here unite all opinions, what’s here understood— 
Is the light we receive, “ be just and be good.” 


The world may endeavour our secrets to gain, 

Industry and worth can the mystery obtain 5 

Here all are alike, no distinctions are known ; 

When friendship invites us, her dictates we own ; 

No politics ever we mix in our cause, 

Though we honour our king, his religion, and 
laws. ~ 


Our hearts are expanded at charity’s call, 

No ambition cr pride our enjoyments appal, 

The secret that binds us is pure and refined, 

And diffuse in our bosoms ¢ good will to mankind.” 

’Tis thus we unite, and with firmness endeavour, 

For the king, and the craft, and old England for 
ever. 
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A GIRL, A BUMPER, AND.A FRIEND. 
(T. Hook.) 


AN Irish lad’s a jolly boy, 
Full of frolic, mirth, and fun ; 
Wine and women all his joy, 
And from a foe he’Il never run. 
And whether he is rich or not, 
He ne’er feels discontent at all; 
For when he cash in store has got, 
Ne’er rests till he has spent it all. 
Och so frisky, 
Fond of whiskey, 
Joy is never at an end; 
Love’s his boast, 
And this his toast, 
A girl, a bumper, and a friend. 


How free from care’s an Irish boy! 
A foe to all formality, 
A social life his only joy, 
His motto—Hospitality. _ 
His monarch, too, he’ll dearly love, 
His measures, faith, he’ll back ’em all; 
And as for foes, he’l] quickly prove 
How naitly he can whack ’em all. 
He'll dance, and sing 
God save the King, 
Success the noble crown attend ; 
All cares deride, 
No wish beside 
A girl, a bumper, and a friend. 


In me you see an Irish lad, 
Content to please, and willing, och! 
Who laughs when comfort’s to be had, 
And pays while he’s a shilling, och! 
Then take my hand, oh, Fanny, love, 
And make no further pother, och! 
My heart is yours—things clearly prove 
We’re made for one another, och! 
We'll sing and play, 
No larks more gay, 
Our joy shall never have an end; 
No wish beside 
Our fireside, 
My wife, a bumper, and a friend. 


PPP LLP PS 


THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY. 
(Mallet. ) 


THE smiling morn, the breathing spring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to sing ; 

And while they warble from each spray, 
Love melts the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wise, 

Like them improve the hour that flies. 
And in soft raptures waste the day, 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 


For soon the winter of the year, 
And age, life’s winter, will appear ; 
At this, thy lovely bloom will tade, 
As that will strip the verdant shade. 
Our taste of pleasure then is o’er, 
The feather’d songsters are no more ; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 


THE PULLET. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


YOUNG Guillot, a poor simple swain, 
But with some little cunning at least, 
When his conscience no more could contain, 
To relieve it would hie to his priest. 
Well, son, what d’ye come to confess ? 
These young sinners are always in harm, 





1, 
_ Why, sir, I’m in mighty distress, 
I’ve pilfer’d some eggs from a farm. 
Oh shameful !—and where were they laid? 
In the hen-house upon a high shelf. 
Cried the priest, I must sto» this vile trade,— 
So next time took the eggs for himself. 


—_ 


When again to confession he went, 
Well, my son, what has happened afresh? 
Why, you know, sir, we all should repent, 
When we’re carnal, and giv’n to the flesh. 
* Now my neighbour’s sweet daughter—Oh, oh! 
His sweet daughter, well,—when I would see, 
Unknown to her father I go; 
For I love her, and, sir, she loves me. 
And pray is she handsome? Oh dear ; 
She’s an angel! has plenty of pelt! 
I charge you no more interfere ; 
For, thought he, I’l] have her myself. 


These crimes from your heart you must wean ; 
You must penance perform, and let blood. 

What’s her age? Sir, she’s just seventeen. 
Seventeen and an angel! that’s good. 

Oh, you wicked young dog, for this fault 
Absolution I never can give, 

Till to proper repentance you’re brought : 
And pray whereabouts does she live? 

A good joke, cried out Guillot, i’fegs! 
Master priest, I’m not quite such an elf; 

You must e’en be content with the eggs, 
For the pullet I’ll keep to myself. 


Ca a a 


CYNTHIA, THY SONG AND CHAUNTING. 


(Giovanni Croce, 1560.) 
CYNTHIA, thy song and chaunting 


So strange a flame in gentle hearts awaketh, 
That ev’ry cold desire wanton love maketh, 


Sounds to thy praise and vaunting, 
Of syrens most commended, 


That with delightful tunes for praise contended, 


For when thou sweetly soundest, 
_ Thou neither kill’st nor woundest, 
But dost revive a number 
Of bodies buried in perpetual slumber. 


GPL LL aIAF 


COME, PRAY WITH ME, MY SERAPH 


LOVE. 
(T. Moore.) 


CoME, pray with me, my seraph love, 
My angel-lord, come, pray with me ; 

In vain to-night my lip hath strove 

To send one holy prayer above— 

The knee may bend, the lip may move, 
But pray I cannot without thee. 


I’ve fed the altar in my bower, 

With droppings from the incense tree ; 
V’ve sheltered it from wind and shower, 
But dim it burns the live-long hour, 

As if, like me, it had no power 

Of life or lustre without thee. 


A boat at midnight, sent alone 

To drift upon the moonless sea ; 
A lute whose leading chord is gone ; 
A wounded bird that hath but one 
Imperfect wing to soar upon, 

Are like what I am without thee. 


Then ne’er, my spirit love, divide 
In life or death thyself from me ; 
But when again in sunny pride, 
‘Thou walk’st through Eden, let me glide 
A prostrate shadow by thy side-— 
Oh, happier thus than without thee! 


ee ae ee 
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THE BUNCH OF GRAPES; 
OR, FUDDLE’EM IN A FUSS. 


LITTLE FUDDLE’EM is my name, 
I’ve a little shop of fame, 
Where the oddest little people, to drown thinking, 
From all curious little parts, 
To keep afioat their little nearts, 
Make their little noddles swim by spirits sinking. 


SPOKEN.] Old, young, rich, poor, little, big, 
brown, fair, blacks, whites, Turks, Jews, gipsies, 
jugglers, sweeps, Hindoos, pour in so quick that I 
can't pour out quick enough. My dear Mrs. Fud- 
dle’em, if you don’t come the customers must go. 
Aye, she cries, you know I am the hand at filling 
glasses. Yes! and at emptying them, too! What’s 
that you say? I only said, love, where I can fill one 
you can fill two. 


Little ladies, then, tip up, 
With greatest ease, their little sup, 
While their little wicked peepers they keep wink- 
ing ; 
When they pay their little score, 
I propose a little more— 
Mind you, Fuddle’em’s the boy to keep them drink- 
ing. 
Now we’ve often little scrapes, 
At our little Bunch of Grapes, 
Mrs. Fuddle’em’s little tongue runs rather loud, 
S1TS 5 
One came drunk a little late, 
So she cracked his little pate, 
And his bawling soon brought a little crowd, 
SiTS. 


SPOKEN.] But it is an ill wind that blows no~- 
body good ; for, all in a minute, there were watch- 
men, watermen, coachmen, gentlemen, and all kinds 
of men, soon filled my shop. Busy work for Fuc- 
dle’em! My wife, thinking she had triers plenty, 
made herself scarce, and leit our bar rather than 
be brought to another ; the man, not seeing who dd 
it, and feeling himself hurt, and hearing them ca'! 
for something to rub his head with, he smelt the! 
it was brandy, and, tasting a drop, the rest supt 
down his throat: they all laughed, he relished tire 
joke, proposed something short, so as to make ail 
square,—they stood glasses round, and off th y 
went— 


Though this little queer mishap 
Sore displeased this little chap, 
Mrs. Fuddle’em, through a little crevice blink~- 
ing, 
Not a little overjoyed ~ 
To see poor little me emp.oyed, 
Cries out, Fuddle’em, you’re the boy to keep them 
drinking. 
By a little run of trade, 
I’ve a little money made, 
And my little children’s choppers keep a wag- 
ging ; 
But as little ones grow big, 
Why then, dash my little wig, 
But they’ll keep little couple always fagging ' 


SPOKEN.] But, lord! I’ve a pleasant life after 
all, for I’m of a cordial disposition, never use 
wrong measures, but draw fair comparisons ; though, 
when I meet a rum customer, I don’t mind punch- 
ing him, and that’s apt to put his pipe out; but I 
had a spirited set drop in one day—a complete 
compound of science.—Come, cries a dyer, let’s 
have some blue ruin.—Ill have a little shrub, says 
the gardener.— Cloves for me, says a grocer’s wite. 
—-Tent, cries a soldier.—Good port for me, says a 
sailor, with a little Briton’s glory.—I take anniseed, 
says @ corn-chandler’s lady.—Well, here’s another 


‘ 
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nail in my eoffin, says the undertaker.— Burgundy 
for me, says the doctor.— Aye, stick to that, and 
you'll do, says I—so, having pleased their palates, 
they, at last, thought fit to sherry. 


So, with such little jokes, 
With big and little folks, 
Little time have I from business to be shrinking ; 
If of you a little score 
Should chance to pass my little door, 
You'll find that Fuddle’em’s ‘the boy to keep you 
drinking. 


GRILL ELIF 


MAY ODD FELLOWS FLOURISH FOR 


EVER. 
Air— © The Prince and Old England Sor ever.” 
( Driver. ) 
THOUGH my voice ca’n’t enchant like the syrens of 


old, 
T’ll venture your ears to assail ; 
The attempt do not deem too intruding and bold, 
Tre friendship ’tis meant to exhale. 
Of the compact that binds proud ambition and 
power 
My poor simple lays never dream ; 
But that which, in friendship, shall sweeten each 
hour, 
Odd Fellowship’s praise is my theme. 
Then, join my song, Brothers, the sen- 
timent pass, 
No harm’sin a social endeavour ; 
Fill higher—Affection presides o’er the 
glass, 
May Odd Fellowship flourish for ever! 


Our Order and Rectitude ne’er can decay, 
Honour’s temple’s erected on high ; 

’Tis Charity’s hand which our virtues display, 
Those virtues which never can die. 

We Flattery scorn, it to Falsehood gives birth ; 
But rapture the deed must impart, 

Which bids soft Humanity patronize Worth, 
And light makes a sad Brother’s heart. 

Then, join, &c. 


Let sensual drones to rich viands invite is 
Or tempt to gay Bacchus’s board ; 
One moment of friendship will give more delight, 
Than ages of pride can afford. 
To wipe from the eye the big tear of Distress, 
And to view the sweet gratitude shown 
For those blessings bestowed, sure the donor must 
bless, 
Whose heart is Humanity’s throne. 
Then, join my song, Brothers, the senti- 
ment pass, 
No harm’s in a social endeavour ; 
Fill higher—Affection presides o’er the 
glass, 
Here’s the King and Odd Fellows for 
ever. 


PIL OP LIOF 


TIME CANNOT CHANGE MY LOVE. 


(Ryan. ) 
TIME cannot change my love for thee ;: 
For when, in age, thy step I hear, 
Though feeble, yet, my love, ’twill be 
Sweet music to thy Laura's ear! 
When those love-darting eyes shall fade, 
That now thy inmost thoughts express, 
And silver those bright ringlets shade, 
Ah! think not that I’ll love thee less. 


And when, at last, we’re doomed to lay, 
Mid kindred dust, our aged heads, 

0’er us shall cheering sun-beams play, 
And one tree shade our narrow beds! 


And as the winds of heaven strew 
Jts flowrets o’er that bed of thine, 
Ere they, my love, can fall on you, 
They'll shed their trembling leaves on mine, 


POIPP OPP 


AND STILL WITH LOVE, WITH HOPE 
INSPIRE ME. 


(Kenney. ) 


SHOULD e’er I brave the foaming seas, 

And hear the bursting tempest sound, 

I could behold, with heart at ease, 

The foe’s dread thunder roll around. 
For o’er the vessel, clothed in light, 
Would flita guardian angel bright, 

’Midst every form of death to fre me, 
And stil] with love—with hope inspire me. 


Or in the ranks of martial war, 
When vengeance bids the bosom glow 
From my loved country wand’ring far, 
Where all is death, despair, and woe 5 
O’er my rude pillow, clothed in light, 
Would flit a guardian angel bright, 
’Midst ev’ry shaft of death to fire me, 
And still with love—with hope inspire me. 


PPPP?L PP? 


THE COUNTRYMAN IN LONDON. 
Air—“ Quite politely.”—(M. M. Bryant. ) 


I CAME to town the other day, 
From the country—from the country ; 
I came to town the other day, 
Says I, it’s now or never; 
I came to see the park, the gas, 
The swans, and pond—but found, alas! 
That swans and pond were gone to grass, 
And left the park for ever. 
Ri tol, &c. 


Then to Hyde-Park I strolled away, 
Rather glumpish—rather glumpish ; 
Then to Hyde-Park I strolled away, 
With expectation bigger. 
I there a wondrous sight did See = 
But, says I, my friends, ’twixt you and me, 
I think, though this Hyde-Park may be, 
They ought to hide that figger. 
Ri tol, &c. 


Now the folks are so religious grown, 
They’re building churches—they’re build 
churches ; 
The folks are so religious grown, 
They’re quite devout, ’twould seem, sirs. 
While canters, till ’tis quite a bore, 
Go singing hymns down to the Nore . 
They from their friends get cash galore, 
And give them prayers by steam, sirs. 
Ri tol, &e. 


Here Sunday-schools are all the £05 

Nought but learning—nought but lear ing ° 
Here Sunday-schools are all the go, 

And people well can prize ’em. 
Each street for knowledge even groans, 
And Parliament, to ease their moans, 
In taking pity on the stones, 

Mean to M‘Adamize them. 

Ri tol, &c. 


I went to see this Parliament, 

Called St. Stephen’s—called St. Stephen’s ; 
I went to see this Parliament, 

Shut up by king and forces. 


O GIN MY LOVE WERE YON RED ROSE. 
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I’ve often heard the king was great, 
But, when I saw him go in state, 
Fle was so big, that, by my fate, 
They drew him with eight horses. 
Ri tol, &c. 


London has gone out of town; 

O what changes !—O what changes! 
London now is out of town ; 

Plenty of good fun done. 
You soon will find that Hampstead-heath 
Will take and join with Hammersmith, 
And Highgate Tunnel, on my faith, 

Will be inside of London. 

Ri tol, &c. 


So now Chalk-farm and Bagnigge-wells 
Are quite forsaken—quite forsaken ; 
But now Chalk-farm and Bagnigge-wells 
The cocknies ne’er do light on. 
So, if through town you will not stalk, 
Your health and comfort both to balk, 
Of a Sunday you for air must walk 
To Margate or to Brighton. 
Ri tol, &c. 


But now my song I’ll strive to end; 
Mayhap you wish it—mayhap you wish it; 
But now my song I’ll strive to end, 
And likewise end my pother. 
So round about I'll gaily trot, 
And, when new subjects I have got, 
Why, Ill come back,—and, I tell you what, 
I'll try to sing another. 
Ri tol, &c. 


PPOOLIL ES 


Air—* Hughie Grahame.” —( Burns. ) 


O GIN my love were yon red rose 
That grows upon the castle wa’, 
And I mysel’ a drap o’ dew, 
Into her bonnie breast to fa’! 


O there, beyond expression blest, 
I’d feast on beauty a’ the night ; 

Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest 
Till fley’d awa’ by Phebus’ light. 


O were my love yon lilac fair, 
Wi’ purple blossoms to the spring ; 
And I, a bird to shelter there, 
When wearied on my little wing : 


How I wad mourn when it was torn 
By autumn wild and winter rude! 
But I wad sing on wanton wing, 
When youthfu’ May its bloom renewed. 


GHLL LOPE 


MY MOTHER. 


Who fed me from her gentle breast, 

And hush’d me in her arms to rest, 

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest? 
My mother. 


When sleep forsook my open eye, 
Who was it sung sweet lullaby, 
And rocked me, that I should not cry? 
My mother. 


Who sat and watched my infant head, 
When sleeping on my cradle-bed, 
And tears of sweet affection shed? 
My mother. 


When pain and sickness made me cry, 
Who gazed upon my heavy eye, 
And wept, for fear that I should die ? 
My mother. 





Who dressed my doll in clothes so gay, 
And taught me pretty how to play, 
And minded all I had to say? 


My mother. 
Who ran to help me when I fell, 
And would some pretty story tell, 
Or kiss the place to make it well? 

My mother. 
Who taught my infant lips to pray, 
To love God’s holy word and day, 
And walk in Wisdom’s pleasant way ? 

My mother. 
And can J ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to thee, 
Who was so very kind to me, 

My mother 


Oh no! the thought f cannot bear, 
And, if God please my life to spare, 
I hope I shall reward thy care, 
My mother. 
When thou art feeble, old, and gray, 
My healthy arm shall be thy stay, 
And I will soothe thy pains away, 
My mother. 


And, when IJ see thee hang thy head, 
Twill be my turn to watch thy bed, 
And tears of sweet affection shed, 
My mother. 


For God, who lives above the skies, 
Would look with vengeance in his eyes 
If I should ever dare despise 
My mother 


PPLE FL EP? 


WAITER, BRING ANOTHER BOTTLE. 


LET no draught than claret weaker 
Chill the hearts at banquets glowing ; 
Temp’rance chokes the droughty speaker, 
Drinking sets the throttle flowing. 
Then, when bumpers warm the throttle, 
Sober wisdom 
Ever is dumb, 
While we push on 
Hot discussion :-— 
Not a doubt, sir! 
Hear me out, sir! 
I denied it,— 
To decide it, 
Waiter, bring another bottle ! 


Mellow lawyers lose their prosing, 
Jolly saints their dull decorum ; 
Doctors own the fudge of dosing, 
Save with that which stands before ’em, 
That will cure you, ill or not ill. 
Gout severe, ah? 
Drink Madeira. 
Feverish palate ? 
Stick to claret. 
Buzz you close, sir, 
That’s a dose, sir! 
Quick imbibe that, 
I prescribe that : 
Waiter, bring another bottle! 


Fiery soldiers, fencing bladesmen, 
Seek in duels satisfaction ; 
Cheating merchants, dunning tradesmen, 
Urge at law their sleepy action ;— 
If one uses t’other not ill,— 
If they ruffle, 
Scold or scuffle, 
Ev’ry trial 
Makes more dry all, 
Chokes their spite all, 
A:d unites all, 
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Soon agreeing 
This decree in— 
Waiter, bring another bottle! 


GRIP OSE OL 


THE WHIP-CLUB; 
OR, LAUGH AND BE WISE, 
(C. Dibdin.) 
FASHION’S all fiddle-de-dee, 
For playing the fool I seem made ; 
But what’s to become of poor me? 
*Tis the fashion to take up my trade. 
In the Whip-Club exalted I stand, 
As the cut of my coat will imply ; 
And while driving, d’ye mind, four in hand, 
Can completely cut out a fly’s eye. 
SPOKEN.] Lord Slum, the Honourable Mr. 
Snook, Sir Thingumbob What-d’ye-call-’um, and 
I, drive tandem like phaetons; we square all round, 
and cut such figures. I laugh, he! he! he! and 
you’d laugh, ha! ha! ha! so let’s all laugh, haw! 
haw! haw! eh! 
Oh! tol de rol, &e. 


Driving tandem one day in a gig, 

Full spank through the street went the tits ; 
The ponies took fright at a pig, 

And threw an old woman in fits ; 
The leader broke trace, by the by, 

And down a blind lane t’other scuds, 
Capsized, down a cellar went I, 

Plump into a tub full of suds! 


SPOKEN.] I fell, like another Phaeton.—What 
d’ye want? said the laundress.—A drop of comfort, 
said I; and if she hadn’t given it me, J should 
certainly have died of a dab-wash. I rose from 
the suds like Wenws from the sea; and I laugh’d, 
he' he! he! and the washer-woman laughed, ha! 
ha! ha! &c. 

Oh! tol de rol, &c. 


My big buttons will show my degree 
In the Whip-Club, a compact sublime ; 
And for choice souls what better can be 
Than getting the whip-hand of time? 
Some pretty gape-seed we produce, 
Though it’s playing the fool, the wise tell ; 
But though lords have for that no excuse, 
With me, why it’s all very well. 


SPOKEN.] It’s all in my way, you know; I play 
the fool to show others the absurdity of it, cut 
capers to drive away care, and make ugly mugs to 
drive away melancholy ; and if every one on life’s 
stage acted his part with such zeal and fidelity, 
and endeavoured, like me, to put the brightest 
side on every thing, we should all be so happy—I 
should laugh, he! he! he! &c. 


Oh! tol de rol, &c. 


GILPLOEOL Oe 


TRADE CHOOSING. 
Air—“* Bartlemy Fair.” 


I WAs fourteen years of age, 
When my daddy, in a rage, 
Said as ’prentice I should go; 
But I answered, << No, sir, no.” 
Says he, “* Good lad, you must, 
So don’t kick up a dust, 
Bnt look about, and never be afraid, O. 


There are Coopers, tailors, 
Soldiers, sailors, 
Butchers, bakers, 
Strong shoe-makers. 
Hosier, grocer, 
Physic doser, 
Florist, miller, 
Or distiller, 
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Printer, shaver, 
Fine engraver, 
Lawyer, proctor, 
Or horse-doctor.” 

SPOKEN.] Aye, says my father; come, sir, you 
must go out as an in-door apprentice ; therefore, as 
I wish to make you a good mechanic, what do you 
think of being bound ’prentice to a butcher? The 
name of butcher was enough—it completely cut me 
up—and I flatly refused ; when my father said, I 
was at my last stake with him, and knocked me 
down like an ox, because I couldn’t act up to his 
wishes; so I got up, and moved my marrow-bones — 
out of the house, while my father followed me, to 
the tune of— 

Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
Come here, you rogue, and quickly choose 
a trade, O. 7 

Now, since I liked the stage, 

My daddy, ina rage, 

Did say to me,—** Odzooks, 

Tl burn all your play-books.” 

So quick, with all his ire, 

He threw them in the fire, 

And a bankrupt in my study I was made, O. 

All my plays 
In a blaze ; 
Burning Rolla 
Made me bollo ; 
Speed the Plough 
Ts burning now; — 
Of Age To-Morrow 
Caused me sorrow; 
Road to Ruin 
There he threw in, 
With Jane Shore, 
And many more. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! there they were! and while they 
lay in the stove, I was reminded of the flames of 
Troy. Father, saysI, you’ve broke my heart.— 
Have I? says he, then now I’ll break your back; 
—and so he did nearly, for he struck me ablow on 
the same with a stick, that has made my belly ache 
ever since.—Now, says he, will you fix on a trade? 
Come, sir,—say, sir,—say, what trade shall it be? 
—Not your trade, father.— My trade, sirrah ! what 
is my trade, sirrah?—Why, thresher, sir!—Psha! 
nonsense! says he; if you don’t answer me, d—n 
me if I wo’n’t make you serve two years to a grave- 
digger; then I’ll turn you over to a chimney-sweep 
for three more; you shall finish your apprentice- 
ship with a scavenger; and, when you are out of 
your time, I'll try to make interest for you, and 
get you into office as Jack Ketch—that is, if peo- 
ple think you active or honest enough to fill the 
sityatfon! Thank you, thank you, father, says I, 
but you don’t catch me at that: so he sang— 

Hey down, &c. 


Now my father did complain, 
For he found his efforts vain, 
And he grieved himself full sore, 
While my fate he did deplore ; 
But soon [ cheered him up, 
And I gave him many a cup, 
For by acting I’d a pretty fortune made, O. 

Guineas speak 

Every week ; 

Papers praise, 

Fame they raise ; 

Lord! how clever, 

His like was never ; 

No one higher, 

All esquire ; 

Hand to hat, 

And all that ; 

Proves, quite handy, 

I’m the dandy 


mw 


é 
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SPOKEN.] Aye, “ Richard’s himself again !”’— 
or, as the boys say, never were such times :—Wild 
Oats out of date; Wheel of Fortune, a prime pro- 
dnction; Fortune’s Frolic, a good farce; Riches, 

1a good benefit ; Hit or Miss, when you have tried 
the Country Girl. ThenI’m up in the Way to get 
Married ; and, as we know Such Things Are, why, 
the Honey Moon and Matrimony may close the 
season of a theatrical man’s life as well as any 
thing else, since Grieving’s a Folly, and All’s 
Well that Ends Well ;—so now my father sings— 
Hey down, &c. 
Huzza! my son has chose a mighty trade, O! 


Pe ee ee 


SHADOWS OF BEAUTY, SHADOWS OF 
POWER. 
( Byron.) 
SHADOWS of Beauty, 
Shadows of Power, 
Rise to your duty, 
This is the hour; 
Walk, lovely and pliant, 
From the depth of this fountain, 
As the cloud-shapen giant 
Bestrides the Hartz mountain! 
Come, as ye were, 
That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 
Of the form I will mould, 
Bright as the iris, 
When ether is spanned !— 
Such his desire is ; 
Such my command! 
Demons heroic ! 
Demons, who wore 
The form of the stoic, 
Or sophist of yore ; 
Or the shape of each victor 
From Macedon’s boy, 
To each bright Roman picture, 
Who breathed to destroy ! 
Shadows of Beauty! 
Shadows of Power! 
Up to your duty, 
This is the hour. 


OPILLLIAFE 


ABOUT LONG ENOUGH. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


THE cloth taken out, and fresh liquor brought in, 
You ask for a song, and expect I’ll begin ; 
When a man’s‘once knocked down there’s no say- 
ing I wo’n't, 
He may sing if he likes, and he must if he don’t. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


That point being settled, I come to the next, 
And now, like the parson, I look for my text ; 
For, in writing a song, ’tis as well, without doubt, 
To be able to tell what the ditty’s about. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Should my song treat of physic, you'll call it a 
pill— 
And ask, can I think such good company ill; 
Should I sing about law, *twould your patience of- 
fend, 
For with that once begin you'll ne’er find an end. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Or why about war should I drum in your ears, 
Or bore ye with mortars, or tall grenadiers ? 
To put wine in my song I were easily able, 
But isn’t there plenty of that on the table? 
Tol de rol, &. 


For politic matters I care not two pins, 
Nor value a button the outs or the ens ; 
What’s your song then about? you may cry, in 2 
huff : 
Why, I answer, I think, ’tis—About long enough. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


OFPL ELIF 


BRIGHT DAWNS THE DAY, WITH ROSY 
FACE. 


( Amherst. ) 


BRIGHT dawns the day, with rosy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chase, 

With musical horn, 

Salute the gay morn, 

Hillio! hillio! and prepare, 

With enlivening sounds, 

Encourage your hounds 

To rival the speed of the deer! 

If you find out his lair, 

To the woodlands repair, 

Hark! hark! he’s unharboured they cry, 

Then feet o’er the plain, 

We'll gallop amain, 

And all in a triumph of joy. 

Ye up, and ye ho, boys, away. 


Right on, my boys, and nothing fear, 

Nor shame your name, nor lag in rear, 
O’er heaths, hills, and woods, 
Through forests, and floods, 

Hillio! hillio! and away! 

The welkin resounds 

With the cry of the hounds, 

Quick, spur on your steeds, no delay. 

Lo, the stag stands at bay, 

All the pack’s at a stay, 

Then eagerly seize on their prize 5 

The welkin resounds 

With chorus of hounds, 

Shrill horns wind his knell, and he dies. 
Ye up, and ye ho, boys, away, &c. 


GOLPELILC?AP 


HOW SWIFTLY WEARS THE SUMMER 
NIGHT. 


(Sir Walter Scott.) 


HAIL to the cold and clouded beam, 
Pale pilgrim of the troubled sky! 

Hail, though the mists that o’er thee stream 
Lend to thy brow their sullen dye! 

How should thy pure and peaceful eye, 
Untroubled, view our scenes below? 

Or how a tearless beam supply, 
To light our world of war and woe? 


Fair queen! I will not blame thee now, 
As once by Greta’s fairy side ; 
Each little cloud that dimmed thy brow 
Did then an angel’s beauty hide! 
And if the shades I then could chide, 
Still are the thoughts to memory dear, 
For, while a softer strain I tried, 
They hid my blush, and calmed my fear. 


Then did I swear thy ray serene, 
Was formed to light some lonely dell, 
By two fond lovers only seen, 
Reflected from the crystal well, 
Or sleeping on their mossy cell, 
Or quivering on the lattice bright, 
Or glancing on their couch to tel 
How swiftly wears the summer night. 


POPLIGIF- 
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ORIGINAL MEDLEY. 


(Tapsell.) 
MRs. WADDLE was a widow, and she got no little 


ain ; 
She kept a tripe and trotter shop in Chickabiddy- 
lane ; - 
Her next door neighbour, Tommy Tick, a tally- 
man was he, 
And he ax’d Mrs. Waddle just to take a— 
Long-tailed pig, or a short-tailed pig, or a pig 
without— 
A flaxen-headed cow-boy, 
As simple as may be, 
And next a merry plough-boy, I~ 
Mend pottles and cans, 
Hoop jugs, patch kettles and pans, 
And over the country trudge it, I— 
Sing green grow the rushes O! 
What signifies the life of man, 
If it was not for— 
O bve is the soul of a nate Irishman, 
He loves all that’s lovely, does all that he can,— 
With, don’t I look spruce on my Neddy, 
In spite of his kicking and prancing ? 
Come ’a’ther, gee up, gee wo— 
Wo, Ball, wo; so I whistles, whistles, and cries— 
The last dying speech and confession, both pa- 
rentage and education, life, character, and beha- 
viour, of— 
Sir Solomon Simons, when he did wed, blushed 
black as a crow; 
His fair lady did blush light ; 
The clock struck twelve, they were both tucked in 
bed,—And they 
Sung fal de ral tit, tit fal de re, tit fal de ro; 
And they sung— 
Dear, dear, what can the matter be? 
Oh! dear what can the matter be ?—with 
1 sothy Dump, who would mutter and mump, 
and cry— 
Young lambs to sell, young lambs to sell ; 
If I’d as much money as I could tell, —I— 
Did not much like for to be on board a ship, 
When in danger there’s no door to creep out, — 
I liked—an old woman clothed in gray, 
Whose daughter was charming and young, 
And she was deluded away, by— 
The mark seven !—by the mark seven! 
The lead once more the seamen flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly sung— 
God save great George our King, 
Long live our noble King ; 
God save the King; send him— 
To Anacreon, in heaven, where he sat in full glee, 
A few sons of harmony sent a petition, 
That he their inspirer and patrort would be, 
When this answer arrived from the jolly old 
Grecian— 
Come, lads and lasses, round me throng, 
T’se tell you where I’ve been, 
And if you do not flout my song, 
[se tell you—what 
Care I for mam or dad, 
Why let them roar and bellow, 
For while J live, P1l— 
Keep a snug little shop, 
None beat me at selling or buying can, 
In merry customers hop, —’tis— 
At the dead of the night, when by whiskey in- 
spired, 
And pretty Katty Flanagan my senses had fired, 
I tapped at her window, when out came—- 
Four-and-twenty tailors all on a row, 
There was one caught a l—se, another let him 
loose, and a third cries, knock him down with— 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia rule the waves, 
Britons never will be slaves. 
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MEMORY AND LOVE. 
(Hugh Clerke. ) 


As Memory once reclined 
Within her breezy bowers, 
She carefully entwined 
A wreath of fairest flowers. 
“Tis for Life’s fav’rite child,” 
She then exclaim’d, ‘* I’ve dress’d it,” 
At which young Valour smil’d, 
And for the prize contested. 


When Friendship next appear’d, 
Whose wishes seem’d the purest, 
By Hope and Candour cheer’d, 
He thought his claim the surest— 
When Love, so young and fair, 
With sweetness came advancing, 
Soft pleasure in his air, 
His eyes with rapture glancing. 


““ Oh! Love,” then Memory cried, 
“«« Thy joys, though oft the fleetest, 
«« Although to some denied, 
«« They still are found the sweetest. 
‘« Tis on thy brows alone 
“ The light of Life is shining, 
“* Then be the wreath thy own, 
<‘ Of Memory’s fond designing.” 


GPLIL ILI? 


OH, PM CALLED THE JANUS THE PRIDE 
OF GENTILITY. 


Air— Mr. O’ Gallaghan.”’—( Bryant.) 


OH, I’m call’d the Janus the pride of gentility, 
As justice I act, and I’m sure with ability, 
And if they would make me a member of parlia- 


ment, 

I'd have a domain ten times bigger than Charle- 
mont, ‘ 

I’d make my fine speeches, with wig full of pow- 
der sure, 


I’d bawl in their ears, and no one should speak 
louder sure, 

The papers should teem with a speech from each 
long debate, 

Och, the speech of the famed Irish Crawley, the 
magistrate. 

I'd be of each side, both a Tory and Whig I’d be, 

And if once made prime minister, thunder, how 
glad I'd be! 

My friends should have places, and sit by the right 
of me, 

While my foes, d—n them all, they shall ne’er 
have a sight of me. 


I’d give my grand dinners, my suppers, my wine 
and all, 

And pray hold your whist, sure the nation shall 
pay for all, 

Then they’d make me a duke in the end, faith, at 
any rate, 

When they’d call me Duke Crawley, the famed 
Trish magistrate. 


PPI LP POR 


STOP, WHERE ARE YOU A GOING? 
( Upton.) 
THE moon shone bright, when William said, 
«< How charming is the weather ; 
Come, love, it is too soon for bed, 
So let us walk together.” 
O then he pressed me, 
And caressed me, 
Each tender kiss bestowing ! 
I, with a frown, 
Cried, looking down, 
<‘ Stop, where are vou a going?” 


~The youth was check’d, and stood amaz’d, 
Till love his cause befriended ; 
Then heav’d a sigh, and fondly gaz’d, 
And hoped he’d not offended. 
O then he press’d me, &c. 





Now really he’d have left me quite, 
| If I had but consented ; 
But no, it was too fine a night, 
To stay alone contented : 
O then we walked, 
And sweetly talked, 
Each heart with rapture glowing ! 
\ Nor more could say, 
. Not all the way, 
“« Stop, where are you a-going?” 


Se a 


THE BROKEN GOLD. 
(Dibdin.) - 


Two real lovers, with one heart, 
One mind, one sentiment, one soul, 
In hapless hour were doomed to part 
At tyrant duty’s harsh control. 
They broke in two a golden coin, 
In token that their love should hold, 
And swore when fate their hands should join, 
To join again the broken gold. 


A treach’rous friend, who could not brook 
That joy which real love imparts, 
In evil hour advantage took 
To sow dissension in their hearts : 
Engines employed, kept spies in pay, 
Conjectures raised, and falsehoods told, 
To prove that each had given away 
To rivals base the broken gold. 


At last, when years elapsed, they met, 
Hushed ev’ry fear, dead all alarms, 
Banished each sorrow and regret, 
They rushed into each other’s arms. 
While to the fond embrace they flew, 
Which Love sat smiling to behold, 
In token that their hearts were true, 
They fondly joined the broken gold. 


PRR ILEF 


THE RIGHT END OF LIFE IS TO LIVE 
AND BE JOLLY. 


( Brandon.) 


THROUGH deserts we roam, yet fat plenty we find, 
With.a paunch jolly fed, and a good jolly mind, 
No mountains we climb—o’er no oceans we roll, 
Caravan trading sinners must pay us our toll. 
So equal our justice, all share the same fate, 
And each leaves a trifle to mend our estate. 
To be nice about trifles is trifling and folly, 
The right end of life is to live and be jolly. 


The convent we scale, and we find at the shrine 
Fat pullets, and friars, and flaskets of wine: 
Pious fathers! we cry, let your care be the soul, 
Since you preach up lean fast—let us have the full 
bow] ; 
So pies, pullets, flaskets, we merrily take, 
While they shudder with fear, with laughter we 
shake. 
To be nice about trifles is trifling and folly, 
The right end of life is to live and be jolly. 


GLI L SAIS 


A CHOICE DUCK, 
OR, WHY BOLT THE KITCHEN-DOOR? 
Air--“* Lovely Nymph.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


“HARMING POLL, oh, hear me raving, ‘ 
Why did you bolt the kitchen-door? 
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’Tis you alone can stay my craving, 
Let me in, [ ask no more. 

T long for duck, fat, fair, and tender, 
Now on the spit I smell the roast ; 

But not that duck :—-sweet Poll, surrender 
Yourself, the duck that 1 prize most. 


Dear duck, could I but have the iuck in, 
All plump and feathered to my ¢aste, 
I would, from greasy kitchen plucking, 
Save my duck from further waste ; 
But if I crave for duck much longer, 
While thus a tender duck I seek, 
My duck, I doubt, wo’n’t grow mnch younger, 
Whilst I, in stomach, grow more weak. 


Though duck be, dear, expensive feeding, 
Sweet duck, on you I fix my heart, 
Would have, (no cost of dressing heeding, ) 
My duck well drest in every part. 
Dear duck, though more like full fat wether, 
Were leg, and wing, and all but mine, 
Why duck would have, in every feather, 
A joint, on which my taste could dine. 


Fn a a 


POOR ELEANOR GREY. 
Air—‘* Savourneen Deelish.””—( Moncrieff. ) 


OH, long shall I think of the miller’s fair daugh- 
TEX, 
The flower of the valley, poor Eleanor Grey, 
For though Sorrow’s sure hand to the cold grave 
has brought her, 
Her virtues in memory ne’er shall decay : 
Like the glow-worm which shines, the night’s dark- 
ness illuming, 
Like the breath of the rose, which, though sweet 
while ’tis blooming, 
Breathes sweeter when death is its beauty entomb- 
ing, 
Is the memory sweet of poor Eleanor Grey. 
If to love be a crime, and there’s sin in believing, 
Then scarcely a sinner was Eleanor Grey ; 
For Edward was tender, and form’d for deceiving, 
And swore to protect when he meant to betray ; 
And like the mild night-plant when some rude foot 
bends it, 
Whose only reproach is the perfume it lends it,— 
She sighed, my heart blesses the false youth who 
rends it, 
Then died, as she blessed him, poor Eleanor Grey. 


GLOPOILP LPP? 


THE MUSIC FOR ME IS THE SMACK OF 
THE WHIP. 


(Collins. ) 


YOU may feast your ears with a fife or a drum, 
Or the catgut tickle, or the wire strum, 
But next to the smack of a sweet girl’s lip, 
The music for me is the smack of the whip. 
With my ding dong, dash along, 
Heigh je ho! heigh je ho! &c. 
At the statesman’s driving, the patriot’s pouts, 
While the changes he rings on the ins and the outs, 
Swearing every courtier’s a minister’s hack, 
And none but the devil is half so black. 
With my ding dong, &c. 
When the prodigal son takes the reins in his hands, 
And the go-by gives to his houses and lands, 
With black, white, and brown, his career he runs, 
But, alack! he’s at last overtaken by the duns. 
With my ding dong, &c. 
But let them still quarter the road of care, 
While I on the road have a birth to spare, 
If I overtake a friend that is Pui to the shift, 
Overturn me plump, but I’ll lend him a lift. 
With my ding dong, &c. 
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When a passenger, pointing at the men packed 
On the top of the roof, talked of Gammon’s Act, 
Why, says I, Master Gammon may a great man be, 
But all you can say is but gammon to me. 

With my ding dong, &c. 
Once to ride on my coach little Teague had a mind, 
But, for want of the blunt, took the basket be- 


hind ; : 

When the great fear, that put poor Paddy in a 
pother, 

Was the basket and coach running foul of one 
another. 


With my ding dong, &c. 


And when to silence all his scruples at once, 

He was pitched in the boot to secure his sconce, 

Now, says he, push away, I’ll complain no more, 

Since I’m first at last, though behind before. 
With my ding dong, &c. 


But whether before or behind we are stowed, 
When in life we are over the upland road, 
May the vale of years then the prospect crown, 
And the journey end in a safe set down. 

With my ding dong, &c. 


PLP IIFI LS 


FILL THE BOWL AGAIN, 
(J. F. Bryant.) 
Air— The Glasses sparkle on the Board.” 


THE sparkling wine’s enchanting glow, 
Illumines soft delight ; 

And while we feel new raptures flow, 
Both care and pain take flight. 

T .en why should mortals e’er repine, 
Or think their efforts vain, 

But seek the charms of rosy wine, 
And fill the bow] again. 


Then love and beauty both combine, 
And generous souls inspire, 

Without the help of rosy wine, 
The flame must soon expire. 

Then woe the feeble mind enthrals, 
We seek relief in vain; 

Till one bright thought to drinking calls, 
Then fill the bowl again. 


Though sages urge, in serious strain, 
That wine destroys the soul, 

That with it glory’s sought in vain, 
While heaven is in the bowl. 

But though they preach this silly theme, 
Why they themselves will deign 

To toy with mirth in life’s gay dream, 
And fill the bowl again. 


"TIS HOLIDAY TIME; 
OR, WE’VE BANGED ‘ TOM AND JERRY.’ 
(AH. V. Smith.) 


’Tis holiday time, and we’ll get as drunk as ye 
please, 
We will sing, dance, and smoke, and be merry ; 
All the ladies we’ll kiss, and the children we'll 
teaze, 
And in rows we will bang * Tom and Jerry.” 
Ri fal de ral, &c. 


Then each lad in the room his glass he must fill, 
And all jokes in oblivion must bury ; 

At forfeits we’ll play, dull Care we will kill, 
And in chaffing we’ll bang ‘ Tom and Jerry.’ 


Ri fal de ral, &c. 


We will sup off of dainties,—puddings and pies, 
All healths we’ll drink in a bumper of sherry ; 
And stories we’ll tell, which of course are all—lies, 
Anf in all this we will bang ‘ Tom and Jerry.’ 

Ri fal de ral, &c. 
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With Mister Zigzag we'll attempt to walk straight, 
And all those that can’t walk we will carry ; 
Then put on your hats, for I’m certain ’tis late, 
O, I’m sure we shall bang ‘ Tom and Jerry.’ 
Ri fal de ral, &c. 


Then let us go home, and quick hasten to bed, 
And all care in sound sleep we will bury ; 
To-morrow we shall rise with pains in the head, 
And I’m certain we’ve banged ‘ Tom and Jerry. 
Ri fal de ral, &c. 


PROP PPLE 


THE MERRY BOW-CHURCH BELLS. 
A GLEE? E 
Air—“ The Merry Christ-Church Bells.”,—(Cross.) 


DiNG-dong, the merry, merry Bow-Church bells 
Sound sweet and glee impart; 
The changes that enrich our peals, 
Reward the ringer’s art: 
Their cheerful chime dull grief dispels, 
So sweet sound the merry, merry Bow-Church 
bells. 


Within their sound how many born 
Have proved both good and great; 

The world’s emporium who adorn, 
Or honour power and state ; 

By ceaseless industry who thrive, 
By honest trade reap gain, 

By commerce envied wealth achieve ; 
Rich burghers of the main. 

By Fortune's choicest favours crowned, 
Thus oit, old Record tells, 

Have rose the boys born in the sound 
Of merry, merry Bow-Church bells. 

Ding dong, &c. 


GPPP POL? 


OH, LIFE! THY JOYS ARE BUT A DREAM. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


How oft, without or help or guide, 
We stray in life’s uncertain path ; 
Receiving, in our hour of pride, 
Men’s smiles, their favours, and their wrath, 


For pleasures spring with new desire ; 
The page of learning, ah, how bright! 
What joys are kindled by the fire 
From beauty’s eye of beaming light! 


A snow-white hand, a flushed-warm cheek 
But, oh! they but our passions feed ; 

They but deceive the heart, and break— 
They but our wayward youth mislead. 


Ambition holds the nectared drink, 
It in the golden vase looks fair; 
But what fond lip can touch the brink 
Nor quaff a sea of sorrows there ? 


And love, within the heart and eye, 
May bloom, but no return may meet ; 

Like Noah’s dove, may wandering fly, 
But homeward will at last retreat. 


Hopeless, it leaves upon the cheek 

Of blooming health Death’s pale decay, 
And, preying on a mind too weak, 

Wastes heart, and frame, and life away. 
Oh, Life! thy joys are but a dream, 

And scarce deserve a smile or tear ; 
They ily us, like the minstrel theme, 

That lives—-but leaves the bard to die. 


MY TIGHT IRISH LAD. 
( Waldron.) 


I DANCED on the green when scarcely fifteen, 
And all the lads called me their neat little queen ; 
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My heart was ne’er sad, but jocund and glad, 
I footed by turns with each tight Irish lad. 

- With heart full of fun, I soon married one, 
Who went for a soldier, was kilt by a gun ; 

I first thought it bad, yet never was sad, 

And married another young tight Irish lad. 


He happened to die, the church-yard was nigh, 
We buried him quickly, I little did cry ; 

A third soon I had, he rode a nice pad, 

Which threw off and kilt the poor tight Irish lad. 
And now, the third time, when just in my prime, 
A widow I’m left ; and I think it no crime, 
Nor any thing bad, to say, with heart glad, 
Och, let the priest join us, my tight English lad! 


OGPPL ALF 


JESSIE, O’ THE DEE. 


A SWEETER lassie ne’er was born 
Than Jessie, o’ the Dee, 

Her breath is like the gale of morn, 
And Heaven was in her e’e; 
Her locks were o’ the raven hue, 
And mantled o’er her face, 

No classic artist ever drew 
An image of such grace ; 

In truth, she was divinely fair, 
From all she bore the gree, 
And none in beauty can compare 

Wi Jessie, o’ the Dee. 


Unnnmbered suitors came to woo, 
And strove her hand to gain, 

But well their wily arts she knew,— 
Their sighing was in vain; 

Among the rest, young Donald came, 
A bonnie lad, and tree, 

Wi’ blithesome look he urged his flame 
To Jessie, o’ the Dee; 

His tale of love was void of art, 
No faithless swain was he, 

And soon he won the gentle heart 
Of Jessie, o’ the Dee. 


GILIPLIPP SF 


MR. LOBSKI’S FISHING-TALE. 
Air—‘* And they all allowed ’twas just the thing.” 
(Reynolds. ) 


YouneG LossKI said to his ugly wife, 
‘¢ I’m off till to-morrow to fish, my life.” 
Says Mrs. Lobski, ‘‘ I’m sure you a’n’t, 
But, you brute, you are going to gallivant.” 
To gallivant—to gallivant, 
You brute, you are going to gallivant. 
What Mrs. Lobski said was right, 
Gay Mr. Lobski staid out all night ; 
He ne’er went to fish, ’tis known very well, 
But where he went I shall not tell. 
I shall not tell, 
Next morning Mr. Lobski knew 
He had caught no fish, so he bought a few, 
Thinks he, my wife wo’n’t smoke my plot, 
And she will bite, though the fish did not. 
Though the fish did not, 


When Lobski to his spouse drew near, 


&e. 


&e. 


Says she, ‘‘ what sport have you had, my dear?” 


«< The river,” says he, ‘¢ is full of water-rats, 
So I’ve only caught you a dozen sprats.” 
A dozen sprats, &c. 


«« A dozen sprats, base man,” says she, 

«¢ What, catch in a river the fish of the sea? 
You can throw a long line, Mr. Lobski, I know, 
But ’tis clear you can draw a much longer bow.” 


A longer bow, &c. 
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MORAL. 
Let all men who are frail in flesh, 
Observe salt water is not fresh, 
For wives their husbands will condemn 
Who think with sprats to gudgeon them. 
To gudgeon them, &c. 


PLOELIO FL 


HONEST NED. 


DANGERS past, joys in view, 
Honest Ned, as homeward bound, 
Sings and talks of naught but Sue, ~ 
While the grog and flip go round. 
But yet a sigh, 
I knew not why, 
Would sometimes need a check— 
Ah! many atime I’ve giv’n a leer, 
And o{t have seen him shed a tear, 
While watching on the deck. 


Tn battle bold as any tar, 
No one could be more brave ; 
He laughed at every wound or scar, 
Nor feared a watery grave. 
But yet a sigh, 
I knew not why, 
Would sometimes need a check : 
Ah, many atime I’ve giv’n a leer, 
And oft have seen him shed a tear, 
While watching on the deck. 


*T was in the gloomy hour of night, 
All as silent as the dead, 
When, by the moon’s imperfect light, 
I spied our honest Ned ; 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why, 
But gave it soon a check ; 
I shook his hand, and gave a leer, 
He on it dropped another tear, 
While watching on the deck. 


Messmate, says 1, relate your grief, 
I’ve little, yet can lend ; 
We’re sent, you know, to give relief 
And comfort to a friend. 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why, 
But gave it soon a check , 
I turned my head, and gave a leer, 
Again I saw him shed a tear, 
While watching on the deck. 


Friend Ned, says I, be not so soft, 
But think of joys in store, 
And trust in Him who sits aloft 
Till life can charm no more. 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why, 
But gave it soon a check ; 
We parted then, I gave a leer, 
And saw him shed another tear, 
While watching on the deck. 


GIPLE LIF 


WHAT IS LOVE?—A BAGATELLE! 
(Colman. ) 


TIME was, if poets tell us true, 

When Cupid shot envenomed arrows ; 

They pierced the heart quite through and through, 
And killed Arcadians like cock-sparrows. 

What say our modern gentlemen? 
Can Cupid’s darts with poison fill us? 

No, faith, they tickle now and then, 

But, curse me, if they ever kill us* 


The mother of the spiteful boy 

Left many likenesses behind her, 
And if we find one Venus coy, 

We soon may meet a dozen kinder. 
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Then, what is love ?—A bagatelle ; 

What are the pains that we endure for’t ? 
A. bottle often makes us well,— 

But marriage is a certain cure for’t' 


OP LIPPLELD 


WHY, OWEN, DIDST THOU LEAVE ME? 


THOUGH far beyond the mountains that look so dis- 
tant here, 

To fight his country’s battles last May-day went 

: my dear ; 

Ah, well shall I remember with bitter sighs the 

day, 

Ah, Owen, didst thou leave me! at home why did 
I stay? 


Ah! cruel was my fathéf who did my flight re- 
strain, 
And I was cruel hearted that did at home remain ; 
With thee, my love, contented, I’d journey far 
away. 
Why, Owen, &c. 


To market at Langollen, each morning do I go, 
But how to strike a bargain no longer do I know 3; 
My father chides at evening, my mother all the 
day. 
l Why, Owen, &c. 
When thinking of my Owen my eyes with tears 
they fill, 
And then my mother chides me because my wheel 
stands still ; ; 
How can I think of spinning whilst Owen’s far 
away ? 
Whyv, Cwen, &c. 


Oh! could it please kind heaven to shield my love 
from harm, 
To. clasp him in my bosom would every care dis- 
arm ; 
But ah! I fear far distant will be that happy day, 
Why, Owen, &c. 


PI IFIP PC? 


PAT OF LONDONDERRY. 
Air—“ The Willow.”—(C. F. Barret.) 


"Twas Pat of Londonderry 
That loved fair Dublin’s Kate, 
And swore she’d be right merry, 
If once she was his mate. 
Och! faith, cried he, 
All’s up with me; 
She’s pierced me through and through : 
To crown the joke, 
My bottle’s broke— 
Och hone! what will I do? 


Just then fair Kate advancing, 
He chucked him at her feet; 
His gooseberry eyes soft glancing, 

Did love, for love, entreat. 
Brisk as a flee, 
I once, like thee, 

Cried Pat, could mirth pursue, 
Put now your eyes 
My bosom fries ; 

Och hone! what shall I do? 


Kate looked black as the devil 
At what he’d got to say, 
Then begg’d he’d be so civil 
As take himself away. 
Begone, joy, quick, 
Or else Ill kick 
You till you’re black and blue, 
Pat piped his eye, 
And sad did cry, 
Och hone! what will I do? 
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O’erwhelmed with care and sorrow, 
His garters forth he drew, 
And cried, before to-morrow 
Vil hang myself for you. 
Just then there came, 
To ease his flame, 
A maid who loved him true ; 
She’s now his wife, 
Kate cries for life, 
Och hone! what shall I do? 


GPOFP PPL? RF 


THE FAVOURING GALE. 
(Waldron. ) 


WHEN a ship is full freighted with silver and gold, 
Safe stowed in her cabin, her lockers, and hold 5 
Her bottom quite sound, and her rigging ail right, 
How charming to gaze on so glorious a sight! 

Yet what will her bottom or rigging avail, 

Unless she be blessed with a favouring gale? 


When a mill is replenished with sacks of rich 
corn, 

The produce of fields which fair Britain adorn ; 

The miller, too, waiting for many an hour, 

To grind the brown grain into fine-bolted flour 7 

For every wind though the mill has a sail 

They’re nought if unblessed with a favouring gale. 


ne ae ee 


THE SENTIMENTAL COBBLER. 
Air—* Derry down.”—(T. Scarnell.) 


A COBBLER I am, and no jobs I refuse ; 

I live by the mending of old boots and shoes. 

I leather my customers, stop broken holes, 

And often repair men and women’s bad soles. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Whenever a man’s understanding is gone, 

’Tis I that can mend it, be it ne’er so much worn 

Then, prythee, good customers, on me depend, 

To your troubles I can very soon put an end. 
Derry down, &c. 


*Tis not very often my work idly lacks, 
For to it I stick, night and morn, tight as wax. 
Then surely my business never can fail, 
While all sorts of jobs I continually nail. 
Derry down, &c. 


Like an auctioneer, I’m a hit of a crammer, 
‘Like him, too, I frequently work by the hammer ; 
Being insulted one day by an ill-natured clown, 
Like my auctioneer brother, I just knocked him 
down. 
Derry down, &c. 


Saint Monday, like others, I merrily keep, 
And few are the sofrows which make me to weep ; 
Forget all disasters, forgive all that’s past, 
And swear all the day to be true to the last. 
Derry down, &c. 


My hair often bristles to think all my life 

I have lived without taking a lass for my wife ; 

But, as I’m grown old and no chance can well fall 

Vl wait for grim death, and then give up my all. 
Derry down, &c. 


> 


GPRPLIL LLP 


FEMALE NOVEL READERS. 
Air— Put it down to the Bill.”—( Bryant. ) 


MANY ladies, they say, 
Read novels all day, 
Yet I mean not the sex to asperse, 
For if not at that 
Why in sland’rous chat, 
They might idle their time away worse. 
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SPOKEN.]| Oh dear yes, most of our young la- 
dies love to enter into the secrets of Tom Jones or 
a Fashionable Lover, and many a mamma has had 
the mortification to find one of these favourites 
lying under Miss’s pillow in the morning. As to 
some of our old maiden ladies, poor souls, they 
think of nothing but Arcadian bowers, purling 
rills, and meandering streams; and they’ll often 
sit up half the night nodding over some rigmarole 
story till at last they set their old wigs on fire. 
And even the very servants are infected; Sally, 
the fat cook, will stand roasting by the kitchen 
fire reading an Essay on Female Delicacy, and very 
often before she comes to the F-I-N-I-S, the meat 
is burning, and the fat is in the fire. 


Our fair sex in novels they take such delight, 
Their heads are bewildered from morning till night. 


Then to libraries they go, 
For choice stories of woe, 
Or a sweet pretty tale of a ghost ; 
Of seductional sorrows 
And caverns of horrors, 
At lenyth they’re e’en scared at a post. 


SPOKEN.| How do you do this morning, Miss 
Pathetic?—Vy, very poorly, I assure you; I feel 
a sympatheticness at my stomach, and therefore 
may have something with spirits in it.—What say 
you to a little brandy and water?—Bless you, I 
don’t want spirits of that sort, I want something 
with ghosts in it.—What did you read last, Miss? 
—Rug-in-tan-o, or the Dog of Wenus.—Oh, I 
understand ; Rugantino, or the Doge of Venice.— 
I believe it was ; but what can you recommend ?— 
Why, as you are partial to spirits you had better 
take 'the take of Geneva.—( Old woman.) Mr. Li- 
brary-man, I’ve brought you home the Convent 
Spectre, and now let me have the Hour of Death. 
—lI’m surprised, ma’am, that you didn’t think of 
that before ; allow me to recommend it to your at- 
tention.—Pray, sir, have you got Walkwer’s As- 
twonomy, with a descwiption of the Owwewy, in 
ats libwawy.—No, sir, but I’ve got a Pronouncing 

ictionary.—Sir! I don’t want a pwoper pwonoun- 
cing dictionawy, neither.—Pray, Mr. Bookman, 
have you any thing uncommon?—Yes, my lady, 
here’s Disinterested Love, or Marriage without 
Repentance.—But what’s the most fashionable ? 
—Crim. Con. my lady.—Then let me have Crim. 
Con. immediately.—Pray, sir, have you got the 
Miseries of Human Life?—No, sir; haven’t had 
them since my wife died.—Here, Tom, take Tra- 
vels in Greece to the tallow-chandler’s, Killing no 
Murder to the butcher’s, and Scenes in High Life 
to the spunging-house ; and do you mind, bring 
the Honeymoon from that new-married couple ; 
take the Art of Spouting to the plumber’s, and 
Childe Harold to the nursery. Thus 

With novels, &c. 


The wife, too, must go 
To the shop’s overflow, 
While her husband, poor man, just come home, 
Trudges off everywhere 
In search of his fair, 
To some tavern at last forced to reem 


SPoKEN.] Ah! poor fellow, just returned from 
a long journey of a dark night, he tumbles over 
the Castle of Otranto, kicks the Italian Banditti 
to the devil, tears Beauty and the Beast to atoms, 
throws the Forty Thieves into the fire-place, tram- 
ples on the Devil and Doctor Faustus, destroys the 
Inquisition, drowns the Convent Spectre in a pail 
of water, pitches the Hag of the Lake into the 
cradle, beats the Hero of the North with a poker, 
and burns the World to ashes, while the History 
of Nobody and Parliamentary Reform are the 
only subjects ordered to lie on the table. | 
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Oh, then, ladies, in reading be moderate, pray, 
Or your husbands for certain the piper must pay. 


CLOG PLL 


MODERN SCANDAL. 


FROM time immemorial, the ladies have held 
A right private character to handle; 
Old and young, friend and foe, have, in turn, beet 
compelled 
To submit to their ladyships’ scandal— 
With their hints, and their jeers, 
And their nods, and their leers, 

Chit chat, 
Tittle tat, 
Mechlin lace, 
Ugly face, 
Bad complaints, 
How she paints, 

. Captain G—, 
And Miss P—, 
Gretna Green, 
Behind a screen, 
Crim. con. 
All the ton, 
Baby born, 
Gilded horn, 
Assignation ! 
Frustration ! 
Indignation! 
Mortification ! 
Separation ! 
Multiplication ! 


SPOKEN. | ( Ad libitum. ) To the chit-chat of the day 


Thus they simper and smile while they sip their 
bohea, : 
Oh, these are the comforts of scandal and tea! 


Lately the gents this said privilege claim, 

And in far greater dread we must stand all,— 

For the ladies, kind souls, only touched private 
fame, 

But private and public they scandal. 
With their nods, and their winks, 
And their sneers, and their blinks— 

New Reviews, 
Author stews, 
Playhouse crammed, 
Actors d—d, 
Bankrupt-list, 
Mr. Grist, 
Wholesale grocer, 
But so, so, sir, 
House of Commons, 
Set of rum ones, 
Whig or Tory, 
The same story, 
Ins and outs, 
All are scouts, 
Reformation ! 
Alteration ! 
Sequestration ! 
Ruination ! 
Approbation ! 
Damnation! 
SPOKEN.| (Ad libitum. ) 


And thus the kind gents every subject will handle 
Oh, these are the comforts of coffee and scandal! 


a ee oe 


DELIGHTS OF MILLING; 
OR, THE HUMOURS OF MOULSEY-HURST. 
Air—* Oh, what a Day.” 


THIS is the time, the season for a mill, or fight, 
Such a time as this there surely never was ; 
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Navigators, novices, the poor, the peer, the lily | 
white, ne j 
The single-hearted waterman, and double-fisted 


gas, 
All oe busy at it, each man gets his share of 
Lis— 
Next-door-neighbour’s knuckles, and a handsome 
face and pair of eyes. 
A man is morning, noon, and night, with Belcher, 
at his sporting-house ; 
While sweet attractive attitudes are striking us and 
courting us. 
Oh, what a sight is a dainty bit of 
pugilism ! 
All mankind are tucking-up their fin- 
gers fora fight. 


Rings now are made at Moulsey-Hurst and Twick- 
enham, 
At Crawley-Downs, at Teddington, at Shepperton, 
and there 
Skulls get of pepper-mint a dose enough to sicken 
em ; 
Collar-bones and claret-mugs are worse for wear ; 
Stakes, ropes, and water-bottles, saw-dust, seconds, 
Jighting-men, 
Tradesfolk, and showfolk, London-men, and Brigh- 
ton-men, 
Waggons, whips, and gin, and bets, with some to 
lose, and some to win ’em, “ 
Nonpariels, and brandy, nuts, and carts, with two- 
and-twenty in ’em. 
Oh, what a sight is a dainty, &c. 
Whips are at work, sticks follow, legs and all an- 
noys, 
Silence is entreated, with an oath or knock ; 
«« Pray, who is that ?”—** That’s Randall, in the 
corderoys ;”’ 
«« Andthat is Mr. Richmond, in the white smock- 
frock.” 
Sights to astonish us! there, that young man a 
dicer is ; 
Hush! or else he’ll rattle out his bones upon your 
ivories ! 
White feathers waving, when courage has evapo- 
rated, 
Men with heads beneath their arms, like walking 
Charles decapitated. 
Oh, what a sight is a dainty, &c. 


Such is the rage for sguaring now in rounds, that all 
Walk avout in gouty gloves, in striking streets ; 
Sparring’s grown so impudent, she really knows no 
bounds at all, 
But thrusts her leathern knuckles into every face 

she meets ; 

Little ragged boys, in courts, are flushing it, and 
flooring it ; ; 

Brothers and their sisters’ heads are fibbing it, and 
boring it ; 

Clerks in public offices, assail with fist the first 
comers ,— 

And tradesmen o’er the counter stretch, and coun- 
ter-hit their customers. 

Oh, what a sight isa dainty, &c. 


Pe SlLILle 


THE ORIGIN OF OLD BACHELORS. 


DAME NATURE one day, in a comical mood, 
While mixing the mould to make man, 

Was struck with a thought, as the ingredients she 

viewed, 

To alter a little her plan. 

Her children, she knew, were much given to rove, 
So temp’ring the clay with great art, 

She sparingly threw in the soft seeds of love, 
That usually spring round the heart. 

But she quickly repented, though too late, ’tis true, 
For a fusty old bachelor stood forth to view. 
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Yes, an old bachelor, 
A fusty old bachelor! 
What’s an old bachelor like ? 
A tree without a branch, 
A buck without a haunch, 
A knife without a fork, 
Bottle without a cork, 
A key without a lock, 
A wig without a block. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whimsica. 
creature 
Was formed, in a frolic, by old Madam Nature. 


The world, ever since, has been teazed by these 
creatures, . 
Well known by their stiff formal strut, 
Their dull downcast looks, crabbed vinegar i¢a- 
tures, 
And dress of true bachelor cut. 
The bright blaze of Beauty can’t warm their cold 
clay, 
Disliked by maid, widow, and wife ; 
In a kind of half-stupor, the days pass away, 
Of these blanks in the lottery of life. 
Thus, curtailed of pleasure, a stranger to love, 
The fusty old bachelor’s destined to rove. 
Yes, the old bachelor, , 
The fusty old bachelor ! 
What’s an old bachelor like? 
A ship without a sail,, 
A cat without a tail, 
Cellar without the wine, O, 
Purse without the rhino, 
A watch without a chain, 
A skull without a brain. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whimsical 
creature 
Was formed, ina frolic, by old Madam Nature. 


Now mark, if the sexes in number agree, 
As some queer philosophers think ; 
(Full many a damsel’s heart, I foresee, 
At this part of my story will sink,) 
As two wives at once men are not allowed, 
Except their suit parliament aids, 
And as bachelors, stupid, onr streets daily crowd, 
It follows, there must be old maids. 
Thus we get from the smoke neatly into the smo- 
ther, ; 
For one evil treads fast on the heels of another. 
O, fie on old bachelors, 
All flinty-hearted bachelors! 
What is an old bachelor like? 
A bell without a clapper, 
A door without a rapper, 
A drum withont a fife, 
Butcher without a knife, 
A sun without a moon, 
A dish without a spoon. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whimsical 
creature, 
Was formed, in a frolic, by old Madam Nature. 


a ee 


[SING OF MIRTH--AND JOLLITY’S MY 
THEME. 

WHEN fumes of wine ascend into my brain, 
Care sleeps—and I the bustling world disdain ; 
Nor all the wealth of Cresus I.esteem, 

I sing of Mirth—and Jollity’s my theme. 


With garlands I my ruby temples crown, 
Keeping rebellious thoughts of business down ; 
In broils and wars, while others take delight, 
I, with choice friends, indulge my appetite. 


Drink, then, my boys, and let us quench the fire, 
Which the pure calentures of love inspire ; 

For, when too high his beams begin to shine, 
We find the best extinguisher is—wine, 


— 
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If you do not come down, 1°ll ran into the town, 
And, by Jasus! I’ll tell the exciseman. 








THE IRISH SMUGGLERS; 
OR, THE COMICAL KEG. 


From Brighton two Paddies walk’d under the cliff, 
For pebbles and shells to explore ; 

When, lo! a small barrel was dropp’d from a skiff, 
Which floated at length to the shore. 


Says Dermot to Pat, we the owner will bilk, 
To-night we’ll be merry and frisky, 

I know it as well as my own mother’s milk, 
Dear joy! ’tis a barrel of whisky. 


Says Pat, I'll soon broach it, O fortunate lot! 
(Now Pat, you must know, was a joker) 

I'll go to Tom Murphy, who lives in the cot, 
And borrow his kitchen hot poker. 


’T was said, and ’twas done—the barrel was bor’d, 
(No Bacchanals ever felt prouder,) 

When Paddy found out a small error on board— 
The whisky, alas! was gunpowder! 


With sudden explosion, he flew o’er the ocean, 
And high in air sported a leg ; 

Yet instinct prevails, when philosophy fails, 

, So he kept a tight hold of the keg. 


But Dermot bawl’d out, with a terrible shout, 
I’m not to be chous’d, Master Wiseman ; 

If you do not come down, I’ll run into the town, 
dna, by Jasus! I'll tell the exciseman. 


GLI L IFIP? 


OH! BE SOME SIGNAL VENGEANCE 
FOUND. 
(E. C. Walker.) 
On! be some signal vengeance found, 
The caitiff wretch to blast, 
Who dares his fellow man around 
‘The chains of slavery cast! 
Who, with remorseless bosom, parts 
The links that friendship wove! 
Who breaks, between two faithful hearts, 
The bonds entwined by love. 
20 


His country’s scorn, in lasting shame,— 
Oh! let the demon dwell, 

Who thus, degrading manhood’s name, 
Would turn our earth to hell! 


PP PEPIL ID 


THE VILLAGE CRIM. CON, 
OR, SNOB versus SNIP. 


(Frome. ) 


OH! ye lads and ye laddesses gay, 
Come bear with my rhyming a bob; 
’Bout a crim. con. I’ve something to say, 
°Twixt a Dairy-maid, Tailor, and Snob. 
This Snob was the boast of the town, 
The envy and pride of the lads; 
The girls never gave him a frown, 
Though some said ’twas ’cause of the brads. 


Now, once for all, Snob thought to marry, 
And having seen plenty of life, 

Not wanting the stuff’, would not tarry, 
But heel-piece his cares with a wife ; 

He met with a damsel named Nancy, 
Who lived at a dairy hard by, 

And being the cream of his fancy, 
He met of a night on the sly. 


Her love Snob thought firm as lump butter, 
That the breath of her lips were as fresh, 
And said things no cobbler could utter, 
As he press’d the doe-skin of her flesh. 
Soon the maid felt the butter-milk passion, 
Her bosom it heav’d like a churn, 
While her heart eurdled o’er with compassion, 
Her eyes from the Snob ceas’d to turn. 


The day when the license was bought, 
A tailor, who knew Nance a child, 

Approach’d with the superfine thought, 
Her heart might, perhaps, be begui!’d. 
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He had just taken measure of Snob, 

To make him a new suit of pie-bald, 
And had said, any little odd job 

He would any time do, if Snob called. 


Now Nancy, beloved by the tailor, 
Soon proved that the spirit was frail ; 
When Snip dared with kisses assail her, 
She gently confessed he’d prevail. 
So Snip got a license and married 
This dairy-maid, buxom and fair, 
While Snob all the time at home tarried, 
Thinking next day the fond bliss to share. 


But finding her not come to meet him, 
Poor Snob being left in the lurch, 
Went out—when the first who should greet him, 
Was Mrs. Snip walking from church. 
Cries she, ‘ My dear Snob, I’m just married 
To Snip, who is a little way on.’ 
Replied Snob, ‘ Into court shall be carried 
This conduct, d—n me, it’s crim. con.’ 


Yet quickly thought Snob, “ since the license 
I’ve got to kiss Nance when I will, 
Why, as to the rest, it’s all nonsense, 
So let them be married who will.’ 
Then if the good-humoured somehow 
Can take but the cream of the jest, 
The critics, no doubt, will allow 
There’s skim-milk enough for the rest. 


GIILGLPIER 


LOVE AND LAURA. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 
ON a bank, where circling trees 
Kindly form’d a verdant shade, 
Laura lay,—the noontide breeze 
Had lull’d asleep the gentle maid. 


Love, on sportive wing, there flying, 
Seeking objects for his skill, 

Eyed the fair one, and while eyeing, 
Wished her subject to his will. 


His keenest dart then carefully 

‘The archer chose, and laugh’d the while ; 
But when aiming at her, she 

Awoke and saw the urchin’s guile. 


In vain, she cried, is all your skill, 
Compared with mine, to touch the heart ; 

One look of mine, blind urchin, will 
Wound surer than your keenest dart. 


PPPOPLISP? 


THE NAVAL SUBALTERN. 
(Collins. ) 


BEN BLOCK was a vet’ran of naval renown, 
And renown was his only reward ; 

For the Board still neglected his merits to crown, 
As no interest he held with my lord! 


Yet, as brave as old Benbow was sturdy old Ben, 
And he’d laugh at the cannons’ loud roar! 


meat of men, i 
And the scuppers were streaming with gore ! 


Nor could a lieutenant’s poor stipend provoke 
The stanch tar to despise scanty prog ; 
But his biscuit he’d crack, turn his quid, crack his 
joke, 
And drown care in a jorum of grog. 


Thus year after year, in a subaltern state, 
Poor Ben for his king fought and bled ; 

Till time had unroofed all the thatch from his pate, 
And the hair from his temples had fled. 
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When, on humbly saluting, with sinciput bare, 
The first Lord of the Admiralty once ; 
Quoth his Lordship, “ Lieutenant, you’ve lost all 
your hair, 
Since I last had a peep at your sconce.” 


“‘ Why, my lord!” replied Ben, “ it with truth 
may be said, 
Whiie a bald pate I long have stood under, 
There have so many captains walk’d over my head, 
That to see me quite scalp’d ’twere no wonder.” 


GIPIFEL SL 


THE PRIEST OF BALLINACASEY. 
Air— Garry Owen.”—(Beular. ) 


IN Ireland, the dear land, when I was a boy, 
With the girls of the place would I prattle and toy ; 
And as I grew big was the only true joy 
Of the lasses of Ballinacasey. 

I tumbled, and touzled, and pull’d them abont, 
I was sure invited to every rout ; 
Of not one good thing was I ever left out 

By the fair sex of Ballinacasey. 


Now in these good things I’d a rival and grudge, 
One for whom all the folks of the village would 
drudge, 

For he was the doctor, schoolmaster, and judge, 

And priest, too, of Ballinacasey. 
When any thing nice but once met his eye, 
Whether pratee, or pudding, or pig in a sty, 
To have, sure, a finger and hand in the pie 

Was the priest of Ballinacasey. 


’Gainst my manifold sins would he preach ana 
would swear, 

About tumbling, and pulling, and teazing the fair 
Whene’er I came near the confessional chair 

In the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
It chanced young Norah got loose in her dress, 
For love of me, so a decent mess 
Did I get in when I went to confess 

To the priest of Ballinacasey. 


“‘ Och!” said he, “ by St. Patrick! you are a big 
sinner, 

And so is that Norah—why didn’t you bring her?” 

I’ve brought something better,—it 1s a good dinner, 

Sweet father of Ballinacasey. 

“‘ You’re a very great sinner—it smells very nice — 

’Long with old Nick—is’t pig ?—you’ll be burnt up 
to ice— 


| You can’t be forgiven, but—bring one more slice— 


For the priest of Ballinacasey.” 


I brought him some more with a good whiskey sup, 
And I was forgiven ere he’d swallow’d em up ; 


| Then, quite purified, did I go home to sup 


From the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Now the pratees were boiling over the pot, 


| The pigs were eating the roof of my cot, 


When Kate M‘Carthy so snugly I’d got 
In my cottage at Ballinacasey. 


It happen’d now whilst I pull’d Kitty about, 
That the priest in the window poked in his long 
snout 5 


| He suspected my faith, so had followed me out 
When the death-dealing broadside made worm’s. 


From the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
“« What,” said he, “ you’re beginning again, 
And I’ve caught you out in the middle of sin, 
I’ve found you out when you thought I was in 
The chapel of Ballinacasey.” 


Then he preach’d of Beelzebub, devils, and flames ; 

Of Satan, and all such outlandish names, 

And said I had brought now a thousand of shames 

On the priest of Ballinacasey. 

When he had done he gave a long groan, 

And said he ne’er saw such a sinner of stone, 

And must excommunicate me, skin and bone, 
From the chapel of Ballinacasev. 
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Hear me! she’s a Protestant, father, said I, 
And her faith to convert now I piously try : 
Is that it? said he, then I’ll bid you good bye 
For the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Och! St. Roke assist your holy plan, 
Try to convert her the best way you can, 
Then bring her to me, a yood catholic man, 
At the chapel of Ballinacasey. 


Och! bring her to me in the morning to mass, 
And then I will, when I’ve examined her close, 
Give to the new convert the sign of the cross, 

In the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Now work her conversion, and mind what I’ve 

spoke, 

Then bring her to me and I will, by St. Roke! 
Give to her salvation a finishing stroke _ 

In the chapel of Ballinacasey. 


GCL POPOL IFS 


HAIL, BACCHUS, HAIL! FAREWELL TO 


E. 
A PARODY. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


BEGONE, I'll hear no more of love, 
Its galling pangs no more I'll prove, 
But range o’er hills, o’er dales, and fields, 
And taste those joys which freedom yields. 


There will I climb amongst the rocks, 
Or with the shepherds feed their flocks ; 
Or angle near the water-falls, 

And hear the birds’ sweet madrigals. 


No more I’ll weave thee wreaths of roses, 
No more remember fragrant posies, 

No more cull flowers to deck thy kirtle, 
Entwined with sprigs of blooming myrtle. 


I will not pluck the lamb’s soft wool ; 
The vine’s enlivening fruit Ill pull, 
And then defy the winter’s cold, 

Thy charms, and man’s dear idol, gold. 


Away, straw-belts and ivy-buds ; 

Away with clasps and amber-studs : 
Nor these nor thou again shalt move 
My stubborn heart to melt with love. 


From dawn till eve I’]] drink and sing, 
And toast with wine each May morning ; 
These are the joys my mind shall move, 
Hail, Bacchus, hail! farewell to love! 


GLPL GRIDS 


KNOWING JOEY. 
(Cross. ) 


¥ was called knowing Joe by the boys of our town, | 


Old dad taught me wisely to know folk ; 
Cod! I was so sharp, when they laughing came 
down, 
I axed ¢ how do’st do” to the show-folk ; 
I could channt a good stave, that I knowed very 
well ; 
No boy of my age could talk louder, 
Crack a joke, tip the wink, or a droll story tell ; 
Of my cleverness, too, none were prouder ; 
So, thinks I, it’s better nor following the plough, 
* To try with these youths to queer low folk ; 
Their master I met, so I made my best bow, 
SPOKEN.] How do ye do, sir? says I, I’ze a 
mighty notion of turning actor-man; I be main 
lissome—boxes and wrestles vary pretty—dances 
a good jig—and can play—the vary devil! 
Axed a place, and so joined with the show-folk. 


The place that I’d got, I detarmined to keep, 
But, odzookers ! they were all so drollish! 
Kings, cobblers, and tailors! a prince or a sweep | 
And jawed so at I, I looked foolish ! 
Their daggers and swords, cod! they handled s 
cute, 
And their ladies were all so bewitching ! 
When I thought to be droll, I was always struc : 
mute, 
As the bacon-rack hangs in our kitchen ; 
They axed me to say how ‘ the coach was at the 
door,” 
When were seated above and below folk! 
Feggs! I was so sheamfaced, [ flopped on the 
floor ! 


SPOKEN.] A kind of asort of giddiness seized 
me all over!—the candles danced the hays !— 
’twere as dimmish as a Scotch mist ! I dropp’d down 
dead as a shot! 


And swounded away ’mong the show-folk. 


They laughed so, and jeered me, as never wur 
seen ! 
All manner of fancies were playing ; 
One night I was sent for to wait on a queen, 
SPOKEN.] I believes it were Queen Hamlet of 
Dunkirk ! ‘ 


(Not thinking the plan they were laying.) 
My leady she died on a chair next her spouse, 
While with pins me behind they were pricking 5 
All at once I screamed out; lent her grace such a 
douse ! 
That alive she was soon—aye, and kicking ! 
The people all laughed at, and hooted poor I, 
And the comical dogs did me so joke‘ 
That I made but one step, without bidding good 
bye 
SPOKEN.] From their steage, cod! I never so 
much as once looked behind me! tumbled over a 
barrel of thunder—knocked down a hailstorm— 
rolled over the sea—darted like lightning through 
the infarnal regions. 


And so I took my leave of the show-folk. 


CL +L EL OE 


ONE NATION, ONE PEOPLE; THE BRAVE 
AND THE FREE. 


(Captain Morris.) 


IT has long been agreed by all persons of learning, 
Who in stories of old have a ready discerning, 
That in every country which travellers paint, 
There has always been found a protector or saint. 
Derry down, &c. 
Saint George for Old England; with target and 
lance ; 
Saint Andrew for Scotland; Saint Denis for 
France ; 
Saint David for Wales, who on goats used to ride; 
And Patrick Hibernia’s patron and pride, 
Derry down, &c. 


Saint Denis gives soup, and Saint George the Sir 
Loin 
While Saint Andrew on oatmeal will frequently 


dine, 
With leeks the fair boards of Saint David are 
crowned, 


| And Patrick for rivers of claret’s renowned. 


Derry down, &c. 


But the jest of his friends he’d take in good part, 
For the blunders were only excess of his heart, 
Though there was but one blunder he ever would 


own 
And that was when he found all the liquor was 
gone, Derry down, &«. 
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United with Britain Hibernia shall be, 

One nation, one people, the brave and the free, 
Then in vain shall the thunders of Denis be hurled, 
And Saint George and Saint Patrick give laws to 


the world. 
Derry down, &c. 
STEADY SHE GOES, ALL’S WELL! 
(Morton. ) 


THE Bnitish tar no peril knows, 
But, fearless, braves the stormy deep ; 
The ship’s his cradle of repose, 
And sweetly rocks him to-his sleep. 
He, though the raging surges swell, 
In his hammock swings, 
When the steersman sings, 
Steady she goes, all’s well! 


While to the main-top yard he springs, 
An English vessel heaves in view ; 
He asks but it no letter brings 
From bonny Kate or lovely Sue. 
Then sighs he for his native dell, 
Yet to hope he clings, 
When the steersman sings, 
Steady she goes, all’s well! 


PP PIP IPPIP?E 


WHEN TIME, WHO STEALS OUR YEARS 
AWAY. 


(Moore.) ~ 


WHEN time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past will stay, 
And half our joys renew. 


Then, Chloe, when thy beauty’s flower 
Shall fill the wint’ry air, 

Remembrance will recall the hour 
When thou alone wert fair. 


Then talk no more of future gloom, 
Our joys will always last, 

For hope shall brighten days to come, 
And memory gild the past. 


Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 
I drink to love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 
Thou 'lt still be young to me. 


And as thy lips the tear-drop chase, 
Which on my cheek they find, 

So hope shall steal away the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind. 


Then fill the bowl, away with gloom, 
Our joys shall always last ; 

For hope shall brighten days to come, 
And memory gild the past. 


But mark, at thought of future years, 
When love shall lose its soul, 

My Chloe drops her timid tears, 
They mingle with my bowl. 


How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 
Our loving life shall fleet ! 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there. 
The draught will still be sweet. 
Then fill the bowl, &c. 


PRI P LOE 


THE SOLDIER’S FUNERAL. 
(Dibdin.) 
THE martial pomp, the mournful train, 
Bespeak some honoured hero slain : 


The obsequies denote him brave ; 
Hark! the volley o’er his grave : 


The awful knell sounds low and lorn, 

Yet cease, ye kindred brave, to mourn. 

The plaintive fife and muffled drum, 

The man may summon to his silent home ; 
The soldier lives his deeds to trace, 
Behold the Seraph Glory place 

An ever-living laurel round his sacred tomb. 


Nor deem it hard, ye thoughtless gay, 
Short’s man’s longest earthly stay, 
Our little hour of life we try, 
And then depart—we’re born to die. 
Then lose no moment dear to fame, 
They longest live who live in name. 
The plaintive fife, &c. 


OGL CPPLF 


WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 
Air—“ The Sutor’s Dochter.”’—( Burns. ) 


WILT thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
Wilt thou let me cheer thee? 

By the treasure of my soul, 

That’s the love I bear thee! 

I swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 


Lassie, say thou lo’es me 3 

Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 
Say na thou'lt refuse me: 

If it winna, canna be, 

Thou for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo’es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die, 
Trusting that thou lo’es me. 


GLEE LF LLF 


POOR OLD MAIDENS. 


FOourR score and ten of us 
Poor old maidens ' 
Four score and ten of us, 
Without a penny in our purse, 
Lame and blind, and what is worse, 
Poor old maidens! 


We are of asickly kin, : 
Poor old maidens! 

Wearing flannel next our skin, | 

To keep the cold from coming in, 
Poor old maidens! 


We are of a willing mind, 
Poor old maidens! 
We are of a willing mind, 
Would young men but be so kind, 
As to wed the lame and blind 
Poor old maidens! 


We'll address his Majesty, : 
Poor old maidens . 

From leading apes to set us free, 

And Parliament will all agree 
To pity us—Poor old maidens ' 


GLOLI IL 


THE TRAVELLER’S RETURN. 
(Southey. ) 


SWEET to the morning traveller 
The song amid the sky, 

Where, tinkling in the dewy light, 
The sky-lark soars on high. 


And cheering to the traveller 
The gales that round him play, 
When, faint and heavily, he drags 
Along his noontide way. 
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And when, beneath the unclouded sun, 
Full wearily toils he, 

The flowing water makes to him 
A pleasing melody. 


And when the evening light decays, 
And all is calm around, 

There is sweet music to his ear 
In the distant sheep-bells’ sound. 


But, oh! of all delightful sounds, 
Of evening or of morn, 

The sweetest is the voice of love 
That welcomes his return. 


GPLPLPIL IIS 


WHILE BEAMS THE BRIGHT MORN HOW 
SWEET SOUNDS THE HORN. 


WHILE beams the bright morn, 
How sweet sounds the horn, 
For the chase while the hunters prepare 5 
Tally-ho! is the sound 
That re-echoes around 
When pursuing the hart or the hare. 
Tantivy, tantivy, my boys! let’s away, 
While health gives new charms to the 
sports of the day. 


Each woodland and hill, 
Each river and rill 
Enlivens the sweet-smiling scene ; 
Each meadow is graced 
By Nature’s own taste, 
And the huntsmen, like spring, clad in green. 
Tantivy, tantivy, my boys, &c. 


The prey being caught, 
By example we’re taught, 
O’er the bowl, the blythe chase to renew ; 
Then a full flowing glass 
To a favourite lass, 
Is a chase we as nobly pursue. 
Tantivy, tantivy, my boys, &c. 


CLIP L IFSP? 


SWEET KATEY BULLDOWNEY. 
(Cherry. ) 


AN Irishman’s all over 
A fiddle, bass, hautboy, and flute, 
Which the tones of his voice soon discover, 
Whenever your ear they salute. 
With the brogue of sweet Tip’rary, 
Och!-that, to be sure, is the thing, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
For the girls, so nate and so airy, 
Know best when we Irishmen sing, 
Fol de rol, &c. 


If sweet are the notes from the fiddle, 
Or sweeter the tone of the bass, 
’Tis sweeter the thoughts to unriddle 
When you look in the sweet comely face 
Of my own sweet Katey Bulldowney ; 
Och! to besure, she’s the thing 
For Felix Mullooney, 
She’s the sweet girl that can sing, 
Fol de rol, &c. 


She’s tender as young sucking chicken, 
And soft as the breast of the dove, 
Of hearts she has choosing and picking, 
And cares not a pin for my love ; 
Och! sweet Katey Bulldowney, 
Soften the fire of your eyes, 
Or your own Felix Mullooney 
Ina fit of perplexity dies. 
That’s fa 


O44 LAL IS 


yal, &c. 
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HAIL TO THE CHIEF WHO IN TRIUMPH 
ADVANCES. 


(Sir Walter Scott.) 


HAIL to the Chief who in triumph advances, 
Honoured and blessed be the ever-green pine . 
Long may the tree in his banner that glances, 
Flourish the shelter and grace of our line. 
Heaven send it happy dew, 
Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow: 
While ev’ry Highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 
<¢ Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe!”’ 


Ours is no sapling, chance sown by the fountain, 
Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirlwind has stripped every leaf on 
the mountain, 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moored in the rifted rock, 
Proof to the tempest’s shock ; 
Firmer he roots him, the ruder it blow ; 
Menteith and Breadalbane, then, 
Echo his praise agen, 
“‘ Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe!”’ 


Proudly our pibroch has thrilled in Glen Fruin, 
And Banochar’s groans to our slogan replied ; 
Glen Luss and Ross dhu, they are smoking in 

ruin, 
And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead on her 
side. 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid, 
Think of Clan Alpine with fear and with woe ; 
Lennox and Leven glen 
Shake, when they hear agen, 
«* Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe !” 


Row, vassals, row, for the pride of the High- 
lands ! 
Stretch to your oars, for the ever-green pine! 
O, that the rosebud that graces yon islands, 
Were wreathed in a garland around him to 
twine ! 
O, that some seedling gem, 
Worthy such noble stem, 
Honoured and blessed, in their shadow might 
grow ! 
Loud should Clan Alpine, then, 
Ring from her deepmost glen, 
«© Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe !” 


GPP IL PLE PL 


HENRY AND LOUISA,; 
OR, LOVE AND PEACE. 
(T. Lacey.) 


No more the trumpet’s martia. sound 
Calls Henry from his dear ; 

No ling’ring pang or fatal wound 
Doth cause the pensive tear. 


His warlike toils are ceased and o’er, 
What pleasure fills his breast ; 

He welcomes Peace, with joy, once more, 
No foe disturbs his rest. 


His constant love, with virtue blessed, 
Now claims his tender care ; 

Louisa shone, by all confessed, 
A beauteous lovely fair. 


The faithful vow young Henry made, 
Secured his blissful pride ; 

Louisa was the happy maid, 
And Henry’s charming bride. 


GOIPOLLS 
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FAR, FAR AT SEA. 


’T'w As night when.the bell had toll’d twelve, 
And poor Susan had sunk on her pillow, 
In her ear whispered some flitting elve,— 
' Your love now is tost on a billow, 
Far, far at sea. 


All was dark as she woke, out of breath, 
Not an object her fears could discover, 
All was still as the silence of death, 
Save fancy, which painted her lover, 
Far, far at sea. 


So she whispered a prayer, closed her eyes, 
But the phantom still haunted her pillow, 
Whilst, in terror, she echoed his cries, 
As, struggling, he sunk on a billow, 
Far, far at sea. 


PLL IOP OP 


SWEET POLL, ADIEU. 
(Lawler. ) 


THE gallant ship was under weigh, 
When up aloft Tom Halliard went, 
To reef fore-topsail, seeming gay, 
While cruel grief his bosom rent. 
Think not a sniv’lling lubber he, 
From stem to stern no lad more true, 
And helm a-weather or a-lee, 
No tar was e’er so blythe as he, 
Till last he bade sweet Poll adieu. 


An enemy appears in sight, 

The tars behold, with gladdened eye ; 
Tom breathes, ’ere they begin the fight, 

To heaven a prayer—for love, a sigh! 
Yard-arm and yard-arm, now they go, 

While clouds of smoke obstruct the view, 
Soon yielding, strikes the crippled foe, 
But poor Tom Halliard is laid low, 

And sighs, in death, sweet Poll, adieu. 


The news was like the thunder dread 
To Poll—Ah me! ’twas sad to see ; 
And from that hour her senses fled, 
A frantic wanderer is she. 
Oft’ on the rocky beach she’ll stray, 
Where fancy paints her love so true, 
As, on that morning, forced away, 
Which was to bring their wedding-day, 
He faintly sighed,—Sweet Poll, adieu. 


LOLSOIGOP 


SUCCESS TO THE WHISTLE AND WIG. 
(Hickman. ) 


AT the sign of the Whistle and Wig 
A party each Friday night met, 
Who were of their abilities big, 
Example all others to set. 
The chairman arrived about six, 
A youth turned of seventy-four, 
Who, being quite full of his tricks, 
Kept ’em waiting an hour or more. 


SPOKEN.] Here’s our worthy chairman at last. 
Order, order—Chair, chair. (Chairman, in a 
feeble voice. )—Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse 
me for keeping you in suspense; but, you must 
know, a little affair of gallantry—and in cases of 
that sort we must be subservient ; but, to proceed, 
as I’ve but just arrived, and out of breath, I shall 
ask my friend Strap to sing the first song. Mr. 
Strap, will you have the goodness to_ favour the 
company? Strap (gruff voice ).—Why, really, Mr. 
President, I’m always ready to oblige, but, as my 
memory is very treacherous, if I should stand in 
need of a prompter, I hope the company will ex- 
ouse it. Hum, hum. 
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Oh, the days when I were young, 
How I laughed at—hey down diddle, ho- down 
diddle ; 
When the fields were covered with snow— 
(hesttation. , 
( President. )—Gentlemen, why don’t you prompt 
Mr. Strap. Prompt, prompt. (Strap. )—Lack- 
a-daisy, Mr. President, I thought how it would 
be; Ihave taken a glass too much of my friend 
Squeezecrab’s gooseberry-wine, and it has proved 
too strong for my weak nerves: have the goodness 
to knock me down. ( Butcher. )—Ha, ha, that 
would be killing work, Mr. Strap. No, no, said 
Peter Sharp, (the club-wit, in a snuffle, ) it would 
be only a striking proof of our approbation. Oh, 
if that is only the case, why, we will sing— 


Bravo, bravo, who would have thought him 
Such a fine singer, I wonder who taught him. 


Mr, Fog in rotation was named, 
Compliance they all did insist, 

Five minutes’ indulgence he claimed, 
His ideas were lost in a mist : 

But he’d, sooner than harmony stop, 
Attempt, if they order would call ; 

So his throttle he wet with a drop, 
And screwed up his mouth for a squall. 


SPOKEN, wry-mouthed.| Mr. President, if it 
meets with your approbation, I’ll sing one of my 
own making; and J assure you it is quite new, for 
I hav’n’t sung it for these twenty years. ( Presi- 
dent. )—It must be new, indeed. Order, order, 
gentlemen, for Mr. Fog. : 


There was an old woman had three sons, 
Jeffry, Jemmy, and John: 

Jeffry was hanged, Jemmy was drowned, 

T’other was lost, and he ne’er could be found, 

So there was an end of the old woman’s sons—~ 
Jeffry, Jemmy, and John. 


Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 


Next a butcher succeeded to Fog, 
Whose voice was just like a bull roar ; 
He’d a nose like the snout of a hog, 
And soon proved himself quite a bore. 
Then it came to the parish-clerk’s turn ; 
He’d taken his cups pretty free, 
Who called out, at excuses I spurn, 
But (hiccoughs ) thank’e for calling on me. 


SPOKEN, as a drunken man.| Now, gentlemen, 
I'll give you an old favourite ot my grandfather’s, 
he used to sing it every morning before he wak’d ; 
here goes— 


Mat Mudge, the sexton of our town, 
Though oft a little headdy, 

With drink he’d so his senses drown, 
Still some excuse was ready. 

Mat swore the parson loved a sup, 
And eke also the clerk ; 

But then it kept his spirits up 
’Mongst spirits in the dark. 


.Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 


Now all look towards President’s chair— 
A medley was buzz’d round the room ; 
He was ever a foe to dull care, 
In mirth every day he’d consume. 
So, te finish the evening’s sport, 
A bumper he toss’d off in twig— 
To the fair whose sweet smiles were his forte, 
And success to the Whistle and Wig. 


SPOKEN.] Gentlemen, I’ll do my best; but al- 
low me to give you a toast first.—The British fair, 
and may our endeavours to please be crowned with 
success. Bravo, bravo. Three times three— have 
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All, all. | AND DOST THOU ASK WHAT SECRET 


ou all drank that toast, gentlemen ? 
fem, hem.—( Sings a medley, ad libitum. ) 


Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 


GPO LID? 


THE NEGRO’S SOLILOQUY. 
(G. S. Carey.) 


By yon bright streamers in the sky, 
Which glimmer on the sea, 

The cheering sun approaches nigh, 
Yet brings no hope to me. 

The peaceful night yields me no rest, 
Which gives to others sleep ; 

My heart it bleeds within my breast, 
My eyes do nought but weep. 


The toils I could endure of day, 
Or spurn the tyrant’s chain, 
But Norah’s driven far away, 
Which racks my tortured brain ; 
My wife is she,— ah! cruel heart, 
That could her heart oppress ; 
But ’tis alone the tyrant’s part 
To triumph o’er distress. 


Haste, blessed tidings! haste along, 
From fair Britannia’s isle, 

Ah, come and ease the anxious throng, 
And make the slave to smile ; 

If then, good hap, my Norah lives, 
These limbs shall ne’er have rest 

Until we meet; oh! then I’ll cleave 
For ever to her breast. 


PIO FIIIF 


MEUM AND TUUM. 
(Dibdin.) 


Arrah! if ’tis no lie, in this world we are living, 
And it en’t, for tis seen every day 
That the truest of joys honest hearts are recewving 
Are those they are giving away. a 
Sure men are all sisters, and cousins, and bro- 
thers, 
And ’tis clear to the stupidest elf, 
That the best kind of comfort a man gives to 
others 
Is that which he takes to himself. 
Thus this bother and game, this mewm and tuum, 
Means, the devil a meaning but swum. : 


For your friend’s peace of mind should you let 
your mouth water, 
And be getting the wish you obtain, 
In possessing his purse, or his wife, or his daughter, 
What delight would the joy be but pain? 
Then let knav’ry alone, the vain work’s useless la- 
bour, 
Be’t for love, or for power, or for pelf, 
For ev’ry wrong that a mau does his neighbour, 
Sure is not he doing himself. 
Thus this bother, &c 


Thus from such botheration in pity release us, 
Fortune all you bestow will repay, 
And, though poor as Job, you'll be all rich as Cree- 


SUS y 
For you'll keep what you’ve given away. 
The fine generous maxim then while you’re pur- 
suing, 
Spend your all to hoard mountains of pelf, 
Soar high while you're sinking, be prosp’rous in 
ruin, 
And give joy to enjoy it yourself. 
And thus have I proved little, &c. 


PLLLA IL Se 
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WOE. 
(Lord Byron.) 


AND dost thou ask what secret woe 

I bear, corroding joy and youth ? 
And wilt thou vainly seek to know 

A pang e’en thou must fail to soothe ? 


It is not love, it is not hate, 
Nor low ambition’s honours lost, 
That bid me loathe my present state 
And fly from all I prized the most. 


It is that weariness that springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see ; 
To me no pleasure beauty brings— 
Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 


It is that settled ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore, 
That will not look beyond the tomb, 
But cannot hope for rest before. 


PIP IPLIPR 


JOY SHALL RULE OUR HEARTS TO-DAY. 
(Miss Bryant.) 


WINE, from rosy goblets streaming, 
Wins the soul to bliss and love ; 
Mortals, quit your sober dreaming, 
Now let brighter visions rove. 
Raise the goblet, quaffing pleasure, _ 
Let the beam of gladness play ; 
Here we seek not care or treasure, 
Joy shall rule our hearts to-day. 


Let Content in smiles play o’er us, 
Sportive Bacchus leads us on 5 
Here we mark true joys before us, 
Which to-morrow may be gone. 
Raise the goblet, &c. 


Here’s to every bright-eyed maiden, 
Here’s to lovely beauty’s power, 
May they ever live unfading 
In our hearts a blooming flower. 
Raise the goblet, &c. 


Here’s the friends who ne’er may meet us, 
Fondly seen in mem’ry’s glow ; 
May they still in friendship greet us ; 
Here’s to those that greet us now. 
Raise the goblet, &c. 


Now, in silence—here, in mourning, 
Drink remembrance to each soul 
Gone to darkness—ne’er returning, 
While a tear-drop decks the bowl. 
Raise the goblet, &c. 


But let us fly from thoughts and sadness, 
Lightly pass o’er sorrow’s tear, 
Now we seek but smiles and gladness, 
Wine and pleasure rule us here. 
Raise the goblet, &c. 


GLa ILer 


WHO’S MASTER ; 
OR, A FIGHT FOR THE BREECHES,. 


I’vE often heard Will’s wife declare 
That she the breeches, sirs, would wear ; 
And, though her husband would resist, 
For them she’d fight with nails and fist, 
To gain, to gain the breeches. 


One day, as they were at it driving, 
(Who would be master they were striving, ) 
A single rap came to the door, 
And for a while they did give o’er 
Fighting, fighting, fighting, for the breeches 


Will oped the door, the bus’ness asked 5 
When he who knocked poor Will thus tasked ; 


e 


# 
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«<The master of this house I want?” 
“* See him just now I’m sure you can’t, 

“« Until he gets the breeches, 


“« For spouse and Will can’t well agree, 
«« As yet, who master is to be ; 
“* But, in five minutes, sir, or so, 
<“ Who master is we then shall know, 
«« And who’s to wear the breeches.” 


Now spouse and Will they did engage, 
They both set on with equal rage ; 
At length poor Will was forced to yield, 
And, soundly drubbed, to quit the field: 
He lost, he lost the breeches ! 


Spouse she went unto the door, 
Just as Will had done before : 
“* Good morning, friend! your bus’ness pray ? 
«© IT master am, I’ve gain’d the day, 
«© T wear, I wear the breeches ! 
' « Yes, I wear, I wear the breeches !” 


PPIEPP PEP? 


FLY, MY CANOE, THE WHITE WAVES 
O’ER. 
(Ryan.) 
FLY, my canoe, the tempest brave, 
The light’ning’s flash, and rolling wave ; 
The winds are up, the moon’s on high, 
And dimly sails along the sky ; 
No pale star sheds her glimmering light, 
To guide to Latna’s cave to-night. 
Fly, my canoe, the white waves o’er, 
To reach my Latna’s fairy shore. 


In Latna’s cave a coral bed 
At night receives my loved-one’s head, 
While, from the roof, a sapphire’s light 
Sheds its mild lustre through the night ; 
- And at her feet unnumbered flowers 
Perfume the tedious ebon hours. 
Fly, my canoe, &c. 


THE CHAPTER OF DONKIES. 
Air— Gee ho, Dobbin.” —( Lawler. ) 


CoME, none of your nonsense ; I’m not to be had; 


I’m called Dashing Dick, the Tothill-fields lad : 
About donkies I’m going to tip you a song, 
Which some of the watering-places do throng. 
Cam up, Neddy, gee whoa, Neddy ; cam 
up, Neddy ; gee up, and gee ho. 


What, though I don’t keep a barouche of my own, 

I’ve a stud of fine asses, and they’re all the ton ; 

To. Margate, to Brighton, to let ’em I go, 

Where all sorts of asses do make a fine show. 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


Your ladies of fashion, of every degree, 
For a ride in the morning are mounted by me; 
You may laugh at their fancy, but, lord! they 
don’t mind, 
While ot the footman, keeps whipping be- 
ind. 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


Ven I comes it on Sunday, with Poll by my side, 

Vy I doesn’t enwy my lord and his bride, 

Though my shay and Neddies are not over grand, 

I take care that Polly sha’n’t have the whip-hand. 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


There’s a great many people, as I vill maintain, 
Who, like me, does by asses a livelihood gain : 
Quack doctors, and lawyers, and gamblers, too, 
If it vasn’t for asses, pray what would they do ? 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


T’other day, when a donkey I took to be shod, 
A queer Bond-street lounger popped in rather odd, 
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He, too, wanted shoeing, as I could discern, 
Whoa, master, says I, every ass in his turn.’ 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


Stop, Neddy, I cried, t’other day in the street, 
When one of these kiddies I chanced for to meet 
His name being Ned, he looked round through hi 
lass ; 
Says i « T didn’t mean you; I meant Neddy 
my ass.” 
Cam up, Neddy, &e. 


So now there’s an end of my song, d’ye see ; 
Pray what do you think of my Neddy and me. 
*Tisn’t easy to say, if my ditty don’t pass, 
Whether Neddy or I will look most like an ass, 
Cam up, Neddy, &c. 


PPLE LIP PR? 


HAIL, MYSTERIOUS—GLORIOUS 
MASONRY! 


WHEN earth’s foundations first were laid 
By the Almighty artist’s hand, 

’Twas then our perfect laws were made— 
Established by his strict command. 

Hail, mysterious—hail, glorious masonry ! 

That makes us ever great and free. 


As man throughout for shelter sought, 
In vain from place to place did roam, 
Until from heaven he was taught 
To plan, to build, to fix his home. 


Hail, mysterious, &c. 


Hence, illustrious, rose our art, 

And now its beauteous piles appear, 
Which shall to endless time impart 

How worthy and how great we are. 

Hail, mysterious, &c. 

Nor yet less famed for every tie 

By which our thoughts are bound, 
Love, truth, and friendship socially 

Join all our hearts and hands around. 


Hail, mysterious, &c. 


Our actions still by virtue blessed, 
And to our precepts ever true ; 
The world, admiring, shall request 
To learn, and our bright paths pursue. 


Hail, mysterious, &c. 


GIL LPP LIP 


UNFORTUNATE MISS BAILEY. 
(G. Colman.) 


A CAPTAIN bold, in Halifax, 
quarters, 
Seduced a maid, who hanged herself, one morn- 
ing, in her garters ; 
His wicked conscience smited him; he lost his 
stomach daily, 
He took to drinking ratafia, 
Miss Bailey. 
Oh, Miss Bailey! unfortunate Miss Bailey ! 
He took to drinking ratafia, and thought upon 
Miss Bailey. 


One night betimes he went to rest, for he had 
caught a fever, 

Says he, “* I am a handsome man, 
deceiver.” 

His candle, just at twelve o’clock, began to burn 
quite palely ; 

A ghost stepped up to his bed-side, and said, 
“* Behold Miss Bailey!” 

Oh, Miss Bailey! &c. 


*« Avaunt, Miss Bailey!” then he cried, < your 
face looks white and mealy !” 

“* Dear Captain Smith,” the ghost replied, « you’ve 
used me ungenteelly ; 


that dwelt in country 


and thought upon 


but ’ma gay 
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The Crowner’s ’quest goes hard with me, because 
I’ve acted frailly, 
And Parson Biggs wo’n’t bury me, though I am 
dead Miss Bailey.” 
Oh, Miss Bailey! &c. 


«¢ Dear corpse,” says he, ‘since you and T ac- 
counts must, once for all, close, 

I’ve got a one pound note in my regimental small- 
clothes, 

*Twill bribe the sexton for your grave.” 

The ghost then vanished gaily, 

Crying, “‘ Bless you, wicked Captain Smith! 
Remember poor Miss Bailey.” 

Oh, Miss Bailey! &c. 


GILL IPL EF 


MY MIND IS MY KINGDOM. 
(T. Campbell. ) 


My mind is my kingdom, but if thou wilt deign 
A queen there to sway without measure, 

Then come o’er its wishes and homage to reign, 
And make it an empire of pleasure. 


Then of thoughts and emotion each mutinous 
crowd 
That rebelled at stern reason and duty, 
Returning, shall yield all their loyalty proud - 
To the halcyon dominion of beauty. 


GPLPO LES? 


PRETTY POLLY OF DEPTFORD. 
Air—“ Meg of Wapping.”—(C. Dibdin.) 
’TWAs at Greenwich fair, I shall never forget, 
When my messmates and J were all merry ; 
At the Ship pretty Polly of Deptford I met, 
Whose cheeks were as red as a cherry ; 
Her eyes shot a four-pounder plump through my 
heart 
And though love I had always called folly, 
I spilt all my grog o’er a messmate so smart, 
While looking askew at Miss Polly. 


SPOKEN.] O, it was a sight to see—talk of 
beauty, a first rate was a fool to her. I’d a mind 
to ask her to drink, as well as the other gemmen, 
but she had put me in such a flusteration, that, 
instead of offering her the glass, I handed her my 
*bacco box, when she told me she never chawed 
pigtail. 

So I looked like a lubber, my messmates all 

laughed, 

While pardon I asked of Miss Polly. 


But you know, British sailors for trifles don’t stand, 
And Polly forgave me so sweetly, 

That I asked, when the fiddler struck up, for her 

hand, 

For at dancing I can jig it featly ; 

But while we were footing it, ’twas love, I suppose, 
Though she smiled, I was all melancholy, 

For right I went left, jibbed, and trod on her toes, 
Missed stays, and came down with Miss Polly. 


SPOKEN.] Here was a pretty go—we righted, 
howsomdever, and, says I, ¢ I’m all consarnment, 
ma’am, at this here cupsizing, but if you was me, 
and had been raked fore and aft with such a pair 
of eyes as I was, you’d have done the same; so 
I hopes no offence.’ ‘ La, sir,’ says she, ‘ you’re 
so purlite there’s no bearing you; but I don’t mind 
if I does go down another dance with you.’ 


So we called ‘ Jack’s alive,’ and I footed away, 
And came in for a kiss of Miss Polly. 


So my heart struck its colours, but don’t go to 
think 
I struck only because she was pretty ; 
I found she’d a heart that could part with the chink, 
When distress came athwart her for pity. 
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She was none of they vixens who scratch out your 
eyes, 
Tip you faintings, and all that queer folly, 
Could work at her needle, make puddings and pies, 
And wa’n’t that a charming Miss Polly? 


SPOKEN. ] I knocked up the fiddler dancing with 
her, and knocked down a lubber that affronted her, 
saw her home, bought her a gold necklace and 
ear-rings, a new gown for her old aneient grand- 
mother, and took her uncle out of limbo for debt. 
‘ Ben,’ says she, ‘I don’t know how to impress 
my gratitude.’—* Why as to that, Miss Polly,’ 
says I, ‘ you’ve won my heart, and as you are 
Captain of the ship, you’ve a right to command 
the Purser; and if you would but let me add a 
ring to the necklace and ear-tackle, you’d make 
me the happiest man in the Univarsity. 


So she blushed her consent, and a license I 
bought, 
And next day I married Miss Polly. 


PLE LaIFL IX 


TOGETHER LET US RANGE THE FIELDS. 
(Dudley. ) 
A DUET. 


TOGETHER let us range the fields, 
Impearl’d with morning dew ; 

Or view the fruits the vineyard yields, 
Or the apple’s clust’ring bough. 

There in close embowered shades, 
Impervious to the noontide ray, 

By tinkling rills on rosy beds, 
We'll love the sultry hours away. 


GPaPILP IL IF 


ALL ODD FELLOWS IN TURN. 
( Barrett.) 


I’m odd in my manners, and odd is my song, 
Which, like most odd matters, is not very long ; 
My purpose to prove, from the peer to the clod, 
That we all have a something that makes us look 
odd. 
Derry down, &c. 


"T were odd if a lawyer right honest should be, 

Or should ever refuse, sirs, to pocket a fee; 

A cit flout at turtle, or Roscius at fame, 

Or a maid laugh at scandal, when thrown on her 
name. 


Derry down, &c. 


Then, since we’re all oddities, one with the other, 
As Odd fellows, let us study to serve one another ; 
Yet in one thing be even, and that, sirs, to sing 
Success to Old England, and God save the King. 
Derry down, Xc. 


PIP ELLIL? 


SWEET JANETTE OF THE GREEN. 
(Cherry. ) 


Not far fra’ bonny Aberdeen 
There dwelt a lassie fair; 

Wi’ silver skin, and sky-blue een, 
And locks of yellow hair : 

Her form was like the upright fir, 
Like waving corn her mien ; 

And love-sick lads accosted her 
Sweet Janette of the Green! 


Young Sandy loved this bonny maid, 
With a’ his tender heart ; 

But Sandy was a soldier-blade, 
And fra’ Janette must part ; 

She wept, she wailed, she greeted sair, 
Sa’t tears dropt fra’ her een ; 

«¢ T ne’er shall see my Sandy mair,” 
Cried Janette of the Green. 
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Now Sandy to the wars was gane, 
And Janette left to mourn ; 
With muckle sighs of grief and pain 
She prayed his safe return. 
When blear-eyed Meg came to her cot, 
(A wretch of haggard mien!) 
*« Dear lass,” she cried, ‘* Ill spae thy lot, 
Sweet Janette of the Green. 


<¢ Soon shall thy Sandy be a ghaist, 
Slain by the murd’ring sword ; 

And thou, wi’ a’ gude fortune graced, 
Shall wed a wealthy lord.” 

Aroint thee, wutch !—thow’st driv’n me daft, 
Wild glares my burning een, 

And Madness strikes its rankled shaft 
Through Janette of the Green. 


But soon young Sandy comes again, 
Their hearts wi’ joy rebound ; 

And Janette clasps her winsome swain, 
Wi’ wealth and honours crowned! 
The wretch that spaed her Sandy slain 

Na mair believed has been ; 
And Sandy in the heart doth reign 
Of Janette of the Green. 


POP PPI IPF 


HENRY AND LUCY. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 

ROUND youthful Henry’s restless bed, 

His weeping friends and parents pressed ; 
But she who raised his languid head, 

He loved far more than all the rest. 
Fond mutual love their bosoms fired, 

And nearly dawned their bridal day, 
Whien every hope at once expired, 

For Henry on his death-bed lay. 


The fatal truth the sufferer read 
In weeping Lucy’s downcast eye ; 
«« And must I, must I, then,” he said, 
‘« ’Ere thou art mine, my Lucy, die? 
No—deign to grant my last, last prayer, 
’T would soothe thy lover’s parting breath, 
Would’st thou with me to church repair, 
”Ere yet I feel the stroke of Death! 


«« For, trust me, love, I shall my life 
With something like to joy resign, 

If I but once may call thee wife, 
And, dying, claim and hail thee mine.” 

He ceased, and Lucy checked the thought 
That he might at the altar die— 

The prayer with such true love was fraught, 
How could she such a prayer deny? 


They reached the church,—her cheek was wan 
With chilling fears of coming woe, 

But triumph, when the rites began, 
Lent Henry’s cheek a flattering glow. 

The nuptial knot was scarcely tied, 
When Henry’s eye strange lustre fired ; 

«« She’s mine! she’s mine!” he falt’ring cried, 
And in that throb of joy expired. 


ENGLAND’S STOUT MAN OF WAR. 


THOUGH Greece all the arts once displayed on her 
coast, . 
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While courage will strengthen the nerves of each 


tar, 
In the castle of England, a stout man of war; 
When the thunder of battle rolls over the wave, 
And mariners combat their country to save, : 
Their conquest shall shine as the bright morning 
star, 
On the castles of England, the stout men of war. 


CHORUS. 


Their conquest shall shine as the bright morning 
star, 


On the castles of England, their brave men of 


war ! 


GLIPILII PF 


MUTTON-CHOPS ; 
OR, DRIPPING-PAN LOVERS. 
(G. Nicks.) 


A SOLDIER and a sailor once 
By Cupid were betrayed ; 
Both fell in love—oh, dire mischance, 
With the same black-eyed maid. 
The sailor by a cannon-shot, 
Was of a leg bereft, 
And, from that time, it was his lot 
To have but one leg left. 
Tollol derol, de rol, dol lol, dol lol, tol de rol, 
Dol dol de rol, de rol, dol lol. 


’Twas Molly Cook their love possessed, 
For she was plump and young ; 
And then such nice roast beef she drest, 
With chickens, ham, and tongue. 
Oh, thou enchanting Molly Cook, 
Too lovely, charming fair, 
Who on thy bill of fare could look, 
And yet to love forbear? 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


One day the sailor he came there, 
Rigged out in clothes quite new ; 
His trousers of striped cotton were, 
His jacket old true blue. 
«« Oh, charming Molly Cook,” he cried, 
«« My love,”—then made a stop.— 
«¢ What would you have ?”” Molly replied. 
Quoth he, “ a mutton-chop.” 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Poor Molly, as you all will guess, 
Expected something more ; 

And, moping, went (how could she less ?) 
The larder to explore. 

Says she, “‘ how will you have them drest, 
My hero of the navy ?” 

Quoth he, ‘* Dear Moll, I like ’em best 
Fried—and full of gravy.” 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


To cook ’em straight she did begin, 
And o’er the mutton sighed ; 
When lo! the soldier he marched in, 
Just as the chops were fried. 
Enraged—quoth he, ‘*‘ I treason smell, 
Your precious limb I’ll lop.” 
«« My eyes,” says Jack, “ what lies you tell, 
<< You only smell—a chop.” 
: Tol lol de rol, &c. 


And Rome could her temples and palaces boast, 
Yet what was a trophy, or fine gilded car, 

To the castle of England, a stout man of war? 
Majestic in grandeur she soars o’er the tide, 
The dread of her foes, but of Britons the pride, 
In thunder her vengeance is heard from afar, 
For the castle of England’s a stout man of war. 


Invaders may threaten, but bulwarks like these 


Will guard Britons’ island, the Queen of the Seas, 


A smart engagement did ensue 
Between these men of war; 
But mutton did the rage subdue 
Of soldier and of tar. 
On Molly’s chops these warlike men 
Fell fonl, like heroes bold ; 
What happened else—before—or then, 
Why— Molly never told. 
Tol lol de rol, &e. 
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THE HAPPY DAY. 
Air—“ Le Premier Jour.”—(W. Ball.) 


HYMEN! oh, how sweet thy hours— 
The marriage-day ! 
Kindly smile the fav’ring powers 
The first bright day ; 
Love! thrice-blest, celestial treasure ! 
Ts ours that day: 
All—with regretful pleasure, 
Recall that happy day! 
The happy, happy day! 


See the husband, blest and blessing, 
The first fond day ; 
But the soft advance repressing 
The next dull day ; 
Sad and cold as winter weather, 
The same long day! 
Ah ! count it altogether, 
?Tis but one happy day! 
One only happy day ! 


PPOIOL PPE? 


THE RAPTURES OF THE BOWL. 


BAccHUS, Jove’s delightful boy, 
Gen’rous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilirates my soul 

With the raptures of the bowl. 


Then with feathered feet I bound, 
Dancing in the festive round ; 
Then I feel, in sparkling wine, 
Transports delicate, divine. 


Then the sprightly music warms, 
Song delights, and beauty charms ; 
Debonair, and light, and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


GPG POLEF 


THE BIRTH-DAY OF ERIN. 
(W. H. Main.) 
WHEN laughing young Erin, great Neptune’s fair 


daughter, 
First raised her soft bosom the green waves 
above, 
Her long yellow locks floating loose o’er the 
water, 


Her sparkling eyes full of lustxe and love: 
Old Neptune, delighted, 
The Powers invited, 
To join in festivity, frolic, and gay ; 
At Neptune’s desire, 
Sol struck up his lyre, 
And Mars made his trumpet to ring through the 
place, 
And Pan piped away 
As they danced to the lay, 
While Jupiter thundered a great double bass : 
All merrily kept tune, 
To jolly old Neptune, 
As he struck up a lilt for his daughter’s birth- 
day! 


Gay Cupid soon paid to the nymph his addresses, 
And Hymen consenting, with amorous joy, 
Fair Erin returning his tender caresses, 
From their union proceeded a tight Irish boy! 
And surely his daddy, 
To honour young Paddy, 
Invited the gods toa bit of a lunch; 
Mars, to grace the young fellow, 
Endued him with valour, 
And Venus with beauty—Apollo with wit— 
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And Pallas with wisdom, © 
Had meant to assist him ; 
But Bacchus got drunk, and the goddess upset ; 
When asked for offence, he 
Declared, in defence, he 
Had ne’er before tasted such sweet whiskey punch. 


PL PIP LIF- 


9, THE ACCENTS OF LOVE. 
(E. C. Walker.) 


O, the accents of Love! can they ever again 
Speak peace to this desolate soul ; 
When o’er my life’s lord the deep floods of the 
main 
Now darkly and mournfully roll ? 
O, no! let them search in my Algernon’s grave, 
Would they learn where my heart is en- 
tombed ; 
Let them pierce to those chambers beneath the 
dark wave 
No sun-beam hath ever illumed. 


But let them not hope to revive it with sighs, 
Or reach it with accents of love ; 

’Twill mock their endeavours, for, buried, it lies, 
With fathomless waters above. 


LOI Ferre 


THE ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTALIST. 
Air—“ Bow, wow, wow.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHILE philosophic mania rage, 
In science most amazing 5 
In Fame’s great book I claim a page, 
To keep the world still gazing ; 
As theirs, ‘an equal right is mine, 
Who’re skilled in gull effect trick, 
To show that I in science shine 
A positive electric ! 


SPOKEN.] And in positive contravention of all 
positive theories on electricity, I am positively at- 
tractive, both as an electric and magnetic body ; 
combining the positive double power in my own 
single substance ; ecce signwm. And, although I 
have never yet positively set the Thames on fire, I 
positively intend to do it; all easy enough to me, 
as I can positively strike fire from a basin of cold 
water with a snap of my finger! I am an electrical 
phenomenon and a magnetical prodigy! so don’t 
be alarmed if I negatively set you in a blaze with 
the first, because I can positively quench it with 
the last, by attracting merry water from your eyes, 
enough to drown you in before I put you out, roast- 
ed and boiled, and electrically well cooked! But 
before I proceed farther with either electrics or 
non-electrics, let me entreat you, as I am a queer 
compound, —an electrical amalgamation of quiz . 
and quicksilver,—not to mistake a philosopher for 
an old clothes man; for, suffer me to add, it would 
be an insufferable degradation for an electrician to 
be taken for a barking tailor, because he barks his 
merits to the tune of a real scientific— 

Bow, wow, wow! 
While trying 
His electrifying 
Bow, wow, wow! 
The grand electrical machine 
And apparatus I am, 
That you, my coated jars, I mean, 
A full battery to try am ; 
But when your sides, full charged, are by 
Excitement, cracking after, 
The electrometer then I, 
To draw it off in laughter. 


SPOKEN.] I am in myself a gomplete magazine 
of electric fun and fulminating oddity ;—~a walking 
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machine of electrical comicality : my head is the 
cylinder, my brain the rubber, and my tongue the 
conductor of the fire of electric fancy ; so, while at 
full work in experimental operation, don’t be sur- 
prised if I should happen to explode all at once ! 
At any rate, I shall endeavour all I can to go off 
with a good loud report at last, like an electrical 
meteor or Congreve rocket, only with the differ- 
ence of having no hissing at my tail! Don’t admire 
snakes at all; and never could abide goose in my 
life, although a natural philosopher. However, I 
shall be satisfied now with proving myself an effec- 
tive experimentalist of the first order in the scien- 
tific— 
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Bow, wow, wow! 
While trying | 
An electrifying 

Bow, wow, wow! 


By positive electric FLASH, 
Negatively explicit, 

Or non-electric, ’tis your cash 
The learned would elicit ; 

My flash electric nzhil est 
But joke ;—multus in cause is ; 

For that ELECTRIC I hold best, 
Loud positive APPLAUSE is! 


SPOKEN.]| That is positive electricity, and—Oh! 
it is omnis in omnibus to me! no other hope or wish, 
pro multum lucri, of any thing but that. Few elec- 
tricians would be content with that though, by-the- 
by; and there are plenty of electricians, too. 
There is your pickpocket, he is an electrician of 
the first practice! His digits are all positive elec- 
trics; every thing he touches becomes electric, but 
are negative electrics if he miss them ; he gives 
the shock to many, yet never receives the shock 
himself, till Mr. Nab touches him! The tailor is 
an electrician, who only knows of one positive 
electric, and that is cabbage! The brewer’s pos- 
electric is the chymist’s poison-box : the gin-spin- 
ner’s and the baker’s electrics come from the same 
shop; and then we have doctors and butchers, 
parsons and pump-builders, barristers and block- 
makers, proctors and pigeon-fanciers, judges and 
Jew-jugglers, dukes and dancing-masters, prime 
ministers, pastry-cooks, fox-hunters, fishmongers, 
barons, blacking-makers, barrow-men, bishops, 
barbers, bell-hangers, bugle-blowers, bankers, and 
brush-makers ; captains, costermongers, lords and 
lumbermen, with a long LINE of et ceteras, all of 
whom are electricians in their own way, having 
their electrics positive and negative, as best may 
suit their purposes, although they don’t explode 
with the same eclat in going off that I do, in a po- 
sitive electric body of experimental— 

Bow, wow, wow! 
In trying 
Last electrifying 
Bow, wow, wow! 


PPREL LIP? 


THE ROSE OF AFFECTION. 


(M. J. Sullivan.) 


THE rose which you gave me at parting, my fair, 
Has withered and faded away, 

No longer its odours can perfume the air, 
All fragrance was gone in a day; 

But the promise you gave me will never depart, 
Its mem’ry still lingers behind ; 

And even the life-pulse must cease in my heart, 
Ere its soft hues shall fade from my mind. 


The rose of affection shall dwell in my breast, 
And warmer its bright tints shall glow; 

My solace it proves when by sorrow oppress’d, 
It blooms in the midst of my woe. 
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Thongh perished and faded, the sweet flower you 
gave, 
In my bosom its relics shall lie: 
This desolate form shall be sunk in the wave, 
Ere the rose of affection shall die. 


GIPPPR EELS 


THEN JOIN THE CRY, AND HAIL THE 
MORN. 


(Arnold. ) 


I LOVE to rise at early morn, 
To hail the sun’s first cheering ray ; 

I love to mark where whistling gay, 
While yet the dew-drop deck’d the thorn, 
To work the peasant plods his way, 

Rejoicing in the new-born day 


I love to see, with downcast eye, 
The ruddy milk-maid passing by ; 
But most I love to hear 
The jovial sportsman near, 
While in the woods around 
The cheerful notes resound : 
Then join the cry, and hail the morn, 
With hardy huntsman, hounds, and horn! 


GLGRIPLO?P 


THE ANCHORSMITHS. 
(Dibdin. ) 
LIKE /Mtna’s dread volcano, see the ample forge, 
Large heaps upon large heaps of jetty fuel gorge, 
While, Salamander like, the ponderous anchor lies, 
Glutted with vivid fire, through all its pores that 
; flies. 
The dingy anchorsmiths to renovate their strength, 
Stretch’d out in death-like sleep, are snoring at 
their length, 
Waiting the master’s signal, when the tackle’s 
force 
Shall, like split rocks, the anchor from the fire 
divorce. 
While as old Vulcan’s Cyclops did the anvil bang, 
In deaf’ning concert shall their ponderous ham- 
mers clang, 
And into symmetry the mass incongruous beat, 
To save from adverse winds and waves the gallant 
British fleet. 


Now, as more vivid and intense each splinter flies, 
The temper of the fire the skilful master tries ; 
And, as the dingy hue assumes a brilliant red, 
The heated anchor feeds that fire on which it fed, 
The huge sledge-hammers round in order they ar- 
range, 
And waking anchorsmiths await the look’d for 
change, 
Longing with all their force the ardent mass to 
smite, 
When issuing from the fire arrayed in dazzling 
white. 
And as old Vulcan’s Cyclops did the anvil bang, 
To make in concert rude their ponderous hammers 
clang, 
So the milehanee lump to symmetry they beat, 
To save from adverse winds and waves the gallant 
British fleet. 


The preparations thicken ; with forks the fire they 
goad, 

And now twelve anchorsmiths the heaving bellows 
load ; ; 

While arm’d from every danger, and in grim array, 

Anxious as howling demons waiting for their prey, 

The forge the anchor yields from out its fiery maw, 

Which, on the anvil prone the cavern shouts hur- 
rah! 
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Andiaow the scorch’d beholders want the power 
to gaze, 

Faint with its heat, and dazzled with its powerful 
Trays. 

While, as old Vulcan’s Cyclops did the anvil bang, 

To forge Jove’s thunderbolts, their ponderous 
hammers clang ; 

And, till its fire’s extinct, the monstrous mass they 
beat, 

To save from adverse winds and waves the gallant 
British fleet. 


GIL PL EOF 


ERE AROUND THE HUGE OAK. 
(O’Keefe.) 


ERE around the huge oak, that o’ershadows yon 
mill 
The fond ivy had dar’d to entwine ; : 
Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hill, 
Or a rook built his nest on the pine, 


Could I trace back the time, of a far distant date, 
Since my forefathers toil’d in this field ; 

And the farm I now hold on your honour’s estate, 
Is the same which my grandfather till’d. 


He, dying, bequeath’d to his son a good name, 
Which, unsullied, descended to me ; 
For my child I’ve preserv’d it, unblemish’d with 
shame, 
And it still from a spot shall go free. 


PIPL LE? 


THE TAILOR OF LEICESTER ; 
OR, THE DEVIL AND THE COBBLER’S WIFE. 
A GLEE. 

Air—“ Dame Durden.” —( Bryant. ) 


A TAILOR he lived in Leicester town, 
And he courted a cobbler’s wife ; 
The cobbler knocked the tailor down, 

Which caused a terrible strife ; 
There was, fight and scratch, 
And kick and tear, 

Oh! there was upon my life! 
There was rant and roar, 
And bawl and swear, 

About this cobbler’s wife. 


The cobbler’s wife was soon struck dead, 
She was buried too—and then 
To limbo went, and the devil, ’tis said, 
He sent her back again ; 
For twas fight and scratch, 
And kick and tear ; 
Oh! it was, upon my life! 
It was rant and roar, 
And bawl and swear, 
With the devil and cobbler’s wife. 


GLI FGIP? 


LOVELY PEGGY. 
( Garrick.) 


ONCE more I’I] tune the vocal shell, 

To hills and dales my passion tell, 

A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my Peggy. 

You, greater bards, the lyre should hit, 

For say, what subject is more fit, 

Than to record the sparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The sun first rising in the morn, 
That paints the dew-bespangled thorn, 
Does not so much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis’ lap to rest, 
He streaks with gold the ruddy west, 
He’s not so beauteous as, undrest, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
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When Zephyr on the vi’let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damask rose, 

It does not half the sweets disclose, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

I stole a kiss the other day, 

And, trust me, nought but truth I say, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not so sweet as Peggy. 


Was she arrayed in rustic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I’d feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To please my lovely Peggy ; 
With her a eotiage cele delight ; 
All’s happy when she’s in my sight, 
But when she’s gone, ’tis endless night ; 
All’s dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow’r to flow’r still rove, 
And linnets warble through the grove, 
Or stately swans the water love, 

So long shall I love Peggy. 
And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall strike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words shall be when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy. 


CPP FIBIS 


OH! PRITHEE, COME, MY SOLDIER BOY. 
( Dimond.) 


OH! come away, my soldier boy, 
From war to peace incline thee ; 
Thy laurel Time shall ne’er destroy, 
But love with roses twine thee. 

Come, come, away, 
Love chides thy stay, 
O, prithee, come, my soldier! 


Let fife and drum preserve their place, 
While softer sounds delight thee ; 
The fiddle shall our wedding grace, 
But horns shall never fright thee. 
Come, come away, &c 


GRIIIPLISD 


DEEPLY STILL, WITHOUT A MOTION. 


~ DEEPLY still, without a motion, 
Lies the bosom of the deep; 
While each breeze that roams the ocean, 
On its surface seems to sleep, 
Scarcely swells a single wave, 
All is silent as the grave. 
But Heaven grows brighter, 
The clouds part asunder, 
Loud murmurs the sea breeze 
That slumbered before ; 
The ship spreads her pinions, 
The billows break under 
Her prow as she passes ; 
But, lo! ’tis the shore. 


PL IP OLIPO 


MY KATHLEEN DEAR. 


THE morning was fine, and the month was July, 
The sun in the east it illumined the sky, 

When I first met my Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 


She milked a dun cow, which ne’er offered to stir 

Though wicked she was, she was gentle to her, 
So sweet was my Kathleen, 

My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 


She sung a new ballad, and when her voice thrilled, 

You’d swear the whole garden with music was filled, 
So sweet sung my Kathleen, 

My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 
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As she sat at the door one fine afternoon, 

To hear the cuckoo and to look at the moon, 
Oh! chilled was my Kathleen, 

My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 


She caught a sad cold which fell on her chest, 

And Kitty is now (though I’m not) at rest, 
For I weep for my Kathleen, 

My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 


The bird of all birds that I love the best 

Is the robin that in the church-yard buildsit’s nest, 

For it seems to watch Kathleen, hops lightly on 
Kathleen, 

My dear little Kathleen—my Kathleen dear. 


PPI LO PF 


STAND TO YOUR GUNS, MY HEARTS OF 
OAK. 


STAND to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be spoke, 
Victory soon will crown the joke ; 
Be silent, and be ready. 
Ram home your guns, and sponge them well, 
Let us be sure the balls will tell, 
The cannons’ roar shall sound their knell ; 
Be steady, boys, be steady. 


No yet, nor yet—reserve your fire, 
I do desire: Fire! 
Now the elements do rattle, 
The gods, amazed, behold the battle, 
A broadside, my boys! 
See the blood in purple tide 
Trickle down her battered side ; 
Winged with fate the bullets fly ;— 
Conquer, boys, or bravely die. 
Hurl destruction on you foes. 
She sinks—huzza ! 
To the bottom down she goes. 





GILL OPI F 


TOM TACKTIGHT. 
Air—** Wi!l Putty.””—( Gregory.) 


Tom TACKTIGHT was a tailor, O' 
He was so void of wit, you know, 
That he went courting to a crow, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Tacktight ! 


He was quite simple, like his fools, 
Nor could not keep within due rules, 
But must needs wed, like other fools, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


He’d given an inch and got a hell: 
She was powerful, young, and well; 
He knew’t better than I can tell, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c 


She was as hot as fire could be, 

And that she soon let Tacktight see, 

For his clothes ’bout him hung quite free, - 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


He repented the day that made ’em one, 
As much, perhaps, as any man: 
He pity deserves, but envy none, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


She made poor Tom work day and night ; 
If he refused she’d show her might, 
And black his peepers in fair fight, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


She master, yet she’d not her /ill, 
She made Tom fag against his will, 
But soon Tacktight was taken ill, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


He was so_bad, he took to’s bed, 
To conclude, Ill tell ye he is dead, 
And she’s got her match to her bed, 
Ri tiddle lol, &c. 


GPLIILIEIEM 


GREGORY RED TAIL. 


On! Gregory Red Tail is my name, 
You’ve heard it, sirs, before ; 
And, if you’ll listen to me again, 
I'll tell you a great deal more; 
I married a maid from Billingsgate, 
I thought her charms divine, 
Buta fit Jish, soon, she made of her mate, 
Oh! she’s a dab at the oyster-line. 
Oh! the oyster, the oyster, 
She’s a dab at the oyster line. 


She dipped her gills in morning purl, 
Alas! I had te control ; et 
And, if I only spoke one word, 
She threatened to mill my jowl. 
Alas! a terrible life I led 
With this bullocking rib of mine, 
And I cursed the day that I was wed, 
Or got into the oyster-line. 
Oh! the oyster, &c. 


The very first week that we were wed, 
The truth I must declare, ~ 
I found Sam Dab with her in bed, 
My eyes how it made me stare. 
I showed him fight, but he played so rough, 
These peepers he closed of mine, 
He pommelled my sconce, and he gave me enough, 
To be sick of the oyster line. 
Oh! the oyster, &c. 


But Ill he quits with this Jezebel yet, 
There’s sweet Polly Plaice and I, 
We’ll play her a game will make her fret, 
But for damages I wo’n’t try. 
If I go to the lawyers, I know very well, 
They'll spin me wastly fine, 
They’ | swallow the oyster and tip me the shell, 
For they’re all in the oyster-line. 
Oh! the oyster, &c. 


GILIVLIE PEF 


FAITHFUL POLL. 
(Dibdin.) 


WOULD’sT thou know, my lad, why every tar 
Finds with his lass such cheer, 
Tis all because he nobly goes, 
And braves each boisterous gale that blows, 
To fetch from climates near and far 
Her messes and her gear. 
For this, around the world Jack sails, 
While love his bosom warms ; 
For this, when safe and sound come back, 
Poll takes him to her arms. 


Ere Poll can make the kettle boil 
For breakfast, out at sea 
Two voyages long her Jack must sail, 
Encountering many a boisterous gale ; 
For the sugar to some western isle, 
To China for the tea. 
To please her taste, thus faithful Jack 
Braves dangers and alarms, 
While, grateful, safe and sound come back, 
Poll takes him to her arms. 


Morocco shoes her Jack provides, 
To see her lightly tread ; 
Her petticoat, of orient hue, 
And snow-white gown in India grew ; 
Her bosom Barcelona hides, 
Leghorn adorns her head. 
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Thus round the world sails faithful Jack, 
To deck his fair one’s charms, 

Thus, grateful, safe and sound come back, 
Poll takes him to her arms. 


GPPEIFIF IF? 


THE LITTLE WHITE COT; 
OR, ANNIE THE PRIDE OF THEM A’. 
(Upton. ) 


THOUGH Scotia may boast of its maids fair and 
free, 

O, the lassie that lives in the cottage for me ; 

In a little white cot by the Tay’s winding stream, 

Where the sun shows her image in each golden 
beam. 

O, yes, and no fairer the swains ever saw, 

Than Annie, the fairest, and pride of them a’. 


Though Scotia may sing of its castles and lairds, 
Of its beauties and chieftains, in songs of its bards, 
No minstrel ¢’er yet found the theme of his lays 
So pleasing as Annie, the gem of my praise! 

O, yes, and the laddies proclaim it afar— 

’Tis Annie, the fairest, and pride of them a’! 


And, Scotia, thy bells shall melodiously play 
When I and my charmer to kirk gang away ; 

O, yes, and her brows with sweet roses I’]] twine, 
When Annie, the Maid of the Cottage, is mine ; 
While each lad and lassie shall envy us twa, 

Dear Annie, the fairest, and pride of them a’. 


PLIGG ILI? 


ONCE REASON, THEY SAY, A LADY 
LOVED. 


( Beazley.) 


ONCE Reason, they say, a lady loved, 
And tried every means to get her, 
But Reason—alas! he very soon proved 
That the lady loved somebody better. 
For, whenever poor Reason would knock at the 
door, 
Intending with wisdom to court her ; 
«« Not at home,” was the answer for ever in store, 
From Cupid, her ladyship’s porter : 
For woman and Reason can seldom agree, 
So Cupid refused his petition ; 
My mistress would turn me away, sir, said he, 
If Reason once gained an admission. 


The lady grew older, but Cupid did not ; 
_ He’s as young and as fresh as the morning ; 
So Reason contrived, with a sober thought, 
To make the poor dame give him warning : 
But Cupid, not wishing his post to resign, 
Gently tapped in his turn at the door, sir; 
«‘ Not at home, sir;” quoth Reason, “ the lady 
is mine ;” 
So Cupid was keard of no more, sir; 
Quoth Reason, delighted, ‘‘ the lady is won, 
<¢ My empire, I see, is beginning.” 
Bnt, alas! he soon found that, when Cupid was 
gone, 
The lady was scarce worth the winning. 


GLP POLIS 


COME, HOPE, AND CHEAT 
AGAIN! 


(Cumberland. ) 


CoME, Hope, thou little cheating sprite, 
And let us set the quarrel right; 
Come thou to me, 
Or I to thee ; 
No matter, so we both agree. 
You told me Phillis would be true ; 
IT trusted her—I trusted you ; 


ME ONCE 
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She proved a jade, 
I was betrayed, 

And this was one false trick you played. 


You promised me to launch a dart 
At Parthenissa’s stubborn heart ; 
You swore ’twould hit, 
The deuce a bit ; 
It missed, you told—a second tit. 


You said, base imp, that I should find 
Belinda best of human kind ; 
The knot was tied, 
She was my bride, 
She was my plague—again you lied. 


A thousand times you vowed and swore, 
And fibbed and flattered o’er and o’er, 
Though all was vain, 
It lulled my pain ; 
Come, then, and cheat me once again. 


ALL IN THE MONTH OF AUGUST. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


OBADIAH SNAGS he was buried, and for why ? 
It happened on the first of August ; 
He never would have suffered it, 
chanced to die 
A week before the first of August ; 
I lived with him, as usher, when he taught school 
night and day, 
And, when the pretty little boys their ‘essons 
couldn’t say, 
This cruel-hearted monster gave ’em leave to go 
and play, 
All in the month of August. 


Except a dozen duck-legged ladies, every body 
owns, 
In May or June, July or August, 
There never was a nicer girl than little Jenny 
Jones, 
Bright and comely as the moon in Augus*. 
She kept Obadiah’s house, which I bought in days 
of bliss, 
And thought I’d hire the maid, whom nobody 
thought amiss ; 
Gave her wages, tea and sugar, veils, and, now 
and then—but this 
Was not upon the first of August. 


but that he 


They laid a little foundling in a great ’squire’s 


ed, 
This happened on the first of August ; 
Being pretty, it was very like both Jane and me, 
’twas said, 
All in the month of August ; 
And the dozen duck-legged ladies, mighty glad to 
find a flaw, 
Because poor Jenny disappeared, they laid it 
down as law 
That she and I, 
ox’s paw, 
All in the month of August. 


The Squire would not listen to a word I had. to 
say, 
All in the month of August, 
And neighbours came and took my little scholars 
all away, 
This was in the month of August. 
My wife had died, and each one cried ’twas my 
fault, great and small, 
So 1 shut up my school, and much I grieve my 
sorrows to recall, 
Lost ev’ry boy I’d got through one I never had at 


no matter how, had made a 


a 
And so much for the month of August. 
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YE PRETTY WANTONS, WARBLE. 


[From Heywood’s ‘* Fayre Maid of the Exchange,” 


1615.] 


Ye little birds, that sit and sing, 
Amidst the shady vallies, 
And see how Phillis sweetly walks, 
Within her garden alleys ; 
Go, pretty birds, about her bower, 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower, 
Ah me! methinks I see her frown, 
Ye pretty wantons, warble. 


Go tell her, through your chirping bills, 
As you by me are bidden, 

To her is only known my love, 
Which from the world is hidden. 

Go, pretty birds, and tell her so, 

See that your notes strain not too low, 

For still, methinks, I see her frown, 
Ye pretty wantons, warble. 


Go, tune your voices’ harmony, 
And sing I am her lover; 
Strain loud and sweet, that every note 
With sweet content may move her; 
And she that has the sweetest voice, 
Tell her I will not change my choice ; 
Yet still, methinks, I see her frown, 
Ye pretty wantons, warble. 


Oh fly, make haste, see, see, she falls 
Into a pretty slumber ; 

Sing round about her rosy bed, 
That, waking, she may wonder. 

Say to her ’tis her lover true, 

That sendeth love by you and you, 

And when you hear her kind reply, 
Return with pleasant warblings. 


GPYVLIP PPE 


THE PRIEST OF THE PARISH. 
(Cherry. ) 


THE priest of the parish must lead a rare happy 
life, 
When his parishioners, all full of grace, 
Each boy with his girl, each man with his happy 
wife 
Hearts full of joy, and smiles in each face. 
The pipers play sweetly, the dancers so frisky are, 
The priest of the parish he lilts up a song ; 
Girls ripe for kisses, the boys ripe for whisky are, 
Jug, jig, and jollity, ail the night long. 
With a whack, &c. 


It Pat squeeze the hand of Shelah O’Dogherty, 
Dermot he looks with a frown on his face, 
Tips the wink, with his finger, to Murtoch O’Fla- 
herty, 
Who trips up Pat’s heels, and stands right in 
his place. 
In a bit of a frolick, each boy gets a thump or so, 
The girls never mind who’s right or who’s 
wrong, 
A crack on the back is of love but a thump or so, 
And the ev’ning concludes just as I do my song. 
With a whack, &c. 


OL LPL EIIF 


LIGHTLY TREAD, ’TIS HALLOWED 
GROUND. 


A GLEE. 


LIGHTLY tread, ’tis hallowed ground, 
Hark! above, below, around, 

Fairy bands their vigils keep, 

Whilst frail mortals sink to sleep ;_ 
And the moon, with feeble rays, 

Gilds the brook that bubbling plays, 
As in murmurs soft it flows, 

Music meet for lovers’ woes. 
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LOVELY WOMAN! CHARMING WOMAN. 
(H. B. Code.) 


WHEN to lovely woman’s power 
Man submits his raptured soul, 
Then he culls ife’s sweetest flower, 
And his hours in pleasures roll. 

Nor shall meaner ties invading 
Tempt deluded man to stray, 
Bliss alone, when love pervading, 
Bends him to dear woman’s sway. 
Lovely woman! 
Charming woman! 
The best and dearest gift of life. 


Earth contains no other treasure 
That the truly wise should prize, 
Life, no sweeter, dearer pleasure 
Than when love beams from her eyes 
He alone to heaven aspiring, 
E’er can hope its joys to know, 
Who, no other heaven desiring, 
Worships woman here below. 
Lovely woman! &c, 


GPPPLIFPIL A 


PALE FACES, STAND BY, 


PALE faces, stand by, 

And our bright ones adore; | 
We look like our wine, 

You worse than our score. 


Come, light up your pimples, 
All art we outshine ; 

When the rosy god paints, 
Each streak is divine. 


Clean glasses are pencils, 
Old claret is oil; 

He that sits for this picture, 
Must sit a good while. 


PLP POPPER 


HOPE TOLD A FLATTERING TALE. 


HoPE told a flattering tale, 
That Joy would soon return ; 
Ah, nought my sighs ayail, 
For Love is doomed to mourn. 


Ah, where’s the flatterer gone? 
From me for ever fiown ; 

The happy dream of love is o’er, 
Life, alas! can charm no more. 


PSP PP LEP 


THE WARRIOR’S FAREWELL. 
Air—* So fades the Rose.” —( Miss Bryant.) 


ADIEU, sweet maid, this trembling heart 
At one sad echo seems to start, 
It is that thou and I must part. 
Farewell, my love. 


Ah! hide that soft and glist’ning tear, 
For should another now appear, 
’Twould make me ever linger here! 
Farewell, my love, 


Glory bids me haste away, 

Honour calls, I must obey, 

Yet Thought to thee must fondly stray . 
Farewell, my love 


Weep on! ah, when I’m absent mqurn; 

But, on the wings of Rapture borne, 

Hoard all thy smiles for my return. 
Farewell, my love. 


But think not, sweet, though doomed to go, 

I wish thy days to pass in woe ; 

Say, could you smile ?—t hat tear says no. 
Farewell, my love. 
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He shook and he shivered, his teeth chattered and lips quiverea. 
When he cried, *¢ O, good hobgoblin, I pray you mercy show 
A queer little man who’s a long way to go.” 








THE QUEER. LITTLE MAN, 


A QUEER little man, very “ how came you so,” 
Went home on a dingy night ; 

It was past twelve o’clock—he’d a long way to go, 
And he walked like a crab left and right. 

At the corner of a lane, quite a lonely retreat, 

He saw something tall, and as white as a sheet 5 
He shook and he shivered, 
His teeth chattered and lips quivered ; 

And with fear, as well as fuddling, he staggered to 

and fro, ; 
This queer little man, who’d a long way to go. 


This queer little man then he fell on his knees, 
With fright you’d suppose half dead ; 
And as on it he looked it o’ertopped the trees, 
And had two saucer-eyes in its head : 
When a very death-like voice said, in a very drear 
tone, 
«* With me you must go, for your grave’s nearly 
done :” 
He shook and he shivered, 
- His teeth chattered and lips quivered : 
When he cried, “‘ O, good hobgoblin, I pray you 
mercy show 
A queer little man who’s a long way to go.” 


This queer little man, he fell flat as a flail, 
A great explosion heard he, 
And jumped up in a crack—for a cracker at his 
tail 
Set him capering just like a parched pea. 
from around the goblin’s head burst some long 
streams of fire, : ae 
And the cracker once spent left him sprawling in 
the mire. 
Some wags (’twas a whacker) 
Thus with turnip, squib, and cracker, 
Cured, through fear, of all his fuddling, completely, 
you must know, 
This queer little man who’d a long way to go. 


GAIL IAFL 
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AWAKE! ON YOUR HILLS,—ON YOUR 
ISLANDS, AWAKE! 


(Sir Walter Scott.) 


AWAKE! on your hills—on your islands, awake! 
Brave sons of the mountain, the firth, and the lake! 
’Tis the bugle,—but not for the chase is the call : 


’Tis the pibroch’s shrill summons,—but not to the 
hall. 


’Tis the summons ef heroes for conquest or death, 

When the banners are blazing on mountain or 
heath ; 

They call to the dirk, the claymore, and the targe, 

To the march and the muster, the line and the 
charge. 


Be the brand of each chieftain like Fin’s in his ire ! 

May the blood through his veins flow like currents 
of fire ! 

Burst the base foreign yoke as your sires did of 
yore, 

Or die like your sires, and endure it no morc. 


PRI LLIIS#? 


A PLAYHOUSE OF LIQUOR. 
(G. Colman.) 


A PLAYHOUSE of liquor, ’tis found, 
Reminds us—I’ve instances twenty ; 
Some plays much in spirits abound ; 
And then we have melo drams plenty. 
A manager’s draught we all know, 
When business‘runs dry, is no thumper ; 
But let all his house overflow, 
He cries, “* D—me, to-night I’ve a bumper.”’ 
Rum ti iddity, &e, 


Many actors are certainly mun, 
And folks, in the critical line, 

Say comedians are given to mun, 
And tragedians are given to wine. 
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Then Juliet, ’tis plain has her bier, 
To the family vault ere they’ve brought her, 
Fair Ophelia alone ’tis we hear, 
Who, poor creature, had too much water. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


King Lear, in the midst of his court, 
Inquires which way Burgundy went ; 
And Richmond, though just come to port, 
Soon rouses King Dick from his tent. 
While black strap Othello the shock 
Of jealousy feels through his brain ; 
Iago sticks close to his hock, 
And tips him a dose of sham pain. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Thus a theatre, waving dry faets, 
Is a tavern for critic spectators, 
And when they are slow ’twixt the acts, 
The audience, alas! are the waiters. 
Plays, like wines, are some sour and some sweet ; 
They please and disgust various throttles : 
The plays that succeed are called neat, 
And damn’d pieces are all the cork’d bottles. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


GLI P EEG 


LOVE TAUGHT MY SOUL TO BROOK 
CONTROL. 


(T. Moore.) 


LOVE taught my soul to brook control, 
Till then I scorned submission : 

To woman now I kneel—I bow, 
Her charms extort confession. 

How cold to Jove that heart must prove, 
That warms not at her beauty : 

Her very look is nature’s book, 
And teaches man his duty. 


Her sparkling eyes, where doubtless lies 
The gem of all perfection, 

Illume the mind with bliss refined, 
And claim of man protection. 

Then preud Vl wear, for thee, my fair, 
The chain that binds for ever 

My fate to thine, and ne’er repine, 
Fond woman! never, never. 


OL PPL IOPD 


SANDY AND ALICE. 
(G. S. Carey.) 


YOUNG Sandy was pressed from his Alice’s side, 
As they strayed to converse in the dale, 

And Sandy was wooing the maid as his bride, 
When the gang stopped his amorous tale. 

They tore him away, though she fell on her knee, 
And implored them to spare her dear swain, 
For the wretches were deaf to her heart-rending 

plea, 
And they hurried him off to the main. 


She stood all alone, a pale statue of grief, 
Till at length the tears burst from her eyes, 

No friend was there near to afford her relief, 
And the damsel applied to the skies. 

The night-cheering moon was absorbed in a cloud, 
And the winds sudden rose in the north; 

The flocks, on the mountains, too, bleated aloud, 
And the waves roared and foamed in the Forth. 


At that instant the galley was making its way, 
With the heart-swelling Sandy on board ; 

Who spied, at a distance, the ship, where she lay, 
In the mouth of the Forth firmly moored. 

But the sea with the mountains determined to vie, 

. _ For each wave left a valley below ; 
Be steady, be steady, good lads! was the cry, 

Or down, down to the bottom we go! 
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This no sooner was said, than a turbulent wave 
Rendered useless the skill of each oar ; 

For they all sunk, at once, in a watery grave! 
All but one, who was washed on the shore : 
’Twas Sandy, for whom the kind fates interfered, 

As a token that nought should remove 
The bondage of faith, while it strictly adhered 
To the dear hallow’d mandates of love. 


He fied to his Alice, who mourned to despair, 
But when she her Sandy beheld, 

His presence soon vanquished her visiter, Care, 
And the vapours of Sorrow dispelled. 

To the mountains they fled, far away from the 

main, 

Where no rude assailants engage : 

No ruffian to part the fond lovers again, 
Till old Time shall intrude with old Age. 


e 


GLP aALLOESF 


THE MAGPIE. 
(Upton. ) 
THE maid to the magpie said, “ pretty mag, mag’ 
I’d not forthe world injure you;” 
Which made it to answer, or rather to brag, 
«¢ You are loved by a lad kind and true.” 
<¢ Ah! now, saucy bird,” she exclaimed, “‘ were 
it so 
To kiss you T wouldn’t long lag.” 
«© Then do,” cried the bird, “‘ and the truth you 
shall know, 
As sure as I’m mag, pretty mag.” 


The maid kiss’d the magpie, and mag kiss’d the 
maid, 

Which caused her in fondness to say, , 

< Little prater, you talk like the men, I’m afraid, 
Who flatter, to win and betray.” ; 

“© O, no,” said the magpie, and flutter’d his wing, 
“« Believe what I say isnot brag; _ 

Thy bosom shall never feel perjury’s sting, 
As sure as I’m mag, pretty mag.” 


The maid press’d the talker with joy to her heart, 
And vow’d he should feed on the best! 
Yet hoped that the tongue which such bliss could 
impart, 
Would never turn hope into jest. 
“© O, no,” said the magpie, “ I speak, and speak 
truth, 
Though some may be given to brag ; 
And see! to confirm it, here comes the dear youth, 
As sure as I’m mag, pretty mag.” 


MY HEART’S IN THE HIGHLANDS. 
(Burns. ) 


My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not 
here ;— 

My heart’s in the Highlands a chasing the deer ; 

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go. 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, — 

The birth-place of valour, the country of worth; 

Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 


Farewell to the mountains high, covered with 
snow ; 

Farewell to the straths and green valleys below : 

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods. 

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not 
here ;— 

My heart’s in the Highlands, a chasing the deer; 

Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go. 
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THE DELIGHTS OF A CHRISTENING. 
( Dibdin.) 
GUSTAVUS FREDERICK RICHARD’s young New- 
come’s name, 
The sponsors have promised that while he is 
young 
They'll teach him the devil and his works to 
; shame— 
And, when he grows up, the vulgar tongue! 
And see, the procession from church the street 
fills, 
Led on by the parson with his rosy gills ; 
And now they’re come home, and the wit flies 
about, 
Old niggardly Care by Good-Humour kicked out. 


SPOKEN.] Let me look at the pretty creature. 
Oh, bless his innocent heart’: mammy’s eyes and 
daddy’s nose to a T.—I never saw such a little sen- 
sible creature in my life.—Why, yes, I think he’ll 
make avery good match formy Georgina Carolina 
Helena Virgina Gridelina Cosmopolita Maria 
Mopsey—Lad, madam, why what a vast quan- 
tity of children you must ha’ got.—Goth Vandal 
and Hottentot.—What’s that more of ’em?—No, 
no, neighbour, that’s my wife’s only daughter.— 
What ! with all that string? why, it I was a girl, 
and people were to go through such a catalogue 
with me, I wish I may die, if I shouldn’t think 
they were calling me names. Liddle, liddle, lid- 
dle, liddle! Oh, the dear little creature! Oh, I 
wish I was married, and had such a sweet little 
child as you. 


So at it go the clacks, not a tittle heard that’s 
spoke, 

And he’s the greatest wit that can crack the loud- 
est joke : 

All talking away, and nobody listening, 

Who’s so merry and so cherry as people at a chris- 
tening? 


Now the fiddles are tuning, and up stands the 


throng, 
Miss calls a cotillion her Ma aiamong ; 

In a jig, Madam Lump wants her limbs to reveal 
And Alderman Ninepin would fain take a reel. 
Widow Hobble.a minuet begs she may walk, 

Thus they glide, and they hop, and they skip, and 
they stalk, 

Till silence, there! silence, they twenty times 

bawl, 
And a country-dance quickly reconciles all, 


SPOKEN.] Stay, stay, stay; before the dance 
begins, I move that all the gentlemen salute the 
ladies.—Lad! now, what a parcel of nonsense! 
how can you be so stupid? I beg you wo’n’t come 
near me.—Well, then, better give a fool a kiss 
than be troubled with him.—My dear Miss, shall I 
have the inexpressible and indescribable pleasure, 
honour, felicity, delight, and satisfaction ?—No, 
sir; I desire you'll go about your business ; I didn’t 
know I came here to be affronted.—Lad! Miss, 
how can you be so frumpish? the Captain only 
asked for a civil salute: I assure you J shall not 
make such a fuss about it.—Places! places! 


‘Figure in hands across right and left, and now 


, uohey. 

So they skip, and they jump, and they foot it 
away ! 

Nor to fiddles, nor themselves, nor anything lis- 
tening, 

_ Who so merry and so cherry as people at a chris- 
tening ? 

Now the fans and the handkerchiefs soon go to 
pot :— 

Pm all in a muck ;—I’m prodigiously hot ;— 
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Some hartshorn and water;—I’m fainting, 1 
> io} 


vow 3— 

So they Bive her the brandy.—Well; how are you 
now ? 

I’m prodigiously better ;—you are a good soul. 

Wash it down with some negus.—Well, give me 
the bowl. 

And now the gay dance to the supper gives place, 

The guests take their seats, and the parson says 
grace. 


_SPOKEN.] I move that every gentleman sits next 
his partner.—Come, Miss Clack, what shall I 
help you to ?—Shall I add a little to your abun- 
dance ?—Now, youthink I have a great deal of 
tongue.—Oh, no, my love, I meant brains.— Miss 
Jazey, the Doctor drinks your health.—Lord ! how 
could you do so, pulling me by the sleeve, I have 
thrown the mustard into the gooseberry tart.— 
Thank you, Doctor.—Pray, sir, is there any pub- 
lic news ?—I tell you it’s all a parcel of nonsense 
and stuff: eighteen thousand men killed! for my 
own part, I have too much charity to believe it.— 
Well, these are excellent puffs.—Oh, sir, the 
newspapers are full of them.—Upon my word, 
ma’am, you make capital punch.—I propose a 
toast.—Here’s the young Christian’s health, and 
may he give us as good punch as this at the chris- 
tening of his first boy, and as handsome a fee. 
That of course.— And now, Doctor Drencher’s 
health and song.—I’ll give you, gentlemen, Death 
and the Lady.—And thus the song, and the glass, 
and the jest go round,— 


Till in—Old Care, begone—Hearts of Oak—Derry 
down— 

And if Love’s a Sweet Passion, their cares they all 
drown ; 

Singing, bellowing, and laughing, and nobody 
listening, 

Who so merry and so cherry as people at a chris- 
tening ? 


GILLIE LIOP? 


BUT SHOULD SHE FALL, FAREWELL AT 
ONCE TO LIFE. 


A BRAVURA. 
(C. E. Walker.) 


THE bolt has burst! the cloud that hung 
So long in air suspended 
Hath now abroad its terrors flung, 
Hath now, in fiery storm, descended ! 
And hark! the Moslem trumpet calls,— 
Haste, haste, to man the fortress-walls. 


Soldiers of Heaven! who burn to shed 
Heaven’s vengeance on the unfaithful head, 
Oh, shrink not, since no mortal power 
Can haste or stay Death’s certain hour. 


No more let Alla nerve my hand, 
And be our battle-word, 
Destruction to yon impious band,— 
The Koran or the sword! 
Yet be some hov’ring spirit near, 
To shield Amanda through the doubtful strife ; 
Right onward, dauntless, then I’ll bear, 
But, should she fall,—farewell at once to life! 


CLIFF IIE 


O, LET ME HUSH THY TENDER FEARS. 
(Lady Morgan. ) 


O, LET me hush thy tender fears 
That prophecy our love’s deeay, 

And kiss away those stealing tears 
That all my timid doubts betray ; 
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For though the wing of each fleet hour 
Should brush some honey charm away, 

Yet fear not, love, to lose thy power,— 
The soul that won can ne’er decay. 


Still glowing on thy cheeks I’ll find 

The lingering Bich of passion’s dye, 
And beaming from thy kindly mind 

A ray still brightening in thine eye 


PIPE PPLE? 


WOMEN AND WINE; 
OR, SMACK AND KISS IN CHORUS. 


LET sons of Slaughter try their skill 
In hunting fox or hare ; 
We'll join the chase, but scorn to kill, 
Unless it’s to kill Care. 
Soa chase shall haily gaily be, 
Women and wine before us ; 
We'll hunt the bottle merrily, 
Smack and kiss in chorus. 
Smack and kiss, &c. 


Great Alexander’s fury hurled, 
In hunting he’d not halt ; 
For, after hunting all the world, 
He found himself in fault. 
Soa chase shall haily, 


Grave undertakers join the chase, 
We halt for loss of, breath ; 
For, when we’ve run our earthly race, 
We come in at the death. 
So a chase shall haily, 


&e. 


&e. 


The parsons are our hunting men, 
Which no one can deny ; 
They hunt for goslings, one in ten, 
And pigs tithe in their sty. : 
Soa chase shall haily, 
High fill your glasses, fill apace, 
We'll drink away to Fame ; 
Liquor and love shall be our chase,— 
Women and wine our game. 


So a chase shall haily, &c. 


GRIPE ELIF 


THE CHAPTER OF POCKETS. 
(G. Colman.) 


OH! long life to the girls who revive, without 
pother, 

The modes of our darling original mother, 

For Eve was straight as the sticks of sky-rockets, 

And first set the fashion of wearing no pockets ; 

Then, ladies, go cool, don’t care a splinter 

For easterly winds, or a hard frosty winter, 

With petticoat loose, genteelly and clever, 

So flannel be d—d, and the ague for ever. 


Mrs, Eve, who with panniers her sides wou’dn’t 
saddle, 
Never thought of a pocket to hold in her daddle ; 
By my Hine the invention’s quite handy and sen- 
sible, 
So bless ev’ry lady’s dear gweet indispensible. 
Then, ladies, go cool, &c. 


From Cork Paddy came, and the English defined 
him ; 
As wearing ‘his coat neatly buttoned behind him; 
Tit for tat, English girls, the Pats all adore ye, 
Then pray visit Cork, with your pockets before ye. 
Then, ladies, go cool, &c. 


For one of our boroughs not free from infection, 
Should a lady set up at the gen’ral election ; 
With pocket in hand, and the mopusses in it, 
Oh, she’d be at the head of the pole in a minute. 
Then, ladies, go cool, &c. 
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The great Tristram Shandy, and no one was 
apter, 

Once threatened on pockets to write a big chapter: _ 

My chapter on pockets I give harum searum ; 

So bless the dear creatures, however they wear 

‘ them. 

Then, ladies, go cool, don’t care a splinter, 

For man must adore ye, both summer and win- 
ter ! 

Sweet are your smiles in all changes of weather, 

So bless all your faces and pockets together. 


PL ILL IPI? 


FILL ME A BOWL,—A BRIMMER FILL. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


I LOVED a maid, she proved unkind, 
And laughed my vows to scorn ; 

My plaints I wafted to the wind, 
With grief my heart was torn. 


But, as the brim-full cup I seized, 
Love spread his pinions wide ; 

I quaffed, and felt my bosom eased ,— 
’Twas Bacchus at my side. 


No more the willow spray Ill twine, 
Farewell, deceitful fair! 

Weave me a chaplet of the vine ; 
Avaunt, corroding Care! 


Fill me a bowl,—a brimmer fill! 
Tis thus I drown Love’s smart ; 

No wound but sparkling wine will kill, 
Though rankling in the heart. 


LP OL IFS Pa 


EVERY MAN HIS OWN PILOT. 
(Dibdin. ) 


I WAS saying to Jack, as we talked t’other day 
About lubbers and snivelling elves, 
That if people in life did not steer the right way, 
They had nothing to thank but themselves. 
Now when a man’s caught by those mermaids the . 
girls, 
With their flattering, palaver, and smiles, 
He runs, while he’s listening to their falderals, 
Bump ashore on the Scilly Isles. 
Thus in steering in life, as in steering with us, 
To one course in your conduct resort, 
In foul winds leaving luff, and no near, keep her 
thus, 
In honour’s line ready, 
When fair, keep her steady, 
And neither to starboard incline nor to port. 


If he’s true in his dealings, life’s wind to defy, 
And the helm has a trim and right scope, 
Not luffing, but keeping the ship full and by, 
He may weather the Cape of Good Hope. 
But if he steers large, in temptation’s high sea, 
And to pleasure gives too much head way ; 
Hard-a-port goes the helm, the ship’s brought by 
the lee, 
And she founders in Botany Bay. 
Thus in steering in life, &c. 


In wedlock, so many wrong courses are made 
They part convoy so oft and so fast, 
Till so fond they are grown of that same guinea 
trade, 
Cape Farewell is their anchorage at last. 
Some men, I must own, to be dubbed may be 
born, 
But this for the wives I will say, 
They seldom or ever bear down for Cape Horn, 
Till the husbands have shown them the way. 
Thus in stee¥ing in life, &e. 
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As to mucinous spirits that through the world roll, 
f we had ’em a-board, Jack, with we, 
They should make no-man’s land, and skulk through 
lubber’s hole, 
And at last be laid in the Red Sea. 
But fine honest fellows, to honour so dear, 
Shall, in this world, be by nothing perplexed, 
Of False Bay get to windward, bring up in Cape 
Clear, 
And bespeak a snug birth in the next. 
Thus in steering through life, &c. 


GILPIP EPH 


LOVE IN MY BOSOM LIKE A BEE 
(T. Lodge, 1614.) 


LOVE in my bosom like a bee 
Doth suck his sweet ; 

Now with his wings he plays with me, 
Now with his feet. 


Within mine eyes he makes his nest, 
His bed amid my tender breast ; 

My kisses are his daily feast, 

And yet he robs me of my rest, 


Strike I my lute—he tunes the string, 
He music plays, if I so sing; 

He lends me every living thing, 

Yet, cruel, he my heart doth sting. 


What if I beat the wanton boy, 
With many a rod, 

He will repay me with annoy, 
Because a god. 


Then sit thou safely on my knee, 
And let thy bower my bosom be; 
O, Cupid, so thou pity me, 

I will not wish to part from thee. 


GRIP OVPSF 


WE SHALL YET BE BLEST AND FREE. 
(C. E. Walker.) 


NoT more sweet the water gushing 
In the thirsty pilgrim’s ear ; 
Not more dear the day-beam blushing 
On the nighted traveller’s fear, 
Than the strain which whispers me, 
We shall yet be blest and free! 


' Voice of hope, thy fairy numbers 
Wake my tranced soul again! 
Glad I start from sorrow’s slumbers, 
Listening to thy magic strain. 
Hark! again it whispers me, 
We shall yet be blest and free. 


PLC PPL er 


LET US ENJOY THE TOSSING OFF OUR 
GLASSES, 
(Captain Morris.) 
LET us be cheerful while we can, 
And lengthen out the short-lived span, 
Enjoying every hour ; 
The moon itself we see decay, 
Beauty’s the worse for every day, 
And so’s the sweetest flower. 


How oft, dear.Tom, have we been told, 
That you and I are both grown old, 
By young and wanton lasses ; 
Then since our time is now so short, 
_ Let us enjoy the only sport, 
Of tossing off our glasses. 


From town, my lad, we’ll move the scene, 

And steal away to Richmond green, 
There, free from noise and riot, 

Mary each morn shall fill us tea, 

Spread bread and butter, and then we 
Each night get drunk in quiet. 
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At dinner time we’ll drink about, 
No matter who isin or out, 

Till wine or sleep o’ertake us, 
Each man may nod, or nap, or wink, 
And when it is our turn to drink, 

Our neighbours shall awake us. 


Then, here’s the King, God bless his grace ! 
Though neither you nor I have place, 
He’s many a sage adviser, 
And yet no treason’s sure in this, 
Let who will take the prayer amiss, 
We wish them all much wiser. 


PPOGP PEP 


THE TRIP TO RICHMOND BY WATER. 


Air—** Charley over the Water.” 


THE tide it will serve, and the weather is fine, 

And, as Sunday’s a day we have leisure, 
If you’ll think of a place to conveniently dine, 

We'll make up a party of pleasure. 
There’s Kate and her cousin, there’s Bill and his 

wife, 

And then there’s old Pops and his daughter, 

With me or three friends, besides you, my dear 
ife, 

Zooks’ you'll all go to Richmond by water. 

SPOKEN.] What, nobody come yet? this is just 
the way I am sarved when I want to go a plea- 
suring. Well, I say, is Muggins come yet? No. 
No! why not? His wife wo’n’t let him come to 
go. Wife wo’n’t let! phoo! folly! pitch ’em all 
to the devil: damned nonsense! petticoat govern- 
ment, and all that—I wouldn’t stand it. What’s 
that you say, sir? Nothing, my dear. Yes, you 
did, sir; I heard you—about petticoat-govern- 
ment; you are not under petticoat-government, 
sir :—stop till I get you home, sir, I’ll pay you for 
this. My dear, I said nothing, only that every 
man ought to do what his wife tells him. Wiil 
Mr. Stave, the cooper, come? No, sir ; he can’t 
come. No! why not? Why, sir, his children 
have all got the hoop-ing cough, and his wife is all 
but gone, so he means to smoke his pipe at home, 
for once, in peace and quietness. Now, here’s all 


| our party broke up—I never saw any thing like it; 


we sha’n’t have any body come now. Yes, we 
shall, and here they all come—what a lot—well, 
how are you? why haven’t you brought Sally? 
Don’t mention her; we have sent her off; she was 
too much in the way of the family. What’s that 
you say—Sally was in the family-way? My dearsir, 
hush! you’ll take away her character.~ Well, she 
ought to be obliged to any one to do that—I’m sure 
it was a very bad one. Vell, if you’re going, vhy 
don’t you come. What, are we going in that ere 
little jemmy thing? That, sir? why that’s a real 
sea-boat. Aye, but we want a fresh-water boat 
now. Don’t call it a boat—it don’t sound nautical 
—call it a vessel. Come, are you all in? Yes, 
here’s Bill iw the mud. Is he—lend me your cane, 
I’ll give him such a lick. You’d better give him a 
wipe, that will be of more service to him. Pray, 
sir, what have you got in your pocket? Half-a- 
pound of salt, just to relish the dinner with. Well, 
then, if we are not on the sea, we are on salt 
water. Why so, sir? Why, sir, your coat-pocket 
has been hanging in the water these ten minutes. 
Going down the river, marm? Don’t talk about 
going down the river, sir, or it will be all up with 
me. There’s Mrs. Tomkin’s bonnet fell in the 
water! I’ve got it—don’t put it on yet, or you'll 
get a watery head. It’s plain you’ve not got a 
watery head, sir. Why, ma’am? Every thing is 
so dry that comes out of your mouth. La, pa, 
are we almost there? Yes, my dear, I should 
think so, by the change of the climate, it’s so very 
hot. Oh, what lots of boats! where can they all 
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SPOKEN.] Well, I think we have spent a ve 
pleasant day. Ma’am, a day is never come till 
it’s gone; and, remember, you’re on board a 
Steam-Packet. Don’t frighten me, sir. Don’t ° 
be alarmed, ma’am; I don’t say that any accident 
will occur, but for myself I never was on board 
one that something unpleasant did not happen. 
It’s very unpleasant for you to say so, sir. That 
safety-valve is in a very unsafe state. There is no 
danger from fire, I hope, sir? No, ma’am, be- 
cause if the boiler bursts it will put out the fire. 
Yes, and put us out too, wo’n’t it? Yes. O dear! 
I wish they hadn’t taken usin. No, sir, people in 
general don’t like to be taken in. Look there. 
bless my stars! did you see that funny upset! 
Funny upset, sir! I think it was a very serious up- 
set, sir. Any accident? No; only a lady showed 
her ancle. Was it a large funny? No; a very 
little funny. Come, go on with your steam-boat, 
will you? Don’t you say so mnch about steam, if 
you do they’ll smoke you. No, they wo’n’t—they 
may smoke my backy if they like—I sells it. What 
sort do you sell, sir? Ax about. Oh! short cut, 
Isee. Don’t be saucy, or I may chance to give 
you some returns. Perhaps your returns might be 
blackguard. Perhaps it might, and perhaps I shall 
pull your nose. Perhaps you might, sir; it will 
all lie in the way of business—a pinch of black- 
guard. Youhad better hold your tongue. I had 
better hold my nose—that seems in the greatest 
danger. Humph! I say, Gubbins, how are you? 
—where did you dine to-day? I didn’t dine any 
where; I have got the tooth-ache, and couldn’t 
eat a bit. You came out for pleasure, didn’t you? 
Yes; and I haven’t been free from pain a moment 
allday. Well, Iam sorry I came m a steam- 
boat ; the company are always so very low. Yes, 
mem, but if it were to blow up they would then 
be higher. Yes, sir, but that is a sort of elevation 
I do not wish them while I am in their company. 
Pray, sir, as you seem to know every thing, what 
is steam? Steam, ma’am—is—a sort—of—that is. 
Pho, says Pompous, steam is a—I’ll tell you 
what steam is—steam, you see, is—there, that’s 
the boiler—that’s the valve—and steam, you see, 
pish !—steam is nothing more than—a pail of water 
, put in @ perspiration. 


be a-going to? Going to all parts, ma’am, some 
up, sume down. Sit wp, or you'll wpset the boat. 
‘Take care, for, if our boat should be upset, where 
should we all goto? Go, ma’am—why, some up 
—some down.— 
Sure, there is nothing so pleasant in life, 
As a trip up to Richmond by water. 


Now, mind what you’re at, and don’t wriggle the 
boat 
There’s a nice little breeze sprung for sailing ; 
Should we happen to sink, friends, instead of to 
float 
Our joy will be turned to bewailing : 
Now, none of your larking, she may spring a leak, 
Kate would have fell out, but I caught her ; 
All very well is a bit of a freak, 
But mind what you’re at on the water. 


SPOKEN.] La, papa, is that Richmond all that 
long way off? Yes, my dear, it will be longer be- 
fore we get there. Mrs. Brisket, will you take a 
little drap of summat? No, thank’ee, sir, I’m 
not in the cve.. 1 beg your pardon, ma’am, you 
are—this is all Kew, all along here. How very 
witty some folks are—a’n’t they, ma’am? Yes, 
sir, but I’m sorry to say you’re not one on’em. 
How prime it is to have one’s hands in the water! 
I hope, Mrs. Dewsdrop, my splashing don’t in- 
commode you. No, sir, not in the least; it did 
at first though, but I’m wet through now, so I 
don’t mind it. My eye, if here ’ant a hole in the 
boat! O la, isthere,—where? Here, where they 
puts up the sail. La, what’s the use of haggita- 
tiny one so! Now, here we are, close a-shore, 
what shall. we do? Oh, let’s go and ruralify 
a bit—I’m for dining on a highland. I don’t 
know where we shall go—I’m for the Hay- 
cock—my husband’s for the Horns. Oh! blow 
the Horns! Mind, there, take care of your 
scoull, thick head, will you! Bless me, how hot 
the water is! How do you know that, ma’am? 
Why, I’m up to my knees in it, sir. Well, never 
mind, warm water can’t give you cold. Come, 
now, sitdown inthe grass. How charming roman- 
tic this is—who would have thought of it? Why, 
I did, to be sure, or I shouldn’t have brought the 
plates and dishes—you’ve forgot the spoons, hav’n’t 
you? How could I in the present company? 
There’s a fat lady has brought two very fine hams. 
Sharp you are, sir; you have brought your tongue 
with you, I perceive. Yes, mem; you never go 


Sure, there is nothing, &c. 


De a ee 


any where without yours, I presume. Come, sit SWIZZY. 
down; where’s the butter? O, gemini! I put Eyles 
it into my coat-pocket, and forgot to take it out, ( Dibdin. ) 


and it’s all melted! Never mind, I like melted 
butter. Where’s the eggs? Sarah, where did you 
lay them? Bill put them in his pocket, and Jack 
hit them with his stick, and smashed them all. 
How foolish ! you should never beat up eggs in any 
body’s pocket! Where’s the salt? That’s in the 
water. Where’s the pepper? Gone after the salt. 
O cry! look at old Mumps—he has got his ankeens 
on, and he has been sitting down where the cows 
have been. How will you go home? Why, by 
steam. Aye, to be sure, and then you will have 
enjoyed all the five elements—earth, air, water, 
fire, and steam. 


IF, bold and brave, thou canst not bear 
Thyself from all thou lov’st to tear; 
If while winds war, and billows roll, 
A spark of fear invades thy soul ; 
If thou’rt appalled when cannons roar, 
I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 
There, like a lubber, 
Whine and blubber, 
Still for thy ease and safety busy, 
Nor dare to come 
Where honest Tom, 
And Ned and Nick, 
And Ben and Phil, 
And Jack and Dick, 
And Bob and Bill, 
All weathers sing and drink the swizzy. 


Sure, there is nothing, &c. 
Now, all up the side, we are safe upon deck, 
They have taken, I hope, care to oil her, 
For there’d be a pretty to-do in the wreck 
If the steam-man should once burst the boiler ; 
I almost now wish we had gone home by land, 
Which they say would have been much the 


If, shouldst thou lose a limb in fight, 
She who made_up thy heart’s delight, 
Poor recompense that thou art kind, 


shorter, Shall prove inconstant as the wind ; 
But not half so romantic, could that have been If such hard fortune thou’st deplore, 
planned, I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 


As returning from Richmond by water, 


There like alubber, &c. 
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If prisoner in a foreign land, 
No friend, no money at command, 
That man thou trusted hadst alone, 
All knowledge of thee should’st disown ; 
If this should vex thee to the core, 
I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 
There like a lubber, &c. 


PLO PLILSL 


THEN LIVE TO LAUGH,—SINCE LIFE’S A 
JEST. 


(Lonsdale. ) 


Lert pedants urge their learned strife, 
To teach poor mortals what is life : 

« Life’s a jest, and all things show it,’ 
So say I,—so said the poet ; 

« Mirth admit me of thy crew ;’ 

So say they, friends, what say you? | 
Why, ‘ live to laugh, since life’s a jest, 
Who laughs the most enjoys it best. 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!—probatum est. 


Often the lover’s deep despair 
Proves a laughable affair ; 
Grave men put on wisdom’s cloak, 
Turn ’em out—’tis all a joke! 
As when the solemn owl we see, 
Her whoo-hoo-hoo draws ha! ha! he! 
Then live to laugh, &«. 


Round the globe let fancy run, 

All the world is fond of fun, 

High and low, all love to grin,— 

Some lose—but those laugh that win ; 

While Britain, true to king and laws, 

Shall live and laugh with—your applause. 
Then live to laugh, &c. 


A BATCH OF BENEFITS. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 

« ALL the world’s a stage,’ says the poet, 

Mankind are all actor-folks too, 
And have, observation will show it, 

With benefits something to do; 
Even bankrupts are benefit-tickets 

Of an act that will smooth all their rubs ; 
And you’d take all the town for card-makers, 

It abounds so with benefit-clubs. 

Tol, lol, &c. 


Tradesmen’s cards are but benefit-tickets 
To lead you to purchase their stocks ; 
But if credit by chance gets the rickets, 
Each ticket leads to the wrong box. 
All callings some benefit lean to ; 
The chandler to fatten must meit, 
The glazier is easily seen through, 
And the hatter’s most certainly felt. 
Tol, Lol, Set. 


Who gets better bread than the baker? 

In his steak too the butcher will put; 
And when he straps to, the shoemaker, 

He will get the length of your foot. 
The tailor, by trimming your jacket, 

To his beef gets good cabbage mayhap ; 
While the publican, with all his racket, 

Has a benefits always on tap. 

Tol, lol, &c. 


The doctor to benefit bodies, 
To death physics phthisicky’elves, 
While the lawyers get hold of Tom Noddies, 
And benefit none but themselves ; 
The miller of grist will retrench men, 
The grazier depends upon growth, 
And the farmer’s like one of your Frenchmen, 
A good thrashing best benefits both. 
Tol, lol &c. 


GLP ALLE 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 
( Byron.) 
SHE walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 
And all that’s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes 3 


Thus mellowed to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 


One shade the more, one ray the less 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o’er her face ; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure—how dear the dwelling place. 


And on that cheek and o’er that brow 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, - 

The smiles that win, the tints that ylow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent. 


GPL IPI PIS 


THE WAKE OF KILLARNEY. 
(Bryant. ) 


LET other men sing of their nonsense and blarney, 
T’ll sing of a wake that took place at Killarney ; 
It was all for Kate Hagar, who parted with breath, 
And the cause was because she was frozen to death; 
Poor crature— 
Poor crature : 
Faith! they carried her off both frozen and bent, 
And to wake the poor thing to a barn they all went. 


SPOKEN.] Ay, by my soul they did! for Kitty 
was a good crature, and was better than if she was 
worse ; and when she was gone, there wasn’t a 
dry eye in the place that was not drowned with 
tears or moistened with whiskey. Judy O’Reilly 
howled over her! Peggy Murphy stuffed her nose 
with snuff, and her mouth with backy; and 
Jerry O’Clancy put a pipe in her lips, while her 
cousins took a last whiff with her, for the honour 
of old Ireland, and they were 

All crying 
And sighing, 
And thinking 
With drinking, © 
They tossed off the whiskey galore; 
Such a howl, 
By my soul! 
Finished ev’ry bowl, 
Till the girls they all scampered for more—for 
nore ; 
Och! the girls they all scampered for more. 


The clargy was there and the whiskey was swim- 
ming, 
The tales were of ghosts from the end to begin- 
ning ; 
But the knees of poor Kitty were troze to her pate, 
So with ropes she was tied to look dacent and 
straight. 
Poor crature— 
Poor crature. 
The rope being weak, up she started, and then 
Faith! she frightened the girls and she knocked 
up the men. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, up she started and squinted in 
their faces! Let me out, says Big Flaherty, the 
farmer. It’s a ghost! cries Dumb Morgan, the 
tripeman. Give me my shillela, roars Bandy 
Murdoch. Let me run off, says Lame Dermot, - 
the leaper. I’m sowed up, says the tailor. Carry 
me out and bury me dacent, screams the under- 
taker. Faith! I can see nothing, says the blind 
piper; and away they all ran like devils, boys 
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over girls, and girls over boys, helter skelter, like 
so many devils; and while poor Kitty was as dead 
ws Brian Boru, they were frightened out o-. their 
seven scnses— 

With swearing 

And tearing, 

And grumbling 

At tumbling, 
They left Kate the whiskey galore, 

With a howl, 

By my soul! 

They tipp’d up the bowl, 
And swore they’d go waking no more—no more, 
And swore they’d go waking no more. 


POPC eesr 


YE SWAINS WHOM RADIANT BEAUTY 
MOVES, 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


YE swains, whom radiant beauty moves, 
‘Or music’s art with sounds divine, 

Think how the rapturous charm improves, 
When two such gifts together join. 


Where Cupid’s bow and Phebus’ lyre 

In the same powerful hand are found ; 
Where lovely eyes inflame desire, 

And trembling notes are taught to wound ; 


Inquire not out the matchless fair, 
Who can this double death bestow : 
If her enchanting voice you hear, 
Or view her eyes, too soon you'll know. 


PIFFOOG IP 


WILLIAM TELL. 
(F. Reynolds.) 


WHEN William Tell was doomed to die, 

Or hit the mark upon his infant’s head, 
The bell tolled out, the hour was nigh, 

And soldiers marched with grief and dread ! 
«© The warrior came, serene and mild, 

«« Gazed all around, with dauntless look, 
«* Till his fond boy, unconscious, smiled, 

‘¢ Then Nature and the father spoke.” 
And now each valiant Swiss his grief partakes, 

For they sigh, 
And wildly cry, 

Poor William Tell, once Hero of the Lakes! 
But soon is heard the muffled drum! 

And straight the pointed arrow flies ; 
The trembling bey expects his doom ! 

All, all shriek out—‘* He dies! he dies!” 
When, lo! the lofty trumpet sounds ! 

The mark is hit! the child is free! 
Into his father’s arms he bounds, 

Inspired by Love and Liberty! 


Ard now each valiant Swiss their joy partakes, 
For mountains ring, 
Whilst they sing, 

Live, William Tell! the Hero of the Lakes! 


PCL LG IP LIPS 


OLD CUNWELL, THE PILOT; 
OR, THE LOOK OUT. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
O.D Canwell, the pilot, for many a year, 
Had plenty of vessels in charge, 
And knew of each sand-bank and shoal to steer 
clear, 
Whether sailing close haul’d or at large ; 
At last safely moor’d with a well timbered purse, 
_ Heart and house open’d wide to his friend ; 
With old Poll, once a dasher, now turn’d to a 
nutse, 
We had bought a snug birth at Gravesend. 


OR, MUSNUM OF MIRTH. 


From a kind of poop lantern, plac’d over the 
‘Thames, 
Where he took with his messmates his prog, 
Bound outward or homeward, the ships and their 
names, 
They’d spy as they guzzled their grog. 
Now cocking the spy-glass, and clearing the Nore 
Why, Jack, there they come without end ; 
There’s the Neptune, the Glory, and, further in 
shore; 
Fame and Liberty making Gravesend. 


And see, where the river in branches divides, 
Cut in two all the same as a fork ; 

How proudly the Commerce with Industry rides, 
Then the Blarney—Oh, she’s bound to Cork. 
There’s the homeward-bound fleets from the Downs, 

only see, 
So storted their top-gallant masts bend ; 
There’s the Silkworm, the Beaver, the Ant, and 
the Bee, 
And all standing on for Gravesend. | 


There’s the Fortitude yonder, at danger that mocks, 
The Nimble, that swims like a tench ; 
The bold Resolution, that steers clear of rocks, 
The Britannia, that laughs at the French. 
Thus a magnet old Thames firmly holds in his 
mouth, 
To which all sorts of merchandize tend ; 
And the trade of all nations, West, North, East, 
and South, 
Like the needle, points right to Gravesend. 


GDIPOPR EO 


THE DEATH OF THE ROEBUCK. 
(Lord F, L. Gower. ) 


"TWAS the flash of the rifle, the bullet is sped, 

And the pride of the forest, the roebuck, is dead ; 

How he dashed through the thicket, how fleetly he 
passed ,— 

That rustle betrayed him, that bound was his last. 


His fawns rose about him, and graceful they played, 

Round the steps of their father, in dingle and 
glade, 

As duly at morning and evening he led 

To the tenderest herbage and mossiest bed. 


Alas!. for his memory, the time will be short 

Ere they hasten, as usual, to food or to sport ; 

Short time from these games shall the victims re- 
frain,; 

And the fate of their father shall warn them in 
vain, 


And she whom he courted in thicket and dell, 

Whom he wooed in the forest and traced through 
the fell; 

The beloved of his bosom, his favourite doe,— 

Will she mourn for the fate that has laid him so 
low ? 


Perhaps she may weep, should she find in the 
grove, 

All cold and deserted, the loin of his love ; 

But my buskin in morning was wet through and 
through, 

Now show me at mid-day one trace of the dew. 

Perhaps a new lover now roams at her side, 

With antlers as branching, as lovely a hide ; 

Oh, hush! for the ladies would faint should they 
hear 

That such frailty should lurk in the heart of a deer. 


I will not be silent, the roebuck is dead, 
And his fawns have departed, his widow has fied ; 
There is none but the hunter to follow his hearse, 
And no poet but me for his eleyy’s verse. 
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> Oh yet, for another had fashioned the lay, 


Which was raised by the peasants who bore him 
away, 

From a hundred Sad voices as homewards we sped, 

The chorus re-echoed the roebuck is dead. 


POL LP LEP? - 


KITTY MAGGS AND JOLTER GILES. 


KriTty MAGGs was a servant to Farmer Styles, 
Avda buxom wench was she ; 
And her true lovier was Jolter Giles, 
A ploughman so bold was he; 
Giles had wages, five pounds due at Candlemas- 
tide, 
And then he told Kitty he’d make her his bride. 
Ding dong, bo! 
Betty Blossom she wore a high-caul’d cap, 
Which caught fickle Jolter’s eye ; 
And poor Kitty Maggs, O, dire mishap! 
Mourn’d his incon-stan-cy ! 
And high on the bough of an apple-tree, 
When they married, Kate finished her misery. 
Ding dong, bo! 
At the supper Giles gave for Betty his bride, 
An apple pudding hadthey, |. 
And from the game bough on which poor Kitty 
died 
_ The apples were plucked they say ; 
The pndding pies on it, grew deadly cold, 
The death-watch ticked, and the church-bell tolled! 
Ding dong, bo! 


To carve the pudding was Giles’s post, 
He cut, and from the gap 
Popped the head of poor dear Kitty Magg’s ghost, 
All in a new fashioned shroud cap ; 
Said Giles, “« who be you?” said the ghost, “ I 
be I, 
A coming té punish your par-ju-ry!” 
Ding dong, bo! 


1» 


«<Q; Kitty,” said Jolter; “ pray alter your note. 
<« IT vont!” the ghost replied ; 
When plump flew the pudding down Giles’s throat, 
And on the spot he died. 
Now his ghost, once a year, bolting pudding is 
seen 
While blue devils sing every mouthful between. 
Ding dong, bo! 
CHELSEA QUARTERS. 
( Vint.) 
ComE, hear an old campaigner’s song, 
A British soldier’s story, 
Who oft has trained the martial throng 
To noble deeds of glory. 
But let not boasting swell my praise, 
Who’s faced hot balls and mortars, 
In hopes to spend my latter days, 
In peace, in Chelsea quarters. 


On swampy grounds and burning lands, 
In march and counter-marches, 

l’ve met in fight the hostile bands, 
And sunk beneath my gashes ; 

Yet innate valour cheered my heart, 
’Tis fear the coward slaughters, 

And He that takes a soldier’s part 
Secured me Chelsea quarters. 


‘To say what foes my arm has slain, 
Would dastard be a venture : 

My duty ne’er regarded pain, 
In van, or rear, or centre. 

Full oft I’ve drenched my sword in blood, 
And forded many waters, 

In hopes, when war should cease her flood, 
To fix in Chelsea quarters. 
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And Heaven bless his majest; 
Who leaves a vet’ran—never : 
Grown old and hacked up, as you see, 
He’s pensioned me for ever ; 
My tent is fixed at last for life, 
And safe from mines and mortars, 
Though kingdoms wage eternal strife, 
V’ll ne’er quit Chelsea quarters. 


POG PILIR 


THE RAREE-SHOW. 
(Dibdin.) 


Now you shall see vat you shall see, 
Lady, gemmen, come, 
One very great curiosity, 
Vat make to speak de dumb. 
Vat green and red, and brown and blue, 
And black and white, can paint, 
Vat make Jew Christian; and Christian Jew, 
Make good come out of evil, 
Make a devil of a saint, 
And of a saint a devil. 


SPOKEN.] Peep ¢roo dat little hole, sir; vat you 
see dere, eh? What do you say, master showman: 
it will make black white; the devil’s-in it if it 
wo’n’t; why, it’s a huge purse of money. 

Now you shall see vat you see; fine ting before 
you 20, 
Come, gentlemen and lady, see my raree-show, 


Now, now, you see vat you shall see, 
Please to look in dere, 
One very great curiosity, 
Vat make de people stare. 
One terrible, one shocking ting, 
In honour daé abound, 
Before your face I go to bring 
One horrible prodtction, 
Look quick, and you shall be surround 
Vid death and vid destruction. 


SPOKEN.] Vell, saar, vut you see now, eh? Ah! 
master showman, you be a wag; death and de- 
struction, with the devil to it; why, it be a ’poti- 
cary’s shop. 


Now you shall see vat you see, &c. 


Now you shall see vat you shall see, 
Please to put your eyes, 
One very great curiosity, 
Vat give you great surprise : 
More shocking as de toder sight, 
You never have see such, 
Come, look, make haste, don’t you be fright 
You shall see one place spacious, 
All fill up vid great, many much, 
Strange animal voracious. 


SPOKEN.] Why, master showman, this be a 
cuter joke than t’other ; I wish I may die if it ben’t 
the lord-mare and altermen at dinner. 


Now you shall see vat you see, &c. 


Now you shall see vat you shall see, 
Please to look once more, 
Vat give you more delight and glee, 
As you shall see before. 
Great pleasure and great bliss vat give, 
To all the Englitch race, 


BY 


_}* _ Vat make them all so happy live, 


Vat blessing can impart, 
~ Vat make the smile in all the face, 
The joy in all the heart. 

SPOKEN.] Ah! master showman, you did never 
say a truer thing in al! your life; why, Lord love 
him! ’tis the king’s majesty. 

Now you shall see vat you see, &c. 


PIL IILIF 
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FILL THE BOWL WITH STREAMS OF 


PLEASURE. 


FILL the bowl with streams of pleasure, 
Such as Gallia’s vintage boast : 

These are tides that bring our treasure, . 
Love and friendship be the toast. 


First, our mistresses approving, 

With bright beauty crown the glass ; 
He that is too dull for loving, 

Must in friendship be an ass. 


Pylades is with Orestes 

Said to have one common soul; 
But the meaning of the jest is 

In the bottom of the bowl. 


Thus, by means of honest drinking, 
Often is the truth found out, 

Which would cost a world of thinking— 
Spare your pains and drink about. 


OLPIL OR OF? 


ODD FELLOWS, DRINK! AND KISS THE 
LASSES. 


Air— Drink and kiss the Lasses.”—(P. G. Bennet.) 


CoME, Odd Fellows, jocund souls, 
Pleasure’s feast partake of; 
With good spirits fill your bowls, 
And Care for ever shake off. 
At this soul-inspiring spring 
Regale and fill your glasses ; 
Smoke, joke, and sing, then toast the king, 
And drink and kiss the lasses. 
With tol lol lol, &c. 


Let the vot’ries of Care 
Their cups of grief be filling, 
While we, who true Odd Fellows are, 
The cup of mirth are ringing : 
Such sordid mortals we disdain, 
Our joys their view surpasses ; 
The bo “at we'll drain—then, fill again, 
To drink and kiss the lasses 
With tol lol lol, &c. 


Let the miser hoard his gold, 
And pay it adoration ; 
Such slaves to Avarice we behold 
With scorn and detestation ; 
With jovial hearts we meet, while he 
His useless dross amasses ; 
With bosoms free, come, sing with glee, 
And toast and kiss the lasses. 
With tol lol lol, &c. 


Let those who tread the stage excite 
Amusement for a season, 

We’ve joys to taste, from morn till night, 
More lasting and more pleasing ; 

Lhe effect would soon decay, ’tis found, 
Were’t not for their new farces ; 

Our joys abound the whole year round, 
We drink and kiss the lasses. 

With tol lol lol, &c. 


Let those who frequent Margate’s coast, 
Against each other vying, 

Their games, their routs, and fashion boast, 
From scene to scene still flying ; 

And, while with anger, pride, and fear, 
They envy all that passes ; 

Odd Fellows’ cheer is drinking here, 
And toast the London lasses. 

With tol lol lol, &e. 


Our secrets we will ne’er reveal, 
No brothers’ wants shall run by 

Unnoticed,—for disposed we feel 
To do as we’d be done by. 


To join our band we suffer not 
Dishonourable classes ; 

While life remains, be it my lot 
To drink and kiss the lasses. 


With tol lol lol, &e. 


PPP PLPEE 


KISSES. 
(Sir C. H. Williams.) 


DEAR CHLOE, come, give me sweet kisses, 
For sweeter no girl ever gave ; 
But why, in the midst of my blisses, 
Do you ask me how many I’d have ? 
I’m not to be stinted in pleasure, 
Then, prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ; _ 
For, since I love thee beyond measure, 
To numbers I'll ne’er be confined. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the field, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are straying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many stars are in heaven, 

Go number the sands on the shore, 
And, when so many you’ve given, 

I still shall be asking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
4. heart which, dear Chloe, is thine : 
In my arms I’d for ever enfold thee, 
And twist round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips shall be spent : 
But the wretch who can number his kisses 
Will always with few be content. 


GPPPLE LIP EF 


THY ISLAND OF SAINTS. 
(Tiernan. ) 


FROM Connaught I’ve travelled, cur roads paved 


and gravelled, 


Through hot climes and cold, as it froze and it 


thawed ; ; 


But still where I went, sirs, I ne’er found content, 


sirs, 


Nor e’er felt at home while I wandered abioad! 
Yn crossing the ocean, so rough was its motion, 
So sea-sick I got, while the billows did foam, 

I could not help thinking, I’d better been drinking, 
To get half-seas-over in Ireland at home. 
Och‘ that is the Island, “ St. Paddy’s and 


my land,” 


Where, living or dead, we ne’er utter 


complaints ; 


For still to be frisky, love, fight, and drink 


whiskey, 


The divil a spot like the Island of Saints! 
When Nature first made it, in green she arrayed 


it 


And spangled its robes with young shamrocks all 


o’er: 


And, when she had dressed it, St. Patrick soon 


blessad it, 


And banished the toads and the snakes from its 


shore ; 


While danced off the vipers, our bards, and our 


pipers, 


To honour his triumph, struck up his own air, 
And, since in our revels, they banish blue divils 
From wedding and christening, from patron and 


fair. 


Och! that is the Island, &c. 
And there we have creatures, whose beautiful fea- 


tures, 


Dame Nature herself in her bright colours 


paints ; 


DEAR CHLOE, COME, GIVE ME SWEET 


a 
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Who banish all evils, and (dear little divils) 
Can make saints of sinners, or sinners of saints. 
No country can bate us for potheen and praties, 
For truth, valour, beauty, love, frolic, and 
mirth. 
If strangers—there halt ye—and cead mille afal- 
ther, 
Will follow you over the favourite earth. 
Och! that is the Island, &c. 


Abroad while you wander, like wild goose or gan- 


. er, : 
Och! Mr. O’Gallagher—gloomy or gay, 
Your country your boast be, old Ireland your 
toast be, : 
The sweet land you live in, wherever you stray! 
If ever when (undone !) I settle in London, 
To show what regard for my birth-place I’ve 
got— 
In St. Giles’s, some gay day, I’ll wed a fine lady, 
And two Irish natives will have on the spot! 
Och! that is the Island, &c. 


PIPL ELL 


THE SAILOR’S VOYAGE TO EDMONTON. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


MANY years have I been at sea, 
But now on another tack veering ; 
On board a land-frigate, d’ye see, 
To Edmonton meant to be steering. 
On board a land frigate, &c. 


SPOKEN.] But, not liking the cabin, I took my 
birth on the quarter-deck, where the lasses’ stream- 
ers flying, made the vessel look as gay as a new 
made bride, or a wedding; aye, bless their pretty 
faces, they made me sing— 


Fal de diddle, dee,—e, 
Fal de diddle, lo,—o, 
Fal de diddle, lalda diddle, lalda diddle, dee, 
Fal de diddle, lalda diddle,—lo. 
Yea-up, cried the steersman so gay, 
. Ashe bore-up a lady to land, sir ; 
The helm being left, we scudded away, 
Split her sails, and lost all command, sir. 
The helm being left, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Off went the horses, who took fright 
at a land-lubber who was puffing a cloud of smoke 
at the public-house door.—Hard a-weather, says I, 
clinging fast to the vessel, and singing— 

Fal de diddle, &c. 


A ship-mate from abaft heaved a-head, 
But somehow so groggy had got, sir, 
Capsized ’twixt the stern-horses he laid, 
And his top-lights had nearly popped out, sir. 
Capsized ’twixt the stern-horses, &c. 


SPOKEN.| Ha, ha, ha! my sinking shipmate 
contrived to catch the running rigging of the 


linen ponies, which luffed-up the frigate, and 


rought us to along-side the trough at the sign of 
the Bell, when I jumped safe on shore, with John 


. Gilpin in full view, singing— 


Fal de diddle, &c. 


Safe landed, to the fair next I steered, 
In the crowd took a smart lass in tow ; 
Treated her at each grog-shop we neared, 
And the fun, too, displayed at each show. 
Treated her at each grog-shop, &c. 


SPoKEN.] Shiver my timbers, but we kept it up 
at Edmonton Fair, till Capt. Twilight piped all 
hands on deck, and cried, “‘ London, a-hoy!”” when 
we both sailed on foot, and landed at St. Katha- 
rine’s, singing— 

Fal de diddle, &c. 
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EACH BROTHER PRACTISE CHARITY, 
CONCORD, AND LOVE. 


ASSIST me, ye fair tuneful nine, 
Euphrosyne, grant me thy aid ; 
Whilst the’ honours I sing of the trine, 
Preside o’er my numbers, blithe maid. 
Cease, Clamour and Faction! oh, cease! 
Fly hence, all ye cynical train ! 
Disturb not, disturb not the Lodge’s sweet peace, 
Where Silence and Secresy reign. 


Religion, untainted, here dwells ; 

Here, the morals of Athens are taught ; 
Great Hiram’s tradition here tells 

How the world out of chaos was brought. 


With fervency, freedom, and zeal, 


Our Master’s commands we obey ; 


No cowan, no cowan our secrets can steal, 


No babbler our myst’ries betray. 


Here Wisdom her standard displays; 
Here nobly the sciences shine ; 
Here the temple’s vast column we raise, 
And finish a work that’s divine. 
Tlumed from the East, with pure light, 
Here the arts do their blessings bestow 3; 
And, all perfect, all perfect, unfold to the sight 
What none but a Mason can know. 


If on earth any praise can be found, 
Any virtue unnamed in my song, 
Any grace in the universe round, 
May these to a Mason belong ; 
May each Brother his passions subdue, 
Practise charity, concord, and love, 
And be hailed, and be hailed by the thrice-happy 
few 
Who preside in the Grand Lodge above. 


weer crtrer 


ANNIE AND JEMMIE. 
(Upton. ) 
O BLEST be the laddie, I munna tell who, 
That told his soft passion, so tender and true ; 


Who called me his Annie, the queen of his heart, 
And said—Bonnie lassie, we never will part. 


O blest be the meadow, so bonny and gteen, 

Where first the dear shepherd by Annie was seen 4 

And blest be the day when his tongue did im- 
part— 

’Tis Annie, fair Annie’s the queen of my heart. 


Though few are his pastimes, and low his degree, 

The youth—the dear youth—is a monarch to me 5 

For, oh! gentle shepherd! ’twas Love shot the 
dart, 

And Annie and Jemmie, no, never shall part. 


GaHIL AOL F 


TOMMY TOWERS AND ABRAHAM 
MUGGINS ; 
OR, THE YORKSHIRE HORSE-DEALERS. 
HARD by Clapham town end lived an old York- 
shire tyke, 
Who in dealing in horses had never his like ; 
Twas ’un pride that in all the hard bargains he’d 
hit, 
He’d bit a good many, but never got bit. 
Derry down, &c. 
This old Tommy ''owers—by that name he was 


known, 

Had a carrion old tit that was sheer skin and 
bone,— 

To ha’ killed for the dogs would ha’ done quite as 
well, 


But ’twas Tommy’s opinion he’d die of himsel’. 
Derry down, &c 


3d2 


Well, one Abraham Muggins, a neighbouring 
cheat, 

Thought to diddle old Tommy would be a great 
treat 5 

He’d a horse that was better than Tommy’s—for 
why? 

The night afore that he thought proper to die. 

Derry down, &c. 


Thinks Abraham,—The old codger will ne’er smoke 
the trick, 
So Ill swop wi’ him my dead horse for his wick ; 
And if Tommy Towers I should happen to trap, 
Twill be a fine feather in Abraham’s cap. 
Derry down, &c. 


So to Tommy he goes, and the question he pops,— 

«« Between my horse and thine, prithee, Tommy, 
what swaps ? 

What wilt give me to boot? for mine’s better horse 
still.”— 

<« Nought,” says Tothmy ; * but I’ll swop even 
hands if you will.” 

Derry down, &c. 


Abraham preached a long time about summat to 
boot, 
Insisting that his un’s the livelier brute ; 
But Tommy stuck fast where he first had begun, 
Till, at last, he shook hands, and cried, “* Well, 
Tommy, done.” 
Derry down, &c. 


«© Oh, Tommy,” said Abraham, “ I’ze sorry for 
thee ; 

I thought thou had’st hadden more white in 
thine ee 5 

Good luck wi’ thy bargain, for my horse is dead.” 

Said Tommy—‘“‘ My lad, so is mine, and he’s 
flead.” 

Derry down, &c. 


So Tom got the best of the bargain, avast, 

And came off in a Yorkshireman’s triumph, at 
last ;— 

For though ’twixt dead horses there’s not much to 
choose, 

Yet Tommy were th’ richer by th’ hide and four 
shoes! 

Derry down, &c. 


GPLPPELIO 


NO LOSS LIKE LOSS OF TIME. 
(Collins. ) 


OF more loss in life than gain 
Mad-brained mortals still complain, 
Spendthrifts feel the loss of wealth, 
Rakes the loss of rosy health ; 

Sots in midnight broils and strife 
Lose the balmy sweets of life ; 

And when life has lost its prime, 
Fools deplore the loss of time. 


In yon corner of thy room, 

Mark the lab’ring spider’s loom ; 
See the net her drudgery spreads, 
Count its intervolving threads ; 
Where in ambush lurks the spy, 

To immesh the vagrant fly ; 

And, from her, compute what crime 
Can outweigh the loss of time. 


Then behold the pismire’s toil, 

Tugging, dragging, o’er the soil, 

Grain by grain, the fruits of earth, 
’Gainst the hungry winter’s dearth ; 

Ev’ry load she lugs to shelf 

How much larger than herself ! 

And teaching, more than prose or rhyme, 
How to shun the loss of time. 
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While the bee, Industry’s type, 
Plund’ring Hybla’s sweets full ripe, 
Plushy back, and bristly thighs, 
Thrifty loads, with life supplies ; 
Primrose pip and cowslip’s bell 
Drained, to store her waxen cell; 
Ev’ry season, ev’ry clime, 

Bids me prize thee, precious Time! 


Then, while reckoning, day by day, 
How the minutes roll away 3 

May my span’s recording page 
Prove each year a golden agé} 
And, without a blush, proclaim 
Self and social love the same 5 

Nor my memory e’er begrime 

With the loss of precious time ! 


But, before my sand is run, 
May I, each revolving sun, 
From tke spider’s toil disceri, 
From the lab’ring pismire learn, 
From the busy bustling bee, 
Nobler work designed for me; 
So my passing bell shall chime 
Sweetly, when I’ve lost no time. 


GPP CO PPP 


FOLLOW, FOLLOW THROUGH THE SEA 


(Terry. ) 
FoLiLow, follow through the sea, 
To the mermaid’s melody | 
Safely, freely, shalt thou range 
Through things dreadful, quaint, and strang>. 
And, through liquid walls, behold 
Wonders that may not be told : 
Treasures, too, for ages lost— 
Gems surpassing huiman cost ! 
Fearless; follow, follow me, 
Through the treasures of the sea! 


Thou shalt hear sea-music swell 
From the triton’s curled shell ; 
Sea-nymphs shall, with dance and song, 
Draw thy charmed steps along 
: To the palace glory-dight 
Of the white-armed Amphitrite, 
Whose coral throne and amber roof 
Ocean-monsters guard aloof ! 
Fearless, follow, follow me 
Through the wonders of the sea ! 


GROPP L IP 


WE’RE A’ MUGGING, 
Air— Blue Bells of Scotland.—(R. B. Peake.) 


OH, where, and oh where has my pint of whiskey 
fied ? 

Oh where, and oh where has my pint of whiskey 
fled? 

’Twas brewed in merry Scotland, at the sign of 
the Sheep’s Head, 

It’s oh, in my heart, I wish that I was dead— 
Drunk. 

Scotch Air. 


For whiskey is a merry, merry drink, so give me a 
full measure, 

It fills with joy each Scottish boy, and tips his soul 
with pleasure ; 

Then let me think of nought but drink, and puff 
off Scotland’s treasure, 

For whiskey is amerry, merry drink, so give me a 
full measure. 

Air—© And we’re a’ Noddin.” 

mug, mug, mugging, 

at our house at home, 

mug, mug, mugging, 

at our house at home ; 





For they’re a’ mugging, 
they’re a’ mugging, 
For they’re a’ mugging, 
they’re a’ mugging, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


There’s old M‘Snooks, with his nose so blue, 
With his sandy wife, who likes a little drop too, 
They wink o’er the drink, ’tis Farintosh true, 
If the devil was there, oh, he’d be mugging too. 
| For they’re a’ mugging, mug, mug, mugging, 
For they’re a’ mugying, at our house at home. 


STAY A LITTLE LONGER. 
(Male.) 


I’M a comical little old boy, 
Aye! and all sorts of comical things 
At my comical shop you'll enjoy, 
If you'll be on the side of the ins— 
My out, as you plainly may see, 
Independency has for its flag, 
But the ins are the best friends to me, 
For I always come in for the rag. 


SPOKEN.] Why, you know, when a manis ina 
good place, he’s not very well pleased with the 
thoughts of leaving it, and always is inclined to say 
as I do to my customers, 


Stay a little longer— 
Can’t you stay a little longer ? 


Let famed Pidcock and Brookes loudly cry 
Up their snakes, and their lioness bawl, 
I must tell you it is all my eye,— 
For mine, here, is the shop after all. 
My collection for nothing you see, 
What you call for, ’tis only you pay, 
And I’m sure, all that once visit me, 
Why, well-pleased, they go laughing away. 


SPOKEN.] Now, though I’m naturally a very 
merry little fellow, that’s the only time that I don’t 
feel inclined to laugh at all; for I always like my 
customers 


To stay a little longer— 
Can’t you stay a little longer ? 


If your ears by a dun are assailed, 
Why, you wish him still longer to stay ; 
And if once you should chance to be nailed, 
‘Then you’re longer before you can pay. 
If you’re over a bottle—to part 
Is athing that goes much ’gainst the grain ; 
And the dear little girl of your heart 
Not to stay with, would madden your brain. 


SPOKEN.] Then of course you go to the old story 
—never mind your stupid old mother, my dear, if 
you are a little too late, it wo’n’t matter for onee; 
come, do now 


Stay a little longer— 
Can’t you stay a little longer? 


GPL IL LIF 


‘LASSIE WI’ THE BONNY E’E, 


LASSIE wi’ the bonny e’e, © 

Oh! to thy bosom take me ; 

In hour of need thy friend may flee, 
But I will ne’er forsake thee. 


Eden’s fields, although sae sweet, 
Without thee would be carie ; 
Bleakest wilds a loved retreat, 

If thou wert ever near me. 


Lassie, then, oh! love like me, 
And through this life ne’er sever, 
Fondly try to comfort me, 
Neglect you I shall never, 
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PRETTY ONE, ON THY SOFT LIP GROWS 
A PEARL LIKE A DEW-DROP. 
( Dermody.) 
PRETTY one, on thy soft lip grows 
A pearl like dew-drop on the rose: 
Let me, then, like the sun’s bright ray, 
Exhale the honied drop away. 


Pensive one, say, why weeps thine eye, 
Streaming like an evening sky, 

Which like the gentle moon should move, 
Lighting to ecstacy and love? 


Cruel one, thou hast killed my heart, 
Beyond the cunning leech’s art ; 
Panting long time, at last, at last, 
Its foolish strugglings quickly past. 


Gentle one, thou, perchance, complain 
Because the tender thing is slain ; 

If so, and thou dost wish to save, 
Smile, and redeem it from the grave. 


GPIIP CER 


YOUNG WILLIAM AND JANE. 


YOUNG William was a seaman true, 
The darling of the bonny crew, 

For blithe he was, and kind; 
For, though no lagging lubber he, 
Right loth he was to go to sea; 

For Jane he left behind. 


And Jenny loved, but all by stealth, 

Her father had much store of wealth, 
Of Will he would not hear; 

Till cruel chance at length revealed 

The passion they so long concealed, - 
And William lost his dear. 


A friendly voice poor William hailed, 

A ruffian gang the youth assailed, 
’Twas done by cursed gold ; 

The tender for the offing stood, 

The cutter skimmed the yielding flood, 
They hatch him in the hold. 


She troubled walks the beach in haste," 

And troubled looked the wat’ry waste ; 
And by the floating wave, 

A corpse was washed upon the shore, 

’Twas William! and with tears they bore 
Two lovers ta the grave. 


PPIL IAPR 


LEAP-YEAR; 
OR, THE TWENTY-NINTH OF FEBRUARY. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


A MAN was born one day 
In the month of February, 
The twenty-ninth, they say, 
Which comes, as it appears, 
But once in four years ; 
So when to man’s estate he came, 
By law he'was forced his right to claim ; 
What a comical vagary ! 


SPOKEN.] Counsel for him having opened the 
case, and examined witnesses; counsel against 
him argued that he was not of age.—‘ My lud,’ 
said he, ¢ plaintiff says he is of age, but I say he 
is not; he was born on the twenty-ninth of Febru- 
ary, which coming but once in four years, his 
birth-day can only come once in four years ; and no 
man can reckon more than one year frem birth-day 
to birth- day ; consequently, though he calls himself 
twenty-one, I contend he is but five and a quarter, 
my lud; a mere infant in law, and is at this mo- 
ment in the leading-strings of my learned brother, 
who is, no doubt well feed for nursing him; but 
he has turned him out so rickety, he hasn’t a leg 
to stand upon. He cries for a rattle, my lud, 
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when he ought to have a rod, and we have one in 
pickle for him, my lud.? So he went on for half 
an hour. 


In law, if you hay’n’t, you'll be a lame duck, 
A good cause, a good counsel, good purse, and 
good luck. 


The counsel argued long, 
With mutual contradiction : 
Facts for both were strong ; 
Each statute and case 
Was brought face to face : 
Each pleader proved his case was right, 
And that his learned friend could cite 
No plea for his but fiction. 


SPOKEN.] Plaintiff’s counsel said, I contend, 
my lud, that my client is of age; though my 
learned brother calls him an infant. If so, he is 
the finest full-grown infant I ever saw; six feet 
four inches without his shoes, my lud: but speak- 
ing of infants, this is no child’s play, mylud. My 
learned brother talks of a rod in pickle, but he is 

reparing it for his own back; for, according to 
i argument, my client cannot be twenty-one till 
he is eighty-four, which is against common sense, a 
term not to be found in my learned brother’s law- 
dictionary, my lud; but to which, as itis to my pur- 
pose, I shall cling, my lud; and though he thinks 
we hav’n’t a leg to stand upon, we shall run him off, 
of his legs, and play with our rattle in spite of 
him. 
In law, &c. 
The Judge he then arose 
To stop the counsels’ fury, 
To sift the cons and pros ; 
All quirk and chicane 
Away to explain ; 
To state the pleadings and defence, 
And with sound law and common sense, 
Began to charge the jury. 


SPOKEN.] Gentlemen of the jury, the case be- 
fore us reminds me of one in which a man was 
born of a Sunday, which being no day in law, it 
was contended the man was never born at all: the 
reply remarked, the man being then present in 
court was a proof he had been born; the rejoinder 
argued, if he was born, being a day unknown to 
the law, he must be illegitimate, and could have 
no claim in law: but it being proved he was born 
in lawful wedlock, this plea was overruled. : How- 
ever, it was decided, that being born ona Sunday, 
and that day being no day in law, the law had 
nothing to do with him, and so the action fell. In 
the action before us, plaintiff is born ona bona fide 
day, which comes but once in four years; but if 
he is to reckon four years for one, he has four 
times the claim of any other man, and consequently, 
it is four to one in his favour.—The jury were of 
the judge’s opinion, and gave a verdict accordingly. 

In law, &c. 


PLO IL PIF 


BEAUTY AND LOVE, 
(Ryan.) 


As Beauty was rambling o’er Pleasure’s ground, 
And threading many a mazy grove, 
Oh! who do you think she sleeping found ? 
But Love, sweet Love! 
Wel] pleased, she sought no lenger to roam, 
But placed the boy in her bosom fair, 
And brought him, sleeping, in safety home, 
.To flourish there. 


But Beauty went out the very next day, 
To sail on a lake the sun shone upon, 
And when she returned, fatigued with play, 
She found Love gone. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


He pined for Beauty’s balmy sigh, 
But finding her fled, he sought a grove, 
Where who of all the world should die, 
But Love! sweet Love! 


GILI LP PIER 


A JOLLY AND TRUE-HEARTED FELLOW. 


WITH my pipe in one hand and my jug in the 
_other, 
I drink to my neighbours and friend ; 
All my care in a whiff of tobacco I smother; 
For life, I know, shortly naust end : 
For whilst Ceres most kindly refills my brown jug, 
With good liquor ll make myself mellow ; 
In an old wicker chair I’ll seat myself snug, 
Like a jolly and true-hearted fellow. 


Ill ne’er trouble my head with the cares of the 
nation, > 
I’ve enough of my own for to mind ; 
For the cares of this life are but grief and vexa- 
tion, 
To death we must all be consigned. 
Then Ill laugh, drink, and smoke, and leave no- 
thing to pay, 
But drop like a pear that is mellow ; 
And when cold in my coffin, V’ll leave them to 


say, 
He’s gone, what a hearty good fellow. 


ALDERMAN GOBBLE. 


(H. Siddons.) 


TOM GOBBLE was.a grocer’s son, 
Heigho! says Gobble ; 

He gave a ven’son dinner for fun, 

And he had a belly as big asa tun, 

With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Ah, ha! says Alderman Gobble. 





Air--“ Heigho! says Rowley.” 


The servant ushered the company in, 
Heigho! says Gobble, 
The dinner is ready, quoth Tom, with a grin, 
So he tucked a napkin under his chin, 
With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Ah, ha! says Alderman Gobble. 


Then Betty, the cook, she gave a squall, 
Heigho! says Gobble ; 

Poor John, the footman, has had a fall, 

And down stairs tumbled, ven’son and all, 

With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Alas! says Alderman Gobble. 


So down the Alderman ran in a fright, 
Heigho! says Gobble, 

And there sat John in a terrible plight, 

Astride on the ven’son bolt upright, 

With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Dear me! says Alderman Gobble. 


Was ever man so cruelly put on? 
Heigho! says Gobble, 
Get off from the meat you rascally glutton, 
You’ve made my ven’son a saddle of mutton. 
With. your handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Good lack! says Alderman Gobble. 


Lord! sir, says Betty, what a splash, 
Heigho! says Gobble, 

’Tis a monstrous bad rumbusticle crash, 

But to-morrow I'll tickle it up in a hash, 

With my handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 
Ay, do! says Alderman Gobble. 


PIP PL EIP SO 
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SHE DIED FOR LOVE, AND HE FOR 
GLORY. 


(T. Dibdin.) 
YOUNG HENRY was as brave a youth 
As every graced a martial story ; 


And Jane was fair as lovely truth; 
She sighed for love, and he for glory. 


With her his faith he meant to plight, 
And told her many a gallant story ; 

Till war, their honest joys to blight, 
Called him away from love to glory. 


Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 

Jane followed, fought—ah, hapless story ! 
In man’s attire, by Henry’s side, 

She died forlove, and he for glory. 


OPLLLOIL IF 


OLD MURMUR. 
(Cherry. ) 
OLD MURMUR was a peevish blade, 
Aye, across old soul was he ; 
To growl and grumble was his trade, 
Nor would he happy be! 
Wife, daughters, and one son he had, 
Beside a monkey and a cat ; 
To whom his temper was so bad, 
That none could find what he’d be at, 
But grumble, grumble, grumble. 


Of Murmur, grumble, sigh, and groan, 
His wife grew sick and weary ; 
Her heart he broke with peevish moan, 
She died—and left her deary ; 
Though she was gone, he grumbled more, 
His daughters then began t’ fidget, 
He grumbled Martha out of door, 
A little drummer married Bridget. 
Still grumble, grumble, grumble. 


Of wife and daughters thus bereft, 
He grumbled like a devil; 
His son, and cat, and monkey left, 
- Yet nought could make him civil ; 
The son and cat for peace are gone, 
After puss the monkey flies ; 
And now old Murmur, all alone, 
» Has none to close the grumbler’s eyes, 
But grumble, grumble, grumb\e. 


REMEMBRANCE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


LOVED girl! when thou from me ‘art flown, 

From one whose heart so long hath known 
What heaven it is to dwell 

Upon thy magic dimpling smiles, 

Thy cheek, thy lip, that still beguiles 
The soul with secret spell ; 


Then, dearest, then remember one, 
Who, by thy sweet enchantment won, 
Gave heart and soul to thee! 

And oh! when other lips shall press 
That cheek, that lip, in warm caress, 
Then, love, remember me ! 


And when, in converse by thy side, 
Another’s glance shall meet, with pride, 
Thy smile, that wakes love’s glow ; 
Then think there’s one whose eyes could tell 
They were Affection’s fontinel, 
The font of Love’s own woe. 


And when his blood, perchance, beats high, 
And all his soul is fervency, 

Then, haply, thou may’st say,— 
That, though his glance be warm, my dear, 
He loves not with that truth sincere 

As one that’s far away. 


And when thou’rt pensive, thoughtful, calm, 
And Memory’s genial, holy balm, 
Thine eyes’ mild light may dim ! 
Ah! think of him, whose grateful part 
It was to yield that gift his heart! 
Oh, dearest! think of him! 


PRPI EAE 


WINE AND WOMEN WE DELIGHT IN. 


Air—** Life’s like a Sea, in constant Hiotion.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


Pusu round the heart-enlivening bowl, boys, 
Full tone give to the jovial song ; 
To mirth the first awakes the soul, boys, 
The second its delights prolong. 
While here, with joyous friendship glowing, 
Each face arrayed in mirth appears, 
Still keep the smiling goblet flowing, 
Whilst Harmony salutes our ears. 
Still keep the smiling goblet flowing, &c. 


Thus to life’s joys good souls devoted, 
When met, to moisten well their clay, 
The hour of night have never noted, 
Till Time brought round his book next day! 
And though Time then the hour might point out, 
At the old codger still they laughed, 
Bade him pass on, nor slip the joint out 
’T wixt Mirth and Friendship, while they quaffed 
Bade him pass on, nor slip thejoint out, &c. 


Let not that foe to all good fellows 
Here with our friendship interfere ; 
Nor when of Mirth’s full chimes grown jealous 
With his dull signals din our ear. 
While round our circling glass goes cheerly, 
Here vainly Time his hour-glass brings, 
Orif he urge his flight unfairly, 
To our own length we clip his wings! 
Or if he urge his flight unfairly, &c. 
We have no leisure here for thinking, 
All that we leave to vulgar minds ; 
The nobler reason reigns in drinking, 
And there a floating sceptre finds. 
When at the plenteous board carousing, 
Where royal red the bowl hath crowned, 
Mirth in our cups, true Joy espousing, 
Shows Care is at the bottom drowned! 
Mirth in our cups, true Joy espousing, Sc 


SLIP OL EP? 


O, THE PATH OF LIFE IS ROUGH AND 
DREAR. 


Air-—<‘¢ Love’s young Dream.”—Miss Bryant.) 


O THE path of life is rough and drear 
When hope is gone, 
And Sorrow, with a passing tear, 
Looks sadly on ! 
Though many bowers 
Are decked with flowers, 
And all may still look green ; 
Yet, in a day, 
They fade away, 
In life’s dark scene. 


_ Thoagh Love may smile, and Joy adorn 
Our youthful days, 
Still fleeting love oft bears a thorn, 
Its power decays ! 
For, like a ray 
Of beauteous day, 
He sheds a heavenly light ! 
But soon the beam 
Is but a gleam, 
And all is night. 
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Though Friendship’s power may charm the 
breast, 
To memory dear ; 
Still fell Deceit will oft infest, 
And cause a tear! 
Thus Care annoys 
All mortal joys 
That yet hath ever been! 
So let me close, 
In calm repose, - 
This life’s dark scene. 
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IK BEN LIDERLYCK; 
OR, DE BEST TRADE OF ALL BE A DUTCHMAN. 


OF all what strive to live and to thrive, 
And by cunning to overreach men, 
Whether trade bin dead, or trade bin alive, 
De best trade of all be a Dutchman ; 
De world he fish what he can get, 
But, all bin fish in the Dutchman’s net; 
Ik ben liderlyck, du bist liderlyck, 
Snick snack liderlyck a ly—te. 


We trade wid the Yankey, we deal wid the Scot, 
And cheaten de tain and de tiether, 
We cheaten de Jew, aye and better dan dat, 
We cheaten well ein aniether, 
And at Amsterdam, when hy com dere, 
We cheaten de devil, dat’s all fair; 
Ik ben liderlyck, &c. 


Mynheer can drinkt, for drunk by chaunce, 
Mynheer by chaunce can caiper, 
But ik never take mine frow to daunce, 
Till somebody pay de pieper ; 
And when een koopman hold his haund, 
I puff mine pipe, and I nicht fersteun ; _ 
Ik ben lyderlyck, &c. 


De stranger comt for de fish dat’s nice, 
And he looken as sharp as donder, 
I praice mine goods, and I take mine price, 
And I sells him stinking flounder. 
Den he call dief, and I say yaw, 
Wid mine haund to de gelt comme sa ; 
Ik ben liderlyck, &c. 


OPP LEOR ER 


LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 


BENEATH the earth, in her lonely caves, 
And across the unsheltered moor, 

Above the rocks where the tempest raves, 
And along the wide watered shore ; 


And by tangled forest, and craggy hill, 
The haunts where the tigers prey, 

Through pain and peril, undaunted still, 
Love will find out the way! 


You may think him timid, so fast he flies, 
And speaks with a tone so mild ; 

You may deem that darkness has veiled his eyes, 
Or believe him a simple child! 


But if she, whose beauty is love’s delight, 
Be concealed from the beam of day, 

Set a thousand guards on that lady bright,— 
Love will find out the way! 


Without a guide, and without a clue, 
Through the realms of unmeasured space, 

Where the dove herself, that returns so true, 
Would be lost in her airy race ; 


Though the night-wind sweep, or the chill rain 
fall, 
Or the sun dart his fiercest ray, 
Oh! love, unconquered, will speed through all, 
Love will find out the way ! 


GIGI LIAISE 


THOUGH I AM NOW A VERY LITTLE 
LAD. 


Air—“ The White Cockade.”—(O’ Keefe.) 


THOUGH IJ am now a very little lad, 
And fighting men cannot be had ; 
For want of a better I may do, 
To follow the boys with a rat tat too ; 
I may seem tender, yet I’m tough, 
And though not much of me, I’m right good stuff ; 
Of this I’ll boast, say more who can, 
I never was afraid to face my man. 
I’m a chickabiddy see, 
Take me now now now, 
A merry little he, 
For your row dow dow. 
Brown Bess Ill knock about, oh! that’s my joy, 
With a knapsack on my back like a roving boy. 


In my tartan plaid a young soldier view, 
My philibeg, and dirk, and bonnet blue ; 
Give the word and I’ll march where you command, 
Noble serjeant, with a shilling then strike my hand. 
My captain when he takes his glass, 
May like to toy with a pretty lass ; 
For such a one I’ve a roguish eye, 
He’ll never want a girl when I am by. 
I’m a chickabiddy see, &c. 


Though a barber has never yet mowed my chin, 
With my great broad sword I long to begin , 
Cut, slash, ram, dam, oh! glorious fun ; 
For a gun pip-pop, change my little pop-gun, 
The foes should run like geese in flocks ; 
Even Turks should fiy like Turkey cocks : 
Wherever quartered [ shall be, 
Oh! zounds! how I’ll kiss my landlady. 

I’m a chickabiddy see, &e. 


POeGtLIste 


YES; A TRUER LOVE AT HOME. 
(Translated from the Spanish by Mr. Bowring.) 


My love no more to England, 
To England now shall roam, 
For I have a better, sweeter love, 
Yes! a truer love at home. 


I want no fair-cheeked damsel there 
To bind me in love again ; 

To seek a cold and distant fair 
Were time employed in vain : 

So then in search of Cupid 
I'll not to England roam, 

For I have a better, sweeter love, 
Yes! a truer love at home, 


Though Fortune cheat me as she will, 
Some pleasures will remain ; 

Though she trifle with the sun and moon, 
Yet in her treacherous train 

I'll go no more to England 
In search of a kinder doom ; 

For I have a better, sweeter love, 
Yes! a truer love at home. 


If I should visit England, 
I'll hope to find them true : 
For a love like mine deserves a wreath; 
Green and immortal too. 
But O they are proud, those English dames, 
- To all who thither roam, 
And I have a better, sweeter love, 
Yes! a truer.love at home. 


GPLILS ILI 
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And then the girls dressed out in white, led on by Tad O'Reilly, O 
All jigging, as the merry pipes struck upa lilt so gaily, O. 














PADDY’S WEDDING. 
(Dibdin. ) 


SURE wo’n’t you hear 
What roaring cheer 
Was spread at Paddy’s wedding, O, 
And how so gay 
They spent the day, 
From churching to the bedding, O. 
First, book in hand, came father Quipes, 
With the bride’s dadda, the baillie, O; 
While all the way to church the pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. 


Then there was Mat 
And sturdy Pat, 
And merry Morgan Murphy, O, 
And Murdock Meggs, 
And Tirlough Skeggs, 
M‘Lochlan, and Dick Durfy, O. 
And then the girls dressed out in white, 
Led on by Tad O’Reilly, O, 
All jigging, as the merry pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. 


When Pat was asked 
Would his love last? 
The chancel echoed with laughter, O ; 
Arrah fait, cried Pat, 
You may say dat, 
To the end of the world and after, O. 
Then tenderly her hand he gripes, 
And kisses her genteelly, O, 
While all in tune, the merry pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. © 


Now a roaring set 
At dinner are met, 
So frolicsome and so frisky, O, 
Potatoes galore, 
A skirraig or more, 
“a a flowing madder of whiskey, O ; 
2 


To the bride’s dear health round went the 
Swipes, 
That her joy might be nightly and daily, O, 
And as they guttled, the merry pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. 


And then at night, 
Oh! what delight, 
To see them all footing and prancing, O 
An opera or ball 
Was nothing at all, 
Compared to the style of their dancing, O; 
And then to see old father Quipes 
Beat time with his shellelagh, O, 
While the chanter with his merry pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. 
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And now the knot 
So tipsy are got, 
They'll go to sleep without rocking, O; 
So the bridemaids fair 
Now gravely prepare 
For throwing of the stocking, O 2 
And round to be sure didn’t go the swipes 
At the bride’s expense so freely, O, 
While to wish them good night the merry pipes 
Struck up a lilt so gaily, O. 


POI PL CF 


THE WISH. 
(Rogers. ) 


MINE be a cot beside the hill, 

A bee-hive’s hum shall soothe my ear; 
A willow brook, that turns a mill, 

With many a fall, shall linger near. 


The swallow oft beneath my thatch 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ; 
Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 


Around my ivied porch shall spring » 
Each fragrant flower that decks the dew ; 
And Lucy at her wheel shall sing, 
In russet gown and apron blue. 


The village-church among the trees, 
Where first our marriage-vows were given, 
With merry peals shall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 


GLIEFE LIF 


LAWYER GRUFTYKOTZ, HIS WIFE, 
MAID, AND THE WONDERFUL DOCTOR. 


Siddons. 


LAWYER Gruftykotz, of our town, 
Married a beauty of high renown. 
A gentle loving soul ; 
To gain her heart all ways he tried, 
And soon he got on her blind side,—. 
She was blinder than a mole! 


The lawyer had a maid called Grace ; 
He ogled Grace before her face, 
For a month away he hies. 
A travelling doctor passing through, 
Came Madam Gruftykotz to view, 
And he couched my lady’s eyes. 


When Lawyer Gruftykotz came back, 

He gave his maid a gentle smack: 
You brute, my lady cries,— 

Mr. Gruftykotz, no longer think 

Upon your naughty ways I’ll wink, 
You'll find I’ve got my eyes! 

Ye married men, take warning straight, 

From lawyer Gruftykotz’s fate, 
If married joys you prize ; 

And do not have so little Grace, 

To kiss the maids before her face, 
Lest your wife should find her eyes. 


I SAW THEE WEEP. 
(Lord Byron.) 


I saw thee weep—the big bright tear 
Came o’er that eye of blue, 

And then, methought, it did appear 
A violet dropping dew : 

I saw thee smile—the sapphire’s blaze 
Beside thee ceased to shine ; 

It could not match the living rays 
That filled that glance of thine. 


As clouds from yonder sun receive 
A deep and mellow dye, 

Which scarce the shade of coming eve 
Can banish from the sky ; 

Those smiles, unto the moodiest mind, 
Their own pure joy impart ; 

. Their sunshine leaves a glow behind, 

That lightens o’er the heart. — 


GIOLOP POS 


THE LADIES’ PHYSICIAN. 
( Upton.) 
Fair ladies, I am a physician by trade, 
A doctor, M.D. and of hearts, if you please, 
Not a quack, *pon my honour, but regular made, 
And have a diploma to prove my degrees. 
So, prithee, beware, for truly I swear 
I know all your cases, complaints, and disease ; 
And if you’ll attend, I’ll act like a friend, 
And ask in return but your smiles for my fees, 
Sweet woman! dear woman! 
The joy of our lives. 
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Fair ladies, when often you’re scornful, and frown, 


(And such things, you know, have been laid to 
your sex, ) 
What is it?—-why only poor man to bring down, 
And show, now and then, you can cruelly vex. 
But, prithee, be kind, to your pow’r more blind, 
And since you can chain us whenever you like, 
When love is sincere, let mercy appear, 
And the colours of fickleness speedily strike. 
Sweet woman! dear woman! &c, 


Fair ladies, we can’t live without you, ’tis true, 
Nor you without us—that Pll frankly reveal ; 
Nay, do not deny it, or else if you do— 
I'll tell all I know, for your pulses I feel. 


| But come, come, I see to the truth you agree, 


And now my advice, as your doctor, I’ll give— 
When you're loved, and that true, let us find it in 


you 
And happy you'll all be as long as you live. 
Sweet woman! dear woman! &e. 


GPL OL LPF 


THE BOATSWAIN CALLS. 
(Dibdin. ) 
THE boatswain calls, the wind is fair ; 
The anchor heaving, 
Our sweethearts leaving, 
We to our duty must repair, 
Where our station well we know. 
Cast off halliards from the cleets, 
Stand by well, clear all the sheets ; 
Come, my boys, 
Your handspikes poise, 
And give one general huzza. 
- Yet sighing as you pull away, 
For the tears ashore that flow, 
To the windlass let us go, 
With yo! heave ho! 
The anchor coming now a-peak, 
Lest the ship, striving, 
Be on it driving, 
Then we our tap’ring yards must seek, 
And back the fore top-sail well we know, 
A pleasing duty, from aloft: 
We faintly see those charms where oft, 
When returning, 
With passion burning, 
We fondly gaze those eyes that seem 
In parting with big tears to stream. 
But come, lest ours as fast should flow, 
To the windlass once more go, 
With yo! heave ho! 


Now the ship is under weigh, 
The breeze so willing 
The canvas filling, 
The prest triangle cracks the stay, 
So taught to haul the sheet we know ; 
And now in trim we gaily sail, 
The massy beam receives the gale ; 
While freed from duty, 
To his beauty, 
Left on the less’ning shore afar, 
A fervent sigh heaves-every tar, 
To thank those tears from him that flow, 
That from his true love he should go, 
With yo! heave, yo! 


PLO LP LIaL 


THE EXPOSTULATION. 
Air— Ilest trop tard.” —(W. Ball.) 


Au! why delay? Sweet maid, the darkening 
hour 
Too soon descends on Life’s fair summer day ; 
Too early fades Youth’s every tender flower ,— 
Seize, then, their sweets while yet they breathe 
of May. 
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Fhink’st thou, at will, to brave of love the power, 
Or with thy smiles his lightning shafts to sway? 
Oh, nymph deceived! come from thy guarded 
bower, 
Be wisely kind, and list a lover’s lay. 


Love once defied, alas! what tearful shower, 
_ What sighs can e’er his wrathful fires allay ? 
Vainly our victim hearts before him cower, 
Vengeful he flies,—for ever flies away! 


Oh! blest with grace and truth, thine angel dower, | 


Formed for his worship, haste thy vows to pay ; 


€ome thou, nor heed what envious shadows lour, | 


While love’s own radiance waits thy onward 
way. 


GELPPLC ILS 


DARBY M‘SHANE’S VISIT TO LONDON. 
Air—* Sprig of Shellelagh.”’—( Lawler.) 


WITH a dozen thirteens in a nice paper-bag, 

i came up to London without a dry rag, 
On a fine summer’s day, in a shower of rain; 

But all that I saw I thonght devilish queer, 

At a place called Cheup-side they sell every thing 

dear ; 

And as I came over the harvest to rape, 

I went to Corn-hill, where I looked like an ape. 
Och ! there was no harvest for Darby M‘Shane. 





What’'a comfort it was that my patience was 
proof, 
When I met witha coach without ever a roof, 
Full of ladies, who tittered at Darby M‘Shane ; 
I wanted to go to St. Giles’s that day- 
So I axed of the coachman to shew me the way, 
And offered to trate him—but sharp was the word, 
The man on the coach-box I found was a lord. 
There was fine botheration for Darby M‘Shane. 


In a shop full of pictures I stopped for to stare, 
When a thief picked my pocket, and, faith, he 
took care 
To lave not a copper for Darby M‘Shane. 
But a beautiful crature, to soften my grief, 
Fell in love with my person, it was my belief ; 
But. when she found out that my cash was all 
flown, 
Och hone! to be sure, how she altered her tone, 
And she swore like a trooper at Darby M‘Shane. 


Then a gentleman meeting a lady so gay, 
He wished her good morning at four in the day; 
Och! that can’t be grammar, said Darby 
M‘Shane. 
Talk of blunders in Ireland, it’s only a hum, 
When such plenty are found if to England you 
come ; 
English bulls, too, you'll find, but, in troth, to be 
brief, 
They are not half so good as your English roast 
heef ; 
Och! that don’t offend Mr. Darby M‘Shane. 


But though English fashions we don’t understand, 
While pace and good harmony reign in this land, 


Youll ne’er hear a murmur from Darby 
M‘Shane. 
May England ne’er want the brave boys of the 
sod 


To carry a musket or carry the hod ; 
As for Ireland, where wholesome shellelagh does 
grow 
There the devil himself, in the shape of a foe, 
Would get dacently leathered by Darby M‘Shane. 


St heh ie 


338 
THE BIRTH OF WOMAN. 
(fT. Moore.) 


You both remember well the day 

When unto Eden’s new-made bowers, 
He, whom all living things obey, 

Summoned his chief angelic powers 
To witness the one wonder yet, 

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun, 
He must achieve, ere he could set 

His seal upon the world as done— 
To see the last perfection rise, 

That crowning of Creation’s birth, 
When, ’mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels, woman’s eyes 

First opened upon heaven and earth ; 
And from their lids a third was sent 
That through each living spirit went 
Like first light throngh the firmament! 


Can you forget how gradual stole 
The fresh-awakened breath of soul 
Througheut her perfect form—which seemed 
To grow transparent, as there beamed 
That dawn of mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought ? 
Slow as o’er summer seas we trace 

The progress of the noontide air, 
Dimpling its bright and silent face 
Each minute into some new grace, 

And varying heaven’s reflection there ; 
Or, like the light of evening, stealing 

O’er some fair temple, which all day 
Hath slept in shadow, slow revealing 

Its several beauties, ray by ray, 
Till it shines out, a thing to bless, 
All full of light and loveliness. 


GLI SII DP 


THE DANCING MASTER’S DESCRIPTION 
OF A BATTLE. 


(Prince Hoare. ) 


I’VE carried arms through lands afar, 
France, Italy, and Spain ; 

And many a wound, and many a scar, 
I carry home again. ‘ 

I never loved a single lot, 
The more the merrier chance ; 

So the women I courted, the men I shot, 
And the girls I taught to dance. 

It happened once I called a dance, 
My musket in my hand ; 

The troops were ordered to advance, 
And all to heed command. 

Now here the plaguy chance admire, 

As strange as e’er you read of ;— 

The Serjeant called—Present Arms !—Fire ! 

I did, and shot my partner’s head off. 

OQ! then what a hurry skurry, 

My ruin they seemed to delight in ; 

’T was hard to decide in the flurry, 

Who was dancing, and who was fighting. 
In came the soldiers, 
Head and shoulders ; 
Helter, skelter, 
Routing, shouting, 
Crossing, forming, 
Charging, storming. 

Now they foot it, left and right, 

Now they’re out of order quite ; 

Bend and sink, but not so low, 

Now they’re all too much of a row. 
Forward hop, 
Backward pop ; 

There they go. 
Toe and heel now they jumble, 
Now they reel, now they stumble ; 
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Now advance, 

What’s the dance? 

Order handy, | 

Drops of brandy ; 

Stand at ease, 

Buttered peas ; 

Now parade, 

White cockade ; 

To right wheel, 

‘Duncan’s reel ; 

To the left dress, 

Mad Bess ; 

Rank and file, 

Mouth of the Nile ; 

Fall back, 

Paddy whack ; 

Order arms, 

Suky’s charms ; 

Wheel to the right, 

Jack’s delight ; 

March away, 

Devil to Pay ; 

Fire a volley, 

Charming Molly. 

Fire away, soldiers, fire away, sailors, 
Play the Devil among the Tailors ; 

Cling, clang, bang, bang, crittle, crattle, 
How folks dance about in a battle. 


OILIG IEF 


WOMAN’S TEARS. 
Air—** Is there a Heart that never loved ?” 


HARD is the heart that never felt for woman in dis- 
tress, 

And cold the breast that never throbbed to make 
her sorrows less ; 

For man’s caress, and mans delight, was lovely 

woman born 3 

And curst be he, where’er he moves, can treat her 
worth with scorn ! 


The tear that starts from Virtue’s eye, like a hea- 
venly pleader falls ; 

The breath that breathes in Virtwe’s sigh for man’s 
protection calls ; 

And he who can those fears withstand, that sigh, 
unmoved, can hear, 

Should ne’er be blest with woman’s smiles, to woman 
ne’ er be dear. 


OR IGPL? IPL 


- THE HAPPY JEW. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


My father he kept a clothes-shop and a stand, 
His name it vas Moses, of Israel’s land ; 

My mother vas Rachael, the daughter of Ben, 
Who kept a big stall down in Rosemary-Lane. 
And I vas their son, a sweet Hebtew boy, 

Till my father he died, and I lost every joy, 

For he left me no money, and died in a smash, 
But I soon found the method of raising the cash. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, for vhile de other little boys 
were dirting their fardens at pitch-in-the-hole, I 
vas at home, mending a hole in my jacket, or dirt- 
ing de brass buttons, to take de flats in by passing 
them for old farthings : and den, vat didI do? Vhy, 
I bought a penn’orth of Prummagem pall with ’em, 
and making a bad shilling look vite, I passed it at 
the chandler’s shop, and so, like a true-hearted 
Jew, I made a good shilling out of an old button, 
and sung— 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Vena poy, 1 was clever at brushing the clothes, 
At barking, and leading eaek fool by the nose ; 
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But, growing up pigger, ’twas soon time to think 

How to take in the flats, and to handle the chink ; 

Which I did, spite of all de queer tricks they might 
show 

Though they bid me eat pork, and dey christened 
me Mo! 

But I peat all the boys, and I licked all the men, 

Andthen, laughing, I bid them call out ‘‘ pork” 


agen. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! how pleasant it is to see me and 
my little dear vife drinking our coffee every night, 
and frying the flat fish, to make a good supper for 
the shildren—and to see ’em all coming home :— 
| there’s Sammy sells slippers in St. Paul’ s-Church- 
yard—Joey cries heart-cakes in Cheapside—Becky 
sells oranges at the Mansion-house—and little 
Isaac carries about Dutch sealing-wax, made in 
Duke’s Place—vhile I sings— 





















Tol de rol, &c. 


With every trinket I vishes to meet, 

And I cries my old clothes round each London 
street, 

Vhile down all the areas IT bawls—‘ Clo’sa 
shange !” 

Though I oft get my nose, dears, bit off as I range, 

‘Though they calls me a Jew, sure I know what I 
am, 

I’m Yedekin born, and I don’t vant to sham, 

Though pray what’s the matter with Christian or 
Jew !— 

I only want money, and so do they too. 

SPOKEN.] But, pless my heart, when Shaboth 
comes I doesn’t care, for I dresses myself like a 
gentleman, in my pest clothes—go to Shool—say 
my prayers—come home—eat all the cold roast, 
with my dear wlca wife and the pretty shildren— 
then go and beg some orders from the performers, 
who owe me all the money, and in the evening 
take my vife and the pretty shildren to the boxes, 
where nobody can tell we are Jews till they look at 
the tips of our noses—and sing 
Tol de rol, &c. 


POLPLE LIER 


0, STAY, SWEET WARBLING WOODLARK, 
STAY. 
Air— Loch-Erroch Side.”—( Burns. ) 


O sTAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay, 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray, 
A hapless lover courts thy lay, 
Thy soothing fond complaining. 
Again, again, that tender part, 
That I may catch thy melting art, 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 
Wha kills me wi’ disdaining. 
Say, was thy little mate unkind, 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
O, nought but love and sorrow joined, 
Sic notes 0’ woe could wauken! 
Thou tell’st of never-ending care, 
Of speechless grief, and dark despair : 
For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae mair, 
Or my poor heart is broken! 


GLI ILI FL 


THE COLLIER’S WINDLASS. 
(Emery.) 
You may talk about singing Italian songs, 
And hear them for me, for all that will, 
I’d as soon change a fiddle for poker and tongs, 
Drum and fife for the clack of a mill, 
As the song of our tars, when with ardour they 
burn, 
The windlass to man, high and low, 
The ponderous block seems to groan at each turn, 
As they cheerily sing, yeo, ha’ yeo. 
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While at Spithead we lay with a homeward-bound 
fleet, 
Awaiting the turn of the tide, 
We bows’d up the Nancy, so rakish and neat, 
You’d ha’ sworn she was Neptune’s own bride ; 
Hark! the convoy has fir’d—see her topsail loose, 
Like the hen with her brood all in tow; : 
Ev’ry hand quits his birth, e’en the cook his 
caboose, 
For the glorious sing out, yeo, ha’ yeo. 


The waves, in contention, our ship seem’d to court, 
She disdainfully left them behind ; 

Those numberless suitors she turned into sport, 
Owning none but her favouring wind ; 

And when the sou’-wester sprang up, d’ye see, 
So well the loved gale did she know, 

That Sunderland soon we had under our lee, 
And stood up the harbour, yeo, ha’ yeo. 


The pier with our wives and our sweethearts is 
lined, 
To greet us on jumping on shore, 
Each blessing the gale as propitious and kind, 
So soon their loved tars to restore : 
Now my notion of songs you may call a wrong 
fancy, 
But I will as plump say ye, no, 
For the sing out, that draws tears of joy from my 
Nancy’s 
The happy returning yeo, ha’ yeo. 


GEL LEG! 


OH! TIS LOVE. 


On! ’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love, 
That rules us so completely. 
Oh! ’tis love, tis love, ’tis love, 

Commands and we obey. 


Love is the sweetest, dearest pleasure ; 
Love rivals every other charm ; 
Love makes the miser yield his treasure ; 
Love e’en the stoic’s heart can warm. 
In deserts the wildest, 
O’er mountains or in plains, 
Where summer is mildest, 
Or winter ever reigns. 
Oh! tis love, &c. 


What in the palace or the hovel 
Chases so quickly care away ? 
What is the theme of every movel? 
What is the plot of every play? 
What keeps the carriage 
Of many a modern miss, 
And makes even marriage 
Sometimes a state of bliss ? 
Oh! ’tis love, &c. 


PAO LE LIF 


THE MOST GLORIOUS OF TEMPLES 
GIVES NAME TO FREEMASONS, 


LET us sing to the honour of those 
Who baseness and error oppose ; 
Who, from sages and magi of old, 
Have got secrets which none can unfold ; 
Whilst through life’s swift career, 
With mirth and good cheer, 
We’re revelling, 
And levelling 
The monarch, till he 
Says our joys far transcend 
What on thrones do attend, 
And thinks it a glory with us to be free. 


The wisest of kings paved the way, 

And his precepts we keep till this day ; 

The most glorious of temples gave name 

To Freemasons, who still keep their fame, 
Though no prince did arise, _ , 
So great and so wise ; 
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Yet in falling, 
Our calling 
Still bore high applause ; 
And though darkness o’errun 
The face of the sun, 
We, diamond like, blazed to illumine the cause. 


PIPL P PIP PP 


HOW SWEET ’TIS TO POLLOW THE 
ECHOING HORN. 


WHEN the morn stands on tiptoe, *twixt mountain 
and sky, 
How sweet ’tis to follow the hounds in full cry ; 
When the bright sparkling dew-drops the meadows 
adorn, nd 
How sweet ’tis to follow the echoing horn. 
Tantara, &c. 


Yet greater the pleasure, when love leads the way, 
A nymph to pursue that’s more bright than the 
day ; 
But the joys are divine, when, pursuing, we find 
The nymph is o’ertaken,—the fair one is kind. 
\ Tantara, &e. 


PLP LP LPL FE 


TAFFY AND GRIDDY. 
: ~ (Dibdin. ) 
ABERGAV’NY is fine, Aberysthwith also, 
And the lasses are fine, when to market they go; 
The birds and the pretty finches sing fine in the 
grove 
But the finest bird of all is the little rogue luff ; 
Luff me I pray you now, luff me as your life, 
And Taffy and Griddy shall soon be man and wife. 


The mountains are high, and the falleys are low, 
And from Radnor to Glamorgan’s a long fay to co; 
But I'd co, and I’d run, and I’d fly, and I’d rove, 
If when I came there I should meet with my luff. 
Luff me I pray you now, &c. 


Toil and labour is hard, and the time’s very long, 
From the lark’s pretty chant to the nightingale’s 


song ; 
But I’d toil and I’d labour throughout the whole 
year, 
And think it a day were I blessed with my dear. 
Luff me I pray you now, &c. 


GPIPGLIFS ST 


THE NOTE-BOOK ;. 
OR, THE MISERIES OF TRAVELLING FOR PLEASURE. 
Air— Well, well, say no more.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


As all travellers may, ° 
More or less on their way, 
Like myself meet with people of queer and cramp 
fancies, 
Who their patience may fret, 
While their purses they sweat, 
And lead their baulked hopes throngh some odd 
crooked dances! 
So I’ll briefly recount, 
The whole grievous amount, 
From my Note-Book, of all the disasters that 
vexed me, : 
When I went for my health, 
To the waste of my wealth, 
Let me see; (looking at book,) oh! item i. June 
21st, six o’clock. 


SPOKEN.] Morning, could not eat breakfast, too 
early, quite sick, off by Cheltenham coach without 
it; very qualmish and swimming in the head, 
empty stomach and motion of vehicle, suppose. 
Nothing particular, except an old lady’s nose 
bleeding upon my white kerseymeres, till item ii.— 
coach inn, table spread for parlour passengers, 
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dinner not ready, at last brought in, badly cooked 
and looked stale, coachy following, and waiter at 
his heels, with two plates for the ready, and ready 
to take it, coach ready to start too, not touched a 
mouthful yet, quite starved, “ can’t help it, gem- 
men, time’s- up you see, and must go.’? Half-a-crown 
a head because we did not eat! Bundled into the 
coach, all grumbling. Item iii.—Sly Quaker, not 
to be done, had whipped a duck into his pocket- 
handkerchief to remunerate himself for his two- 
and-sixpence! Cut and divide as we travelled, 
cheated again; not half roasted; no eating it, 
quite raw! D d luck, that! Item iv.—Arrived 
in Cheltenham, night, supped and slept at the 
head inn; d d bad supper and a worse bed!! 
Did not forget to charge enough though, all 
alike. 


While nothing but ill luck and crosses perplexed 
me ! 








There to dine, sup, or sleep, 
Either well, good or cheap, 
I was hoaxed! Even trying a table @hote visit, 
Charged so high for my share 
Of the scanty bad fare, 
That ‘* with Cheltenham I’ve done,” then, said I, 
“i this is its, 
So I packed up that night, 
And next morn by day-light, 
Off to Bath and Hot Wells, I for pleasure was trot- 
ting, 
When, as fate had so willed, 
I was nigh being killed. 


SPOKEN.] A miserable affair that, for pleasure ! 
Let me see, (looking at Note- Book.) Aye; item v. 
—Journey to Bath, or forty miles in fifteen hours, 
by the Expedition ; when we came to CALNE the 
coachman was not ABLE, as it appeared, to drive 
any further, too drunk to sit on the box, so tum- 
bled off and overturned the coach; great shock 
and a loud scream ; two arms and one leg broken, 
and a lady’s pug puppy killed! suffered very much 
myself; though I escaped with whole bones, did 
not come off with a whole skin; face in contact 
with coach-glass, quite deranged the economy of 
the nasal organ; quite vexed! looked frightfully 
horrible when I saw it in looking glass!! Post- 
chaise to proceed ; poor Miss Mac Dappledill cry- 
ing violently all the way; ‘‘ sad thing, ma’am,” 
said I, ‘‘ for poor puppy to be sure” Item vi.— 
Arrived at Bath, town crammed, only one spare 
bed, back room ; short of bed-linen, had but one 
sheet for me, doubled, longitudinal repose impos- 
sible! could not sleep; huddled head and heels 
together, lay like a pig in a poke all night, com- 
plained next morning bitterly! <“ quite sorry ‘” 
they said, and offered the accommodation of wn lit 
de repos in the bar; declined the favour, did not 
like couch sleeping at all! Breakfast, child pulled 
the tea-pot down upon my legs, and filled my slip- 
poe with boiling water! jumped up and left the 

ouse in a passion! D d hard! but 
‘Thus misfortune with crosses ’gainst pleasure was 
plotting. y 





Plagued with crosses at Bath, 
Till got thin as a lath, 


Then I thought it high time for returning to Lon- | 


don ; 

‘« For,” said I, “ if I stay, 
I shall be hurried away,” 

And in body and pocket be miserably nndone '” 
So I there hired a hack, 
That I safe might ‘get back, 


For I’d had quite enough of the stage-coach, 


«© down derry !” 
And lank, sick with the mumps, 
We set off stumbles stumps. 
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SPoKEN,] A+ few more pleasantly miserable 
items! Let me refer; (looking at Note-Book. ) 
Yes; here we have them. Item vii.—August 23d, 
morning ten o’clock, breakfasted before starting, 


journey from Bath Pump-Rooms to Bloomsbury- 


square; brown pad hack with a white face, to 
keep me in countenance ; corresponding coinci- 
dence happily hit; nice soft trotting thing; tra- 
velled as easy on the saddle as if F had hired a 
porter to kick me béhind all the way home! 
Item viii.Came to pond by road side, hot wea- 
ther, thought Lightfoot was dry by his travelling so 


heavily, rode in, but did not come same road out 3 


more inclined to drowning than drinking, lay down 
with me in the middle ot the water ; luckily warm 
and windy; clothes soon dried again ; lost one of 
his shoes in the mud, and found he had but three feet 
to goon with! Item ix.—That night we reached 
Mal-borough, cursedly mauled with the speed of 
slow travelling ; put up at Fox INN, and brushed- 
in-to bed hot, after a cold supper. Item x.—Next 
morning, August 24th, off without breakfast ; twelve 
miles in seven hours hard riding; arrived at Hun- 
gerford half starved; took coffee and eggs at the 
Hen and Chickens; F had a short bill, and land- 
lord a long face; out in reckoning . ‘thought he 
had a pigeon to pluck, suppose! Item xi. —Nothing 


striking, except a stiff arm with flogging Lightfoot, 


all even going, only an odd tumble near Newbury 
toll-gate, till come to Reading; too dark to read 
the signs; late, and every house shut up; at last 
Bolt Inn unlocked their gates; had the miserable 


pleasure of nothing to eat or drink till morning ; 


alternate night-mare and death-watch, horrible! 
Item xii.—August 25th, quite down in the mouth ; 
coming wp to London; nothing but crosses through 
a straight road ; fish-carts, coaches, tumbrils, and 
tandems; cursedly awkward; danger and death 
all the way; at last picked up in Piccadilly with 
less life than a lobster! Item xiii. and last.—Re- 


joiced when I got home to Bloomsbury-square, though 
‘with less bloom than a square slice of turnip ; knock- 


ed at the door; transparent as a shadow; mother 
and sisters took me for a ghost, and would not be- 
lieve I was flesh and blood till they heard my bones 
rattle under my skin! Travelled sixty-five days for 
pleasure through nine weeks of misery ; Spent all 
my money; dissipated all my stamina 5 lost alk 
the roseate hue from my cheeks. 


And as pale as a lily came back to Bloomsbury !! 


GLILEP IP 


TOBACCO, GROG, AND FLIP. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


WHATP’ER the pleasures known on shore, 
They have no charms for me ; 
Be mine the sea, I ask no more, 
*Tis sweet variety. 
Give me tobacco, grog, and flip, 
An easy gale, a tight-built ship, 
In ev’ry port a willing lass, 
And round for me the globe may pass, 


When tired of land, our pockets low, 
With will alert, we steer | 
O’er hostile seas, attack the foe, 
For sailors know no fear. 
Our prize in tow, we're all agog 
For fresh tobacco, flip, and grog : 
In port each seeks his fav’rite lass, 
And bids the world unheeded pass. 


Thus let me sail, and love and drink, 
Though folks on land look big; 

Pleased with my lot, I’ll scorn to think 
Their stations worth a fig. 
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While I’ve tobaceo, grog, and flip, 
An easy gale, a tight-built ship, 

A friend that’s true, a fav’rite lass, 
The globe unheeded round may pass. 


GORE ETI P 


BE WISE WHILE YE MAY, TO THE LODGE 
COME AWAY. 


( Driver.) 


THE loud trump of Fame willing ushers the day 
When Cam’s social sons first in friendship en- 
twined, 
When Honour and Truth lent a kindred ray, 
T’ enlighten the heart which to virtue inclined. 
All bless the great hour, and hailed the blessed 
power, 
And prayed smiling Providence ever to shower 
Those blessings which only descend from above— 
Truth, charity, friendship, and brotherly love. 


Though time makes the dull sordid mortal repine, 
And each fleeting moment his pleasure annoy, 

Such vot’ries of folly ne’er met at my shrine, 
Where mirth, love, and friendship, those mo- 

ments enjoy. 

Be wise while ye may, to our lodge come away, 

Where Friendship, with smiles as celestial as day, 

Will give you her hand, and a blessing impart, 

Which every true brother will lock in his heart. 


Though Envy in brotherly form should assail, 
And Malice attempt our true hearts to divide, 

Yet Friendship defies all their arts to prevail, 
Not formed to enjoy, they will ever deride. 

Still Friendship divine refulgent shall shine, 

Since Charity’s laurels her brow do entwine, 

Aud hail her triumphant on earth to arise, 

Till Time shall return her again to the skies. 


Since life’s rosy hour’s so fleet on the wing, 
And friendship and love can felicity give, 

In innocent mirth let us joke, drink, and sing, 
And the summer of youth cannot fade while we 

live. 

This toast be most dear, “‘ the virtuous fair !” 

To them we will ever be true and sincere ; 

May they, when this lodge re-assembled above, 

For ever unite us in friendship and love. 


FILLE PDIP OR 


DENNIS M‘KIRTIE. 
(Charlotte Nooth.) 


“ OcH! Dennis M‘Kirtie, 
Your brogues are so dirty, 
You can never come into the hall.” 
«Sure, Judy O’Grady, 
I'll speak to my lady; 
Will I stand in the lobby and bawl? 


<< Barring whiskey and whey, 
I’ve ate nothing to day, 
No gossoon in the land could go faster ; 
No man, bavin, or beast, 
Could be making more haste 
If he ran to the wake of his master. 


<« Now, to tell you my case, 
Clean and out o’ the face, 
A small accident happened me now ; 
To make no more pother, 
I’ve kilt my own brother, 
And I’d best hide away from the row.” 


«< Poor cratur! and did ye? 
Who was itthatbid ye? 
Ah! now Dennis, you’ve not kilt him dead !” 
«« Sure myself does not know, 
’Twas the deuce of a blow, 
And it somehow fell right on his head.” 
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‘« How came ye to fight? 
Ye were friends t’other night.” 
“© Och! sure I can’t tell you, my honey ; 
One word brought another, 
Then came such a pother, 
Murtagh bothered like mad for his money. 


«* Sure, (said I,) be contint, 
The thirteens are all spint, 
And, bad luck to me, laughed in his face ; 
So he outs with his knife, 
And I thought, on my life, 
He’d have left me for dead on the place. 


«* By the holy, ’tis true ; 

So then, what could I do? 
Shellelagh soon bade him be quiet ; 
So I thought it my best 

To come here without rest, 
And be hiding away from the riot. 


«© So, Judy O’Grady, 

Vu sere to my lady, 

Sweet soul! she was nurst by my mother, 
And she’ll make me to stay 
Till it’s all done away, 

Don’t she know I’m her own foster-brother ?” 


OLEOoP LEE F 


NOW, WAS NOT THAT PROVOKING? 


YOUNG COLIN is a gentle swain, beloved by all 
who know him ; 

To win my heart he strives in vain, for I no kind- 
ness show him. 

This morn he urged, I still refused ; but I was only 
joking : 

Away he went—left me confused—now, was not 
that provoking ? 


But should he fancy, silly youth! his coolness will 
perplex me, 

He is mistaken; for, in truth, his absence ne’er 
shall vex me. 

Next time we meet I’ll nothing say, although with 
anger choking, 

That woman should to man give way I vow is quite 
provoking. 


PLE GLI? SE 
* 


YOUNG DICK, THE SHOEMAKER, AND 
THE FAITHFUL PEGGY SLADE. 


Youne Dick he was as nice a blade 
As any you would see ; 

He fell in love with Peggy Slade 
As they were drinking tea ; 

But, as they walked down the Strand, 
A sergeant they did meet, 

Who took young Dickey by the hand, 
Who then took to his feet. 


The sergeant after him did run, 
He caught him in a court, 
If you will come to tent for fun, 
V’ll treat you with some port ; 
I’ve got a shilling in my fist, 
If you will it accept. 
Agreed, said Dick, I will enlist, 
With that young Peggy wept. 


Then she did go her knees upon, 
And begged they’d him enlarge, 

Or let him off, just like a gun, 
And give him his discharge ; 

The sergeant’s heart was hard as flint, 
But it had not a spark, 

And so had got no fire in’t, 
So he left Peg in the dark. 

Oh, when they took young Dick away, 
And left her by herself, ‘ 

She cried her eyes quite sore, they say, 
Oh, what a stupid elf ; 


And, when she found she wept in vain, 
She tried young Dick to catch, 

But oh, her heart was broke in twain, 
And she went out like a match. 


PP IPP IOP 


THE COBBLER A LA FRANCAISE. 
Air—“ Derry Down.” 


A COBBLER there was, and he lived in a stall, 
Which served him for parlour, and kitchen, and 
every thing else ; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
‘No ambition had he, no, no creditors at his street- 
door. ; 
Derry down, &c. 


Contented he was, and he thought himself happy, 
If at night he could purchase a pot of good porter ; 
Oh, then, he would whistle and sing, too, most 
sweet, 
Saying, just to a hair I have made both ends eome 
together. 
Derry down, &c. 


But love, the disturber of high and of low, 
He shoots at de peasant as well as de mackeronie, 
And he shot de poor cobbler right through de 
heart, 
I wish he had shot at some more nobler situation. 
Derry down, &c. 


’Twas from a cellar this archer did play, 
A buxom young damsel was always a sleeping, 
Her eyes shone like dimonts, she rose every day, 
Which sho de poor cobbler t’other sede de street- 
door. 
Derry down, &c. 
He sung her love-song as he sat at his work, 
But she was hard-hearted as a Jew or a Mussel- 
man 
And, if he spoke, she would flounce and would 
fiean, 
Which threw the poor cobbler into melancholy. 
Derry down, &c. 


He took up his all that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himself he was determin- 


ed ; 

But he pierced through the body instead of the 
soul, 

The poor cobbler he died—and the bell went bang 
bang. 


Derry down, &e. 


GLOOPLPO IL 


COME NOT FOND LOVERS, ADORING 
THEE STILL? 


(Translated from the Dutch by J. Bowring.) 


CLARA! come, tell me what withers thy heart, 

That even enjoyments but sorrow impart, 

And say why it thus like a flow’ret decays, 

To which morn lends no dews and bright noontide 
no rays? 

Come not fond lovers, adoring thee still? 

Dost thou not wander or rest at thy will? 

And do not thy glances, wherever they fall, 

With mildness delight and with splendour enthral ? 


Zephyr breathes pleasantly over the meads, 
Playing through alders and talking to reeds, 
All merrily, merrily : merrily goes 

The wavelet that on to its summer-bank flows. 


See! yon sweet blossoms, now opening gay, 
Bid thee be cheerful and smiling as they ; 

The sun, too, invites thy young heart to be free, 
And casts down his loveliest glance upon thee. 
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But oh! if in vain they would chase for a while 

Thy griefs, and awaken joy’s slumbering smile, 

Command the gay sun and the waters to join, 

And the trees and the flow’rets, their bright tears 
to thine. 


PP PPOL LO 


“FOR TO BE MERRY’S TO BE WISE. 


AS swift as Time puts round the glass, 
And husband well life’s little space, 
Perhaps your sun, which shines so bright, 
May set in everlasting night. 


Or, if the sun again should rise, 

Death, ere the morn, may close your eyes 5. 
Then drink, before it be too late, 

And snatch the present hour from Fate. 


Come, fill a bumper, fill it round, 

Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound; 
In these alone true wisdom lies, 

For to be merry’s to be wise. 


GPP P OPI? 


MRS. BRIDGET SNIP. 


MRS. BRIDGET loved a man, yet all cruel was he, 
Fol lol de rol, &c. 
For oh! hard-hearted tailor! he didn’t love she, 
Fol lol, &c. 

Mrs. Bridget then resolved not to live, but to die, 
Fol lol, &c. 
And at twelve the next night to the river did fly. 
Fol lol, &c. 


She walked in the stream nearly up to her knees, 
Follol, &c. 
While the stars twinkled bright, and the water did 
freeze, 
Fol lol, &c. 
Mrs. Bridget made a pause to reflect on the sin, 
Fol lol, &c. 
And, for the last time, took a small drop of gin. 
Fol lol, &c. 


«< Now, now, then, I go,” Mrs. Bridget did rave, 
Fol lol, &c. 

And was making a plunge to a wat’ry grave ; 

: Fol tol, &c. 

Now, now, then, aware the water would a throttle, 
Fol lol, &c. 

Mrs. Bridget tossed off the contents of the bottle. 
Fol lol, &c. 


Mr. Snip then, by chance, he happened to draw 
near, 
Fol lol, &c. 
When poor Mrs. Bridget cried ‘“ Farewell, my 
dear !””~ 
; Fol lol, &c. 
“¢ Oh, good bye, love!” said he, when she, look- 
ing him through, 
Fol lol, &c. 
Cried, ‘¢ You hard-hearted dog, I’ll be d—d if I 
do.” 


Fol lol, &c. 


Aan eee 


THE UGLY OLD MAN, THE PRETTY MAID, 
AND THE PARROT. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


AN ugly old man loved a pretty maid, 
And he was her guardian, remember, 
But she wouldn’t have him she constantly said, 
For why should May marry December ? 
She persisted; so he, without why or wherefore, 
Sent her into her chamber and locked the door ; 
On a chair by the door she sat down to pout, 
While her parrot kept crying ‘* I can’t get out.’ 
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The pillow she dressed in her own hat and gown, 
That he’d peep through the key-hole still hoping, 
On the chair by the door sat the dressed pillow 
down, 
And then put the window wide open ; 
Then snug in a closet herself she hid, 
While peep through the key-hole he certainly did, 
And cried ay the pillow, “ pretty lovey, why 
pout! 
While the parrot made answer, “I can’t get out.” 


Says he, “ lovey, be kind, and the bolt Ill 
draw,” 
But the pillow wa’n’t much for talking ; 
So he opened the door, and the trick he saw, 
And thought she’d through the window been 


walking ; 

Through the window the pillow he threw with a 
grin 

While she slipped through the door and locked him 
in 

Crying, ee guardee, good bye, you'll follow, no 
doubt,” 


While the parrot c1ied for him, “ I can’t get ont.” 


AND SO THE WORLD RUNS MERRILY 
ROUND WHEN PEACE DOTH SMILE 
UPON HER. 


(Jasper Fisher, 1633.) 


THE sky is glad that stars above 
Do give a brighter splendour ; 
The stars unfold their flaming gold, 
To make the ground more tender. 


The ground doth send a fragrant smell, 
That air may be the sweeter ; 

The air doth charm the swelling seas 
With pretty chirping metre. 


* 


The sea with rivers’ water doth 
Feed plants and flowers dainty ; 
The plants do yield their fruitful seed, 
That beasts may live in plenty. 


The beasts do give both feed and cloth, 
That men high Jove may honour ; 
And so the world runs merrily round 
When Peace doth smile upon her. 
Oh then! then oh! oh then! then oh! 
This jubilee last for ever ; 
That foreign spite, or civil fight, 
Our quiet trouble never. 


FLIIPLIOD 


YES, ONCE MORE THAT DYING STRAIN. 
(H. K. White.) 
YES, once more that dying strain, 
Anna, touch the lute for me ; 


Sweet, when pity’s notes complain, 
Doubly sweet is melody. 


While the virtues thus inweave, 
Mildly soft the thrilling song ; 
Winter’s long and lonesome eve, 
Glides, unseen, unfelt, along. 


Thus when life hath stolen away, 
And the wintry night is near ; 

Thus shall Virtue’s friendly ray, 
Age’s closing evening cheer, 


PRILPPP GP? 


MERRILY, MERRILY BOUNDS THE BARK. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


MERRILY, merrily bounds the bark, 
She bounds before the gale; 
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The mountain-breeze from Burnadareh, 
Is joyous in her sail. 

With fluttering sound like laughter, hoarse, 
The chords and canvass strain ; 

The waves divided by her force, 

In rippling eddies chased her course, 
As if they laughed again. 


Merrily, merrily bounds the bark, 
O’er the broad ocean driven, 

Her path by Rouen’s mountains dark, 
The steersman’s hand has given. 


Merrily, merrily goes the bark, 

On a breeze from the northward free ; 
So shoots the morning-sky the lark, 

Or the swan through the summer-sea. 


Merrily, merrily goes the bark, 
Before the gale she bounds ; 

So the dolphin from the shark, 
Or the deer before the hounds. 


PRI IGLIE IP 


THE MERRY WAITER. 
(Cross. ) 


AT the very best of houses, where the best of peo- 
ple dine, 
And the very best of eatables they cater, 
Give the wee bee of spirits, and decant the best 
of wine, 
I attends as a very merry waiter : 
J a table-cloth can spread, 
Neat decant my white and red, 
Manage matters with a charm ; 
With a napkin under arm, 
Can a skin-flint or a jolly fellow tell, 
Know whether he’ll come down 
Gold, a tizzey, or acrown, 
So I treats ’em as I finds em, ill or well ; 
And whermnoisy, roaring, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 
SPOKEN.] Going in, ma’am! Coming, sir!— 
D—n the bells! they are all a ringing at once. 
I’m a coming, coming, coming, coming, 


coming. 
In their very meetings, why I always likes to 
share ; 
A whole bottle, sometimes broke, then I snack 
it 5 : 
In that ’m quite at home, so it travels you know 
where ,— 


Sally Chambermaid and I slyly crack it. 

She a little fortune’s made, 
Just by making warm a bed ; 
So I thinks it not amiss, 

Now and then to snatch akiss ; 

For you know I likes Sally very well : 
So hob-nobbing as we chat, 
Looking loving and all that; 

In our ears they’re ever ringing such a peal, 
~Missus, maids, all bawling, drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 

SPOKEN.] John, devil some biscuits, and take 

em up to the Angel. Tom, you take care of No. 2, 
I shali take care of No. 1 myself. 
Coming, coming, &c. 


A snipe there once was ordered, such an article 
we'd not, ‘ 
Yet, to disappoint a customer unwilling, 
A plover was served up, the gemmen swore no Dill’t 
had got,— 
Says I, swallow it, I’ll soon bring the brill in. 
Thus I joke, and gaily talk, 
While poor master jokes with chalk, 
And while jingling glasses drink, 
While I jingle in the chink. 
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Cod! he breaks, and I buy in, who can tell? 
Sally, missus then is made, 

Up to every sarvant’s trade ; 

We are sartain sure, your honours, to do well. 
Brisk and busy, no hum-drumming, 
Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 

SPOKEN.] James, take care of No. 4, and see 
that Sam Cellarman sends up pricked bottles ; for 
they’re a d—d shabby set, and we may never see 
them again. Mrs. Napkin, show my lord to the 
Star and Garter, and Lawyer Latitat to the Devil. 
He’s going there himself, sir; he knows the way 
very well. Does he, Mrs. Napkin? that’s very well 
of you. D—n them blue-devils in the Angel ; how 
they ring. Ishall have all my bell-pulls down, 
coming up, gemmen. 

I’m a coming, coming, &c. 


A ee 


BONNY KITTY. 
( Dibdin. ) 
WHEN last from the Straits we had fairly cast an- 
chor, 
T went bonny Kitty to hail ; 
With quintables stored, for our voyage was a span- 
ker, 
And bran new was every sail! 
But I knew well enough how, with words sweet as 
honey, 
They trick us poor tars of our gold; 
And when the sly gipsies have fingered the money, 
The bag they poor Jack give to hold. 


So I chased her, d’ye see, my lads, under false 
colours, 
Swore my wishes were all at an end; 
That I sported away all my good-locking dollars, 
And borrowed my togs of a friend. 
O then, had you seen her, no longer “¢ my honey ;”” 
Twas ““ varlet,” “ audacious,” and “ bold |” 
“« Begone from my sight, now you’ve spent all your 
money, 
For Kitty the bag you may hold.” 


With that I took ont double handfulls of shiners, 
And scornfully bade her good bye ; 
’Twould have done your heart good had you then 
seen her fine airs, ’ 
Now she’d leer, and she’d sob, and she’d sigh ! 
But I stood well the broadside—while jewels and 
honey 
She called me, I put up the gold ; 
And bearing away, as I sacked all the money, 
Left the bag for ma’am Kitty to hold. 


GIG LIPPER 


O MIRK, MIRK IS THIS MIDNIGHT HOUR. 
(Burns. ) 


O MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour, 
And loud the tempest’s roar ; 

A waefu’ wanderer seeks thy tower, 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father’s ha’, 
And a’ for loving thee ; 

At least some pity on me shaw, 
If love it may na be. 


Lord Gregory, mind’st thou not the grove, 
By bonnie Irwine-side, 

Where first I own’d that virgin-love 
I lang, lang had denied ? 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow 
Thou wad for ay be mine ; 

And my fond heart, itsel’ sae true, 
It ne’er mistrusted thine. 
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Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 
And flinty is thy breast : 

Thou dart of heaven that flashest by,’ 
O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above, 
Your willing victim see! 

But spare, and pardon my fause love, 
His wrangs to heaven and me! 


GL IEFL IPP 


I LANGUISH FOR MY LOVE’S RETURN, 
[From Broughton’s Specimens of Hindoo Poetry. ] 


THE lovely drum is heard around, 
The tambourine and cymbal’s sound ; 
I in the flames of absence burn,’ 
And languish for my love’s return. 


The women all around me sing, 

And own th’ inspiring joys of spring ; 
While I, from darts of ruthless love, 
Never-ending torments prove. 


The amorous kokil strains his throat, 
And pours his plaintive pleasing note ; 
My breast responsive heaves with grief, 
Hopeless and reckless of relief. 


MORALITY IN DRINKING. 


IF life is a bubble and breaks with a blast, 

You must toss off your wine if you wish it to last; 
For this bubble may well be destroyed with a puff, 
If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 


If life is a flower, as philosophers say, 

’Tis a very good hint, understood the right way ; 

For if life is a flower, any blockhead can tell, 

If you’d have it look fresh, you must moisten it 
well. 


This life is no more than a journey, tis said, 

Where the roads, for most part, are confoundedly 
bad ; 

Then let wine be our spur, and each traveller will 
own, 


That, whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 
This world to a theatre likened has been, 


Where each man around has a part in the scene ; 

’Tis our part to get drunk; and ’tis matter of fact, 

That the more you all drink, boys, the better you'll 
act. 


GPL LIL? PR 


HARK! ECHO,—SWEET ECHO. 


Hark! Echo,—sweet- Echo repeats the loud 
strain, 

The shouting and hooting of fieree Dian’s train : 

Aurora smiles sweetly, and comes on apace, 

The hounds and the horn calls us forth to the 
chase. 

Blind Cupid is banished from these happy fields, 

His quiver to Dian the wanton now yields ; 

She blunts all his arrows, his power destroys, 

While the virgins all follow her innocent joys. 


NO WRETCHED CAPTIVE OF HIS PRISON 
SPEAKS, UNLESS WITH PAIN. 


[Translated from a French Song, written by Richard 
Cceur de Lion during his Imprisonment. } 


(Dr. Burney.) 


| No wretched captive of his prison speaks, 


Unless with pain and bitterness of soul ; 
Yet consolation from the Muse he seeks, 
Whose voice alone misfortune can contro}. 
Where now is each ally, each baron, friend, 
Whose face I ne’er beheld without a smile ? 
Will none his sovereign to redeem expend 
The smallest portion of his treasures vile ? 
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Though none may blush, that near two tedious 
years, 
Without relief my bondage has endured ; 
Yet know, my English, Norman, Gascon peers, — 
Not one of you should thus remain immured : 
The meanest subject of my wide domains, 
Had I been free, a ransom should have found: 
I mean not to reproach you with my chains, 
Yet still I wear them on a foreign ground ! 


Too true it is, so selfish human race! 
“© Nor dead, nor captives, friend or kindred 
find ;” 
Since here I pine in bondage and disgrace, 
For lack of gold my fetters to unbind. 
Much for myself I feel, but, ah! still more, 
That no compassion from my subjects flows : 
What can from infamy their names restore, 
lf, while a prisoner, death my eyes should close? 


But small is my surprise, though great my grief, 
To find, in spite of all his solemn vows, 
My lands are ravaged by the Gallic chief, 
While none my cause has courage to espouse. 
Though lofty towers obscure the cheerful day, 
Yet through the dungeon’s melancholy gloom, 
Kind Hope in gentle whispers seems to say, 
“¢ Perpetual thraldom is not yet thy doom.” 


Ye dear companions of my happy days ! 
Oh! Chail and Pensavil, aloud declare 
Throughout the earth, in everlasting lays, 
My foes against me wage inglorious war. 
O! tell them, too, that ne’er among my crimes, 
Did breach of faith, deceit, or fraud appear ; 
That infamy will brand to latest times, 
The insults I receive while captive here. 


Know, all ye men of Anjou and Touraine, 
And every bachelor-knight, robust and brave, 
That duty now and love, alike are vain, 
From bonds your sovereign and your friend to 
save. 
Remote from consolation here I lie, 
The wretched captive of a powerful foe, 
Who all your zeal and ardour can defy, 
Nor leaves you ought but pity to bestow. 


GIL P PLS FL 


BEN CABLE. 


ONE night, ’twas at sea, in the midst of a storm, 

On board a three-decker, Ben Cable was born ; 

In his cradle the ship, (which was rocked by the 
deep, ) 

The whistling winds often lulled him to sleep. 

When christened, they dipped the boy in the salt 
flood 

And the captain himself for his godfather stood ; 

From infancy thus, little Ben was inured 

'l'o tempests and storms, which he bravely endured. 


On board from his youth, till to manhood he grew, 

Ben still was the pride and delight of the crew ; 

Ever foremost was he at humanity’s call, 

No danger could ever his courage appal. 

If a friend or a foe, in distress hove a sigh, 

Thongh the white foaming ocean then ran moun- 
tains high ; 

“Twas nothing to Ben, if his efforts could save 

One unfortunate wretch from a watery grave. 


In many a battle where cannon have roared, 

And heroes have fallen, whom their country adored ; 

Where the danger was great, there Ben you might 
find 

For Old England his life he’d have freely re- 
signed. 

His duty none better than Ben ever knew, 

And he fonght as a true British seaman should do ; 

But the fight being done, why, he’d drink grog and 
sing 

Success to his friend, and long life to his king. 


347 
THE PLEASURES OF BRIGHTON. 
( Beazely.) 


THEY may talk of their Margates and Ramsgates 
SO gay, j 
And such places some folks may delight in ; 
Where in summer each citizen dashes away, 
As long as they’ve time and their money to pay, 
But none can compare to our Brighton ! 
Tis there that our belles and our beaux always 
dash on, 
For Brighton! dear Brighton! is always the 
fashion 5 
For life—oh ! to Brighton no one place approaches, 
"Tis true we’ve no hoy— but we’ve plenty of 
coaches. 
So come, my fair ladies, to Brighton. 


SPOKEN.] La, pa! vat a delightful place 
Brighton must be—do pray take places at the 
Golden Cross, in the flying coach, licensed to 
carry six insides and sixteen outs.—-Nonsense, 
girl, I can’t avoord it; mind the shop.— Well, 
Mr. Splitfig, there’s neighbour Goosequill has been 
there wi’? his wife and da’ter.—There, there’s 
somebody in the shop; coming, coming.—Pray, 
my lord, does the Prince go to Brighton ?—I 
should think so, *pon honour. — Damme, who 
wouldn’t go?—Then order the barouche. I’m off 
in a tangent. 


Then the gents and the ladies, 
Whatever their trade is, 
Whether single or married, 
T'o Brighton are carried. 
Then slipping and whipping, 
And squalling and bawling, 
Each belle and each beau 
To Brighton they go; ~ 

Oh! oh! what a place is Brighton! 


There full many a damsel we see with a whip, 
The donkey’s back try to sit tight on ; 

Every morning in salt water taking a dip, | 

Every night in the ball-room just taking a trip, 
Oh! these are the pleasures of Brighton! 


And then there’s our race-course, each jockey fre- 
quents, ; 
Where the beaux lose their money as well as their 
sense 5 
Where gaiety joined with equality cheers, 
Dukes jostle with dustmen—pickpockets with peers ; 
Oh! these are the pleasures of Brighton! 


SPOKEN.] Oh, lard, Mrs. Gun, I can’t go in. 
—Pooh, pooh, Bet; don’t keep the lady waiting ; 
here, I’ll give you ashove behind ; there.—Oh ! oh: 
oh! I’m drow-drow-ow-ow-owned as sure as a gun. 
—Go along, naughty naked little boys, don’t bathe 
here; don’t you see the ladies coming on the don- 
kies.—Oh, never mind the poor little innocent crea- 
tures ; I likes to see them in their natural state.— 
Here, young man, do give my donkey a slap behind, 
I shall never get to the races.— There, ma am, 
now he’ll go like a new one.—Lord bless me, he'll 
shake my inside out.—Hallo, ma’am, keep your 
neddy out of the way of my tits.—Here, who'll 
take Conqueror against the field ’—Tom, do you 
ride the Duchess ?—Yes, your honour.—Then [ll 
back her.—Hallo, there, clear the course —all 
weighed and mounted — ring the bell—off they 
go! 

Then hustle and bustle, 
Hurry and scurry, 
Beating and cheating, 
Swearing and tearing, 
Ponies a running, 
Winners a dunning, 
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Jockeys are betting, 
Money is getting, 

Oh! oh! what a place is Brighton, 

Oh! oh! what a place, what a wonderful 
place, 

What a wonderful place is Brighton ; 


POPIF-II IF. 


GRATITUDE. 
(Dupree. ) 


WHEN, o’ertaken by trouble, each prospect looks 
low’ring, 
And every hope seems the soul to depart ; 
When the anguish of thought e’en the soul is de- 
vouring, 
And pale melancholy o’ershadows the heart ; 
How soothing to meet with a friend’s kind atten- 


tions, 
Who can pour on our griefs consolation’s sweet 
balm ; 
Oh! what pleasure we feel from his friendly in- 
tentions, 
As our hearts then feel gratitude’s liveliest 
charm. 
How blessed is that man, whom no cares e’er dis- 
turbing, 
And to whom each enjoyment of life’s freely 
given, 


For which, were he always his duty observing, 
His heart would with gratitude flow unto Hea- 
ven ! 
I feign would believe there’s no wretch in this 
world, 
Though he be in crimes e’er so deeply imbrued, 
(If there is, oh! may he to perdition be hurled,) 
Who’d return for those blessings—base ingra- 


titude. 
As the sap is by Nature’s pure instinct back 
driven, 
And recedes from the branch to the root of the 
tree, 


As a grateful return for the nourishment given, 
And clear rivers roll back to their mother the 
sea ; 
As ev’ry benevolent act truly causes 
With heaven-born gratitude all hearts to burn, 
So—for our kind friends’ very gen’rous applauses, 
We beg leave to give back—grateful thanks in 
return. 


PPP LE REL? 


A COUNCIL OF MICE. 


A COUNCIL of mice, 
On an argument nice, 

How to outwit a cat, chose to call; 
They assembled, and one 
His speech thus begun: 

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen all, 
List to me. 

Mr. Chairman and gentlemen all. 


A plan I have pat, 
To escape from this cat, 
Let her steal on us ever so sly ; 
To know when she comes, 
And get safe to our homes, 
A bell round her neck let us tie; 
Don’t you see ? 
A bell round her neck !et us tie. 


The plan they all chose ; 
But an old mouse arose, 
And said, like a very grave don, 
The plan of the bell 
May do very well, 
But, gentlemen, who'll tie it on? 
Tell me that? 
But, gentlemen, who'll tie it on? 
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THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL FOR 
DISTRESS. 


(Cherry. ) 

THOUGH pure are the joys that from melody flow 
And extatic the bliss that sweet concords bestow, 
Divine are the raptures resulting from love, 
And friendship sublime is a gift from above ; 
Yet with bounty superior Dame Nature can bless, 
When a heart she bestows that can feel for dis- 

tress. 


The sweet drops that issue from Pity’s soft shrine 

Is fair Charity’s balm, a specific divine ; 

What comes from above let us smilingly share, 

And chase the sad tear from the furrows of Care + 

Thns Nature’s best blessings we freely possess 

When a heart she bestows that can feel for dis-. 
tress. 


GPLL EP EH 


THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 
(Rannie. ) 


I HAVE parks, I have grounds, 
I have deer, I have hounds, 
And for sporting a neat little cottage; 
I have youth, I have wealth, 
I have strength, I have health, 
Yet I mope like a beau in his dotage. 
What can I want? ’tis the girl of my heart, 
To share those treasures with me ; 
For had I the wealth which the Indies impart, 
No pleasure would it give me, 
Without the lovely girl of my heart, 
The sweet lovely girl of my heart. 


My domain far extends, 
And sustains social friends, 
Who make music divinely enchanting ; 
We have balls, we have plays, 
We have routs, public days, 
Yet still I find something is wanting : 
What should it be, but the girl of my heart, 
To share those treasures with me? 
For had I the wealth which the Indies impart, 
No pleasure would it give me, 
Without the lovely girl of my heart, 
Then give me the girl of my heart. 


PIPER OLE FT 


IN OUR CUPS, THOUGH WE QUARREL, 
WE ALWAYS AGREE. 


(Cross. ) 


I’M an Irishman born, and as pretty a youth 
As ever bawled whack, or the sweet grama- 
chree, 
In a drop of the creature I always found truth, 
And a drop of the creature’s the true drop for 
me, 
Whatever you think. 
Then drink, honey, drink, 
In our cups, though we quarrel, we always 
agree. 


Ina hard gale of wind, when our canvass goes 
crack, 
And the masts, just like carrots, are snapped 
short in two, 
And troubles, would swell out an ould pedlar’s 
ack, 
Are a ppetatLiae to swamp us, why, whatshould 
we do? 
Arrah, what do you think? 
Why drink, honey, drink, am 
And, blind to all danger, we have none in view. 
Friends and friendship the bottle most sweetly 


approve, 
It ne’er bids the eye of misfortune go weep 5 
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To be sure, and it a’n’t a sweet consort to love, 
And fioats the fond heart like a ship in the 
deep. 
Then, joy, never think, 
But drink, honey, drink, 
Till ill-humour’s dead drunk, and _ suspicion 
asleep. 


PEPAPaORE 


AS PEACEFUL AS AN INFANT’S SLEEP. 
(Sullivan. ) 


As peaceful as an infant’s sleep, 
The ocean’s glassy surface lies ; 

No breath disturbs the silent deep, 
Save the light zephyrs’ gentle sighs. 
With noiseless flight the sea-mew soars, 
Or in the mild wave dips her wing ; 
No sound is heard along the shores, 

But surges softly murmuring. 


This holy rest our bosoms prove, 
Till roused by passion’s witching numbers ; 
Thus sleep our hearts till waked by love, 
As calm and waveless as their slumbers: 
But when we feel love’s magic spell, 
They rave as wildly as the ocean 
When the hoarse winds its bosom swell, 
And heave its billows in commotion. 


GLP IPL IP? 


THE BARBER. 
Air—‘* Oh! my Kitten, my Kitten.— (Cross. ) 


JUST going to set up in trade, 
I’d customers wish to make many, 

And hope they my charge wo’n’t degrade, 
But three halfpence prefer to a penny. 

Though don’t let me risk your applause ; 
For when about price people bicker, 

I votes for three halfpence—because, 
You’ll own it, the penny turns quicker, 

Fal lal, &c. 


When first I nose took in hand, 
An ague it seemed as if wrapped in, 
But soon so my nerves could command, 
Dared shave e’en a flash of a captain : 
I lathered his lank cheeks with glee, 
But not twice had flourished my carver, 
Ere he fell to lathering of me— 
You’ll own now, that wasn’t the barber. 
Fal lal, &c. 


If the cause of his anger you seek, 
To give it I’ll not a bit linger— 
In plumping out kindly his cheek, 
I near to the bone cut my finger. 
I vexed was, but what could I do? 
With reason he anger was put in: 
Says I, “ Sir, I feel it like you; 
Your sword never half was so cutting.” 
Fal lal, &c. 


The best may mistake, we all knows, 
But, when I grow wiser and graver, 
The friends I salute by the nose, 
Sha’n’t call me a fool of a shaver: 
Then pray grant me custom galore, 
And likewise as good price as any, 
Because, as I told you before, 
Three halfpence so quick turns the penny. 
Fal lal, &c. 


SII LILI- 


LOVE DELIGHTS IN THE TWILIGHT 
SHADE. 


(J. M. Bartlett.) 


ComE! the moon-beams, lightly dancing, 
Gambol o’er the glassy lake ; 
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Come! no eye, intrusive glancing, 
Threads the gloom of the beechen brake. 

Come! the wanton breezes woo thee’; 
Come! the coy wave ripples to thee ; 
Joyless visions—tasteless slumbers— 
Leave to hearts that care encumbers ; 
Souls like ours for bliss were made— 

Love delights in the twilight shade. 


Now, farewell! in the gush of the fountain 
The virgin blush of Aurora glows ; 

Now, farewell! see, the dew-wreathed mountain 
Invites thee away to the downy repose. 

Dream away the day’s young noon-beams— 

Wake to bathe in eve’s bright moon-beams ; 

Their joyless visions—tasteless slumbers— 

Leave to hearts that care encumbers ; 

Souls like ours for bliss were made, 

Love delights in the twilight shade. 


GLI LG LIPID 


IN VINO VERITAS. 
( Dibdin. ) 
CoME, let the bottle go round, 
A plague of dull fellows that think! 
In our wine will such virtues be found, 
Would you wish to drive misery and care from 
life’s portal, 
Take a trip up to Heaven and be dubbed an 1m- 
/ mortal ? 
You have nothing to do but to drink. 


Those who try in the lottery their fortunes to mena, 


To change money for blanks, all they can rap and 
rend ; 

Who gamble at starting, ten thousand to one, 

Rich as Croesus at day, and to-morrow undone. 

By advertisements gulled, who their pockets turn 


out, 
And are tickled by flatt’ry, like tickling a trout. 
Come, let the bottle go round, 
Let the glasses be filled to the brink, 
In our wine will such virtues be found, 
Would adventurers insure the full sum of their 
_ wishes, 
All the capital prizes at Pope’s and at. Bish’s, 
They have nothing to do but to drink, 


Ye bold sons of Mars, who just vengeance have 
hurled 
On the foes of your country all over the world ; 
Who volunteer courage your rights to defend, 
And who war, ina peace that your labours may 
end, 
As your country’s true interest in clusters who cling, 
From this chaos of strife that fair order may spring ; 
Come, let the bottle go round, 
And fill every glass to the brink! 
In our wine will such virtue be found, 
In the fall of the Dutch would ye gloriously revel, 
Beat the Spaniards, and kick all the French to the 
devil, 
You have nothing to do but to drink. 


And ye pretty Strephons, such torments who prove, 
Who vanity cherish, and fancy it love, 
Who think every folly’s permitted to youth, 
Who propagate lies, till you fancy them truth, 
And yet, so does prudence make virtue its care, 
Who are only despised by the honourable fair. 
Come, let the bottle go round, 
And fill every glass to the brink, 
In our wine shall such virtue be found, 
Would you fancy all those to whom nonsense 
ou’ve written, x 
With their sweet-scented persons are all of them 
smitten? . 
You have nothing to do but to drink, 


And, last, ye young virgins about fifty-three, 
Who so languish and leer as you’re sipping your tea, 
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Who would fain the young men-from the girls take 
away 

Though the first to confess you have all had your 
day 

Who, as gaudy as butterflies, trip it about, 

Who dress naked in spasms, and who strip in the 
gout ; 

Come, let the bottle go round, 

Let the glasses be filled to the brink, 

In our wine will such virtues be found, 
Would ye low at your feet see Adonises plenty, 
And be decked with the bloom and the graces of 

twenty ? 
You have nothing to do but to drink. 


SUE AND JOE, 
OR, YOU BADE ME BE OBLIGING. 
(G. Colman.) 


AROUND the face of blue-eyed Sue 
Did auburn ringlets curl, 
Her coral lips seemed dipped-in dew, 
Her teeth two rows of pearl. 
Joe, of the Bell, whose wine, they said, 
Was new in cask as he in trade 3 
His spouse—this nonpareil. 
«* You keep the bar,”’ says Joe, “‘ my dear, 
But be obliging, Sue,—d’ye hear? 
And prove to all who love good cheer 
They’re welcome to the Bell.” 


A London rider chanced to slip 
Behind the bar to dine, 
And found sweet Susan’s yielding lip 
Much mellower than her wine. 
As Joe stept in, he stampt and tore, 
And, for the London beau, he swore 
He’d dust his jacket well. 
“« Heydey !” says Sue, “ What’s this I trow ? 
You bade me be obliging, Joe ; 
Vm only proving to the beau 
He’s welcome to the Bell.” 


GIPIL FPO? 


THE FREE AND EASY. 
Air—** Mail-Coach.”—( Bryant. ) 


CoME! you are all invited, 
Where you may be delighted, 
If you'll only take a walk ; 
There are lots of pipes and backey, 
With brandy, rum, and jackey, 
At the Bull and the Cabbage-Stalk. 


There’s Mr. Johnny Stringer, 
A very famous singer, 
He has promised to be there ; 
And the waiter from the Thistle, 
He is coming down to whistle, 
And old Wastebut takes the chair. 
yp 


oe Gemmen! I’ll give you “ the king! 

and then I’ll thank you to give your orders. Wai- 
ter, when you come in, bring me a go of gin, and 
reach me some water before you go out. Ill wait 
upon you, sir, when I have served the gentlemen. 
( Chairman speaks.) What do you mean, Mr. Wai- 
ter, by insinuating that my friend is not a gentle- 
man ?—he is as respectable a master chimney- 
sweep as any in this metropolitan country. ( Chim- 
ney-sweeper.) Yes; and never was considered a 
black-leg yet, although I’ve seen many games in 
my time. (Gentleman, affectedly.) What do you 
mean, sir, when you say black-leg, and look at 
me? (Chimney-sweeper.) Why, 1 meant black- 
leg, to be sure! ( Gentleman.) Repeat the word, 
and I’ll show you a game you know nothing about, 
and that’s Rouge et Noir. ( Sweep.) What’s that? 
( Gentleman. ) Why, red and black! Pll black your 
eye, and cut your nose ; and, if that’s not red and 
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black, I’m no judge of colours. Order! order! for 
the chair. 

Then sing, boys, and be merry, 

With derry, hey down derry, 

At the Bull and the Cabbage-Stalk. 


Then the gin is very handy, 
Likewise the rum and brandy, 

And the songs and toasts go round ; 
There are hakers, soldiers, sailors, 
Tinkers, barbers, cobblers, tailors, 

And for mirth they’re ne’er aground. 


Now, the landlord is a sticker, 
And, because he sells his liquor, 

He’s the butt of the company made ; 
Still, he hears and blows his cloud, sirs, 
And then he laughs aloud, sirs, 

Because it serves his trade. 


SPOKEN. ] Go it, (he cries,) let those laugh that 
win. Ben, take that gemmen’s orders. (Ben 
speaks. ) He’s a theatrical man, and says there are 
no orders admitted. (Landlord. ) Well, I’m not 
surprised at that, for, though he plays light 
comedy, he has been in the heavy line all the after- 
noon, and I dare say he’s quite full. Order! for 
the chairman! (Chairman. ) Gentlemen, I pro- 
pose the health of Mr. Augustus Jeremiah Adol- 
phus Truncheon, the actor, and thanks to him for 
the honour of his company. Order! for Mr. 
Truncheon’s speech! ( Truncheon speaks.) Gen- 
tlemen, you can’t conceive how much I’m eleva- 
ted; so much so, that I feel quite in the clouds. 
( Chimney-sweep.) Well, so you are; a’n’t we all 
blowing our clouds? Silence! silence! ( Trun- 
cheon.) Gentlemen, really I would thank you, but 
I can’t speak! 

Then sing, boys, &c. 


Since the night was spent in clover, 
It is time we should give over, 
For the cash is nearly out ; 
So each forsakes his quart, sir, 
To get a drop of short, sir, 
Then goes home, or elsewhere, no doubt. 


But, when the chairman starts, sir, 
A set of jolly hearts, sir, 

Will keep the fun agog 5 
There’s one with laughter screeches 
To hear another’s speeches, 

And they’re all chuck full of grog. 


SPOKEN.] Now, gentlemen, who’s for starting ? 
(Drunken man.) Where’s the use of starting ?— 
there’s nothing to be frightened at. [A knocking 
heard.| (Landlord.) There’s your wife at the door. 
( Drunkard.) That alters the case; a scolding wife 
would make any man start; and as for mine, she’s 
a complete ruffian; for, whenever I goes home 
with a drop in my eye, she always tries to choke 
me! It was but the other night, when I was 
picking a mutton-bone, that she plunged it into my 
throat ; and that accounts for my drinking ; for 
I’ve been trying to wash it down eyer since; but 
come, by way of a finisher, we’ll say— 

Then sing, boys, &c. 


MY CONSTANT SOUL WOULD BUT EXIST 
TO LOVE THEE, 


A DUET. 
( Ward.) 


He.—DEAR maid, by every hope of bliss, 
By love’s first pledge—the virgin kiss ; 
By heaven and earth, I love thee: 
For ever in this heart shall dwell 
The lovely form, whose charms compel 
This flatt’ring tongue to softly tell 
How much, dear maid, I love thee. 
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She.—Though time or place should intervene, 
Still time, that changes ev’ry scene, 
Would make me still more love thee. 
Though far apart as pole from pole, 
I still should feel thy love control, 
While my devoted constant soul 
Would but exist to love thee. 


Both—While my devoted constant soul 
Would but exist to love thee. 


GIPILLILIF 


ALAS! QUEEN ANNE. 
Air—“ Black Joke.” 


Alas! Queen Anne, she keeps no bed, 
With piping her eye she’s got mighty red, 
With her sob, sigh, get out! oh, my! 
She’s health enough, an’ if she choose, 
To walk to Chertsey, wear out her shoes, 
Of me she cannot bear the sigbt :— 
Well—I cannot blame her—she’s right, she’s 
right, 
With her sob, sigh, get out! oh fy ! 


But see, but see, my love appears, 
With sighs I will melt her, and drown her with 
tears, 
With my ram’em, cram’em, nothing like gam- 
mon. 
Tis true, my form may little move, 
But a lover myself I will soon prove, 
V’ll wink and blink, and tip her the’chink, 
And, if she refuses, I’Jl ask her to drink, 
And treat her to oysters and pickled salmon, 


GIP IPP PER 


KATE! THE MAID WITH EYES SO BLUE. 
(Sir George Alley.) 


THE sun’s last beams had tinged the sky 
With many a streak of golden dye, 

And o’er the lake the breeze of eve 

Stole many a softly-breaking wave ;— 
Then, down the vale, as lone I strayed, 
I met a lovely pensive maid,— 

?T was she whom all the village knew 

As “ Kate, the maid with eyes so blue.” 


Her cheek was pale: the hand of Care 
Had left its sweet impression there ; 
Yet, by her soft expressive eye, 

Love seemed to cause her bitterest sigh ; 
For first I spoke the tenderest bliss 

That lovers feel when first they kiss ; 
And then methought her eye did beam 
With fond-remembered pleasure’s gleam. 


But when [ told the bosom’s pain 

That loves but is not loved again, 

A falling tear, by memory brought, 
Seemed in its silky curtain caught. 
Dear gentle maid, didst thou but know, 
My bosom also feels that woe ; 

That I have loved—alas! too true, 

A face as fair, and eyes so blue; 

Like thee—have vows of love believed, 
And, like thyself, have been deceived. 


GLP LO ILL? 


I BAG IT, AND HOMEWARD TROT 
AND I. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


WHEN the grey morning breaks 
O’er the dew-powdered soil ; 

When his way the hind takes, 
Light of heart, to his toil ; 
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I rise ere the sun 
Darts his beams, health to court ; 
Call my dog, load my gun, 
And away to the sport : 
Creep slow through the stubble—the covey are 
met ;— 
Toho! Dido!—good dog!—she has *em—they’re 
set. 
I mark ”em—they rise—bang !—one’s fated to die ; 
I bag it, and homeward trot Dido and I. 
Thus, brace after brace, 
For my aim’s pretty true, 
I bag in a space 
That few sportsmen can do. 
With appetite keen, 
To my box then I go, 
While the charms of the scene 
Set my heart in a glow. 
hold!—in the stubble—ha!—Dido stops 
short :— 
Toho! Dido !—gooa dog !—she points to the sport! 
I mark ’em—they rise—bang !—another must die ; 
I bag it, and homeward trot Dido and I. 


But, 


KATE KEARNEY. 
(Miss Owenson. ) 


On! did you not hear of Kate Kearney ? 
She lives on the banks of Killarney ; 


| From the glance of her eye, shun danger, and fly 
| For fatal’s the glance of Kate Kearney: 


For that eye is so modestly beaming, 
You ne’er think of mischief she’s dreaming ; 


‘Yet oh! I can tell how fatal the spell 


That lurks in the eye of Kate Kearney. 


Oh! should you e’er meet this Kate Kearney, 
Who lives on the banks of Killarney, 

Beware of her smile, for many a wile 

Lies hid in the smile of Kate Kearney. 


Though sne looks so bewitchingly simple, 
Yet there’s mischief in every dimple ; 

And who dares inhale her sighs’ spicy gale, 
Must die by the breath of Kate Kearney. 


PLILF IER 


SOBER SOULS AT OUR JOYS ARE 
AMAZED. 


BACCHUS! assist us to sing thy great glory, 
Chief of the gods! we exult in thy story; 
Wine’s first projector, 
Mankind’s protector, 
Patron to topers, 
How we adore thee ! 


Friend to the Muses, and whetstone to Venus ; 
Herald to pleasures when wine would convene us ; 
Sorrow’s physician, 
When our condition 
In worldly cares wants a cordial to screen us. 


Nature she smiled when thy birth it was blazed, 
Mankind rejoiced when thy altars were raised ; 
Mirth will be flowing, 
While the vine’s growing, 
And sober souls at our joys be amazed. 


GIL LLL ASE 


THY CHEEK, MY SWEET FAIR, TO THE 
ROSE MAY COMPARE. 
(Kenney.) 
THY cheek, my sweet fair, 
To the rose may compare, 
And thy breath may its fragrance exhale ; 
But as light is thy mind, 
As its leaves in the wind, 
That yrelds to each fluttering gale. 
Sweet maid, sweet maid, 
That yields, &c. 
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Ah! were it not kind 
Thy victims to find 
’Mid the triflers around thee that move, 
So false yet so fair, ; 
Ah! why would you snare 
A heart that so dearly could love? 
Sweet maid, &c. 


GILL LEP? 


THE BACHELOR’S CATALOGUE. 


(LL marry my sweetheart, 

If she will marry me; 
I’ve a pretty stock of goods, 

And so has she 

I’ve got— 
What? 

Why, a poker to stir the fire, 
As stout as a maid can desire ; 
A bellows without a nose, 
That out of the hind part blows ; 
A table without any legs, 
That stands upon three old pegs ; 
A comb that has never a tooth, 
For I knocked them all out in my youth ; 
A pitcher that, ’stead of anear, 
Has a hole to let out the beer ; 
A Bible without any leaves ; 
A halter I’ve left for the thieves ; 
An almanack ten years old, 
But avery good one I’m told; 
A hen that has got the roop; 
A razor made out of a hoop; 
A pair of old shoes and a stocking, 
With holes that would make youcry shocking ; 
A pair of old breeches, so darned 
The colour can scarce be discerned ; 
A coat, so very threadbare, 
Your back through it takes air; 
A wig for to clean your shoes ; 
A frying-pan no one can use ; 
A hat, with a sky-light in it, 
Which lets the rain through in a minute ; 
Some ruffles, as yellow as gold, 
Embroidered with iron-mould ; , 
Besides an old worn-out shirt, 
A great deal the worse for dirt ; 
A candlestick and save-all ; 
And thus my goods you have all. 


All these were left by my granny, 
Who now in the church-yard ie sleeping ; 
Then don’t you think I have plenty of goods, 
To go into housekeeping ? 


I'll marry my sweetheart, 
If she will marry me; 
She has a pretty lot of goods as well asme: 
She’s got— 
What? 
A gold ring made of brass ; 
A piece of old looking-glass ; 
Some vinegar, least she should faint ; 
Some brick-dust, that serves her for paint ; 
A large lump of fine yellow soap; 
Some onions hung up on a rope; 
A song-book bound in grease ; 
Two gowns, worth a farthing a-piece ; 
Three shifts, but some one so tore ’em, 
They’d be put to their shifts who wore ’em; 
Some aprons as black as a cinder ; 
Two caps would serve nicely for tinder ; 
A neat piece of rope for a girdle ; 
A pig that’s as thin as a hurdle ; 
Some dancing-shoes, though they are wooden ; 
With three or four yards of black pudding ; 
A bench, though split in four quarters, 
Is nicely tied up with her garters ; 


A ricketty three-legged stool ; 

A pipkin for gooseberry fool ; 

A pot with a hole in its bottom, 

Was made by the tinkers, ’od rot ’em ; 
A tea-pot without any lid, 

Which wo’n’t ‘pour out though its bid ; 
A battered old deal bedstead, 

With a log of wood for your head ; 

A silver penny in cotton, 

A keepsake from one dead and rotten ; 
Some physic that never was taken ; 
With a fat piece of rusty old bacon. 


All these were left by her granny, 
Who now in the church-yard lies sleeping ; 
Then don’t you think she’s got plenty of goods 
To go into housekeeping ? 


Y’ll marry my sweetheart, 
If she like me would kiss ; 
We’ve a pretty stock of goods, 
We want but this. 
We’ve not— 
What ? 

Why, a ladle—a cradle, 
A skewer—a ewer, 
A garden, well barred in, 
An old tree—some poultry, 
A barrel—apparel, 
A bonnet, bow on it, 
An apron, with tape run, 
A jerkin, to work in, 
Best coat—waistcoat, 
Cocked hat, mocked at, 
Locket—pocket, 
Riches—breeches, 
A cat—a mat, 
A clock—a lock, 
Grates—plates, 
Jugs—mugs, 
Pails—fiails, 
Nails—rails, 
Box for backey, 
Glass for jackey. 


When we’ve these, as light as a feather, 
We'll laugh at care and sorrow; 

Put our little alls together, 
And we'll be married to-morrow. 


PLELL PO? 


LOVERS VAINLY TRY TO BANISH. 
(R. A. Millikin.) 


LOVERS vainly try to banish 

From their hearts the tyrant boy ; 
But their efforts idly vanish, 

To remove the painful joy. 


Some attempt to heal their anguish, 
In absence from the cruel fair ; 
Hear her sighs, again they languish 
Love’s delicious chains to wear. 


Some, their ardent flame to smother, 
Seek relief in floods of wine ; 
Love will come, a bold intruder, 
And around their cup entwine ! 


Oe a a ae 


JACK AND TOM. 
A CATCH. 


QuoTH Jack on a time to Tom, I’ll declare it, 
I’ve a mind we should fuddle our noses with claret 5 
Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you 


think, 


Fy on you, says Jack, who can live without drink? 
I’ll ne’er baulk my wine, here’s to thy dispose, 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his nose. 


OLIILELa 
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A it 


Each tipt off a gill, for fear they should chill, 








And then staggered away side by side. 


THE VICAR AND MOSES. 


AT the sign of the Horse, 
Old Spintext, of course, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot : 
O’er a jorum of nappy, 
Quite pleasant and happy, 
Was placed this canonical sot. 
Fol de rol, de rol lol, &c. 


The evening was dark, 
When in came the clerk, 
With reverence due and submission, 
First stroked his cravat, 
Then twirled round his hat, 
And, bowing, preferred his petition. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


«I’m come, sir,” says he, 
To beg, look, d’ye see, 
Of your reverence’s worship and glory, 
To inter a poor baby 
With as much speed as may be, 
And Ill walk with the lantern before ye.” 
Fol de rol, &c. 


<¢ The baby we'll bury, 
But, pray, where’s the hurry ?” 
“« Why, lord, sir, the corpse it doth stay.” 
«* You fool, hold your peace ! 
Since miracles cease, 


A corpse, Moses, can’t run away.” 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Then Moses he smiled, 
. Saying, “ Sir, a small child 
Cannot long, sure, delay your intentions.” 
<‘ Why, that’s true, by St. Paul, 
A child that is small 


Can never enlarge its dimensions. 
Fol de rol, &c, 


«¢ Bring Moses some beer, 
And me some,—d’ye hear? 


2 


_T hate to be called from my liquor ; 





Come, Moses, < the King” 
What a scandalous thing 
Such a subject should be but a vicar !” 
Fol de rol, &« 


Then Moses he spoke,— 
“* Sir, ’tis past twelve o’clock ; 
Besides, there’s a terrible shower.” 
<< Why, Moses, you elf, 
Since the clock has struck twelve, 
I’m sure it can never strike more. 
Fol de rol, &c., 


«* Besides, my dear friend, 
To this lesson attend, 
Which to say and to swear I’ll be bold, 
That the corpse, snow or rain, 
Can’t endanger, that’s plain, 
But perhaps you or I may take cold.” 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Then Moses went on,— 
*« Sir, the clock has struck one ; 
Pray, master, look up at the hand.” 
“« Why, it ne’er can strike less ; 
’Tis a folly to press 
A man fer to go that can’t stand.” 
Fol de rol, &c. 


At length hat and cloak 
Old Orthodox took, 
But first crammed his jaw with a quid ; 
Each tipt off a gill, 
For fear they should chill, 
And then staggered away side by side. 


Fol de rol, &e. 


When come to the grave, 
The clerk hummed a stave, 
While the surplice was wrapt round the priest , 
So droll was the figure 
Of Moses and Vicar 
That the parish still laugh at the fest. 
Fol de rol, &e, 


354 


“‘ Good people, let’s pray— 
Pat the corpse t’other way, 
Or perchance I shall over it stumble ; 
"Tis best to take care, 
Though the sages declare, 
A mortuum caput can’t timble. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


** Woman that’s born of man— 
That’s wrong, the leaf’s torn— 
A man that is born of a woman 
Can’t continue an hour, 
Is cut down like a flower ; 
You see, Moses, Death spareth no man! 
Fol de rol, &c. 


“¢ Here, Moses, do look, 
What a confounded book ! 
Sure the letters are turned upside down ; 
Such a scandalous print! 
Why, the devil is in’t, 
That a blockhead should print for the crown! 
Fol de rel, &c. 


“‘ Prithee, Moses, you read, 

For J cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpse in my stead.” 

( Amen, amen. ) 

** Why, Moses, you’re wrong, 

You fool, hold your tongue, 
You’ve taken the tail for the head.” 

Fol de rol, &c. 


*¢ Oh, where’s thy sting, Death !— 
Put the corpse in the earth, 
For, believe me, ’tis terrible weather.” 
So the corpse was interred 
Without praying a word, 
And away they both staggered together, 
Singing—Fol de rol, de rol lol, &c. 


GLPLI LPF 


HASSAN WITH NO ONE WILL DANCE, 
SAVE WITH ‘THEE. 


{Translated from the German Opera of Abu 
Hassan. Music by Weber. ] 


RECITATIVE. 
SOON these treasures the world shall see, 
Wine, song, and pleasures to buy forme. 


AIR. 

Fatime, yes, my bride, 

Shall sit and grace my side ; 
Her hair with flowers 1 will entwine, 
She like a queen to-day shall shine ; 
Ho! slave, some Chios wine. 

But wreathe the cup with flowers 

From Flora’s rosy bowers ; 

Then let Fatime’s lip. 

The rosy nectar sip. 

Tis well; now hither, boy ; 

To thee, love, life, and joy. 

Then let us sing to-day, love ; 
We must be blithe and gay, love! 
The lutes then haste and bring ; 
That thus, with mirth and song, love, 
Our hours may pass along, love; 

For time is on the wing. 
Oh! Fatime, only thou, love, 

E’er could’st win a sigh from me ; 
Then let Music’s voice avow, love, 

All this bosom feels for thee ! 

Ever thine, though Love imposes 

Fetters, still they seem to me 

Sweet and soft as budding roses, 

For they were wreathed by thee. 
And now let us trip it to merry-toned measures, 
For dancing of youth is the pleasure of plea- 

sures, 
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Come, then, Fatime, and trip it with me, 
For Hassan with no one will dance, save with 
thee ! 
Hence, then, all thought or sorrow, 
Care may o’ertake us to-morrow. 
Then let the cup go round, 
And let the music sound ; 
And wile along onr hours 
With song and lightsome measures, 
And soul-felt pleasures. 


OLLIE LIPO FR 


THE GIN-SHOP. 
Air—“ My Mother.”—( Upton.) 
WHAT is it, tippling Jenny cries, 
In spite of beggary, rags, and sighs, 
Delights my soul, and charms my eyes ? 
The gin-shop . 
What made me marry stupid John, 
And all the Puritan put on, 
For which he called me ‘ Pretty One?” 
The gin-shop ! 
What made me coax and pat his head, 
(When, fool-like, he fond nonsense said, ) 
Then leave him to his dreams in bed ? 
The gin-shop' 
What made me simper, frisk, and hop 
So frequent to my uncle’s shop, 
And there, yes, there, the bed-clothes pop? 
The gin-shop ! 
What made me, when black looks arose, 
And threats and growling came to blows, 
First scratch, then split poor Johnny’s nose ? 
The gin-shop! 
What made me, when the storm ran high, 
And both, enraged, exclaimed “¢ you lie!” 
Throw the hot tea-leaves in his eye? 
The gin-shop ! 
What made me (ha ‘ on thieving bent,) 
Rob blind old Sue to pay the rent, 
For which I was to Bridewell sent? 
The gin-shop! 
What makes me to conclude my tale, 
The loss of friends and health bewail, 
And like to end my days in jail ? 
The gin-shop ! 
MORAL. 


Oh, then, dear girls, by what I am, 
Don’t take too oft that drop a dram ; 
Or you, like me, may live to—d—n 
The gin-shop ! 


PLPLELID 


WHEN COLD BLAST OF WINTER IS 
FOUND DISAPPEARING. 


(A. V. Smith.) 


WHEN cold blast of winter is found disappearing, 
And the icicles vanish, and snow melts away ; 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant and cheer- 

ing 
As the happy return of a bright summer’s day? 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant and 
cheering, 
As the happy return of a bright summer’s 
day? 

When the trees in the forest assume all so gaily 
The dress of the summer—a beautiful green, 
And the leaves intermingle with blossoms that 

daily 
Increase, till each bough overladen is seen. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasart, &Ce 
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When the sun on each hillock with splendour is 
shining, 
And the feathery tribe all meet in high glee, 
| And their sweet warbling voices in chorus com- 
bining, 
No music like this is so pleasing to me. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant, &c, 


When the rose in full bloom, with modesty blush- 


And the jasmine sweet spreads its fragrance 
around ; 
When from the cascade pearly water is rushing, 
How refreshing the smell—how delightful the 
sound. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant, &c. 


O let me then dwell in that land where such 
beaut 
Never fades to the sight, or fails to the ear; 
To praise the CREATOR ’twould be ever my duty, 
And for pleasures like these shed Gratitude’s 
tear. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant, &c. 


GPIIP IPP PPR 


ROONEY O’CHISEL. 
(J. Lunn.) 


I’m a joiner by trade, and O’Chisel’s my name ; 
From the sod, to make shavings and money I 
came : 
But myself I was never consarning 
?Bout the lessons of schools ; 
For my own chest of tools 
And my shop were a college for larning. 
For by cutting, contriving, 
And boring, and driving, 
Each larned profession gains bread ; 
And they’re sure to succeed, 
If they only take heed | 
To strike the right nail on the head. 
Whack! whack! hubbaboo, gramachree ; 
All the dons in the nation are joiners like me. 


The lawyers, like carpenters, work on a binch, 


And their trade’s just the same as my own to an | 


inch 
For clients, whenever they dive in it, 
Soon find the cash fail ; 
For the law’s a big nail, 
An’ the ’torneys are hammers for driving it. 
Then by cutting, &c. 


The doctor a big chest of tools carries out, 
And cuts, saws, and hacks his poor patients 
about, 
Just as I would a plank or a scantling ; 
And it’s all one to him, 
If he lops off a limb, 
Or takes out an ould tooth or young bantling. 
For by cutting, &c. 


Then each Sunday, at church, by the parson we’re 
tould, 
By line, square, and compass, our actions to 
mould ; 
And at joining himself the right sort is ; 
For he pins man and wife 
. Together for life, 
Just as firm as a tenon and mortise. 
So by cutting, &c. 


And the heroes who sarve in our army and ships, 
When they’re fighting our battles, are all brother- 
chips, ‘ 
So entinely our trades are according ; 
For, with tools of sharp steel, 
Soldiers ent a great deal, ’ 
And the tars are nate workmen at boarding. 
So by cutting, &c, 
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{ Then our nobles and marchants, and stock-jobbing 


lads, 
Like joiners, work best when they’ve plenty of 

brads. 

Each projector’s a great undertaker ; 
And, to clinch up the whole, 
Our good king, bless his soul! 

Is an elegant cabinet-maker. 

So by cutting, &c. 


PRE LILI? 


THE BLISSFUL PARADISE OF HOME. 


{Translated from the German Opera of Preciosa. 
Music by Weber. ]} 


How softly sweet the star of Love 
Her amber halo shows above ; 
And o’er the south, with golden ray, 
Proclaims the close of parting day. 
Tis now the time when mem’ry’s power 
Unmans the heart of those who roam, 
By calling up the hall, or bower, 
That circles all the joys of home. 


Though wealth, or power, or pomp, or pride, 
May bear us o’er the ocean’s tide, 
The wanderer still, when ev’ning falls, 
With grief, his father-land recalls ; 
And fain would then, had he the power, 

Far o’er the dark blue ocean roam, 
Toshare, if but for one short hour, 

The blissful paradise of home. 


GIFIPFIIPF 


THEN DROWN DULL CARE WITH 
SPARKLING WINE. 


(H. V. Smith.) 


WHAT is wine within the bottle, 
If the cork remains undrawn ? 
Why, it is like a pretty lass 
Seen only through the casement-glass ; 
Locked in doors from night till morn ; 
Then every voice with freedom join, 
And drown dull Care with sparkling wine. 


What revives the drooping spirits, 
When with care we are cast down 3 
Why it is the juice which flows 
From each racy grape that grows ; 
Who can of this the truth but own ? 
Then every voice, &c. 


What, when by each dear friend forsaken, 
Cheers the heart, and charms the soul? 

Why, it is sweet woman’s smile, 

Which with wine our thoughts beguile ; 
Then to the brim fill each bowl, 

And aloud with fredom join, 

For women !—women and sparkling wine ! 


GPP LOER?F 


CONQUER! OR FALL, LIKE TRUE HIGH- 
LAND MEN. 


Air—** The Campbells are comin.” 


BRAVE sons of the mountain, to battle away ! 
Behold, they wait us, in haughty array 
Though our number be small, 
We can conquer or fall, 
Like true Highlanders all 
Then away! away! 
Though the path may be gory, we’ll on! we il on! 
Since it leadeth to glory, we’ll on! we'll on! 
Bright though sabres be gleaming, 
And death-shots be beaming, 
And the red blood be streaming, 
We'll on! we’ll on! 
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Say, where is the coward, who trembles or swerves ? 
Let him turn, and await the base death he de- 
serves ! 
As for us, or to live or die, 
Ours be the battle-cry, 
Vengeance and liberty.” 
On, then! on! 


By the souls of our fathers, who sleep in their 
cairns ; 
By their blood which is in us, our wives, and our 
bairns ; 
By all that cheer us, 
The proud foe shall fear us, 
As the offspring of heroes! 
We'll on! then, on! 


Then forth with your sword, and away with your 
sheath, 
Prepare for the harvest of conquest or death! 
Loud bid your pibrochs roar, 
Flourish each bright claymore, 
Shout for Mac Callam More ! 
On! on! on! 


GLOPL EPP 


CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


Now’s the time for mirth and glee, 

Sing, and love, and laugh with me ; 

Cupid is my theme of story; 

’Tis his godship, fame and glory, 
How all yield unto his law! 
Ha!ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! &c. 


O’er the grave, and o’er the gay, 

Cupid takes his share of play ; 

He makes heroes quit their glory ; 

He’s the god most famed in story ; 
Bending them unto his law! 
Ha! ha! &e. 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 

Without pity—piercing hearts ; 

Cupid triumphs over passions, 

Not regarding modes or fashions. 
Firmly fixed is Cupid’s law! 
Ha! ha! &c, 


Some may think these lines not true, 
But they’re facts—’twixt me and you ; 
Then, ye maids and men, be wary, 
How you meet before you marry ! 
Cupid’s will is solely law ! 
Ha! ha! &c. 


, A ee ee 


FOR HARK! HOUND AND HORN ARE 
SALUTING THE DAY. 


ROusE, rouse, jolly sportsmen, the hounds are all 
out, 
The chase is begun, I declare ; 
Come, up, too, and horse, let us follow the rout, 
And join inthe chase of the hare. 


CHORUS. 
For hark! horn and hound are saluting the day, 
The fox from his covert is bursting away ; 
O’er mountains he scampers, we’ll double our 
pace, 
Swift vengeance pursues him, and gladdens our 
chase. 


Lose, lose no time, to horse, my boys, 
Fling off dull drowsy spleen ; 
The neighing sounds, and deep-tongued noise, 
Now calls us to the green. 
For hark! horn, &c. 


With rosy health our cheeks shall glow, 
Our nerves with toil be strong ; 
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With tides of joy our blood shall flow, 
Who join the hunting throng. 
For hark! horn, &c. 


And when we leave the shouting field, 
And night has brought us home, 
Libations rich the hall shall yield, 
Loud mirth shall shake the dome. 
For hark! horn, &c. 


GPGIF IIR 


THE VILLAGE-BORN BEAUTY. 
Air—‘* The High-Metiled Racer.”—( Upton. ) 


SEE the star-breasted villain to yonder cot bound, 

Where the sweet honeysuckle entwines it around, 

Yet sweeter, far sweeter than flower e’er seen, 

Is the poor hedger’s daughter, the pride of the 
green ! 

But more, never more, will she there please all 
eyes, 

Her peace of mind withers, her happiness flies ! 

She pauses, sighs, trembles!—and yet dares to 
roam, 

The village-born beauty, seduced from her home. 


From a post-chaise and four she’s in London set 
down, 

Where, robbed of her virtue, she’s launched on 
the town ; 

Her carriage, her servants, and jewels so gay, 

Tell how high she is kept, and o’er all bears the 
sway ! 

At the Opera tie Playhouse,—the Parks, and 
elsewhere, s 

Her beauty out-rivals each beauty that’s there ; 

And while, big with envy, her downfall they 

* tell, 
The village-born beauty o’er all bears the bell. 


But soon, from indifference, caprice, or what 
not,— 

She’s turned on the world—by her keeper forgot ; 

Yet, fond to be flattered, and fettered in vice, 

She’s this man’s, or that, as he comes to her 
price ! 

At length, growing stale, all her finerysold, 

In the bloom of her youth, through disease, look- 
ing old! 

Forsook by her lovers, and sought for no more, 

The village-born beauty becomes a street w—. 


Up lanes and through alleys she now stalks her 


way, 

Exposed 6 all weathers, by night, and by day ; 

Cold, houseless, and shiv’ring, and wet to the 
skin, 

With glass after glass, drowns her sorrows with 
gin! 

Distressed, sore, andragged, sad, friendless, and 
poor, 

She’s borne to some garret, or workhouse obscure ! 

Breathes a prayer-hope to Heaven,—a sinner to 
save: 

When the village-born beauty is laid in the grave. 


Then pity, ye fair ones, nor be too severe, 
And give a frail sister the boon of a tear! ' 
When prone to condemn them,—reflect,—think 


awhile— 

That the heart often bleeds when the face wears a 
smile! : 

Think, too, how to beauty they oft owe their 
fall, 

And what may, through vice, be the fate of you 
all : 

And O, while sweet Innocence bears a proud 


sway, 
May hell seize the villain that smiles to betray. 


PPP PIPLaF 
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LIPEY AT THE TREADMILL. THE CLOWN TURNED SEAMAN. 


Air—‘ Katty O’ Hager.” —(Bryant.) (Dibdin.) 
LIKE other lubbers, struck with dread, 
I feared to go to sea; 
For I had heard, and I had read, 
From risk no tar is free. 
With visage grim, 
Death looks at him, 
As mountain-high he goes; 
On horses standing, 
Topsails handing, 
Billows rattling, 
Thunders clattering, 
Yet Jack advancing, 
Singing, dancing, 
Roaring, ranting, 
Is always panting 
- To drub old England’s foes. 





My name is Lipey Benjamin, 
I lives in London City, 
T deals in goots and trinkets too, 
| And the peoples call me witty ; 
They say I am a pretty man, 
And my manners are so coaxing, 
For I kiss the girls whene’er I can, 
When poor Lipey they’d be hoaxing. 


ee eo Pe 


SPOKEN.] Yes, t’other day a girl wanted me to 
give her a pin with a peautifnl diamond up a top 
of it, that I made myself with a bit of tinsel, and 
a nice pit a glass that costs me nothing so much as 
one shilling for a thousand. Vat, says I, young 
woman, would you rob me of my pin!—No, says 
she, I amtoo honest.—But vat do you tink, she 
took my pin, and left me a bunch of dogs’ meat, 
saying, exchange was no robbery, and singing 


Ri tol la ral la ral la, 


Tiddeilooral la row, 
Ri tol la ral la ral la, 


Riggity, piggity raro. 


A friend had money got and fame ; 
Wouldst thou, my lad, cried he, 
Earn riches and a glorious name ? 
Just make a voyage with me. 
What though so grim, 
Death looks at him, 
As the bold sailor goes 5 


Well, what do you think I went to do, On horses standing, &c. 


But straight my money I spent, sirs, 

I thought this damsel I’d pursue, 
So I to the justice went, sirs. 

Says he, what have you got to say 
Against this fair intruder! 

Why, says I, mith my pin she ran away, 
So instantly I pursued her. 


I went aboard, to work turned to, 
To enrich my friends and wife, 
And now am foremost of the crew 
To praise a sailor’s life : 
What though so grim, 
Death looks at him, 
As mountain-high he goes ; 
On horses standing, &c. 






SPOKEN.] Yes, so he did, said an old barrow- 
woman, and he upset all my apples, pears, and 
walnuts, into the mud, and I wants to be recom- 
pensed.—A dandy preferred a charge against me 
because I splashed his lily-white breeches, an old 
maid accused me of murder, because I trod on the 
tail of her lap-dog ; a glazier appeared against me 
with pleasure because I had smashed most of his 
panes; and achimney-sweep swore that I spoiled 
his best suit of mourning, by tumbling him into a 
heap of mortar; so dat the girl escaped mith the 
pin; I lost my point, and becatse I was struck 
dumb with astonishment, I had nothing to say for 
myself, while all the peoples sung 

Ri tol la ral, &c. 


GPOPIGLIL 


TEDDY RIAN, THE DUBLIN PAVIER. 
Air—“ The Groves of Blarney.” —(Beuler.) 


*Twas on the banks of Liffey’s water, 
Whose torrents down by Dublin pour, 

I saw young Judy, old Judy’s daughter, 
Singing sweetly at her cabin-door. 

Whilst shirt of check the fair did wash on, 
Of Teddy Rian, the bold pavier man, 

She sang and did divulge a passion 

In strains and burden that so sweetly ran. 


Cnorvus. Air—‘‘ Bob and Joan.” 
Hey for Teddy’s name! 
Old Ireland’s too, my jewel, 
Who wo’n’t say the same 
I think is very cruel. 


Well, when I found my pin was lost, 
And I was sent to jail, sirs, 

I here and there sent, at my cost, 
And tried to get my bail, sirs ; 

When all my friends being out of town, 
They said I must content me, 

And, ecot, their usage made me frown, 
For they tothe tread-mill sent me. 


O Teddy Rian, you neat bold pavier, 

I recollect well, when we first did meet, 
How I was charmed by your behaviour 

Whilst your were paving famous Sackville-street, 
You helped me kindly o’er each puddle, 

And such soft words did whisper in my ears 5 
Which put my heart in such a muddle, 
I sha’n’t forget it in a thousand years. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c. 


But woe’s the time when ’gain I met you, 
You’d joined the rebels on that very day 5 
The soldiers then had fought and beat you, 
And hunted you just like vile birds of prey. 
That you should not be made a martyr, 
Did not I hide you underneath my bed? 
And didn’t you—but what followed after 
’Twixt you and me there, need not now be said. 
Then hey for Teddy, &c. 


And there I kept you till the shindee 

Went far away from our mud cabin-doors ; 
sererere Then you, enlisted, went off to Injy, 
To fight against the great black tawney-moow., 


SPOKEN.] Yes, there was I singing here we go 
up, up, up, and now we go down, down, downey ; 
living upon nothing else but trifer,—but if I hadn’t 
lost my pin, I wouldn’t have cared a pin about 
it. But den I lost the matters of a whole day, be- 
sides all my profits, my pretty little diamond, and 
have worn out a beautiful pair of shoes, vat cost 
me just two and five-pence halfpenny mithout the 
strings. But although they’ve got me into such a 
line now, if ever they come to buy a pin of me, 
so help me Cot, I’l] stick it into em, and make 
them pay ina Christian-like manner for sending 
an honest Jew to the tread-mill, and then I can 
Taugh mith my friends, and sing 

Ritol la ral, &c. 
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And you will beat em black and blue too, 
To stop ’em coming to old Ireland’s main ; 
E couldn’t bear a tawney brute to 
Ruin and rob me o’er and o’er again. 
Then hey for Teddy, &c:. 


Onr priest says, they’re all Jews and Quakers, 
And worship cows instead of Patrick’s cross ; 
Their clergymen are all called fakirs, 
So you may kill ’em all without remorse. 
Mind with such pagans no extortion, 
Take all their money with your might and main; 
Oh! then come home when you’ve a fortune, 
And make a honest maid of me again. 
Then hey for Teddy, &c. 


O Teddy, I am grown much bigger, 

Then make haste back to our fields, so green ; 
You'll marry me and make my figure 

Both fit and proper by all to be seen. 
Now she had done her plaintive ditty, 

A briny tear-drop in her blue eye sprang ; 
Then, as I walked to Dublin city, 

Poor Judy’s burden all the way F sang. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c. 


, A ee ee 


CHARMING SWEET ARE WINGS AND 
LIBERTY. 


(J. Lunn.) 


WHEN opening flowers proclaim the spring, 
And tuneful birds a welcome sing, 

O’er sylvan scenes I love to rove, 

And hear the concert of the grove ; 

For as the feathered songsters meet, 
They seem to say, “‘ how charming sweet 
Are wings and liberty !” 

But, when imprisoned in a, cage, 

I see the captive warbler rage, 

My bosom burns to break the wire, 

And let him join his native choir ; 

For, in each note, which meets my ear, 

Methinks these plaintive words I hear, 
“Oh! give me liberty.” 


SHE’S FAIR AND FAUSE THAT CAUSES, 
MY SMART. 


( Burns. ) 


SHE’s fair and fause that causes my smart, 
I lo’ed her meikle and lang ; 

She’s broken her vow, she’s broken my heart, 
And I may e’en gae hang. 

A coof cam in wi’ rowth o’ gear, 

And I hae tint my dearest dear ; 

But woman is but warld’s gear ; 
Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 


Whae’er ye be that woman love, 
To this be never blind, 
Nae ferlie ’tis tho’ fickle she prove, 
A woman has’t by kind: 
O woman lovely, woman fair! 
An angel form’s faun to. thy share, 
*Twad been o’er meikle to gien thee mair, 
I mean an angel mind, 


CLL LPL IR 


THE CHAPTER OF BLUSHES. 
Air— The Chapter of Kings.” —(C. Dibdin. ) 


How various the blushes that tint the cheek ! 
Some weakness, some shame, and some modesty 
speak ; 
And the cheek that a blush can ne’er reveal, 
Shows the head can’t think, or the heart can’t feel. 
So exceptions all granted, 
By general rules wanted, 
We all of us blush in our turn, 
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English, Welsh, Scotch, and Irish, though varied 
in name, 

In essence are one, and ali blush the same ; 

Their blush it is red, and that’s valour’s hue, 

And they make all their foes blush black and blue. 


That lawyers don’t blush, some assert so big, 

But sometimes you can’t see the blush for the wig } 
If doctors don’t blush, it’s a wonder to me, 
They’re so monstrously modest in taking their fee. 


The blush of an actor is rouge and rose pink ; 

Authors blush, black and white in their paper and 
ink ; 

The blush of a critic I never could mark, 

For they, like monopolisis, deal in the dark. 


Some great folks with their “ blushing honowrs” 
some stake, 

Seldom blush—but that’s cavilling for cavil’s sake ; 

If they do not blush, they on “ their honour” claim, 

So their honours blush for ’em, and that’s all the 
same. 


May the maiden’s blush ever from modesty flow, 
The blush of the wife prove affection’s glow ; 
May wealth never blush to own friends downcast, 
Nor we e’er have reason to blush for the past. 


TWO SWEET LITTLE BIRDS. 
(W. Ball.) 
Two sweet little birds on a blossomy spray, 


Sat chirping away in the sunshine gay; 
| And methonght, as embowered I quietly lay, 
| I heard to her mate the young songstress say, 


Or seem to say,;— 


| Oh! how happy am I, by the side of my love, 
Once more the wild grove free and merry to rove, 
| And sing, as. we stray, *mid the glories of May, 


To the echoing Heaven my rapturous lay 
Through the live long day ! 


While absent from thee I was torn with despair, 
For, encaged ere aware, I was lost to thy care: 
In a garden of sweets lay the treacherous snare, 
Filled full of fine flowers, fresh fountains fair, 
And fruitage rare, 

But F beat my mad wing ’gainst its fetters of gold, 
Till I broke from my hold, and away, uncontrolled, 
Flew back, the rude fare of the forest to share, 
For liberty, sweeter beyond compare, 

And thou, love, were there. 


PIIG PLO S 


THE ROEBUCK. 
A HUNTING GLEE. 
( Upton. ) 


WHERE, where shall we hunt the roebuck to-day ? 
Over the mountains and over the hills : 

Then haste to the forest, away, boys, away, 
And a kiss shall be his, who the roebuck kills. 


A kiss, a kiss from the damsel most sweet ; 
Agreed, agreed ;—we’ll contend for the bliss : 
And he that shall lay the deer at her feet, 
The lips of a maid shall reward with a kiss! 


ee ee 


PEACEFUL SLEEP POOR WILL AND JANE 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


SADLY Jane sat weaving willow 
On a rock that crowned the billow ; 
To whose roar she sighed and said— 
“ Tell me, tell me, boist’rous railer, 
Where’s my Will, my own true sailor?” 
Then she wept and hung her head. 
“« If we've parted, . 
Broken-hearted, 
Pining Jane with death will wed.” 


Oft to Heaven her eyes upraising, 
Then on wat’ry expanse gazing, 
Weeping still, she sighed her fear: 
Sudden, on the distant ocean, 
Jane beheld a sail in motion : 
< Tis my Will! my life! my dear! 
Farewell, mourning ! 
Joy’s returning |” 
Smiling sweet, she dried the tear. 


But the rays of Hope are fleeting ; 
Soon tempestuous waves were beating ; 
Jane in anguish sighed her pain: 
“< Now,” she cried, ‘* the bark is sinking!” 
Reason fied, on William thinking ;— 
Mad, she plunged into the main. 
Woes are ended, 
Death befriended ; 
Peaceful sleep poor Will and Jane. 





FP IPL IPL 


CORPORAL CASEY. 
(G. Colman.) 


WHEN 1 was at home I was merry and frisky, 

My dad kept a pig and my mother sold whisky, 
My uncle was rich, but would never be aisey 

Till I was enlisted by Corporal Casey. 

Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Casey! 

_ My dear little Shelah, I thought would run ¢razy, 
When I trudged away with tough Corporal Casey. 


I marched from Kilkenny, and, as I was thinking 
_ On Shelah, my heart in my bosom was sinking, 
But soon I was forced to look fresh as a daisy, 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Casey. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Casey! 
The devil go with him, I ne’er could be lazy, 
He stuck in my skirts so, ould Corporal Casey. 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 

That fell on my pate, but they bothered me rarely, 

And who should the first be that dropped, why, 
and plaise ye, 

It was my good friend, honest Corporal Casey. 

Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Casey ; 

Thinks I you are quiet, and I shall be aisey, 

- So eight years I fought without Corporal Casey. 


PPL IL IEF 


THE PEASANT’S FUNERAL. 
(Dibdin. ) 
HARK, hark! ’tis Goodman Hearty’s knell! 
The village are in tears! 
From youth his neighbours loved him well, 
To a ripe length of years. 
As Mercy meek, and free from guile, 
E’en as his fleecy fold, 
His looks diffused a general smile :-— 
But now his knell is knolled ; 
Awful and solemn was the call : 
Yet shall it loudly tell 
A lesson, grave, though sweet, to all 
Who heard Will Hearty’s knell. 


My life was happy, hale, and strong; 
Then do not wail and cry ; 

The man who knows he’s done no wrong 
F’en with a smile can die. 

My frame’s worn out, yet I survive ; 
I’ve that death cannot kill ; 

The immortal soul shall ever live 
Of him who knows no ill. 

These were his words: his friends and wife 
These truths remember well, 

That not to death but to new life 
Tolled out Will Hearty’s knell. 


This was the man they lay in earth ; 
The flower of rustic pride ; 
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Who loved his friend, loved harmless mirth, 
Who, even when he died, 

Could lay his hand upon his heart, 
And, with clear conscience, cry— 

Oh, Death, thou hast for me no dart ; 
Thou, Grave, no victory. 

This was the man ence every year 
Of whom the peasants tell, 

While all the country flock to hear 
Of Goodman Hearty’s knell. 


PLPG IL IS 


THE PRIVATE THEATRE. 
Air— Bartlemy Fair, O!”—( Bryant.) 

CoME, neighbours, haste away, 

And you'll see a private play ; 

Where the amateurs so neat 

Will conduct themselves complete ; 

Where no foolish ninnyhammer 

Will knock about the grammar, 
But performers they will cause you soon to stare, O! 

SPOKEN.] Aye! make haste, and you will dis- 

cover Mr. Spruce, in his dressing-room, surround- 
ed by Peter Plump, Harry Snufile, Jerry Lispall, 
and Simon Snaggletooth. Please, Mr. Othello,: 
can you lend me some vermilion? No; I always 
use carmine, except when I biack my face for 
Hassan, and then my publican finds me in paint. 
Aye; but who finds you in paint when you play 
light comedy? Why, he don’t want paint when 
he does that character ; for I remember, when he 
played Belcour, he dined with a brass-founder, so 
that accounts for his getting through it. The brass- 
founder—there’s the rub! It may be the rub, but 
I’m not afraid to face it, and sing, 


Hey down, ho down, 
Derry derry down, 
Oh, this is private playing, I declare, O. 


Then the prompter rings the bell, 
Each the curtain’s rise to tell, 
And the music scrapes aloud, 
As the audience hither crowd ; 
They cry, “ Bravo! encore!” 
I ne’er heard the like before, 
Such music always causes us to stare, O! 


SPOKEN.] Then the curtain rises—Mr. Snibs 
makes his first appearance. La! (says Mrs. Mug- 
gle,) what a handsome young man he is, and how 
narvous! why, he looks just like Minerva, the god 
of Harmony, so he does! What a figure for Ro- 
meo! (cries Mr. Tipple,) what symmetry, what a 
fine countenance, and dark blue eyes! Ladies, 
don’t look at him, or you'll never get over it. 
Silence! silence! silence! (says a countryman.) 
Why, that man crying silence is making most noise 
and, as for the gentleman’s eyes, one’s ashamed 
to look at the other; and I’m sure I’ve seen his 
legs at Stratford, and that’s not far from Bow. 

So, we’ll sing, hey down, ho down, &c. 


Then, performance being o’er, 

All are rushing to the door ; 

Some call for ‘* Coach! a coach!” 

They, with labour, soon approach ; 

Then home their steps they measure, 

And declare they’ve tasted pleasure, 
For they have just seen a sight so rare, oO! 


SPOKEN.] La! pa, how well that gentleman 
played ieee in Venus Preserved. So he: did, 
my dear, How did you like Pierre, lovey? Very 
well, ma. Was that the man that built Margate- 
Bless his innocent little heart, how he no- 
tices every thing! No, my dear; that was the 
character : the gentleman’s real name is Flighty, 
and Mr. Grab, the manager, has offered him an 
engagement if he’ll play for nothing and find his 
own wardrobe. Really, (says Mr. Dry,) Grab’s 
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a good fellow, and knows the value of the gentle- 
man’s talents. 


So, we'll sing, hey down, ho down, &c. 


PIP? OOO? 


FILL HIGH TO HIM THAT’S FAR AWAY! 
; (‘T. Moore.) 


No, never shall my soul forget 
The friends I found so cordialéhearted ; 
Dear, dear, shall be the day we met, 
And dear shall be the night we parted. 


Oh, if regret, however sweet, 
Must with the lapse of time decay, 
Yet still, when thus in mirth you meet, 
Fill high to him that’s far away. 


Long be the flame of memory found 
Alive within your social glass : 

Let that be still the magic round 
O’er which Oblivion dares not pass ! 


PIPL LPP? 


DRINK BY NIGHT AND FIGHT BY DAY. 
( Bryant.) 


The waves may foam, the winds may roar, 

And falling trees may strew the shore, 

Still we’ll defy all care and thinking, 

While every sense shall yield to drinking. 
Ha, ha, ha, boys, that’s the way, 
To drink at night and fight by day. 


Pass the glass, boys, I will lead you ; 
Bacchus swears he’ll always feed you; 
You’ve the hearts the gods delight in, 
For you love good cheer and fighting. 

Ha, ha, ha, boys, &c. 


Then, while life remains, we’ll spend it, 
Cheer alone on earth can mend it ; 
Then, let’s live and still be jolly, 
For dulness hurts us more than folly. 
Ha, ha, ha, boys, &c. 


PLE PI PIP 


"TIS TRUE, WHEN FIRST THE ROSY 
DAWN. 


(Jackson. ) 


’TIs true, when first the rosy dawn, 
Leads on the sprightly day, 

Along the copse, or cross the lawn, 
We trace the devious way ; 

From every hill and grove around, 
By sportive echoes borne, 

We catch the soul-enliv’ning sound, 
The madness of the morn. 


Now o’er the crag, abrupt and steep, 
The mettled coursers strain, 

Now brave the rough descent, and sweep 
Impetuous to the plain ; 

Now leap the mound, and urged amain, 
In speed outstrip the wind, 

While panting Care pursues in vain, 
And Sorrow lags behind. 


When ev’ning sheds the pleasing gioom, 
To calmer scenes restored, 

We greet with songs the genial room, 
And hail the festive board : 

By wine, and wine’s free joy engrossed, 
The happy minutes roll, 

Here Love and Wit inspire the toast, 
And Friendship guards the bowl. 


GLIF ILL? 


MY EYE AND BETTY MARTIN. 
( Barrett. ) 


In Yorkshire I wur born and bred, 
And knows a thing or two, sir ; 
Nay, what be more, my father said, 
My wit would bring me through, sir. 
At single-stick, or kiss the maids, 
I'wur the boy vor sartin ; 
Zays1, push on—to be afraid’s 
My eye and Betty Martin. 
Ri tol de rol, &c. 


At whoam I’d often heard folks talk 
Of Lunnun’s famous city, 
And that the stones on which they walk 
Wur paved with gold so pretty ; 
To mam and dad I gave a buss, 
Says I, I’m off vor sartin, 
So *bout my trip to make a fuss 
Is my eye and Betty Martin. 
Ri tol, &c, 


At inn arrived, I met a man 
Who offered me his sarvice, 
To take my luggage wur his plan, 
And help me to a Jarvis; 
But stop, says I, this wunna do, 
Your rigs Ise know vor sartin, 
Your kindness, friend, "tween me and you’s 
My eye and Betty Martin. 
Ri tol, &c. 


A lady next, a flashy dame, 

I in the Strand did meet, sir, 
Who said as how it wur a shame 
_ That I should walk the street, sir ; 
She talked of love, of sarvants too, 

And thought her prey right sartin, 
But noa, says I, to go with you’s 

My eye and Betty Martin. 

Ritol, &c. 


Ise seen the Lions and the Tower, 
The Circus, Astley’s too, sir, 
The play, and giants strike the hour, 
And all that’s strange to view, sir; 
So back to whoam [’ll turn again, 
And marry Doll vor sartin ; 
Tse please her so that to complain’s 
My eye and Betty Martin. 
Ri tol, &e. 


CPA F IPP a 


MARY OF THE DALE. 


LET poets sound the high-flown praise 
Of girls in Fashion’s ring, 
In humble strains I chant my lays, 
And humble beauties sing. 
A simple boy, 
I sing with joy, 
Sweet Mary of the Dale. 


Her cheeks are like the blushing rose, 
Her bosom lily white; _ 
Her breath the sweetest gale that blows, 
Her eyes like diamonds bright. 
Such charms as these 
Delight and please 
In Mary of the Dale. 


Her heart is innate Virtue’s seat, 
And of Wit, her mind ; 
Her manners soft, her language sweet, 
Her sentiments refined. 
Yet she’s so rare, 
So chaste and fair, 
Is Mary of the Dale. 


By her once loved, how blest the youth, 
What joys to him are known! ~ 
To call a maid, all charms and truth, 
A heart like hers his own. 
O! happy he 
Must surely be 
With Mary of the Dale. 


BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 


(Gay.) 
ALL in the Downs the fleet was moored, 
The streamers waving in the wind, 
When black-eyed Susan came on board :— 
¥ << Oh! where shall I my true love find ? 
J « Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 





_ «© Tf my sweet William sails among your crew?” 


William, who high upon the yard, 
9 Rocked by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
: He sighed, and cast his eyes below ; 
_ The cord glides swiftly through his glowing hands, 
_ And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands. 
r 


q Oh, Susan! Susan! lovely dear! 


: My vows shall ever true remain, 
; Let me kiss off that falling tear, 
4 We only part to meet again. 


_ Change as ye list, ye winds! my heart shall be 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen say, 
Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind ; 
They tell thee—sailors when away 
In every port a mistress find! 
_ Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so, 
For thou art present wheresoe’er I go. 
If to fair India’s coast we sail, ; 
Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright ; 
\ Thy breath in Afric’s spicy gale, 
‘ Thy skin in ivory so white : 
_ Thus every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 


Though battle call thee from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet free from harms, 
William shall to his dear return : 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan’s eye! 


The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosoms spread ; 
No longer must she stay on board : 
They kissed, she sighed, he hung his head : 
er lessening boat, unwilling, rows to land ; 
« Adieu!” she cried, and waved her lily hand. 


GILIL IIE 


HEY! FOR THE HEILAN HILLS! HEY! 
FOR THE HEILAN HEATHER! 


: Air—* Roy’s Wife.” 
HEY! for the Heilan hills! 
Hey! for the Heilan heather ! 


Let me see, ’ere yet I dee, 
Heilan hills, an’ Heilan heather ! 


- Though Neptune smiles on Indian isles, 
Wi’ finer flowers, and warmer weather, 
Their sun-beams beat wi’ feverish heat, 
But halesome is the Heilan heather. 
Hey! for the Heilan hills, &c. 


—- 
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The moss muir black, an’ mountain blue, 
Whare mantlier mists at gloaming gather ; 
The craigs an’ cairns, o’ hoary hue, 
Where blooms the bonnie Heilan heather. 
Hey! for the Heilan hills, &c. 


Whare mony a wild bird wags his wing, 
Baith sweet 0’ sang, an’ fair o” feather, 
While caverned cliffs wi’ echo ring, 
Amang the hills o’ Heilan heather. | 
Hey! for the Heilan hills, &c. 


Whare lads an’ lasses hie 0’ heart, 
To birrin bagpipes dance thegither, 
Devoid o’ Fashion’s apish art, 
Amang the hills o’ Heilan heather. 
Hey! for the Heilan hills, &c. 


The broom an’ brake, the linn an’ lake, 
The stralt an’ stream, my mountain mither, 
Are dear to me as dear can be, 
But doubly dear the Heilan heather. 
Hey ! for the Heilan hills, &c. 


GOP PIII??? 


BROTHER MASON FREE, HERE’S TO 
THEE. 


LET malicious people censure, 
They’re not worth a Mason’s answer ; 
While we drink and sing, 

With no conscience’ sting, 

Let their evil genius plague taem, 
And for malice devil take them ; 
We'll be free and merry, 

Drinking port and sherry, 

Till the stars at midnight shine, 

And our eyes with them ~ombine 
The dark night to banis} . 

Thus we will replenish 

Nature, while our glacses 

With the bottle passe. 

Brother Mason free, 

Here’s to thee, to the ; 

And let it run the table round, 

While Envy does the Masons’ foes confound, 


- GPL PF 


MY HEART iS THINE OWN. 
( Upton.) 


You say my heart, my too fond heart, 
Is cold, my dear, to you; 
Ah! canst thou such a thought impart 
To one that loves so true? 
Forbear, cruel chider! for Oh, be it known, 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart is thine 
own. 


You say my thonghts will wildly stray, 
When other eyes I see ; 
No, Henry, no; by night or day, 
I only think of thee! 
Ah! yes, cruel chider! for oh, be it known, 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart is thine 
own. 


Then hush, ah hush! each idle fear, 
Unkind to love and me ; 
Unkind, for know, my only dear, 
I only think on thee! 
Ah! yes, cruel chider! for oh, be it known, 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart is thine 
own, 


GALI IIOO 
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MAJOR MACPHERSON AND MISS SCOUT. 
(Kenney. } 
MAJOR MACPHERSON heaved a sigh, 
Tol de diddle dol, &c. 
And Major Macpherson didn’t know why ; 
Tol de, &c. 
But Major Macpherson soon found out, 
Tol de, &c. 
It was all for Miss Lavinia Scout, 
- Tolde, &c. 


Says Major Macpherson, I’ve no doubt, 

Tol de, &c. 
I’m scorned by Miss Lavinia Scout; 

Tol de, &c. 
And, since on her I still must doat, 

Tol de, &c. 
I'll make it a point to cut my throat. 
Tol de, &c. 


Then Major Macpherson took a razor, 
Tol de, &e. 
And, says he, d—n me but I’ll amaze her ! 
Tol de, &c. 
My fate’s decreed—my hour is come :— 
Tol de, &c. 
Then he drew the edge—across his thumb ;, 
Tolde, &c. 


And still on his woes did the Major harp, 

Tolde, &c. 
But the Major was young, and the razor was 

sharp 3; 

Tol de, &c. 
No, says he, to kill himself a brave man scorns ; 

Tol de, &c. 
So, instead of his throat, he cut his corns.. 

Tol de, &c. 


PPE PLIPPO 


THE MULBERRY TREE. 
(Collins. ) 


THE sweetbriar grows in the merry green wood, 
Where the musk-rose diffuses its perfume so 
free ; 
But the blight often seizes both blossom and bud, 
While the mildew flies over the mulberry tree. 


In the nursery reared, like the tender young vine, 
Mankind, of all orders, and every degree, 
First crawl on the ground, then spring up like the 
pine 
And some branch, and bear fruit, like the mul- 
berry tree. 


To the fair Tree of Knowledge, some twine like a 
While acne sappy sprouts with its fruits disa- 
For which, we from birch, now and then pluck a 
Which is not quite so sweet as the mulberry tree. 


The vast Tree of Life we all eagerly climb, 
And impatiently pant at its high top to be; 
Though five out of ten are lopped off in their 
prime, 
And they drop, like dead leaves, from the mul- 
berry tree. 


Or, like weeping willows, we hang down the 
head ,— 
When poor withered elders, we’re destined to 
be ;— 
And we’re minded no more than mere logs when 
we’re dead, 
Or the dew that flies over the mulberry tree. 


But, under the shade of the cypress or yew, 
Our trunks in the church-yard transplanted must 


be ; 
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And we know no more when their bloom will re- 
new, : 
Than the dew that flies over the mulberry tree. 


Yet, like lignumvite, we hearts of oak wear, 
Or the cedar, that keeps from the canker-worm 
free ; 
While the vine-juice we drain, to dissolve every 
care 
Like the dew that flies over the mulberry tree. 
HENRY AND KATE. 
(Currell.) 
THE village hinds were hushed to sleep, 
And peace possessed each breast, 
When Henry, from the boundless deep, 
Came wounded and distrest. 
His heart was kind, but he was poor, 
And fate had other woes in store, 
‘For, lo! his Kate he saw no more, 
And peace was fled for ever! 


His wound did rankling pain impart, 
While he, with faltering breath, 
Cried, deeper wounded is my heart, 

With news of Kitty’s death! 
He raised his eyes to heaven above, 
Imploring blessings for his. love : 
While he again to sea would rove, 
For peace was fled for ever! 


' He onthe sad forsaken cot, 
Gave one dire ghastly smile, 
Then left! and by a destined shot, 
Fell bleeding at the Nile! 
Rejoiced, he said, I meet my Kate, 
Then bade adieu each brave messmate, 
And. thus resigned to his sad fate, 
He closed.his eyes for ever! 


OPEL OPPP?H 


THE WILTSHIRE FORTUNE HUNTER; 


OR, THE WIDOW AND THE FARMER. 
Air— Rumpti bumpti bay.”—( Beuler.) 

In Wilts was a prodigal farmer, 

Who had a good sort of a wife ; 
But his raking did so much alarm her, 

It frightened her out of her life. 
In a coffin and shroud she soon sunk, 

And he said, as they shut down the lid o’er her, 
“ To-night I intends to get drunk 

With joy, because I’m now a widower.” 


SPOKEN.] To be zure ’e were a good zort of a 
ooman enouve in her way, but then ’e al’ays wer 
in my way; vor ’e wer al’ays a-teazing I about 
zpending all my property, an’ all that zort 0 thing, 
an’ about I going to thiz plaze an’ that plaze, an’ 
t’other plaze. O, dom it, I be glad ’e be gone, an’ 
left I in peaze to zing— 

A tiddle e rumsy bum, tiddle e rumsy bay, 

O, dom it, I’m glad ’e be gone, ah tiddle e rumsy 
bay. 

His excesses now got beyond rule, 

His estate was all mortgaged they say for em; 
His children were all sent to school, 

But the devil a sous did he pay for ’em. 

He soon found his fortune adrift, 

And the duns ev’ry day much more clamorous ; 
So, thought he, (put at last to the shift, ) 

I mus’ court zome dame rich an’ amorous! 


SPOKEN.] Dom it, that I mus’. I knows, I’k 
go vind some rich varmer’s widder. Ill swear to 
en that [ be worth thouzands and thouzands, an’ 
that I love en to extraction. Ecod! leave I alone 
vor telling a ooman a bouncing cracker—lard I} 
lie wi’ any ooman in all Wiltzhire, and zing— 

Tiddle e rumsy bum, &c. 






He soon found a widow of honour, 
Who was rich, and had horses and ploughs ; 
His snares he directed upon her, 
To catch her, her oxen, and cows. 
She was sober and drank nought herself, 
But kept plenty of wine for her friends ; 
_ When this farmer, who wanted her pelf, 
i Courted her for his prodigal ends. 


__ SPOKEN.] O thee most divinest and most pret- 
i tiest widder that be in the county of Wiltzhire! ’e 
_ looks quite az zweet az e merrygold, zunflower, an’ 
_ davvodowndilly! Look on I, down zpank an both 
_ my two kneez to ’e, vull ov love an’ wonderment. 
Young Stupid, e God of Wenus, haz drawn his 
harrows through my zoul, an’ I veels—I veels—I 
_veels—I do’n ’ow how I veels. I veels as if as 
_ how my heart, kidneys, and wery witals wer eated 
up holler, loike a ripe pear by e dom zons 0’ guns 
_ Ov wapses. Zmile upon I, an’I lays thouzands 
and thouzands ov pounds one veet. Frown on I, 
_an’I goes yhome an’ hangs, shoots, an’ drowns 
_™mysel’ in e mill-pond. Zay e’ll have I, an’ I 
_ jumps on my horse and gallops to e parzon to tell 
en to marry we. Woul e conzen’ then? Woul e 
have I? What zaye, widder?— 
O tiddle e rumsy bum, &c, 


_ The farmer’s affairs were in danger, 
For the widow’s hand he couldn’t win; 

_ To his conduct she wasn’t a stranger, 

___ She therefore was not taken in. 

She told him, in spite of his labours, 
She never would wed such a varlet ; 

So, in spite, he went telling the neighbours 

That she was a drunkard and harlot. 


SPOKEN.] Whoat! do’e zay, that ’ere widder 
be a zober ooman? Lard! I never zeed a more 
drunkener ’toxicated ooman in all my born days. 
Whoy, I zeed en gollop down three quarts of ztrong 
_ yale an’ a bottle of wind afore breakfaz’; an’ az 
vor her wirter, e haz no more ’an my tom-cat. 
Whoy, I zeed en an’ varmer Pitchfork kissing an’ 
hugging an’—an’ all that ere zort of thing together 
wi’ my own eyes an’ ears. Whoy none but a good 
_ natered vool loike I ould ha’ thinked to ha’ mar- 
ried she, for her vortune be all in my eye, and her 
honesty all— 


oer. Shae = 
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a 2 


Tiddle e rumsy bum, &c. 


As his slander had not any grounds, 
The law got him fast by the tail ; 
He couldn’t pay five hundred pounds, 
So they bundled him off to a jail. 
Fortune hunters now mind what I have said, 
In woman good sense is oft hid, O; 
And though you may take in a maid, 
You can’t always take in a widow. 
‘ A tiddle e rumsy bum, &c. 


POPP OP EM 


HE STILL HOVERS ROUND MY WAY. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Preciosa. | 


Music by Weber. | 


THOUGH alone, I am not lonely ; 
Still his image hovers near ; 

Seems to wander on the moon-beams, 
That so brightly shine and clear. 


Wheresoe’er my thoughts may wander, 
Wheresoe’er my feet may stray ; 
Or in pleasure, or in sorrow, 
He still hovers round my way. 
Like the brilliant stars above me, 
Though so distant, still so bright, 
‘ They, though distant, lend their splendour, 
Thou, though distant, meet’st my sight. 


CFL AL OLE 


EEE 
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THE FOX IS UNKENNELLED. 


THE fox is unkennelled,—the hounds are in ery, 
And dash through the commons below : 

The hunters all eager,—sly renard must die ;— 
A double—in pit—tally ho! : 
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Again with fresh vigour he leads them the chase, 
To baffle he cunningly tries ; 

But, ah! how he falters,—he limps in his pace,— 
Redoubles—enfeebled—he dies } 


GLPPOE LIPS? 


JOY AND HEALTH BE THE LOT OF EACH 
WORTHY ODD FELLOW. 


Air— To Anacreon in Heaven.”’—( Smith.) 


ON Olympus’ high hill, where Jove sat at a feast, 
Mo? Momus was there, full of humour and 
un 5 
Thus phepered the gods from the great to the 
east, 
And the nectar flew round, till ’twas Momus’s 
turn : 
“« Tl give you a toast, ye celestial host.” 
Cried Jove then, ‘‘ what is it? I prithee now 
tell us.” 
Momus said, with a laugh, while the nectar he 
quaffed, 
** Success to each Lodge of worthy Odd Fel- 
lows.” 


«« What new sect are those, called ‘ Odd Fellows,’ ” 
cried Jove ; 
«‘ Whom you have just honoured by drinking a 
toast ?”” 
“* Great sire, they are men that this court must 
approve, 
For honour’s their motto, and virtue their boast : 
They are true and sincere, in their friendship so 
dear, 
That no discord can reach them, their history 
tell us: 
May they ever unite, free from envy and spite, 
And joy crown the Lodge of all worthy Odd Fel- 
lows.”’ 


Says Jove, “ I’m well pleased to find mortals. so 
wise, 
Who friendship prefer to self-interest so mean ; 
By honour thus taught all those arts to despise, 
Which, with shame, on the earth I too often 
have seen : 
Fly, Fame, through the sky, sound their praises on 
ign, ; 
And, Truth,ever sanction the history they tell us ; 
When time shall remove them to regions above, 
We'll crown them with glory, all true worthy 
Odd Fellows.” 


Our most Noble Grand, let us toast—in the chair, 
The Vice-Grand, and Officers each, in their sta- 
tion : 
May honour and merit be ever their care, 
And their names be revered by each Lodge in 
the nation; 
While each loyal brother, still true to each other, 
Laugh, drink, sing, and smoke, till we’re all of 
us mellow ; 
Then homewara depart, this wish in each heart, 
Joy and neaith be the lot of each worthy Odd 
Fellow. 


CPDL IP PIPE 


THE LOVES OF SAMMY SUGARPLUM 
AND POLLY CHITTERILINGS. 


Air— Riley and his dear Colinband.” 


CoME here, ye lovyers all, now, and listen to my 
tale, 

"Tis of von Sammy Sugarplum, vot: loved a drop 
of ale; 
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He courted Podly Chitterlings, the porkman’. 
darter sweet, 
Vot lived in Mutton-Lane, ’twixt Saffron-Hill and 
Turnmill-Street. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


lt vos von Monday he made Miss Podl his bride, 

He took her in a von-horse shay, all for to have a 
ride ; 

But ven they did return at night, it vos as dark as 
pitch 

And Sam, being blind vith drinking ale, drove vop 
into a ditch. 

Ri tol, &c. 


Miss Podly’s neck vos broke in two—poor Sam vos 
bruised sore 3 

He pulled Miss Podly from the mud, who never 
not spoke no more ; 

He took her up a-pick-a-back, and put her in the 
shay, 

Then hit the norse a deuce of a vack, and gallop’d 
fast avay. 

Ri tol, &c. 


It vos a sight all for to see vot vould have freez’d 
your blood, 

Miss Podly’s little button-mouth vos plaster’d up 
with mud, 

Hor lovely little satin shoes, and bonnet lined vith 

We ink, 

Vot Sam had buy’d the day afore, vos now as 
black as ink. 

Ri tol, &c. 


Her ghost appeared to him at night, and thus to 
him did say, 

“© Oh, Sammy, Sammy Sugarplum! all cold now 
is my clay, 

My ghost vill harnt you day and night, till you are 
robbed of life, 

For vell you knows, Sam Sugarplum, vot I’m your 
lawful vife 1” 

Ri tol, &c. 


Poor Sammy soon he lost his vits, and then von 
morning he 

Vos found a-hanging by the neck all from a villow 
tree ; 

Their ghosts appear to travellers who’re riding out, 
they say, 

Each Vitsuntide, by Ornsey Vood, all in a von-horse 
shay. 

Ri tol, &c. 


MORAL. 


So now, ye lovyers, high and low, take vorning by 
their fate, 

Don’t yah ale! or if ye do, oh, do not stay out 
ate ‘— 

If Sam had been a sober man, and still behaved 

- assich, 

His bride, poor Podly, vouldn’t have been smoth- 

ered in a ditch. 
Ri tol, &c 


PLP LPAI? 


THE BLUE EYES OF MY MARY. 
Air— Over the Water to Charlie.” 


Ou! bright were the days! for their gloomiest 
hour 

Was at worst but a lost one only, 

When I stole before time to our sweet rose-bower, 
And though among flowers felt lonely ; 

Till soon a light footstep came quickening on, 
And I looked for a fawn or a fairy ; 

But instead, through the roses, beheld in the sun 
The laughing blue eyes of my Mary. 
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How oft would I turn from her kisses and try, 
In my fulness of joy to discover 

Some cause for a tear; but in earth, sea, or sky, 
There was nothing that I could weep over. 

For e’en if that sky had enshrouded its hue, 
It were nought to make me sad or wary ; 

I’d a heaven of my own, as bright and as blue, 
In the soft sunny eyes of my Mary. 


And well I remember, one golden eve, 
When the moon had given day warning, 
But his.rays were so long in taking their leave, 
That it seemed they would revel till morning ; 
An old gipsy we met at the garden-gate, 
And though she was haggard and hairy, 
How charming I thought her while telling my fate, 
Word for word with the eyes of my Mary: 


That moon just silvered the winding brooks, 
And again fell under the mountain, 
Yet I fancied it ling’ring on Mary’s looks, 
Though dim was the face of the fountain,—- 
When I said as I turned to the loadstar of night, 
Whose beams never lessen nor vary, 
Sure nought under heaven is so constant and 
bright, 
Except the blue eyes of my Mary. 


But Mary is gone! and the heart she led 
To the cage her enchantments wove it, 
May flutter unheeded, unfreed, unfed, 
With no one to cherish, to love it; 
Near her, I could bear the sweet thraldom as 
well 
As her own gay bird of Canary ; 
But the songs that I pour, and the sorrows they 
tell, 
Are unwept by the eyes of my Mary. 


PIGLE II F 


KITTY BRADY AND DENNIS O’CONNOR 
Air— The bold Dragoon.—(Scarnell. ) 


IN Ireland, that pretty place, 
There lived a charming lady, 

She was the talk of all her race, 
Her name was Kitty Brady; 

But one day deep in love she fell, 
?Tis true upon my honour, 

And swore she felt love’s fatal spell, 
For young Dennis O’Connor. 

Whack fal de ral, &c. 


Now Dennis was as nate a lad, 
As any you could find, sir ; 
With grief his heart was never sad, 
But always true and kind, sir. 
As Kit and him would snugly sit, 
And talk of things so frisky, 
Young Dennis never did forget 
To close his eyes with whiskey. 
Whack fal de ral, &c.. 


Now hot with love and whiskey too, 
Without any more delay, sir, 

To father Swipes young Dennis flew, 
To name the wedding-day, sir. 

Then soon this couple they were wed 
Without bother or care, sir, 

And then at night they went to bed, 
And did what they pleased there, sir. | 

Whack fal de ral, &c. 


PaLLI LIL 


FAIR NATURE AROUND IN HER LOVE- 
LINESS SMILED. 


I LOOKED on the ocean, I looked on the sky, 
And all seemed contentment and gladness ; 
I looked on the sea-fowl, as it flew by, 
And it bore not a feature of sadness. 






1 looked on the sun, and he fled with a sigh, 


But gave a bright hope for to-morrow ; 
He glanced on the scene with a lingering eye, 
Like a smile from the visage of sorrow. 


Oh! beautiful was the tremulous star, . 
That rose like a watch on the ocean ; 

And sweet was the music that came from afar, 
On the heavenly wing of devotion. 

Fair nature around in her loveliness smiled ; 
And the sun just ceased from his duty, 


_ He sunk to his rest like an innocent child, 


Asleep on the bosom of beauty. 


GPIFIIPS? 


; TIPPY JACK’S JOURNEY TO BRIGHTON. 


(Barrett. ) 


Ou! ye bucks and ye bloods o’ the town, 
Come listen awhile unto me ; 
’Tis Jack, o’ my Jack so renowned, 
And this is young Gilpin you see. 
Tis of what did befal t’other day ; 
To be sure, it was only a rig; 
But this I will certainly say, 
It was all along driving my gig. 


SPOKEN.] And as Papa Gilpin’s journey to 
Edmonton has made a bit of noise, I will just give 


_ a short description of my intended trip to Brighton. 


You must know, that my filly, thorough-bred, in 
turning round the corner of Garlick-hill, took fright 


_ at the face of an old clothesman, and, without the 
least ceremony, pitched me plump into the centre 


*\ 


of a mud-cart, where I began to sing 
Ri um tiiddity um, &c. 


Well, up I was once more again, 
And, thanks to my stars, too, unhurt ; 
And when fixed in my gig looked the thing, 
Except something worse for the dirt. 


My elbows I knowingly squared, 
I seemed like a swallow to fly ; 

When plump against a cart run the mare, 
And down again headlong came I. 


SPOKEN.] I was now tossed into a fruit-shop, 


_ where the apples and pears rolled one way, and 


‘ 


——E——- ee 


I head-over-heels another. Twig the tailor, says 
one.—You lie, says another, it’s the barber.— 


Oh! thank you, gentlemen, says I, it’s only 


Ri um ti iddity um, &c. 


So when the damage was paid, 
Away gallop’d I out of sight ; 

But scarce had another street made, 
Before she again, sirs, took fright. 


For spanking along Piccadilly, 
I somehow run over a pig, 
When off set the bitch of a filly, 
And bundled me out of the gig. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! this was not the worst job of all; 
for after I had paid the butcher two pounds, six- 
teen shillings, and three farthings, for the loss 
of his grunter, in touching the mare under the left 
flank, in order to evade paying the turnpike 
at Hyde-Park-Corner, she run me against the post, 
half-killed an old beggar-woman, upset a man- 
milliner, smacked one of the shafts in two, and 
left me sprawling in the dirt.—Why don’t you get 
up? says the turnpike man.—Why don’t you keep 
moving, sir? says another.—D—n you, says I 
don’t you see I’m moving? So I begun to sing 

Ri um ti iddity um, &c, 


a 
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LET’S DRINK, MY FRIENDS, WHILE 
HERE WE LIVE. 


LeT’s drink, my friends, while here we live: 
The fleeting moments, as they pass, 

This silent admonition give— 
T’ improve our time, and push the glass. 


When once we’ve entered Charon’s boat, 
Farewell to drinking, joys divine ! 

There’s not a drop to wet our throat,— 
The grave’s a cellar void of wine. 


GPCL LOLS 


WHAT WERE LIFE, DEPRIVED OF THEE? 


[Translated from the German Opera of Abu Has- 
san. Music by Weber. ] 


THE bird that fortune’s power 
Hath caged from hill and plain, 
Ne’er mourns the happy hour 
That freedom gives again ; 
But perched beside the fountain, 
With fluttering heart and wings, 
She bids the distant mountain 
Repeat the strain she sings ; 
Or soaring up to heaven, 
She cleaves the fleecy cloud, 
And thinks of fetters riven, 
And feels of freedom proud. 
But Abu Hassan, what to me 
Were life deprived of thee? 
O sweeter far were prison tower, 
If that were shared with thee, love, 
Than lordly hall or rosy bower, 
If thou wert torn from me, love. 
The chains that I may seem to wear, 
The chains that love imposes, 
To me as fragrant seem and fair 
As wreathes composed of roses. 


PPI PIPF Oo 


IRISH BIGAMY ; 


OR, THE ILL-TREATMENT OF ONE PETER 
O’FINNIGIN. 


( Bryant.) 


OH, it was at Clonmell, 
Which is known very well, 
That myself first began to love Molly O’Flannikin ; 
She tipped me a wink, 
And it made my heart blink, 
And I owned the dear creature had made me a 
man again. 
Says she, “ arrah, whist !” 
And she up with her fist, 
«¢ For you know I am wise, and I’m down to your 
plan again ; 
If no shiners you’ve got, 
Faith, I wo’n’t love a jot, 
Nor the devil a bit shall you wed Miss O’Flanni- 
kin !” 
Oh, Miss Flannikin ! 
Then she began again, 
My nose she would pull, and commit other sin 
again ; 
She made me look shy, 
And she forced me to cry— 
“¢ Isn’t this cruel treatment for Mister O’Finnigin?” 


Says I, “‘ Miss O’Flan, 
If you’ll wed, I’m your man,— 
I’ve fifteen yellow-boys and a fine ’tatoe-garden, 
too ; 
I’ve a big iron pot, 
Pig and cow, without rot, 
And yourself I will wed without one single far- 
thing, too.” 
Says she, “ Mr. Finnigin, 
Come, if you please, 
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Though I own 1 was vexed when to court you | So, if they wo’n’t bury the dead, 


began again : 
But now, I confess, 
You have tipped me heart’s ease, 
For I long to be married,” cried Molly O’Flan- 
nikin. 
But Miss Flannikin ix 
Told a big man again 
That himself was quite fat, and I was as thin 
again ; 
And, the very next day, 
Faith, she scampered away ;— 
Wasn’t this cruel treatment for Mr. O’Finnigin ? 


Now, to gain satisfaction, 
I entered an action 
Against this fat fellow that stole Mrs, Finnigin. 
When for bigamy tried, 
Och, I thougnt he’d have died ! 
But here, you must know, I was out in the thing 
again ; 
For Molly declared 
That herself was ensnared, 
And she likewise expected a cow an’ a pig of me. 
So I paid each cost, 
And my Molly I lost, 
While her husband, the thief, was acquitted of 
bigamy. 
Then, with joking me 
And provoking me, 
I’m mad, I must own, and no sense I shall win 
again ; 
For, with my folly, 
And losing my Molly, 
This treatment has murdered poor Peter O ’Finnigin. 


PPLFEPCISD 
THE CASTILIAN MAID. 
(T. Moore.) ’ 


OH, remember the time, in La Mancha’s gay 
shades, 
Where the moments so blissfully flew, 
When you called me the pride of Castilian maids, 
And I blushed to be called so by you, 
When you taught me to warble the gay seguidill, 
Or to dance to the light castanet ; 
Ah al dear youth, let you roam where you 
will, 
The delight of these moments forget. 


They tell me ye lovers of Erin’s green isle 
Too soon a new passion may feel ; 

And soon, in the light of some lovelier smile, 
You'll forget the poor maid of Castile. 

But they know not how brave in the battle you are, 
Or they never could think you would rove, 

For ’tis always the spirit most gallant in war 
That’s the fondest and truest in love, 


GLP PIPPOD 


LONDON IMPROVEMENTS. 
(J. H. Brown.) 


IMPROVEMENT’S a mighty odd thing, 

For they’ve made such improvements of late, 
They’ve improved upon writing on sand 

Before you use paper or slate : 
On horses improvements they’ve made, 

But these horses don’t boast any blood, 
For, instead of being mounted on flesh, 

Our dandies are mounted on wood. 

Rite fol de rol. 


They’ve improved upon all common land, 
The laws of Old England for ever, 

In improved coffins they won’t oury the dead, 
And they don’t care a d—n for the liver! 

The surgeons approve of the plan, 
While the doctors take care of th living, 


Why, then we’ve no call for grave-digging. 
Rite fol, &c. 


Craniology now is the go, 
And phrenologist’s wisdom so great, 
They’ve improved it so much, that they know 
By the bumps what will come of the pate. 
Our roads are improving quite fast, 
And coachmen do much recommend ’em ; 
M<Adam swears his plan’s the best— 
That’s to break up the roads for to mend ’em. 
Rite fol, &c. 


Play-acting improves every day, 

For we find Sadler’s Wells and the Surrey 
Have got but one company for both, 

And they work ’em both for the same money. 
Melodrames will be written by steam, 

And cast-iron actors to play ’em ; 
Then managers sure will get rich, 

For they’ll never want cash for to pay ’em 

- Rite fol, &c. 


Improvement’s so very improved, 
And improvements so very combined, 
That coaches will soon need no horses, 
They’ll make them to go with the wind. 
They’ve improved on our iron inventions, 
Our English mechanics are clever, 
And now, in the stead of stone bridges, 
Cast-iron’s thrown over the river. 
Rite fol, &c. 


Our army and navy improves, 
For cannon by steam can be fired, 
And soon they’ll invent us a shoe 
That the wearer may never be tired ; 
They’ve improved on the making of boots, 
For the brass now revolves on the heels, 
And our steam-boats from London to Calais 
Are made for to run upon wheels. 
Rite fol, &c. 


My improvements are now at an end, 
And invention has nothing to do 
But improve every night with a song 
While honoured with favour by you 3 
My invention was meant for to please, 
That’s your humble servant's petition ; 
And, if you should call here again, 
Then Ill give you the second edition. 
Rite fol, &c. 


ENCORE VERSES. 


SINCE you’ve called me again to repeat, 
My invention scarce knows what to do, 
For, when you encore a song, 
The improvement’s to give something new ; 
Therefore I’ll just take a survey 
Of what seems the rage now-a-days, 
For we find hackney-coaches stand still 
When people use cabriolets. . 
Rite fol, &c. 


They’re improving the pledging of goods, 
Congreve has invented a rocket, 
A signal that’s well understood, 
Because it can speak to the pocket ; 
Fifteen per cent. will be saved 
By all who are forced to be spouting, 
Pawnbrokers the French plan condemn, 
And the new speculation they’re scouting. 
Rite fol, &c. 


Our breakfasts are now much improved, 
Tea and coffee are grown out of use, 

And Hunt’s roasted grain so improved, 
That we fatten by drinking the juice ; 

Arts and sciences likewise improve, — 
We’ve steamers invented for hatchings, 






Uf hens will but lay us the eggs, 
' Our steam will soon turn them to chickens. 
Rite fol, &c. 


They've improved in the making of gas, 
__ For we hear that it sets people laughing ; 
‘f And they’re making a bridge now of chains, 
i To reach over from Redriff to Wapping ; 
_ A German philosopher states 
He espied, as he looked at the moon, 
A battery all mounted with guns, 

And the centinel was a dragoon. 


Rite fol, &c. 


_ Our churches increase very fast, 
__And we’ve Methodist chapels afloat, 
_ They’ve improved it for sailors so much 
That they pull to their prayers in a boat ; 
_ Our prison discipline’s improved, 
_ And, to keep wicked people from ill, 
_ If you’re tried by the vagrant-act, 
You must walk on the new treading-mill. 
Rite fol, &c. 


_ They’ve improved in the making of bread, 
For the loaves are all sold by the pound ; 
_ And boots are so strangely improved 
That there’s never a seam to be found ; 
_ Cast-iron inventions improve, 
My throat wants improvement also, 
And cast-iron lungs I shall want, 
Unless you permit me to go. 
Rite fol, &c. 


PLPIP LEP? 


THE KINDEST OF LOVERS IS JAMIE, MY 
LOVE AND MY DEAR. 


_O’ER highlands and lowlands, to chase the fleet 
deer, 
My bonny braw Jamie will hie ; 
While chevy ho, chevy, is heard far and near, 
As o’er the green mountains they fly. 
Yet, though tally ho, huzza, and tantara, 
The lord of my heart loves to hear, 
_ The tender, the bravest, the kindest of lovers, 
Is Jamie, my love, and my dear. 


Though highlands and lowlands may please for a 
day, 
And Shane the stag has its charms, 
Can chevy ho, chevy, long keep him away, 
When Love hails him back to my arms. 
‘No, no, tally ho, huzza, and tantara, 
The lord of my heatt loves to hear, 
Yet, the tender, the bravest, the kindest of lovers, 
Is Jamie, my love, and my dear. 


GPLIL OLE? 


WHAT WOULD THAT WOMAN GIVE WERE 
HER HUSBAND BUT BLIND? 
( Dibdin. ) 
SHE, who linked by her fate 
To a sour churlish mate, 
And to some smart young flatterer dares not be 
kind ; 
i Who a look fears to steal 
That her flame would reveal,— 


_ What would that woman give were her husband 
but blind? 


. She, in youth’s early bloom, 
By a too severe doom, 
To decrepid old age whose hard parents have 
joined, 
How blest would she be, 
Till Death set her free, 
Could etter to his gout that her husband were 
blind. 


In short, we all choose 
With our different views ; 


= 
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And ’tis right each should pick out a mate to her 
mind ; 
For me, let my dear, 
Since men see so clear, 
Be blest with a spanking large fortune— and blind 


PLP IPL POF? 


BOUND ’PRENTICE TO A COASTING-SHIP. 
Air—© Bound ’ Prentice to a Waterman.” 


BOUND ’prentice to a coasting-ship, I weathered 
many a gale, 
But, bless your heart, I never knowed no fear ; 
And to treat my pretty Poll on shore to foreign 
climes I’d sail, 
Where I learnt to box the compass, tipple grog, 
hand, reef, and steer. 


SPOKEN.] Box the compass !—aye, that’s one 
of the first accomplishments a British sailor has to 
lurn. Lord love you! it comes as natural as A BC. 
—N. by E. N.N.E. N.E. by N. N.E. N.E. by 
E. E.N.E. E. by N.E. And sing— 


Ri tol, &c. 


When sailing to Spitzbergen, or crossing of the 
line, 
The cold or heat was all as one to Mich. ; 
For lubberly enjoyments he was never known to 
pine, 
Nor in a close engagement to an enemy he’d 
strike. 


SPOKEN.] But sing—no, d—n it, we could not 
sing! the lee-scuppers are drenched, and too many 
brave fellows have lost the number of their. mess, 
and gone to Davy Jones’s locker. Never mind— 
chance of war! we must all slip our cable some 
time or other, as our chaplain says; so to it we 
goes—we tip it her as hot as she can sup it !—Ano- 
ther broadside, my boys !—My eyes, what a crash ! 
her mainmast’s gone by the board! the lubbers ery 
peccavi !—we grapple, and tow her into port !—I 
mount the main chains for soundings, heaves the 
lead under the lee bow, catches its dip upon the 
quarter, and sings out, ** By the mark seven.”— 
And sing— 

Ri tol, &c. 


But, when the war’s concluded, and lots of cash 
in store, 
No one can say they ever knew him flinch ; 
But, full of fun and frolic, among his friends on 
shore, ; 
He'll prove himself, in peace or war, a sailor 
every inch. 


SPOKEN.] Well, we goes ashore, and there we 
sees the beach lined with pretty girls, ready to re- 
ceive us: I spies my Poll among them, with tears 
in her eyes, upon the look-out for her weather- 
beaten Mich. What cheer, my lass! how does 
the land lay? We rushes into each other’s arms. 
D—me, there’s a go! what signifies a parcel of 
palaver about happiness, and that ere—can any 
thing equal a return to the girl we love after a long 
absence ? so we steers into the first grog-shop—the 
bowl goes round—old Scrape tunes-his fiddle in the 
corner—Pdll axes me for that ere old hornpipe 
what I’ve danced a thousand times—I consents ; 
and off I goes, for the honour of Old England and 
the dear girl I love. And sing— 


Ri tol, &c. 


SRP I L&E? 


THE BOOK OF LIFE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


To dwell on fair infancy’s page; where’s the need? 
Blank leaves no perusal can ask ; 
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In childhood you find us beginning to read, 
And calling improvement a task. 
That then we’re most happy we doubt to be truth, 
And think present sorrows the worst ; 
Till our teens, ending boyhood, we jump into youth, 
’ And thus endeth chapter the first. 


With pleasure the pranks of sixteen we rehearse, 
Till woman, that charm against grief, 

Makes Cupid from Hymen quote chapter and verse, 
And bids us turn o’er a new leaf. 

Then married, or happy or unhappy we, 
(For wedlock’s a lottery reckoned, ) 

That time flies on feathers, you all must agree, 
Since here endeth chapter the second. 


Approaching our period, behind us we look, 
This or that past mistake to amend ; 

For who can deny that in life, as a book, 
The erruta appear at the end? 

And now, with good reason, we wisely reflect 
On passages slightly o’erpast, 

Till finis allows us scarce time to correct 
The follies of chapter the last. 


PPPLPE GCP? 


O! RARE ARTHUR O’BRADLEY, 0! 


*TWAS in the sweet month of May, I walked out 
to take the air, 

My father he died one day, and he left me his son 
and heir ; 

He left me a good warm house, that wanted only 
a thatch, 

A strong oak door to my chamber, that only want- 
ed a latch; 

He left me a rare old cow, I wish he’d have left 
me a sow, 

A cock that in fighting was shy, and a horse with 
a sharp wall eye, 

A barrel to hold my beer, likewise a mustard-pot, 

A jack-ass with one ear, and a bow that never 
shot ; 

And my name is Squire Arthur O’Bradley, O!— 

: Rare Arthur O’Bradley, tight Arthur O’ 
Bradley, merry Arthur O’Bradley, frolic- 
some Arthur O’Bradley, tipsy Arthur 
O’Bradley, reeling Arthur O’Bradley, wise 
Arthur O’Bradley, foolish Arthur O’Brad- 
ley, handsome Arthur O’Bradley, dancing 
Arthur O’Bradley, capering Arthur O’Brad- 
ley, wonderful Arthur O’Bradley, O!—O 
rare Squire Arthur O’Bradley, O! 


He left me a silver spoon, a barrow without a han- 
dle, 

A lantern like a full moon, that could hold a far- 
thing candle ; 

He left me an old tom-cat, with walnut-shells to 
his hose, 

My hen in the forehead is fat, and my bellows they 
want a nose 5 

That I might have a good bed, he left me three 
curtain-rings ; 

My thrush, though with fig-dust fed, in April sel- 
dom sings ; 

He left me a bacon-rack, a pitcher with but one 
crack— 

In my chair [ a bottom will put, and then I my 
mouth will shut ; 

And my name is Squire Arthur O’Bradley, O! &c. 


He left me a wooden wedge, besides a milking pail, 

A piece of an old bee-hive, and a broken threshing 
flail, 

A dozen of leather buttons vied to a leather string, 

Two left-handed gloves, and my grandmother’s 
wedding ring, 

A chamber-pot as good as ever was made of wood, 

Frying-pan, rake, and reel, with the spin of a spin- 
ning-wheel ; 
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He left me a rusty sword, a piece of a quarter-staff 
With several other things, but I have forgot one 
half 
As the portion of Arthur O’Bradley, O! 
And I’m rare Squire Arthur O’Bradley, &c. 


POP IFLEIA DP 


ALL IN BROWN; 


OR, FAIR CONDITIONS FOR A REGULAR SUPPLY 
OF MAIDS. ’ 


Air—* Had I a Heart for Falsehood framed.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


O! HAVE you seen my charming fair, 
The maid for whom I sigh, 

With lovely locks of coal-black hair, 
And one sharp piercing eye ? 

For if you have, O! tell me pray, 
Where I can find my Peg? 

Or all my hopes are hopped away 
On her fair wooden leg ! 


When Peg first taught my heart to wish, 
What craving joys I felt ; 

For she that day was crying fish, 
And for a maid I dealt! 

My maid brought to me nicely drest, 
Looked all in brown so neat, 

That never man was yet more blest 
Than I, my maid to eat! 


Now, since that day I ne’er could spy 

The piercing eye of Peg, 
_ Though full a mile I could descry 

Her charming wooden leg ! 

Then tell Peg she shall be my wife ; 
Nay more, her slave I’1l be, 

If she’ll bring home, each day through life, 
A fresh young maid for me !! 


O! tell her, truly I’m sincere 
And chaste; such my desire, 
No maid to my embrace is dear, 
Till purified by FIRE! 
So say, and add, to-day at two, 
If she’ll be at the Gate, 
I'll take of MAID, in POUNDS a few, 
But not ONE OUNCE of SKATE!!! 


POLO LP ELE 


THE UNION OF LOVE AND WINE, 
A GLEE. 
(T. E. Hook.) 


BACCHUS and Venus once in heaven 
Kept up a clamorous war, 

She wondered for what wine was given, 
And he what love was for. 


He swore love’s soft enerving joys 
A foe to wine must prove ; 

And she, who health by drink destroys, 
Unfitted is for love. 


At length, to appease the scolds divine, 
A fiat came from Jove, 

That love should be the friend of wine, 
And wine the friend of love. 


Since when all songs for jovial souls 
Having nothing, thought divine, 
Till stuffed with bottles, Cupid’s bowls. 
And sighs and tears, 
And hopes and fears, 
High bumpered glasses, © 
Pretty lasses; 
Piercing darts, 
And bleeding hearts, 
Bacchus, Venus, love, and wine. 


GPL PPL PP 
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Then the scholar he caught up a fork in great wrath, stuck it under his rib like a glutton, 
Soused him into the boiler, and finished his broth with the Ghost of the grim Scrag of Mutton. 








THE GHOST OF A GRIM SCRAG OF 
MUTTON. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
4. SCHOLAR one time, though I can’t tell you when, 
Nor can I tell where too, just now ; 
And he learnt—why I can’t tell you what: aye, 
and then 
He liv’d—O! I can’t tell you how: 
He lodged by an inn, in the street I’m not right, 
And the sign it don’t matter a button ; 
But this inn it was haunted, at twelve every night, 
By the Ghost of a grim Scrag of Mutton! 
O! la, fal de ral, &ce. 


The landlord was in a most terrible fright, 
He’d no peace by night nor by day; 

So he sent for this mirror of learning so bright, 
To see if the ghost he could lay. 
Says the scholar, ‘‘ I can, for at magic I dash, 

Nor e’en for Old Nick care a button ; 
So don’t be in a stew, for I’ll settle the hash 
Of this Ghost of a grim Scrag of Mutton.” 
O! la, fal de ral, &c, 


He made a great fire, and he put on the pot, 
Put in turnips, thyme, parsley, and leeks’; 
The clock it struck twelve as the water grew hot, 
And the casement upon its hinge creaks. 
The moment was awful—a terrible job! 
When, with a long neck like a glutton, 
And a grin monstrous ghastly, popp’d in the queer 
nob 
Of the Ghost of a grim Scrag of Mutton. 
O! la, fal de ral, &c. 


Says the scholar, ‘‘ You’re welcome, some mutton 
I want 
For my broth, ere the pot it boils faster, 
So prithee come in ;” said the mutton, “I sha’n’t, 
For I’m certainly meat for your master.” 
Nhen-the scholar he caught up a fork in great 
wrath, 
Stuck it under his rib like a glutton, 


> 


Soused him into the boiler, and finished his broth 
With the Ghost of the grim Scrag of Mutton. 
O! la, fal de ral, &c. 


The story thus finished, the moral sha’n’t lag :— 
The landlord who’d such little heart, 

Not the only one he who’s been scar’d by a scrag, 
For a scrag’s but a small Bony-part. 

So the Emperor Scrag in fear Kuro,e had got, 
Though John Bull didn’t mind him a button ; 

For Johnny’s the scholar who sent him to pot, - 
Like the Ghost of the grim Scrag of Mutton. 

O! la, fal de ral, &c. 


LoOL PIP 


A ROUND, A MERRY LAUGHING ROUND. 
A QUARTETT AND CHORUS. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Preciosa. 
The Music by Weber. ] 


A ROUND, around, 
A merry laughing round, a round, 
While echoes sound ; 
A round, while echoes sound ; 
The horn shall give time 
With its midnight chime, 
To quick-twinkling feet and the gipsy rhyme, 
Trarah! Trarah ! 


In night, in night, 
In lovely silent night, in night, 
When stars are bright, 
In night when stars are bright ; 
Ah! then is the day 
When the gipsies play, 
So merrily singing their roundelay. 
Trarah! Trarah 


Like fays, like fays, 

Like merry tripping fays, like fays, 
We tread the maze, 

Like fays we tread the maze 
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On midsummer’s green, 
And where we have been 
The prints of our dance in morn shall be seen. 
Trarah! Trarah! 


CHORUS. 
“Now all that love day-light are sleeping, 
Of earth, of the air, of the sea; 
But brighter to us is the moonlight, 
And sweeter the dance on the lea. 


Those stars that are twinkling above us, 
They surely for some one must shine ; 

As none else will claim them, their brightness 
Be lit up for love and for wine. 


And then, too, they call those bright twinklers 
The Dragon, the Dog, and the Bear, 

While all the same time, I could swear it, 
They’re souls of the brave and the fair, 


GPEPFLIIFF 


THE CHAIN I GAVE WAS FAIR TO VIEW. 
(Byron. ) 


THE chain I gave was fair to view, 
The lute I added sweet in sound ; 

The heart that offered both was true, 
And ill deserved the fate it found. 


These gifts were charmed by secret spell, 
Thy truth in absence to divine; 

And they have done their duty well ; 
Alas! they could not teach thee thine. 


That chain was firm in every link, 
But not to bear a stranger’s touch ; 

That lute was sweet,—till thou couldst think 
In other hands its notes were such. 


Let him, who from thy neck unbound 
The chain, when shivered in his grasp; 

Who saw that lute refuse its sound, 
Re-string the chords, renew the clasp. 


When thou wert changed, they altered too ; 
The chain is broke, the music mute : 

Tis past,—to them and thee adieu !— 
False heart,—frail chain,—and silent lute. 


GROPL EPP 


CALEB QUOTEM’S JOURNAL. 
(H. Lee.) 


WHEN a lad, with my dad, fertile genius I had, 
So resolved, in my youth, to pursue the path of 
truth, 
I stole a little bit from every famous wit, 
Formed alliance with each science, 
Got possession each profession ; 
When to grace all my trades soon I turned poetas- 
ter ; 
And, fully accomplished, I set up schoolmaster. 
A shop, too, next the street, all in order complete. 
Stationery, honey, novels, drugs, and grocery, 
Coffee, tea, tobacco, slops, salt, histories, and 
ballads 3; 
Pickles, powders, pills, and drops, snuff, cucum- 
bers, and salads. 
Rush-light taper, book of wit O! 
Foolscap paper, ditto, ditto, 
Songs and sentimental strains ; 
Dean Swift’s maw-wallop, 
Sighing maids and love-sick swains, 
Sugar-plums and julap. 


Thus in hurry and bustle I passed my prime, 
Resolving to make the best use of my time. 

For life, as the poet says, is but a sammer’s day; 
Talking of the poet, reminds me what to say. 
Poets say what’s ugly produces care and strife ; 
And talking of what’s ugly, reminds me of my 


wWiie. 
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She teaches girls plain work and knitting, 
A room full of scholars all day ; 
Her face for the office so fitting, 
It frightens young fellows away. 
Then so truly blest are we, in a fine large family, 
Pretty girls and witty boys, daddy’s hopes and 
mammy’s joys. 
Jeremy, Jackey, and Joey, Humphrey, Harry, 
and Hugh, 
Caroline, Kitty, and Chloe, Cicely, Sally, and Sue, 
Peggy, Winny, Peter, Poll, Simon, Jenny, Dick, 
and Doll. 


SPOKEN.] At night Mrs. Quotem and I sit by 
the fire-side, she al] snuff and twopenny, I all pig- 
tail and short cut; sniff snuff on one side, piff puff 
ont’other; sniff snuff, piff puff, all smitch, smoke, 
and smother, mugging and making mouths at one 
another! 


While Peggy is pettish and frettish, and Polly is 
prudish and coy, 

Blithe Nancy is pleased with a fancy, and Fanny 
all frolic and joy ; 

Droll Dick in the dish he is dipping, and Simon is 
sucking his thumbs 3; 

Sly Cudden is cribbing the pudding, and Peter is 
plucking out plums, 

While Winny is winking and blinking, and Rachel 
is rubbing her eyes ; 

Sweet Polly is dressing her dolly, and Martha is 
eating minced pies, 

My wife she keeps stumping and dumping, and 
mumping her mouth all awry, 

Her thumping rump, up and down lumping, seems 
bumping and jumping for joy. 

While I keep smoking and joking, and brimfull 
of frolic and gig, 

Good humour, and good liquor soaking, we finish 
the night with a jig. 


PIPPOF ISH 


MUSIC, LOVE, AND WINE. 
A GLEE. 
(R. Southey.) 


MrrRTH! be thy mingled pleasures mine, 
The joys of music, love, and wince; 

While high the votive cup I hold, 

And trace the forms that breathe in gold. 
Beneath this vine, lo! Bacchus laid, 
Round Venus twines the ivy braid ; 

While each light grace, with zone unbound, 
Weaves the dance their bower around. 


There with gay song and sportive lyre, 
Winged Cupids lead th’ Idalian choir, 
Where the crushed grape, from every vein, 
Dyes their foot with purple stain. 


CHORUS. 
I hear the gods’ etatic notes, 
Each sense in sweet delirium floats : 
Pledge the cup—the chorus join, 
And echo music, love, and wine. 


Se a el 


JUDY CONNOR. 
Air—“ The Coronation.”’—( Beuler. ) 


AT eighteen years old I fell ill, 
The doctor came in carriage ; 
He knew my case, and said no pill 
Would cure so well a3 marriage. 
When he said that, I thought of one, 
My heart was set upon her ; 
And so, said I, I’ll marry none 
But pretty Judy Connor. 
Whack, tooral, looral, 
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When father gave consent, I grew 

Much stronger and much bolder ; 
And soon, to go a courting, threw 

Shoes and stockings o’er my shoulder, 
Barefooted I, so neat and clean, 

Would walk to show my manners ; 
And make me decent to be seen 

When safe at Judy Connor’s. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


My love intentions soon got wind, 
And rivals came to meet me 3 
And swore if I’d not change my mind, 
They’d murder me and beat me. 
Och! two can play as well at that, 
T’ll fight for love and honour; 
So take one for yourself, dear Pat, 
And this for Judy Connor. 2 
Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


Then Larry, coming, said to Pat, 
Arrah! what, youelf, now, 
I'll wallop you, my darling brat, 
And kill him all myself, now. 
He knocked Pat down, no time to lose, 
Then gave me such a stunner; 
A broken head and bloody nose 
I got for Judy Connor. 
Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


When Phelim came, now there began 
_ A general fight so glorious ; 
We couldn’t tell when off we ran 

Which of us was victorious. 
We fought, and ran, and didn’t stop 

Till all and ev’ry runner 
Got, safe in Murphy’s whiskey shop, 

Dead drunk for Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


The doctor, who was justice there, 

On Judy cast a sheep’s eye ; 
He got his rivals in a snare 

All squashed in Murphy’s pig-stye. 
Then in the stocks he put our legs, 

Och! each lover was a groaner ! 
They pelted us with rotten eggs, 
_ For love of Judy Connor. 

- Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


My hose and shoes, when I got loose, 
I slipped on, nothing daunted ; 
I went full dressed to Judy’s honse, 
And told her what I wanted. 
I softly did my love-tale speak, 
And when I thought I’d won her, 
I learnt that Casey, just a week, 
Had married Judy Connor. 
Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


Now jealous Casey, coming in, 
Politely said—My jewel, 
A trial for crim. con. I’ll bring, 
But first we'll have a duel. 
His tight shellelagh cracked my crown, 
As sharp as any gunner; 
And said, as I went tumbling down, 
Take that for Judy Connor! 
Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 


Och! murder! that is not well bred, 

Said I, in strains that melted ; 
And have I got a broken head, 

Been beaten, drunk, and pelted, 
For one who’s fast in Hymen’s link ?— 
. Och! faith! I’ll go and shun her; 
I’m cured of love, and now I’ll think 

No more of Judy Connor, 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c, 


PPR ILLES 


HAUL AWAY! YEO HO, BOYS! 
(T. Dibdin.) 


BRITISH sailors have a knack, 
Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 
Of pulling down a Frenchman’s jack, 
’Gainst any odds, you know, boys; 
Come three to one, right sure am I, 
If we can’t beat ’em, still we’ll try 
To make Old England’s colours fly, 
Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 


British sailors, when at sea, 

Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 
Pipe all hands with merry glee, 

While up aloft they go, boys! 
And when, with pretty girls on shore, 
Their cash is gone, and not before, 
They wisely go to sea for more, 

Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 


British sailors love their king, 
Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 
And round the bowl they love to sing, 
And drink his health, you know, boys. 
Then, while his standard owns a rag, 
The world combined shall never brag 
They made us strike the British flag, 
Haul away! Yeo ho, boys! 


GPLPPIPP EPR 


THERE’S SOME SPELL IN THIS HOUR. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Abu 
Hassan. Music by Weber. | 


How sweetly beams the sunset 
O’er lake, and wood, and glades! 
One moment, from the mountain 
The last pale radiance fades. 


On noiseless wings the twilight 
Sails over earth and sea; 
And nightingales are breathing 

Their songs to night and me. 


There’s some spell in this hour, 
That lifts us from the earth : 
I weep, yet ’tis not sorrow ; 
I smile, yet ’tis not mirth. 


But brighter now, and, still more bright, 
The fire of eve is streaming ; 

With ev’ry moment some new light 
From yon blue sky is beaming. 


One star, and now again another, 
Q’er the water trembles ; 

Till far and near, and ev’ry part, 
A mead of spring resembles. 


GIPPPIPEP? 


EXETER-’CHANGE AT FEEDING TIME. 
Air—** Sure such a Day.” 


COME, come, walk in, here’s the wonderful Me- 
nagerie, 
Ostriches and monkeys, aye, and every thing 
that’s strange, 
White bears, like pendulums, whose noses wear 
the cage away, 
And little lions, only made for Exeter-’Change. 
Bill, take that pole, give that kangaroo a knock 
or two,— 
This, ma’am,’s a vulture, and that 
ma’am,’s a cockatoo. 
I’d sooner see the birds and beasts than have a 
boat a-Sundays, 
Jackalls, panthers, kangaroos, kites, cranes, and 
cotemondies. 


SPOKEN.] Walk up, walk up, just going to be 
fed, just going to be fed. Pray, sir, are you a 


there, 


La tei) 
beef-eater? Yes, ma’am, when I can get it. 
Why do they call you a beef-eater? Because I 
wears a red coat, and saws the shin-bones for the 
lions. Trouble you, ma’am, to take off your pat- 
terns, tread in the saw-dust, and follow the horgan. 
Just going to be fed. Here’s the four wonderful 
little hannimals only a fortnight old, and as tame 
as lambs. Indeed, and pray who were their pa- 
rents? Hector and Fanny, miss. What Homer’s 
Hector? No, miss, Mr. Cross’s, just going to 
be fed. Fed what? Why— 


Zebra, nyl-ghau, lamma, lynx, and cassowary ; 
Supper’s ready, walk up, walk up, it’s nine o’clock. 


Now is the hour at which the lion’s belly faints, 
That royal one-stall stable for a horse when he 
is dead ; 
And all the pumps are now at work to quench two 
thirsty elephants, 
And twenty are grinding bones to make them 
bread. i 
That is the eagle, esteemed the bird of Helicon ; 
Billy, show that creature’s bill ; this here, ma’am, 
is a pelican, 
That’s the Angola goat, and women get their cloth- 
ing through it, 
Those are cranes, (not grocers’,) bless you, 
Noah’s ark is nothing to it. 


SPOKEN.] La, ma, is that the Angola goat that 
makes the gloves? Yes, miss, he’s just finished 
apair. Pray, Mr. Keeper, is that a crane? Yes, 
ma’am. Ah, I suppose you feed him with a load? 
It’s fed at nine, sir, with the rest. Pray do you 
give him a hogshead? No, sir, we give him a her- 
ving. Thank’e, ma’am, to keep that child back 
from shoving those straws into the monkey’s eyes, 
to make ’em grin. ( Beast roars.) Blessmy soul, 
how that leopard roars, he groans as if he had got 
the tooth-ache. Vhy, sir, his vife’s in the straw. 
In the straw? Yes, sir, in her cage, in the family- 
way. Dash my wig, if she was to get out she’d 
be in the way of the family. Family, what fa- 
mily? Why— 


Zebra, nyl-ghau, &c. 


Now, ie getting hungry and vociferous to nap a 
ite, 
Vent, vith tongues as big as shovels, all their 
grief, 
The lions valking up and down to 
an appetite, 
Begin to roll a tender eye towards shins of beef. 
Pray keep back, that tiger, ma’am, is trouble- 
some, 
He’s looking at your fingers, and he’s much in- 
clined to gobble ’em ; 
That leopard, with plum-pudding skin, roars out 
for ribs of beef to it; 
And cubs, in hunger, waddle inte milk for a relief 
to it. 


SPOKEN.] Now then, Alfred, Charlotte, Nico, 
tiy boy, nine o’clock, supper’s ready. ( Beast 
vars.) Bless my soul, how very wonderful! they 
quite understand what the keeper says. Pray, 
Mr. Keeper, do they understand English? That 
sion does, ma’am, but he’s been in England some 
time. La! vich is a lion? Why, don’t you know? 
why, it’s that gentleman on al] fours, with his 
head in a muff, that’sa lion. Well, it’s a great 
thing to see a lion. Yes, and it’s seeing a great 
hing. Hum! I wish you wouldn’t take up all one 
says so. Well, I sha’n’t throw it in the lion’s den. 
Well, Billy, vich do you like best? Oh! I like 
Hector best. Ah, Hector will domineer. Bless my 
soul what a play upon words. I'll trouble you, 
sir, not to muke u pun opposite that panther, for 


get themselves 
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What’s all this 


we are just trying to tame him. 
food for? Food for, why, for— 


Zebra, nyl-ghau, &c. 


CORLL POP PR 


ADELGITHA. 
(T. Campbell.) 


THE ordeals fatal sounded, 
And, sad and pale, Adelgitha came, 
When forth a valiant champion bounded, 
And slew the slanderer of her fame. 
She wept, delivered from her danger ! 
But, when he knelt to claim her glove, 
“« Seek not,” she cried, “* Oh gallant stranger, 
For hapless Adelgitha’s love ;" 


“* For he isin a foreign land 
Whose arms should now have set me free ; 
And I must wear the willow-garland 
For him that’s dead or false to me.” 
«« Nay, say not that his faith is stained !” 
He raised his vizor.— At the sight 
She fell into his arms and fainted ! 
It was, indeed, her own true knight. 


POLI FFE PO 


"TIS HE, BOYS, IS GOD OF THE BOW. 
(M‘Nally.) 
WHEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
And bright dew-drops impearl the flowers so gay, 
Sound, sound, my stout archers, sound horns, and 
away, 
With arrows sharp-pointed we go. 
See Sol now arises in splendour so bright ; 
Io Pan for Phebus, who leads to delight, 
All glorious illumined now rises to sight ; 
’Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 


Fresh roses we’ll offer at Venus’ shrine ; 
Libations we’ll pour to Bacchus divine ; 
While mirth, love, and pleasure, in junction coms 
bine 
For archers, true sons of the game, 
Bid sorrow adieu, in soft numbers we’]] sing ; 
Love, friendship, and beauty, make the air ring, 
Wishing health and success to our country and 
king,— 
Increase to their honour and fame. 


Peters 


REMEMBER THE DUKE OF ARGYLE, 
Air— Fy, let us a’ haste to the Bridal.” 
(S. Thomas. ) 


JOCKEY he lo’ed Annie, 
The lass wi’ a bonnie black eye, 
Bunt Annie looked sulky upon him, 
Which made the poor laddie to sigh. 
So, one day, in despair to behold her, 
Give a frown, sirs, instead of a smile, 
He listed, and went for a soger, 
And marched off wi’ the Duke of Argyle, 


Now the war being ended and over, 
He knocked at his Annie’s own door, 
But the de’il himsel couldn’t ope it, 
For Jockey looked ragged and poor. 
He then walked away, and looked round him, 
Some posts they reached many a mile, 
And, while his poor shoulders a rubbing, 
Cried, “ ’od bless the Duke of Argyle !” 


Now Annie peeped out of the window, 
Says she, ‘* Pray, are you native here ?”” 
He looked up, with a sigh, and then answered, 
«© Oh, yes, we’re a’ natives, my dear.” 
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- Then came down to the door, and she knew him, 


And greeted the lad wi’ a smile. 
So now, married, both them and their children 
Remember the Duke of Argyle. 


PPIPISLPP? 


A MAIDEN THERE LIVED IN A LARGE 
MARKET TOWN. 


(Cross. ) 


A MAIDEN there lived in a large market town, 
Whose skin was much fairer—than any that’s 
brown— 
Her eyes were as dark as the coals in the mine, 
And when they wer’n’t shut, why they always 
would shine. 
With a black eye, blue eye, blear eye, pig’s 
eye, 
Swivel ores and squinting. 


Between her two eyes an excrescence arose, 
Which the vulgar call snout, but which I call a 
nose ; 
An emblem of sense, it should seem to appear, 
For without one we’d look very foolish and queer. 
With your Roman, Grecian, snub-nose, pug- 
nose, 
Snuffling, snout, and sneezing. 


Good-natured she looked—that’s when out of a 


frown, 

And blushed like a rose—when the paint was put 
on; 

At church ev’ry morning, her prayers she would 
SCaRsa 5 

And each night sigh and think of—the duty of 


man! 
With her groaning, moaning, sighing, dying, 
Tabernacle—Love-feasts. 


The follies of youth she had long given o’er, 
For the virgin I sing of was turned fifty-four ; 
Yet suitors she had, who, with words sweet as ho- 
ney 
Strove hard to possess the bright charms of her 
money. 
With her household, leasehold, freehold, and 
her— 
Copyhold and tenement. 


The first who appeared on this amorous list 
Was a tailor, who swore by his thimble and 
twist, . 
That if his strong passion she e’er should refuse, 
He’d depart from the world, shop, cabbage, and 
goose, 
With his waistcoat, breeches, measures, scis- 
sors, 
Button-holes, and buckram. 


The next was a butcher, of slaughter-ox fame, 
A very great boor—and Dick Hogg was his name ; 
He swore she was lamb—but she laughed at his 


pains, 
For she hated calf’s head—unless served-up with 
brains. 
With his sheep’s head, lamb’s fry, chitter- 
lings— 


His marrow-bones and cleavers. 


After many debates, which occasioned much strife 
‘Mongst love-sick admirers to make her their 
wife ; 
To end each dispute came a man out of breath, 
Who eloped with the maid—and his name was grim 
Death. 
With a pick-axe, sexton, coffin, fvueral, 
Skeleton, and bone-house. 


GHIFGIFEL? 


THE ORPHAN’S PRAYER. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


THE frozen streets in moonshine glitter, 
The midnight hour has long been past,— 
Ah me! the wind blows keen and bitter, 
I sink beneath the piercing blast! 
In every vein seems life to languish, 
Their weight my limbs no more can bear, 
But no one soothes the orphan’s anguish, 
And no one heeds the orphan’s prayer. 


Hark! hark! for surely footsteps near me 
Advancing, press the drifted snow ; 

I die for food ;—oh, stranger! hear me— 
I die for food—some alms bestow. 

You see no guilty wretch implore you, 
No wanton pleads, in feigned despair 5 

A famished orphan kneels before you,— 
Oh, grant the famished orphan’s prayer. 


He’s gone! no mercy man will show me, 

In prayers no more I’ll waste my breath ; 
Here on the frozen earth I’ll throw me, 

And wait, in mute despair, for death. 
Farewell, thou cruel world! to-morrow 

No more thy scorn my heart shall tear, 
The grave will shield the child of sorrow, 

And Heaven will hear the orphan’s prayer 


But thou, proud man, the beggar scorning, 
Unmoved, who saw me knee} for bread, 
Thy heart shall ache to hear that morning— 
That morning found the beggar dead! 
And, while the room resounds with laughter, 
My famished cry thy heart shall scare ; : 
And often shalt thou wish hereafter 
Thou hadst not scorned the orphan’s prayer. 


PIPIPL PP? 


GOOD MORROW TO YOUR NIGHT-CAP. 
(O’Keefe.) 


DeAR Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find sleep how very sweet ’tis ; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late ’tis. 
This morning gay, I post away, 
To have with you a bit of play, 
On two legs rid along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


Last night, a little bowsy, 
With whiskey, ale, and cider, 
I asked young Betty Blowsy 
To let me sit beside her. 
Her anger rose, as sour as sloes, 
The little gipsy cocked her nose, 
So here I’ve rid along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


PLE P ILI? 


A MASON’S LIFE’S THE LIFE FOR ME. 


Air—“ A Sailor’s Life’s a Life of Woe.” 


A MAson’s life’s the life for me, 
With joy we meet each other, 
We pass our time with mirth and glee, 
And hail each friendly brother. 
In Lodge no party-feuds are seen, 
But, careful, we in this agree 
To banish care and spleen. 
The Master’s call we one and all, 
With pleasure, soon obey ; 
With heart and hand, we ready stand, 
Our duty still to pay. 
But, when the glass goes round, 
And mirth and glee abound, 
We’re happy every soul, 
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We laugh a little, we drink a little, 
We work a little, we play a little, 
We sing a little, are merry a little, 
And quaff the flowing bowl. 


See, in the east, the Master stands, 
The Wardens south and west, 
Both ready to obey commands, 
Find work, or give us rest : 
The signal given, we all prepare, 
With one accord, obey the word 
To work by rule or square: 
Or, if they please, the ladder raise, 
Or plumb the level line ; 
Thus we employ our time, with joy 
Attending every sign. 
But, when the glass goes round, &c. 


The Almighty said—“ Let there be light,” 
Effulgent rays appearing, 
Dispelled the gloom, the glory bright 
To this new world was cheering ; 
But unto Masonry alone, 
Another light, so clear and bright, 
In mystic rays then shone; 
From east to west it spread so fast, 
That Faith and Hope unfurled, 
We hail, with joy, sweet Charity, 
The darling of the world. 
Then, while the toast goes round, 
Let mirth and glee abound, &c. 


PUPIL PEP? OD 


THE DELIGHTS OF A TEA AND SUPPER 
PARTY. 


Air— Nothing in Life can sadden us.” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


OH ! give me the pleasures derived from a party, 
Where smiling, delighted, each other we view, 
Greetings pass gaily, so merry and hearty, - 
With—I hope you are well—pray ?—and how 
d’ye do? 
The guests are all welcome—the host meets them, 
smiling, 
While a host of good friends, they all post im 
with glee, 
A dull round of life for a few hours beguiling, 
And taking a supper, and good dish of tea. 


SPoKEN.] Ah! Mr. Rumchin, how do you do? 
How is Mrs. Rumchin, and all the little Rumchins ? 
All perfectly well, I’m much obliged to you, only 
Tommy’s got a bad cold, little Sally’s broke her 
leg, and Mrs, Rumchin is very sorry she can’t 
come, but she has been confined to her bed these 
five days.—Well, that’s being perfectly well with a 
vengeance !—My dear Mrs. Paleface, how do you 
find yourself?—Upon my word, ma’am, I’m so 
very low in spirits I don’t know what to do.—Dear 
me, that is strange, and your husband to be a 
distiller! but, as we have no low spirits here, 
Pd advise you to take a glass of brandy.—Ah! 
Master Jackey, how do you do? I’m glad to see 
you from school; I hope you improve ; do you, my 
dear?—I don’t know, sir, but if you ax mama, 
she’ll tell you.—How does the young gentleman 
get on, Mrs. Philpot?—Oh! monstrously well, I 
can assure you, madam ; he understands geogretry, 
gommetry, and every other tree, besides hellecution, 
and the English grammar, don’t you, my dear? 
—Yes, I does, mama.—Well, I never heard a lady 
use such bad language in my life.—But pray be 
seated, ladies and gentlemen, and, by way of be- 
ginning the entertainment, 


I'll sing you a song, ’tis concerning a party, 


Who met one another, with comfort and 
glee, 
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To join in good humour, so jolly and 
hearty, 

And spend out a night with a supper and 
tea. 


Now the wine and the brandy beginning to warm 
us, 
We chat with more courage—none take it amiss, 
While the sweet ladies, we swear how they charm 
us, 
And beg, as a favour, the loan of a kiss. 
The song passes round, and we join in the chorus, 
Driving all sorrow and care far away, 
While pleasure and beauty still viewing before us, 
We vow that the minutes too quickly decay. 


SPOKEN.] Miss Screechaway, perhaps you will 
favour us with a song.—Indeed, sir, I can’t.— 
Really, miss, you must; for a bird that can sing, 
and wo’n’t sing, you know: Well, ladies and 
gentlemen, if I must, I must; but comparing me 
toa bird almost makes me say that, perhaps I 
shall resemble a goose more than a nightingale.— 
Well, now, silence for Miss Screechaway’s song.— 





Hem, hem— 


Oh! say not woman’s heart is bought 
By vainand empty treasure, 
Oh say not woman’s heart is caught 


I can’t sing any more, upon my word.—Faith, 
miss, you may not sing any more, upon your word, 
but, upon my conscience, you must.—Then, sir, 
I’m afraid you'll have a very heavy one.—I should 
sing, only just as I came to woman’s heart being 
caught, my heart caught fire at that spark in the 
corner, laughing at me.—An apology! an apology! 
—You’ve just asked the right person, for compli- 
ments fall from that gentleman’s mouth just like 
loaf sugar.—Then I can only say that he must be a 
sweet bred gentleman.—’Pon my honour, ladies and 
gentlemen, if I did smile, it was not purposely, 
and only occasioned by Miss Betsy Button’s tread- 
ing upon my toe.—So, Miss Betsy, you’ve stuck 
your foot in it too.—Well, suppose we drop the 
subject, and Miss Screechaway will then proceed 
with her beautiful song.—There’s a pretty compli- 
ment, miss, for your ‘‘ wood notes wild.””—That’s 
more than I can say for your speech, sir.—Why 
so, miss? Because if my notes are wood notes, 
they must certainly proceed from a block-head.— 
Well, well, ladies and gentlemen, your wood 
notes may be very fine, but, for my own part, I 
prefer Bank-notes ; do you? 


Then Ill sing youa song, &c. 


Now past twelve o’clock the watchmen are bawl- 
ing, 
Boner i over, the song and jest pass, 
Health to the host they with rapture are calling ; 
All, all are determined to finish a glass, 
Compliments round are in ecstasy ranging, 
All thoughts but of pleasure they wish now to 
roam, 
Till Time, that destroyer, all comfort estranging, 
He tells them, at length, it is right to go home. 


SPOKEN. ] Well, I’m sorry to occasion the break- 
ing up of the party, but really I must go.— Will 
you allow me the extreme felicity of seeing you 
home, miss ?—’Pon my word, sir, your felicity, I 
fear, will be very much damped, for it’s pouring 
with rain.—Well, Ill be damped if it does, that’s 
all.—Come, wife, wife, really you talk so much 
that we sha’n’t get home to-night.—It would be 
rather hard if you did, and now it’s one o’clock in 
the morning.—Dear me, here’s a situation we are 
in, why it’s raining cats and dogs.—By my soul, 
then, it will occasion a great fall. What in, sir? 
In the price of mutton-pies, that’s all, madam.— 
Dear me, sir, I beg you wo’n’t make any allusions, 
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for if we does keep a heating-house, that’s no rea- 
son you should talk.—Nor you should be so warm 
either.—Here, coach! coach!—Lord! wife, that’s 
not a coach, that’s a cabbrillee.—Good night, sir.— 
Good morning, ma’am.—Zounds, vife, hold the 
numberreller straight ; you’re sarving me like the old 
cook you keeps at home.—How do youmean? Vhy, 

ou takes all the good, and gives me the dripping.— 
Well, I can’t help it; hav’n’t I got Jackey in my 
arms, my cloak on my back, and the wmberreller 
in my hand? let me tell you it’s a great quantity.— 
Well, and an’t you a great quantity to carry them? 
Lord! go along, you silly man. 

So I'll sing you a song, &c. 


THE CABIN BOY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


THE sea was rough, the clouds were dark, 
Far distant every joy, 

When forced by fortune to embark, 
I went a cabin-boy. 


My purse soon filled with Frenchman’s gold, 
I hastened home with joy ; 

But, wrecked in sight of port, behold 
A hapless cabin-boy. 


PGLILPPELI- 


THE GAME OF CRICKET. 


To live a life, free from gout, pain, or phthisic, 
Athletic employment is found the best physic; 
The nerves are by exercise hardened and strength- 
ened 
And vigour attends it, by which life is lengthened. 
Derry down, &c. 


What conduces to health deserves recommenda- 
tion, 

’T will entail a strong race on the next generation ; 

And of all the field-games ever practised or known, 

That cricket stands foremost each Briton must 
own. 

Derry down, &c. 


Let dull pensive souls boast the pleasures of an- 
glin 
And o’er ponds and brooks be eternally dangling ; 
Such drowsy worm-killers are fraught with delight, 
If but once in a week they obtain a fair bite. 
Derry down, &c. 


The cricketer, noble in mind, as in merit, 

A taste for oppression can never inherit, 

A stranger to swindling, he never would wish 

To seduce by false baits, and betray a poor fish. 
Derry down, &c. 


No stings of remorse hurt the cricketer’s mind, 
To innocent animals never unkind, 
The guiltless his doctrine is ever to spare, 
Averse to the hunting or killing the hare. 
Derry down, &c. 


We knights of the bat the pure ether respire, 

Which, heightened by toil, keeps alive Nature’s 
fire ; 

No suits of crim. con. or divorce can assail us, 

For in love, as in cricket, our powers never fail 
us. 


Derry down, &c. 


To every great duke, and to each noble lord, 

Let each fill his glass with most hearty accord ; 

And to all brother knights, whether absent or 
present, 

Drink health and success, from the peer to the 
peasant. 
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{HE POOR OLD WOMAN OF EIGHTY. 
(Dibdin.) 


How kind and how good of his dear majesty, 
In the midst of his matters so weighty, 

To think of so lowly a creature as me, 
A poor old woman of eighty. 


Were your sparks to come round me, in love with 
each charm, 
Says I, I have nothing to say t’ye, 
I can get a young fellow to keep my back warm, 
Though a poor old woman of eighty. 


John Strong is as comely a lad as you'll see, 
And one that will never say nay t’ye, 

I cannot but think what a comfort he’ll be 
To me, an old woman of eighty. 


Then fear not, ye fair ones, though long past your 
youth, 
You’ll have lovers in scores beg and pray t’ye, 
Only think of my fortune, who have but one 
tooth, 
A poor old woman of eighty. 


PIP OPGIP FL 


BACCHUS AND TIME. 
Air— To Anacreon in Heaven.” 
(Captain Morris.) 


GAY Bacchus one evening inviting his friends, 
To come and partake of a generous flask, 
To each social being a message he sends, 
To joyously meet at the head of his cask. 
The guests all appeared at his place of address, 
The witty, the brave, the gay, and the bold ; 
Our circle surpassed all that fancy can guess 
Of Arthur’s round table so famous of old. 


In the midst of our merriment who do you think, 
Unobserved, unsuspected, had seated him there, 
But old Care, in disguise, who tipped us the 
wink, 
And earnestly warned us of Time to beware ; 
Who, in spite of his age and the weight of his 
years, 
We should find but a slippery blade, 
Is known by the lock on his forehead he wears, 
And carries his sithe, the true sign of his 
trade. 


We gratefully plied him with bottle and pot, 
Which gracefully filled up his wrinkles apace ; 

The cynic grew blithe and his precepts forgot, 
And soon fell asleep as he sat in his place. 

Regardless of time then we threw off restraint, 
Nor feared we to wake the old spark, 

Our songs were select and our stories were quaint, 
And each jolly Bacchant as gay as a lark. 


When all on a sudden, so awful and tall, 
One appeared quite majestic, though spoilt a 
good song, 
Father rae » moving round by the side of the 
wall, 
Behind us quite slowly came stealing along ; 
We arose to his reverence and proffered a chair, 
He peevishly said for no man he would stay ; 
Then Bacchus upstarted and caught at his hair, 
And swore by his godship the score he should 
pay. 
But Time, well aware of the god of the grape, 
Evaded his efforts and quickly he flew, 
We seized on his glass e’er he made his escape, 
And griping it instantly broke it in two; 
Then we filled each with wine instead of his sand, 
And gaily we drank double toasts to the fair, 
Each member in turn with a glass in each hand, 
Quite tipsy and reeling went home with Care. 


GIL ELLIE 
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ERE BRIGHT ROSINA MET MY EYES. 
(Mrs. Brooke.) 


ERE bright Rosina met my eyes, 
How peaceful passed the joyous day ; 
In rural sports I gained the prize, 
Each virgin listened to my lay. 


But now no more I touch the lyre, 

No more the rustic sport can please ; 
I live the slave of fond desire, 

Lost to myself, to mirth, and ease. 


The tree, which in a happier hour, 

Its boughs extended o’er the plain ; 
When blasted by the lightning’s power, 

Nor charms the eye nor shades the swain. 


PLIPaALIPF 


HEIGHO! SAYS THIMBLE. 
Air—© Heigho! says Roley.”—(G. Colman.) 


THIMBLE’S scolding wife lay dead, 
Heigho! says Thimble, . 

My dearest duck’s defunct in bed ; 

Death has cabbaged her, oh! she’s fled! 

With her roley, poley, gammon and spinnage, 
Heigho! says Thimble. 


Thimble buried his wife that night, 
Heigho! says Thimble ; 
I grieve to sew up my heart’s delight, 
With her diamond ring on her finger tight, 
And her roley, poley, &c. 


To saw off her finger, and steal the ring, 
Soon came the sexton ; 
She sat up an end, and she gave a fling, 
Crying, d—e, you dog, you steal no such thing, 
With your roley, poley, &c. 
And off ran the sexton. 


She stalked to her home, and she made a din, 
Heigho! cries Thimble; 
Then popp’d out his head, and said, with a grin, 
You are dead, dearest duck, and I can’t let you in, 
With your roley, poley, &c. 


OPO PEPE 


WHEN JOINED IN THE CHASE, SLY 
RENARD IN VIEW. 


WHEN joined in the chase, sly renard in view, 
On high-mettled coursers, with haste we pursue, 
And follow the foe through the glade ; 
Away to the vale he scours it full speed, 
Then rey through the hedge, the dogs to mis- 
ead, 
Awhile he lies close in the shade; 
The covert he breaks, 
‘Then down the lane takes, 
And drooping his brush drags along ; 
Till panting he stops— 
Surrounded he drops, 
A prey to the fleet-footed throng. 


At length the chase is o’er, the horns jocund 
sound, 
To invite those thrown out, floats echoes around 
They hear the glad call and obey, 
From the death to the flask we hie to regale— 
Diana we toast in full bumpers of ale, 
And merrily finish the day : 
Brisk liquor we quaff, 
We sing, joke, and laugh ; 
Good humour adorns every face. 
We jolly boys are 
Sworn strangers to care, 
Who delight in the joys of the chase. 


ee ee 


"TWAS YES, KIND SIR, AND THANK YOU 
TOO. 


THE ruddy morn blinked o’er the brae, 

As blithe I ganged to milk my kine, 
When near the winding bourn of Tay, 

Wi’ bonny gait and twa black een, 
A Highland lad sae kind me tent, 

Saying, sonsy lass, how’s a’ wi’ you? 
Shall I your pail tak o’er the bent? 

’Twas yes, kind sir, and I thank you too. 


Again he met me i’ the e’en, 
As I was linkan o’er the lee, 
To join the dance upon the green, 
And said, blithe lass, I’se gang wi’ thee. 
Sae braw he looked i’ th’ highland gear, 
His tartan plaid, and bonnet blue, 
My heart straight whispered in my ear, 
Say yes, kind sir, and I thank you too. 


We danced until the gleaming moon 
Gave notice that ’twas time to part ; 
I thought the reel was o’er too soon, 
For ah! the lad had stawn my heart. 
He saw me hame across the plain, 
Then kissed sae sweet, I vow ’tis true, 
That when he asked to kiss again, 
’Twas yes, kind sir, and I thank you too. 


Grown bauld, he pressed to stay the night, 
Then griped me close unto his breast— 
Howt lad! my mither sair would flyte, 
Gin that I grant wi’out the priest : 
Gang first fore him, gif ye be leel, 
T ken right what I then maun do; 
For ask to kiss me when you will, 
Twill be yes, love, and I thank you too. 


THE FRUIT OF BENEVOLENCE. 


Air—‘* Hearts of Oak.”’—( Bennett. ) 


WITH rapture proclaim the benevolent cause, 
United by honour, stand firm to its laws ; 
The sweetest reflection it freely imparts, 

Is the purest enjoyment of gen’rous hearts. 

Then prove to the world, by supporting the plan, 
With hearts firm and steady, 
Odd-fellows are ready 

To relieve one another again and again. 


Fell discord, and mean opposition repel, 
With gen’rous ardour let each bosom swell ; 
While factious opponents their malice display, 
Philanthropy always our actions shall sway. 

Then prove to the world, &c. 


To the founder and fund we will cheerfully give 
Our applause and support, aye, as long as we 
live, 
Thus for ever Humanity’s cause will be crowned 
With success, and true harmony always abound. 
Then prove to the world, &e. 


PPILI IPF 


_ BENEATH THE WORSTED RUG. 


(Arnold.) 
A PARODY. 


OH! take me to yourarms, my love, 
For bright the moon doth shine ; 

Oh! take me to yourarms, my love, 
Or I'll take you to mine. 

She left her bed, popp’d out her head, 
Begone, you rogue, says she ; 

Come down, says I, or here I’Il lie, 
Beneath this apple-tree. 
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My love had wealth and beauty, 
But soon her cash run shy; 

My love had wealth and beauty, 
But she had lost an eye. 

Her foot so fair tripp’d down the stair, 
Her auburn locks so red, 

Then in I crept where Judy slept, 
Beneath her tester-bed. 


Next morn I woke quite early, 
And sat me up an end; 
Next morn I woke quite early, 
And thought to seek my friend. 
My wife was gone, my friend was flown, 
My love he stole her snug ; 
So down I lay, in bed all day, 
Beneath the worsted rug. 


PPPILGIE? 


OH! YOU THAT HAVE THE CHARGE OF 
LOVE. 


(T. Moore.) 


OH, you that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 
As in the fields of bliss above, 

He sits with flow’rets fettered round 5 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings. 

For e’en an hour, a minute’s flight, 

Will rob the plumes of half their light, 

Like that celestial bird whose nest 

Is found beneath far eastern skies, 

Whose wings, though radiant when at rest, 
‘Lose all their glory when he flies. 


PIL IPIID 


FOUR AND TWENTY LORD MAYOR’S 
SHOWS. 


FouR-and-twenty lord mayor’s shows, all of a 
row, 
Four-and-twenty lord mayor’s shows, all of a row; 
SPOKEN.] There was the man in armour, the 
twelve companies, sword-bearer, and common 
hunt, all in a bustle, with flags, banners, gowns, 
chains, and perriwigs, pretty girls perched in the 
windows, and dressed so proud, to talk so loud, 
above the crowd, down below, 


It was to see my lord mayor’s show, 
Therefore they would be merry. 


Four-and-twenty aldermen, all in a row, 
Four-and-twenty aldermen, all in a row; 


SPOKEN.| There was, pray, Mr. Alderman, 
what time do you go to the ceremony? have you 
got ever another ticket for the ball, there’ll be me, 
and Mrs. Marrowfat, Miss Marrowfat and Master 
Marrowfat, and my daughter’s to dance a minuet 
with the man in armour, &c. 


Four-and-twenty serjeants, all in a row, 
Four-and twenty serjeants, all in a row; 


SPOKEN.] Make way there, that gentleman in 
the black gown there belongs to the law.—So do I, 
sir; we lawyers are men of consequence.—Very 
true, but the devil will have you all at last.—Pray, 
Mr. Alderman, &c. 


Four-and-twenty pickpockets, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty pickpockets, all of a row; 


SPOKEN.] There they were at it, with fobs, 
watches, and pocket-books; stop that man, he 
looks like a rogue.—Take care of your pockets.— 
That gentleman in the black gown, &c. 


Four-and-twenty tailors, all ina row, 
Four-and-twenty tailors, all in a row; 
SPOKEN.| And there was a stitch in time saves 


nine, nine tailors make a man, and nine men may 
undo a tailor, and tailors are obliged to look very 
hard at cross-stitch, back-stitch, button-holes, 
fobs, watches, and pocket-books; stop that man, 
&e. 


Four-and-twenty ladies, all on a row, 
Four-and-twenty ladies, all on a row; 


SPOKEN.] There was, pray, ma’am, what co- 
loured wig do you wear at the show? — That 
depends on the weather, ma’am; as my hus- 
band’s in the military, perhaps I shall wear a 
light bob.—What do you think of a scratch ?— 
Rather be excused there, ma’am, I thank you; in 
that way you’re at home to a hair; besides, you 
know, ma’am, a stitch in time saves nine, &c. 


Four-and-twenty Daggerwoods, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty Daggerwoods, all of a row; 


SPOKEN.] There was Mrs. Dorinda Dagger- 
wood, Master Apollo Daggerwood, and all the 
little Daggerwoods, headed by Sylvester Dionysius 
Apollo Daggerwood, of the Dunstable company, 
whose benehit is fixed for the 1lth of June, being 
by particular desire of several persons of distinc- 
tion, then the unbounded liberality of his friends 
will never bé forgotten, while memory holds a seat 
in this delighted brain; brilliant boxes, powerful 
pit, thundering gallery, and then for applause; 
every thing went off swimmingly, with, pray, 
ma’am, what coloured wig do you wear, &c. 


MY ONLY LOVE, MY DEAREST MARY. 
(Carey.) ° 


IN yonder grove, at close of even, 

And kneeling there at Virtue’s shrine, 
How often hast thou vowed to heaven 

That thou, my Mary, should’st be mine? 
Yet hast thou all those vows belied, 

And scorned ’mid Nature’s walks to tarry, 
And hast become another’s bride, 

My only love! my dearest Mary! 


But go—though fair as fair can be, 
And formed soft raptures to impart, 
That breast shall ne’er be prest by me 
Whose tenant is the venal heart. 
Go, Mary, go, in splendour live, 
Since true love cannot make thee tarry, 
I may forego, I may forgive, 
But never shall forget thee—Mary. 


PIP PIPL IPP 


JACK, VAT ARE YOU ARTER? 
(Upton.) 


"TWAS summer-time when Nan and I 
(And Nan was born to charm me) 
Once met beside the gruntecs’ sty, 
And cried, ** now, Jack, don’t harm me?” 
“« Harm you,” says I, “ dear creature, no! 
But heart for heart we’ll barter.” 
«< Vy, yes,” says she, “ you tell me so; 
But, Jack, vat are you arter ?” 


Says I, “‘ you know ’twas Christmas last 
When we agreed to wed, love! 

And, while the cellar-door was fast, 
The sweetest things you said love ! 

That I was Nan’s, and Nan was mine, 
In spite of Tom, the carter.” 

«‘ Why, yes,” says she, ‘ and that’s all fine! 
But, Jack, vat are you arter?” 


“« Vat arter !—vy now, this is strange ; 
Can Nan with falsehood tax me? 

Or that my love is like to change ; 
Pshaw! vat a thing to ax me,” 
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«Vy, yes,” says she, “ that may be true, 
For so said Tom, the carter ; 

Yet he proved false, and so may you, 
So, Jack, vat are you arter?”’ 


Says I, “ the short and long is this, 
By all that’s sweet about me, 
On Sunday next,—come, give’s a kiss, 
I'll wed my Nan, don’t doubt me.” 
** You will?” says she, ‘* then I’m your bride, 
In spite of Tom, the carter ;”’ 
Nor, from that moment, never cried— 
“« Now, Jack, vat are you arter?” 


PDPOPP PEI O 


THE INEXPERIENCED SHEPHERDESS. 
(A popular Russian Song. Translated by Bowring. ) 


I’M fourteen summers old I trow, 
"Tis time to look about me now ; 
*Twas only yesterday they said 

I was a silly, silly maid ;— 

’Tis time to look about me now. 
The shepherd-swains so rudely stare, 
I must reprove them, I declare ; 
This talks of beauty—that of love— 
Pm such a fool, I can’t reprove— 

I must reprove them, I declare. 


*Tis strange—but yet, I hope, no sin; 
Something unwonted speaks within: 
Love’s language is a mystery, 
And yet I feel, and yet I see,— 

Oh, what is this that speaks within ? 


The shepherd cries, “ I love thee, sweet !” 
‘« And I love thee,” my lips repeat : 
Kind words—they sound as sweet to me 
As music’s fairest melody : 
““ I love thee !” oft my lips repeat. 


His pledge he brings,—I’ll not reprove ; 
Oh no! I'll take that pledge of love; 
To thee my guardian dog I’d give, 
Could I without that guardian live: 
But still I’ll take thy pledge of love. 


My shepherd’s crook I’1l give to thee ; — 
Oh no! my father gave it me— 

And treasures by a parent given 

From a fond child should ne’er be riven— 
Oh no! my father gave it me. 


But thou shalt have yon lambkin fair— 

Nay! ’tis my mother’s fondest care, 

For every day she joys to count 

Each snowy lambkin on the mount :— 
Ill give thee, then, no lambkin fair. 


But stay, my shepherd! wilt thou be 

For ever faithful—fond to me? 

A sweeter gift I’ll then impart, 

And thou shalt have a maiden’s heart, 
If thou wilt give thy heart to me. 


GPIPPIP LIA 


JOHN DOE AND RICHARD ROE. 
Air—* Rob Roy M<Gregor, O !?—( Hudson.) 

Two giants live in Britain’s land, 

John Doe and Richard Roe, 
Who always travel hand in hand, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
Their fee-faw-fum’s an ancient plan 
To smell the purse of an Englishman, 
And, ’ecod, they’ll suck it all they can, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 


No man yet has ever spied 
} John Doe and Richard Roe, 
But they re giants, cannot be denied, 
John Doe and Richard Roe. 
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Their arms can reach for miles—so rum, 
They speak plain language though they’re dumb, 
At the end of their arm there is a bum, 

John Doe and Richard Roe 


No man dare be half so rude 

As John Doe and Richard Roe. 
But, if a great man is pursued 

By John Doe and Richard Roe, 
If he reaches the House of Parliament, 
And gets a seat—he’s safely pent ; 
He may sit and laugh to his heart’s content 

At John Doe and Richard Roe. 


But, if a tradesman is in debt, 

John Doe and Richard Roe 
Undertake the cash to get, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
And, if he cannot raise the pelf, 
They send their bum to take the elf, 
For, if poor, they can seize Death himself, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 


The bum doth to the poor man say,— 
John Doe and Richard Roe 

Desire that you will come to-da 

To John Doe and Richard Roe. 
He tries to give the bum leg-bail, 
But, ’lack, it is of no avail, 
He’s sure to get locked up in jail 

By John Doe and Richard Roe. 


Whilst bewailing his bad luck, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
Both agree his cash to suck, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
And, when they’ve drained it all, O law! 
And certain they 7o mare can draw, 
They leave him on a bed of straw, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 


He’s filled with care, and woe, and grief 

By John Doe and Richard Roe. 
But, shortly after, seeks relief 

From John Doe and Richard Roe. 

To the insolvent-court he makes a push, 
Takes a large white-washing brush, 
CLEARS out, and does not care a rush 

For John Doe and Richard Roe. 


GPE PL ISP 


THE JOYS OF THE BOTTLE. 
(Collins. ) 


WHILE nostrums are held out to cure each disease, 
And to parry with death or with pain as we please, 
The protractor of life and preserver of ease 

I have ever yet found in a bottle. 


For, when Care, like a clog, hangs about my poor 
heart 
And Health from the burden seems bent to depart, 
I the mill-stone shake off, and Death draws back 
his dart 
When he sees that my doctor’s a bottle. 


And should Love, whose dominion is ever divine, 

Drench my doating fond eyes in a deluge of brine, 

Ev’ry tear that I drop at bright Venus’s shrine 
Let me drown in the tears of the bottle. 


And, as pride may prevail where it ne’er should 
take place, , 
Ere its impulse my portion of prudence disgrace ,~ 
Let me nobly renounce all her stiff-necked race, 
To bend down the stiff neck of a bottle. 


Or, should avarice, that first of all vices I'd shun, 
Shrink the chords of my heart, I’ll bet millions to 
one 
That they soon shall expand, like the rays of the 
sun 
And benevolence spring from the bottle. 
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And when Time, with his sithe and his silver 
toupée, ; 

Would my spirits expel from the mansions of 
glee, 

_ They, triumphant, shall float in a glorious red sea, 

Which eternally flows from the bottle. 


And for those who the full tide of bounty extend, 
That the bard may be blessed with his bottle and 
friend, 
May the joy of our lives, ev’ry joy to transcend, 
Stull be crowned with a friend and a bottle. 


PPI ILL EF 


IRISH COURTSHIP. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


A DUET. 
He.—Ocu! the top of the morning to Katty my 
jewel, 
Fait, your eyes, joy, are as white as the milk in 
your pail ; 


Have boddered my heart, and so tipt me my gruel, 
That by Paddy’s own self, I don’t know what I 
ail; 
All night wide awake, of yourself I’m a dreaming, 
Och! you swate little crater, ’tis all your own 
fault ; 
And while crying my milk, I don’t know what’s 
the meaning, 
I bawls out, ‘ Here’s Katty for twopence a 
quart.’ 


SPOKEN.] Och! my coolin machree, sure and 
I’m after doing nothing else, asleep or awake, but 
dreaming of your— 

Phililoo, hubbuboo, whack, botheration ; 
fillilu, smalliloo, dideroo, whack! whack! 
whack! phililoo, smalliloo, dideroo, whack ! 


She.—Arrah, Paddy, be quiet, give over your pra- 
ting, 
To a bog-trotting elf I will never be bound; 
Such beauty as mine, ’twould be quite under- 
rating, ; 
Then the folks want their milk, so let me go my 
round ; 
Learn from me to be sharp, and your business be 
minding ; 
Cut a nick in your chalk, and still score two for 


one, 

First gain a long purse—then love may prove 
binding, 

But without it, friend Paddy, there’s nought to 
be done, 


SPOKEN.] Arrah, fait, now man alive; and 
what use is your being after teazing me with your 
nonsense, sure, and d’ye think I’ll ever marry a 
man till he can give me a snug bit of a mud cabin 
of my own: and then I must have a cow, anda 
horse, and ducks, and geese, and a pig; and when 
I’ve got these, we’ll three sit down both together, 
and sing— 

La, ral, la; lal, &c. 


He.—A long purse I’ve got, that’s I mean an ould 
stocking, 
Wid a hundred or two good thirteeners, my dear, 
Of scudawns and pratees, I’ve laid a good stock in, 
And some fine currant whiskey, our bosoms to 
cheer. 
She.—Since you’re kind, ’twere folly to carry the 
farce on. 
He.—Och! bad luck to myself, but you’ve hilt 
me with joy. 
She.—Say you so; there’s my hand, we'll away 
to the parson ; 
He.—And in nine months a-piece, launch a fine 
irl and boy. 
She.— Specbiensdt Och‘ for shame, Paddy. 
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SPOKEN.] He. By the Okey, we’ll have a pair of 
them ; and while you’re making stir-about over a 
turf fire, I’ll be after nursing Master Phelan O’Cal- 
laghan and Miss Judy O’Callaghan, toss off my 
whiskey-punch, and you’ll sing alone with me, my 
dear, about— 

Phililoo, hubbuboo, whack, &c. 


PEPEPOE IP? 


WHEN I LOVED YOU I CAN’T BUT 
ALLOW. 


(T. Moore.) 


WHEN I loved you I can’t but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute, 
But the scorn that I feel for you now 

Hath even more luxury in it. 


Thus, whether we’re on or we’re off, 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 
To love you is pleasant enough, 
And, oh! ’tis delicious to hate you. 


PIPILPLIOL 


ZEDEKIAH, THE JEW; 
OR, THE WAY TO DO BUSINESS, 
Air—‘* Such Beauties in View.””—(E. J. B. Box.) 


I’M the Jew Zedekiah, 
Vat is my own crier, 
And seller and buyer 
Of all sorts in trade ; 
1’m up to the tick-tacks 
- Of trinkets and gim-cracks, 
And all pretty nick-nacks 
Vatever is made. 
My customers,—meet ’em, 
Mit pretty vords treat ’em, 
Vat vhile I vas cheat ’em, 
Is alvays my vay ; 
And a lie is no trouble, 
The bargain a bubble, 
To swear ’tis vorth double 
The monies they pay!! 


SPOKEN.] I vas meet a customer von day a’ top 
o’ the street. Ah! my cood friend, Mr. Broad- 
heads, says I; how vas you do to-day? Pless ma 
heart, how fat you got! Any cood bargains you 
vant in my vay? vat I sell you cheap any ting. 
Oh: Mr. Zedekiah, says he, yon vas damnable 
cheat me in dat vatch vat I vas bought of you last 
veek 5 vhy it vo’n’t go at all! Von’t go! pless ma 
heart! says I, vat is vhy it vo’n’t go, Mr. Broad- 
heads? Dat is very odd! it vas go very vel mit 
me every day: Vat you do to it vhy it vo’n’t zo? I 
do no-ting at to it but vind it up, and put a’ top 0” 
the table. A’ top o’ the table! how you expect 
the vatch to go ven you put it a’ top o’ the table? 
Carry it in your pocket, it go mit you very vel den. 
Vel, says he, but it vo’n’t keep time! Keep time! 
vel, vat of dat? Nobody can keep time! Time 
vo’n’t be kept by noting at all, I tell you; dere 
now! ’Tis a very great bargains, Mr. Broadheads, 
don’t say a vord more apout it! I’ll take my oat, 
vat it is vorth more as twice the monies you vas 
give me for it! dere now! Dat’s de vay I do busi- 
ness, mit— 

My customers,—meet ’em, 
Mit pretty vords treat ’em, &c. 


I’ve a snug littal shop in 
Duke’s Place, vat I stop in, 
Quite handy to pop in 
Sly bargains vat’s stole. 
If plate a good lot ’tis, 
My melting-pot hot is, 
While all thought I’ve got is 
To pocket the cole! 
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As in honest Jew dealing, 

I’m tender of feeling, 

To talk apout stealing, . 
Dere never might relax : 

So den in my trap-closet, 

Each lot I deposit ; 

But ’pout how got vas it, 
No questions 1 ax!! 


SPOKEN.] I vas alvays cunning to take care of 
vat is number one! But von night, py cot! I 
vas almost like to lost dat number two, vat is m 
vife! She vas prought home a tamned good lot of 
silver candlestick mit a friend vat vas just got them 
a cheap bargains for me; I vas buy them, and he 
vas off in a minute; only just stowed ’em safe, 
ven an officer, mit a tamned loud rap at my door, 
vas come! Open de door, says he, and down the 
cellar-stairs tumble ma poor littal vife! nigh broke 
her neck mit fright ; but all vas right more as she 
tought! Ah! Mr. Trap, says I, how vas you do? 
Vant any ting in my vay? Buy a good vatch vat I 
sell you cheap? I'll tell you my bargain, says he, 
Mr. Zedekiah ; a varrant to look apout your house 
for goods vat is steal! Vel; dere look—you see 
now~—TI have no goods in my house steal you see, 
but von bit of goods a’ top o’ my cellar floor, dere 
now! Vhy dat is your vife! sayshe. Velden, 
says I, I’ve no other goods vat vas steal! So good 
night! but don’t talk apout steal any more; it is 
a nasty vord! shut the door after you; dere now. 
Steal is a nasty word; vat nobody don’t like to 
hear it! alvays my vay vat to do business.— 


As in honest. Jew dealing 
I’m tender of feeling, &c. 


My house in Duke’s Place is 
The mart of the Graces, 
Vat show their sweet faces 

By light of the lamps. 
So ven old clothes I’m crying, 
Down areas I’m prying, 
To catch vat suits buying 

For full dress night tramps! 
And if vonce in my clutches, 
The rags of a duchess, 
The magic of such is . 

Found out in the sale ; 
For the title so bouncing, 
Price treble announcing, 
All are eager to flounce in 

A duchess’ old tail !! 


SPOKEN.] Dere now! look dere! says I, vat a 
peautiful bargains I cot for you, ma tear! Pought 
it o? purpose vat to make you a lady all at vonce ; 
dere now! Dat petticoat and robpe vas vat vas 
veared by the Duchess of Ducklegs; dere now! 
vat you tink o’ dat?) Oh! dear, dat is nice! vat 
you ax the price of it, Mr. Zedekiah? Vhy, it is 
vorth more as five pounds; but as you are a cus- 
tomer, says I, I sell it to you for fifty-four shil- 
lings; and, as Cot is ma judge, it cost me more as 
dat, every fardin o’ the monies! Dat is more as 
too much, Mr. Zedekiah. Vat! fifty-four shillings 
too much to make you’self a duchess? Py Cot! it 
is cheap as noting at all! Vel, I vo’n’t take a fardin 
less as forty-five, dere now! Fit to a T.; you'll 
look peautiful in it, so help me dere den! 
Vat only two pounds? Vel, vel; take it vid you, 
and owe me seven till next veek! Never get it; 
but no matter; made cood profits o’ the bargain, 
for be tamned vat if it cost me any more dan three 
and sixpence! Dat’s my vay vat I do business. 


And if vonce in my clutches, 
The rags of a duchess, &c. 





GIP LIELIPO 
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ALL THE WORLD IS MY ALLAN TO ME, 


Youne Allan rode slowly across the green heath, 
And often, full often, he sighed ; 
He rode to his love on the borders of Leith, 
Sweet Annie, his long-promised bride. 
oi we ulate why so sad?” as they met, cried the 
air, 
«« For grief in your visage 1 see ; 
Can aught, love, afflict thee that Annie wo’n’t 
share— ‘ 
All the world is my Allan to me, 
To me, 
All the world is my Allan to me.” 


Young Allan then tenderly pressed her soft hand, 
And thrice he attempted to speak ; 
And thrice did the tear (which his courage un- 
manned), 
Warm, warm, trickle down his pale cheek. 
At length, he said, “‘ Annie, sweet maid, we must 
art ; 
In Aiian a beggar you see.” 
«© Then still, still,”” she cried, “thou art lord of 
my heart— 
All the world is my Allan to me, 
To me, 
All the world is my Allan to me. 


“© No, Annie,” spoke Allan, ‘* deceived by a 
friend, 
My flocks and my pastures are sold ; 
That friend on whose honour my all did depend, 
A traitor must now be enrolled.” 
«© Then still, love,” she answered, ‘* Misfortune 
defy ; 
I’m eh, and false friendship shall see 
Together we'll live, and together we’ll die— 
All the world is my Allan to me, 


To me, 
All the world is my Allan to me. 


PILI LEE 


KING RICHARD AND LADY ANNE. 
Air— Derry down.” 


OH, there vonce vas a king, and his name it vas 
Dick, 

Who at stopping folk’s breath had a vonderful- 
trick ; 

For whoever vas placed in his vay in this vorld, 

To the vorld that’s to come why he soon had ’em 
hurled. 

Down, derry down, &c. 


His two little neveys, he, with a hard heart, . 
From their heart-broken mammy most cruelly did 
part ; 
And, as he, most vantonly, vished ’em dead, 
He with a bol-stir, had ’em both smothered. 
Derry down, &c. 


So, being now king, though his back had a hump, 
And his legs they were bent like the hand of a 


eet Se oh 
He must court Lady Anne for his wife, though, 
good lack, : 
He’d already got more than he wished on his back. 
Derry down, &c. 


But, vhen they got ved, he grew tired of his 
vife,— 

So says he, Missus Anne, you’re the plague of my 
life ; 

And I begs, ma’am, you'll make up your mind 
now to die ! 

Says she, Dickey, I vo’n’t, you know that’s all my 
eye! 

4 Derry down, &c. 
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But Dick was resolved, so a doctor he found, 
Who wery soon laid Lady Anne under ground, 
By mixing poison in Ben Hodges’ gin, 
Vich caused it for years to be called “ blue 
ruin !” 
Derry down, &c. 
Richmond and Dick pitched their tents, and the 
night 
Preceding the morning on vich they did fight, 
All the folks that he’d murdered appeared to his 
view 
With his ait at their head, who cried, Dick, how 
d’ye do? 
Derry down, &c. 
The fight it began, and the king had the vorse, 
And lost in the battle White Surrey, his horse ; 
So his kingdom he offered for one of good speed, 
And his aid-de-camp brought him a welossipede. 
Derry down, &c. 


Richmond (not the black boxer) the day bravely 


won ; 
So says Dickey, friend Rickey, blow me, but I’m 
done ; 
And, since you have floored me, my kingdom 1 
give, 


And, now you have stuck me, d—me if I live. 
Derry down, &c. 


MORAL. 
Now all you young men what wants to be kings, 
Don’t murder your neveys, nor do them’ere 
things ; 
For, if you parsistes, I’d have you to know, 
Like Dickey, herearter you'll certainly go— 
Derry down, &c. 


PLE LPAI L 


THE PERILS AND PLEASURES OF THE 
S 


(Miss Scott.) 


WHEN I think on the cottage so loved and en- 
deared, 
Where parents so kind my weak infancy reared, 
When I think of companions who boyish days 
cheered, 
I regret that I e’er was a sailor. 
Yet sure their pleasures far excel 
Their dangers on review ; 
Then sing the perils of the sea, _ 
And sing the pleasures too. 


When I think how a true British sailor’s revered, 
To every man, woman, and child how endeared, 
And by every nation respected and feared, 
I bless heaven for being a sailor. 
Yet sure their pleasures far excel 
Their dangers on review ; 
Then sing the perils of the sea, 
And sing the pleasures too. 


When I know that the name is a letter of grace, 
It ensures us a welcome in every place, 
qesaht Hronse—rand the devil they’d much sooner 
ace 
Than encounter a true British sailor. 
But sure their pleasures far excel 
Their dangers on review ; 
‘Then sing the perils of the sea, 
And sing the pleasures too. 


GPL PLP LLP 


COTCHELIN RUN CRAZY. 
(Dibdin. ) 
COTCHELIN sat all alone, 
Devil a soul beside her, 
While from Taddy, who was gone, 
Oceans did divide her: 
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His pipes, which she’d been used to hear, 
Careless, left behind him ; 

She thought she’d try her woes to cheer, 
Till once again she’d find him. 

’T will not do, you loodle loo, 
Arrah ! now be aesy! 

Tad was born with grief tomake 
Cotchelin run crazy. 


She takes them up, and lays them down, 
And now her bosom’s panting, 

And now she’d sigh, and now she’d frown, 
Caze why ?—dere’s something wanting ; 

And now she plays the pipes again, 
The pipes of her dear Taddy, 

And makes them tune his favourite strain, 
Arrah! be aesy, Paddy! 

Ah! ’twill not do, your loodle loo, 
Arrah! now be aesy, 

Tad was born with grief to make 
Cotchelin run crazy. 


Taddy, from behind a bush, 
Where he’d long been listening, 

Now, like lightning, forth did rush, 
His eyes with pleasure glistening, 

Snatching up his pipes he played, 
Pouring cut his pleasure, 

With half delighted, half afraid, 
Pat the time did measure. 

Ah, well will do this loodle loo, 
Arrah! now be aesy, 

Tad was born with joy to make 
Cotchelin run crazy. 


SPOOL FP PO 


SHE LIVES IN THE VILLAGE. 
(Upton.) 


SHE’s gentle, she’s kind, and such sweetness im- 
parts, 
I could sing day and night in her praise ; 
For while grace and beauty enraptures all hearts, 
She knows not the charms she displays ; 
Like diamonds her eyes beam with lustre divine, 
No gem ever sparkled more bright ; 
And yet with such softness to virtue incline, 
The senses are lost in delight! 
And she lives, dearest girl ! 
By the grot in the dell, 
She lives, O, she lives in the village. 


Then her name, and I’ll tell ye the name of the 
dear 
"Tis J essy, the soother of grief! 
For Sorrow’s sad victim ne’er yet dropped a tear, 
But Jessy would give it relief ! 
Old or young, rich or poor, claimed alike her re- 
gard 
Wherever Distress showed its face ; 
And when haughty Pride could the mourner dis« 
card, 
My Jessy was tound in its place! 
And she lives, dearest girl, &c. 


Like the ees and coy primrose, that blows in the 
vale, 
She’s mantled in Modesty’s mien ; 
And yet of all flowers that fragrance exhale, 
Young Jessy the sweetest is seen! 
O, yes} and this maiden, so blooming and rare, 
Has vowed, with a blush, to be mine 5 
And sure for that treasure her bosom so fair, 
E’en monarchs would kingdoms resign. 
And she lives, dearest girl, &c, 


PPI POLO 
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MR. MUG. 
Air— Will you come to the Bower.” 
(G. Colman.) 


By trade I am a turner, and Mug it is my name ; 

To buy a lot of ivory to Africa I came; 

I met a trading Blackamoor, a woolly old hum- 
bug, 

He coaxed me up his land, and made a slave of 
Mr. Mug; 

Crying wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo'n’t 
you come, Mr. Mug? 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &c. 


My skin is lily white, and my colour here is new, 

So the first man whom they sold me to, he thumped 
me black and blue. 

The priest who bought me from him, in a tender- 
hearted tone, 

Said come from that great blackguard’s house, and 
walk into my own. 

Crying wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &c. 


Good lack! but to behold the vicissitudes of fate ! 
I’m his black Mandingo Majesty’s white Minister of 
State: 
For hours in my Icbby my petitioners shall stay, 
And wish me at the devil when I hold my levee 
day ; 
‘ Crying wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &c. 


PPP PIP LIL 


CORIN’S PROFESSION. 
(Wolcot.) 
Now, Joan, we are married,—and now let me 


say, 

Though both are in youth, yet that youth will de- 
cay ; 

In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I sup- 
ose, 

We shall oft meet a bramble, and sometimes a 
Tose. 


When a cloud on this forehead shall darken my 
day 

Thy sunshine of sweetness must smile it away ; 

And when the dull vapour shall dwell upon thine, 

To chase it, the labour and triumph be mine. 


Let us wish not for wealth, to devour and con- 
sume ; 

For luxury’s but a short road to the tomb : 

Let us sigh not for grandeur, for trust me, my 
Joan, 

The keenest of cares owes its birth to a throne. 


Thou shalt milk our one cow; and, if Fortune 
pursue, 

In good time, with her blessing, my Joan may 
milk two: 

IT will till our small field, whilst thy prattle and 


song 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughshare 
along. 


When, finished the day, by the fire we’ll regale, 

And treat our good neighbour, at eve, with our 
ale; 

For, Joan, who would wish for self only to live? 

One blessing of life, my dear girl, is to give. 


E’en the red-breast and wren shall not seek us in 
vain 

Whilst thou hast acrumb, or thy Corin a grain; 

Not only their songs will they pour from the grove, 

But yield, by example, sweet lessons of love. 


Though thy beauty must fade, yet thy youth I'll 
remember ; 

That thy May was my own when thou showest De- 
cember ; 
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And when Age to my head shall his winter impart, 
The summer of Love shall reside in my heart. 


OL EPP PIF 


JACK AND I SAW THEM NO MORE. 


JACK and I were both messmates a long time a 
sea, 
And many’s the battle we’ve fought, 
Yet fear, d’ye mind, never touched him or me, 
Though oft on our sweethearts we thought. 
For Jack loved his Kitty as dear as his soul, 
And Poll was my comfort on shore, 
And the angel of truth did our love-vows enrol, 
Though Jack and I saw them no more, 
No more, 
And Jack and I saw them no more. 


*T was long on the ocean, tossed upwards and down, 
We’d been from our charmers away ; 

Had gained by hard service, some gold and re- 

nown, 

Their fondness and.love to repay ; 

But shame on report, and each slanderous tongue, 
That whispered ill tidings on shore ; 

For malice too busy, our death-knell had rung, 
And Jack and I saw them no more, 

No more, 

And Jack and I saw them no more. 


Two landsmen to win their affections, d’ye see, 
Had tried every art, but in vain; 
When falsehood gave out, we were both wrecked 
at sea, 
And found a cold grave in the main. 
Poll and Kate heard the tale, but a word never 
spoke, 
Each fell like a lamb on the floor; 
The functions of life from that moment were broke, 
And Jack and I saw them no more, 
No more, 
And Jack and I saw them no more. 


GIPFLIP PIF 


SCHOOL ORATORY. 
Air— Mrs. Casey.”—( Bryant. ) 


I WENT to school with Joel Squint, 
In Yorkshire he did dwell, sir; 
I got a book, and I look’d in’t, 
And soon I learnt to spell, sir : 
But growing older, he did say 
He never would forsake me, 
Nor throw my mighty sense away, 
So an orator he’d make me. 


ECE S Aye, one day he called all the boys 
up—Come here, Charley, says he, I want you— 
and so he did; it was to pull my ear, till he made 
me roar out the fifteenth letter of the alphabet. 
Simon Sprigs! (Faint voice.) Here.—( Master. ) 
Why don’t you speak ?—( Boy.) Because I can’t; 
and mother tells me a still tongue shows a wise 
head.—( Master.) Then your mother shou’dn’t 
send you here to learn oratory : but, come, sirrah, 
recite me Monsieur Tonson. 

( Boy.) 'There liv’d, as fame reports, in days of 

ore, 

At foe some fifty or sixty years, or more, 

A famous 
( Master.) Why, sir! what, sir? eh, sir!—( Boy. ) 
Why, sir! what, sir? eh, sir! Give me your hand, 
sir—So I did, when he beat it with his cane, and 
I sang— 

If this be their school oratory, 
They have properly sickened me, sir. 





Then he would make me tear my voice, 
Till I thought my lungs were broken ; 
But ’gad, he never gave me a choice 
Of all the speeches I’ve spoken ; 


ae 
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There’s Brutus, Hannibal, d’ye see, 
. _ With other rigmaroles, sir, 
With speeches from Marc Antony, 
And a thousand more, by goles, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, I was just like a parrot, chat- 
tering away from morning till night; and it ma 
not be amiss to show the manner in which I learnt. 
First, in the morning I began—my name is Norval ; 
on the Grampian hills my father feeds—a lowly 
man—of parentage obscure did they report him ; 
the cold earth his bed, water his drink—And yet 
within a month, a little month, or ere these shoes 
were old—I do remember an apothecary—round 
as my shield, had not yet filled its horns—For 
there is a tide in the affairs of men, which, taken 
at the flood, leads on to fortune—To be, or not to 
be, that’s the question—For I am arm’d so strong in 
honesty—that I can smile and smile, and murder 
while I smile! So thus I was taught to expect ta- 
lent, without ever enjoying it, and sung— 

If this be their school oratory, &c. 


Now Isaac Meek could baw! aloud, 
While Johnny Loud was squeaking, 

And the master he took snuff i’ th’ crowd, 
While all the boys were speaking ; 

_ But Jemmy Twist, a tailor’s son, 

One day, with book so red, sir, 

Was speaking a speech, and when he was done, 
Threw the book at his master’s head, sir. 


SPOKEN.] It was only an accident. But Jemmy 
was famed for his action; and one day, being told 
that Buckingham was taken, he exclaimed, “ Off 
with his head!’ Away the book flew, hit the 
schoolmaster, knocked off his wig, broke his spec- 
tacles, and upset a dozen flower-pots on the sky- 
light, which made me laugh and sing— 

If this be their school oratory, &c. 


POLI PP OF 


THE FOX-CHASE. 


At the sound of the horn 
We rise in the morn, 
And waken the woods as we thunder along, 
Yoix, yoix, tally ho! 
After renard we go, 
While echo on echo redoubles the song. 
We waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
Tally ho! tally ho! 
After renard we go, 
While echo on echo redoubles the song. 


Not the steeds of the sun 
Our brave coursers outrun, 
O’er the mound, horse and hound, see us bound 
in full cry; 
Like Phebus we rise 
To the heights of the skies, 
And careless of danger, five bars we defy. 
We waken the woods, &c. 


At eve, sir, we rush, 
And are close to his brush; 
Already he dies, see him panting for breath, 
Each feat and defeat, 
We renew and repeat, 
Regardless of life, so we’re in at the death. 
We waken the woods, &c, 


With a bottle at night, 
We prolong the delight, 
Much Trimbush we praise, and the deeds that 
were done ; 
And yoix, tally ho! 
The next morning we go, 
With Phebus, to end as we mount with the sun. 
: We waken the woods, &c. 


PIFIIIIF 
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LOW DOWN IN THE BROOM. 
(Carnegie. ) 

My daddy is a canker’d carle, 
He’ll na twin wi’ his gear; 

My minny is a scalding wife, 
Hauds a’ the house asteer. 

CHORUS. 

But let them say, or let them do, 
It’s a’ ane to me; 

For he’s low down in the broom, 
Waiting for me, 

Waiting for me, my love, 
Waiting for me, 

For he’s low down in the broom, 
Waiting for me. 


My aunty Kate sits at her wheel, 
And sair she lightlies me ; 
But weel I ken it’s a’ for spite, 
For ne’er a jo has she. 
But let them say, &c. 


My cousin Madge was sair beguil’d 
Wi’ Johnny o’ the glen; 
And aye sinsyne she cries, ‘ Beware 
“‘ Of false deluding men.” 
But let them say, &c, 


Gleed Sandy he came west ae night, 
And speer’d when I saw Pate ; 
And aye sinsyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late. 
But let them say, &c. 


GIGI LIPS F 


THE DANCING LOVER. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


«¢ Music is the food of love,” 
But what’s the cure? 
Why dance to music, to be sure. 
With a fal, lal, la. 
Dear Mary’s cold heart I attempted to thaw, 
But never could melt it away ; 
Cries Mary, for you I shall ne’er care a straw 3 
Says I, I must then dance the hay. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


When I ogled sweet Bess, from my glances she 
shrunk, 
For she had a bosom of steel. 
I was drunk with my passion, so mortally drunk, 
That nothing would do but a reel. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


Extremities in love, ’tis said, 
Each lover knows ; 
If women then 
Bewilder men 
In that extremity the head, 
?Tis best, no doubt, 
To jig them out 
At that extremity—the toes. 
With a fal, lal, la, 


Then a fig for young Cupid, a fig for his smart, 
A fig for each maid that I meet ; 
No saint of a woman takes care of my heart, 
While Saint Vitus takes care of my feet. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


FIP P II? 


THE LIQUOR OF LIFE, 


WHILE here Anacreon’s chosen sons combine, 
Like him to taste the joys of mirth and wine ; 
While the full bowl is with the goblet crowned, 
Harmonic let the joyful song resound. 


To banish life’s troubles, the Grecian old sage 
ogi eK juice of the vintage oft into the 
owl, r 
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It made him forget all the cares of old age, 
It bloomed in his face, and made happy his 
soul. 
While here, then, we’re found, 
around, 
Tis the liquor of life no care can control, 


push the bowl 


This jovial philosopher taught that the sun 
Was thirsty, and oft took a swig from the main. 
The planets would tipple as fast as they run, 
The earth, too, was dry, and would suck up the 
rain, 
While here, then, we’re found, push the bottle 
around, 
Tis the liauor of life, pray who can refrain? 


GCLIPLIPF 


A SOLDIER’S THE LAD FOR ME. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


THE fife and drum sound merrily, 

A soldier, a soldier’s the lad for me; 

With my true love I soon will be, 

For who so kind, so true as he ? 

With him in every toil I’ll share, 

To please him shall be all my care ; 
Each peril I’l] dare, 
All hardships Ill bear ; 

For a soldier, a soldier’s the lad for me. 


Then, if kind Heaven preserve my love, 
What rapturous joy shall his Nancy prove, 
Swift through the camp shall my footsteps bound, 
To meet my William—with conquest crowned ; 
Close to my faithful bosom prest, 
Soon shall he hush his cares to rest. 
Clasped in these arms, 
Forget war’s alarms, 
For a soldier, a soldier’s the lad for me. 


IT CHANCED THAT CUPID, ON A SEASON. 
(From the French. Sir W. Scott.) 


IT chanced that Cupid, on a season, 
By fancy urged, resolved to wed, 
But could not settleh—whether Reason 
Or Folly should partake his bed. 


What does he then?—Upon my life, 
*T was bad example for a deity, 
He takes me, Reason, for his wife, 

And Folly for his hours of gaiety. 


Though thus he dealt in petty treason, 
He loved them both in equal measure ; 
Fidelity was born of Reason, 
And Folly brought to bed of Pleasure, 


PLeI CI LF 


THE IRISH HAYMAKER. 
(Upton. ) 
AND did you ne’er hear of an Irish haymaker, 
One Mr. O’Rafferty !—Then it is me; 
And my father he was, yes, he was a stay-maker, 
-And I am the whalebone he danced on his knee. 
And, och! ever since with the girls I’ve been jig- 
ging, 
Who cry, but don’t mean it, “‘ Pat, leave me 
alone.” 
Then, for whiskey, I an’t, joy, eternally swigging, 
By my soul, from my cradle I’ve sucked it, I 
own. 
Then, what d’ye think of an Irish haymaker? 
Och, an’t he a devil the lasses to smack ? 
With his dideroo-bub, and his little shellelagh, 
Sing up and down frisky, and fire away whack. 


There’s Judy M‘Braywn, and I ne’er will forsake 
her, 
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For, faith, we are tied, so I can’t get away ; 
Then, she sings like an owl, when the maggot does 


take her, 
And growls, bites, and scratches, the long sum: 
mer’s day. 
Then her friend, as she calls him, one Teddy 
O’Shafferty, 
To be sure she don’t hug him as puss did the 
mouse, 
While he fondles, and calls her his sweet Mrs. 
Rafferty. 
What a blessing to have such a friend ina 
house ! 


Then, what d’ye think, &c. 


Then, do what I will, or wherever I’m walking, 
By my soul, I am watched, night and day, out 
of sight, 
Nor the devil a word they believe when I’m t-" 
ing, 
As if I was given to swear black is white. 
One day, to be sure, I looked into a kitchen, 

And saw the pot boiling, but not for poor Pat ; 
But for love and for thiewng I’d always an itching, 
So I took out the mutton and popped in the cat. 

Now, what d’ye think, &c. 


Och, luck to sweet summer, the fields, and the 
lasses, 
For sure we don’t frisk it up hill and down dale- 
And then the dull hours so merrily passes, 
When we can’t catch the pig for the grease on 
his tail. : 
But the best joke of all, and it’s joy past « 
ing, 
E’en the thomght of it now makes me burn 
delight, 
Is Shelah’s soft lips, when I give her a blessing, 
While we roll in the hay on a sun-shiny night. 
Now, what d’ye think, &c. 


ae 


SIR JEREMY SCAITE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


MAMA’sS left off business, and I’ve sunk the shop, 
So my old trade acquaintance I think I shall 


drop 3 

Sam Souchong, the grocer, Billy Biscuit, the ba- 
ker, 

Tommy Tit, the tailor, and Miss Stitch, the man- 
tuamaker, 

Peter Puff, the perfumer, Frank Felt, the hat- 
ter, 

And Sally Score, the barmaid, at the Pewter 
Platter, 

Miss Minikin, the milliner, the pride of the city 
belles, 

And funny Joe Grimaldi, the clown of Sadler’s 
Wells. 


Ti tiddle, liddle lol. 
All the people direct ’Sguire to me when they 


write, 

And mama talks of having me made barrow- 
knight! 

Sir Jeremy Scaite, oh, ’twill sound monstrous 


pretty, 

And Ill drive my bar-rouche, dashing, spashing 
through the city ; 

I’m a high dog—for a frolic, I and a dozen, 

At the tavern, plump behind the fire popped the 
landlord’s cousin ; 

The landlord cried out, “ gentlemen, my cousin 
would you kill ?” 

Says J, “‘ oh, dem your cousin, you can charge 
him in the bill.” 

Ti tiddle, &e. 
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John, inan angry mood, took the mutton in his hand, 
And out of the window he threw it, but Joan she was at a stand. 





JOHN APPLEBY. 


JOHN APPLEBY was a man’s name, and he lived 
near the sign of the Kettle, 

His wife was called Joan Quiet, because she could 
scold but a little ; 

John to the alehouse would go, Joan to the tavern 
would run, 

John would get drunk with the women, and Joan 
would get drunk with the men. 


Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


John would spend his own two-pence, and Joan 
would spend her groat; 

Joan would pawn her best jacket, and John would 
pawn his best coat; 

John set the porridge-pot by, Joan sent the brass 
kettle to sell, 

The money came readily in, and they merrily spent 
it in ale. 


Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


Thou art a base hussey, says John, for selling my 
pewter and brass ; 

And thou art a cuckold, says Joan, for thy ears are 
as long as an ass. 

Pll bang thy back, hussey, saysJohn, if you give 
me another cross word, 

And for thy fury and vapours, I tell thee, I care 

\ mota 





Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


John he was no great eater, and Joan she was no 
glutton, 

And for to tickle their maws they bought them a 
shoulder of mutton. 

John, in an angry mood, took the mutton in his 
hand, 

And out of the window he threw it, but Joan she 
was at a stand, 


Sing tol de rol, &c, 
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Joun she was ata stand, but of it she made no 
matter, 

Immediately took in her hand, and after it threw 
the platter ; 

An old woman coming by, and seeing the mutton 
lay, 

Caught up the platter and mutton, and with them 
she ran away. 

Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


The neighbours came running in, and thinking to 
end the quarrel, 

But, before they had half done, they left ne’era 
drop in the barrel ; 

They banged the barrel about, pulled out the Spig- 
got, too; 

We'll all get drunk to-night, for what have we else 
todo? 

Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


GPP LIOR? 


WILT THOU BE MINE, FAIR CAROLINE? 
(T. E. Hook.) 


WILT thou be mine, fair Caroline ? 
For thee I sigh and sorrow : 
Young Edward sighed, and, kneeling, cried, 


Wilt thou be mine to-morrow ? 


The smile divine, fair Caroline 
From Venus seemed to borrow : 

I will be thine, blushed Caroline — 
I will be thine to-morrow. 


The morn appears, their bosoms cheers— 
Poor lovers doomed to sorrow : 

His country’s foes, to fight he goes, 
And leaves her on the morrow. 


A fatal dart soon pierced his heart ; 
The news strikes her with sorrow : 

I'll still be thine! cried Caroline, 
And died upon the morrow. 
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GOOD D&eDS ARE NEVER ILL 
BESTOWED. 


A LITTLE boy, a Savoyard, 
With cold and hunger almost dying, 
Among the rocks and mountains left, 
For parents, house, and home, was crying ; 
A stranger, from the distant road, 
Who heard him weep, and saw him wander, 
No longer suffered him to saunter— 
Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 


He gave the little boy his hand, 


And dried his tears, and hushed his sorrow, __, 


And said such tender things and kind, 
I could not tell them by to-morrow ; 
He brought him to his lost abode, 
His mother dear, whose heart was breaking, 
And left his purse, with friendly greeting— 
Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 


This little boy became a man, 
And cruel wars again were raging ; 
The stranger to the battle went, 
And fell where sword and fire were raging : 
The Savoyard before him strode, 
And, by his bold and brave behaviour, 
With noble valour, saved his saviour,— 
Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 


GPL L EPI 


OH, HE DE NOS! 
OR, WERE PATIENCE KIND TO ME. 
( Dibdin.) 

WERE Patience kind to me, 

Oh, he de nos! 
Far plyther than a colt I’d pe, 

Oh, he de nos! 
Leap, skip, and pound, would poor Ap Hugh, 

And capriole and caper, too, 


And frisk, and dance, and chump, look you, 
Oh, he de nos! 


But Patience very cruel is, 
Oh, he de nos! 
With chibes, and cheers, and mockerics, 
Oh, he de nos! 
- Which makes to sigh and sob Ap Hugh, 
And, whining, his sad fortune rue, 
And crieve, and croan, and crunt, look you, 
Oh, he de nos! 


GILLIE LPS 


ILL TEMPER AND GOOD NATURE. 


GooD NATURE puts each heart at ease, 
And softens pain and sorrow ; 

E’en ugliness itself to please, 
From that a charm can borrow : 


While beauty, like an April day, 
Is clouded in a minute ; 

And, through ill temper, fades away 
Without one comfort in it. 


Of all the curses known below, 
The worst, and much too common, 
Are those which from ill temper flow, 
Especially in woman. 


Ill temper to Suspicion joined 
Is mother of all evil ; 

And where an angel man should find, 
He meets the very devil. 


Ill temper made poor Abel fal? 
A victim to his brother; =~ 
Tll temper deadens Nature’s call, 
And sours the fondest mother. 


A woman’s of the softest mould, 
To smooth man’s rugged nature ; 


And when she’s jealous, loud, and bold, 
No reason guides the creature. 


The fairest female, if she dare 
With man to cope and wrestle, 
Should in remembrance always bear 

That she’s the weaker vessel. 


Then cease, ye fair, mankind to vex, 
Or prove yourselves unruly ; 

And, though their questions may perplex, 
Be meek, and answer coolly. 


| A ee 


THE BEAUTIFUL MAN. 
Air—“ Ballinamori Orah.”—(Beuler.) 


WHEN old uncle died, then he left me his cash, 
And I in the fashion determined to dash ; 
With my bright sparkling eyes and fine flashy ways, 
I knew I should soon set the world in a blaze: 

Relations all called me'a noody, 

But I was determined they should see 

I would, and I should, and I could be 

An exquisite beautiful man. 


I purchased whip, gloves, and a large quizzing- 
glass, 
Revolving-heel boots, and bright spurs of brass ; 
Wigs, whiskers, and wrist-bands, and neat pair of 
stays, 
A high-mettled racer, and high-seated chaise : 
To the tailor I then did dash on, 
Said I, “ make a coat in the fashion, 
For in the mode I would flash on— 
Because I’m a beautiful man.” 


I put on my stays, and soon I was drest 

In pigeon-tailed coat, padded full at the breast ; 

I slipped on my boots, and then I arose 

So high, that I walked on the points of my toes : 
My loose white trowsers, so handy, 
Concealed my legs so bandy, ; 
And made me appear quite the dandy 

And that is a beautiful man. 


Now byrne quizzed my pigeon-toes and pigeon- 
chest, 

That is my pigeon-tailed coat, padded full at the 
breast, 

And said, if *twere not for my whiskers and eyes, 
They should take me to be a great girl in disguise, 
Or perhaps for a duck or a widgeon, 

Or, rather, they all did allege on, 
For a crow dressed up for a pigeon, 
Instead of a beautiful man. 


At balls, concerts, and plays I now did appear, 
Where I talked, roared, and laughed—that no one 
might hear ; 
I ogled the girls with my beautiful eyes 
Till they all praised my beauty up to the skies; 
Said I was an exquisite riddle, 
Like both a beau and a fiddle, 
Pinched in at the sides and the middle, 
And sighed, what a beautiful man! 


As the sun of the fashion I wanted to blaze, 
So I hired a porter to lace up my stays ; 
I was courting a lady of exquisite mien, 
And I would be compact and fit to be seen : 
I cried, ‘* pull the lace with all might, sir ; 
Now pull it a little bit tighter,— 
Oh la! how I shall delight her! 
She’ll call me a beauti‘ul man.” 


Then I put on my whiskers, mustachios, and wig, 
And waistcoat adorned with a lavender-sprig ; 
With rings on my fingers, and patch on my chin, 
I walked through the streets with a beautiful grin : 
I was scented with musk and with roses, 
And smelt like a bundle of posies, 
The passengers sniffed up their noses, 
And cried, ‘ What a veautiful m2 
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Arrived at the door, I gave a loud double rap, 
Which made the street echo like a great thunder- 
clap 3 
The maid opened the door, and up stairs she ran, 
Crying out, ‘ My dear ma’am, here’s a beautiful 
man !”” 
When I was introduced to the tady, 
She cried, in astonishment “ Hey day ! 
You’ve come to court me !””—I said, “ Ay ;” 
Said she, “‘ What a beautiful man !” 


She admired me much, for she asked me to dine 
With her friends, who, I’m sure, all thought me 
divine ; 
I sat down to dine, when my spurs, cursed fates ! 
Caught the cloth, and I fell, with pies, puddings, 
and plates: 
With plum pie my face was soon painted, 
My stays keep me in restraint, did, 
I couldn’t get up,—so I fainted ; 
Now ar’n’t I a beautiful man? 


GIF LOPaAeP 


SNATCHED AWAY IN BEAUTY’S 
BLOOM. 


( Byron.) 
OH, snatched away in beauty’s bloom, 
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb, 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves the earliest in the year, 
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom. 


OH, 


And oft, by yon blue gushing stream, 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head, 
And feed deep thought with many a dream, 
And lingering pause, and lightly tread, 
Fond wretch, as if her step disturbed the dead. 


Away; we know that tears are vain, 

That Death nor heeds nor hears distress ; 
Will this unteach us to complain, 

Or make one mourner weep the less? 
And thou—who tell’st me to forget— 

Thy looks are wan—thine eyes are wet. 
GRAMACHREE AND PADDY WHACK. 
(Merry.) 

THERE was an Irish lad 
Who loved a cloistered nun, 
And it made him very sad, 
For what was to be done ? 
He thought it was a big shame, 
A most confounded ‘sin, 
That she could not get owé at all, 
And he could not get in. 
Yet he went ev’ry day—he could do nothing more, 
Yet he went ev’ry day to the convent door, 
And he sung sweetly, smalilou, smalilou, smalilou, 


And he sung sweetly, smalilou, gramachree, and 


Paddy whack. 


To catch a glimpse of her, 
He played a thousand tricks ; 
The iron bolts he tried to stir, 
And he gave the wall some kicks ; 
He stamped, he raved, he sighed, he 
prayed, 
And many times he swore, 
Och! the Devil take the iron bolts— 
The Devil take the door. 
Yet he went ev'ry day—he made it a rule, 
Yet he went ev’ry day, and he looked like a fool, 
Though he sung sweetly, smalilou, &c, 


One morn she left her bed, 
Because she could not sleep, 
And to the window sped, 
To take a little peep. 
And what did she do then? 
I’m sure you'll think it right— 
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She bade the honest lad good day, 
She bade the nuns good rayht. 
Tenderly she listened to all he had to say, 
Then jumped into his arms, and so they ran away, 
And they sung sweetly, smalilou, &c. 


YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND. 
Air—** Ye Gentlemen of England.” 
(T. Campbell.) 


YE mariners of England, 
That guard our native seas, 
Whose flag has braved a thousand years, 
The battle and the breeze, 
Your glorious standard launch again, 
To match another foe, 
And sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow, 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy tempests blow. 


The spirit of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave, 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And ocean was their grave. 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell, 
Your manly hearts shall glow 

As ye sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow, 

While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy tempests blow. 


Britannia needs no buovark, 
No towers along the steep, 

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below— 

As they roar, on the shore, 
When the stormy tempests blow, 

When the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy tempests blow. 


The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific burn, 
Till danger’s troubled night depart 
And the star of peace return. 
Then, then, ye ocean-warriors, 
Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 
When the storm has ceased to blow, 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow. 


GLI PLICF 


THE NEWCASTLE WEDDING. 


NEIGHBOURS, I’m come for to tell ye, 
Our skipper and Moll’s to be wed, 
And if it be true what they’re saying, 
Egad, but we’ll be rarely fed. 
They’ve brought home a shoulder of mutton, 
Besides, there’s two thumping fat geese, 
And when at the fire they’re roasting, 
We’re all to have sops in the grease. 
E Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


And there will be pies and spice dumplings, 
And there will be bacon and peas. 
Besides a great lump of beef boiled, - 
And they may get crowdies who please. 
To eat of such good things as these are, 
I’m sure, you’ve but seldom the luck, 
Besides, for to make us some pottage, 
There’ll be a sheep’s head and a pluck. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle, 


Of sausages there will be plenty, 

Black puddings, sheep-fat and neats’ tripes, 
Besides for to warm all our noses, 

Great store of tobacco and pipes; 
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A room they say there is provided 
For us at the Old Jacob’s Well, 
The bridegroom he went there this morning, 
And spoke for a barrel of yell. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


There’s sure to be those things I mentioned, 
And many things else, and I learn 
There’s white bread and butter and sugar 
To please every bonny young bairn. 
Of each dish and glass you’ll be welcome 
To eat and to drink till you stare. 
I’ve told you what meat’s to be at it, 
Tl next tell you who’s to be there. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


Why, there’s to be Peter, the hangman, 
Who flogs the folks at the cart’s tail ; 
And Bob, with his new sark and ruffle, 
Made out of an old keel sail ; 
And Tib on the quay who sells oysters, 
Whose mother oft strove to persuade 
Her to keep from the lads, but she wouldn’t, 
Until she got by them betrayed. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


And, there will be Sandy, the cobbler, 
Whose belly’s as round as a keg ; 
And Doll, with her short petticoats, 
To display her white stockings and leg 
And Sall, who when snug in a corner, 
A sixpence, they say, wo’n’t refuse, 
She cursed when her father got drowned 
Because he had on his new shoes. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


And there will be Sam, the quack doctor, 

Of skill and profession he’ll crack ; 
And Jack who would fain be a soldier, 

But for a great hump on his back; 
And Tom in the streets for his living 

Who grinds razors, scissors, and knives ; 
And two or three merry old women 

That call ** mugs and doubler’s wives.” 

Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


But. neighbours, I’d almost forgot 
For to tell ye—exactly at one 
The dinner will be on the table, 
And music will play till it’s done; 
When you'll be all heartily welcome 
Of this merry feasting to share: 
But if you wo’n’t come at this bidding, 
Why then, you may stay where you are. 
Blind Willy’s to play on the fiddle. 


OPPPPP PS 


ALL FOR MY TRUE LOVE, MY TRUE 
LOVE, 0! 


(G. Colman.) 


Down by the river there grows a green willow ; 
Sing all for my true love, my true love, O! 
I'll weep out the night there, the bank for my 
pillow ; 
And all for my true love, my true love, O! 
When bleak blows the wind, and tempests are 
beating, 
I’ll count all the clouds, as I mark them retreat- 
ing, 
For true lovers’ joys, well-a-day! are as fleeting. 
Sing O for my true love, &c. 


Maids, come in pity when I am departed, 
Sing all for my true love, &c. 
When dead, on the bank, I am found, broken- 
’ hearted, 
And all for my true love, &c. 
Make me a grave, all while the wind’s blowing, 
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Close to the stream where my tears once were 
flowing, 
And over my corpse keep the green willow grow- 
ing, 
’Tis all for my true love, &c. 


GPIELIP ID 


WHAT PLEASURE LIKE HUNTING CAN 
CHERISH THE SOUL? 


TANTIVY, tivy, tivy, tivy, high low! 
Hark, how the merry merry horn does blow, 
As through the lanes and meadows we go, 
As puss has run over the down; 
When Ringwood, and Rockwood, and Jowler, 
and Spring, 
And Thunder and Wonder, made all the woods 
ring, 
And horsemen and footmen, hey ding a ding 
ding 
Who envies the pleasure and state of a crown? 


Then follow, follow, follow, follow, jolly boys, 
Keep in with the beagles now whilst the scent 
lies, 

The fiery-faced god is ready to rise, 

Whose beams all our pleasure controls, 
Whilst over the mountains and vallies we roll, 
And Wat’s fatal knell in each hollow we toll, 
And in the next cottage tope off a full bow), 


| What pleasure like hunting can cherish the soul ? 


PIPPI PPOEP? 


M‘LAREN 
M‘GHIE; 
OR, THE PIPER’S PEREGRINATIONS. 


Air—“ Ballinamori Orah.”—(T. Jones.) 


CoME, lend your attention, and listen awhile, 
If you all fall a laughing, you’ve no need to smile, 
Then sit quiet, my hearts, and a story I’ll tell 
Of a true Irish Scotchman who lived at the Bell, 
And his name it was Murdock M‘Laren, 
From the bogs of braw Scotland sae barren, 
All his love how he fain would be sharing 
With lovely Miss Molly M‘Ghie. 


With the bagpipe so nately concealed in his plaid; 
With two bottles of whiskey to govern his head, 
With no shoes on his feet, but his bonnet so red, 
Faith, he rose up one morn without going to bed. 

And his heart in his bosom so loving, 

His courage like Highlanders’ proving, 

He presently sat off a roving, 

In search of Miss Molly M‘Ghie. 


Now Miss Molly M‘Ghie you might quickly descry, 
She’d no teeth in her head, but two specks in her 


MURDOCK AND MOLLY 


eye, 
She’d a hump on her back, and her nose stood 
awr 
If she saidaheld walk straight, her legs gave her 
the lie. 
But when she saw Murdock M‘Uaren, 
Her senses they all fell a jarring, _ 
She thought him a jewel worth wearing, 
And welcome to Molly M‘Ghie. 


When he showed her the bagpipe just under his 
vest 
She asked for a tune, and he felt himself blest, 
He played her a tune, and she thought it no jest, 
But when she’d heard one she would have all the 
rest. 
For the bagpipe so wonderful charming, 
As yet I could never find harm in, 
My heart in my bosom ’tis warming, 


Cried lovely Miss Molly M‘Ghie. 
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When his tuning was ended he fain would give 
rer, 
But she would not consent till he played it once 
more : 
He played all his tunes, fullin number a score, 
Till he thought sweet Miss Molly a wonderful 
bore. 
But as the next morning was breaking, 
To a church he his sweetheart was taking, 
So success to the night’s blanket shaking, 
With Murdock and Molly M‘Ghie. 


PLLOL IAL 


MY TRUE LOVE SOON WAS TORN FROM 
ME. 


(C. E. Walker.) 


THE mid-day sun was bright on high, 
The white sail caught its burning ray, 
The waves were calm and clear the sky, 
As cut our bark its liquid way. 
Tlittle thought that smiling noon 
Might still a night of tempest be ; 
I little thought— alas! how soon !— 
My true love would be torn from me. 


Night fell around—the corsair came, 
And fierce the rage of battle roared ; 
With tongues of thunder, lips of flame, 
Their strength the deadly cannons poured. 
Still, still above the trampled slain, 
Girt by the few who yet were free, 
I fought—resisted—strove—in vain— 
My true love soon was torn from me! 


THE COCKNEY’S HOLIDAY ; 
OR, A JOURNEY “To HORNSEY-WOOD. 
Air—** There’s nae Luck about the Mouse.” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


ON Sunday up to Hornsey-wooa 
The London peopie flock, 

With baskets stored with dainty food, 
And comforts quite a stock. 

The ladies all so finely drest, 
They look so spruce and gay, 

The gemmen, too, all in their best, 
Go out to spend the day. 


SPOKEN.] Come, Mary, bring the basket; 
mind, Billy takes care of the bottle.—Ah, Tom, 
vhy, vhere are you going ?—Vhy, ve’re going to 
?Ornsey-vood, to fetch a valk, vill you come?— 
Vhy, I don’t care if I does.—Then, ( sings, ) Ve’ll 
all go out in the morning, &c.—La! what a beau- 
tiful prospect! I never came so far out of town in 
all my born days; what place do you call that ?— 
Oh, that there’s Vite Cundic House, vith a distant 
view of the Regent’s Park.—Well, I never was 
so delighted in my life.—O yes, you was.—Why, 
when de you mean?—Don’t you remember when 
your wife died ?—Oh, let us drop that, it’s too grave 
a subject. Hollo‘ where’s Dicky ?—There, sticking 
in the mud like a young mushroom.—Come, I 
say, none of your nonsense, it makes me werry 
much wexed to be laughed at.—Then, how welrry 
often your temper must be disturbed.— Well, Betty, 
what are you gazing at?—Vhy, I’m thinking 
how romantic Primrose-hill looks, with all them 
forms standing a top of it, just like statees.—Forms! 
what does she keep a sunday-school ?—Who ?— 
Why, Primrose-hill.—La ! you stupid, why, Prim- 
rose-hill’s that great mountain you see in the 
distance.—Is it? O, 


Then let us on, and merry be, 
With pleasures light and gay, 
And we will goto Hornsey-wood, 

And there we’ll spend the day. 


They trot along the Highgate-road, 
Quite anxious to be there, 

While Mrs. Muz in sarsnet dress, 
Fears every cloud unfair. 

Then fun and glee pass gaily too, 
And onward as they hop, 

They leave all sorrow in the town, 
And quite forget the shop. 


SPOKEN.] Vell, here we are safe arrived.-— 
Waiter.—Sir?—Bring us a bottle of cider for the 
gentlemen, and something genteelish for the ladies. 
Come, Mrs. Muz, Mary, Martha, Sarah, what 
will you take ?—Vhy, I thinks ve’ll have some gin 
and vater, and two or three slices of bread and 
cheese.—Hollo! Tom, don’t drink all the brandy. 
—No, that would be rather rum.—-Vell, Vill, is your 
ale right?—Yes, and I doesn’t intend to have any 
left either—La! Tom, I vishes as how you’d 
keep your distance, and not be teasing me.—My 
dear Mary, it’s no use snubbing one, for wherever 
you go, I anchor.—Vell, I know you’ve been han- 
kering arter me this two months, but you vo’n’t 
have me arter all.—I say, vaiter, bring me some 
backer and a pipe, vill you?—We don’t allow 
smoking in the parlour, sir.—Vell, then I’ll go 
up to the dining-room, if you like.—La! Johnny, 
how sharp you are.—So I ought to be, father’s a 
tailor.—Come, come, no reflections on the cloth. 
—Vhy, there’s nothing so frightful in it, it’s not 
a ghost.—No, but for all that I don’t eare how 
soon it’s laid.—’Pon my soul, I don’t understand 


{ you, I’m quite in the dark.—Then, the best way 


will be to make light of the subject. For 
Now we all will merry be, &c. 


Now through the wood in mirthful play, 
They join at hide and seek, / 
Their motto to drive care away, 
They have it all the week. 
Thus London cits amuse themselves 
In taking country air ; 
Just once a year they fly from smoke, 
And out of town repair. 


SPOKEN.] So, this is Hornsey-wood.—Dear me, 
what a beautiful wood this forest is.—There’s larn- 
ing, to calla wood a forest; I’m sure it isn’t, is it, 
Mr. Knowall?—No, gentlemen, for a forest is 
a wood, but a wood is not a forest.—Something 
like your head, I suppose; for though a man’s 
not a forest, his head may be wood.—Dear me, 
do you call that wit?—Seemingly, you think so, 
or you wouldn’t ask me.—But I say, talking of 
woods, were you ever at Epping-Forest?—No, 
where’s that?—Lord, vhat a stupid; vhy, don’t 
you know ?—No, I don’t; where is it?—Vhy, it’s 
vhere all the sausages grow, to be sure.—There’s 
wisdom!—I say, Jack, isn’t Betty a nice young 
woman ?—Yes, very well.—Oh, bless her, I’m 
going to lead her to the halter in a few days.— 
Very kind of you, too, upon my word; where 
do you mean to take her? to Smithfield ?—Lord 
now, vhy, ve’re not married yet.—Oh, that alters 
the case.—Hollo! why, there’s Mrs. Muz fell 
into the water.—Never mind, there’s no danger, 
it’s only a basin.—Oh dear, Oh dear, I’ve spoiled 
my best sarsnet dress that my good man bought 
me out of the receipts of the kitchen-stuff.—Dear 
me, then your silk dress is only a stuff gown after 
all.—No, sir, it ts not, but I can assure you it’s 
a very wet one.—Then the best thing we can do ig 
to go home. 


For we have all so merry been, 
With frolic light and gay, 

And we will come to Hornsey-wood 
Again another day. 


GRILL IIS 
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YOUNG LOVE LIVED ONCE IN A 
HUMBLE SHED. 


(T. Moore.) 


Youne Love lived once in a humble shed, 
Where roses breathing, 
And woodbines wreathing, 
Around the lattice their tendrils spread, 
As wild and sweet as the life he led: 
His garden flourished, 
For young Hope nourished 
The infant buds with beams and showers , 
But lips, though blooming, must still be fed, 
For not e’en Love can live on flowers. 


Alas! that Poverty’s evil eye 

Should e’er come hither, 

Such sweets to wither! 
The flowers laid down their heads to die, 
And Hope fell sick as the witch drew nigh. 

She came one morning, 

Ere Love had warning, 
And raised the latch where the young god lay! 
<< Oh, oh” said Love, “ is it you? good bye!” 
So he oped the window, and flew away. 


PLOPLI IPF 


STICK TO THE CRUSHKIN, AND TIPPLE 
ENOUGH. 


(J. Lunn, Esq.) 


OF the tind’rest of flesh I received my formation, 
Which never once gave me the least botheration, 
Till to England I came, from the town of Kin- 
sale,— 
Broke in trade,—and took charge of the keys of a 
jail! 
But in pity myself must no longer be dealing ; 
So, to make my heart fit for the office it sarves, 
To the devil I pitched all my buttermilk feeling, 
And flew to the cratur, to stringthen my narves. 


I got muddled with ale,—but soon found my mis- 
take ; 
The liquor, I found, like myself, was too wake ; 
But brandy my heart for its calling soon qualified, 
And made me so hard I’m not aisily mollified : 
So take my advice, and don’t sip at the stuff, 
If you find you’re too soft, and you’d wish to be 
callous ; 
But stick to the crushkin, and tipple enough, 
And yourself may take charge of a jail or a gal- 
lows. 


PPPPOOPIF- 


POOR CHARLES! 
(Dibdin.) 


| Written on the Death of Mr. Charles Bannister, 
Vocalist and Comedian, Sept. 1804. ] 


My lyre, once again the sad note, 
The tribute of Gratitude lend! 
« Poor Tom!” on my brother I wrote ; 
“© Poor Charles!” I now write on my friend. 
I first introduced him to fame,— 
Pride prompted the friendly design,— 
For, if I established his name, 
The act threw a lustre on mine. 


Vain my praise, how the sounds can I match, 
So mellow, that fell from his tongue ? 

These words his fine cadence should catch, 
These accents he ought to have sung! 

And did this inadequate song 
The praise of some other impart, 

The effect his sweet voice would prolong, 
From the kindness that glowed in his heart! 
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Perhaps, sober Prudence dismissed, 
High applause on his judgement might seize ; 
Alas! where’s the heart can resist 
The dangerous power to please? 
But should any one, jaundiced and blind, 
Dare to blame,—tell the cankerous elf 
His merits delighted mankind, 
His errors recoiled on himself. 




















Poor Charles! many worthier muse, 
Less worthy than thou wert, has wept; 
Ah! let not thy shade, then, refuse 
This tribute of truth to accept. 
A brother, a friend, among men, 
Did I once fitting honours decree ; 
Be this effort, sincere, of my pen 
A memorial of friendship to thee. 


WELCOME, DUTY! FAREWELL, BEAUTY! 
(Rev. G. Croly.) 


WELCOME, duty; 
Farewell, beauty ; 
Welcome, matins, vesper-bells, and tapers! 
Welcome, fasting, 
Everlasting ; 
Welcome, quarrels, scandal, sulks, 
Welcome, weeping, 
Never sleeping ; 
Farewell, dances! 
With a lira la, lira la, &e. 


and vapours! 


No! let creatures, 

Without features, 
Turn their skins blue, green, and yellow; 

Farewell, chanting ; 

Farewell, canting 5 
Farewell, nuns so meek, and monks so mellow! 
Welcome, wooing, 
Billet-douxing, 
Cards, quadrilling, 
Flirting, killing, 

With a lira la, lira la, &c. 


OPILIP PP 


WHO IS THE DUPE? 
Air— Georgey Barnvell.”—(J. Lambe. ) 


ComE, ye candidates for Momus, 
Sons of Mirth and Jollity, 
Join our merry ‘“ Masque of Comus,” 
With convivial harmony. 
Ri tol, &c. 


My chant’s about a loving couple ; 
‘And, although without a mag, 
The pretty, coaxing Sukey Supple 
Loved her ’prentice, Neddy Bragg. 
Ri tol. &c. 


Oft he’d valk her out on Sunday, 
Then valk home vith her to tea; 
Ven he said, “« my lovee, none day 


Is so werry dear to me.” 
Ri tol, &c. 


Then vith vicked vords he’d veedle, 
Ven she cum’d most every day, 
Bringing thimble, thread, and needle, 
To vork, ven they’d nought to say. 
Ri tol, &c. 


But Ned vas a vicked lover, 
For she larned the changeling cur 
Vould sometimes valk vith anothe., 
Ven he ought to valk vith her. 
Ri tol, &c. 
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He then, to pervent a riot, 
Ven they vent to seea play, 
Vould lend her things to keep her quiet, 
Vich ven done he’d take avay. 
Ri tol, &c. 


Vicked hearts have vicked notions, 
And jealousy cum’d in his head; 
And, to vatch poor Sukey’s motions, 
A youth vas sent by idiot Ned. 
Ri tol, &c. 


He sent a lad, so spruce and dapper, 
To be upon his Sukey sweet; 
And he stood, in hopes to nap her, 
At the corner of her street. 
Ri tol, &c. 


Then he knocked, so smart and showy, 
Suke came running with a light, 
And oped the door, then, vith a bow, he 
Commenced setting matters right. 
Ri tol, &. 


Says he, “ Sukey, you are slighted, 
I am sent to take you in 
By vicked plans,—but they’re blighted, 
Because to cheat you ’tis a sin. 
Ri tol, &c. 


«< Your eyes are than stars much brighter, 
My love is hotter than the sun ;” 
Then vowed he’d never slight her, 
Ven she said—‘** Ve vill be one.” 
Ri tol, &c. 


Up came Neddy, in a passion, 
Ven she said,—* ’Tis tit for tat; 
And next time such plans you dash on, 
Mind, poor Neddy, vat you’re at.” 
Ri tol, &c. 


Revenge now his noddle filling, 
From Retaliation’s rod, 
He showed fight, bué gota milling, 
And for the night was popped in quod. 
Ri tol, &c, 


MORAL. 


From this, noodles, take a varning, 
To such meanness never stoop, 
Ne’er send another slyly fawning, 
Else you'll find out <‘ Who’s the Dupe.” 
Ri tol, &c. 


POPE L EL? 


SWEET GODDESS OF THE SILVER 
STREAM. 


(Cross. ) 


NEAR where Old Thames, in ample tide, 
?Tween Twickenham’s banks is flowing, 

Where trim-built wherries gaily glide, 
And Health’s soft breeze is blowing ; 

A lass resides, of beauty rare, 
Fond Fancy’s favourite theme, 

Bright Beauty’s queen, in shape and air, 
Sweet goddess of the silver stream. . 


A boatman I, one morn, by chance, 
T plyed and rowed her over, 

Unthinking gazed, and, in one glance, 
I gazed myself her lover ; 

My feathered oar forgot its play, 
And, borne adownthe stream, 

My boat its burden wished to stay— 
Sweet goddess of the silver stream. 


But beauty’s not her only charm, 
Good humour smiles so cheery, 
Expelled all terror and alarm, 
When next she graced my wherry : 


Hope whispers, Love may make her mine, 
And mortal though I seem, 

The thought gives birth to bliss divine, 
Sweet goddess of the silver stream. 


GLI LICL SL 


IT WAS UPON A LAMMAS NIGHT. 
( Burns. ) 


Air—‘* Corn Rigs are bonnie.” 


IT was upon a Lammas night, 
When corn rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon’s unclouded light, 
I held awa to Annie: 
The time flew by wi’ tentless heed, 
’Till ?tween the late and early ; 
Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed 
To see me through the barley. 


The sky was blue, the wind was still, 
The moon was shining clearly ; 

I set her down, wi’ right good will, 
Amang the rigs 0’ barley ; 

I ken’t her heart was a’ my ain; 
I lov’d her most sincerely ; 

I kiss’d her owre and owre again, 
Amang the rigs 0’ barley. 


I lock’d her in my fond embrace, 
Her heart was beating rarely ; 
My blessings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs 0’ barley! 

But by the moon and stars so bright, 
That shone that hour sae clearly ! 
She aye shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs 0’ barley. 


I hae been blithe wi’ comrades dear ; 
I hae been merry drinkin ; 

I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin’ gear; 
I hae been happy thinkin’ : 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw, 
Though three times doubled fairly, 

That happy night was worth them a’, 
Amang the rigs 0’ barley. 


CHORUS. 
Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs, 
An’ corn rigs are bonnie : 
I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie. 


PPL IL ILE 


THE UNIVERSITY OF GOTTINGEN. 
(Right Hon. George Canning. ) 


WHENE’ER with haggard eyes I view 
This dungeon, that I’m rotting in, 
I think of those companions true, 
Who studied with me at the U— 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
—niversity of Gottingen. 


Sweet ’kerchief, check’d with heavenly blue, 
Which once my love sat knotting in * 
Alas! Matilda then was true! 
At least I thought so at the U— 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
Barbs, barbs, alas! how swift ye flew, 
Her neat post waggon trotting in! 
Ye bore Matilda from my view, 
Forlorn I languished at the U— 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
—niversity of Gottinger. 


This faded form! this pallid hue! 
This blood my veins are clotting in ; 

My years are many, they were few 

When first I entered at the U— 


|  —nhiversity of Gottingen. 


—niversity of Gottingen. 
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There first for thee my passion grew, 
Sweet, sweet Matilah Pottingen ! 
Thou was the daughter of my tu— 
—tor, law professor of the U— 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
Sun, moon, and thou, vain world, adieu! 
That kings and priests are plotting in; 
Here doomed to starve on water-gru— 
—el, never shall I see the U— 
—niversity of Gottingen. 
—niversity of Gottingen. 


GLPIEEL PLP 


LIKE MASONS OUR WORK WE’LL 
PURSUE. 


KING SOLOMON, that wise projector, 
In masonry took great delight ; 

And Hiram, that great architector, 
Whose actions will ever shine bright ; 

From the heart of a true honest mason, 
There’s none can the secret remove. 

Our maxims are justice, morality, 
Friendship, and brotherly love. 


We meet, like trne friends, on the level, 
And lovingly part on the square ; 
Alike we respect king and beggar, 
Provided they’re just and sincere. 
We scorn an ungenerous action : 
None can with Freemasons compare ; 
We love and we live within compass, 
By rules that are honest and fair. 


We exclude all talkative fellows, 
That will babble and prate past their wit ; 
They ne’er shall come into our secret, 
For they’re neither worthy nor fit. 
But the person that’s well recommended, 
And we find him honest and true, 
When our Lodge is well tyled we’ll prepare him, 
And like masons our work we’ll pursue. 


There’s some foolish people reject us, 
For which they are highly to blame ; 
They cannot show any objection 
Or reason for doing the same. 
The art’s a divine inspiration, 
As all honest men must declare, 
So here’s to all true hearted brothers, 
That live within compass and square. 


POPPI LID 


THE BOLD AMETHYST; 
OR, ALL FOR OLD ENGLAND’S GLORY. 
Air— The tight little Island.”’—( Upton.) 


Now I'll chant you a strain of the lads of the 
main, 
And the Amethyst, valiant in story, 
Which a frigate so stout, and from L’Orient just 
out, 
Had a brush to heighten our glory ; 
O! it’s a very true story, 
And surely redounds to our glory, 
To say that our tars, spite of bullets and scars, 
Were never yet beaten in story. 


To Martinique bound, La Thetis was found, 
And, crowding all sail, we can swear it, sir ; 
When the Amethyst bold, brought her to, to be 
told, 
Tack about, for you do not go there, sir; 
O! it’s a very true story, 
And adds to our national glory ; 
For muzzle to muzzle, we went to the tust.e, 
And all for old England’s glory. 
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Three times then for love, to board us tey strov2, 
Which made our captain to cry, sir; 
Though I have but one hand, if we strike, I’ll be 
d as 
No !—Britons will take you or die, sir; 
O! it’s a very true story, 
And adds a new leaf to our glory ; 
For we fought, sailor-like, till we forced them to 
strike, 
And all for old England’s glory. 


Then my song must relate, what is grievous to 
state, 
Near a hundred and sixty fine fellows, 
All in the salt waves, that night found their graves, 
All buried beneath the rough billows. 
O! it’s a very true story, 
And adds to our national glory, 
British tars ever brave, only conquer to save, 
And all for old England’s glory. 


Then the toast it shall be, and we’ll 
three, 
?Tis the Amethyst and her bold crew, sir; 
And we’ll add to the stave, Captain Seymour so 
brave, 
And a braver the world never knew, sir ; 
O! it?s a gem to our glory, 
And*Neptune delights in the story, 
And his crown shall be found set with Amethysts 
round, 


And all for old England’s glory. 





give it with 


GPIPGI LIP? 


THE PLEASURE OF KISSING. 
(H. B. Dudley.) 


THERE’S something in kissing, I cannot tell why, 
Makes my heart in a tumult jump more than breast 
high ; 
For nine times in ten, 

So teazing 

And pleasing 
We find those rude creatures, the dear kissing men, 
That we wish it repeated again and again. 


Though a kiss stop my breath, oh! how little care I, 
Since a woman at some time or other must die! 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing 
And pleasing 
We find those rude creatures, the dear kissing men, 
That we wish it repeated again and again. 


PILI POL? PR 


TRISTRAM FRIZ; 
OR, THE STAGE-STRUCK BARBER. 
(H. S. Fuller.) 


RECITATIVE. 
O! NEIGHBOURS, neighbours, sad mishaps, I fear, 
May ope your ears, and list, while I declare 
What to poor Tristram Friz has now befel, 
Our village barber bred, ye know him well. 


SONG. 

Our barber, poor man, all his senses are lost, 

For they by the player folks sadly are crost ; 

In the shop ’mong his blocks, how wildly he stalks, 

And of nought but of brutes and of casers he talks. 

I went me this morning to get me a shave, 

And on entering his door, he asked me what I’d 
have, 

Whether king, prince, or Hamlet; lawk! neigh- 
bour, says I, 

My name’s Colin Clodpole, who lives here hard 
byes 

Ah! Colin, how do? 

I mistook you, that’s true, 
You’re not one of us, a great Shakesperal son ; 
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‘Then lathering my chin, 
He wildly did grin, 
And cried,—Of one, or both of us, the time 1s come. 


SPOKEN.] He quite confounded I,—when bid- 
_ ding him be tame, he bellowed out, “¢ Tame, hea- 
ven and earth ;”” at last, coming to himself a bit, 
he put down the brush, and taking the razor, he 
gave a frightful start, and asked, ‘Is thisa dagger 
which I see before me?’ Nouns! I started up, 
and cried out murder, I should be kilt, cut, and 
maimed. He gave a turn round, seized hold of my 
coat, and d. d me for crying, “ hold! enough.” 
We had a dreadful scuffle, and at last down he 
came ; ecod, I took to my heels, and never stopped 
till I came to my own door, when for joy I fairly 
sung, 
Hey derry derry down, down down derry. 





Yet, piteous this case his, O sad tale to tell, 
He’s bitten his sweetheart, who’s mad as himsel : 
So shutting up shop, I him and Dorcas seen 
At the actor-man’s house, on the top of the green: 
Folks say that a playing with them he intends, 
For he calls them his “ countrymen, Romans, and 
friends ;” 
And if so near a-kin, which I ne’er heard before, 
They will claim fresh relations at cach cottage- 
door. 
For such folks be drabbit, 
A whip and strait jacket, 
To tame their poor senses, ere worse harm do 
come ; 
For if we, O dicken, 
Were all to be bitten, 
O! neighbours, O! neighbours, pray what would 
be done? 


SPOKEN.] O the daisys! here’s doing with a 
vengeance. Our parson is in consultation to cure 
un; and some town-woks are to be the doctors. I 
should like to know how it will be done. Wouns, 
they make a strange 

Hey derry derry down, &c. 


Haif the gentry around, to gaze at ’em they’ve 
come, 
And I shouldn’t but wonder, they’ll make ’em gang 
home ; 
The show-barn is full, such a mort of a mob, 
Egad, if they should cure ’em, what a nation good 
job. 
Poor Friz was a good-natured kind of a chap, 
Till wee with this strange and odd sort of mis- 
sp 5 
For a shaver, none like him, was e’er in our place, 
So cleanly he mowed off the beard from our face. 
Lawk! neighbours, it is, 
By gum, but its Friz, 
And Dorcas his sweetheart, they’ve cured un, I 
trow ; 
Why, Tristram, you look 
As black as a rook, 
How dost do, lad? I hope thee art better, I vow. 


SPOKEN.] I have been a very beggar, and a 
wretch indeed; have swam these many summers 
in a sea of glory, far beyond my reach.—* Crom- 
well, I charge thee fling away ambition.” But Pll 
tell you all my sufferings, heavens! how I played, 
—how was I repayed! e’en when the haughty 
Tybalt I opposed,—a rotten egz smeared all my 
yellow clothes ;—and then I said, ‘« I do remem- 
ber an apothecary,””—the d. d apothecary’s ap- 
prentice sent a paper of asafctida right in my 
face,—I could no more—I fied the scene—I fled 
dishonoured. Dorcas, you joined me in my folly, 
we'll unite, re-open shop, get married, and sing 
with our friends, 





Hey derry derry down, &c. 


GUIPOP EG 


393 


OH! SEE THE SUN TO EARTH 
RETURNING. 


A TRIO. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Abon 
Hassan. Music by Weber. ] 


So soon! is morning on us breaking ? 
Stay, Time, our sports are scarcely done. 
It is the bird of love is waking, 
The sands of night are not half run. 
Oh, hear! the lark that now is waking, 
And yon pale twilight’s from the sun. 
Another round, the world is dreaming, 
And still, my love, our lamps burn bright ; 
Another round, ere morning beaming, 
Shall dim the brilliance of the night. 
But see, the stars more palely burning, 
And, hark! he wakes, the bird of day. 
Oh, see! the sun to earth returning, 
A bark of gold in heaven’s blue way. 
Breaks now the morning, 
So coldly dawning, 
O’er earth and stream. 
Ah, love! we’ll borrow 
An hour from morrow, 
To laugh at sorrow, 
Though fade our lamps in the sun’s broad beam. 
Mirth, like a fairy, 
Flies from the light of envious day ; 
Mirth, like the glow-worm, 
Is brightest glowing 
When night is showing 
Her starry way. 


GLPOLPLEPLaFS 


JOHNNY MAC CLEAN. 


(Cherry. ) 
Youne Johnny Mac Clean loved Jenny Mae 
Griggor, 
She was blithe as the morn, and fresh as the 
rose 3 


And he was a fine and a comely figure, 
With bonny blue eyes and a fine Roman nose. 
“* If Jenny to church with me would but go: 
Jenny—you know what I mean.” 
Says Jenny Mac Griggor—Heigho ! 
Heigho !—says Johnny Mac Clean. 


“Oh, Johnny Mac Clean!”—said Jenny Mac 
Grigeor, 
“I love thee, ’tis true, and to church would I go; 
But a soldier art thou, and might die by the trig- 
er, 
And ie poor Jenny leave in sorrow and woe.” 
“‘ Oh: Jenny he cried—Ah, do not say so.” 
‘¢ Johnny—you know what I mean ;” 
Says Jenny Mac Griggor—Heigho! 
Heigho!—says Johnny Mac Clean. 


GPE ILEIER? 


THE SENTIMENTAL TAR. 
(Collins. ) 


Now we’re launched on the world, 
With our sails all unfurl’d, 

"Fore the wind, down the tide, proudly posting ; 
May the voyage of life, 

Free from tempest and strife, 

Prove as calm as a smooth water coasting 5 
But should some sudden squall, 
Incidental to all, 

Rouse up reason, to reef every sail, 

May it be yours and my lot, 
To have such a pilot, 
When passion increases the gale. 


For to what point soe’er 
Of the compass we ste 
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While the helm still obeys her direction ; 
Tis as clear as the light, 
That the sports of the night 
Will not shrink from the morning’s reflection ; 
And when rest or refreshment 
Succeeds work or play, 
Of enjoyment from both to be certain ; 
May true friendship’s hand 
Draw the cork every day, 
And true love, every night, draw the curtain. 


But blow high or blow low, 
Let it rain, freeze, or snow, 
And clay cold and wet should our birth be; 
The lamb newly shorn, 
Shows the blast may be borne, 
Let our station on sea or on earth be 5 
And as poor robin redbreast, 
Will chirp on the spray, 
_ AJmost stripped by the frost of each feather ; 
May a conscience as clear 
As the sun at noon-day, 
Keep us warm in the coldest of weather. 


PIPPPPIPOD 


AWAY, YE BRAVE FOX-HUNTING RACE. 


AWAY, ye brave fox-hunting race ! 
Away, away to a bourn chase ; 
Let other sport alone to-day, 
For here there will be royal play. 
See, yonder’s the covert, to horse let’s be going ; 
Throw, throw off the finders for renard’s undoing. 
Away, ye brave, &c. 


Unkennel quick yon blaky ground, 
They’ll have a touch for fifty pound ; 
Hark, hark! to Soundwell,—that’s a noble dog: 
Cross him, my jolly lads,—hoicks! hoicks! the 
drag. 
The fox has broke covert, let none lag behind ; 
We’ve had an entappesse, she runs up the wind. 
Off with the chase hounds, hoa! 
Now, now the sportsmen show. 
Let Lillywhere and Cesar run, 
Tosspot and Ruler, 
Capper and Cooler, 
Pompey and Gallant low ’em on. 


Spur, switch, and then away o’er hedges and 
ditches, 

Without fear of necks or galling your breeches. 

Blow a retreat, blow, blow tantivy, tivy, tivy, tivy, 

If she run down the wind she may chance to de- 
ceive ye. 

A recheat, a recheat, tivy, tivy, tivy, tivy, 

Hard fate, we are baulked, for, by my soul! 

The vixen’s just now earthed, see, here’s the hole; 

Put in the terriers, faith it is so, 

She’s crept at least five yards below. 

They’re working,—hark !—and lay at her so well; 

They'll make her bolt, though ’twere as deep as 
hell : 

"Tis done, ’tis done! she’s snapped—she’s killed. 

Hollo! brave boys, then from the field, 

And, jolly huntsmen, blow poor renard’s knell. 


OPI LL IPF 


DOVID EVERYWHERE; 
OR, THE HARMONIC ISRAELITE. 
Air—“ Paddy Abdallah’s Legacy.” 


I AM a Jew singer, and Dovid’s my name, 
Sing turilala turilala. 

And I tries all I can to establish my fame : 
Sing turilala, ra lullido. 

I’ve got a good voice and a very long nose, 
So, of course, I can sing, as you all may suppose. 
With my turilala, turilala, 
Fal de ral la ra lal la. 
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I can sing any glee you will give me at sight, 
Sing turilala turilala. 
And I’ve got a falsetto will raise your delight, 
Sing turilala, ra lullido. 
And in singing bass songs, why my merit’s not 
small, 
For if you but hear me Ill frighten you all. 
Sing turilala, &c. 
Though a Jew, all the Christians will hear to my 
song, — 






















Sing turilala turilala. 
And they smile on my nose that is nine inches 
ong, 
Sing turilala, ra lullido. 
They cry, pless my heart! he is fine, I declare, 
And they say I am Dovid Everywhere. 
With my turilala, &c. 


In Irish songs—why, I do ne’er prove a botch, 
Sing turilala, turilala. 
For my Irish song always will do for a Scotch ; 
Sing turilala, ra lullido. 

And in ditties from Yorkshire I’m good, you will 

swear 5 

But you soon will find out that I never was there. 

2: With my turilala, &c. 


Now some people on me do oft run their rigs, 
Sing turilala, turilala. 
And they say when I’m singing I frighten the pigs, 
Sing turilala, ra lnllido. 
And aa euNerie a room once, a thing happened 
roll, 
For a barber mistook my poor nose for his pole. 
With my turilala, &c. 


So now Dovid Everywhere means to resign, 
Sing turilala, turilala. 
And leave singing to those who may do it more 
fine 5 
Sing turilala, ra lullido. 
But this I may say, I shall leave with good grace, 
And the girls they will all break their hearts in 
Duke’s Place. 
And sing turilala, &e. 


PP LPL IPEFL 


DRINK, BOYS, DRINK. 
( Upton.) 
A GLEE. 


ComE, push about the grog, and drink, boys, 
drink ; 
Here’s to Poll, Sue, Kate, and Nancy ! 
While the bowl’s afloat, shall we think, boys, 
think ? 
No, drink to the girls we fancy. 


'Then here’s to the girls, boys, drink, drink, drink, 
Like lads that are fond of the lasses ; 

Drink away, we have no time, boys, to think; 
Drink away, and fill the glasses. 


PPI L PODS 


POP, POP, AND DOWN YOU TUMBLE. 
(Dibdin.) 
AH, men! what silly things you are, 
To woman thus to humble ; 
Who, fowler-like, but spreads her snare, 
Or at her timid game 
Takes aim, 
Pop, pop, and down you tumble. 


She marks you down, fly where you will, 
O’er clover-grass or stubble ; 
Can wig you, feather you, or kill, 
Just as she takes the trouble. 
Ah, men! &c. 
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Then fly not from us, ’tis in vain, 
We know the art of setting 
As well as shooting, and can train 
The slyest man our net in. 
Ah, men! &c. 


Dae 


TOM AND POLLY. 
( Upton.) 
A DUET. 


Lom.—TAKE, Poll, this blue ribbon, the gift of a 
tar 
And wear it in spite of each railer; 
"Twill bring to thy mind, when thy Tom 1s atar, 
A thought, a kind thought for thy sailor. 


Polly.—Take, Tom, this silk handkerchief, then, 
for thy neck, 
And wear it for her left behind you; 
And when you are keeping the mid-watch on deck, 
Of Polly, poor Poll, ’twill remind you. 


Tom.—O, yes! and thy gift shall to Tom be a 
prize, 
Though landsmen may deem it a folly ; 
More dear to my heart than the sight of my eyes, 
Because it was given by Polly. 


Polly.—And never, no, never, my Tom, shall a 
sigh 
Arise in behalf of another: 
Tom.— And ever, in fancy, my Poll will be by, 
Polly.—Because we but live for each other. 


Both.—Because we but live for each other. 


PIEOL LPO 


HOW BRIGHT ARE THE JOYS OF THE 
TABLE. 


(O’Keefe. ) 


How bright are the joys of the table ; 
I mean when the cloth is removed : 
Our hearts are fast held by a cable, 
While round the decanter is shoved. 
The ladies all rise to retire, 
We stand up and look very grave, 
A bumper, then draw round the fire, 
Determined like souls to behave. 


My servant he knows I’m a toper, 
Clean glasses, of wine a recruit, 
He brings in a six-gallon-cooper 
And places it close at my foot ; 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
The saw-dust I puff from his coat, 
The cork out it sings in the throttle, 
But sweeter than Mara his note. 


What gentleman coffee now chooses, 
The compliment comes from the fair, 
No gentleman coffee refuses, 
But not a man stirs from his chair. 
Though Frenchmen may do so, I bear it, 
Tis brutish politeness I think : 
While Monsieur we pay for his claret, 
He never shall teach us to drink. 


Gay Hebe now shows in Apollo, 
A struggler *twixt claret and wit, 
For Bacchus insists he shall swallow 
Six bumpers before he can sit ; 
Ye fair, why so ill should we treat you, 
To part ere the bottle is won, 
At supper Apollo will meet you, 
And show you what Bacchus has done. 


OPPO PPE 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 395 


HE’S NO BARD THAT CANNOT SING THE 
PRAISES OF THE FLOW’RY SPRING. 


(Jasper Fisher, 1633.) 


AT the Spring birds do sing 

Now with high, then low cry: 

Flat acute, and salute 

The sun born every morn. 
He’s no bard that cannot sing 
The praises of the flow’ry Spring. 










Flora, queen, all in green, 
Doth delight to paint white, 
And to spread cruel red 
With a blue, colour true. 
He’s no bard, &c. 


Woods renew, hunters hue, 
Shepherds grey, crowned with bay, 
With his pipe, Care doth wipe, 
Till he dream by the stream. 

He’s no bard, &c. 


Faithful loves, turtle doves, 
Sit and bill on a hill; 
Country swains, on the plains, 
Run and leap, turn and skip. 
He’s no bard, &c. 


Pan doth play Care away 3; 
Fairies small, two feet tall, 
With caps red on their head, 
Dance around, on the ground. 
He’s no bard, &c. 


Phillis bright, clothed in white, 
With neck fair, yellow hair; 
Rocks doth move with her love, 
And makes mild tigers wild. 
He’s no bard, &c. 


PPELP LIF 


WE SHALL ALL OF US LIVE TILL WE 
: DIE. 


(Hudson. ) 


Mr. PETER JENKINS was a bread and biscuit 
baker, 
His wife was ill, and every body thought she’d 
die, 
The doctor had almost sent her to the undertaker, 
Poor Jenkins sat in a corner, cry, cry, cry. 
He was crying—sobbing, sighing, 
The servant, Jenny, and the nurse were both in 
such a bustle ; 
Last means trying—with each other vying, 
To support her, as with death she seemed to have 
a tustle. 
Oh, the ways of Fate who can penetrate? 
Man is sure to get a share of grief to dim his 


eye ; 
’Tis useless to calculate—nothing’s sure at any 
rate, 
But that we shall all of us live till we die. 


| When Mr. Peter Jenkins had nearly had his cry 
out, 
Miss Jenny said that fretting could not help his 
wife ; 
And, though his tender feelings did compel him to 
so sigh out, 
A bucket full of tears would not save her life. 
His head, he rose it—his nose, he blows it, 
After that he felt himself considerably better ; 
And, would you suppose it—I don’t care who 
knows it, 
He said that if she was inclined to die, why he 
must let her. 
Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 
Mr. Peter Jenkins then tried his grief to smother, 


So certain sure he was that he his wife should 
lose ; 
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And thought it was but wisdom to insure himself 
another ; 
His pretty servant Jenny would stand well in her 
shoes. 
He whispered clever—my wife I must sever, 
I shall among the most blessed of men be reckoned, 
And truly endeavour to make you happy ever, 
Only say that you’ll be Mrs. Jenkins the second. 
Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 


Miss Jenny was flurried much to hear of his affec- 
tion 
Her heart went pit-a-pat and her knees did 
shake ; 
She told him, plain and candidly, she could have 
no objection, 
Allowing that they stopped a time for decency’s 
sake. 
Then he, kneeling, her soft hand feeling, 
Vowed nought but truth to the end of life’s chap- 
ter ; 
The bargain sealing—by one kiss stealing, 
The touch of her sweet lips was—Oh ecstasy and 
rapture ! 
Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 


Poor Mrs. Jenkins heard all this, although a death- 
like doze in, : 
And surely it was quite enough a saint to fret ; 
So, by the strength of jealousy, the bed she slowly 
rose in, 
And said, “ Why, Mr. Jenkins, I am not dead 
vet. 
You’re in a hurry—your poor wife to bury, 
But I tell you, for your comfort, now I feel a great 
deal stronger ; 
I am in such a flurry—but, you dog, your life 
I'll worry, 
For, depend upon’t, I’ll live to plague you yet a 
great while longer.” 
Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 


PPPOPP PER 


SONS OF FREEDOM! HEAR MY STORY. 
( Morton.) 


Sons of Freedom! hear my story, 
Mercy well becomes the brave, 
Humanity is Britons’ glory— 
Pity and protect the slave. 


Free-born daughters! who possessing 
Eyes that conquer, hearts that save = 
Greet me with a sister’s blessing, 
Oh! pity and protect the slave. 


FOR AT SEA—WE. ARE CONQUERORS 
STILL. 
_ My bonnie lowland laddie is just come home from 


sea, 
Who had left me in sorrow to mourn; 
Yet, though my fond entreaties could not keep him 
here with me, 
I still hoped for my laddie’s return : 
While he was tossed on sea, ’mid the thundering 
cannons’ roar, 
The blood in my sad heart grew chill; 
But he went to crush the foe, and our native rights 
restore, 
And at sea—we are conquerors still. 


For ever I’ll remember the sad farewell he took 
When he left me, his country to save, 
While he cried, and grasped my hand, as I gave 
him the last look, 
I am thine, or the sea proves my grave : 
- but join in glory’s cause, for honour and renown, 
Our nation’s disturbers to quell ; 
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My heart then at his valour glowed warm as did 
his own, 
For at sea—we are conquerors still. 


Hope never fled my breast till his image was dis- 
played, 
One evening, my fears to increase ; : 
I thought it was his ghost, till « Fear not, love,” 
he said, 
“« Since 1 bring you glad tidings of peace : 
From the rage of battle landed, and all its dire 
alarms, 
No more human blood forced to spill ; 
Our foes are vanquished quite”’—and he clasped 
me in his arms— 
So at sea—we are conquerors still. 


PIPL EPPO 


HYDE-PARK; 
OR, A PICTURE OF LIFE, 
( Upton.) 


THAT life is a picture of strange things and ways, 

A grand exhibition each hour displays ; 

Nay, to prove that for once I have not missed the 
mark, 

I'll venture to hold up a view of Hyde-Park, 

Where peers, grooms, and pickpockets, mix in a 
throng, 

And join in the chit-chat of things going on, 

And all, all to keep up the bubble of strife, 

And prove ways and things is the picture of life. 


SPOKEN.] As, for instance: << Hyde-Park, 
Sunday, three o’clock, horses and carriages of 
every description in motion; a fine day—rather 
hot; clouds of dust; and pedestrians of every 
rank and character,” 


Cheapside bustlers, 
Fleet-street hustlers, 
Jockies, doctors, 
Agents, proctors, 
Bow-street slang-ups, 
Bond-street bang-ups, 
Hide-and-seekers, 
Opera-squeakers, 
Lawyers, tailors, 
Bailiffs, jailers, 
Shopmen, butlers, 
Aldermen, gutlers, 
Patriot-talkers, 
Sunday-wailkers, 
Dancers, actors, 
Jews, contractors, 
Place-men, croakers, 
Boxers, brokers, 
Swindlers, coroners, 
Spies, and foreigners, 
And all, all to keep up the bubble of strife, 
And prove ways and things are the picture of life. 


Now, having produced on the male side a lot, 

The ladies, sweet creatures, must not be forgot ; 

No, bless them! for life would be lost without 
them, 

Whose faults (if they have them) what man can 
condemn ? 

And yet they bring sometimes a foible to view, 

And give with the honey a sharp sting or two ; 

That is, though the objects of man’s love and 


gaze, , 
The dear little souls have their fancies and ways. 


SPOKEN.] But then, they are trifles, like specks 
in the rays of the sun 3 akind of light and shade, 
to set off the beauty of the picture: as, for ex- 
ample— 

Blushes, blisses, 
Witching kisses, 
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Charms endearing, 
Smiling, leering, 
Eyes that twinkle, 
Cheeks that dimple, 
Whims and passion, 
Dress and fashion, 
Curious, prying, 
Raptures sighing, 
Small talk, witty, 
Ogles pretty, 
Frowning, flirting, 
Airs diverting, 
Prudery, fretting, 
Fans, coquetting, 
Bosoms heaving, 
Looks deceiving, 
Tittle tattle, 
Tongues that prattle, 


And all, all to fill up, &c. 


POPP PIP O 


INCANTATION CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 


[Translated from the German, by W. Macgregor 
Logan. Music by Weber. ] 


MisT hath fallen from the moon, 
Uhui, Uhui, 
Blood the spider’s web hath dyed, 
Uhui, Uhui, 
Ere to-morrow reaches noon, 
Uhui, Uhui, 
Death will wed another bride, 
Uhui, Uhui. 
Ere descends to-morrow’s sun, 
Deeds of darkness must be done. 
Uhui, Uhui. 


RODOLPH’S SONG. 


How horrid, dark, and wild, and drear, 
Doth this gaping gulf appear ! 
It seems the hue of hell to wear! 
The bellowing thunder bursts yon clouds, 
The moon with blood hath stained her light, 
What forms are those, in misty shrouds, 
That stalk before my sight? 
And now, hush! hush! 
The owl is hooting in yon bush ; 
Now yonder oak-trees’ blasted branches 
Upon me seem to frown ; 
My heart recoils, but terrors 
Are vain; Fate calls, I must down! down! 
I shot that eagle in yonder sky; 
I dare not tarry,—I cannot fly ;— 
I cannot come ; 
In yonder gloom 
My mother’s spirit roams before mine eyes ; 
Thus in her shroud, thus in the grave she lies; 
With lifted hands, she seems to pray ;— 
She beckons me away. 
My Agnes, she plunges below,— 
Then I—thenI must go. 


POL AE L OF 


JOLLY OLD BACCHUS, GOOD NIGHT. 
(Reynolds. ) 


WITH the pleasure of drinking the table will ring, 
And of Bucchus’s bowl, with rapture we sing ; 
As I toast a friend’s health, it goes merrily down, 
ButI find, in the end, that it ruins my own. 

At night ’tis quite charming, 

But oh! in the morning, 

To feel your head aching, 

Your stomach all quaking, 

Your nerves in disorder, 

Your taste out of order, 
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And, instead of sweet dimples, 
Your face all red pimples, 

Till your nose in the night, 

Seems a flambeau alight, 

And then you may cry,— 

*Tis for drinking I die; 

So, jolly old Bucchus, good night. 

"Tis said, too, with wine, that good stories 

abound, 

And that jokes o’er the bottle go brilliantly round 

But the uproar’s so great, common sense canndé 

bear it, 

And if they are witty, the devil can’t hear it. 
Silence! the president! charge your glasses, 
Bumpers! bumpers! now the lasses. 

Fill him.—I see skylight here! 
Buz! off with your heeitaps there! 
Fine Mr. Vice, he’s making an oration, 
And company is spoiled by conversation. 
DUKE OF WELLINGTON!!! huzza! go it! 
three times three! 
And now a song from Lawyer Lancery. 
Gentlemen, I can’t sing, but I’ll read you a bill 
in Chancery. 
And then you may cry, 
Tis for drinking I die 3 
So, noisy old Bacchus, good bye. 


THE LAUDABLE CONTENTION. 
(Dibdin. ) 

WE are all of us labourers, and smack of the 
soil ; 

In life’s vineyard, by Providence, destined to 
toil ; 

The difference scarce more than ’twixt two grains 
of sand ; 

We tars plough the ocean, while you plough the 
land. 


For the produce of distant possessions we roam ; 

You’re content to improve our possessions at 
home : 

Thus man should to man, like a friend and a bro- 
ther, 

Prove the comfort, protector, and friend of each 
other. 


Under life’s heavy burden, if any one groans, 

And would mutiny, for in all hives there are 
drones, 

Spare his life out of pity, but turn out the man, 

A more blest constitution to find—if he can: 

But let us, who, industrious, are willing to thrive, 

Seek the sweets of creation to nurture the hive ; 

Hail, with reverence, the earth, as our natural 
mother, 

That gives us to comfort and cherish each other. 


By industrious exertions we both of us live; 
We, in England, with stores of all countries ar- 


rive 3 

You freight us from England, our sails are un- 
furled, 

And we bear our own produce to cherish the 
world. 


Thus, whether we labour at sea or ashore, 

Every man lends his mite to the general store ; 

And, if Discord’s fell brats in the cradle you’d 
smother, 

Heart and hand be united, and cherish each 
other. 


GIP L IFIP 


THE SOLDIER’S FAREWELL. 
(Upton. ) 


FAIR Caroline was once my loves 
And I was all to her; 
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My state I thought e’en kings above, 
While she did me prefer. 


To deck her in each costly gown, 
I listed in the war, 

And bade farewell to Dartmouth town, 
To try my fate afar. 


I braved the hottest of the fight, 
As was a soldier’s due, 

Convinced my country’s cause was right, 
And many a foe I slew. 


At length, kind Peace her olive waved, 
And Dartmouth town I sought; 

And many a gem, in plunder saved, 
To Caroline I brought. 


But she refused my hard-got means, 
And deemed my visit bold ; 

For love, the boast of happier scenes, 
Was bartered since for gold. 


Adieu! false Caroline! adieu! 
Tis hard with life to part ; 

But harder still to think that you 
Should break a soldier’s heart. 


PP PLGP PEP 


THE LOVER’S ARITHMETIC. 
( Lawler.) 


In love, to be sure, what disasters we meet, 
What torment, what grief, and vexation; 
I’ve crosses encountered, my hopes to defeat, 
That will scarcely admit Numeration. 
T courted a maid, and I called her divine, 
And begged she would change her condition ; 
For I thought that her fortune, united to mine, 
Would make a most handsome Addition. 
Heigho, dot and go one! 
Fal lal de ral de ra, &c. 


When married, a plaguy Subtraction I found, 
Her debts wanted much liquidation ; 
And we couldn’t, so badly our wishes were 
crowned, 
Get forward in Multiplication. 
Division in wedlock is common, they say, 
And, both being fond of the suction, 
I very soon had to exclaim—“ Lack-a-day, 
My fortune’s got into Reduction.” 
Heigho, dot and go one, &c. 


The Rules of Proportion Dame Nature forgot 
When my deary she formed—so the fact is, 
And she had a tongue to embitter my lot, 
Which she never could keep out of Practice : 
One day, after breaking my head witha stool, 
Said I, ma’am, if these are your actions, 
im off;—for, you know, I’ve been so long at 
school, 
I don’t want to learn Vulgar Fractions.”’ 
Heigho, dot and go one, &c. 


GEL OO FED 


ANSWER TO THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL. 
Air—* ’ Twas Post Meridian half-past Four.” 


AH! sad the hour when I was torn 
From my loved sailor’s fond embraces ; 
*T was then that first I learned to mourn, 
Or cast a thought on foreign places : 
Twas then that first the pangs of love 
Assailed the breast of happy Nancy— 
Its joys alone till then could prove 
The only theme to fill my fancy. 


Now list’ning to the changing wind, 
And now by turns my fate bewailing ; 

What tortures wrung my anxious mind, 
While on the ocean he was sailing ! 


| 
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Our friends would oft, but all in vain, 
Attempt to soothe the grief of Nancy ; 

Not Mirth, and all her sprightly train; 
Could cheer my sad bewildered fancy. 


Oft, sinking to a wat’ry grave, 
My sailor’s form would seem before me, 
With no kind hand his life to save, 
No friend that could to peace restore me: 
Till Hope, whose smiles can soften pain, 
Spoke comfort to the afflicted Nancy ; 
And while, methought, I crossed the main, 
Love bore me on the wings of fancy. 


But now, thank Heaven! my woes are gone, 
The waves restore my faithful lover ; 

O, blest for ever be that morn 

_ __ That proved to me his perils over. 

No more he’!l wander o’er the seas, 
No more forsake his faithful Nancy : 

But, blessed at home with health and ease, 

With her indulge the flights of fancy. 


GPLLEPP? ORR 


THE NEGRO MOTHER. 


THE orange flowers on Cuba’s strand 
Were waving on the evening gale, 
When, slowly floating on the sand, 
Was heard the sad Hindara’s wail! 
Reclining by the foaming flood, 
She hushed the infant on her knee ; - 
Sweet babe! her breast was streaked with blood, 
And all to ward the scourge from thee. 


Green are the groves on Benin’s shore, 
And fair the fields beyond the sea ; 
There, by his native torrents’ roar, 
My youthful warrior pines for me. ° 
You, then, white clouds, your torrents pour, 
He cries, and flow each mountain-stream, _ 
And roll to me the golden ore, 
That I may yet my love redeem. 


and each revolving month he wears 
The sandals his Hindara wore, 
’Ere whites, regardless of her tears, 
Conveyed her far from Benin’s shore. 
But never more to Benin’s strand, 
To meet my love, shall I return ; 
But where the sea-wave crisps the sand, 
I, weary, sit, and, lonely, mourn. 


GLOAE LILI? 


0, ROW THEE IN MY HIGHLAND PLAID! 
(Tannahill.) 


LOWLAND lassie, wilt thou go, 

Where the hills are clad with snow, 
Where, beneath the icy steep, 

The hardy shepherd tends his sheep? 
Ill nor wae shall thee betide, 

When rowed within my Highland plaid. 


Soon the voice of cheery spring 
Will gar a’ our plantings ring ; 

Soon our bonny heather braes 

Will put on their simmer claes ; 

On the mountain’s sunny side, 

We'll lean us on my Highland plaid. 


When the simmer spreads the flowers, 
Busks the glens in leafy bowers, 

Then we'll seek the caller shade, 
Lean us on the primrose-bed ; 

While the burning hours preside, 

Ill screen thee wi’ my Highland plaid. 


Then we’ll leave the sheep and goat, 
I will launch the bonnie boat, 

Skim the loch in canty glee, 

Rest the oars to pleasure thee ; 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


When chilly breezes sweep the tide, 
V’ll hap thee wi’ my Highland plaid. 


Lowland lads may dress mair fine, 
Woo in words mair saft than mine ; 
Lowland lads hae mair of art, 

A’ my boast’s an honest heart, 
Whilk shall ever be my pride, 

O row thee in my Highland plaid! 


<¢ Bonnie lad, ye’ve been sae leal, 

«« My heart wad break at our fareweel, 
<¢ Lang your love has made me fain, 
<< Tak’ me—tak’ me for your ain!” 
Cross the Firth, away they glide, 
Young Donald and his Lowland bride. 


GEIL PILP PR 


PUSH ALONG, KEEP MOVING. 
(Moor. ) 


I AM aman of learning, and the ladies say I’m 
pretty, 

A school I kept for many years in London’s famous 
city ; 

The arts aad sciences I taught, though somewhat 
fond of roving, 

For this my motto always was—to push along, keep 
moving. 


SPOKEN.]| How d’ye do, old one? how d’ye do? 
Want a little instruction in bang up. That do’n’t 
come within the circle of the sciences; explain. 
Oh, Ionly want to gammon the flats. Gammon 
the flats? now I have it—music! this isthe science 
you want to learn! Do me the honour to become 
my pupil, and I’llteach you to gammon the flats 
on the new principle of 


Push along, keep moving. 


A wife I] had, and she was young, (oh, think of 
wedlock’s joys !) 

She wouldn’t let me keep a school, because I whip- 
ped the boys; 

Says she—a doctor you shall be, your talents thus 
improving, 

And all your patients, by your drugs, shall push 
along, keep moving. 


SPOKEN.] I want summut for my wife’s inferna] 
parts, she ha’ gotten the gripes. Oh! fie! I am 
ashamed of you! Your wife’s complaint is in- 
wardly? Yes, she ha’ gotten a pean in her head. 
Very well, carry her this box of pills: she must 
take fifteen of ’em three times a day, for seven 
days, and 

Push along, &c. 
My doctor’s shop I soon gave up, as ev’ry body’s 
cry 
Was—pray don’t take that fellow’s stuff, for if you 
do you'll die. 
I set up baker in a trice, but wasn’t long 


in 
proving, ‘ 
A baker’s shop would never do, to push along, keep 
moving. 


SPOKEN.] If you please, will you trust me a 
loaf, Can’t give credit, that’s not the way to 


Push along, &c. 


In vain I tried to get my bread, by making bread 
for others, 

beet let it go on tick to little children’s mo- 
thers. _ 

A chandler’s shop, at last, I took, my wife was 
very loving, 

Because it made both her and I to push along, keep 
moving. 


SPOKEN.] I want a farthing’s worth of salt. 
Can’t make less than a ha’porth. Well, I must 
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havethat. Got any paper? Can’tsell a ha’porth 
of salt, and give paper too. I say, old Bumble 
Head, give us a pen’orth of bread, and a ha’porth 
of small beer. Here, here, vy, vat a rum gill you 
are! tip us a pen’orth of that there cheese vat lays 
in the vindow; come, come, none of your rum 
fun, stow your vit, and look sharp, for I vants to 


Push along, &c. 


SPPaeL LL IF 


THE MATCH-BOY. 
(Vint. ) 
YE wealthy and proud, while in splendour ye roll, 
Behold a poor orphan, pale, hungry, and wan, 
And learn, though now doomed to misfortune’s 
control, # 
He springs, like yourself, from the fountain of 
man ; 
So scanty the fruit of his humble employ, 
Dejected he roams in a sad ragged plight, 
Then O! give a mite to a poor little boy, 
Who cries, buy my matches, from morning tilt 
night. 


Remember, though luxury cloys yeu by day, 
And pampers you nightly on pillows of down, 
Adversity soon may plant thorns in your way, 
Obscuring your pleasures with poverty’s frown ; 
While Apathy’s flint and cold steel you employ, 
The tinder of feeling you never can light ; 
Nor e’er give a mite to the poor little boy, 
Who cries. buy my matches, from morning till 
night. 


And you, ye proud fair, of this once happy land, 
With beauty external, so gifted by fate ; 
Whose smiles can enrapture, whose frowns can 
command, 
Prove also your mental endowments are great : 
The crumbs of your tables, which lap-dogs destroy, 
Might comfort our orphan, and yield him delight ; 
Then O! give a mite to a poor little boy, 
Who cries, buy my matches, from morning till 
night. 


PLP PIP POPS 


SNUG MOORINGS FOLLOW STORMS. 
(Arnold. ) 


WHEN storms are sunk to rest, 
And thunder rolls no more, 
The seaman’s heart, how blest, 
Who seeks his native shore. 
That shore, where many a fai 
His cheering spirit warms, 

All crowd his joys to share,— 
Snug moorings follow storms. 


Then rage, ye blustering winds, 

Ye foaming billows, roar, 
The tar a welcome finds 

Upon his native shore ; 
Though tempest tost at sea, 

On shore affection warms, 
All sailors’ creeds agree, 

Snug moorings follow storms. 


OPP ILI LS 


JOHN AND JEAN. 
( Dibdin. ) 
SING the loves of John and Jean, 
Sing the loves of Jean and John; 
John, for her, would leave a queen, 
Jean, for him, the noblest don. 
She’s his queen, he’s her don; 
John loves Jean, and Jean leves John 
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Whate’er rejoices happy Jean, 
Is sure to burst the sides of John, 
Does she, for grief, look thin and lean, 
He instantly is pale and wan : 
Thin and lean, pale and wan, 
John loves Jean, and Jean loves John. 


Twas the lily hand of Jean 
Filled the glass of happy John; 
And, heavens! how joyful was she seen 
When he was for a license gone! 
Joyful seen, they’ll dance anon, 


For John weds Jean, and Jean weds John. 


John has ta’en to wife his Jean, 
Jean’s become the spouse of John, 
She no longer is his queen, 
He no longer is her don; 
a No more queen, no more don; 
John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 


Whatever ’tis that pleases Jean, 
Is certain now to displease John ; 
With scolding they’re grown thin and lean, 


With spleen and spite they’re pale and wan. 


Thin and lean, pale and wan, . 
John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 


John prays heaven to take his Jean, 
Jean at the devil wishes John; 
He’ll dancing on her grave be seen, 
She’ll laugh when he is dead and gone ; 
They'll gay be seen, dead and gone, 


For John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 


GPP POLPER 


NEWSPAPER VERACITY. 
(Miss Scott. ) 


THE newspaper, while with attention I view, 
I believe scarce a word that they say ; 

For the statements they vow to be critically true 
Are oft contradicted next day. 


I’ve rejoiced at a victory—given a treat, 
That our enemies were kept at bay, 

When, lo, and behold, ’t’as turned out a defeat, 
And all contradicted next day ! 


At night, if the playhouse is empty and bare, 
A fortune I’d venture to lay, 

"E'was quite overflowing, a multitude there, 
You find by the papers next day. 


But yet for these blunders there is this excuse, 
And the best in the world I must say ; 

Without contradictions there’d soon be a truce 
Of printing such numbers each day. 


GORPIP PP PP 


SANCO PANCA’S MEDLEY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


WHEN first I toox Teresa, 
For better or for worse, 
I wouldn’t let, to please her, 
Grey mare be better horse. 
We were two sweet yoke-fellows, 
A perfect pigeon’s pair, 
Till Mrs. P. grew jealous— 
That’s neither here nor there. 
I only sung, 
I think of my beautiful maid, 
When she said 
You brute, you’re going to gallivant. 


This proved that Mrs. Panca 
Herself was half inclined 
To fish for sprats, deuce thank her! 
For those who hide can find. 
And truly in a twinkling, 
For pleasure or for pelf, 
I found she had an inkling 
To gallivant herself, 









For she loved a bold dragoon, with his long 
sword, saddle, bridle, 
Crying 
Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you come, Mr. Mug. 
But that’s all done and over, 
Beg pardon,—quarrel ends, 
And then we lived in clover, 
Short reck’nings make long friends. 
Till I took on to wander, 
And le:t dear Mrs. P.; 
Now I’m a great commander, 
White serjeant she shall be.— 
For I’m a dancing, dancing governor.— 
And if they attempt to 
Diddle me out of my deary,— 
I shall say when I’m dealing with Yorkshire 
folks, ’ 
Why I be Yorkshire too,.—- 
Come from Yorkshire, 
Trotting along the road. 


GRIP LPPS 


THOU PRIDE OF THE FOREST. 
(Viscount Strangford. ) 


THovu pride of the forest, whose dark branches 
spread, 
To the sigh of the south wind her tremulous 
green, 
And the tinge of whose buds is as rich as the red, 
As the mellowing blushes of maiden eighteen. 
O’er thee may the tempest in gentleness blow, 
And the lightnings of summer pass heedlessly 


y 
For ever thy buds keep their melJowing glow, 
Thy branches still wave to the southerly sigh. 


Because in thy shade, as I lately reclined, 
The sweetest of visions arose to my view, 
*T was the swoon of the soul, ’twas the transport 
of mind, 
*T'was the happiest minute that ever I knew, 


For this shalt thou still be my favourite tree, 
In the heart of the poet thou never canst fade ; 
It shall often be warmed by rememb’ring thee, 
And the dream whichI dreamt in thy tremulous 
shade. 


OL IE POPGPF 


A BUMPER OF ENGLISH GOOD ALR. 


D’YE mind me? I once was a sailor, 
And in different countries I’ve been ; 
Lieke lies may I go for a tailor, 
But a thousand fine sights I have seen: 
I’ve been crammed with good things like a wallet, 
And I’ve guzzled more drink than a whale ; 
But the very best stuff to my palate 
Is a glass of your English good ale, 


Your doctors may boast of their lotions, 
And ladies may talk of their tea, 

But I envy them none of their potions, 
A glass of good stingo for me : 

The doctor may sneer if he pleases, 
But my recipe never will fail, 

For the physic that cures all diseases 
Is a bumper of English good ale. 


When my trade was upon the salt ocean, 
Why, there I had plenty of grog; 
And I liked it, because I’d a notion 
It sets one’s good spirits agog : 
But since upon land I’ve been steering, 
Experience has altered my tale, 
For nothing on earth is so cheering, 
As a bumper of English good ale. 
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Sure such a day, so renowned, so victorious ! 
Such a day as this was never seen ! 





DOODLE AND NOODLE. Nood.—Courtiers so gay, 
And the mob so uproarious— 
A DUET. Nature seems to wear a universal grin. 
(Altered from Fielding by O’Hara.) seseceee 
Dood.—SURE suchaday, TO WATCH YOUNG SPRING’S RETURN. 
So renowned, so victorious— [Music, Horn, 13, Tichborne-street, Piccadilly. ] 
Such a day as this was never seen ; ; : : 
Courtiers so gay, THOUGH Winter o’er the hills and glens 
And the mob so uproarious — A snowy mantle strewing, . 
Nature seems to wear a universal grin. And bare and heavy waves the briar 


So late with roses blowing ; 

Yet soon the lovely days of Spring 
Will leaf the budding grove, 

And soft the breeze will fan the air, 


Nood.—Arthur to Doll 
Is grown bobbish and uxorious ; 
While both she and Huncamunca tipple, talk- 


= ee ay > When all will breathe of love. 
So isttad ont so glorious, Awak’ning at the blackbird’s call, 
Glitters like a beau in a new birth-day em- The drooping snowdrop’s blowing ; 
broidery, The cowslip and the violet blue 


On the gales their sweet breath strowing : 
O, it is sweet in Kelvin-grove 

To watch young Spring’s return, 
On the twined flower or crocus bed, 

Beside the mossy burn. 


Dood.—Oh, ’tis a day 
Of jubilee, cajollery ; 
A day we never saw before ; 
A day of fun and drollery. 


Nood.—That you may say, 
Their majesties may boast of it; 


And since it never can come more, MY HEART WITH LOVE IS BEATING. 
’Tis fit they make the most of it. 


GLPILC ATF 


My heart with love is beating, 





Dood.—Oh, ’tis a day Transported by your eyes ; 
Of jubilee, cajollery ; Alas! thoes ne ketradiage 
A day we never saw before , In vain a captive flies. 
A day of fun and drollery. 
Then why such anger cherish ? 
Nood.—That you may say, : Why turn thy eyes away ? 
Their majesties may boast of it ; For if you bid me perish, 
And since it never can come more, Alas! I must obey, 
*Tis fit they make the most of it. 
‘ Could deeds my heart discover, 
Dood.—Sure such a day, Could valour gain your charms, 


So renowned, so victorious— I’d prove myself a lover 
Such a day as this was nev.« seen ; Against a world in arms, 
or 
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Proud fair! thus low before you 
A prostrate warrior view, 

Whose sole delight and glory 
Are centred all in you. 


SLE OIL I IEF 


1 COULD NEVER CRY FOR LAUGHING. 
(T. Dibddin.) 


LucK in life, or good or bad, 

Ne’er could make me melancholy, 
Seldom rich, yet never sad, 

Sometimes poor, yct always jolly ; 
Fortune in my scale, that’s poz, 

Of mischance put more than half in, 
Yet, I don’t know how it was, 

T could never cry for laughing, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

T could never cry for laughing. 


Monstrous grave are men of law, 

(Law knows no end, when once beginning, ) 
Yet those dons I never saw, 
' But their wigs would set me grinning ; 
Once, when I was very ill, 

Seven doctors came—such quizzes ! 
Zooks! I thought they would me kill 

With laughing at their comic phizzes. 
Ha, shag bal’ be hia,’ ha, ‘ha 

With laughing at their comic phizzes. 


After that, in love I fell, 
(Love creates a deal of trouble, ) 
But my courtship, strange to tell, 
Only made my mirth redouble ; 
I laughed—she trowned—I laughed again, 
Till I brought her to her tether, 
Then she smiled—we wed—since then 
We mean to laugh through life together, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
We mean to laugh through life together. 


WAKE, MAID OF LORN. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


WAKE, maid of Lorn, he moments fly 
Which yet that maiden name allow ; 
Wake, maiden, wake, the hour is nigh 

When love shall claim a plighted vow. 


By fear, thy bosom’s fluttering guest ; 

By hope, that soon shall fears remove— 
We bid thee break the bonds of rest, 

And wake thee at the call of love. 


Wake, Edith, wake! in yonder bay 
Lies many a galley gaily manned ; 

We hear the merry pibrochs play, 
We see the streamer’s silken band. 


What chieftain’s praise these pibrochs swell, 
, What crest is on these banners wove, 
‘The harp, the minstrel dare not tell, 

The riddle must be read by love. 


GOFLIEPIOD? 


WINE, WINE, GOOD WINE. 
Air—“ C'est V Amour.”—(D. A. Corke.) 


WINE, wine, good wine, good wine, 
Oh, charms us to repletion, 
Woman looks ne’er so divine 
As through impurpled vision. 
Does love-tale in numbers glow, 
With wine, the muse, delighted, 
Likes to stay where goblets flow, 
Q’en should he be benighted, 
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As the glasses loving chink, 
The lens to vision wine, 
Will demonstrate, do but drink, 
You’re encircled by the nine. 
Wine, wine, &c. 


Ruby dew hung on my cup, 
Rosa, leaning cross my knee, 
Filled the sparkling goblet up, - 
Looking like Euphrosyne. 
I quaffed,—her sister graces 
Seemed smilingly entwined, 
Their three enchanting faces 
In Rosa’s were combined. 
Wine, wine, &e, 


PLIELP IPE 


PRETTY POLLY. 
( Upton.) 
*Twas when we left Spithead to take a cruise at 


sea, 

Poll wept, and hung her head, and all for love of 
me. 

Her arms around my neck the little coaxer hung, 

Till forced to leave the deck, when pretty Polly 
sung : 

O, fal, lal, lal, lal, lal, la. 


My rhino, will, and power, I left with her behind, 
Who vowed from that sad hour, O, nought but 
death to find ; 
But scarce had we set sail, and weathered round 
the rock, 
The mermai ,agged her tail, and sheered off with 
Ben Biock. 
O, fal, lal, &e. 
My eyes, says I, Miss Poll, is this your love for 
Jack, : 
To treat me like your doll, whene’er I turn my 
back ? 
But sailors are like squabs, for many fortunes 
born, 
And sometimes deck their nobs, by touching near 
Cape Horn. 
With a fal, lal, &c. 


And now, my jilting Poll, since we are doomed to 
part 


Your liking for Ben Block shail never break my 
heart ; 

While Kate has pretty lips, those lips sha’n’t want 
a smack, 

And Ill be true to Kate, while Kate is true to 
Jack. 


Fal, lal, &c. 


FRIFP IIL? 


*TWAS GLORIOUS SPORT, NONE E’ER 
DID LAG. 


GIVE round the word, dismount, dismount, 
While echoed by the sprightly horn ; 

The toils and pleasures we recount 
Of this sweet health-inspiring morn. 


CHORUS. 
’T was glorious sport, none e’er did lag, 
Nor drew amiss, nor made a stand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actzon been the stag, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddess of the chase. 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddess of the chase. 


The hounds were out, and snuffed the air, 
And scarce had reached the appointed spot, 
But, pleased, they heard a layer, a layer, 
And presently drew on the slot. 
’T was glorious sport, &c. 
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And now o’er yonder plain he fleets, 
The deep-mouthed hounds begin to bawl, 
And echo note for note repeats, 
While sprightly horns resound a call. 
’Twas glorious sport, &c. 


And now the stag has lost his pace, 
And while “* ware-haunch,” the huntsman 
cries, 
His bosom swells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he struggles, and he dies. 
”T was glorious sport, &c. 


FPEEIGIOS 


TELL ME NOT OF JOYS ABOVE. 
(T. Moore.) 


TELL me not of joys above, 
If that world can give me bliss 
Truer, happier, than the love 
' Which enslaves our souls in this. 


Tell me not of Houri’s eyes, 
Far from me their dangerous glow, 
If those looks that light the skies 
Wound like some that burn below. 


Who that feels what love is here, 
All its falsehood, all its pain, 
Would, for e’en Elysium’s sphere, 
Risk the fatal dream again? 


Who that, amidst a desert’s heat, 
Sees the waters fade away, 

Would not rather die than meet 
Streams again as false as they? 


FIPLIP ID 


NEGRO PHILOSOPHY. 
(Dibdin.) 
ONE negro come from Jenny land, 
Buckra say he buy um, 
Give twenty Joe de owner hand, 
Take um home and try um. 
Ching’ring, ching’ring, never mind, 
No friend, no kind relations, 
One creber fellow for mankind 
First invented patience. 
De overseer, wid one cart-whip, 
So hard he fum and jerk ye, 
Like pea pon drum-head, ‘make you skip, 
You no worky, worky. < 
Ching, ching’ring, ching; ching, ching’ring, 
ching, so hard x 
Poor negro worky, worky. 


Massa one bit of ground bestow, 
Make negro work a’ Sunday ; 

Soon something good begin to grow, 
‘Take away on Monday : 

Ching’ring, ching’ring, never mind, 
No use to fret about it ; 

Buckra yam, yam, but negro kind 
Forced to go widout it ; 

Nothing to do but lie down flat, 
While overseer he jerk ye, 

No peace, nosleep, no yam, get fat, . 
And after worky, worky, 

Ching, ching’ring, &c. 


Cudgo for wife young Quashy take, 
She got bamboo for all clothes : 
Lily cuckold massa make, 

Quashy wear a small clothes ; 
Ching’ring, ching’ring, never mind, 
What done can’t be prevented, 

Buckra well a negro kind, 
Wear horns and be contented. 


As much you please, you go to play, 
Overseer no jerk ye, 
So four-and-twenty hour a-day 
Hard poor negro worky. 
Ching, ching’ring, &c. 


Then ’cause so swect he lead him life, 
Poor negro come from Jenny, 

Get cruel massa, scolding wife, 
And squalling pick-a-ninny. 

Ghing’ring, ching’ring, never mind, 
No use to make a pother, 

If he can’t peace in this world find, 
Sometime he go a’ t’other ; 

Then let um wait till that world come, 
Where overseer no jerk ye, 

Meet Sissy, Quashy, uncle Tom, 
No more to worky, worky. 

Ching, ching’ring, &c. 


POL ILaLF 


M‘PHERSON’S FAREWELL. 
(Burns. ) 


FAREWELL, ye dungeons, dark and strong, 
The wretch’s destinie ! 

M‘Pherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows tree. 


CHORUS. 
Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 
Sa dauntingly gaed he ; 
He played aspring, and danced it round, 
Below the gallows tree. 


O, what is death bui parting breath? 
On mony a bluidy plain 
I’ve dared his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again! 
Sae rantingly, &c. 


Untie these bands from off my hands, 
And bring to me my sword ; 
And there’s no man in all Scotland, 
But [ll brave him at a word. 
Sae rantingly, &c. 


I’ve lived a life of sturt and strife ; 
I die by treacherie : 
{t burns my heart—I must depart, 
And not avenged be. 
Sae rantingly, &c. 


Now, farewell, light, thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain his name, 
The wretch that dare not die! 
Sae rantingly, &c. 


SLEP POI 


I WAS SWORN IN TO LOVE—AYE, AS 
WELL AS TO FIGHT. 


{ Beazley.) 
WHEN I went for a soldier, by Love I were 
twisted, 
Both by Cupid and Mars my poor heart was en- 
listed ; 


I sighed for a lass, 
I longed for a sword ; 
I tipped off a glass 
To the maid I adored. 
I was sworn in to love—aye, as well as to fight ; 
And marched off for Lunnun the very same night, 


SPOKEN. ] I never knowed I were sic a favourite 
among the lasses till then: aboon a hundred fol- 
lowed ma to town end, bless their pratty faces, 
I had to buss every yon on ’em, and I were see out 
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of breath with job, that I had hard work to join 
our— 
Row de dow, dow, &c. 


When to Lunnun we came, the first thing that I 
seed 
Were some very large bills, that I halted to read, 
Of wonderful prizes, 
And wonderful losses ; 
Men wonderful sizes, 
And wonderful horses. 
T’ last wonder I knowed I could look at for ever, 
For York lads and horses are equally clever. 


SPOKEN.] Sea first thing I did were to gang to 
playhouse ; but there were a vast of talking and 
nonsense up ut stage before t’? horses comed: at 
last, pratty craters popped on, and I’m sure they 
were all Yorkers in t’ house, they did so clap ’em, 
and shout ’em, and ’plause em; I were up to my 
elbows in fun when, all at yance, I thought I shou’d 
a deed, for a great ugly beast of a brute of a man 
stabbed yan o’ the horses, and down he dropped 
as dead as astean. But I kicked up a bonny din, 
I called him a foul thief, and all manner 0’ names, 
that set em fighting, and I seed that vary man 
killed wi’ my own ees. Huzza, said I, ma bairn; 
there’s an end of you, and your— 


Row de dow, dow. 


The ladies to charm, and their dear hearts to 
lighten, 
The captain and I are now mustered at Brighton ; 
Love and war our trade is, 
What soldier afraid is? 
He very well paid is 
Who dies for the ladies. 
Red coats win ’em all, feythers, mothers, and 
daughters ; 
And shoot ’em, say I, who disgraces their quar- 
ters. 


SPOKEN.] Now, settling, in case I were a hand- 
some kind of man, which, thank Heaven, nae- 
body can say of me, though I know I am prattyish. 
Well, I makes a bit of love, then I makes a bit 
more, then I talks of marriage, and then I mar- 
ches off. Why, then I say sic a fellow deserves to 
be nibbled to death by ducks, as the worm said to 
the fisherman, rendered incapable of service, and 
drummed out of Cupid’s corps with a 


Row de dow, dow. 


PPLPGPL SF? 


A MERRY LITTLE SAILOR OUT AT SEA. 


(Lawler, ) 


WHEN first I left my mam and dad 
To brave the foaming ocean, 
They said, while looking very sad, 
It was a silly notion; 
They talked of dangers of the sea, 
To check my resolution, 
And said it was the wisest way 
Squalls and battles to shun ; 
~ Poh, poh, says I, 
I can but try 
My luck, like other tars, d’ye see, 
With yo, yo, yo, 
Fal lal dera, &c. 
A merry little sailor out at sea. 


On board, soon, with my birth content, 
1 like the lark was singing, 

When up the shrouds I gaily went, 
Or when the bowl was slinging. 

A storm we braved—a battle fought, 
The sport I took delight in, 

We plied the foe with broadsides hot, 
Till they were sick of fighting. 
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The battle o’er, 
With grog galore, 

I danced to strains of victory, 
With fal lal la, &c. 

A merry little sailor out at sea. 


So now on shore, a jolly dog, 
I’ll spend my shiners freely, 
With sweetheart, fiddle, song, and grog, 
We'll do the thing genteelly ; 
Then who’d not be a jovial tar, 
So careless and so merry, 
Whose sport no danger e’er can mar, 
Who’s ne’er with pleasure weary, 
When come ashore, 
With grog galore, 
He keeps the game alive, d’ye see, 
With fal lal la, &c. 
A merry little sailor come from sez. 


GLI PIP GSP 


BACCHUS. 
A GLEE. 
( Upton.) 


To butt-bellied Bacchus we bow, 
The ivy-crowned god of delight ; 
The hour for pleasure is now, 

Then revel and keep up the night. 
Drink, laugh, and drive sorrow away ; 
Let music, sweet music, resound ; 
And ere we are turned into clay, 

Our minutes run merrily round. 


GFIFIPLOP? 


WHACK, MY DEAR, WHACK, ALL THE 
DAY LONG. 


(Morton. ) 


ARRAH Paddy’s my name, and a comelier lad, 
Sure never sung whack at the end of a song; 
Then give me a buss, it will make my heart glad, 

And I’ll love and sing whack, honey, all the 
day long. 
Yes, whack, my dear, whack, whack, my dear, 
whack, - 
Yes, whack, my dear, whack, all the day long. 
Love and whack is the same in an Jrishman’s song. 


Botheration, be aisy, I’m dying for love, 
I can’t sleep for grumbling out the old song ; 
I’ve a pain at my heart, yet that pain pleases me, 
I love, dream, and cry whack all the night long. 
Yes, whack, &c. 


In the land of Kilkenny the lasses ran after me, 
Plaguing and teazing me all the day long, 
And the good wives and widows were always a 
teazing me, 
To play the last stave of my good Irish song. 
Yes, whack, &c 


PLPIEPLEIS 


THE PLEASURES OF A PIPE. 
Air—** La Pipe de Tabac.” 


HENCE the face of moping sorrow, 
Who would stem the surge of grief, 

Who makes fair life’s sad to-morrow, 
In tobacco finds relief ; 

What though this charm of life I prize, 
Still love’s nectared sweet to sip, 

Gazing on Nan’s beauteous eyes, 
My pipe’s forgotten quite my lip. 

The soldier ’mid his hard campaign, 
Smoking drives all cares afar, 

And-on the wild tempestuous main, 
Tobacco cheers the sturdy car ; 
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But when the maid he loves shall smile, 
Beauty dancing in her eyes, 

They from his lips the pipe beguile, 
The glowing weed forgctten dies, 

Love and a jovial pipe, ’tis said, 
Are the choicest gifts man knows, 

The precept’s good, my heart beats glad, 


Nan smiles—the fragrant plant then glows ; 


Should fortune tear me from my dear, 
it aught my grief-wet eye could wipe, 
twill be her portrait still to wear, 
And taste the pleasures of a pipe. 


~ 
OLPPOPID 


THE GLORIES OF MASONRY. 
(Collins. ) 


WHILE science yields a thousand lights 
To irradiate the mind, 

" Let us that noblest art pursue 

Which dignifies mankind. 
So to Masonry, huzza! 
So to Masonry, huzza! 
Whose art and mystery coincide 
With gospel and with law. 


The pompous dome, the gorgeous hall, 
The temple’s cloud-capt tower, : 
The Mason’s glory shall proclaim, 
Till time’s remotest hour. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


Yet he who thinks our art confined 
To mere domestic laws, 
As well might judge great Nature’s works 
Sprung up without a cause. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


Ideal fabrics to uprear, 
Some fools think all our art ; 
But little dream what plans we draw 
To form an upright heart. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


The plumb we poize, and clear each log 
Which hangs about the string ; 

And each unruly passion’s flight 
Within due compass bring. 


Then to Masonry, &c. 


Religion’s all-enlightening page 
We spread before our eyes ; 
By which we’re taught those steps to trace, 
Which lead us to the skies. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


The summum bonum then we learn, 
To which true Masonry tends, 
Our brethren as ourselves to love, 
And all mankind, as friends. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


The good Samaritan to prove 
To all and every where ; 
Upon the level still to meet, 
And part upon the square. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


Upon this rock we’ll stand, when worlds 
To oblivion are consigned, 
And vision’s baseless fabric like, 
Leave not a wreck behind. 
Then to Masonry, &c. 


PRPILIIEP 


THE DELIGHTS OF A MASQUERADE, 


(Prince Hoare.) 


ON the lightly sportive wing, 
At pleasure’s call we fly : 

Hark! they dance, they play, they sing, 
In merry, merry revelry ; 
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Hark! the tabor’s lively beat! 
Hark! the flute in numbers sweet 
Fill the night 
With delight, 
At the masquerade. 


Beneath this mask what tender woes 
We softly hear revealed ; 
Secure that while the bosom glows, 
Our blushes lie concealed. 
Let grave ones warn as they may, 
Of every harmless joy afraid : 
While we’re young and we’re gay, 
Let us frolic, let us play, 
At the masquerade. 


Hither trips along a beau so smart, dear heart ! 
Pretty lass, this way,—soft, soft! stay here, my 

dear. 

Tis a favour, sir, I must deny.—Oh, fe! 

Can I trust myself alone with you ?—Adieu! 
Then amid the crowd we mix again, 
And join the motley train. 

Let grave ones warn us, &c. 





FILPPP LO? 


“THE WORLD’S SEVEN WONDERS. 
(Morton. ) 


THE world’s seven wonders every child doth know, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
They’re very well to read of, but I’m prepared to 
show, 
If for wonders you seek to London you must go, 
With a heigho! 
Ill prove it so. 


King Solomon’s temple had pillars made of brass, 
Fol de rol, &e. 

But surely our temples of lawyers surpass, 

For there’s brass enough there to prove Solomon 


an ass. 
With a heigho! 
Quid pro quo. 


| The Antipodes, who dwell the other side the ball, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
Wear their heads below, but St. Stephen’s, on a 
call, 
Can show you many a great man without any head 


at all. 
With a heigho! 
Is it aye or no? 


The Medicean Venus of beauty was the queen, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
But our Venuses of London excel her in mien, 
With their alabaster skins,—and there’s plenty to 
be seen. 
With a heigho! 
What a pretty show! 


| ‘The Nile may overflow, and its muddy banks may 
drown, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
But our honour, our faith, our commercial renown, 
Will hold firmly the Bank of famous London town. 
With a heigho! 
Henry Hase & Co. 


Your fine ancient heroes the javelin they hurled, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
But our tars and our soldiers their flag being once 
unfurled, 
Made all Europe confess them the wonder of the 
world ! 
With a heigho! 
Be d d but ’twas so. 
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THE CHARMS OF MAY. 
(Upton. ) 


COME, smiling May, in garlands drest, 
And show thy joy-crowned verdant crest, 
In all thy sweets be seen : 
Come, gayest season of the year, 
In all thy varied hues appear, 
Red, yellow, blue, and green. 


Come, Nature’s harbinger of love, 

And woo the blackbird, thrush, and dove, 
And every bird that flies! 

Come, Summer’s fond and blooming child, 

With all thy pleasures young and wild! 
Bright days, and azure skies. 


Come, lovely May, and show thy face 
To all the finny watery race, 
That swim both here and there. 
Come, charmer, come, and bring with thee 
The butterfly and honey-bee, 
The rose and lily fair. 


Come, pleasing month to man and beast, 
And spread thy rich luxurious feast 

Of breathing sweets around : 
Come, bliss-born May, and with thee bring 
Delight to every moving thing 

In water, air, or ground. 


PPPOE LES 


TUE FEAST OF REASON AND THE FLOW 
OF SOUL. 


(Hudson. ) 


OH, where’s the use of being sad, 
Fretting, pining, full of woe? 
Here’s good liquor to make us glad 
And cheer our hearts before we go. 
Come, fill your glasses—drain them dry, 
In toasting sacred friendship’s shrine ; 
There’s nothing brightens up the eye 
Like drinking grateful wine. 
Music’s strain is ne’er in vain, 
Whilst seated round the bow! ; 
And we, at least, enjoy the feast 
Of reason and the flow of soul. 
The winds may blow, the clouds may rain. 
We may never meet here again ; 
So let us banish care and pain, 
And be happy altogether. 


Quickly circulate each toast, 
Hob and nob and hand to hand ; 
Here’s what each Briton loves the most, 
His liberty and his native land. 
The memory of those warriors, too, 
Who for their country lost their lives, 
Success to trade—friendship true, 
Our sweethearts and our wives. 
Long live the king, we’ll gaily sing, 
And, whilst we drain the bowl, 
We, at least, enjoy the feast 
Of reason and the flow of soul. 
The winds may blow, &c. 
Let topers take delight in drink, 


And soak their senses all away ; 
From dull intoxication’s brink 


We'll steer, whilst Reason holds her sway. 


Whilst worldly-minded misers hoard 
The treasures by dame Fortune lent, 
We, seated round this festive board, 
Are all of us content. 
The rich and great may keep their state, 
We would not them control ; 
But thus, at least, enjoy the feast 
Of reason and the flow of soul. 
The winds may blow, Xe. 
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Good humour does assistance give 

To all who to her do belong ; 
Then with good humour let us live, 

Nor suffer care to join our throng. 
Enjoying every coming hour 

Which gives to harmless pleasure birth ; 
Grasping fast, with all our power, 

Sweet harmony and mirth. 
Music’s strain is ne’er in vain, 

While seated round the bowl; 
We thus, at least, enjoy the feast 

Of reason and the flow of soul. 

The winds may blow, &c. 


EARTH IS HEAVEN IF THOU ART NEAE, 
(Lord Strangford.) 


LADY! when, with glad surprise, 

I meet thy soft and shaded eyes, 

Or, lost in dreams of love, behold 

Thy waving locks of darkened gold, 

Or press thy lip, whose dew discloses 
Sweets that seem the breath of roses ; 
Lady! I sigh—and, with a tear, 

Swear earth is heaven—if thou art near. 


But when, the hour of transport o’er, 
My soul’s delight is seen no more, 
Rememb’ring all thy host of charms, 
I tremble then with wild alarms, 
And, taught by jealous doubt, discover 

- In every gazing youth a lover, 
Confessing, with a silent tear, 
That heaven and hell are wondrous near. 


PIPPI EP PP 


/ JACK AT THE OPERA. 
(Dibdin.) 

AT Wapping I landed, and called to hail Mog, 
She had just shaped her course to the play, 
Of two rums and one water I ordered my grog, 

And to speak her soon stood under way ; 
But the Haymarket I for old Drury mistook, 
Like a lubber so raw and so soft, 
Half a George handed out, at the change did not 
look 
Manned the ratlines, and went up aloft. 


As I mounted to one of the uppermost tiers, 
With many a coxcomb and fiirt, 
Such a d—nable squalling saluted my ears 
I thought ther’d been somebody hurt: 
But the devil a bit, "twas your outlandish rips, 
Singing out with their lanterns of jaws, 
You’d a swore you’d been taking of one of they 
trips 
’Mongst the Caffrees or wild Catabaws. 
What’s the play, ma’am? says I, to a good-natured 
tit : 
The play—’tis the Uproar, you quiz. 
My timbers! cried I, the name on’t you’ve hit 
For the devil of an uproar it is ; 
For they pipe and they squeak, now below, now 
aloft ; 
If it wa’n’t for the petticoat gear, 
With their squeaking so Mollyish, tender, and soft, 
One should scarcely know ma’am from monsicur. 


Next, at kicking and dancing they took a long 
spell, 
All springing and bouncing so neat, 
And speciously one curions mad’moiselle, 
Oh! she daintily handled her feet ; 
But she hopped, and she sprawled, and she spun 
round so queer ; 
*T was, you see, rather oddish to me ; 
And so I sung out, pray be decent, my dear, 
Consider, I’m just come from sea. 
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’Tan’t an Englishman’s taste to have none of these 
goes, 
So away to the playhouse 1’ll jog, 
Leaving all your fine Bantams and ma’am Phari- 
soes 
For old Billy Shakspeare and Mog ; 
So I made the theatre, and hailed my dear spouse, 
She smiled as she saw me approach 5 
And when I’d shook hands, and saluted her bows, 
We to Wapping set sail in a coach. 


GIPCIPL ID 


THOUGHTS OF HOME. 
( Byron.) 
RECITATIVE. 
"firs sweet to hear, at midnight, on the blue and 
moonlight deep, 
The song and oar of Adria’s gondolier, 
By distance mellow’d, o’er the waters sweep. 


: AIR. 
’Tis sweet to see the evening star appear; 
’Tis sweet to listen as the night-winds creep from 
leaf to leaf; 
’Tis sweet to view on high the rainbow, lashed on 
ocean, span the sky; ; 
*Vis sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark 
Bay deep-mouthed welcome as We draw near 
home ; 
’Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come. 


a Ae an 


THE ASSEMBLY BALL. 
Air—* Darby Kelly.” 


AN assembly-ball, delight of all, 
The fiddlers take their places, 0; 
A sprightly harp, two violins, 
A tabor, pipe, and basses, O. 
The parties they all enter gay, 
The old, the young, the pretty ; 
And waddling in, with goggling grin, 
The warm ones from the City. 
Here’s Mrs. Squab, from Pewt’rers’ Hall, 
And Mrs.-Pipps, from Aldgate, O, 
And Messrs. Candlewick and Son, 
Full puff from Norton Folgate, O. 


SPOKEN.] Now, ladies and gentlemen, as I am 
- master of the ceremonies, I beg you'll all take 
your places. Come, little Miss Snaggle, you must 
obey me, I am M.C. La, ma! what does he 
mean by M. C.? Governess told me that M. C, 
always stood for manuscript. There’s a good girl, 
to remember your lessons. ( Gruff’ voice.) It’s 
very hot; I should like summut to drink. Fie, 
Mr. Blubber, what a hurry you are in to be thirsty. 
Well, I wish they’d hand summut round. There’ll 
be hands four round in a minute, sir. Now do, my 
dear, wait till the first six dances are over, and 
then we’ll have a glass of lemonade. Now, (claps 
hands, ) Miss Pinchbeck, allow me the honour to 
introduce vou to a partner. Thank you, sir, but 
I dance with papa’s partner. Yes; and he seems 
to be dancing attendance upon you—he, he, he— 
excuse me: your papa’s partner is, I believe, a 
silversmith and pawnbroker: when the happy day 
arrives, as he is fond of dancing, I hope he’ll give 
us three balls, miss—ha, ha, ha! he, ke—now for 
it—start off. 
Thus old and young, and fair and fat, 

Are capering round the hall so, 
With jumps and lumps, and pumps and thumps, 

At our assembly-ball so. 


Thus jigging gay, and frisk away, 
Wives, sisters, cousins, brothers, O ; 
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All relations and all trades, 

Hop factors and step mothers, O. 
Hand in hand, delightful band, 

Spirits in a flutter, 
Till every one appeared to be 

Like July Cambridge butter. 
Says Bobby Prance “ I’m just from France, 

To jig it I am willing, O; 

’Twas wery rum I couldn’t come 
Their waltzing and quadrilling, 0.” 

SPOKEN.] Give me a plain English country- 
dance, and let me blunder through it; none of 
your elegant awkwardness, skating over the ficor, 
with arms and legs, like the sails of a windmill. 
( Gruff.) What’s to be done, my vife’s dropped 
her ridicule into this here bowl of negus here. 
( Old lady.) How very silly now, every body’s a 
laughing‘ at us. Oh, never mind the ridicule, 
ma’am. No more I shouldn’t, sir, but the key of 
the street-door is init. My dear miss, you don’t 
know the figures. Well, perhaps the young lady 
never larnt arithmetic: come, now swing corners, 
now right hand and left, now pussy-cat. What? 
pussy-cat ; poh, nonsense: pousette, you mean. 
Oh, la! ah! that’s it. (Affectedly.) Hey, hollo! 
here’s a gentleman come in that seems non compos : 
please to take off your hat, sir. ( Man, stupidly 
drunk. ) Pll see you (hiccup ) hanged first; I paid 
my money, sir, and I come to fetch Mrs. Puncheon 
home, sir; Mrs. Puncheon’s my wife, sir, and I 
am her husband, sir. La! how provoking; we 
asked pa to fetch us home, and he’s been at his 
old tricks: look, there’s a coat, ma; why he’s 
been rolling in the mud. Go it, my old one! now 
who’d have thought my wife would have made 
such a fool of herself, kicking her heels about like 
a young jackass. Letitia, Jane, Belinda, my dears, 
go and sit before your father, and don’t let him 
expose himself. That ere old woman will dance, 
and I know how it will be with her. For shame, 
pa. I know how it will be. Be quiet, pa; ma’s 
only going down the middle. She’ll beso ill, down 
the middle and up again, ha, ha! 


Thus, old and young, &c. 


CLP LP LEST 


THE HOUND. 


THE dew lightly fell on the sweetbriar thorn, 
Aurora proclaimed it was day, 

Shrill Echo repeated the sound of the horn, 
Which Zephyr bore softly away : 

The dogs were uncoupled, the chase none did Jack, 
When Towler, a stanch-mettled hound, 

That once was the boast of the loud op’ning pack, 
Crawled forth to the musical sound. 


For years he unrivalled was held far and near, 
As stanch as e’er followed the chase ; 
O’er hedge, ditch, and stile, would skim light as 
air, 
Till age made him slacken his pace : 
Turned out of the pack, yet unwilling to yield 
The remains of a mettlesome hound, 
At the huntsman’s loud shout would hie to th. 
field, 
And yelp to the musical sound. 
"J'was once, when with hunting our speed “Zan tv 
lag, 
And sportsmen with dogs were behind, 
That Towler like lightning flew after the stag, 
And made him his prey, fleet as wind : 
But now, blind and feeble, of vigour bercit, 
Scarce able to stray o’er the ground, 
No token remaining of former strength left, 
‘To follow the musical sound. 


Dispensing at last to poverty’s food, 
He ropped, with old -ge, lean and poor, 
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While huntsmen recount his worth, once so good, 
And many a virtue tell o’er ; 

No more the gay chase he awakes in the morn, 
For, stretching himself on the ground, 

“is ears faintly heard the echoing horn, 
And died to the musical sound. 


GOP LEP SF 


LA LOIRE FRIGATE; 
OR, YEO! YEO! 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


OFF Cape Finisterre lay the King’s ship La Loire, 
When a privateer foe Captain Maitland he saw, 
So a boat’s crew he sent with the Spaniard to 
cope, 
Who was called L’Esperance; in plain English, 
the Hope. 
Though but a forlorn hope it proved for the foe, 
Made a prize by the boat’s crew, and Lieutenant 
Yeo! 
Sing Yeo! Yeo! forever! Yeo! Yeo! for 
ever! 
Pull away, pull away, pull, pull away, 
With a Daerey Yeo! Yeo! with a hearty Yeo! 
Yeo ! 


‘Tis the rae of your King, boys, the Captain he 
cried, 
To crown it with victory, then, be your pride ; 
Yes, the birth of your Sovereign distinguish, in 
short, 
By planting his flag on yon proud Spanish fort. 
So the gallant boat’s crew volunteered all to go, 
To conquer or die with brave Lieutenant Yeo ! 
Sing Yeo! Yeo! forever! Yeo! Yeo! for 
ever! 
Pull away, pull away, &c. 


Then Lieutenant Yeo, to his lasting renown, 
The fort he knocked up, and the Governor down. 
The Don’s captured ensign waved over his head, 
And he planted the flag of King George in its 
stead. 
Let the trumpet of Fame, then, through all the 
world blow. 
To the glory of Britons and Lieutenant Yeo! 
Sing Yeo! Yeo!.for ever! Yeo! Yeo! for 
ewer) 0 
Pull away, pull away, &c. 


a a ad a ee 


THE COOK AND THE OLD CLOTHES 
MAN. 


Air—‘* Kitty Clover.”—(M. M. Bryant.) 


My name it is Mo, and I lives in Rag-fair, 
Clothes sale, clo, clo, clo, 
I am very vell known among our peoples there, 
Vith my clothes sale, &c. 
As I valk the boys teaze me about pits of pork, 
Vich they say, though they lie, that they’ve stuck 
on a fork, 
But on I do go, 
Vith my clothes sale, &c. 


But now I vill tell vat befel me, oh dear! 
Clothes sale, &c. 
Von day I vas going through Hanover-square, 
Clothes sale, &c. 
To a cook down an area I cried clothes a shange, 
Ven she beckoned me in, now, vasn’t it strange? , 
So down I did go, 
Vith my clothes sale, &c. 


She sold me some pargains, and gave me some 
meat, 
Clothes sale, &c. 


Vich, though it vas ¢trypher, I couldn’t but eat, 
Clothes sale, &c. 
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Den to give her a kiss, dears, I thought it no sin, 
When a great Irish footman came blustering in, 
; O, story of voe! 
For my clothes sale, &c. 


He took me right up like a piece of a rag, 
Clothes sale, &c. 
And popp’d me head foremost plump into my bag, 
Clothes sale, &c. 
And a mud-cart, just passing, the unfeeling soul 
Threw me in, vere I looked like a toad in a hole, 
O dear, vat a row! 
Vith my clothes sale, &c, 


The men took me out, and my Becky came by, 
Vith her clothes sale, &c. 
And hearing the tale broke my head very nigh, 
Clothes sale, &c. 
So, our peoples, beware of great fat tempting cooks, 
And ven you puy pargains, remember the cooks, 
For I do I know, 
Vith my clothes sale, &c. 


PPPOE PPI?D 


THOSE PRETTY GIRLS. 
Air—‘* Those Evening Bells.”—(J. W.W.) 


THOSE pretty girls, those pretty girls, 

How many a glance their bright eye whirls, 
Of love, and hope, and that fond ray 
That lures us on from day to day. 


How many a spirit that was bright, 
When first he looked on beauty’s light, 
Walks sorrowing where the cascade purls, 
And sees no more those pretty girls. 


Thus, too, when silence quells my lyre, 
Will beauty’s eyes still flash with fire, 
And other poets twine your curls, 

And sing your praises, pretty girls. 


OPIS PS P?PP 


FILL YOUR GLASS, DRAIN THE BOWL. 
Air—** Bachelors’ Hall.””—(Rursted. ) 


CoME, come, jolly boys, and your bumpers push 
round, 

’Tis time that all care was eternally drowned ; 

It’s the season for mirth, to our fete haste away, 

For life we all know’s but a short summer’s day ; 

Replenish your glasses, ’tis folly to think, 

Success to our navy let’s cheerfully drink. 


CHORUS. 
Fill your glass, drain the bowl; why should we 
despair? 
We ne’er were decreed for the regions of care. 


The learned divine may morality teach, 

And sober discretion with temperance preach ; 
But can all his maxims our precepts surpass, 
Gay as Bacchus, defining the joys of the glass ? 
Proficients in logic, true time we explore ; 

Ye grave ones at college, can mortals do more? 


If censured by bards, and the wits of the age, 
For the part we are acting on this worldly stage, 
To Venus and Bacchus, our patrons, we’ll fly, 

On their tablet’s engraved—noble souls never die , 
But should the scene change, jolly Bacchants will 


say 
Here lie honest fellows that moistened their clay. 
THE LAND OF LOVE AND LIBERTY. 
Air— Rule Britannia.” —(Tom Paine.) 
HAIL, great Republic of the world, 
The rising empire of the west ; 


Where famed Columbus’ mighty mind, inspired, 
Gave tortured Europe scenes of rest. 
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; CHORUS. 
Be thou for ever, for ever great and free, 
The land of love and liberty 


Beneath thy spreading mantling vine, 
Beside thy flowery groves and springs, 
And on thy lofty, thy lofty mountain’s brow, 


May all thy sons and fair ones sing. . 


May ages, as they rise, proclaim 
The glories of thy natal day, 

And restless Europe from thy example learn 
To live, to rule, and to obey. 


From thee may hated discord fly, 
With all her dark and dreary train, 

And whilst thy mighty, thy mighty waters roll, 
May heart-endearing concord reign. 


Let laureates sing their birth-day odes, 
Or how their death-like thunder’s hurled ; 
’Tis ours the charter, the charter ours alone, 
To sing the birth-day of the world. 


GPP FPP IF 


PADDY O’FLANAGHAN. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


*TWAS Paddy O’Flanaghan set out one morning 
From Dublin, sweet city, to London on foot, 

Tn an old tattered jacket, all foppery scorning, 
With a shoe on his leg and his neck in a boot. 
Musha whack! in no time he walked over the 

water, 
And soon set his head on England’s famed shore, 
While for joy of his safety while his stomach did 
totter, 
He sung Teddy O’Rielly and Molly Ashtore, 
With his phililu hubbuboo hugamauairnee 
Musha gra botheration and smalliloo huh. 


A place he soon got when in London arrived, sir, 
To brush up a gemmen and wait on his coat, 
Where he soon learnt to know that just four beans 

make five, sir. 
And could tell you a tale with his tongue down 
his throat, 
Now one day, while Pat was his master attending, 
In his study, where letters around him did lay, 
When he begged hard for one to his friends to be 
sending, 
As ’twould save him from writing and be the 
best way. 
With his philulu, &c. 


Soon after being sent with a basket and letter, 
Crammed full of live pigeons to give to a friend, 
Enraged at their fluttering, he thought it was 
better 
To set them at large, and their misery end ; 
Then on, joy, he went to the place where directed, 
But the door had no knocker, so what does he 
do? 
Faith, he knocked at the next, where the servant 
attending, 
Cried Pat, it’s your knocker I want and not you. 
With your philulu, &c. 


Being brought ’fore the gemmen, he gave him the 
note 
Who said, in the letter here’s pigeons, I find, 
a says Pat, that’s a very good joke, 
or they fled from the basket and left me be- 
hind. 
The gentleman swore for the loss he must pay, 
Or on losing his place for certain depend ; 
Pat replied, to your offer I’ll not once say nay, 
If you’ll be so kind as the money to lend. 
With my philulu, &c. 


Being pleased with the joke, poor Pat got forgiv’n, 
For though blunder on blunder, no harm there 
was meant. 
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And if he’s not dead, with his master he’s living ; 
And, when not out of humour, is always con- 
tent 
Nay, more, Paddy Flanaghan joins in the wish, 
That the cares of our friends may soon find a 
decrease, : 
That war may be drowned on dry land with the 
fish 
And the world for ever taste blessings of peace, 
With my philulu, &c. 


PaIPOI PLL 


INDEPENDENT ODD-FELLOWS WILL 
STILL BEAR THE SWAY. 


Air—‘* Bachelor’s Hall.”—(P. G. Cree.) 


CoME, brother Odd-fellows, attend to my call, 

The voice of your noble doth summon you all ; 

Tis the summons of kindness, which warms every 
breast 

With friendship, and cheers the heart that’s de- 
prest. 

Then attend, every brother, the gods I invoke, 

Come, Momus, and aid us, with frolic and joke. 


CHORUS. 
Hark away ! hark away! while your spirits are gay, 
Independent Odd-fellows will still bear the sway. 


If to censure our order, dull mortals arise, 

We smile at their threats, and their malice de- 
spise. 

Let them come to our lodge and enviously prove, 

Our motto is friendship and brotherly love. 

While on rectitude’s basis, our lodge firmly stands, 

In defence of the order we’ll join hearts and hands. 


Then, brothers, be steady and true to the cause, 
Hold sacred your rights, independence, and laws ; 
Let no party spirit amongst us be found, 

But friendship and loyalty always abound ; 

Thus united and happy, Odd-fellows, come, sing, 
Long flourish the order, and God save the king ! 


PPILIP IPP HP 


THE BROWN JUG. 


[Imitated from the Latin of Hieronymus Amal- 
theus, by the Rev. Francis Fawkes. | 


DEAR ToM, this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 

(In which I will drink to sweet Nan of the Vale,) 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirsty old soul 

As e’er drank a bottle or fathomed a bowl. 

In boozing about ’twas his praise to excel, 

And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanced as in dog-days he sat at his ease, 

In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you please, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing sorrows away, 
And with honest old stingo was soaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a sudden were shnt, 
And he died full as big as a Dorchester butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And Time into clay had resolved it again, 

A potter found out, in its covert so snug, 

And with part of fat Toby he formed this brown 


Jug, 

Now sacred to friendship, and mirth, and mild 
ale ;— 

So here’s to my lovely sweet Nan o° the Vale. 


GPP LAI LSE 


LIFE IN LONDON; 
OR, THE TRIUMPHANT TRIO, 
Air— Shakspeare’s Seven Ages.”’—('T. Jones. ) 


COME on, all ye knowing kids, 
Who can patter well your whids, 
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And can shell-out blunt galere, 
Here is merriment in store ; 
Tom and Jerry are the go, 
Each to Care a mortal toe, 
And with them to take a peep at life'is rare O! 
Ball and rout—drinking bout, 
Never grieve—take French leave. 


SPOKEN.] London, magnificent London, for 
ever! says Jerry. Adieu to the fox-hunting and 
fortune-telling of a country life. Just arrived in 
town, sir, I presume; though presumption is not 
in my line, shall be proud to make a gentleman of 
you, sir; fit and refit, as we say. My name is 
Richard Primefit, sir, at your service ; the leading 
star of whose ambition is honour and profit ( aside ) ; 
to mark the rising fashions of the age, and give to 
each its proper fit and feature. Zounds! cried 
Jerry, you are fit for any thing.—Except throwing 
gentlemen into fits, sir, and that I leave to the 
doctors ; though I believe I may say that few per- 
sons have more fits in a day than your humble ser- 
vant. Lords, ladies, and lacqueys, are fitted by 
me—shall be happy to give you a specimen—/fit 
you to a hair, sir, and swit myself thereby. 


Splendid dress—nothing less, 
Heigh down, ho down, derry derry down, 
Life in London’s all the tip, the gig, and stare O! 


Well, suppose our hero dressed, 
In a suit of Primefit’s best, 
In looking-glass surveyed, 
He’s a pattern for the trade. 
A swell, with knowing grin, 
Bob Logic, now pops in, 
A tip-top blade of London, I declare O! 
Ripe and rum—up to slum, 
Boxing, racing, wild-goose chasing. 


ieee All life, fun, fire, fancy, and frolic, 
Logic’s the lad for a lark in Lushington’s Crib, Char- 


ley’s Theatre, and Almackh’s in the West ; cracking a ; 
Y 3 g a. 


- pipkin at Jackson’s; sporting his blunt on a mill at 
MMoulsey- Hurst ; the lobby of the spell; the lounge in 
the Park; or for sporting a leg among the copper- 
coloured covies of the East. Tsay, you Bob, criesa 
Johnny Raw, I understand you are a chopper of 
Logic, can you chop sticks? Yes, replied he, and 
Jioor mopsticks in a Neat style, tipping him a taste of 
his Logical mawley, that tapped his claret, queered 
hus day-lights, and popped his nob in Chancery ; fol- 
lowed by another in the bread-basket, which gave 
him bellows to mend, and put the Victualling- Office 
out of commission. He came to the scratch out of 
time, Science was out of temper, and the poor 
Johnny Raw out of tune. Take that, says Bob, 
and be satisfied. Poor satisfaction, too, said he, 
making his escape as fast as he could, while Bob 
sung out 


Wise or simple, fib your pimple, 
Heigh down, ho down, &c. 
Now Tom and knowing Jerry, 
With Logic, gay and merry, 
Of pleasure on the scent, 
And on every humour bent, 
In joy to spend their lives, 
And try a bunch of fives, 
To the Fives’ Cowt haste away, to have their 
- share, .O! 
Shelton, Spring—in the ring, 
Nobs and fibs—go to Cribb’s. 


SPOKEN.| Fine sport for the faney— Bowiana 
bang up—and the lads of the village blowing a cloud. 
Prime chants, rum glees, and hiddy catches, the order 
of the day. The Champion’s cup—cups all round, 
and a cup too much, ** Hark! the lark,” (hiccups. ) 
Daffy do-little the great, and go it, my Kiddy, re- 
plied Bob. Two bebs and a bender to a coach-wheel, 





_enough I am. 
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I bowl the wories out of your bone-box im a brace of 
shakes,—come on,’ my covey. No breezes here, 
says Cribb, for, though*d have been a match-maker, 
I should wish you to be hand-shakers, and let me 
bring you in overtakers. With all my heart, says 
Bceb; I’m for a lark in the light or the dark, in the 
Holy Land, or Noah’s Ark, so fill up the jorwns, 
and let us begin again. 


Bait the Bruin,—swig biue ruin, 
Heigh down, ho down, &c. 


Then near St. Dunstan’s bells, 
These midnight roving swells, 
Approaching Temple-Bar, 
By Bacchus urged to war, 
Drew a staple from the wall, 
Upset Charley, box and all, 
Who wondered how the devil he came there, O! 
Helter-skelter—Charley’s shelter, 
Spring the rattle—give ’em battle. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, there lay the ould scout snug 
enough, boxed up as comfortable as if he had been 
measured by an undertaker for a patent iron coffin. 
I charge you, said a greasy-eared ould grappler.— 
And I discharge the obligation, replied Cormthian 
Tom, tripping up his heels, and leaving him in 
charge of the kénnel. Stick to ’em, Jerry—go 
along, Bob—we must tip ’em the double, for its 
double or quits. Watch! watch! Stop him! there 
he goes! Which is him? cries Logic; do you mean 
the Charley boxed up or boxed down? I think you’ll 
soon be in the wrong box. Box or no box, Vil bor- 
row your lantern while I bone your jasey. Be after 
being aisey now, cries an Irish patrol; you are my 
prisoner. And you are the patrol, are you? Sure 
Why then, roll away, Pat; for I’ve 
no notion of being on your muster-roll. No, but, 
by the powers, you have given me a musty-roll, 
muddy, murder, and an escape. Who the devil 
are you, saidone of the crowd gathering round, 
and helping the Irish jontleman out of the mud. 
Devil burn me if I know, says he; while Tom, 
Jerry,and Bob, got clear away, bidding adieu to— 

Tramps and trulls—broken skulls, ‘ 
With heigh down, ho down, &c, 


Then at Almack’s in the West, 
Sporting figures with the best ; 
Of waltz or gay quadrille 
Resolved to have their fill ; 
But, to enjoy a feast, 
Off to All-max in the East 

Away they post, for fun I do declare, O! 
Dingy pals—tawny Salls, 
Jerry Diddler—sluice the fiddler. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, that’s the place for real Life in 
London,—all rough and rum, queer gills, rum cus- 
tomers, and lumps of love in low life. Max, mirth, 
and merriment, to drive away mmelancholy.— 
Dancing, fiddling, and blue ruin, as long as there 
is a yard of white tape in existence, a mag in the clie, 
or a market up the spout to tick the toggery. ‘Tom 
lushed, Jerry swigged, and Bob bolted; but never 
were friends so well met as the company—Jews, 
Christians, Hottentots, and Catabaws, sate landed, 
and * capering ashore.”? Come, strike up, old 
Rot-rosin.— Vat shall I play next, plase your 
honour ? 'Take a shove in the mouth first, and then- 


Hob and nob—.Dusty Bob, 


Heigh-down, ho down, &c. 





Then, to make their rounds complete, 
St. Giles’s is a treat 5 

Where the mendicants so grand, - 
Attend the Holy Land, 

With mirth and revel, lark, 
Crammed into Noah’s Ark, 


Displaying feats and tricks of life so rare, OG! 
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Dandy quarters— Billy Waters, 
Girls that ogle—ding your fogle. 


SPOKEN.] Cadgers and cant-ers—match-makers 
and moéney-divers—fluefakers and fortune-tellers— 
lame, deaf, dumb, and stone-blind—dancing, talk- 
ing, hearing, seeing as plain as ever, stuck behind 
a yard of clay, and puffing the weed—Nothing but 
All Butt, Entire, and double X, Andrew Whitsonin 
the chair. Silence! silence! Order! order! I 
say, Jack, vat shall ws have for supper to-night? 
Vy, ahalderman hanged in chains, that’s vat they 
all ought tobe. So says I, more max and d—n 
the beaks. I say, how you dips your beak in though. 
Honour among gentlemen, that’s ail fair. I say, 
if more than ten speaks at vonce, I’ll give the first 
man that opens his mouth a rap of the sconce. 
That’s right ; chair, chair, I vo’n’t speak till you 
calls upon me, and then I'll sing. ( Sings. ) 

Vy sorrowful Sam 
Vas not vorth a d—n, 
For grieving’s a flam, 
So let us be jolly and merry. 
Ve cadgers agree 
To live happy and free, 
So good liquor give me, 
And let us sing heigh down derry. 


CHORUS. 
A very good song, and jolly well sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 


Lots of fun and high life below stairs; till the 
alarm of the beak’s arrival with his officers.—Pop 
out the rush-light, and bundle up the ladder !— 
Mind you don’t break the bottle, and let out all 
the max. 


Peep o’ day, haste away, 
Heigh down, ho down, &c. 


GPL GIFIEPR 


YE FAIR MARRIED DAMES. 
( Garrick.) 


Ye fair married dames, who so often deplore 

That a lover once blest is a lover no more, | 

Attend to my counsel, nor blush to be taught 

hat Prudence must cherish what Beauty has 
caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
eye 

Your roses and lilies may make the men sigh ; 

But roses, and lilies, and sighs pass away, 

And passion will die as your beauties decay. 


Use the man that you wed like your fav’rite gui- 
tar 

Though music in both, they are both apt to jar ; 

How tuneful and soft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor played on too much. 


The sparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 

Grow tame at your kindness, and come at com- 
mand ; 

Exert with your husbands the same happy skill, 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tamed to your 
will. 


Be gay and good-humoured, complying and kind, 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
mind ; 

fis thus that a wife may her conquest improve, 

And Hymen shall rivet the fetters of love. 


GPO PLLIP 


HARK, HARK, TO THE HUNTSMAN’S 
SWEET HALLOO. 


COME, rouse from your trances, 
The sly morn advances 


To catch sluggish mortals in bed ; 
Let the horn’s jocund note 
In the wind sweetly float, 
While the fox from the break lifts his head 5 
Now creeping, 
Now peeping, 
The fox from the break lifts his head! 
Each away to his steed, 
Your goddess shall lead, 
Come, follow, ye worshippers! follow ; 
For the chase all prepare, 
See the hounds snnff the air ; 
Hark, hark, to the huntsman’s sweet halloo. 


Hark, Jowler; hark, Rover ; 
See Renard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground ; 
Now they skim o’er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane ; 
And the hills, woods, and valleys resound ; 
With dashing, 
And splashing, 
The hills, woods, and valleys resound ; 
Then away, with full speed, 
Your goddess shall lead, 
Come, follow, &c. 


GRIP OL I? 


THE OLD OAK TABLE. 
Air—‘* The last Shilling.””—(Hudson. ) 


I HAD knocked out the dust from my pipe t’other 
night, 
Old Time towards midnight was creeping ; 
The last smoke from its ashes had taken its 
flight,— 
I felt neither waking nor sleeping ; 
When a voice, loud and hollow, and, seemingly, 
near, _ 
Yow’ll say ’twas a dream or a fable, 
Directed towards me, said, audibly clear, 
«¢ List, list, list to me, thy oak table.” 


= 


<< T was once of the forest, the monarch so bold, 
<© Nor tempest nor storm made me tremble ; 
«« And oft, very oft, the famed Druids of old ~ 
«* Would under my branches assemble : 
«< Their mysterious rites they’d perform before 
me,— 
<¢ Those rites to unfold I am able 5 . 
<* But be that now forgot,—I was then an oak 
tree, 
«© And now I am but an oak table. 


«© When the axe brought me down, and soon lopped 
was each bough, 
‘¢ And to form a shipI was converted, 
«« Manned by true hearts of oak, the wide ocean 
to plough, 
«¢ And by Victory never deserted. 
<¢ But, worn out by Time, and reduced to a wreck, 
«© Bereft of my anchor and cable, 
«< A carpenter bought me, and, with part of my 
deck, 
«« Made what you see me now—an oak table. 


«¢ Now thrust in a corner, put out of the way,— 
<¢ But I fear I your patience am tiring,— 
“ Texpect nothing less than, some forth-comirg 
day, 
<¢ To be broke up, and used for your firing.” 
“‘ No, never,” cried I, as I started, awake, 
«© T’ll keep thee as long as I’m able, 
«© And each friend that my humble cheer will par- 
take, 
«¢ Shall be welcome around my oak table.” 


CLEP FOES 


JACK JIGGER. 
-(Dibdin. ) 
JACK JIGGER, a curious and whimsical tar, 
For a sort of a geno was Jack, 
One day, with the French, in a bit of/a spar, 
By a small shot was taken aback. 
It swivelled his fingers, and splintered the bone, 
And his arm about pretty well knocked ; 
Now, cried he, witha d—me, instead of a groan, 
I suppose I must go and be docked ! 
The surgeon, with feeling, made Jack understand 
_ The arm must come off.—Why, then, brother, 
Man the nippers and knife, for all tars lend a 
hand 
Just only to serve one another. 


As he saw from his birth in the cockpit below, 
The blood which his messmates had spilt, 
Of the doctor, poor Jack was vast curious to 
know, 
In what manner a seaman was built. 
The surgeon held forth about art’ries and veins, 
Of muscles, and sinews, and limbs; 
While Jack all this lingo took in with great pains, 
His mouth open, and staring his glims ; 
And as he replied to each curious demand, 
Called the doctor a friend and a brother, 
And swore that, all weathers, true tars bear a 
hand, 
Just only to serve one another. 


Why, if this is the maxim, by all that I sees, 
A man’s built just the same as a ship, 
From the keel, the back-bone, to the top, and cross 
trees, 
To take in life’s ocean a trip ; 
A muscle, a sinew, a brace, ora stay ; 
And as for men’s fears and their hopes, 
Are the masts, and the fibres his frame that be- 
lay, 
Renan rigging, and all the small ropes. 
And aseach in their station to fall understand, 
Take the part of a friend and a brother, 
To their duty turn in, and, like tars, lend a hand, 
Just only to serve one another. 


His senses, his feelings, his lingo, and wit, 
The complement make of his crew, 

And ships knocked about must come in and refit, 
All as one now as I come to you; 

Then as ships by the wind, if a breeze or a gale 
Venture cither for life or for death ; 

So man through the ocean of life could not sail, 
Were he not kept afloat by his breath. 

And as men who sail under ma’am Fortune’s com- 

mand, 

Are all kind alike to a friend and a brother ; 

So from cables and ratlines, the ropes lend a hand 
Just only to serve one another. 


The heart is the rudder, the bowsprit the head, 
Man and ship in fair weather rejoice : 
Man struggles through life, just like heaving the 
lead, 
The bold-speaking trumpet the voice ; 
And when worn to a hulk, or by storms ta’en 
aback, 
To the dregs Fate has emptied her can, 
"Tis the lot of all vessels, as well as poor Jack, 
The ship-founders, and so doth the man. 
I.ect each man, who sails under Heaven’s com- 
mand, 
Still turn out a friend and a brother ; 
And, faithful to honour, like tars lend a hand, 
But only to serve one another. 


FIPISPOLIO 
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DO AS COMPANY Do. 
(Morton. ) 


BEFORE I pricked onward to merry England, 
Of my mother a blessing I booned ; f 
Says she—My dear darling, there’s ninepence in 
hand, 
But make it a noble or pound ; 
With accomplishments no one can better be storeu 
That figure was made for a boo! 
And for maxims, my beauty, this golden one 
hoard, 
To do as company do. 
Wheedling, ’guiling, 
Dimpling, smiling, 
And do as company do. 


Then I lived with a lord, whose back when he 
turned 
Other lords to his lady drew nigh ; 
They simpered, they panted, they shivered, they 
burned, 
She returned them a languishing sigh ; 
So I made one among them, and gave hera buss, 
To her husband in anger she flew. 
But, says I, my lord, where’s the harm or the 
fuss , 
To do as company do? 
Ogling, teazing, 
Nudging, squeezing, 
And do as company do. 


To the Varliament-house, in London gay town, 
I went to hear oratory ; 
And as soon as a man in a chair had sat down, 
They “ Places—places,” did cry. 
Give me one, says I,—then a man with a mace, 
In a terrible tantarum flew ; 
But, says I, Mr. Sergeant, pray where’s the dis- 
grace 
To do ascompany do? 
Scrambling, spouting, 
Clawing, shouting, 
And do as company do. 


PPIPP IPP? 


THE SPANISH REFUGEES. 
(Upton. ) 

SPANIARDS of a worthier race, 
Than those that now your soil disgrace ; 
Hearts that burn with Freedom’s fire ! 
Souls that war with tyrant’s ire! 
Welcome to Britannia’s isle, 
Welcome, here, to Liberty’s smile ! 


By the blood of patriots slain ; 

By the minds that writhe in pain ; 
By the friends and kindred dear 
Left to breathe in dungeons drear ; 
Welcome to Britannia’s isle, 
Welcome, here, to Liberty’s smile! 


By your scars, so bravely won, 

By your deeds of valour done ; 

By the great and deathless cause, 
Freedom’s rights, and Freedom’s laws! 
Welcome to Britannia’s isle, 

Welcome, here, to Liberty’s smile. 


By the tears from Beauty’s eyes ; 

By your wives’ and children’s sighs ; 
By the battles, glorious, wrought, 
(Where Mina and Quiroga fought !) 
Welcome to Britannia’s isle, 
Welcome, here, to Liberty’s smile! 


ee ee 


~ 
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BY DRINKING DRIVE DULL CARE 
AWAY. 


Air—“* The Rakes of Mallow.” 


By drinking drive dull Care away ; 
Be brisk and airy, 
Never vary 

In your tempers, but be gay ; 

Let mirth know no cessation ; 
We were all born, mankind agree, 
From dull Reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks not cannot be ; 

Then answer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, 
Then all whining, : 
Wishing, striving, 

To embrace what Beauty yields, 

Is left when in possession ; 

But Bacchus sends such treasure forth, 
Possession never palls its worth, 
We always wished for’t from our birth, 

And shall for ever wish on. 


All malice here is flung aside, 
Each takes his glass, 
No healths do pass, 
No party-feuds here e’er abide. 
They naught but ill occasion ; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The day which brought us to this state, 
But not to curse, or yet to hate, 
The hour of our creation. 


PILPEPOPHP 


FLY, FAVOURITE OF VENUS,—FLY, 
COURIER OF LOVE, 


(Dimond. ) 


A DOVE in terror flying, 
This morning crossed my way, 
In murmurs faintly crying, 
For aid it seemed to pray. 
A vulture downward rushing, 
His wings just o’er it shook, 
As floods from mountains gushing, 
Plunge headlong on some brook ! 
Ah! fly away faster !—fly away, dove,— 


Fly, favourite of Venus'—fly, courier of Love. _ 


st Ah! whither ’scape from ruin ;” 
So ran the dove’s low moan ; 
‘« Fast, fast his fate pursuing, 
Great Venus, guard thy own!” 
To thee, Oh! Queen of Beauty! 
The dove was ever slave, 
Protection grant for duty ; 
Hear, Venus, hear and save+ 
Ah! fly away faster, &c. 


GPL IGPIF 


THE SOLDIER KNOWS THAT EVERY 
BALL. 


(Captain James. ) 


THE soldier knows that every ball 
A certain billet bears, 

And whether doomed to rise or fall, 
Dishonour’s all he fears. 

To serve his country is his plan, 
Unawed or undismayed ; 

He fights her battles like a man, 
And by her thanks he’s paid. 


To foreign climes he cheerly goes, 
By duty only driven ; 

And if he fall, his country knows 
®or whom the blow was given. 

Kecorded on the front of day, 
The warrior’s deeds appear ; 

For him the poet breathes his lay, 
The virgin sheds her tear. 


YOUNG BODKIN AND MOLLY JENKINS. 
( Lawler. ) 


YOUNG Bodkin was a tailor bold, 
And his love he did unfold 
To cruel Molly Jenkins : 
He soon began to curse his lot, 
For blacksmith Bob her heart had got, 
Who struck the iron while ’twas hot, 
And married Molly Jenkins. 


To the river Bodkin ran, 

And drowned the ninth part of a man, 
For love of Molly Jenkins : 

When she heard it she did sigh, 

Poor soul! ‘he’s wet and I am dry, 

So I think I’d best wet t’other eye— 
Cruel Molly Jenkins. 


Bodkin’s ghost, as it appears, 
Came one night all with his shears, 
“Olud !” cried Molly Jenkins, 
«* The doors are locked; what’s your design ? 
How you got in I can’t divine ,” 
Said he, “‘ My ghost is superfine, 
Cruel Molly Jenkins.” 
Said she, ‘‘ Since you your shears have gct, 
’Tis plain you mean that we must cut.” 
Said he, ‘‘ No, Molly Jenkins ; 
Along with me you must decamp, 
Unto my grave so cold and damp :” 
She zave a squall—it was the cramp 
Which wakened Molly Jenkins. 


MORAL. 
Ye tailors, mark what I relate, 
Take pattern from poor Bodkin’s fate, 
Who died for Molly Jenkins ; 
And, ladies, when sly Cupid reigns, 
Lest trouble should reward your pains, 
Don’t, like a blacksmith, forge the chaims, 
But think on Molly Jenkins. 


JOY TO VENTOSO’S HALLS, 
(Rev. G. Croly.) 


Joy to Ventoso’s halls! 

Eve on the water falls 
Crimson and calm. 

Stars are awake on high 

Winds in sweet slumbers lie ; 

Dew-dipt, the blossoms sigh , 
All breathing balm. 


Come, gallant masquers ! all, 
Come to our festival 
Decked in your pride. 
Beauty and birth are there, 
Joy to the lovely pair, 
May time and sorrow spare 
Bridegroom and. bride. 


GIFP POPE? 


BUXOM NAN. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE wind was hushed, the storm was over, 
Unfurled was ev’ry flowing sail, 
From toil released, when Dick, of Dover, 
Went with his messmates to regale : 
All danger o’er, cried he, my neac hearts, 
Drown care then in the smiling can ; 
Come, bear a hand, let’s toast our sweethearts, 
And first ’ll give my Buxom Nan. 
She’s none of those that’s always gigging, 
And stem and stern made up of art— 
One knows a vessel by her rigging — 
Such ever slight a constant heart : 
With straw hat and pink streamers flowing, 
How oft to meet me has she ran; 
While for dear life would I be rowing, 
To meet with smiles my Buxom Nan. 
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Jack Jollyboat went to the Indies— WHEN YOUTH HIS FAIRY REIGN BEGAN. 
To see him stare when he came back, S. T. Coleride 
The girls were so all off the hinges, (S. T. Coleridge. ) 
His Poll was quite unknown to Jack : WHEN youth his fairy reign began, 
Tant-masted all, to see who’s tallest, Ere sorrow had proclaimed me man, 
Breast-works, top-ga’ant sails, an‘) a fan— While peace the present hour beguiled, 
Messmate, cried I, more sail than ballast, And all the lovely prospect smiled ; 
Ah! still give me my Buxom Nan. : Then, Mary, ’mid my lightsome glee, 
None in life’s sea can sail more quicker, 1 Reaved (ie pemiene ain ten tie 
To show her love or serve a friend ; And when along the waves of woe, 
But hold, I’m preaching o’er my liquor, My harassed heart was doomed to know 
This one word, then, and there’s anend: . The frantic burst of outrage keen, 
Of all the wenches whatsomdever, And the slow pang that gnaws unseen; 
I say, then, find me out who can, Then shipwrecked on life’s stormy sea, 
One half so tight, so kind, so clever, I heaved an anguished sigh for thee. 
Sweet, trim, and neat as Buxom Nan. But soon reflection’s power impress’d 
ercercre A stiller sadness on my breast ; 
, And sickly hope, with waning eye, 
ENG eae Was well ‘atom to droop and die ; 
OR, MORE GHOSTS THAN ONE. I yielded to the stern decree, 
Air—“ Bow, wow,” &c.—(C. F. Barrett.) Yet heaved a languid sigh for thee. 
You all have heard of crook-back’d Dick, who And though in different climes to roam, 
once was England’s King, sir, A wanderer from my native home, 
Who thought by artifice to get the devil in a I fain would soothe the sense of care, 
string, sir; And lull to sleep the joys that were ; 
Being born with teeth, he vow’d to snap at all Thy image may not banished be, 
who came in his way, sir, Still, Mary, still I sigh for thee. 


And friend or foe, as suited Dick, alike became 
; his prey, sir. 


CPF IIL ESP 





Bow, wow, wow, fal, lal, &c. HASTE, ROSEATE HOUR. 
’Gainst Clarence, first, he spit his spite, and while | [Translated from the Spanish of Juan de Mena. ] 
he there did dine, sir Di d. 
He made him drunk, and then did drown him in mone f 
a butt of wine, sir; HASTE, roseate hour, that fate ordains, 
Then next unto the Tower he went, and with a To end the lover’s anxious pains,— 
furious look, sir, His doubts, his fears, his fond alarms, 
He stuck King Harry, cause he found him read- And yield a bride to bless his arms. 
ing in a book, sir. Haste, roseate hour. 
Bow, wow, &c. For thee old Time’s enamoured hand, 
King Edward dying, he seiz’d the crown, when, To grains of gold shall change the sand, 
like the frog in fable, With silent fall as moments pass, 
He swelled and looked monstratious big as long as And atoms count them in his glass. 
he was able ; Haste, roseate hour! 
Then married Lady Ann with speed, but soon, But when run out, thy perfect pile 
sirs, in a frenzy, Will shine so brightly, Time shall smile, 
He bade her go, Sirs, and be d d, another took Deem further cares uf office vain, 
his fancy. Stand still, nor turn the glass again. 
Bow, wow, &c. Haste, roseate hour! 
Then fearing that some unknown foe might balk sreccere 
him of his will O, 

He had his little nephews smothered by a swan’s- O! PADDY, PADDY WHACK; 
we oe pews OR, A BLACK-AND-BLUE LAMENTATION ! 
nee fe ee eT Bae Air— 0! Listen to the Voice of Love.” 

> 
Just as you’d see some envious wight serve puppies (E. J. B. Box.) 
when they drown. en, O! Paddy, Paddy Whack, 
Bow, wow, &c. Where do you stray? 
At length his crimes so heinous grew, the folk O! when come back 
began to grumble, To me this way ? 
And he to quake, for fear his pride should meet a O! tell me why 
hugeous tumble ; _ From me you fly, 
While to increase poor Dickey’s fear, ’twas said, For if you’re false my heart ’twill crack ; 
that ev’ry night, sir, Then I must die, 
The ghosts of those he had hilt appeared to him, And no more sigh 
dressed all in white, sir. For Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Whack ! 
TE Pi 4 ge O! Paddy, Paddy Whack, 
At length, in Bosworth’s field, he met with one For you my tears 
who was his match, sir, Of love flow black 
Who cared no more, sirs, for his threats than I do And blue with fears! 
for Old Scratch, sir ; Oft in my arms, 
He stuck so close, sirs, to his skirts, his blows he Of such sweet charms 
couldn’t parry, You’ve sworn you never had a smack ; 
So all proved Dickey, sirs, with him, being stuck Then why this waste 
by Richmond Harry. Of time and taste, 


Bow, wow, &c, O! Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Whaek ? 
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O! Paddy, Paddy Whack, 
While in the dumps, 
That you’re so slack 
To stir your stumps, 
So fierce I burn 
For your return 
My lamp of life soon oil must lack ; 
Then in my tomb 
~ Love can’t have room 


For Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Whack ! 


SELPPPOPOD 


WHITHER, MY LOVE, AH! WHITHER ART 
THOU GONE? 


A RONDEAU. 
(Cobb.) 


WHITHER, my love, ah, whither art thou gone ? 
Let not thy absence cloud this happy morn ; 

Say, by thy heart, can falsehood e’er be known? 
Ah! no, no; I judge it by my own; 

The heart he gave with so much care, 

Which treasured in my breast I wear, 

Still for its master beats alone, 

I’m sure the selfish thing’s his own. 


e , SOLS LS- 2 


PIGGISH PROPENSITIES; 
OR, THE BUMPKIN IN TOWN. 
(T. Jones.) 


A BUMPKIN to London, one morning in spring, 
Hey derry, ho derry, fal de ral la, 
Took a fat pig to market, his leg in a string, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
The Clown drove him forward, while piggy, good 
lack, 
Liked his old home so well he still tried to run 
back. 


SPOKEN. | ‘* Coome, coome,” said the Bumpkin 
to himself, «* Lunnun is the grand mart for every 
thing ; there they have their Auction-Marts, their 
Coffee-Marts, and their Linen-Marts: and, as 
they are fond of a tid-bit of country-pork, I see 
no reason why they should not have a Pork and 
Bacon Mari—so, get on (pig grunts). I am glad 
to hear you have a voice on the subject, though it 
seems not quite in tune with my 


Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 


It chanced on the road they’d a dreadful disaster, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c, 
The grunter ran back ’twixt the legs of his master, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
The Bumpkin he came to the ground in a crack, 
And the pig, getting loose, he ran all the way 
back! 


SPOKEN.] ‘‘ Hollo,” said the Clown, scram- 
pling up again, and scratching his broken head, 
<‘ to besure I have heard of sleight-of-hand, hocus- 
pocus, and sich like, but, by gum, this here be a 
new manceuvre, called sleight-of-legs; however, 
xs no boanes be broken between us, I’ll endeavour 
t. make use on ’em once more in following the 
game in view: so, here goes, witha 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 


He set off again, with his pig in a rope, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
Reached London, and now for good sale ’gan to 
hope, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
But the pig, being beat till his bones were quite 
sore 
Turning restive, rushed in at a brandy-shop door. 
SPOKEN.] The genteeler and politer part of the 
world might feel a little inclined to call this piggish 
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behaviour; but, certainly, after a long and fa- 
tiguing journey, nothing can be more refreshing 
than a drap of the cratw’; and, deeming this the 
regular mart for the good stuff, in he bolts, leaving 
his master to sing, as long as he pleased, 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c 
Here three snuffy Tabbies he put to the rout, 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
With three drams to the quartern, that moment 

served out, 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
The pig gave a grunt, and the Clown gave a roar, 
When the whole of the party lay flat on the floor! 

SPOKEN.] Yes, there they lay all of a lump; 

and a precious group there was of them: the old 
women, well primed with snuff and twopenny, and 
bang-up with gin and bitters—the fair ones squalled ; 
the Clown growled like a bear with a broken head ; 
the landlord, seeing all that could be seen as they 
rolled over each other, stared like a stuck pig! 
while this grand chorus of soft and sweet voices 
from the swinish multitude was accompanied by the 
pig with his usual grunt, and a 


Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 


The pig soon arose, and the door open flew, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
When this scrambling group was exposed to my 
view, 
Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
He set off again, without waiting for Jack, 
And, not liking London, ran all the way back! 


SPOKEN.] “ The devil take the pig,” said the 
Bumpkin, “he is more trouble than enough.” 
«« The devil take you,” said Miss Sukey Snnffle, 
“« for you are the greatest hog of the two; I dare 
say, if the truth was known, you are brothers.” 
“* I declare T never was so exposed in all my life,” 
said Miss Delia Doldrum. ‘* There’s my beautiful 
bloom petticoat, that never was rumpled before in 
all my life—I’m quite shocked !” «* Never mind,” 
said the landlord, ‘‘ nobody cares about it ; though 
I confess it was a shocking affair!” <* I wish he 
and his pigs were in the horse-pond!” continued 
she, endeavouring to hide her blushes with her 
hand, “ Oh, my—Oh, my—” <* What?” said 
Boniface. ‘‘ Oh, my elbow!” squalled out Miss 
Emilia Mumble ; ‘‘ I’m sure I shall never get over 
it.” < Oh, yes, you will,” continued he, “ rise 
again, cheer your spirits with another drop of old 
Lom, and you'll soon be able to sing— 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 


By mutual consent, the old women all swore 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
That the Clown was a brute, and his pig was a 

boar, 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
He paid for their liquor, but grumbled, good lack, 
Without money or pig to gang all the way back. 

SPOKEN.] “ By gum,” said he to himself, as 

he turned from the door, ** if the Lunneners likes 
country pork, country pork dvant seem to like they ; 
and, if this be the success I’m to expect in this 
mighty great town in search of the Grand Mart, 
I’ll come no more, for I thinks as how it’s all a 
hoax ; therefore I'll make myself contented to se¢ 
at home in my own chimney-corner in the country, 
and sing— . 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 


GILLI LS ER 


WHERE THE BEE SUCKS, THERE LURK L 
(Shakspeare. ) 


WHERE the bee sucks, there lurk I, 
In a cowslip’s bell I lie, 
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There [ couch when owls do cry ; 

On a bat’s back do I fly, 

After sunset, merrily. 

Merrily, merrily shall I live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 


GPEPGCLIS 


TELL, PRETTY COUSIN, TELL ME TRUE. 
A DUET. 
(Dimond. ) 


He.—Tell, pretty cousin, tell me true, 
Doth Reuben read with scholar’s art? 
Through woman’s eye can he review 
Secrets that dwell within her heart ? 
Tell, cousin, tell! 
She.—Fie, roguish kinsman! fie on thee!’ 
To rudely mock a maiden’s pain,— 
If blushes on this cheek you see, 
’Tis modesty that starts the stain. 
Fie, kinsman, fie! 


Both.--Yet ah! did love’s commissioned flame 

Two faithful hearts inspire, 

Not Virtue’s rigid self might shame 
To boast so pure a fire. 

As lucid gems, in earth deeply laid, 
Flash light on caverns round, 

So darker passions lose their shade 
In hearts where love is found. 


PPP EEE PO 


I NEVER COULD LOVE TILL NOW. 
(M. G. Lewis. 


WHEN I gazed on a beautiful face, 
Or a form which my fancy approved, 

I was pleased with its sweetness and grace, 
And falsely believed that I loved. 

But my heart, though I strove to deceive, 
The imposture it would not allow ; 

I could look, 1 could like, I could leave, 
But I never could love—till now. 


Yet though I from others could rove, 
Now harbour no doubt of my truth, 
Those flames were not lighted by love, 
They were kindled by folly and youth. 
But no longer of reason bereft, 
On your hand, that pure altar, I-vow, 
Then I’ve looked, and have liked, and have 
eit— 
That I never have loved—till now. 


TUTHEREE 00, AND TAN. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


IN Dundee there lived a carl, fu’ blithe and merry ; 
In Dundee there lived a bonny carl ; 
A scolding spousy was his lot, 
Wha mugg’d hersel’ and often got 
Tutheree oo, and tan. 


She led him a life that fu’ wae and weary, 
Till the carl he vowed himsel’ he’d hang ; 
And would have done’t, but thought him first, 
Of ends, a rope’s end was the worst. 
Tutheree oo, and tan. 


This carl’s wife she did na’ play her hubby fairly, 
Else was Andrew Mackintosh belied, 
She made her husband’s heart ache through, 
And then she made his head ache too. 
Tutheree oo, and tan. 


Wife, said he, of life I’ze tired, and will gang 
drown me, 
She replied, gude wives ne’er contradict ; 
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But should my spirit come, said he ; 
O, I’m quite spirit-proof, said she. 

Tutheree 00, and tan, 
At the pond, said he, if my poor heart should 

fail me, 3 
Will you run behind, and push me in? 
Says she a hard part ’tis to play, - 
But ’tis my duty to obey! 
Tutheree oo, and tan. 


By a pond he stood that was deep full a fathom, 
On a hill stood she—the word he gave ; 
Down galloping she came, when he 
Just stepped aside, and in popp’d she. 
Tutheree oo, and tan. 


GPL IPP SP 


THE HARDY TARTAR’S PRIZE. 
(J. P. Kemble.) 


WHEN the darkened midnight sky 
Howls with wild tempestuous cry, 
Then we quit the Tartar plain, 
Death and terror in our train, 
Where the sweeping vengeance drives, 
Hopeless man in horror flies, - 
Worlds of wealth and worlds of wives 
Are the hardy Tartar’s prize. 
Worlds of wealth, &c. 


As the meteors course the sky ; 

Gleaming swords flash round the throng, 
And as through the gloom they fly, 

Light the embattled host along ; 
Firm and close we lead our band 

Where the fertile region lies ; 
Then dispersing, sweep the land 

Destined for the Tartar’s prize. 

Worlds of wealth, &c. 


Though we doom the world our prey, 
Loyal honour, martial truth, 
When our swords have won their way, 
Bind the hardy Tartar youth. ~ 
Choice of spoil, as first in fight, 
With our gallant chieftain lies, 
Then till honour have her right, 
Sacred be the Tartar’s prize. 
Worlds of wealth, &e. 


GLPIPI PIPL? 


GOD SAVE THE KING. 
(H. Carey.) 


GOD save great George our king, 
Long live our noble king, 
God save the king ! 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God save the king! 


O Lord, our God, arise, 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall; 
Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On him our hearts we fix. 

O, save us all. 


Thy choicest gifts in store, 

On him be pleased to pour, 
Long may he reign ; 

May he defend our laws, 

And ever give us cause 

To sing, with heart and voice, 
God save the king! 


PIPPI POPP 
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Kiss they would, so merry ; 
When she knocked down Tom, 
And then she lathered Jerry. 
SSS ee ee EE 


TOM AND JERRY. 
Air—* The Tom Cat.’”’—( Upton. ) 


Tom and Jerry’s sprees 
Ring about so merry, 
Nought is known to please 
Like ‘‘ Go it, Tom or Jerry!” 
La lal la, lal la, &c. 


Life in London now, 
Yes, to tell you fairly, 
Is to breed a row, 
And then to floor a Charley ! 
La lal, &c. 


Tom, in squeezing Nan, 
Chanced to tear her garment, 
When she thus began— 
«‘ There, you nasty varment!” 
La lal, &c, 


Jerry knelt and sighed, 
Love for love to barter, 
When the charmer cried— 
‘« Now, vat are you arter ?” 
La lal, &c. 


Tom would kiss the dear, 
“« No,” says Nan, “ so claws off! 
Vat the devil’s here ? 
Fellers, keep your paws off.” 
La lal, &c. 


But it would not do, 
Kiss they would so merry ; 
When she knocked down Tom, 
And then she lathered Jerry. 
La lal, &e. 


PPP LEP LS 


THE GRAND SUMMUM-BONUM’S A BUM- 
PER OF WINE. 


GIVE me wine, rosy wine, that foe to despair, 
Whose magical power can banish all care, 
27 i 


Of friendship the parent, composer of strife, 
The soother of sorrow and blessing of life ; 

The schools about happiness warmly dispute, 
And weary the sense of the phantom pursuit ; _ 
In spite of their maxims, I dare to define— 
The grand summum-bonum’s a bumper of wine. 


To the coward a warmth it ne’er fails to impart, 
And opens the lock of the miserly heart, 

While thus we carouse it, the wheels of the soul 
O’er life’s rugged highway agreeably roll, 

Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy, 
And fancy rides post to the regions of joy ; 

In spite of dull maxims, I dare to define— 

The grand summum-bonum’s a bumper of wine. 


"Tis the balsam-specific, that heals every sore, 
The oft’ner we taste it, we love it the more ; 
Then he who true happiness seeks to attain 

With spirit the full-flowing bumper must drain, 
And he who the court of fair Venus would know 
Undaunted through Bacchus’s vineyard must go ; 
In spite of dull maxims, I dare to define— 

The grand summum-bonum’s a bumper of wine. 


PPIPLP EPS 


HAIL! HOME OF MY LOVER! 
LAND OF THE FREE! 


(Dimond. ) 


HAIL! 


My first, and my only love, fall waves before 


thee, 
And bow to thy rudder their forehead of foam, 
Light winds fill thy sail, and, propitious, restore 
thee 
To welcomes and blessings that wait thee at 
home. 
Oh, England! that home of delights is in thee. 
Hail! es of honour! hail! land of the 
ree! 


An Hebrew maid rests on a far-distant pillow, 
Where Fancy plays false with the quict of sleep ; 
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She dreams of white cliffs, proudly spurning the | “ A handsome young woman, that can’t speak a 
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billow 
That rise, like a tower built of pearl, from the 
deep. 


Oh, England! the vision she weaves is for thee ; 
Hail! home of my lover! Hail! land of the free! 


GRIPE LIF 


DRANK MILK-PAILS AND MEASURE ON 
ST. TAFFY’S DAY. 


THE sons of Old Albion march on in procession, 
United together, so happy and gay, ; 
And part in good hamour for home and profession, 

And treat all the girls on Saint David’s day. 
Owen Evan met Winny, a milkmaid so tidy, 
Spangled with gold was the leek that he wore. 
“* Stand treat,” she cried, ‘‘ or I’ll never abide ye: 
When your money is spent, then, lad, we’ll have 
more.” 


Young Owen, in the humour, he treated his Winny, 
Twas the first time that she tippled, ’tis true, 
On her rounds she got mellow and gave for a penny 
Milk double measure, and more than that too. 

Her milk soon exhausted, she sat at her leisure, 
If the maid had but money she’d hold out the 


week ; 
At length she sold off the yoke, pails, and mea- 
sure, . 
And with the last shilling she stuck up the leek. 


Next morning the milkman reproached his dear 
Winny, : 
“‘ Dame, where are my pails, or who came in 
your way ?” 
“© Owen Evan,” she cried, “ and I, like a ninny, 
Drank milk-pails and measure on St.Taffy’s day.” 
Come now, jolly Welshmen, replenish your glasses, 
And toast your brave fathers at Liberty’s shrine, 
Your next be devoted to Cambria’s fair lasses, 
And then to the green leek—our rallying sign. 


GRIP LISP 


THE BLIND PRIEST OF KAJAAGA, AND 
HIS THREE WIVES. 


(G. Colman.) © 


A PRIEST of Kajaaga, as blind as a stone, 
When he took to his bosom a wife, 
Cried, ‘“ Deary, I never shall see you, I own, 
But you'll be the delight of my hfe.” 
Then his arm o’er her shoulders he lovingly passed, 
And says he, “‘ My love, what is this lump ue 
She faltered a little—but told him, at last, 
«¢ Please your holiness, only my hump.” 


Says the priest, “‘ Then we cannot cohabit, d’ye sec, 
Though I tenderly love you, indeed, 

For I’ve taken an oath that my children sha’n’t be 
Of the camel and buffalo breed.” 

So he married another he fancied would fit— 
Coming home, in sweet conjugal talk, 

She stopped the blind priest, saying, ‘‘ Sit down 

a-bit, 

For my legs are too bandy to walk.” 


“« Bandy legs,” said the priest, “ can’t be counted 
for sins, 
So sit there as still as a mouse ; 
For Mahomet curse me if ever your shins 
Shall waddle you into my house.” 
Then he turned up his eyes, like the white of 
boiled eggs, ‘ 
And prayed thus to Mahomet smack :— 
“«« Great prophet, afford me a wife with good legs, 
And with never a hump on her back!” 


Then the voice of the Prophet in thunder was 
heard, 
And rumbled thus over his head :— 


word, 
Shall bless your blind rev’rence’s bed.” 
The priest he bowed low, crying, ‘‘ Mahomet’s 
kind ; 
Of happiness this is the sum : 
For a handsome young wife likes her old husband 
blind, 
And most men like a wife that is dumb.” 


GPROI LIP? 


SWEET WINNY, THE MAID OF THE DEE. 


( Upton.) 
THE moon had just risen o’er high-mounted Snow- 
den, 
The stars twinkled bright o’er the green rippled 
sea, 
The winds were all hushed, and, fond fancy fore- 
boding, 
My eyes would soon gaze on the Maid of the 
Dee. 
Oh, yes! for, though Cambria may boast of its 
mountains, ; 
Its harp-singing Druids, and nymphs blithe and 
free, 
Far sweeter than those, or its stream-playing foun- 
tains, 


Is Winny, sweet Winny, the Maid of the Dee. 


She’s gentle and soft as the dove in her nature, 
And dear of the dearest, in kindness to all ; 
She’s chaste, and she’s lovely in temper and fea- 
ture, 
And ne’er may rude fortune sweet Winny befall. 
Her father (the woodman) bequeathed, as a bless~ 
ing, 
“‘ May harm ne’er wander where Winny may 
be.” 
And never, no, never, may falsehood distressing 
Reach Winny, sweet Winny, the Maid of the 
Dee. 


Oh, green are the meadows, and fertile the vallies 
Where Winny, the lovely, is known to reside, 
And far be this rose-bud from danger and malice, 

The queen of the hamlet, and villager’s pride ; 
And warm, ever warm, in my bosom I'll hold her, 
The fairest, the kindest, and dearest to me 5 
Oh, yes! and for life to my heart will enfold her, 

nee Winny, dear Winny, the Maid of the 
ee. 


PPEOCLIPP? HP 


BEN BLOCK WAS A SAILOR, AS BRAVE 
AS COULD BE. 


BEN BLOCK was a sailor, as brave as could be, 
And Nan, faithful Nanny, his wife, 

And seven fine boys for the ocean had he, 
And he loved them as dear as his life; 

Then Ben, as he thought, had enough for them all, 
Till Fortune, that slippery jade, 

One night shipwrecked all he was worth ina squall, 
And poor Ben a beggar was made! © 


Yet think not he whimpered or shrunk from the 
_ man, 
No, Ben was as brave as before ; 
His life was preserved for his true-hearted Nan, 
And he scorned what was lost to deplore ; 
Besides, cried the tar, not a boy have I now 
But can die for his country and king ; 
I can work, so can Nan, and show Fortune as how, 
In spite of her frowns, we can sing. 


’Twas thus argued Ben, as he sat on a rock, 
Near which his trim vessel went down, 
And the hand which had snatched from the billows 
Ben Block 
Determined his wishes to crown 3 
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For Ben at that moment his eye stretching far, 
3eheld a white sail heave in view, 
Which reached him, and took in a poor ship- 
wrecked tar, 
‘To join with the jolly ship’s crew. 
{ thought so, spoke Ben, as he sprang on the 
deck, 
A sailor should never despair ; 
Besides, as you sce, I am saved from the wreck, 
And so I am still Fortune’s care! 
You are, said a tar, as he grappled his hand, 
”T'was a messmate he’d once saved from jail, 
For now I can pay what I owe when I land, 
So cheerly, my heart, let us sail. 


Ben dropt on his knee, sent a prayer up aloft, 
Called Providence watchful and kind, 

Then cried to the friend he had sailed with so oft, 
We tars are oft shook with the wind ; 

But what matters that, there’s an angel unseen 
Will take us poor sailors in tow, 

And when we’re in danger, will e’er step be- 

tween, 

Till Death lets the sheet-anchor go. 


GRPLIGIF? 


MR. GRIMGRUFFINHOFF., 
(Kenney. ) 


CAN an Irishman practise such guile, 
With a lady so sweet to dissemble, 
And when he could make the rogue smile, 
To think but of making her tremble ? 
Indeed, Mister Grimgruffinhoff, 
If these are the rigs you must run, 
Yon may think yourself mighty well off, 
That you’re only a gaoler for fun. 


To be sure, ’tis a comical plan, 
When two married folks disagree, 
To pop them, as soon as you can, 
Both under a huge lock and kcy.~ 
Should we blab of this project of ours, 
To cure matrimonial pother, 
One half of the world, by the powers! 
Would very soon lock up the other ! 
Oh, Liberty! jolly old girl! 
In dear little Ireland, you know, 
You taught me to love you so well, 
They never shall make me your foe ! 
My practice will nothing avail, 
And this little frolic once o’er, 
Never give me a key of a gaol, 
Except it’s to open the door. 


PLA IL PIR 


A TWOFOLD CARE DISTURBS THIS 
BREAST. 


{Imitated from the Spanish of Ercilla.] 
( Dimond.) 


A TWOFOLD care disturbs this breast, 
And thou of either woe art source ; 

When with thee love denies all rest ; 
Without thee, pangs but change their force. 


Whilst gazing on thy charms, my fair, 

My spirits faint with bliss too rare ; 

Like flowers o’er scorched that yield their bloom, 
And through excess of light consume. 


But when from those bright charms removed ; 
From all it loves, or e’er hath loved ; 

This heart still holds its troublous plight, 
And droops—like blossoms nipt by night. 


Such woes admit but one relief ; 

Do thou, my fair !—sole cause of grief, 
Receive the heart thou sway’st alone, 
And in exchange bestow thy own. 
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SADI SING AND HIM NO CARE, OG! 
(C. Dibdin.) 


- SADI once a slave, poor man, 
Old Abdalla was my master ; 
Who though me workee fast me can, 
Whippee to makee workee faster ; 
Preachee, preachee, call me doggee, 
And when done preachee den him floggee. 


SPOKEN.] Massa whippee till ery out, and den 
him whippee to hold tongue; me run away, mas°a 
catchee, and whippee again, so poor Sadi make 
bad of de best bargain : for though massa wse de cat, 
him no lock up de cupboard ; so me tankee it no 
worse. And 
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Ting, ting, taro, 
Sadi sing and him no care, O. 
Muley Moloch buy me next, 
Miser he, own father cheatee ; 
But no cross, when Lilly vext, 
Lilly scold, but never beatec. 
Sadi jumpee him to sarvee, 
But workee, workee, starvee, starvee. 


SPOKEN.] O, iss; massa very abstimerous and 
makee Sadi so too, till he grow so thin him look 
like a crow-quill; but never mind, he no whippee, 
he lock up cat in de cupboard, but cat him no see 
nothing there; yet 

Ting, ting, taro, 
Sadi sing and him no care, O! 

Christian Duke buy Sadi then, 

And with slav’ry’s chain him partee, 

And when leave de Mussu.men, 

It warm de cockles of him heartee ; 
Now Sadi free him skip like froggee, 
No workee, starvee, whippec, floggee. 


SPOKEN.] No, no, Sadi him free now and take 
liberty ; him leave slavery and superstition for re- 
ligion and freedom ; and though at same time me 
no change colour, me no blushee ; and if any find 
fault with the copy of my countenance, me say 
‘* colour no conscience, and black sheep him no 
worse mutton,” then ; 

Ting, ting, taro, 
Sadi sing and him no care, O! 


GIPPEREL 


THERE’S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN 
GIVE LIKE THAT IT TAKES AWAY. 


(Lord Byron.) 


THERE’s not a joy the world can give like that it 
takes away 

When the glow of early thought declines in feel- 
ing’s dull decay : 

’Tis not on youth’s smooth cheek alone the blush 
that fades so fast, 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth 
itself be past. 


Then the few whose spirits. float above the wreck of 
happiness, 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of ex- 
cess ; 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points 
in vain, 

The shore to which their shivered sail shall never 
stretch again. 


Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death 
itself comes down, 

It cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream 
its own 3 

That heavy chill has frozen o’er the fountain of 
our tears, 

And though the eye may sparkle still, ’tis where 
the ice appears. 
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Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth 
distract the breast, 

Through midnight hours that yield no more their 
hopes of former rest ; 

"Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruined turret 
wreath, 

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and 
grey beneath. 


Oh! could I feel as I have felt, or be as I have 
been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept, o’er many a 
vanished scene : 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brack- 
ish though they be, 

So midst the withered waste of life those tears 
would flow to me. 


PLIL PP? PP 


EASTER MONDAY FOR EVER; 
OR, THE COBBLER AT GREENWICH. 
Air— John Grouse and Mother Goose ~ 


A COBBLER I am, and my name is Dick Aw., 

I’m a bit of a beast, for I live in a stall! 

With an ugly old wife, and a tortoise-shell cat, 

I mends boots and shoes, with a rat a tat, tat. 
Tol de rol, 


This morning, at breakfast, on bacon and spinage, 
Says I, to my wife, << I’m a going to Greenwich ;” 
Says she, “‘ Dickey Awl, aye, and I will go too.” 
Says I, “‘ Mrs. Awl, I’ll be d——d if you do.” 
Tol de rol. 


One word bred another—a shocking mishap ! 
She gave me the lie, and I gave her the strap: 
To tarry at home, then, I thought it a sin, 
So I soon bolted out,—but I bolted her in. 

Tol de rol. 


To Greenwich, by water, I merrily sped, 

And saw them all rolling it, heels over head ; 

The sun was so bright, and so high the wind blew, 

1 spied—what I don’t choose to mention to you. 
Tol de rol. 


But when I got home, (it is true,.on my life,) 
Bill Button, the tailor, was off with my wife ; 
Though old, Mrs. Awl has no fancy to bolts, 
She has but one tooth, but that tooth is a colt’s. 
Tol de rol. 


Ah, Sally, my love! ’twas a very bad plan, 

To cut me, and choose the ninth part of a man; 

She thought in eloping, so cunning and trickey, 

With poor Dickey Awl it would soon be all Dickey. 
Tol de rol. 


If Bill and my rib should get into a fray, 
He may sell her by auction the next market-day ; 
If nobody bids for the sweet pretty elf, 
Knock her down, my dear Billy—and keep her 
yourself, 
Tol de rol. 


PL a#LP?LLnP 


THE SWEETS OF LIBERTY. 
Air— Is there a Heart,”’ &c.—(Upton.) 

Is there a man that never sighed 

To set the prisoner free ? 
Is there a man that never prized 

The sweets of liberty? é 
Then let him, let him, breathe, unscen, 

Or in a dungeon live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 


Is there a heart so cold in man 
Can galling fetters crave ? 

Is there a wretch so truly low 
Can stoop t> bs 2 slave? 
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O, let him, then, in chains be bound, 
In chains and bondage live ; 

Nor never, never know the sweets 
That liberty can give. 


Is there a breast so chilled in life, 
Can nurse the coward’s sigh ? 

Ts there a creature so debased, 
Would not for freedom dic? 

O, let him, then, be doomed to craw] 
Where only reptiles live ; 

Nor never, never know the sweets 
That liberty can give. 


POOLE CLIP 


MERRILY DANCE ROUND THE MISLETOE 
TREE. 


Air— Lochnagar.”—(F. Hammond.) 


©yME hither! come hither! the silver light 
Of the moon shines cheerfully down to-night. 


Come hither! for this is the season of glee, 


Let us merrily dance round the misletoe tree. 


Oh! welcome thou plant of the sacred grove ; 
Thou innocent pledge of Druidical love ! 

I care not how distant the nymph may be, 

So I have but a branch of the misletoe tree. 


The misletoe tree has been hallowed before ; 

Be it thrice sacred now for the girl we adore ; 

When sanctions this pearl-berried plant of the 
grove, , 

Will yield us the first virgin kiss of her love. 


Come hither! then, come! while the moon shines 
bright ; 

The heav’ns themselves beam out joy to night. 

Come hither! for this is the season of glee ; 

Let us merrily dance round the misletoe tree. 


PaoPPPIOF 


THE BONNIE LAD O’ GALLA WATER, 
( Burns.) 


BRAW, braw lads, on Yarrow braes, 

Ye wander through the blooming heather ; 
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick shaws, 

Can match the lads o’ Galla Water. 


But there is ane, asecret ane, 
Aboon them a’ I lo’e him better ; 

And I’ll be his, and he’ll be mine, 
The bonnie lad o’ Galla Water. 


Although his daddie was nae laird, 
And though I hae nae meikle tocher ; 
Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 
We'll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 


It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth, 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure; 
The bands and bliss 0’ mutual love, 
O that’s the choicest warld’s treasure! 


GIP LOLI 


WINE, THE SOURCE OF PLEASURE. 
Air— When Love once obtains Possession.”’ 
(H. Powell.) 


WINE, thou source of all my pleasure ' 
Can I from that pleasure part ? 
For thou art alone the treasure 
That can soothe an aching heart. 
For thou art alone, &c. 


Fill the-bumper; don’t be thinking ; 
For we have no time to lose ; 
The tide of pleasure it is drinking, 
Why should we a glass refuse ? 
The tide of pleasure, &c. 
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BE CHEERFUL AND HAPPY AS LONG AS 


YOU CAN. 
Air—“ Let Care be a Stranger to each jovial Soul.” 
(Collins. ) 
THROUGH life what strange fancies we mortals pur- 


sue, 

And int’rest’s the object we all have in view ; 

Vo gain it, we see, each will trudge his own way, 

And by taking most care we are often astray ; 

Yet op is well known,—and all men must con- 
ess 

‘That our interest centres in true happiness : 

Then follow my maxim—resolve, like a man, 

To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 


CHORUS. 
Resolve, like a man—resolve, like a man, 
To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 


The great ones, who fancy wealth, honour, and 
fame, 
Exceed all the blessings which other men claim, 
Still leave their true int’rest to follow such toys, 
Whilst the peasant sound health, contented, en- 
joys: 
How ails it is, here, our cares to increase, 
When life’s but a span, and death stares in our 
face. 
Then follow my maxim, &c. 


If troubles surround us, the remedy’s near, 

Let Reason point out the best course we can 
steer, 

Adhere to her dictates, her counsels obey, 

Be not timid or rash, drive sorrow away, 

Enjoy all the present, forget evils past, 

And, should the worst come, why, it cannot long 
last. 

Still follow my maxim, &c. 


Miss-Fortune, that strumpet, so common to all, 

Directed by Chance, on the wisest may fall; 

But soon as she finds we but smile at her spite, 

She’]l quickly begone, and relinquish the fight : 

That all may be happy that will be content, 

For this is true int’rest, which none can prevent. 
Then follow my maxim, &c. 


GIILIGIF 


PADDY’S EMPLOYMENT ; 
OR, AN IRISHMAN’S WEEK’S WORK. 
( Bryant.) 


ONE Monday I from bed did pop, 
My heart was light and friskey, 
So I went off to Rielly’s shop 
To get a cup of whiskey. 
I gave him one, he drank one too, 
When in popped Ted, my cousin, 
Who called for a bowl of Rielly’s punch, 
And we sat till we drank a dozen. 


For that’s the way to spend a day, 
Or a week, if you’d be friskey ; 
And, wrong or right, or day or night, 
Och! an Irishman’s work is whiskey ! 


On Tuesday, how my head did ache, 
When in popped Phil. Macarthy, 
Who said he called for friendship’s sake, 
To see if myself was hearty. 
Says I, I’m not—the whiskey-shop 
Beat me last night—so come, Mac; 
For if to-day my shirt I pop, 
By the powers, I must settle my stomach. 
And that’s the way, &c. 


Now having passed the broth about, 
Says the mistress, lord! how them men stay ; 
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So Rielly declared he would tumble us out, 
But we swore we’d remain there till Wednes- 
day. 
And so we did till Wednesday night, 
When the landiady’s tongue went faster ; 
So her husband’s head we cut ina fight, 
And next morning we gave him a plaster. 


For that’s the way, &c. 


On Thursday, came the making up, 
And sure it was a high day, 
And many a tear and many a cup 
Were spilt—till in came Friday. 
But, being tired, and very weak, 
And the devil Care still scorning, 
We snored away, and ne’er did speak 
One word till Saturday morning. 
Then that’s the way, 


But, stiff and sore, we woke once more, 
And knew of the week we’d but one day ; 
So we did swear to continue there 
And be ready for mass on Sunday. 
So now I’ve gone right through the week, 
Do you think it hard work or enjoyment? 
Either one or the other,—I’ll thank you to speak 
No ill of poor Paddy’s employment. 
For that’s the way, &c. 


GPGPL OOP 


LET’S LOUDLY PROCLAIM THE JOYS OF 
THE GAME. 


LET’s home, my brave boys, to tell all our joys, 
While now with our vict’ry we burn ; 
We'll laugh and we’ll sing, for conquest we’ll 
bring, 
And full of our pleasure return. 
Let’s loudly proclaim the joys of the game; 
The dangers and perils we spurn; 
How sportsmen so gay chase sorrow away, 
And full of their pleasure return. 


&c. 


Let poor powdered fops—your dainty milk-sops, 
For their Chloes and Emilys mourn; 

We act braver parts, nor feel Cupid’s darts, 
Bat full of our pleasure return. 


Sing bravo! look there! our victim, our hare, 
Till to-morrow, then, let us adjourn ; 

To-morrow! and then we’ll hunt it again, 
And fuil of our pleasure return. 


GIL IGP PE 


THE JEW-BROKER. 


I’M a broker by trade, 
And a snug thing I’ve made 
In de market where stock-jobbers sally, 
Where aspark, all so spruce, 
Very oft has de luck 
To come in like a goose, 
And go out like a duck, 
Widdle waddle away from de Alley. 


SPOKEN.] How go the stocks to-day? De old 
way, my tear; up and down, like a gold-beater’s 
hammer. I suppose you are come to try your luck? 
I want to buy for time. Buy for tzme! den de 
mint’s low wid you; but take care you don’t rue 
it, Mr. Margoram: and, when the settling-day 
come— 

Widdle waddle away from the Alley. 


My money I lends, 
To assist my good friends, 
Who oft take in the Jew—never rally ; 
For, if it is true, 
Vat dey say, that a man, 
Because he’s a Jew, 
Vill take in all he can, 
Dere’s a great many Jews in de Alley. 


ey 


Lad 


SPOKEN. ] Vat is the bull and the bear, who trick 


ene another? but every rogue’s an honest man till 
he’s found out, and den it is—-Who’d have thought 
it. And if roguery was like Russia oil, and made 
the beard grow, the bulls and the bears would turn 
to nanny-goats, and you’d fancy you saw a great 
many Jews 

Widdle waddle away from de Alley. 


PIP L4AI? 


"TWAS IN THE GOOD SHIP ROVER I 
SATLED THE WORLD AROUND. 


(Dibdin.) 


*TWwaAs in the good ship Rover 
I sailed the world around, 
And for three years, or over, 
I ne’er touch’d British ground. 
At length in England landed, 
I left the roaring main, 
Found all relations stranded, 
And went to sea again. 


That time bound straight to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore, - 
But when we’d made Cape Ortugal, 
A gale blew off the shore. 
She lay, so did it shock her, 
A log upon the main, 
Till, saved from Davy’s locker, 
We put to sea again. 


Next in a frigate sailing, 
Upon a squally night, 

Thunder and lightning hailing, 
The horrors of the fight, 

My precious limb was lopp’d aff; 
{, when they’d cas’d my pain, 
Thank’d God 1 was not popp’d off, 

And went to sea again. 


Yet still am I enabled 
‘To bring up in life’s rear, 
Althongh I’m quite disabled, 
And lie in Greenwich tier ; 
The king, God bless his royalty, 
Who saved me from the main, 
Vil praise with love and loyalty, 
But ne’er to sea again. i 


PO PIE IPED 


Wil AND MIRTH IN WINE ARE 
CROWNED. 


Let a set of sober asses 

Rail against the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, 
And milk agree 

To set cold brains a thinking. 
Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine are crowned, 
Joys abound, 
Pleasure’s found, 

Only where the glass goes round. 


The ancient sects on happiness 
All differed in opinion, 
But wiser rules 
Of modern schools 
In wine fix their dominion. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


Wine gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 
Makes poets write, 
And soldiers fight, 
And friendship do its duty. 
Power and wealth, &c. 
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Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long liv’d so ; 
’T was no other main 
Than brisk champaign 
Whence Venus was deriv’d too. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


When heav’n in Pandora’s box 
All kind of ills had sent us, 
In a merry mood, 
A bottle of good 
Was corked up to content us. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


All virtues wine is nurse to, 
Of ev'ry vice destroyer ; 
Gives dullards wit, 
Makes.just the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


Wine sets our joys a flowing, 
Our care and sorrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bowl 
Is a Turk in his soul, 
And a Christian ne’er should own him. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


PIOILOPF ID 


THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 
(T. Moore.) 


‘THEY made her a grave too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true, 
And she’s gone to the lake of the dismal swamp, 
Where all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 


And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 
And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 

Long and loving our life shall be, 

And Ull hide the maid in a cypress tree, 
When the footsteps of death are near. 


Away to the dismal swamp he speeds, 
His path was rugged and sore, 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 
Through many a fen where the serpent feeds, 
And man ne’er trod before. 


And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 
If slumber his eyelids knew, 

He lay where the deadly vines do weep 

Their venomous tears and nightly steep 
The flesh with the blistering dew. 


And near him the she wolf stirred in the brake, 
And the rattle-snake breathed in his ear, 
Till he starting cried, from his dream awake, 
Oh! when shall I see the dusky lake, 
And the white canoe of my dear? 


He saw the lake, and a meteor bright 
Quick on the surface played. 

Welcome, he said, my dear one’s light, 

And the dim shore echoed for many a night 
The name of the death cold maid. 


Till he formed a boat of the beechen bark, 
Which carried him off from the shore, 

Far he followed the meteor spark. 

The winds were high and the clouds were dark, 
And the boat returned no more. 


But oft from the Indian hunter’s camp 
This lover and maid so true 
Are seen, in the hour of midnight damp, 
To cross the lake by a fire-fy lamp, 
And paddle their white canoe. 
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THE EMIGRANT SHOEMAKERS ; 
OR, A TRIP TO ALGOA BAY. 
Air—* Oh, cruel.” 


Two gentlemen shoemakers, my shopmate Jack 
and me, 


Took a start to Algoa Bay, a precious way by sea ;. 
We went among the blacks, to make our fortins 


you must know, 
lor mayn’t shoemakers look for trade, where people 
barefoot go? 
Tol de rol, &c. 


We took a stock of boots and shoes, some leather 
and that ’ere, 

Took leaf of friends, and jump’d on board, the 
wind and weather fair: 

We had a quick sail to the Cape, (our ship was a 
quick hand, ) 

And hoped our boots and shoes would have as 
quick a sail on land. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


When at Algoa Bay we landed, we see such lots 
of blacks, 

As neither had shoes to their feet, nor yet shirts 
to their backs ; 

Caffres, or Gaffers, they are called, or some such 
sort of name, 

And people as don’t know ’em, says the savages is 
tame. 


Tol de rol, &e. 


Algoa Bay is not like London, no houses nor no 
streets, 

You has to build your house yourself, dig wells, 
and all them treats ; 

We built a house, and opened shop, and thought 
as we should do, 

And so we did do—mnothink, for we never sold a 
shoe. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


No wonder as we nothink sold, for Gaffers never 
buys, 

They comes in droves, and burns your house, and 
steals your marchandise ; 

They comes bang! with their banging clubs, and 
bangs your heads about, 

Oh, them’s the Gaffer singing clubs, as makes you 
soon sing out. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Ten thousand Gaffers stormed our house, and 
robbed and beat us too, 

And we to save our lives run out and out-run all 
the crew ; 

And all the way we run from them, we heard great 
lions roar, 

Which made us both expect no less than soon to be 
no more. 

Tol de rol, &e. 


Then setting down to dine, two lions come to dine 
on us, 

And soon they had their bellies full—from our 
blunderbuss ; 

It is the lion’s custom to pop on you unawares ; 

We wanted custom bad enongh, but wanted none 
of theirs. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


So much for emigration! we found it a bad spec ; 

And, coming home to England, we tasted a ship- 
wreck 3; 

But now in our own country safe, we'll no more 
castles build, 

If we cannot make our fortins, we can live, and 
not be killed. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


PPIP LIOR 
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THE VILLAGE BELLS. 
( Beazley.) 


How full of joy the happy hour, 
When brides their love revealing ; 
And village maids strew many a flower, 
While village bells are pealing. 
Fondly then each lover 
Will joys and smiles discover ; 
Happiness each bosom swells, 
As gaily chime the village bells. 


But, ah! these sounds of joy and mirth 
Oft change to woe and weeping, 
When within the clay-cold earth 
Some village maid is sleeping. 
Tears and sighs discover 
Then some anguish’d lover. 
How sadly sounds the village bell 
When it tolls the maiden’s knell. 


GPIIIL IPP 
. 


HAIL, MASONRY, THOU CRAFT DIVINE. 
(C. Delafaye.) 


HAIL, Masonry, thou craft divine, 
Glory of earth, from Heaven revealed, 

Which dost with jewels precious shine, 
From all but Masons’ eyes concealed. 

Thy praises ‘due who can rehearse 

In nervous prose or glowing verse? 


As men from brutes distinguished are, 
A Mason other men excels ; 
For what’s in knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his breast securely dwells ? 
His silent breast and faithful heart 
Preserves the secret of the art. 


From scorching heat and piercing cold, 
From beasts whose roar the forest rends, 
From the assault of warriors bold 
The Mason’s art mankind defends. 
Be to this art due honour paid, ° 
From which mankind receive such aid. 


Ensigns of state, which feed our pride, 
Distinctions, troublesome and vain, 
By Masons true are laid aside ; 
Art’s free-born sons such toys disdain. 
Ennobled by the name they bear; 
Distinguished by the badge they wear. 


Sweet fellowship, from envy free, 
Friendly converse of brotherhood, 
The lodge’s lasting cement be, 
Which has for ages firmly stood. 
a lodge thus built, for ages past 
Has lasted, and will ever last. 


Then in our songs be justice done 

To those who have enriched the art; 
From Jabal down to every one, 

And let each brother bear a part. 
Let noble Masons’ healths go round, 
Their praise in lofty lodge resound. 


PPP ASSS 


ON THE BREEZE FLOATS THE ECHOING 
HORN. 


ON the breeze floats the echoing horn, 
Now swelling, now dying away, 
The fox-hound salutes the fresh morn, 
And hails the new-rising of day. 
Yoix! Yoix! tally ho! tally ho! to the chase ; 
Nor flag whilst you fly in the glorious race ; 
Regardless of perils and dangers, my boys, 
Seize, seize, while you can, those delectable joys. 
Now splashing, 
And dashing, 
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The steep hills we climb ; 
Now chasing, 
And racing, 
We strain every limb. 
Tally ho! Yoix! Yoix! tally ho! 


At fault, remit your eager speed, 
Draw up the tightened rein ; 
Breathe, breathe awhile the impetuous steed, 
His furious course restrain. 
Another view! Halloo! again we fly, 
And the speed of our strong pinioned coursers we 
try. 
“Aeott ply the whistling lash, 
Again through the torrents we dash ; 
Down the vale sweep, 
Climb up the steep, 
O’er the wall leap, 
Tally ho! 


Huntsman, press on each lazy hound, 
And cheer the lab’ring pack; 
Let through the woods the bugle sound, 
The whip loud-clanging crack. 
Now Wanton heads ; 
Now Ranger leads ; 
Old Tuneful leads the race ; 
But now again each nerve he strains, 
Once more the foremost place regains, 
And heads the thund’ring chase. 


ese GF +e 


NEGRO DRINKING SONG. 


How my heart he go jump, when de bumbo me 
see, 
Me get little drop, and how merry me be; 
Mc laugh, and me dance, and me play, and me 
sing, 
As drunk as a lord, and as great as a king. 
With my hey-ho rickaty hop, 
I stagger and reel like a top ; 
Den ev’ry drop get stronger, 
Till noddle go my crown, 
When me can stand no longer— 
Why, den me tumble down. 
With my tinka-tang, tinka-tang, tinka 
tanka ta, 
‘Tinka tanka, tinka tanka, tinka tanka 
ta. 


My Massa say—Jetty, go fetch me de key, 
And get me some wine—Yesse, Massa, say me ; 
Den me reacha de key, where him lic on de 
shelf, 
Me take one for my Massa, keep two for myself. 
With my hey-ho, &c. 


GIPOIGIP 


GO, BRIGHTEST OF THE FLOWERY 
RACE. 


(J. Rannie.) 


Go, brightest of the flowery race, 
Sweet rose, to Laura’s bosom go— 
The shrines of Love and Truth to grace, 
Where crimson velvet fades in snow. 


What, though the fragrance of her breath, 
Respired in gales of love divine, 

Should prove at last thy heauty’s death, 
An envied fate will still be thine. 


A thousand youthful swains I know, 
Far distant, hopeless doomed to sigh, 
Who instantly would life forego, 
And gladly on her bosom die. 


£OPOLELF 
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SUCH BEAUTIES IN VIEW I CAN NEVER 
PRAISE TOO HIGH. 


(O’Keefe. ) 


SUCH beauties in view I 
Can never praise too high; 
Not Pallas’s blue eye 

Is brighter than thine. 
Nor fount of Susannah, 
Nor gold of fair Danae, 
Nor moon of Diana, 

So clearly can shine! 
Nor beard of Silenus, 
Nor tresses of Venus, 
I swear, by Que Genus, 

With yours can compare ; 
Not Hermes’ Caduces, 
Nor flower-de-iuces, 
Nor all the nine muses, 

To me are so fair, 


What posies 
And roses 
To noses 
Discloses 
Your breath all so sweet! 
To the ti 
Of your lip 
As they trip, 
The bees dip, 
Honey sip, 
Like choice flip, 
And their hybla forget. 


When girls like you pass us, 
I saddle Pegasus, 
And ride up Parnassus, 

To Helicon’s stream : 
Even that is a puddle, 
Where others may muddle, 
My nose let me fuddle 

In bowls of your cream. 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his nectar, 

Of gods the director, 

And thunder above : 
I'd quaff off a can, 

To Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can, 

To her that I love. 

What posics, &e. 


GOL ILPIPI?P 


SHELAH AND DERMOT. 
(Dibdin. ) 


As Dermot toiled one summer’s day, 
Young Shelah, as she sat beside him, 
Fairly stole his pipe away. 
Oh den, to hear how she’d deride him— 
Where, poor Dermot, is it gone, 
Your lily lily loodle ? 
They’ve left you nothing but the drone, 
And that’s yourself you noodle, 
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
Poor Dermot’s pipe is lost and gone, 
And what will the poor devil do! 


Fait, now I’m undone, and more, 
Cried Dermot—ah, will you be aesy, 
Did not you stale my heart before? 
Ts it you’d have a man run crazy? 
I’ve nothing left me now to moan, 
My lily lily loodle, 
That used to cheer me so, is gone— 
Ah, Dermot, thou’rt a noodle. 
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
My heart, and pipe, and peace are gone— 
What next will cruel Shelah do? 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


But Shelah, hearing Dermot vex, 
Cried she, ’twas little Cupid moved me, 
Ye fool, to steal it out of tricks, 
Only to see how much you loved me. 
Come, cheer thee, Dermot, never moan, 
But take your lily loodle, 
And for the heart of you that’s gone, 
You shall have mine, you noodle. 
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo, 
Shelah’s to church with Dermot gone, 
And for the rest—what’s dat to you? 


OPLPLE PP 


THE SAILOR HE FEARS NOT THE ROAR 
OF THE SEAS. 


THE sailor he fears not the roar of the seas, 
But with courage all danger surmounts ; 

O’er his biscuit and can he reposes at ease, 
And with pleasure each action recounts. 


Contented, the soldier, in dreadful campaign, 
Feels blessed, ’midst the thunder of war; 

Nor envies the sailor, who ploughs the deep main, 
Any prize—but the gain of a scar. 


In Liberty’s cause, may the battles they’ve fought, 
With freedom and peace be repaid ; 
In the terrors of war, may the honours they’ve 
sought 
Gain them laurels that never may fade. 


GRPPPLIOEP 


LUMP’S RAMBLE THROUGH 
LONDON. 


Air—“* Oh! Cruel !”—(D. Roach.) 


FROM Yorkshire I did travel up, to see the sights 
so pretty, 

For I had heard the people talk about fine Lunnun 
city 5 ; 

Says I, Vl go, although they say the devil he be 
there, O ; 

So mam and dad, when I came off, bid me of him 
beware, O. 


JOHN 


Tol de rol, &c. 


When I came into this town, I gazed all about, 
sir, 

And that old Nick was in this place, I very much 
did doubt, sir, 

For every thing now looked so fine, the shops so 
gay and light, sir, 

As blind Hodge says, you can’t discern not e’en 
the day from night, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


When I got down off tne coach, I gazed with sur- 
prise, sir, 

To see a swan there with two necks, and no less 
than four eyes, sir; 

This wonder now, F do declare, it put me to a 
stand-still, 

When coachman told I some one had walked off 
with my portmantil. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Thinks I, now this must be old Nick, I’d best say 
nought about it ; 

It serves I right for coming here, for I wur wrong 
to doubt it; 

But never mind, I’ve often heard that folks must 
pay for learning, 

Soas I’m in the wrong road now, I'll take the réght- 
hand turning. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Up Cheapside, then, I bent my way, but why they 
do so name it 

I should be glad to know, for I do for a dear side 
blame it ; 
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Perhaps, the wrong side I wur on, though on the 
right side moving, 
They turned my pockets inside out, while outside I 
was shoving. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Now when I came into the Strand, I saw some la- 
dies fine, sir, 

Taking strange men by the hand, when one took 
me by mine, sir; 

She said, my love, come home with me, and be- 
haved so polite, O ; 

Said I, I wool, for I’m afraid to be late out at 
night, O. 

Tol de rol, &c. | 


When we got there, O, I could swear, I heard the 
watch go one, sir, 

But, when I rose, put on my clothes, my watch 
away had ru, sir ; 

It never used to keep good time, but always went 
too fast, sir, 

And now, without a winding-up, it ran away, at 
last, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


The devil’s got the watch, said I, for nowI plainly 
spied, sir, 

That women are the only devils which in town re- 
side, sir ; 

And as I now am wp to them, let them be down to 
me, sir, 

That I’ll no longer be their dupe, 1’ll let em plainly 
8ee, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Now having heard that in Hyde-Park they’d raised 
a brazen statue, 

Of whom they made so great a dupe, for shame he 
cart look at you ; 

Why, I set off, for I had heard folks that largely 
praised it 

For being brazen!—but I think ’em more brazen 
now that raised it. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Unto the playhouse next I went, the Forty Thieves 
to see, sir, 

But, oh, I think they beant all that in the play- 
house be, sir; 

For while I sat and gazed on, my pocket-book they 
stole, sir, 

And, clean done ont, to Yorkshire, I am forced on 
foot to stroll, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


i] POPPI? IFL SF 


THE CONTRACT. 
A CANZONET. 
(T. Jones.) 
RECEIVE, dear maid, the warmest sigh 
That ever burst from lover’s heart, 


And let the beaming tearful eye, 
What lips dare not reveal, impart. 


And, oh, return one look of love, 
One sigh of soft impassioned bliss ; 

Say but the impulse you approve, 
And seal the contract with a kiss. 


GRILLE LFR 


JUST SO. 
Air— Derry Down.”’—( Hudson.) 
Mr. Dip, tallow-chandler and dealer in fat, 
By love was reduced till as thin as a rat ; 
And the maiden he loved was as pure as the snow, 
And many a sigh did he give her—just se 
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One night, when his unlucky stars did prevail, 
He drank with a friend about nine pints of ale ; 
It got in his head—put him quite in a glow, 

And made his eyes roll all about him—just so. 


He then went a courting, though not very fit, 

And not able to stand, why he was forced to sit ; 

Says he, “ Oh, my love,’ you'll excuse me I 
know ;” 

Says she, “‘ Mr. Dip, you’ve been drinking”— 
just so. 


Says he, “ Oh! my angel, pray doubt not my 
love 

For you know I’m as faithful and true as a dove ; 

Only feel how my heart pit-a-pats to and fro ;” 

Says she, ‘“‘ Mr. Dip, you’re a brute beast”-—just 
SO. 


“« My darling,” says he, “ only let me explain, 
And I promise I never will do it again ; 

Come, let us be friends, kiss before I do go :” 
Says she, then, to him, ‘kiss the devil”’— just so. 


*‘ Oh! oh! then,” says he,“ if you’re positive 
still, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


My master carries me to church, 
And often am I blamed, 

Because I leave him in the lurch, 
As soon as text is named. 

I leave the church in sermon time, 
And slink away to Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


When Christmas comes about again, 
O° then I shall have money, 

I'll hoard it up, and box and all, 
I'll give it to my honey ; 

I would it were ten thousand pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


My master and the neighbours all, 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And (but for her) I’d better be 
A slave, and row a galley ; 

But when my seven long years are out, 
O! then I’ll marry Sally ; 

O! then we’ll wed, and then we’il bed, 
But not in our alley. 


And determined to show me you'll have your own |* 


will, 
Curse me if I care for it!—I’ll let you know, 
I don’t care a fig for your passions’’—just so. 


He put on his hat, and he reeled to the door, 

While the maiden’s poor heart was getting quite 
sore ; 

Says he, «by your cruelty here I do go ;” 

Says she, “ Mr. Dip, can you leave me ?”’—just so. 


At hearing these words, Mr. Dip then turned back, 
And gave her sweet lips such a good hearty smack ; 
Says he, ‘then next Sunday to church let us go 3” 
Says she, “ Oh, I have no objection !”’—just so. 


GLP LP PL EF 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 
(H. Carey.) 


OF all the girls that are so smart, 
There’s none like pretty Sally, 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley ; 
There is no lady in the land 
Is half so sweet as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 
And through the streets does cry ’em ; 
Her mother she sells laces long, 
To such as please to buy ’em ; 
But sure such folks could ne’er beget 
So sweet a girl as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


When she is by, I leave my work, 
(I love her so sincerely, ) 

My master comes, like any Turk, 
And bangs me most severely ; 

But let him bang his belly full, 
Pll bear it all for Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 


Of all the days that’s in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 
And that’s the day that comes betwixt 
A Saturday and Monday ; 
‘For then I’m drest all in my best, 
To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
She lives in our alley. 


GPLELIPP? OR 


THE TRAGEDY OF MACBETH. 
Air—** Madam Fig’s Gala.””—( Lawler.) 


You’vVE heard of one Gen’ral Macbeth, 
Who was both courageous and bold, sir ; 

He had ’scaped an unfortunate death, 
If his fortune had never been told, sir. 

With Banquo his friend, he one day, 
From battle victorious was coming, 

When some gipsies he met by the way, 
Who thought they’d the Gen’ral be humming.. 
Rumpti, udity, udity, rumpti, udity, I do, 
Rumpti, udity, udity, ri, fal, la, de, la, li, do. 


They promised great things and what not, 

If some silver he would but come down, sir, 
From Macbeth two and sixpence they got, 

And they promised his honour a crown, sir. 
Banquo’s was a different fate, 

But kings were to spring from his body, 
And Macbeth went home to relate 

The tale to his wife, like a noddy. 

Rumpti, udity, &c. 


The king he lodged with him one night, 

When Lady Macbeth, the vile slut, sir, 
Determined her husband outright, 

His majesty’s throat for to cut, sir. 
Then in her chemise she turned out, 

’ And walked in her sleep up and down, sir, 

Till a doctor the secret found out, 

And told it all over the town, sir. 

Rumpti, udity, &c. 


Then Banquo’s grim ghost came to sup, 

When Macbeth had made himself king, sir ; 
His hair on an end it stood up, 

But his lady could see no such thing, sir; 
Next morn to the gipsies he hies, 

Who chickens were making sad slaughter on, 
And stealing of turnips likewise, 

As ingredients for their large cauldron. 

Rumpti, udity, &c. 


By no man of woman that’s born, 
They said, he could ever be slain, sir, 
Nor till on a fine summer’s morn, 
Burnham-wood should march to Dunsinane, sir. 
“« My wicked designs never balking, 
Undaunted,” says he, “ I’ll now grow, sir, 
For trees they are not fond of walking, 
And men don’t bear children we know, sir.”” 
Rumpti, udity, &e. 
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But one day at the door as he stood, 
He beheld a most terrible scene, sir ; 
For to Dunsinane great Burnham-wood, 
Was marching like Jack-in-the-Green, sir ; 
"T'was an army in bushes all crammed, 
Macbeth fought their Gen’ral Macduff, sir, 
And both of them swore they'd be d di, 
If ever they cried “‘ hold, enough, sir.” 
Rumpti, udity, &c. 


Macduff was the man for his money, 
The charm it was quite broke asunder: 
He came into life very funny, 
So Macbeth was obliged to knock under : 
He was killed—so the moral permit, 
«« Shun gipsies, they are a vile crew, sir; 
And murder don’t go to commit, 
‘For you'll surely be hanged if you do, sir.” 
Rumpti, udity, &c. 





CPO IL ERP 


JOVIAL SOULS. 


PUSH, jovial souls, the glasses round, 

And drink a health to Venus; 
_ For there’s a pleasure in the sound, 

And Bacchus reigns between us. 

We are the lads for fun and noise, 
Aye, best of any quorum ; 

And e’en among the ranting boys, 
None better quaff the jorum. 


CHORUS. 

Then here’s a health to woman's lip, 
The dearest, best of creatures ; 
And while the nectar’s sweet we sip, 
Let’s bless their lovely features. 


“< Full bliss,” ’tis said, “ is bliss divine,” 
And this is sure from Venus ; 
The second bliss, it must be wine, 
And we have both between us. 
Where pleasure calls, and jovial souls 
Are found to push the glasses, 
Come, Bacchus, pledge with flowing bowls, 
Life’s joys are wine and lasses. 
Then here’s a health to woman’s lip, &c. 


PIL PP PIER 


LOGIE O’BUCHAN. 


O LoGIE o’ Buchan, O Logie the laird, 

They hae ta’en awa Jamie that delv’d in the yard ; 
Wha play’d on the pipe, wi’ the viol sae sma’ ; 
They hae ta’en awa Jamie the flower o’ them a’. 


CHORUS. 
He said, think na lang, lassi, though I gang awa; 
He said, think na lang, lassie, though I gang awa ; 
For the simmer is coming, cauld winter’s awa, 
And I’ll come and see thee in spite 0’ them a’, 


O Sandy has owsen, and siller, and kye, 
A house and a haddin, and a’ things forbye ; 
But I wad hae Jamie wi’ his staff in his hand, 
Before I’d hae Sandy wi’ houses and land. 

He said, think na lang, lassie, &c. 


My daddie looks sulky, my minnie looks sour, 
They frown upon Jamie because he is poor; 
But daddie and minnie, although that they be, 
There’s nane o’ them a’ like my Jamie to me. 
He said, think na lang, lassie, &c. 


I sit on my creepie, and spin at my wheel, 
And think on the laddie that lo’ed me sae weel ; 
He had but ae sixpence, he brak it in twa, 
And he gied me the hauf o’t when he gaed awa. 


Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa ; 
Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa ; 
The simmer is coming, cauld winter’s awa, 

And ye’ll come and see me in spite o’ them a’. 
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GILES GOOSEQUILL’S ADVENTURES IN 
LONDON. 


Air— Let Schoolmasters puzzle their Brain.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


When fra York I first comed up to town, 

O! by gum! how the knowing ones eyed me ; 
’Spose they thought I poor foolish clown, 

As they offered kind zarvice to guide me ; 
But I war’n’t to be catched in their traps, 

For we Yorkshire folk knaws all about tricking ; 
So I tipt ’em a few friendly raps, 

What soon set all their kindness a kicking. 


SPOKEN.] That’s'kicking t’ heels [means. One 
fine-feathered felley comed up, and “‘ Honest lad,” 
zays he, “dost thee knaw what’s o’clock ?” <«* Kes, 
zur,” zays I, ‘I does; it be a thing what tells 
folk t? time o’ day, and that’s it, zur,” as I made 
knob of my stick acquainted wi’ t’ knob ’pon his 
shoulders. ‘¢ Thee’st getten it all right; thee 
knowst time 0’ day now,” all sprawling in t’ mud 
he lay. ‘* So,” zays I, ‘‘ I wishes thee a com- 
fortable ° 

Rump ti roll about sweet and clean, 
Rump ti diddled done over! 


When I comed to the place they call Strand, 
And tu myself there I wur talking 
About how I wur comed to a stand, 
To knaw which way ’twur best to be walking, 
I wur taken zomehow in zurprise, 
By a gentleman’s hand in my pocket, 
Zo I just painted one of his eyes, 
While I knocked t’other out of its socket! 


ie oe “© I be quite zorry it ha’ zo falled 
out,” zays I, ‘¢ zur, but ’spose you wur took I for 
t’other mon; and ‘now I’s made thee blind, thee 
canst zee thy mistake plain enow, I dar zay for 
thee!’ « It be quite unzivil,” says he, ‘< 0’ thee, 
indeed, when I wur ’bout to zhow thee t’ way thee 
wanst; thee be’st going to the Bolt-in-Tun.” 
“© No, I ben’t, zur,” says I, ‘* but when thou got 
to the Hand-in-Pocket, thou zoon found thee wast 
comed to the Bear-and-ragged-Staff! Good bye! 
dar zay thee’ll find t’other eye zomewhere amongst 
t? mud, and then thee’ll remember thy 
Rump ti roll about sweet and clean, &c. 


Then at night as I walked ’long the street, 

I at first thought how the devil wur in me, 
That I must be all beauty complete, 

By t’ lasses all striving to win me! 
But I zoon found ’twur all a cajole, 

That they wanted I billing and cooing, 
Was just only to handle my cole, 

And an innocent lad bring to ruin. 


SPOKEN.] “ Oh! but,” zays I, “ hold hard a 
bit there; it warn’t do wi’ I, ye zee; you’ve 
catched the wrong cock by the spur this time, and 
dom me, if I don’t prick ye hardish if ye be arter 


ossin to pluck my feathers’” Up Ijumpt, and in 


‘bounced a bully; settled him with a rattler at 


once; down I tumbled madam’s table, glasses, 
and gin-bottles, altogether, head over tip! Such 
acrash; my eye! They screamed out like good 
ones ; and off I bolted as fresh as a stubble-goose, 
wi’ all my quills safe ; never looked behind me. 
“‘ Dom my leather jacket,” zays I, “ but this be 
quite enow o’ Lunnun for I this time!” Zo took 
top o’ t’ coach at once, and started off whoam for 
Yorkshire, as merry as a lark all the way, and 
while I wur thought o’ t’ lasses I left sprawling 
behind me, [ zung, 

Rump ti roll about sweet and clean, 

Rump ti deep ones done ove . 


GLIFGIIVE 


428 


MY LOVE IS FAR AWAY. 
( Upton.) 

O! BEAUTY, beauty, smile no more, 

No more, and hear the Fates’ decree ; 
Thy reign is past—thy triumph’s o’er, 

Since she, thy boast, is lost to me. 
Saw you the rose but yester-eve, 

How sad and pale, though late so gay? 
Saw you not every flower grieve, 

Since she, my ioe, is far away? 


O! whither can the trifler find 
A heart more fond and true than mine? 
Ah! why then leave her slave behind, 
And to despair that heart consign ; 
The birds on every perch and tree 
Lament, and, sorrowing, seem to say, 
All nature droops, and droops with me, 
Since she, my love, is far away. 


O' beanty, beauty, shall thy queen 
To distant regions careless roam ; 

Shall she, thy pride, no more be seen, 
When you can call the wanderer home ? 

O! no; some means, some art devise, 
And rule again with magic sway ; 

For man, yes, man, thy power defies, 
While she, my love, is far away. 


PPPPEP PP? 


VD RATHER STAY WITH YOU. 
( Dibdin.) 

MADAM, you know my trade is war : 

And what should I deny it for? 

Whene’er the trumpet sounds from far, 
I long to hack and hew. 

Yet, madam, credit what I say; 

Were I this moment called away, 

And all the troops drawn in array, 
I'd rather stay with you. 


Did drums and sprightly trumpets sound, : 
Did Death and Carnage stalk around, 
Did dying horses bite the ground, 

Had we no hope in view, 
Were the whole army lost in smoke, 
Were they the last words that I spoke, 
I'd say,—and d me if I joke,— 

Id rather stay with you. 


_ Did the foe charge us front and rear, 
Did e’en the bravest face appear - 
Imprest with signs of mortal fear! 

Though never vet’ran knew 
So terrible and hot a fight ; 
Though all my laurels it should blight; 
Though I should lose so fine a sight ; 
I’d rather stay with you. 





GLLOLP EOP 


HOPPITY, KICKITTY, BOW WOW WOW. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
THERE was a merry widow, and she was very fat, 
She had a heavy purse, and she wa’n’t the worse 
for that ; ; 
She was blind of one eye, and she squinted with 
the other ; 
She had a wooden leg, which hobbled with its 
brother. 
Going hoppity, kickity, bow wow wow, 
Oh, beware of love! beware of love! 


She cock’d her squinting eye at me, I thought her 
nought averse 5 
I cast at her, too, one sheep’s eye, another at her 


purse 5 ne 
Then I asked her for her hana, truly thinking I 
had won her; : 
But she gave me her wooden foot plump in the 
seat of honour. 
Going hoppity, kickity, &c 
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I persevered and won her, and bore my prize 


away ; 
But, oh! she died of drinking upon the wedding 
day ; 
I came in for her thumping purse, just like a hive 
of honey, 
But I had all her debts to pay, and that boned all 
my money. 
Going hoppity, kickity, &c. 
THE POOR BLIND BEGGAR BOY. 
(Cross. ) 


NEAR the jaws of a prison, in whose dismal gloom 
Disease sat by Penury’s side, 

And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 
A child of distress sadly sighed : 

Down his wan cheek slowly trickled the tear, 
Bereft was his bosom of joy, 

And, alas! I am driven almost to despair, 
Cried the poor little blind beggar boy. 


My father, whose labour provided each meal, 
And to poverty oft gave relief, 

In these we is confined, by hearts harder than 

steel, 

And my mother’s been murdered by grief ; 

The infant companions, who oft were my guides, 
No longer their friendship employ, 

And the misery—light-hearted pleasure derides— 
Of the poor little blind beggar boy. 


The debt which, alas! a false friend made him 
owe, 
Robbed my parent of liberty’s sweets ; 
Each moment he breathes is imbittered with Woe, 
And nought but misfortune he meets. 
Each slender refreshment’s from charity’s store, 
Or famine his span would destroy, 
And, alas! that kind hand which relieved is no 
more, 
Cried the poor little blind beggar boy. 


Thus mournful he pleaded, when, sudden as 
thought, 

This tale near deprived him of breath, 

That his father was gone, and his spirit had sought 
For peace in the bosom of death ; 

He rushed (for affection each sense did inspire) 
To his cell, every means to employ 

To revive him, then clasping the corpse of his sire, 
Died the poor little blind beggar boy. 


GPLPPPP PP 


NOW, MY BOYS, FOR PARIS REVELS. 
( Moncrieff. ) 
Now, my boys, for Paris revels, 
Fun and frolic night and day ; 
Quick to Old Nick kick blue devils, 
Toujours galant, toujours gai ! 
Oh, we here shall have a rare time, 
Pleasure each fresh step we go ; 
All the year round it is fair time, 
Every where a raree show. 
All divine, 
Love and wine, 
Brisk champagne and pretty face ; 
Dance and song 
All night long, 
Paris is the only place. 


A-la-mode we now can dash on, 
Mode de Paris who but we, 
Here learn politesse and fashion, 
Bagatelle, intrigue, esprit. 
’Tis a town of milk and honey, 
Well dressed dishes, well dressed folks ; 
All here can be bought for money, , 
Conscience, modesty, are jokes. 
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Yielding belles, 

Kind mam/selles, 
Cotillion, quadrille, and grace, 
Fiddle, flute, 

Never mute, 
Paris is the only place. 


GPLEPIEIF 


WHEN I WAS A CHICKEN AS HIGH AS 
A HEN. 


(Warner. ) 


WHEN I was a chicken as high as a hen, 
By the priest I was bothered my lesson to ken ; 
As an oak you must bend, says Father O’Rook; 
First impression’s the thing, and he threw down 
the book, 

While in rapture he took a sweet girl by the hand, 
To give absolution, as I understand. 
O ho! says I, you’re a forestalling thief, 
So I follow before you, and turn a new leaf, 

With my tural, &c. 


‘When a few twelvemonths older, says I to myself, 

I'l] turn out a master, and pocket the pelf, 

So I washed off the sins from my penitent fair, 

Before they’re committed their conscience was 
clear ; 

’T was this stamped my fame, and my business in- 
creased, 

For the ladies all flocked from the south, west, and 
east, f 

To receive dispensations and pardons for crime, 

While they simpered, dear father, am I come in 
time ? 


With my tural, &c. 


Now snug in possession of everything fine, 
A heart full of love, and a house full of wine, 
With a bevy of beauties delightful my trade is, 
To give absolution to innocent ladies ; 
While Father O’Rook turns his eyes in despair, 
Talks of bending of oaks and reclaiming the fair. 
First impressions, says I, told me this was the 
way 
To attend on the ladies morn, noon, night, and 
day. 
With my tural, &c. 


POP PPILP EF 


THE WORN-OUT TAR. 


THE ship was now in sight of land, 

And crowds from shore with joy did hail her; 
The happy hour was now at hand, 

When each sweet lass would see her sailor. 
How gallantly she ploughs her way, 

To England’s shores returning back ; 
And every heart is light and gay, 

Except the heart of honest Jack. 


For he was old, his frame was worn, 
His cheek had lost its manly hue ; 
Unlike his glory’s rising morn, 
When, big with hope, his fancy grew. 
Yet was his heart as firm and true, 
In his loved country’s cause, as warm 
As when he cheered his gallant crew, 
To face the foe, or brave the storm. 


GLIL IIS? 


HARK TO THE TUNEFUL LINNET’S 
NOTE. 


WHERE wild flow’rs grow, and linnets sing, 
To usher in the jocund spring ; 
O let me lead my charming maid, 
To yonder fragrant checkered shade. 
Where wild flow’rs grow, and linnets sing, 
To usher in the jocund spring ; 
Hark! haik! he swells his tuneful throat, 
Hark to the tuneful linnet’s note. 
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A mossy bank with osiers bound, 
To your delight, my fair, I’ve found ; 
Where woodbines form a sweet retreat, 
Close sheltered from the noontide heat. - 
A mossy bank with osiers bound, 
To your delight, my fair, I’ve found ; 
Hark! hark! he swells, &c. 


The winding stream that runs along, 
Conveys the distant herdsman’s song ; 
The violets bloom beneath his feet, 
For nature decks the calm retreat. 
‘The winding stream that runs along, 
Conveys the distant herdsman’s song ; 
Hark! hark! he swells, &c. 


OL IPIPIPF 


THE SENTIMENTAL ODD-FELLOW. 
(W. B.) 


As long as our coast shall with whiteness appear, 
Shall Odd-fellows stand foremost in verse, 
While harmony, friendship, and joys are held 
dear, 
New bands shall our praises rehearse. 


CHORUS. 
Though lodges less favoured, less happy, decay, 
Destroyed by old Time as he runs ; 
Though St. Georges, and Sols, and Bucks fade 
away, 
Still Odd-fellows shall live in their sons. 


If Envy attempt our success to impede, 
United, we’ll trample her down ; 
If Faction should threaten, we’ll show we’re agreed, 
And Discord shall own we are one. 
Though lodges, less favoured, &c. 


While with ardour we glow, this our order to 
raise, 
Promoting its welfare and peace, 
Old brothers return, our endeavours to praise, 
And new ones confirm the increase. 
Though lodges, less favoured, &c. 


Go on, cries your father, for time is your friend, 
Its flight shall increase your renown, 
And cae shall your guest be, and Bacchus at- 
tend, 
And joy all your meetings shall crown. 
Though lodges, less favoured, &c. 


GIPPILIEIF 


THEY’LL SARVE TO COMFORT THEE, 
JUDY. 


(G. Colman.) 


Don’t now be after being coy, 
Sit still upon my lap, dear joy, 
And let us at our breakfast toy, 

For thou art wife to me, Judy! 
And I am bound by wedlock’s chain, 
Thy humble servant to remain, 

Sir Tooleywhagg O’Shaugnashane, 

The husband unto thee, Judy. 


Each vassal at our wedding-feast, 

Blind drunk last night as any beast, 
Roared till the day-light streaked the east, 
Which spoiled the sleep of thee, Judy. 

Feasts in the honey-moon are right, 

But that once o’er, my heart’s delight, 

Nought shall disturb thee all the night, 
Or ever waken me, Judy. 


The skin of wolves, by me they bled, 

Are covers to our marriage-bed : 

Should one in hunting bite me dead, 
A widow thou wilt be, Jndy. 
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Howl at my wake! ’twill be but kind, 

And if I leave, as I’ve designed, 

Some little Tooleywhaggs behind, 
They’ll sarve to comfort thee, J udy. 


SPI PPL IS 


LOVE AND PRUDENCE. 
(W. H. Treland.) 


BEGONE! your heart will fickle prove, 
Tor men are faithless, and deceive ; 
By flattery first you win our love, 
Then smile that we your vows believe. 


And canst thou doubt my bosom’s glow ? 
Are all my vows but passing air? 

Ah! did thy breast such fervour know, 
‘Thou couldst not bid me thus despair. 


Why wilt thou seek to steal my heart, 
And lull the caution of my soul? 

Why tell of Cupid’s honied dart,’ 
That shaft which reason could control ? 


And why hast thou such beauties rare ? 


Why do I such perfection see ? %y 


Why in that breast, divinely fair, 
Dwells every charm but love of me? 


Ah! could I prove thy breast sincere, 
And were thy vows and sighs but true, 
I'd banish each corroding fear, © 
And only live for love and you. 


PPPOE POF 


MAN AND WOMAN’S FIRST QUARREL, 
( Arnold.) 


When time first began, 
The first woman and man 
Had a terrible quarrel, I’ve heard, 
To decide even then 
Whether women or men 
fHiad a right to maintain the last word. 


It was early one morn, 
They'd been just three days born, 
They got up under some peevish planet ; 
How the storm first arose, 
Why, there’s nobody knows, 
But the world all agree she began it. 


Of this quarrel of yore, 
I can tell you no more, 
Than this—that it lasted ’till night ; 
When as chronicles say, 
Eve at last found the way 
To prove to her lord she was right. 


Since this, why men yield, 
When they dare take the field, 
I fancy I rightly conjecture ; 
For though jangling all day, 
Men at night all give way, 
In dread of a long curtain-lecture. 


GIES PIP OF 


HOWL NOT, YE WINDS, 0’ER THE TOMB 
OF THE BRAVE. 


( Barrow.) 


HOWL not, ye winds, o’er the tomb of the brave ; 
Roar not, ye waves, at the foot of the moun- 


tain; 
Breathe, Spirit of peace, oh! breathe o’er each 
grave ; ; 
And soft be the flow of each murmuring foun- 
tain. 


Let the valiant who fell in defence of their land 
Repose in the quiet they died in defending ; 

And dear be the spot that beheld their bold band 
To death, but to honour, in glory descending. 
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Oh! theirs is the rest who repose “neath the sod 
That nourished the arm which preserved it in 
danger ; 
And theirs is the hope to repose with their God, 
That ages renew in the prayer of the stranger. 


GLLPPELEDS 


MORGAN RATTLER. 
( Hudson.) 


OH, the lasses 0’ Lunnon be sad wicked jades, 
All manners 0’ tricks, by gosh, they be up to 
‘em, 
And for cheating poor lads like o’ I is their trades, 
And ’twould puzzle the old one to put a good stop 
to ’em. 
My Kate in the country is different quite, 
When I was at home, why, I was her prattler, 
And I loved her sincerely from morning till night, 
And none was so happy as Morgan Rattler. 


I comed up to Lunnon, and, the very first day, 
I met a fine lady, who axed me to walk wi’ her, 
And said she wur frightful o’ fainting away, 
[ll be dashed if I wasn’t afeard for to talk wi’ 
her. 
She begged instantly that a coach I would call, 
For nothing but home directly could settle her, 
And then she politely pulled me in and all, 
Oh! in what a sad pucker was Morgan Rattler. 


The coach then set off, and dashed through thick 
and thin, } 
The lady got better, and axed me to sup wi’ 
her ; 
Thinks I, oh dear, dear, she’s for snaring me in, 
No matter what haps, I’ll try and be up wi’ her. 
Says I, “‘ Madam Sly, I sees what you’re up to, 
(se awake to your tricks, though you’re a sweet 
tattler, 
But all your fine fits and your faintings wo’n’t do, 
You’ve got the wrong person in Morgan Rat- 
tler.«, 


When she found me determined, she flew in a 
rage, 
Left the coach, and then called me a brute and 
a boar too, sirs, 
And said that I ought to be shut in a cage 
For using a lady so vile—and much more too, 
S1rs. 
The coachman then civilly axed for his fare, 
(By this time quite clean out of sight was te 
tattler, ) 
I felt in my pockets—’tis true, I declare, 
She’d stoled all the money of Morgan Rattler. 


The coachman then held the door fast in his hand, 
To let me get out he was not at all willing, sirs, 
And said he was sure that the trick it was planned, 
And ’twould serve me just right if I got a good 
milling, sirs. 
I jumped, in a rage, from the coach to the street, 
Says I to him, “* young man, I beant a great 
battler, 
But I think I can gi’ yon a threshing complete, 
As sure as my name it is Morgan Rattler.” 


I stript to be at ’n, and to it we gaes, 
And a few minutes finished his bus’ness so 
neatly, sirs, 
Meantime some domned thief ran away with my 
claes, 
And poor I was every way cheated completely, 
sirs. 
I’se had quite enow of this vile Lunnon town, 
I’ll go home to my Kate, and I’ll marry and 
settle her, 
And to feyther, and mother, and all, when I’se 
down, 
Vil tell all the misfortunes 0’ Morgan Rattler. 
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WHERE SHALL THE LOVER REST? 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


WHERE shall the lover rest 
Whom the fates sever, 
From his true maiden’s breast 
Parted for ever? 9 
Where, through groves deep and high, 
Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die 
Under the willow. 


Eleu, loro,—There shall be his pillow. 


There, through the summer day, 
Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway, 
Scarce are boughs waving : 
There thy rest shalt thou take, 
Parted for ever, 
Never again to wake, 
Never, O never. 
Eleu, loro,— Never, O, never. 


Where shall the traitor rest ? 
He, the deceiver, 
Who could win maiden’s breast, 
Ruin and leave her? 
In the lost battle, 
Borne down by the flying, 
Where mingles war’s rattle 
With groans of the dying, 
Eleu, loro,—There shall he be lying. 


Her wing shall the eagle flap 
O’er the false-hearted, 
His warm blood the wolf shall lap 
Ere life be parted ; 
Shame and dishonour sit 
By his grave ever, 
Blessings shall hallow it, 
Never, O never, 
Eleu, loro,—Never, O never. 


GLLPIEL OP? 


THE TIMID HARE. 


WHEN morn ’twixt mountain and the sky 
On tip-toe stands, how sweet to hear 
The hounds’ melodious cheerful cry, 
As starts the game, possessed with fear : 
O’er brook and brake 
Our course we take, 
The sportsman knows no grief or care ; 
When sweet the horn, 
Across the lawn, 
Awakes the trembling, timid hare. 


Who panting flies, like freed from pain, 
As, trembling, she resigns her breath, 
The sportsman, joyous, leaves the plain, 
Well pleased to be in at the death: 
Then sweet the horn, 
Across the lawn, 
Re-echoes blithe both far and near ; 
O’er meads and downs, 
We know no bounds 
While coursing of the timid hare. 


Then say, what pleasure can inspire 
To that of coursing? Sweet employ! 
Except when homewards we retire, 
Our bettles and our friend enjoy : 
The brook and brake 
We then forsake, 
Tor sportsmen know no grief or care ; 
Then sweet the horn, 
Across the lawn, 
Awakes the trembling, timid hare. 


PRIOTORE 


CONTENT AND A PIPE. 
Air—* Sheep-shearing.”’ 
CONTENTED I sit with my pint and my pipe, 
Puffing sorrow and care far away, 
And surely the brow of grief nothing can wipe 
Like smoking and moist’ning our clay ; 
For, though liquor can banish man’s reason afar, 
’Tis only a fool or a sot, 
Who with reason or sense would be ever at war, 
And don’t know when enough he has got : 
For, though at my simile many may joke, 
Man is but a pipe—and his life but smoke. 


Yes, a man and a pipe are much nearer a-kin 
Than has as yet been understood, 

For, until with breath they are both filled within, 
Pray tell me for what are they good? 

They, one and the other, composed are of clay, 
And, if rightly I tell Nature’s plan, 

Take but the breath from them both qnite away, 
The pipe dies—and so does the man: 

For, thongh at my simile many may joke, 

Man is but a pipe—and his life but smoke. 


Thus I’m told by my pipe that to die is man’s lot, 
And, sooner or later, he must ; 

For, when to the end of life’s journey he’s got, 
Like a pipe that’s smoked out—he is dust : 

So you, who would wish in your hearts to be LAV, 
Encourage not strife, care, or sorrow, 

Make much of your pipe of tobacco to-day, 
For you may be smoked out to-morrow : 

For, though at my simile many may joke, 

Man is but a pipe—and his life but smoke. 


EEF PECGOO 


THE SAILOR’S ADIEU. 


WHENCE comes this keen, this cutting smart? 
Why does the tear unbidden start ? 
Why beats my sad, my sinking heart 
Thus heavily ? 
Eliza, ’tis because I part, 
My life! from thee. 


Tossed on the rude and foaming wave, 
O’er which the howling tempests rave, 
In distant climes I go, to brave 
The furious sea; 
My doom, perhaps, a wat’ry grave, 
Far, far, from thee! 


Oh! say, then, all on earth I prize! 
Wilt thou my absence mourn with sighs 
And heaven invoke, with uplift eyes, 
To speed my way ? 
Wilt thou? but see, the signal flies ; 
I must not stay ! 


By storms that sweep the deep abyss, 
By plighted vows, by all our bliss, 
By this embrace, and this, and this, 
Dear girl! be true— 
Remember love’s last parting kiss ! 
Adieu! adieu! 


BUSTLING BOB. 
(Kenney. ) 


THOUGH gents not a few 
Have nothing to do, 

With me ’tis a capital crime, 

For on mischief they ramble, 
Chat scandal, drink, gamble, 

And oft kill themselves to kill time. 

By night ne’er reposing, 
By day always dozing, 

Who’d live such a d d life as this is? 
On the lounge see them walking, 
Half yawning, half talking, 

Thus exchange the salute for the misses: 


, 
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How d’ye do? 
How are you? 
Fine day— 
What d’ye say? 
How’s your ma? 
La! la! 
Ya—aw! 

Then plainly I see, 

”Tis much better for me, 

That have so many more things to do. 


But fortune will never provide us all pleasure, 
And sometimes I sigh for a few minutes’ leisure, 
When all our gay lasses, dismissed from their 
labour, 
Are dancing away to the pipe and the tabor ; 
Oh! then, pretty rogues, how I grieve ’em! 
So thick they surround me, 
So tease and confound me, 
It vexes me sadly to leave ’em. 
But vainly to keep me they fret and they pray, 
Business is pressing, and I must away, 
Each friend has a job 
For bustling Bob, 
And to do all at once I’ve a notion— 
Psalm singing ,—bell ringing, 
The pen or the bat, 
I frisk away,—whisk away, 
This way and that— 
Men, women, and children, 
My wits are bewild’ring, 
Surrounded,—confounded, 
So hurried,—and flurried— 
Coming here,—going there, 
Up and down,—through the town, 
In and out,—round about, 
Plagued to death,—out of breath, 
Pheugh ! 
My head’s like a whirligig all in commotion! 
Oh! when shall I ever get through ? 
Why never, ’tis clear, 
If I’m loitering here, 
When I’ve so many more things to do? 


PPP ICL IR? 


THE BRAES 0’ BALQUITHER. 
(Tannahill. ) 


LET us go, lassie, go 
To the braes 0” Balquither, 
Where the blae-berries grow 
"Mang the bonnie Highland heather ; 
Where the deer and the rae, 
Lightly bounding together, 
Sport the lang simmer day, 
On the braes o’ Balquither, 


I will twine thee a bow’r, 

By the clear siller fountain, 
And Ill cover it o’er 

Wi’ the flow’rs of the mountain ; 
I will range through the wilds, 

And the deep glens sae drearie, 
And return wi’ the spoils, 

To the bow’r 0’ my dearie. 


When the rude wintry win’ 

Idly raves round our dwelling, 
And the roar of the linn 

On the night breeze is swelling, 
So merrily we’ll sing, 

As the storm rattles o’er us, 
Till the dear shieling ring 

Wi’ the light lilting chorus. 


Now the summer is in prime, 
Wi’ the flow’rs richly blooming, 
And the wild mountain thyme 
A’ the moorlands perfuming ; 
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To our dear native scenes 
Let us journey together, 
Where glad Innocence reigns 
’Mang the braes o” Balquither. 


PIPPI IEIPS? 


THE MERRY DANCE I DEARLY LOVE. 
(General Burgoyne. ) 


THE merry dance I dearly love, 
For then, Collette, thy hand I seize, 
And press it, too, whene’er I please, 
And none can see, and none reprove! 
Then on thy cheek quick blushes glow, 
And then we whisper soft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve! you ne’er her charms can 
know. 


She’s sweet fifteen, I’m one year more, 
Yet still we are too young they say ; 
But we know better, sure, than they, 

Youth should not listen to threescore ! 
And I’m resolved I'll tell her so 


When next we whisper soft and low, r 
Oh! how I grieve! you ne’er her charms can 
know. 


GGPPCEIPOP 


THE IRISH PEDLAR. 
Air— I’m a jolly gay Pedlar.”’—(C. F. Barrett.) 


Ocu! I ama jolly gay pedlar, 

That never yet fawned on the great, 
In politics I am no meddler, 

I care not who governs the state. 


SPOKEN.] No, the devil a morsel of me cares 
about who governs, or who does not govern, so long 
as I am able to sing 


Goosetrum foodle, niggety tragedy rum, 
Diderum doodle, niggety figgety, fum. 


Some folks fight the one with the other, 
They scramble, and make a great rout; 
But what is the end of the pother? 
’Tis only the Ins or the Outs. 


SPOKEN.] Arrah! what d’ye think it is they 
quarrel about? Och! the devil a thing more or 
less than— 

Goosetrum foodle, &c, 


My treasury hangs here before me, 
No rival to pluck or to pull ; 
When empty, I never deplore me, 
For then my exchequer is full— 
Of goosetrum foodle, &c. 


I’ve ribbons of every description, 
Of every fine colour and hue ; 
Come, raise me a little subscription, 
And you shall have red, green, or blue, 
SPOKEN.] Oh, yes, I am the man for the 
ladies; I can accommodate them with what- 
ever they please, particularly with a few yards of 
my— 
Goosetrum foodle, &c. 


D’ye want any wash-ball or patch, 
ear ladies, pray buy of me ; 
Or garters to hang at your watch, 
Or trinkets to tie up your knee. 


SPOKEN.] Och! but, my dear creatures, if you 
must be after wearing a watch, you know you must 
only just pay for the— 
Goosetrum foodle, &c. 


PPL L LIE 
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As pensive one night in my garret I sate, my last shilling produced on the table ; 
That adventurer, cried I, might a history relate, if to think and to speak it were able. 








THE LAST SHILLING. 
(Dibdin.) 
AS pensive one night in my garrct I sate, 
My last shilling produced on the table ; 
That adventurer, cried I, might a history relate, 
If to think and to speak it were able. 
Whether fancy or magic ’twas played me the freak, 
The face seemed with life to be filling ; 
And cried, instantly speaking, or seeming to speak, 
Pay attention to me—thy last shilling. 


I was once the last coin of the law a sad limb, 
Who, in cheating, was ne’er known to falter ; 
Till at length brought to justice, the law cheated 

him, 
Ant he paid me to buy him a halter. 
A Jack tar, all his rhino but me at an end, 
With a pleasure so hearty and willing, 
Though hungry himself, to a poor distressed friend 
Wished it hundreds—and gave his last shilling. 


’T was the wife of his messmate, whose glistening 
eye 
With a Aeanive ran o’er as she viewed me : 
She changed me for bread, as her child she heard 
cry, 
And Seeman with tears she bedewed me. 
But I’ve other scenes known, riot leading the way, 
Pale want their poor families chilling ; 
Where rakes in their revels, the piper to pay, 
Have spurned me—their best friend and last 
shilling. 
Thou thyself hast been thoughtless—for profligates 
bail, 
But to-morrow all care shalt thou bury, 
When my little history thou offerest for sale ; 
In the interim spend me and be merry. 
Never, never, cried I, thou’rt my Mentor— my 
muse, 
And, grateful, thy dictates fulfilling, 
I’ll hoard thee in my heart,—thus men counsel 
refuse, 
Till the lecture comes from the last shilling. 


FOR GLORY AND FOR LIBERTY' 


(D. L. Richardson, ) 


HAIL to the brave! and hail the land ! 

Where the firm ranks of Freedom stand, 

An honoured race, a glorious band,— 

Or prompt to strike, or proud to die,— 
Prepared for death or libertyt 


How hallowed is the patriot’s grave, 
Who ’neath the banners freemen wave, 
With ready hand, and bosom brave, 
Hath fought, and died as heroes die, 
In battle, and for liberty ! 


How dear his proud immortal name 
To virtue, liberty, and fame ; 
Its magic sound the land shall claim 
For watch-word, and for battle-cry, 
To lead the brave to victory | 


Oh! who that patriot honour warms, 
When sound the trumpet’s wild alarms, 
That does not burn for deeds of arms, 
To bid his country’s foemen fly, 

And strike for death or liberty ' 


The victor’s brow may proudly shine, 
While beauty’s hands the wreath entwine, 
But every noble heart’s a shrine 
For him who greatly dares to die 

For glory and for liberty ! 


SILL ELAS 


A JOLLY FAT FRIAR LOVED LIQUOR, 
GOOD STORE, 


(Colman. ) 


A JOLLY fat friar loved liquor, good store, 
And he had drank stoutly at supper ; 

He mounted his horse in the night at the door, 
And sat with his face to the crupper. 
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«« Some rogue,” quoth the friar, “ quite dead to 
remorse ,— 
Some thief, whom a halter will throttle,—_ 
Some scoundrel has cut off the head of my horse, 
While I was engaged with the bottle,”— 
Which went gluggity, gluggity, glug. 
The tail of this steed pointed south on the dale, 
’Twas the tfriar’s road home, straight and level ; 
But when spurred, a horse follows his nose, not 
his tail, 
So he scampered due north like the devil. 
“© This new mode of docking,” the fat friar said, 
‘© IT perceive does not make a horse trot ill; 
And ’tis cheap, for he never can eat off his head, 
While I am engaged with the bottle,” 
' Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug. 
The steed made a stop,—in the pond he had got ; 
He was rather for drinking than grazing ; 
Quoth the friar,— ’Tis strange, headless horses 
should trot! 
But to drink with their tails is amazing!” 
Turning round to find whence this phenomenon 
rose, 
In the pond fell this son of a pottle ; 
Quoth he, “ the head’s found, for I’m under his 
nose, 
But I’d_rather been over the bottle,” 
Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug. 


GLO? LISP 


HAIL! CHEERFUL LIGHT! 
(Dimond.) © 


RECITATIVE. 
‘THE skylark calls! I hear his matin lay, 
Hence ! ling’ring darkness! hail! returning day ! 
§ RONDO. 

Hail! cheerful light! thy joyous beams 

Dance on the breast of crystal streams, 

Till all their burnished surface seems 

As molten gold. 


Hail! cheerful light! on soaring wings 

To heaven’s high gate the lark upsprings, 

And there thy blushing advent sings 
With outcry bold. 


Hail! cheerful light! all-burning red, 

The sun exalts his royal head, 

And bids the sphere with pleasing dread 
Its lord behold ! 


OPLOIFER 


THE POWER OF HARMONY. 
(Miss Bryant.) 
HARMONY o’er the world fondly presiding, 
Wins e’en the dark soul to smile at her lays ; 
Now even Sorrow’s cloud let’s be dividing, 
While Pleasure beams brightly to sing in her 
praise. 
Music! thy power how sweet ! 
When all thy graces meet! 
The cheek forms a smile which a tear flits away : 
Born of the gods above, 
Daughter of Pity,—Love! 
Hail to sweet Harmony ever, huzza! 


Flow’rets, to form her wreath, each land bestow- 
ing, 

On her brow, fondly twined, bloom fresh and fair, 

Time marks from day to day, new buds are blow- 


ing, 
it bene or sad weeds of woe, seldom appear. 
First, Italia’s strings so fine, 
Strike polished lays divine, 
Which charms to the ear, but from hearts flit 
away ! 
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Though stillevery art and grace 
Boldly they wish to trace, 
Hailing sweet Harmony ever, huzza! 


The Gallic harp breathes a note flippant and light, 
no more 3 
The soul never guides it, the mind never feels, 
’Tis a? song to a lady-love, sung by a trouba- 
our, 
Portraying all the ills Cupid reveals. 
Albion, in lofty fight, 
Sings with a fond delight, 
Forming their notes more sweet each coming day, 
Courting the German lyre, 
Music their souls inspire, — 
Hailing sweet Harmony ever, huzza! 


Erin, sad Erin! with bays formed for ages, 
Strikes the light strings, mixed with gladness 
and care ; 
Pity a balmy tear drops on their pages, 
Though each line nobly breathes what they could 
dare. - 
Sweetly their cheerful song 
Pleases the old, the young : 


It floats, like the vision of night, soft and gay ! 


Their wreath of evergreen 
Tells what they might have been, 
Hailing sweet Harmony ever, huzza! 


In Scotia’s song, wildness and melody meeting ; 
Oh, it is sweet to hear music around, 
While Ardour to bosoms is fondly retreating, 
And Freedom with laughing joys pause at the 
sound. 
Then the light wreath of Spain 
Charms with a merry strain; 
Thus every nation must bow to thy sway. 
So let one pleasing sound 
_ Echo the halls around, 
Hail to sweet Harmony ever, huzza!. 


PIEP?PLIPH 


THE TOPSAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND. 


THE topsails shiver in the wind, 
The ship she’s cast to sea; 
But yet my soul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moored with thee : 
For though thy sailor’s bound afar, 
Still love shall be his leading star. 


Should landmen flatter when we’re sailed, 
O! doubt their artful tales; 

No gallant sailor ever failed, 
If love breathed constant gales: 

Thou art the compass of my soul, 

Which steers my heart from pole to pole. 


Syrens in every port we mect, 
More fell than rocks or waves ; 
But such as grace the British fleet, 
Are lovers, and not slaves: 
No foes our courage shall subdue, 
Although we’ve left our hearts with you. 


These are our cares ; but if you’re kind, 
We'll scorn the dashing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France and Spain : 

Now England’s glory rests with you, 

Our sails are full—sweet girls, adieu! 


, A ee ee 


WE’LL THROTTLE THE BLUE DEVILS. 


IN early life I got a wife, 
There Hymen caught me tripping ; 

She growled,—I quaffed,—lord ! what a graft— 
A crab upon a pippin. 
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In twenty weeks her lantern checks, 
Grew yellow as a blanket ; 
She lost her health, 
Whilst I, by stealth, 
__ Ten times each morning drank it. 
Then fill the bowl, each jolly soul, 
Let Bacchus gild our revels ; 
Join cup to lip, with hip! hip! hip! 
And throttle the blue devils. 


My thirsty flowers that swill the showers 
From April to October, 
With heavy head go drunk to bed, 
Then why should I go sober ? 
The Count may thank my garden tank, 
That all his plants ar’n’t choking, 
His tulips sigh like mine when dry, 
And smile like mine when epanine 
Then let the bowl, &c. 


When I was ill, says Doctor Squill, 
Those magnum bonums—fly ’em! 
Of wine take heed, nor don’t exceed 
A single pint per diem ! 
T’ll take your hint, 
Said I,—and stint 
Myself to that with pleasure. 
Of Farantosh, a pint, by gosh! 
Is two quarts Scottish measure. 
Then let the bowl, &c. 


POPOL IP EF 


TANTIVY! TALLY HO! 
(R. Stuart.) 


HARK ! the horn, how inviting to the sons of the 
chase ; 
See the hounds are unkennelled and keen; 
Yo the sports of the field every pleasure gives 
place 
When the scent lies, and morn is serene : 
Sly renard breaks cover—the hounds in full cry, 
And huntsmen all eager pursue ; 
O’er hedge, ditch, and gate, our proud steeds 
gaily fly, 
While cheered with the victim in view. 
The dogs are now at fault, 
Hold hard, the huntsman cries ; 
Again the fox he spies ; 
The hounds give tongue and vault, 
To hark forward, look to Jowler, 
Now Countess, Trimbush, Towler, 
Tantivy, tally ho! tally ho! 


The fox, near exhausted, now runs up the wind, 
While the air with shrill echo resounds ; 
We follow the chase, nor a sportsman behind 
E’er neglects to push forward the hounds. 
Sly renard now taken, the high mettled group, 
Still stanch, strive to witness the death; 
The huntsman, elated, sends forth.a shrill whoop, 
And renard resigns his last breath. 
Then see the greedy hounds 
The bleeding fox destroy ; 
Each sportsman shares the joy, 
With glee each heart abounds, 
; At hark forward, &c. 


PPP LIPP SD 


THE INGENUOUS BEAUTY. 
( Upton.) 


O, CHARLES! you know not what I love, 
Nor what I prize sincerely ; 

Nay, hold, indeed, all things above, 
And idolize most dearly ! 


’Tis not your face, with manly charms, 
Your shape, nor grace, believe me, 
That wins or woos me to your arms, 
O, no ;—I’ll not deceive thee, 
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There is a charm beyond all these 
That makes me cling about you ; 

A something, that’s so formed to please, 
I cannot live without you. 


And dare I make that something known, 
And tell my mind sincerely ? 

O, then it is,—it is, I own, 
Your purse I love so dearly. 


FPLIPL EL EE 


MY DOG AND MY GUN. 
( Bickerstaff. ) 
LET gay ones and great 
Make the most of their fate, 
From pleasure to pleasure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exercise, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With spirits unclouded and light ; 
The blisses I find 
No sting leaves behind, 
But health and diversion unite. 


GPPLEPDP 


THE POWER OF BACCHUS. 


JOLLY Bacchus, god of wine, 
Lo, I bend before thy shrine. 
Fill the goblet, fill it up, 

Let me drain the juicy cup ; 
Fit libation thus I pour, 
Blockheads spill it on the floor. 


Round my head, ye virgins, twine 
Curling branches of the vine ; 
Branches that with clusters nod, 
Clusters worthy of the god. 

I’m the god, the god below, 

To my shrine let mortals bow. 


Drink, more drink.—Ah! now I feel 
The god—I foam—I reel! 

His fury runs through every part, 

And now it rages in my heart; 

My spirits blaze, my cares are drowned, 
Now the world, the world goes round. 


GIIFAIGS? 


THE DINNER. 


By the world it is said, as we’ve all heard. and 
read, 
That our nation’s much given to think ; 
Yet we cannot disown, that John Bull’s aiso prone 
To have plenty to eat and to drink, 
Be the business what it may 
That engrosses all the day, 
A feast that brings each man to his tether; 
All our plans we digest, 
With the food we love best, 
And draw corks and conclusions together. 


SPOKEN.] Thus, when we dine at a meeting of 
creditors, the conversation will most probably be, 
shall we have a good dividend ?— How do you think 
the poor man will cut up?—Better than you do, I 
hope, sir, for you’ve spoiled that duck entirely. 
Now I can’t think what has ruined him.—Cham- 
pagne, if you please, Sir; what’s the toast?—I 
really think he must have been done up by the la- 
dies.—The ladies! you astonish me; but talking 
of ruin, who pays e the supper? it will make a 
prime deficit in the defaulter’s effects, and I hate 
extravagance, so fill me a glass of Burgundy, Mr. 
President: —With all my soul, sir, and I'll give, 
(Irishman, ) May the poor man, who gives up 
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every thing, keep his honesty, and the rich man 
never try to deprive him of it. 


Thus hobbing, nobbing, song, and toast, 
And sentiments combining ; 

We troubles, cares, and fears forget, 
While merrily we’re dining. . 


If things of great weight in the law, church, or 
state, 
Are thus followed by feast, as we hear, 
On occasions so gay as a snug wedding-day, 
We’ve aright to expect some good cheer; 
And some time after that, 
When with frolicsome chat, 
At the christ’ning each gossip so merry ; 
To the hostess and host, 
Freely quaff every toast, 
In claret, madeira, and sherry. 


SPOKEN.] What a happy couple! what a de- 
lightful entertainment! — Very happy indeed, 
Ma’am ; and as for the husband, I think I never 
saw such a goose in my life.—How tat lady takes 
wine.—l wonder Miss Yellowleaf den’t get a hus- 
band ; she’s been helped these three times already. 
—Those birds are well trussed,—How are all your 
young ladies ?—Rather too little dressed, I’m afraid, 
Sir.—Come, Miss, [ll thank you for a merry- 
thought.—I’ll take a glass of. matrimony.—Will 
you? then I’ll give you success to the cause of our 
meeting this evening. 

Thus hobbing, nobbing, &c. 


When politics tease, or when law-suits displease, 
By advertisement gaily we meet ; 
And each voice that we raise, to dislike or to 
praise, 
Yet by all ’tis agreed we must eat. 
When an old friend of mine, 
Where I oft used to dine, 
Left this world which he once was the pride of, 
His heirs gave a feast 
To ten doctors at least, 
To consult about what ’twas he died of. 


SPOKEN.] Well, gentlemen, if you can’t come 
to an opinion, I suppose you can come to table, 
you all agree the gentleman is dead? — Dead! 
yes, so will that wine be if you don’t put a stopper 
in the decanter.—Now I think his complaint must 
have arisen from—Too much pepper in that ragout, 
doctor.—Or it’s probable he died of—a devil-giz- 
zard for Doctor Jellyback.—I only wished I 
had been called in sooner.—So do I, for the deuce 
a thing worth eating is there left on the table.— 
Well, every thing that could be done was done.— 
I differ from you, there, for the pork-griskin wasn’t 
warm through.—But what would you have recom- 
mended, doctor ?—A bumper if you please, sir ; 
and as our friend made a large fortune, and left 
two-and-twenty children, Dll give you, May the 
yndustrious man’s heir never disgrace his patri- 
mony. 

Thus hobbing, nobbing, &c. 


GPP IPEOL 


THE WILD GAZELLE ON JUDAH’S HILLS. 
A HEBREW MELODY. 
( Byron.) 


THE wild gazelle on Judah’s hills 
Exulting yet may bound, 

And drink from all the living rills 
That gush on holy ground ; 

Tts airy step and glorions eye 

May glance in tameless transport by. 


A step as fleet, an eye more bright 
Hath Judah witnessed there, 
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And o’er her scenes of lost delight, 
Inhabitants more fair. 

The cedars wave on Lebanon, 
But Judah’s statelier maids are gone. 


More blest each palm that shades those plains, 
Than Israel’s scattered race, 

For taking root, it there remains 
In solitary grace ; 

It cannot quit its place of birth, 

Tt will not live in other earth. 


But we must wander witheringly, 
In other lands to die, 
And where our fathers’ ashes be 
Our own may never lie; 
Our temple hath not left a stone, 
And mockery sits on Salem’s throne. 


LONG LIFE TO THE PETTICOAT. 
(Cherry. ) 


THERE with fun we the stocking throw, 
Boys all dressed in their Sunday-clothes, 
Girls trimmed neatly from top to toe, 
Red looks the priest at his comely nose, 
Round goes the jorum at bedding time, 
Whack ’gainst the floor goes each leather brogue, 
Bang go the bells in a merry chime, 
Smack go the lips of each pretty rogue. 
Lilt up the pipes let the chanter sound, 
Dearly we doat on the merry note, 
While the sweet whiskey goes briskly round, 
Drinking long life to the petticoat. 


Sweet are the smiles from the comely bride, 
Eyes at her of all goggle so, 
Bridegroom stands by her lovely side, 
A goose just nicked in the noddle though ; 
Girls chant out from their merry throats, 
Boys for the whiskey are riper now, 
Toasting the souls that wear petticoats, 
All get as drunk as the piper’s sow. 


Lilt up the pipes, &«, 


GENERAL WOLFE’S SONG. 


How stands the glass around? 
For shame! ye take no care, boys. 
How stands the glass around? 
Let mirth and wine abound ; 
The trumpets sound, 
The colours they are flying, boys ; 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
May we still be found 
Content with our hard fare, my boys, 
On the cold ground. 


Why, soldiers, why 

Should we be melancholy, boys? 
Why, soldiers, why? 
Whose business ’tis to die. 
What, sighing? fie! 

Drink on, and let’s be jolly, boys, 
’Tis he, you, and I, 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 

We’re always bound to follow, boys, 
And scorn to fly. 


Tis but in vain, 

(1 meant not to upbraid you, boys, ) 
Tis but in vain ° > 
For soldiers to complain ; 
Should next campaign 

Send ns to Him that made us, boys, 
We’re free from pain ; 
But should we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlady 
Cures all again. 


PIDPPLIPF 
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IN SILENCE AND SORROW. 
(Mrs. C. B. Wilson.) 


In silence and sorrow 
Thy footsteps I’ll follow, 
Where hope never ventured, where joy never came ; 
By others forsaken, 
This heart will but waken, 
To share in thy anguish, thy grief, or thy shame! 


The world may deceive thee, 
Its falsehoods may grieve thee, 
And those may look coldly that once fondly smiled ; 
But when danger is nearest, 
Tis then thou art dearest 
To the heart and the bosom that never beguiled. 


Then, think not that sorrow 
A moment can borrow 
One sigh from the breast that is truly thine own; 
Nor that fortune can heighten, 
Or pleasure can brighten 
The love of the heart that adores thee alone. 


Whether pleasure caress thee, 
Or sorrow distress thee, 
Still, still, must this bosom adore thee the same ; 
As the flower that at morning, 
; The sun was adorning, 
Turns to meet him at eve, though less glorious his 
flame. 


GPPPIPIO 


CUPID’S LOTTERY; 
(T. Moore.) 


A LOTTERY, a lottery, 
In Cupid’s court there used to be, 
Two roguish eyes 
The highest prize 
In Cupid’s charming lottery ; 
And kisses too, 
As good as new, 
Which were not very hard to win, 
For he who won 
The eyes of fun 
Was sure to have the kisses in. 
A lottery, &c. 


This lottery, this lottery, 
In Cupid’s court went merrily, 
And Cupid played 
A Jewish trade 
In this his charming lottery ; 
For hearts, I’m told, 
In shares he sold 
To many a fond believing drone, 
And cut the hearts 
Tn sixteen parts 
So well, each thought the whole his own. 
A lottery, &c. 


RECITATIVE, 
Ladies and gentlemen—gentlemen and ladies—go 
not to Cupid’s court ; 
For (whatever the young woman may say) ’tis a 
place of bad resort. 


AIR. 
But mine is the lottery, hasten to me; 
Here’s scissors and satires as sharp as can be ; 
Here’s a drawing of cork—here’s a corkscrew for 
wine— 
Here are pills for the cough—and here’s Gibbon’s 
«« Decline ;” 
Here’s a bright carving-knife—here’s a learned re- 
view ; 
Here’s an essay on marriage—and here’s a cuchoo. 
CHORUS. 
Our lottery—our lottery, 
Ye youths and maidens, come to me 5 


"Tis ne’er too late 
To try your fate 
In this our lucky lottery. _ 


GILLIE LPL 


WHISTLE O’ER THE LAVE O’Y. 
( Burns.) 


FIRST when Maggie was my care, 

Heaven I thought was in her air; 

Now we’re married—speer nae mair— 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t. 

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 

Bonnie Meg was Nature’s child— 

Wiser men than me’s beguil’d ; 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t. 


How we live, my Meg and me, 

How we love, and how we ’gree, 

I care na by how few may see; 
Whistle o’er the lave ot. 

Wha I wish were maggot’s meat, 

Dished up in her winding-sheet, 

I could write—but Meg maun see’t, 
Whistle o’er the lave 0’t. 


GIPPPLIF 


THE SPRIG OF SHELLELAGH. 
(Lysaght.) 
OcH, love is the soul of a nate Irishman, 
He loves all the lovely, loves all that he can, 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
reen 5 
His Hee is good-humoured—’tis honest and 
sound, 
No malice or hatred is there to be found, 
He courts and he marries, he drinks and he fights, 
For love, all for love, for in that he delights, 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock su 
green. 


Who has e’er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair, 
An Irishman all in his glory is there, 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock #3 
green 3 
His clothes spick and span new without ever @ 
speck, 
A neat Barcelona tied round his neck ; 
He goes to a tent, and he spenas half a crown, 
He meets with a friend, and for love knocks him 
down 
With a sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green. 
At evening returning, as homeward he goes, _ 
His heart soft with whiskey, his head soft with 
blows 


From a sprig of shellelagt and shamrock so 
green : 

Hle meets with his Shelah, who, blushing & 
smile, 

Cries, ‘ Get ye gone, Pat,” yet consents all the 
while ; 

To the priest then they go—and, nine months after 


that 
A fine baby cries out, “‘ How d’ye do, father Pat, 
With your sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green ?” 
Additional Verse—G. Colman. 
Bless the country, say I, that gave Patrick his 


birth, : : 
Bless the land of the oak, and its neighbouring 
earth 
Where stows the shellelagh and shamrock 60 
green, 
May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and the 
Shannon, 
Drub the foe who dares plant on our confines a 
cannon ; 
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United and happy, at loyalty’s shrine, 
May the rose, leek, and thistle, long flourish and 
twine 
Round a sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green. 


PPL LLP IPX 


WHEN CLOUDS ON HIGH ARE RIDING. 
(Miss Joanna Baillie.) 


WHEN clouds on high are riding, 
The wintry moenshine hiding, 
The raging blast abiding— 
O’er mountain waves we go. 
With hind on dry land creeping, 
With townsmen shelter keeping, 
With lord on soft down sleeping— 


Change we our lot? Oh, no, 


O’er stormy main careering, 
Each sea-mate sea-mate cheering, 
With dauntless helmsman steering, 

Our steady course we hold. 
Their sails with sunbeams whitened, 
Themselves with glory brightened, 
From care their bosoms lightened, 

‘Who shall return ?--the bold. 


GIPPOPOIE 


LITTLE PLOUGHBOY THAT WHIS- 
TLED O’ER THE LEA. 


(O'Keefe. ) 


A FLAXEN-HEADED cow-boy, as simple as may be, 

And na a merry ploughboy, I whistled o’er the 
ea ; 

Bai now a’ saucy footman, I strut in worsted lace, 

And soon I'll be a butler, and wag my jolly face ; 

When steward I’m promoted, I’ll snip a trades- 
man’s bill, 

My master’s coffers empty my pockets for to fill ; 

When lolling in my chariot, so great a man Dll 


THE 


ey 
You'll forget the little ploughboy that whistled o’er 


the lea. 

i’ll buy votes at elections, but, when I’ve made 
the pelf, 

ll stand poll for the parliament, and then vote in 
myself ; 


Whatever’s good for me, sir, I never will oppose, 

When all my ayes are sold off, why then I’ll sell 
my noes ; 

I'll bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with speeches 
charm the ear ; 

And, when I’m tired on my legs, then Vl sit 
down a peer ; 

Fn court or city honours so great a man I’ll be, 

You'll forget the little ploughboy that whistled o’er 
the lea. 


CIP FIELP IPP 


THE COMPLAINT; 
OR, THE WILLOW-TREE, 
Air—* Oh, come to me when daylight sets.” 
(J. Lambe.) 


FAREWELL, false hope !—false vows, farewell! 
You joy my heart no more ; 

My love seeks not the moonlight dell ; 
My reign of bliss is o’er. 

The tempter’s arts—dark falschood’s wile, 
I ne’er believed in thee ; 

But ev’ry vow you breathed was guile, 
Beneath the willow-tree. 


I own there’s forms mine far outvie, 
And cheeks that brighter glow ; 
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Yet why shonld they create a sigh? 
None! none can love thee so. 
But I am ever doomed to grieve, 
For, like the changeling bee, 
Thy heart entices to bereave, 
And smiles at our credulity. 


The stream that laves a rocky shore, 
Though calmly gliding wears ; 

And so the heart, when hope is o’er, 
Declines with sorrow’s tears. 

Each dear delight no more I’ll trace, 
Past joys! for ever flee ; 

Once happy days! my mind efface, 
They have proved talse to me. 


Then, Death! oh grant me thy relief, 
Oh, bid me cease to mourn ; 

My dear deceiving love may grieve, 
Perchance, when near my urn. 

Can he, when mid surrounding graves, 
Quite unregardless be? 

Oh, no! he’ll weep as o’er me waves 
The drooping willow-tree. 


GREP IIPS 


THE RABBINICAL ORIGIN OF WOMAN. 
(T. M.) 


THEY tell us that woman was made of a rib, 
Just picked from a corner so snug in the side, 
But the rabbins will swear to you this is a fib, 
And ’twas not so at all that the sex were sup- 
plied. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


For old Adam was fashioned the first of his kind, 
With a tail like a monkey, a full yard and a 


span ; 
And, shen Nature cut off this appendage behind, 
Why then, woman was made of the tail of the 
man. 
Derry down, &c. 


If such is the tie between women and men, 
The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf, 
For he takes to his ¢ail, like an idiot, again, 
And makes a d——able ape of himself. 
Derry down, &c. 


Yet, if we may judge as the fashion prevails, 
Ev’ry husband remembers the original plan, 
And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 
Why, he leaves her behind him as much as he can. 
Derry down, &c. 


LOVE, LOVE, NOTHING BUT LOVE. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


Love, love, nothing but love, still more, 
For, oh, Love’s bow 
Shoots buck and doe, 
The shaft confounds, 
Not that it wounds, 
But tickles still the more. 
Those lovers cry—Oh, ho, they die! 
Yet that which seems the wound to kill 
Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! ha! 
So dying love lives still. 
Oh! oh! awhile, but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh' oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! 


PILIL ICP? 


HAMMER AND TONGS ; 
OR, TWO CHANCES FOR THE DEVIL! 
Air— © The very merry Waiter.—(E. J. B. Box.) 


AS the punishment of crime, 
Though repentance comes in time, 
Yet it always comes too late to be prevented ; 
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Thus I’m punished now, forsooth, 
For one simple crime in youth,— 
That’s I married—and ever since repented! 
Night and day, 
Work or play, 
Never ceasing, 
Curse increasing, 
While with brawling I’m admonished, 
My poor senses crazed, astonished, 


All is hurly-burly, racket, hammer, and tongs! | 


Sunk in grief, 
No relief, 
All is horror, 
Sadness, sorrow ! 
Day and morrow wife’s amusement 
And delight is my ill-usement! 
While I sigh, 
Ah, poor I! 
{ would the devil came in pity to my wrongs, 
Or else let a poor unhappy husband die. 


SPOKEN.] Patience, they say, is a virtue; but, 
having been thirteen years in the pickling-tub of 
Repentance, patience is exhausted, and I think 
’tis high time I were taken out of the brine of con- 
jugal misery ; for, of all the miseries of human 
life, no misery is so truly miserable as a 


Day and morrow, wife’s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, &c. 


When I married, first, ’tis true, 
I was all a-gog,—’twas new, 
And my fancy said ’twould never be to-morrow ; 
But my honey-moon soon waned, 
When to-morrow came,—profaned, 
And changed all my golden dreams of joy to 
sorrow ! 
Dark or light, 
Spitting spite, 
Bed of nettles, 
Pots and kettles, 
In her passion’s rage for battle, 
Oft about my poor ears rattle, 
While I, patient, bear this racket, hammer, and 
tongs. 
All affright, 
Hair upright, 
Shivering, shaking, 
Quivering, quaking, 
Day and morrow, wife’s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, &c. 


SPOKEN.] It’s as true as I’m alive, I wish I 
may die if it isn’t! but she is worse than the devil, 
she is indeed, and so I would tell her if Idare! 
but then, Lord love ye, I should never get over it 
if I did, soI shouldn’t; for, though I am always 
as tame as a mouse, and as silent as a mackerel 
with her, I get plenty of her— 


Day and morrow, wife’s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, &c. 


Dearest Molly! once I said, 
Pray have mercy on my head, 
As there bumps and bruises, cracks and flaws 
are many! 
But my hopes all turned to fears, 
When I found she seized my ears, 
And her mercy formy crown not worth a penny! 
Pray orcry, 
Oh, poor [! 
Sore lamenting, 
Sick repenting, 
So I’ve now made up my mind, 
If the devil wo’n’t be kind, 
That’s to take Moll altogether, hammer and 
tongs ! 
Why then he 
Must take me, 
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Dead and dangling, 
From all wrangling. 
Day and morrow, wife’s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, 
On that end 
Ill depend, 
As the only chance of ending all my wrongs, 
And a poor unhappy husband’s lot to mend. 


SPOKEN.] This very morning she scalded my 
legs with water from the tea-kettle, and then broke 
my head with the tea-pot, because I threw up my 


| feet and kicked down the hot rolls, just buttered for 


breakfast ; only look at the mark,—there, that’s a 
hard case, you see ; just on the soft part, is’n’t it ; 
Iam sure I shall be much happier with the devil 
than with her; don’t you think so? However, 
now I’ve made up my mind to die, ’tis the happiest 
moment of my life! So, till you see me again, be- 
lieve me dangling out of the way of all— 


Day and morrow, wife’s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement. 
On that end, &c. 


OPP IIIPIS 


MY NATIVE HIGHLAND HOME. 
(Morton. ) 


My Highland home, where tempests blow, 
Cold are thy wintry looks; 

Thy mountains crowned wi’ driven snow, 
And ice-bound are thy brooks : 

But colder far’s the Scotsman’s heart, 
However far he roam, 

To whom these words no joy impart— 
My native Highland home! 


CHORUS. 
Then gang wi’ me to Scotland, dear, 
We ne’er again will roam ; 
And with thy smile, sae bonnie, cheer 
My native Highland home! 


When simmer comes, the heather-bell 
Shall tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove within the dell 
Invites to peace and love; 
For blithsome is the breath of day, 
And sweet’s the bonnie broom, 
And pure the dimpling rills that play 
Around my Highland home. 
Then gang, &c. 


PPIL IPP? IP 


MILK, MY PRETTY MAIDS, BELOW. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


AT dawn of day, when other folks 
In slumber drown their senses, 
We milkmen sing, and crack, and joke, 
Scale stile and such-like fences : 
But when from milking home we’re bound, 
A sight more pleasing than a show, 
The rosy lasses greet the sound 
Of milk, my pretty maids, below. 
Milk, my pretty maids, &c. 


’Tis milkman, here, and, milkman, there, 
Lord, how these wenches teaze me ! 

I’m coming, love; how much, my fair? 
Cries I.—There now be easy 3 

So what with toying now and then, 
And kissing, too, as on I go; 

I scarce have time, like other men, 
To cry— Milk, my pretty maids, below. 

Milk, my pretty maids, &c. 

Though twice a-day I pay my court 
To those that come to meet me, 

I please them all, and that’s your sort, 
There’s none can ever beat me 5 
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My walk I never will resign, 
A better one I don’t know; 
Of all the trades, let this.be mine, 
Of milk, my pretty maids, below. 
Milk, my pretty maids, &c. 


PIII IOP F 


OH! LUNNUN, THIS LUNNUN’S A WON- 
DERFUL PLACE. 


(Hudson. ) 
I’sE a plain country lad, as you’ll tell by my 
song, 
Though I knows what is right and I knows what is 
wrong. 


When just twenty-one, I was left to myself, 

With a farm, and some acres, and plenty of pelf, 
I wanted a summat to sweeten my life, 

And did not know what it could be but a wife ; 

So I got married, and brought up my wife’s pretty 


face 

To see Lunnun, this Lunnun, this wonderful 
place. 

The first thing that I zeed was Bazaars, wi’wide 
doors, 


Exposing for sale all Ma’am Folly’s large stores ; 

Where you might spend your money on what you 
liked best, 

And just like a man or a monkey be drest. 

Oh! Lunnun was made sure for fashion and fun, 

For each his own way to the devil may run; 

Each apprentice is drest quite as fine as his 
Grace, 

Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place ! 


There’s the ladies, so modest, wi’ shoulders so 
bare, 

Which seemingly say to the men—‘‘ come, and 
stare ! 

Wi’ their petticoats cut close short up to their 
knees, 

Which speak pretty plain—you may look if you 
please. 

But, on the contrary, our very smart beaux, 

Wear large cossack trousers quite down to their 
toes ; 

And a little brimmed hat, that wo’n’t cover their 
face, 

Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place ! 


Then each tradesman, so stylish, endeavours to 


et 

As maine as he can into every one’s debt ; 

And, as great as @ lord, with more spirit than 
sense, 

Keeps a gig and a girl, and cries—d—n all ex- 
pense. 

And when he his payments can no longer meet, 

Gets in the King’s Bench, the Gazette, or the 
Fleet, 

But soon comes out again, with a clean white- 
washed face, 

Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s 2 wonderful place. 


Our tip-top man of fashion now eagerly strives, 
To be always seducting some other men’s wives ; 
And when their fair game they have fairly run 


down, 

Goes to law with the husband, to gain ’em re- 
nown. 

The husband for grief, then, does nothing but 
cry, 


That the damages cannot be rated too high ; 
Honest lawyers defend either side of the case, 
Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place. 


What pleased me the best was to see, every 
night, 
The streets luminutioned with famous gash-light ! 
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As bright as the sun at noon-day it does shane, 

And they tell me ’tis gunpowder ground very 
fine. 

Then I zeed Carlton-House, where our great king 
resides, 

House o’ Commons, and Lords, too, and New- 
gate besides, 

Where huge chains and fetters stare folks in the 
face, 

Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place. 


Then a story went all over Lunnun, by gum, 

That any man might see the Prince Regent's 
bomb— 

If he went to the Park, sure, and wanted the 
sight, 

For there ’twas uncovered from morning to night. 

But ’twas nought but a cannon, I was struck wi’ 
amaze, 

I ne’er zeed such a large one in all my born days ; 

Stuck a top o’ a beast, wi’ a d—d ugly face ; 

Oh! Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place, 


I forgot to inform you, ere I did begin, 

That my wife is now waiting for me at the inn ; 

To-morrow, at seven, we start, if it’s fair, 

Wi’ a rare stock of wonders, to make the folk 
Stare ; 

I’m sure we’ve enow for, when we get there, 

To last the whole village in talk for a year ; 

I can tell the good folks, wi’ a pretty good grace, 

That Lunnun, this Lunnun’s a wonderful place! 


PILI IP PLAS SL 


THIS LIFE tS LIKE A TROUBLED SEA. 
( Dibdin. ) 
THIS life is like a troubled sea, 
Where, helm a-weather or a-lee, 
The ship will neither stay or wear, 
But drives, of every rock in fear ; 
All seamanship in vain we try, 
We cannot keep her steadily. 


But, just as Fortune’s wind may blow, 
The vessel’s tosticated to and fro ; 
Yet, come but, love, on board, 
Our hearts, with pleasure stored, 
No storm can overwhelm, 

Still blows in vain 

The hurricane, 
While love is at the helm. 


GIO L IPL a 


THIS IS NO MY AIN HOUSE. 
(Ramsay. ) 


THIS is no my ain house, 
I ken by the rigging o’t; 
Since with my love I’ve changed vows, 
I dinna like the bigging o’t. 
For now that I’m young Robie’s bride, 
And mistress of his fireside, 
My ain house I like to guide, 
And please me with the trigging o’t. 


Then farewell to my father’s house, 
I gang where love invites me ; 
The strictest duty this allows, 
When Love with honour meets me. 
When Hymen moulds us into ane 
My Robie’s nearer than my kin, 
And to refuse him were a sin, 
Sac lang’s he kindly treats me. 


When I am in my ain house, 
True love shall be at hand, ay ; 
To make me still a prudent spouse, 
And let my man command, ay : 
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Avoiding ilka cause of strife, 

The common pest of married life, 

That makes ane wearied of his wife, 
And breaks the kindlv band ay. 


GPE PIIEP 


YOUR LOVE SHE LIVES IN YON HUMBLE 
SHED. © 


A TRIO. 
(Moncrieff. } 


Your love she lives in yon humble shed, 
Where turnips selling, 
And ‘ greens, oh!’ yelling, 
She gets a daily bit of bread, 
And wild and sweet is the life she has led ; 
Her stall has flourished, 
Her barrow’s nourished 
The natives with savoys and beans ,; 
For working folks must still be fed, 
And pickled pork eats best with greens. 


Zounds! what poor wretch is this I spy, 
Who has come hither, 
Her sweets to wither? 
Her beauty now is all my eye; 
Plague on’t don’t let the witch come nigh! 
Dear Don Giovanni, 
Don’t scorn poor Fanny ; 
All day my greens for you Pll cry. 
y once loved Fanny cry away, 
But not for me—no, faith—good-bye. 


PP ILPP LIP 


TWO BUNCHES A PENNY, PRIMROSES., 
(Upton. ) 
WHEN Nature first salutes the Spring, 
And fields all green appear, 
The feathered tribe their matins sing, 
And hail the verdant year ; 
Yet, though the country has its sweets, 
Unknown to those in town, 
’Tis sweet to hear in London streets, 
What’s cried both up and down. 
Two bunches a penny, primroses ! 
Two bunches a penny! 


Though Winter may enrobe with snow 
Field, mountain, hill, and dale ; 
Throughont the world bid tempests blow, 
And icy chains prevail ; 
Yet Spring will come, with smiling face, 
And spread its charms around, 
Give freedom to the wat’ry race, 
And wake the pleasing sound— 
Two bunches a penny, primroses ! 
Two bunches a penny ! 


Thus Winter must to spring give way, 
As seasons glide along ; 
The rose-bud blossom with the May, 
The lark resume its song! 
And, though the country has its sweets, 
Unknown to those in town, 
’Tis sweet to hear, in London streets, 
What’s cried both up and down— 
Two bunches a penny, primroses! 
Two bunches a penny ! 


OPP LLL ER? 


ROUSED FROM HIS COVERT, THE STAG 
TAKES HIS FLIGHT. 


ROUSED from his covert, the stag takes his flight, 

As he bounds o’er the lawns, gods! how charming 
the sight ! 

While the musical pack spreads enchantment 
around, 

Hills, valleys, and glades re-echo the sound, 
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He tops the blue mountain, the lowland pervades, 

And, in terror, now harbours in thorn-woven 
shades ; 

But the deepest recesses no safety can yield, 

He breaks from the covert, and tries the wide 
field ! 


Winged with fear, swift he flies o’er the farmers’ 
strong mounds, 

O’er the daisy-dressed meadow, like lightning, he 
bounds ; 

Not the river, swift-rushing, can stop his career, 

While the cries of the dogs pierce his delicate 
ear! 

Now he pauses awhile, till he’s roused by the 
sound 

Of the sonorous horn, and the near opening 
hound ! 

Down his cheeks the big dew-drops of sorrow fast 
flow, 

As increases the clamour, increases his woe. 


See the hunters in view, to the covert he flies, 

Up the hill how he climbs, every effort he tries : 
Alas! ’tis in vain, though his spirits decline, 
He’s determined not tamely his life to resign ; 

On the pack how he turns, though a feeble essay, 
He keeps them awhile, with his antlers, at bay ; 
He now tries again—at his haunches they scud, 
And eagerly pant to be gorged with his blood. 


Ah! hunters, forbear! stop the murdering train, 

And give the poor creature his freedom again ; 

See, see, they relent in the glorious strife, 

Now they call off the dogs, and the stag has his 
life. 

Thus Mercy can dictate—thus Mercy can save, 

Bright jewel! to set off the cap of the brave! 

’Tween thee and each passion how mighty the 
odds, 

In conjunction with thee, we’re allied to the gods. 


GLPIPOL IOP 


THE WHISTLING WAGGONER. 
(J. Mallinson.) 


WITH heart as light as down of thistle, 

By side of waggon-team I whistle, 

And careless what great folks may say, 

I smacks my whip, and drives away : 

And how I chuckles oft to see 

Great dressed-up monkeys grin at me, 

And step, as if afraid of walking, 

Then croak, like frogs—which they calls talking. 
Let’s queer this bumpkin— What a clown! 

How long have you, friend, been in town? 


SPOKEN.] How long, sir? saysI. Why, just 
long enough to know a mon from a monkey. 


Come-mar-thee-woea! says I, to Dobbin ; 
Then off I goes, and leaves them mobbin. 
Sing tol de rol lol, a life to brag on 

Ts that there chap’s as drives a waggon. 


Thus day by day, and week together, 
I’ze happy, spite of wind or weather ; 
Fach time to town a journey taking, 

Of sur or ma’am a fool I’m making ; 

The lawyer, too, wi’ powdered wig, 

And twisted tail, like tail of pig; 

As fast as they screws poor folk close, 

I pins ’em up against a post. 

Then hear them bawl, till out of breath, 
You scoundrel! you will be my death. 


SPOKEN.] No, shallI though? Well, I thought 
I should be likely to do some good one day or 
another. Well, ’tis only tt for tat! you be the 
cause-ot death sometimes you know. 


Come-mar-thee-woea! says J, to Dobbin, &c. 
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But best of fun’s in rainy weather, 

When two full waggons meet together ; 

The streets so dirty and so narrow, 

Beaus, sweeps, foin ladies, and wneel-barrow } 
Old Dobbin plunge, at my desire, 

And paints ’em all wi’ mud and mire. 

Then hear the chaps, how they begins, 

Your waggon-wheel has broke my shins 5 

Foin ladies squall—lud, only see, 

(Vm daubed and splashed up to the knee. 


SPOKEN.] I be main sorry, miss, but it were 
your own fault, you would hoist your petticoats up 
so high. D—me,sirrah, I’m an alderman! you’ve 
drove me through this bow-window. I ax pardon, 
but stand still, sir; your belly fits exactly, and is 
as like a bow-window as any thing I ever zeed. 


Come-mar-thee-woea ! says I, to Dobbin, &c. 
PIPOPPELP? 


THE DRIFT OF MASONRY. 
(Dibdin.) 
IN all your dealings take good care, 
Instructed by the friendly square, 


To be true, upright, just, and fair, 
And thou a fellow-craft shall be. 


The level so must poise thy mind, 

That satisfaction thou shalt find 

When to another Fortune’s kind ;— 
And that’s the drift of Masonry. 


The compass t’other two compounds, 

And says, though angered on just grounds, 

Keep all your passions within bounds, 
And thou a fellow-craft shall be. 


Thus, symbols of our Order are 

The compass, level, and the square ; 

Which teach us to be just and fair ; 
And that’s the drift of Masonry. 


GI FPVIGP 


NUNS, FIDDLERS, AND FRIARS HAVE 
DEARLY LOVED FUN. 


( Pearce.) 


IN these cloisters of old, 
I have often been told, 
The monks, though right pions, 
Could sometimes be joyous, 
And songs full of frolic, in Latin, would squeak ; 
Which were to poor lads like myself perfect 
Greek. 
And though upon holidays 
They would tell sinners, 
How they on such jolly-days 
Dined without dinners ; 
Myself must believe had they ne’er touched a 
snack, 
The red-letter days would have all been turned 
black ! 
O, for all their sly canting, 
They loved joke and ranting, 
And-merrily quaffed it, 
And roaringly laughed it ; 
With their canting, 
And laughing, 
And ranting, 
And quaffing! 
From the very first day this same world was be- 
gun, 
Nuns, fiddlers, and friars have dearly loved fun. 
O, what miracles rare, 
Did they traffic in there 
If a squire’s dear lady 
But wished for a baby, 
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By touching the shrine of some noted old friar, 
She was sure to accomplish her heart’s warm de- 
sire! 
To the gate for confession, 
Sweet girls would be tramping : 
Clear off old transgression, 
And then to new ramping : 


But a sly wench, within the walls, who ever 
spied ? 
To be sure, the good fathers knew not how to 
hide— 
The dear little roguelings, 
So fond of soft oglings ; 
With glances so killing, 
So scornful, so willing :— 
O the roguelings, 
So killing, 
With oglings 
So willing! 
From the very first day this same world was be- 
gun, 
Nuns, fiddlers, and friars have dearly loved fun. 


SPPPPOPOD 


FAREWELL TO OLD ENGLAND, DEAR 
MARY, ADIEU. 


(Captain Thompson. ) 


FAREWELL to England, thy white cliffs, adieu! 

Can the gale be auspicious that bears me from you? 

Though oceans divide me as wide as the pole ; 

No distance can change the true love of my soul. 

As well might my messmates determine to bale 

All the waters which fill up old Neptune’s great 
pail, 

As divert my firm mind from its fond thoughts on 


you ; 
Farewell to Old England, dear Mary, adieu! 


Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, 

When ev’ry plank bears your name on the deck? 

Nay, many love-knots on the tops I have made, 

Where guileless my shipmates at checkers have 
played : 

Their sports are no pastime to sorrow and me, 

My mind is more happy in sighing to thee ; 

More happy by far when I’m thinking of you, 

For the hope of return takes the sting from adieu! 


Yes, the hope of return’s all the joy of a tar, 

’Tis his compass, his helm, his guide, and his star ; 
*Tis impressed on his bosom the moment he sails, 
It shortens long nights, and it quickens light gales, 
The dull midnight-watch it sends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day ; 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

And changes adieu! into welcome return. 


GPLIP POL 


THE JOLLY TINKER. 
(Knight. ) 
My daddy was a tinker’s son, 
And I’m his boy, ’tis ten to one, 
Here’s pots to mend! was still his cry, 
Here’s pots to mend! aloud bawl I. 
Have ye any tin pots, kettles, or cans, 
Coppers to solder, or brass pans? 
Of wives my dad had near a score, 
And I have twice as many more : 
And what’s as wonderful as true, 
My daddy was the lord, Capon my soul he was,) 
the Lord knows who! 
Tan ran tan, tan ran tan tan, 
For pot or can, oh! I’m your man. 


Once I in budget snug had got 

A barn-door capon, and what not, 
Here’s pots to mend! I cried along 
Here’s pots to mend! was still my song. 
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At village wake—oh! curse his throat, 
The cock crowed out so loud a note, 
The folk in clusters flocked around, 
They seized my budget, in it found 
The cock, a gammon, peas and beans, 
Besides a jolly tinker, (yes, by the Lord:) a tin- 
ker’s ways and means. 
Tan ran tan, &c. 


Like dad, when I to quarters come, 
For want of cash the folks I hum. 
Here’s kettles to mend: bring me some beer. 
The landlord cries, * you’ll get none here! 
You tink’ring dog, pay what you owe, 
Or out of doors you instant go.” 
In rage I squeeze him ’gainst the door, 
And with his back rub off the score, 
At his expense we drown all strife, 
For which I praise the landlord (could not do less 
than praise) the landlord’s wife. 
Tan ran tan, &c. 


GPPPIL ERS 


HASTEN FROM YOUR CORAL CAVES. 
(Miss Seward. ) 


HASTEN from your coral caves, 

Every nymph, that sportive laves 

In the green sea’s oozy wells, 

And gild the fins and spot the shells ; 
Hasten, and our morrice join, 
Ere the gaudy morning shine! 


Rising from the foamy wave, 
Instantly your aid we crave ; 
Come, and trip, like our gay band, 
Traceless on the amber sand. 
Haste, or we must hence away, 
Yet an hour, and all is day. 


At your bidding, from our feet, 
Shall the ocean monsters fleet ; 
Sea-nettle and sting-fish glide, 
Back upon the refiuent tide. 
Haste, the dawn has streaked the cloud ; 
Hark! the village cock has crowed. 


Sce, the clouds of night retire ; 

Hesper gleams with languid fire ; 

Quickly then our revel join, 

The blush of morn is on the brine. 
Loit’rers! we must hence away, 
Yonder breaks the orb of day. 


PE PILPPPR 


TO ANGLE WE WILL GO. 


OF all the sports and pastimes 
Which happen in the year, 
To angling there are none, sure, 
That ever can compare. 
Then to angle we will go, &c. 


We do not break our legs or arms, 
As huntsmen often do; 

For when that we are angling, 
No danger can ensue. 


For health and for diversion, 
We rise by break of day, 
While courtiers, in their down beds, 
Sleep half their time away. 
Then to angle, &c. 


And then unto the river, 
In haste we do repair; 
All day in sweet amusement, 
We breathe good wholesome air. 
Then to angle, &c. 


Our constitution sound is, 
Our appetites are keen ; 
We laugh and bid defiance 
To vapours and the spleen. 
Then to angle, &c. 


The gout and spleen are often bred 
By lolling in a coach; 
But anglers walk, and so remain 
As sound as any roach. 
Then to angle, &c. 


The trout, the pike, the salmon, 
The barbel, carp, and bream, 
Afford good sport : and so the perch 
And tench will do the same. 
Then to angle, &c. 


So let us now remember, 
To praise the smaller fish ; 
Bleak, gudgeon, roach, and dace, 
Will garnish well a dish. 
Then to angle, &c. 


Through meadows, by a river, 
From place to place we roam: 
And when that we are weary, 
We then go jogging home. 
Then to angle, &c. 
At night we take a bottle, 
We prattle, laugh, and sing ; 
We drink a health unto our friends, 
And so God bless the King. 
Then to angle, &c. 


POLILLIP 


WINE DOES WONDERS EVERY DAY. 


A DUET. 
WINE does wonders every day, 
Makes the heavy light and gay, 


Throws off all their melancholy ; 


Makes the wisest go astray, 
And the busy toy and play, 


And the poor and needy jolly. 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold, 
Men in years forget they’re old ; 


Women leave their coy disdaining, 


Who till then were shy and cold; 
Makes a niggard slight his gold, 


And the foppish entertaining. 


GIELOIPH 


LORD STEEL, MISS MAGNET, AND THE 


DUCHESS OF DUMP. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


LoRD STEEL with Miss Magnet was smitten, 
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Then to angle, &c. 


Cards and dice are courtly games, 
Then let them laugh who win, 
There’s innocence in angling, 
But gaming is a sin. 
Then to angle, &c. 


Phen you who would be honest, 
And to old age attain, 
Forsake the city and the town, 
And fill the angler’s train. 
Then to angle, &c. 





Though she was a draper’s daughter ; 
She was graceful, yet gay as a kitten, 
But virtue and reason ’twas taught her ; 
Yet the thoughts of the match made my lord’s 
friends glump, 
For he was proposed for the Duchess of Dump. 


SPOKEN.] Miss Magnet had black eyes and 
blooming cheeks ; the Duchess black looks and_ red 
nose ; Miss walked like a duchess, and the Duchess 
walked like a duck; yet she was immensely rich, 
but she looked blue through her green spectacles on 
all her inferiors. 
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But pride, when piqued, a lesson taught her, 
So sing the pretty draper’s daughter. 


Lord Steel to Miss Magnet was married, 
And thus reconciled the action ; 
By Steel never yet could be parried 
The Magnet’s resistless attraction : 
So my dear little Duchess now never look glump, 
«©Q, don’t talk to me,” said the Duchess of Dump. 


SPOKEN.] O, says Lady Latitude, FINE news! 
Lord Steel has resigned the Duchess for a draper’s 
daughter ; a coronet for a counter, and a title for the 
till. Indeed! said the Countess of Clack, but ¢ills 
are of great service to titles now-a-days; we have 
been in tradesmen’s books till it is a bore, and there’s 
something quite delightful in getting into their 
money-bags. ‘True, replied the Honourable Miss 
Mag, city money-bags are no bad supporters to the best 
coat of arms in the kingdom; but how does the 
Duchess take it? 

O, pride, when piqued, &c. 


GLP PLL EP? 


NORA AND THE ERLIE’S SON. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


HEAR what Highland Nora said, 

“* The Erlie’s son I will not wed ; 
Should all the race of Nature die 
And none be left but he and I, 

For all the gold, for all the gear, 
For all the lands, both far and near, 
That ever valour lost or won, 

I would not wed the Erlie’s son.” 


«« A maiden’s vows,” old Callum spoke, 
“« Are lightly made and lightly broke ; 
The heather on the mountain’s height 
Begins to bloom in purple light, 

The frost-wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae, 
Yet Nora, e’er its bloom be gone, ‘ 
May blithely wed the Erlie’s son.” 


“© The swan,” she said, ‘ the lake’s clear breast 


May barter for the eagle’s nest ; 

The Awe’s fierce stream may backward turn; 
Ben Cruaihan fall, and crush Kilchurn ; 

Our kilted ckans, when blood is high, 

Before their foes may turn and fly ; 

But I, were all these marvels done, 

Would never wed the Erlie’s son.” 


Still, in the water-lily’s shade, 

Her wonted nest the wild swan made ; 

Ben Cruaihan stands as fast as ever ; 

Still downward foams the Awe’s fierce river ; 
To shun the clash of foeman’s steel 

No highland brogue has turned the heel ; 
But Nora’s heart is lost and won— 

She’s wedded to the Erlie’s son. 


AND THAT IS A MAN OF TEN THOUSAND. 
(O’Keefe.) 


SHOW me a lawyer refusing a good fee, 

Or pious dean not thinking of a bishop’s see ; 

A doctor, who wo’n’t squeeze sick ladies by the 
hand ; 

?Potticary, whom his scrawl] can well understand ; 

Dancing-master object to dancing off with miss ; 

A methodist-preacher not in a corner kiss ; 

Young ensign, not proud of his flashy large cock- 
ade ; 

Or true British tar who of Frenchmen is afraid ; 

Parliament elector who never sold his vote ; 

Parliament orator who will not turn his coat,— 

And that is a man of ten thousand. 
Tol lol de rol. 
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Show me a right honourable keeping to his word, 

Or a poor poet patronised by a lord ; 

An impudent sharper clothed all in rags, 

Or modest genius counting o’er his money-bags ; 

A churchwarden who scorns to feast upon the poor ; 

Fat alderman, who cannot calipash endure ; 

A groom too honest to rob horses of their corn ; 

Wise cuckold, who blushes to wear a gilded horn; 

Sportsmen mind gallopping over corn or stubble ; 

Or secretary of state take nothing for his trouble, 
And that is a man of ten thousand 

‘Tol lol de rol. 


PLPIEPIP PLP 


THE ROSE HAD BEEN WASHED—JUST 
WASHED IN A SHOWER. 


(Cowper. ) 


THE rose had been washed—just washed in a 
shower, 
Which Mary to Anna conveyed ; 
The plentiful moisture encumbered the flower 
And weighed down its beautiful head. 


The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it seemed, to a fanciful view, 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret 
On the flourishing bush where it grew. 


T hastily seized it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dripping and drowned, 
And, swinging it rudely—too rudely, alas! 
I snapped it—it fell to the ground : 


«« And such,” I exclaimed, “ is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind ; 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resigned. 


“« This elegant rose, had I shaken it less, 
Might have bloomed with the owner awhile, 

And the tear that is wiped with a little address 
May be followed perhaps by a smile.” 


POPP ILFIF 


OH! SAILOR-BOY, SAILOR-BOY, PEACE 
TO THY SOUL! 


In slumbers of midnight the sailor-boy lay, 
His hammock swang loose at the sport of the 
wind, 
But, watch-worn and weary, his cares flew away, 
And visions of happiness danced o’er his mind : 
He dreamt of his home, of his dear native bowers, 
And pleasures that waited on life’s merry morn, 
Whilst Mem’ry stood sideways, half covered with 
flowers, 
And restored ev’ry rose, but secreted a thorn. 


The jessamine clambers in flowers o’er the thatch, 
And the swallow sings sweet from the nest in 
the wall, 
All trembling, with transport he raises the latch, 
And the voice of beloved ones reply to his call : 
A father bends o’er him with looks of delight, 
His cheek is impearled with a mother’s fond 
tear, 
And the lips of the boy in a love-kiss unite 
With the lips of the maid whom his bosom holds 
dear. 


Oh! sailor-boy, sailor-boy, never again 
Shall peace, love, or kindred, thy wishes repay ; 
Unblest and unhonoured, down deep in the main, 
Full many score fathom thy form shall decay, 
Days, months, years, and ages, shall circle away, 
And still the vast waters above thee shall roll ; 
Earth loosens thy body for ever and aye, 
Oh! sailor-boy, sailor-boy, peace to thy soul. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL MAID. 
A PARODY. 
Air—* The Beautiful Maid.”’ 


My fishmonger he swore that his soles were most 
dear ; 
I trembled to hear what he said : 
For salmon and shrimps ’twas the wrong time of 
year, 
So I pitched on a beautiful maid. 
I brought home my beautiful maid : 
Here, cook, dress this beautiful maid ; 
Go, boil it,—don’t spoil it, 
But see it well done, 
And Ill dine on my beautiful maid. 


But an ugly black cat, I speak it with grief, 
My delicate tit-bit waylaid ; 
The coo ene her back, and the long-whiskered 
thie 
Ran off with my beautiful maid ; 
She clawed up my beautiful maid, 
She swore o’er my beautiful maid. 
Oh! pussy, you hussey, 
Gh! what have you done, 
You’ve ate up my beautiful maid. 


PIP LIP LS 


SWEET ARE THE DREAMS OF EARLY 
LOVE. 


Air— Oh say not Woman’s Heart is bought.” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


SwEeT are the dreams of early love, 
Soft is the vow that’s given, 

Like zephyrs, when they whispering rove, 
Pure as the dew of heaven. 

Warm is the youthful lover’s heart, 
Bright is the dark eye beaming,— 

If these be dreams, ne’er let me part 
From such delicious dreaming. 


But fleeting years soon draw the veil, 
False love, his journies taking, 
Into the heart will fondly steal, 
Then smiles to leave it breaking. 
So hence with love—I’ll never tread 
His bowers—’tis derision. 
A mortal’s happy life I'll lead, 
But, ah, farewell the vision. 


GPP PEP OF 


A WEDDING’S A WEDDING THE UNI- 
VERSE OVER. 


Air—** Ballinimona Ora.”—(T. Dibdin.) 


A WEDDING’S a wedding the universe over, 

From Pekin to London, from Turkey to Dover, 

Married folk are the same, wherever they’re born, 

From the Cape of Good Hope till you double Cape 
Horn. 7 

And sing Ballinimona Ora, 
Ballinimona Ora, 
Ballinimona Ora, 

A good merry wedding for me. 


When a king means to wed, why he does it by 
proxy, 
And sends over a lord to espouse his fair doxy ; 
When a commoner marries, the bridegroom (poor 
elf! 
Is obliged N go through all the business himself. 
And sing Ballinimona Ora, &c. 


In Owhyhee, they say, there’s a stick broke in 
two— 
If you look in Cooke’s Voyage you'll find it true ; 
In England they never break sticks it is said, 
But married folks often break—each other’s head. 
And sing Ballinimona Ora, &c, 
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A soldier and lassie jump over a sword, 
A sailor and girl oft take each other’s word, 
A Jew may espouse his great aunts or his cousins 
And Turks buy their wives, like our chickens, ov 
dozens. 
And sing Ballinimona Ora, &c, 


At a wedding in Ireland they’re wondrous frisky, 

With black eyes, bloody noses, punch, claret, an ~ 
whiskey ; 

In Scotland they’ve haggies, hodge-podge, ant 
sheep’s head ; 

And in Holland they smoke till they’re all put to 
bed. 

And sing Ballinimona Ora, &c. 


By whatever forms we are joined to each other, 

May husband and wife live like sister and brother : 

Be the int’rests of Britain united for ever, 

Like folks that are married to separate never. 
And sing Ballinimona Ora, &c. 


POL IPLIPF 


WHERE PLENLIMMON WOOS ON HIGH. 
(Herbert. ) 


CoME with me, and leave the town, 
Although I am a country clown 
You'll find me honest and sincere, 
My pretty little winning dear: 

Do come, my fair, do come with me, 
The country will with you agree, 
Where Plenlimmon woos on high, 
Embracing clouds as they pass by. 


There’s Winny Morgan, in our vale— 
But I’ll not tell you all the tale— 

Her father rears wheat, rye, and oats, 
And boasts too of his herd of goats ; 
He likes me much, his daughter too, 
But not one half as I love you ; 

And I have herds as well as he, 

My love and flocks are all for thee. 


Free they range the mountain round, 

And every one is fat and sound, 

Their thirst is quenched in pure snow drops, 
That form their drink in hollowed rocks ; 
When dark our vale, with them ’tis day, 
They upward seek the sun’s last ray, 

From rock to cliff they fearless roam, 

Not one is missed when they come home. 


I am not handsome, well I know, 

But mother says I’m so and so; 

You have eyes as black as coal, 

I have a steer, a mare, and foal, 

And I have goats, with no expense, 
And that, my dear, will save us pence : 
Come, my love, do come away, 

The country now looks green and gay. 


She gave consent with me to go, 

To see in May our mountains’ snow : 

My mother saw her, and admired, 

For such a maid the dame desired ; 

The neighbours round agree and say 
Plenlimmon wore no mist that day 

That we were wed, but all around 
Seemed sweetly changed to fairy ground. 


Now, happy, in my native vale, 

I grind my corn and brew my ale, 

My acres few I plough and sow, 

And Fortune favours as I go ; 

The cause is plain—for all must smile 
Where peace and joy the hours beguile : 
My song has not the power to tell 

How we enjoy Plenlimmon’s dell. 
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CUT AWAY, MICH. 
Air— I stand like a Turk.””—( Bryant, ) 


WHEN I was a boy, I was wild as could be, 
And the folks all declared none so wicked as me; 
For my motto was glee—I’d do just as I like, 
And the folks round about called me cut away, 
Mich! 
With row de dow, row de dow, don’t the thing 
strike ? 
While the cry it was cut away! cut away Mich! 


Then I went apprentice, but didn’t like that, 
So one morning I cautiously took up my hat; 
From my bus’ness I ran in a fit of dislike, 
While my good fellow-P’s cried out cut away, 
Mich. 
With row de dow, &c. 


Next a maiden I sought who was slender and gay, 
So went to balls, routs, panorama, or play, 
But she thought fit to lay in, I thought proper to 
strike, 
So I sounded retreat, and cried cut away, Mich. 
With row de dow, &c. 


Next I married a widow, aged just sixty-four, 
Who gazed upon me till her eyes were quite sore, 
She brought me five thousand, I the bargain did 
strike, 
But she died, and again I cried cut away, Mich. 
With row de dow, &c. 


When my money was spent to the Bench I was 
sent, 

Where three months I remained with no small dis- 
content, 

For I couldn’t break bars, and I dreaded each 
spike ! 

And I found out an end to my cut away, Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 


So now I am out I’m resolved to be wise, 
For experience, I own it, has opened my eyes ; 
So the colours of folly I now mean to strike, 
And thus put an end tu my cut away, Mich. 
With row de dow, &c. 


PPIFPLVED 


SLEEP, MOTHER, SLEEP, IN SLUMBER 
BLEST. 


(Miss Edgeworth.) 


SLEEP, mother, sleep, in slumber blest, 
It joys my heart to see thee rest ; 
Unfelt in sleep thy load of sorrow, 
Breathe free and thoughtless of to-morrow; 
And long and light thy slumbers last, 
In happy dreams forget the past. 
Sleep, mother, &c. 


Many’s the night she waked for me, 

To nurse my helpless infancy, 

While cradled on her patient arm, 

She hushed me with the mother’s charm. 
Sleep, mother, &c. 


And be it mine to soothe thy age, 
With tender care thy grief assuage ; 
This hope is left to poorest poor, 
And richest child can do no more. 
Sleep, mother, &c. 


Oe ee a 


THE LAND OF SHELLELAGH. 
(J. L. Lewis.) 


ARRAH come, sons of Erin, I’ll give you a song ; 
The shellelagh’s my theme, of course ’twill not be 
long ; 
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And if with attention you’ll honour the tune, 
To the words you’re as welcome as roses in June. 
Fal de ral, de ral la, lal lal la, ra lal la. 


The Irish shellelagh, och faith, it’s no joke, 
Is nearly akin to the old English oak ; 
The relationship no one will doubt, sure, who 
knows 
The striking similitude felt in their blows. 
Fal de ral, &c, 


In the land of potatoes, I mean no offence, 
The shellelagh first sprouted, its pride and de- 
fence ; 
By Freedom ’twas planted, it flourished and grew, 
And the fame of this sapling is known the world 
through. 
Fal de ral, &c, 


The shellelagh’s an Irishman’s joy and delight ; 

His companion by day, his protection by night ; 

And though rough in appearance, you all must 
allow, ‘ 

That it’s mighty engaging when seen in a row. 

soa : sce Fal de ral, &c. 

Let a bumper, then, sons of Hibernia, go round, 

The toast I-propose, in your hearts will be found, 

Here’s “ the land of shellelagh,” and long may 
the sod 

By the firm foot of friendship and freedom be 
trod. Fal de ral, &c. 


FOR IN WINE IT LIVES AGAIN. 
A GLEE, 
(Reynolds. ) 


WHEN Phebus’ rays no more appear, 
And fale’ners further sport decline ; 
When ploughmen from their fields repair, 
Then give me wine! 
And at home the chase shall reign, 
For in wine it lives again. 


When loud the chilling tempest blows, 
And winter makes all nature pine ; 
When lowing herds, and rooks, and crows, 
Do droop and moan at frost and snows, 
Then give us wine! 
And at home the chase shall reign, 
For in wine it lives again. 


BONNIE LADDIE, SODGER LADDIE. 


(Terry.) 
O, LEEZE me on my sodger love, 
Bonnie laddie, sodger laddie, 
Brave as lion, mild as dove ; 
Bonnie laddie, 
Should he fall in battle’s strife, 
Bonnie laddie, 
None beside shall call me wife. 
Bonnie laddie, 
What becomes a hero’s bier, 
Bonnie laddie, 
More than faithful maiden’s tear? 
Bonnie laddie, 
By the sparkle in his ee, 
Bonnie laddie, 
None I ken he loves but me, 
Bonnie laddie, 
Glorious come he from the wars, 
Bonnie laddie, 
Proud will I be of his scars, 
Bonnie laddie, 
What rewards a hero’s toil, 
Bonnie laddie, 
More than faithful maiden’s smile, 
Bonnie laddie, 


&e, 
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HARUM, SCARUM, JIG. 
Air—“ A Master I have.” 


THE lass that I loved was so formal and shy, 
Harum, tearum, jig; — 
- The lass that I loved as a Quaker was sly, 

Harum, scarum, jig. 

The lass that I loved had a cast in her eye, 

I swore she was pretty, but couldn’t tell why, 
With my sighing, dying, 
Crocodile crying, 
Ranting tearing, 
Swaggering, swearing, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 


So sweetly she sung, that she rivall’d the lark, 
Harum, scarum, jig ; 

So sweetly she sung, like an owl in the dark, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 

So sweetly she sung, that she kindled the spark 

Of love in the breast of an old parish-clerk, 
With her quivering, quaking, 
Shivering, shaking, 
Turning, quavering, 
Swooning, wavering, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 


Her form it was slim, and her figure was tight, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 
Her pretty turned ancle, it ravished me quite, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 
She’d caper and frisk it from morning till night, 
Though her.left leg was shorter by far than her 
right ; 
% With her rumbling, tumbling, 
Gallopping, grumbling ; 
Oh, such a dancer, 
Gemini, Cancer, 
Harum, scarum, jig. 


GLIDIP PP OP 


AH! PLEASANT LAND OF FRANCE, 
FAREWELL. 


(Mary, Queen of Scots.) 
Translated from the French.—Baynes. 
[ y 


AH! pleasant land of France, farewell! 
My country dear, 
Where ay a year 
Of infant youth I loved to dwell, 
Farewell for ever, happy days. 
The ship that parts our love conveys 
But half of me; one half behind 
I leave with thee, dear France, to prove 
A token of our endless love, 
And bring the other to thy mind. 


GLO L La 


THE PLEASURES OF MARGATE. 
( Upton.) 
To Pleasure’s gay shore, where the sea-breeze in- 


vites, 

And Health -holds her cup of heart-cheering de- 
lights ! 

’Tis Margate, I mean, where Disease must be 
one, 

And wire up its place to the Jife-breathing throng. 

Where Mirth, Joy, and Revelry reign night and 
day, 

And pals. you to Margate, with—‘*‘ Come, come 
away ! 

Come away, come away.” 

Great London may hold out its charms for a 
while, 

And Trade deck the face with Prosperity’s smile ; 

Yet Pleasure must sometimes with Care inter- 
vene,— 

And what’s like a dip in the bathing-machine ? 
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Tis the fountain that renders the spirits more 


Bay, 
And hails you to Margate, with—“* Come, come 
away! 
Come away, come away.” - 


Masquerades, plays, and balls, too, we now and 
then boast, 

Besides ships of war, the defence of our coast; 

Pretty women, smart fellows, cosmetics, ana 
toys, 

With many strange creatures, that land from the 
hoys. 

Cards, billiards, and raffles, with each kind of 


; play, 
Which hails you to Margate, with—** Come, come 
away ! 
Come away, come away.” 


GPPLIPI LSP? 


BILLY YARN, OF RED-E-RIFF, AND 
POLLY PEACOCK, OF WAPPING. 
Air—“ Highland Laddie.”’—( Bellamy.) 

In Wapping once there lived a dame, 

In Plough-alley. 
Polly Peacock was her name, 

Of Plough-alley. 
Oh! she was the charming wench, 

Of Plough-alley. 
She dealt in salmon, oysters, tench, 

In Plough-alley. 


Now this same Polly had the knack, 

Round Plough-alley, 
Of getting lovers in-a crack, 

In Plough-alley. 
She was, as girls too often are, 

In Plough-alley, 
Precious false and devilish fair, 

, In Plough-alley. 


There was one Billy Yarn by name, 

Knew Plough-alley. 
And from Red-e-riff he came, 

To Plough-alley. 
A waterman he was by trade— 

He rowed the Sally. 
And Polly was a wicked jade, 

Of Plough-alley. 


At night he’d step into his boat, 

Called the Sally, 
And to Execution- Dock he’d float, 

For Plough-alley. 
Where Poll would stand upon the stairs, 

Near the Sally, 
And to poor Bill would show her airs, 

In the Sally. 


One night, poor Bill got safely o’er, 

In the Sally, 
And gently tapped at Polly’s door, 

In Plough-alley. 
What did he see when he got in— 

To Plough-alley ? 
Poll and a sailor drinking gin, 

In Plough-alley. 


His feelings were quite hurt, ’tis said, 

Round Plough-alley. 
For the bottle she threw at his head, 

And d—d the Sally. 
They thumped him, and his nose they cut, 

In Plough-alley. 
Then threw him in the water-butt, 

In Plough-alley. 
They left him there all night, ’tis said, - 

In Plough-alley. 
His heels he kicked above his head, 

In Plough-alley. 
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Next day, in the butt poor Bill was found, 
In Plough-alley. 
But the butt was dry, so he war’n’t drowned, 
But left Plough-alley. 


So all ye watermen beware 

Of Plough-alley. 
And of Wapping courtship pray take care, 

But row your Sally. 
yr you may get your noses cut, 

2 isch In Plough-alley. 
and be thrown into a water-butt— 
Oh! mind Plough-alley. 


CP PPC PCP 


BE QUICK, FOR I’M IN HASTE, 


As ’cross the fields, the other morn, 
I tripped so blithe and gay, 
The squire, with his dog and gun, 
By chance came by that way : 
Whither so fast, sweet maid ? he cried, 
And caught me round the waist : 
Pray stop awhile. Dear sir, said I, 
I can’t, for I’m in haste. 


You must not go as yet, cried he, 
For I have much to say ; 

Come, sit you down, and let us chat, — 
Upon the new-moon hay: ~ 

I’ve loved you long, and oft have wished 
Those ruby lips to taste ; 

I'll havea kiss. Well, then, said I, 
Be quick, for I’m in haste. 


Just as I spoke, I saw young Hodge 
Come through a neighbouring gate; 

He caught my hand, and cried, dear girl, 
I fear ’ve made you wait. 

But here’s the ring, come, let’s to church, 
The joys of love to taste. 

I left the squire, and, laughing, cried, 
You see, sir, I’m in haste. 


PLIPPOPP 


i SAW A POOR SEAMAN, HIS GARMENTS 
ALL TATTERED. 


I SAW a poor seaman, his garments all tattered, 


His cheeks wore the hue of. hard weather and- 


care, 

His form by the tempest of fortune was shattered, 
I marked in his eye of emotion a tear. 

Oh! I pitied his fate, as I gazed on the stranger, 
For poverty clouded his ae and dress ; 

And such, I exclaimed, who defend us in danger, 
And such are the men we desert in distress. 


With Duncan he sailed in the day of his glory, 
With Nelson he fought in the sun of his fame 3 
And oft, as he modestly told me his story, 
His countenance flushed as he uttered each name. 
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«This arm, sir,” he said, ‘‘ in the bay of Aboukir, 
Struck the tri-coloured flag, as it waved in the 
war; 
Twas my duty to do it, ye children of lucre, 
Do ye do your duty, and cherish the tar.” 


Oh, yes: with our hearts and our bounty we’ll 
cherish 
The bosoms who conquered and bled on the 
wave 3 
The spirit may droop, but it never shall perish, 
That shone in our peril the star of the brave : 
That spirit which rose in each season of danger, 
Like the billows that bore it on victory’s car ; 
For England, the land of the sad and the stranger, 
The land of benevolence, blesses the tar. 


GPIIP LIP? 


RULE BRITANNIA. 
(Thomson.) 


WHEN Britain first, at heaven’s command, 
Arose from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels sung the strain: 
Rule, Britannia, 
Britannia rule the waves, 
Britons never shall be slaves. 


The nations, not so blessed as thee, 
Mast in their turn to tyrants fall, 
While thou shalt flourish, great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 
More dreadful from each foreign stroke ; 
As the loud blast that rends the skies 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


Thee, haughty tyrants ne’er shall tame ; 
All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouse thy generous flame,— 
But work their woe and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities shall with commerce shine ; 
All thine shall be the subject main, 
And every shore encircles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


The Muses still with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coasts repair, 
Blessed Isle! with matchless beauty crowned, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, &c 
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INTRODUCTION. 





WE have at length achieved our second volume, and it is no trifiung satis- 
faction to remark, that the approbation of the public has kept pace with our 
ardent wish to ensure satisfaction, as the sale of our numbers has regularty 
augmented in proportion to their progressive increase. 

In the introductory lines to our first volume we spoke of the dawn of lyric 
poetry, and it is only to be regretted that the major part of the historical 
ballads appertaining to our own country should have been lost in the over- 
whelming flood of time. Had it not been for that circumstance, the most 
curious records would have existed among us, which, in spite of their simple 
phraseology, would have spoken to the heart,—as may be exemplified in 
those specimens that are still extant. | 

However, not to confine ourselves to a few centuries back, in times far 
more remote we find the divine Homer no other than a blind and wandering 
minstrel, rehearsing his strains in the Siege of Troy and the Adventures of 
Ulysses to the melody of his harp, which, being collected after his decease, 
formed the Iliad and Odyssey, that still continue to command universal 
admiration. In after times, if we may credit succeeding poets, every 
entertainment boasted its harper, or minstrel; and Virgil, in his account of 
Dido’s reception of Aineas, says— 


—— Cithara crinitus Iopas 
Personat aurata, docuit que maxumus Atlas. 





Hic canit. 


What were the lyrics of Pindar but ballads? The renowned Anacreon 


was never satisfied without his bottle and his song; and the matchless 
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Horace abandofied the praises of Augustus and Mecenas to chant the ad- 
ventures of his journey to Brundusium. In fine, the fraternity of bards and 
ballad-makers is more numerous and more honourable than many boasted 
orders of chivalry, whose fame scarcely survived the founders of such 
institutions. 

The utility of songs is also proverbial, since to the couplets recording 
the fates of Fair Rosamond and Jane Shore, many a youthful mind has been 
indebted for a subsequent taste for history; and there is little doubt but the 
refined ideas emanating from love-effusions and the enthusiastic appeals to 
glory and patriotism have frequently tended to curb the impulse of unbridled 
passion, and to awaken a martial spirit to deeds of lasting fame and im- 


perishable renown. 
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ANCIENT. 


Away with those self-loving lads ...,..ccsserecreesenees 
Away, away, thou shalt not love me........ waplas Sareeies 
Amintas is not, can’t be false to me.....t..0. i 

Come, Celia, let’s agree at last ....cseeeveeevees 





Full many a glorious morning have TL. SQON- os ses osteas 
Fair pledges of a fruitful TEC se soeeveceeaeneveteneesoess 
Good morrow to the day so fair...,c.cecseceeseseeee tp ae 
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Fill the bow! to the brim, and the glass to the rim... 358 | An actor’sa comical dog...... Spare ossasoeuinas ce essere 82 
Fill high the bowl, an ample tide ..........ccceceseeeee 366 | A friend of mine three daughters had, all in the 
Filla brimmer to love, for ’tis love claims the day.. 424 Primiesofities...0,. cree Re SABJOaUK hc. obp he 48 
Give me but a friend and a glass, boys........4. ssseee 89 | A Consumption, a consumption....... dealedlad sale thie'te 400—" 
Half o’ercome with ruby wine Astronomers tell us of planets and signs........ Tee 66 





A wonder once they show’d about ................. veae 193 
A story I’m going to tell ye.........eceesssessecceces, en? 130 
Away with melancholy! come, let us all bejolly.. 142 
A story there runs of a marvellous well................ 153 
At Constantinople a trunk-maker dwelt .............. 171 
At school, sir, when a DOYie es Ruseiepe sosisecieesiteacne ee 174 
As flashy Joe one day did pass ,...... teleisptaler\eis Selek a aticle 194 
Adieu, my weekly wash, adieu! ...........000000,00,, 197 
A sweet-scented courtier once gave mea kiss..... see) 199 
A rich old gent. was taken ill............ oe cpeseeeeseesee 202 
Antiquaries, what creatures to please s.ise< deeb sions teh O7 
As a poor donkey lay, ona sun-shiny day............. 234 
A frolicsome party one night........ ...... bosaenn secee 838 
And where are you going so fast, pretty maid ?,..... 246~ 
A plague upon man and his flattering tongue! ...... 256 
A lawyer is thought to be Clever ......ce.seseeesees seees 263 
A tight boot’s dreadful, 1 can show..... isl oWsinialdele ele sie 270 
Always ‘a dashing, gay, young fellow......... .. bene 276 
At the widow Wilkinson’s gate there sat.............. 285 
A merry place we live in, for Christian and for Jew 288 
A lecturer of the new schoot 2)... .sssbesnwse2e.ceue. 299 
A Spanish monarch once there was, of potentates 
the paragon...... aoobieicle aisisles eho Dole binie/seise Ach Se peeiadls 817 
A little old woman was taken ill..... 20.7, absleidaeaish 2 321 
A sonnetteer, in love with fame...... tales siete als we aeceee 356 
As the story is told, once a half-Gallic cock......... - 379 
A jolly-faced parson once happened to POD! Jesecese oe 399 
Ata village in Ireland, I’ve heard people say ..... 400 
A market’s the circle for frolic and BlCe dtc kveys. neee41o 
Ah, verily, Sarah, unto thee I SAY dc apidieenels caseeee se . 422 
A bachelor leads an easy life .........sseceec0ee cece, 4198-—— 
A voyage o’er seas had not entered my; head xsesu +. 444 
O, mighty Bacchus, great thy WIONGS.......+e0+e00e006 S41 | Bagdat is the place for fun ......., a bie:d pRots ole ace Sh 4 
Press the grape, and let it pour...........0.0-........... 104 | Becky Burton was a sem Pstress Dold wavnssts tals, cook 22 
Push about the brisk bowl, twill enliven the heart. 174 Billy Shakspeare told us long ago.......,.066.., Sreuize? #43 
Physicians may talk Of their ills.........0.ecccecececues 199 | Bill, the butcher, ax’d his price..........++s-,........, 72 
Poor Joe, the miller, loved BOOGIE) te tensccnes seeeee 382 | Bobby Simkins, Billy Brown, and Jacky Smirke, 
Prithee, friend, leave off thy RIIMITN erect lee a. - 423 the Dandy...... Nplee eater re  Pisiale inate sats a(elien' 0 Sta etalk 121 
Ring, ring the bar-bell of the world................56.. 233 | Before young madam, now-a-days, her pretty sweet- 
Ring the bell and fill the bowl ............eccccccccec0. 256 DPHIT OIPMBOR Csi sses ne... ;5-, aati ds pabncete as chien 184 
Rail no more, ye learned asses ........0...c0ceccceee5,. 363 | By profession I’m a servant, Leporello ismy name 212 
See, see, thejolly god appears ...,..... eh Ssh 29 | Betty see de buckra white.................. pads mmasstagdiel 288 
Since there’s no small difference ’twixt drowning Brother bloods, and tight fellows of every degree .. 274 
and dunking). 52 ican Sasnctce HARON ee 147 | Beggars lead merry lives.......... aioe’ ioieitaale eeeesdieedes LTB 
So ’tis with mortals in every degree ..................4. 190 | Barney Bodkin broke his nose........... 6 Bale! splat - 352 
Since the first dawn of reason that beamed on my Beneath a church-yard yew...... 0.0000. sescsess, 374 
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Behold in me your father’s sprite ......:sesescceeees Ms 
Come, lads, the night-coach is ready.........0.se0cees 
Clear the way, clear the way ! what a crowd! where 

are you shoving to? ...... Amante Recieve ai hacssiane na tises 
Come hither, fair maidens, I’ve articles rare 
Come ye for delight who the marvellous stick to 
Come, all ye young and frolicsome lovers ........... 
Come, miltia-men so gay,......... 


Cupid, sure of cunning knaves ...... nap ia gdeclaeladetiek 
Crops like hedge-hogs, small queer hats ....... Naas 
Come, titterring, simpering misses ........ 26... soe 
Come, all ye blades, both high and low ...........0 
Come, bustle, neighbours, pray ........ aisiale cies oF Nola cise 


Come hither, gay lads and kind lasses .... ... se... 
Deception, I find, is the rule of the day .. ....e.se0. 
Dicky Turf was the son of a sexton at York.......... 
Duns, that give Giovanni trust......ccceccecseseereonees 
Dem oeritus, a wise oldsmam .ccesn tescesccctccncnase ae 
Dorothea was handsome, her teeth white as snow.. 
Dick Friz was a barber’s man aeniase del <inaltacie 
Four-and-twenty actors all of a row....... Bane ae Se Abe 
Farmers Marco and Pedro were jogging along ...... 
Folks for the days may grieve.........sccceccasesere nese 
From noise and bustle far away, hard work my time 
employing...... nates itaiainigise es 
- For de vomen I’ve de plan, sir...... Bae galeslcceas naa sical 
From:an air-balloon I.... ...... SABA B Sc sean ebaae 
Good folks, [I will try at a song.........-.. 
George Barnwell stood at the shop-door........... We 
Give me the lass with a landed estate ...........0.00° He 
Good sir, in vain you bend your brow ........ Nee ssieisie 
Got this morning early twenty lads’ petitions ...... 
Good Lord! who a parish-apprentice would be?.,.. 
Gros-de-Naple’s all the rage ...... : “e 
Gaer Ghrist, Gaffer’s son, and his little jack-ass .. 
Give Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast .... 
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Goodby; good’ by, “ah, cruel Nan ooo cccchnerecsonnse : 
Gad-a-mercy! devil’s in me!........ POddtORHabadise mepreine 
Go lawyers, and scriveners, and clerks, d’ye see.... 
Giovanni is wedded, and soon he will find .......... 
Gay Tom Tickle, the carrier, a wag of renown...... 


Give me the ball-room graces........ .eceseseoeecteceers 
ane provoking your doubts, do you think ’ma 

CoXo) es ee SW VaR OORANNS Vhemrenstlecene aitooade oi 
Hey day, let us fly off to Drury ....... Siotanwuasceaene 
Here prosecutors 1n.a crowd .......+00. 
Here’s the bottle she loved so much .. 
Here’s the box that held the snuff.................0c00e 
I’ve asnug little cottage close by the road-side...... 
I'll to court, among all the nobility......... SaadoA distil 
Lpm: very fon dor fsltiiviiccessteher eee bp Baha b 
Any Fivoliveleverlysce, sort castocte ne tanese tence tee ee eee. 
I’ll sing you a song of a daring blade .............0.08 
I’m a young German scholar, and I think the best 

Collegeree css Sdiesbaiseust eae HAS EIGAE Be sices'eaees Antegee 
I fell in love with a beautiful maid ............0.. bands 
I was brought up at home with-my mother and dad 
I?ll sing you asong if you'll not think it long..,..... 
In the records of London doth history tell............ 
If in France. your way you’d win.... .. hosiddddnucheehwsy 
In describing a woman each female expects......... : 
J ama lad well known in town 
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T ama cheerful fellow, althougl a married man.... 
I'll sing you.a song, ’tis not very loug 
In Hungerford-market a maid 
In town I lived of late...., 
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I’ve a comical thought in my brain ......:......ceee ees 
I’m a lad well known in town....... seehalewe geass < pia 
Iam a poor charley, I roar out the hour..,..........- 
I’ll give thee, poor Bob, because thou’rt my son . 
sing of bricks and MOrtar.........seseeeeees vo Sees 
In each calling and each trade ....6.6.cceesdeceeeeeene as 
If to form and distinction in town you would bow .. 
I never had money, I ne’er learnt a trade............ 
I mend pottles and cans......,;... pofsasifer egewapiies id ste 
{fin London town you'd live..... ee: sle'psiatem deatstela 
Jack Oakum courted a young damsel,.....,.... Neeobras 
Knights-errant Of Old oo issceasc ede dvsseercesceees hidanee te 
Kitty Maggs was a seryant to Farmer Styles.......... 
Last week I took awife ...... adele « Slagrorsele oP'Halts Ae mentee as 
Ladies who delight in scandal .....i.cccceeeesseeteeeess 
Lads and lasses, COME AWAY ......s.sceoeevscedeusiseces 
Let me tell you, Miss Ophelia, your behaviour’s 
WELY UCC! connec ARASNG Seo aa sbeides dese ed memes te Vou ts 
Love and poverty’s fate is turnout, turn out ........ 
Learned men, nowand then ........seceeeeeeee acarenet 


Let amorous bards, in verse sublime ...........0e0000e 
Let topers drain the flowing bowl............. Kemp aaase 
Look’e, dear ma’am, I’m quite the thing.......... ot 
My name’s Dick Dash, a high-up blade............. : 
Miss Margery Muggins, she was a fair maid 
My life has been checkered by 

SHadES rr cts catascceecemcanccs es se tecsiehe ce peak tabs 
Mrs.Waddle was a widow, and she got no little gain 
Masteri was an opera-singer........ Meese tafe eats etaate a 
My wife she was so pretty........ AAREABGSROORS aston saFe 
My name’sSam Snatch, a grab, d’ye see ............ 
My anger, my anger will choak me......... snieeB sefsine's 
Mounseer grown tired of fricasee ........sceceseesneees 
Mi lor Anglais at Dieppe he land..... 0... ec... cceeeeeeee 
My father was a farmer, and father’s sonam I.,..... 
My massa’s a Saracen, cruel and bold....... Spstecer 4 
Mrs. Clack va patty Wad! csarsaae aateens caseeneraactone 
My eyes may Speak" pleasure... ..nauscsqse deus etee once 
My name’s. Billy Quiz, I’m aman of renown, sirs .. 


seeeeree 


sunshine and 


P Miy namieitiis Sam Catch vn os crmneuseande rani 


Mr. Snip, t’?other morning, at breakfast was sitting 
My mammy she oft says Of ME ...........e00e Boga 5 
My wife she died three months ago0...........0ceseeeee 
My sublectis Tight, but 1 Hees, .cene- sae ee eeenemencte 
Mister Brief was a lawyer, a lawyer so gay............ 
My name’s Simon Muns, a smart tailor, 79 SCC... 3 
Miss Doe lived in Threadneedle-street..... Rctsaistaltioia ds 
Mat-o’-the- Mill came wooing me ...... Saleen cet mite 
Mis, Paniwly; VO mlav-CoALlen .. aera aaece caddie 
My mother was prudent and Wise...........sccceeeeeee 
Natty, dashing, quite the go ................- Gas aasgacers 
Now, let theamerny. jest prevall- ee cect aiee teases 
Near Southwark-bridge, on the Surrey-side 
Now, tosee Drury-Lane it is a great treat ............ 
Now, listento what I will say......... dBc ane écbackin a : 
Now’s the time to change our clime ............000006 
Not a hundred years since, when electors went 
TOUNC aces aisbie eisai seme tie aleiciguicioneait de Weope yacdehe 
Negro-mania) massa had <2... sues se rhieteseeemncene tee 
Now listen, my friends, to an old dog’s new story,. 
Now, gentlemen, sit ye all MeLTry.....ckadesecessoser ne 
Oh, the delights of a snug Christmas-party ! 
O, oh!" what a pleasure it is to be poor! ,......0..008- 
O, Lord! what a place isa camp |.......... aelnfaS o SofeTee « 
Old Johnny, Bull is very, bad csasamesseaeee tues see ee 
Oh, London’s a comical place 
One day, as, Lwas, WALKING ..o1- coh soraadenen ace mesteaclawss 
Oh, there was one Simon Silverdust 
Old Orpheus played so well, ’tis said 
O, Iam.a physical snob.........00> 000 
One morn, whilst I was brewing... ......ss0essebeires 
Oh, such an age, so prolific in hobgoblinism........ 
Oh, what a town the Bostonians have to talk about 
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O, pity the sorrows of a poor old man,.... .........005 
Oh, what a row, whata rumpus, anda rioting ! 
Once ona time, a pert young ape...... Soin Rab he 
Oh, when I was young, how J kissed and I toyed.... 
Oh, how I like a village-wake..............008 
Of ups and downs we daily sce .. 
Of mirth, and care, a life l’veled ........ NG E asf ate 
O,.2tts gold, *tis:cold,p2tis Cold A, ccaceniech oe aes Reettete * 
O, a song is a comical thing .....s.scceeeees 
O, Tommy, Tommy, pretty dear, 
Ofa monkey have you never read .......cescescesseuee 
Oh, the pleasures;of thei fairsg..,.ihessiee ose. Bowes itbed 
Oh, what a country for people to marry in 
Oh, the time when J was merty-.....csessccsecsesecves a 
Oh, when I was a little boy, my mammy did begin 
Of all the various modes of speech ..,.......ce0ee sade 
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Onceas merry as a lark .......5-.66. ies aigede se deoasdebe 
Our good father Adam, when the world firct bega 
Oh, what an age! how wondrous are the present 


Rimes es Ps25% ARE se Tyee ub yaad eel We cabiabide clealelacasie’ 
O, the freaks of womankind! .....ccecerseeeveeereees e. 
O, Lord, what a wonderful age........seceeee Weave veeses 
Oh, Billingsgate! Oh, Billingsgate! your fame is 
Known notoriously .....s.seereeeee Gis ove 


Oh, give me your plain-dealing fellows.......s.....+ 
Of all sorts of times, if to search you’re inclined... 
Oh, whither, whither flies............csesseeeeees RADE Ai 
Oh, listen awhile to poor Dickey Scragg...........+.. 
Oh, this love, this love, thislove. A Parody.....+.... 
Princess Helen was born Of an C£G....cereesesevers 
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Pray, come along now, Mrs. Gay.......sesseereeseseees 
Pray, Goody, please to moderate the rancour of 
YOUP TONLUC .....ececenececccssererscscesessoessones st656 


Peter Pallet to publicans furnished White Harts.... 
Private actors we have, good, bad, and all sorts...... 
Paris, theme of many a ditty........sseeee. seeteceseves 
Pro bono publico,---the most wonderful discovery. 
Pray, behold, ma’am, in this long list I’ve made is 
Poor Tom his wife, fair Mary, loved......... 


Pounds, shillings, pence, and farthings, I ..... ONS 
Quite desperateiy deep in love up to the ears ........ 
Right easy of mind...........0+- J Fotindat ndogtous ab dseBd soo 
Robert Rumble, a poet of lyric renown.......... ates 
Ralph Rawbones as ta-ale goes ..... see ee ter escenetncees : 
Run, neighbours, run, you’re just in time to geta 
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SILATC wrctsns acters tccemen ss 
Reuben, he had wit and grace..........s:e.e+06- ees Se 
Sir Solomon Simons, when he first did wed....... ... 
Smart Doll of the Green, who loved mirth as her life 
Single poets, at their ease....... Athoopnogd cup tenes 
Since that brilliant gem, England, was set in the sea 
Sons of London, now’s the time...........+++. AR Seis 
Some people, when they’re asked to sing............. 
Said'a'steak to a CHOP. ...0 ee eceeosceces ne dadliseinedae 
Sam Steel is my name, anda man of some fame .. 
Since marriage is deemed a great pleasure............ 
Some men, you’ll confess, must travel by stealth ., 
Such awful sights we now behold 
peace a match is my theme, why, I’ll not keep you 
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Since jesting’s quite common, among great and 

small 
Sure mortal man is born tO SOTTOW....6..cveeee seer ee ees 
Says Paul Dolguroski, dear wife, do not snub........ 
Sir Dilbury Daw was a bachelor gay...... 
Suppose I was a country boy :.............6+ Maschinen. 
Sir Marmaduke was a hearty knight........0..s0.see08 
Since here we are met ina jovial throng.............. 
Should employment you want, ne’er stand idle 

DOUG hort soem ce be set « etae Ane oe aEaGUGGS 
She lives near the square, but I will not tell 
Some say that a bachelor’s life wo’n’t do....+......... 
Six firemen plyed on the river Thames 
Since fashion’s all the go .. 
Though all wise men will gravely tell us........ HSB 
Tommy Thumb was a hero so bold........... oBonhnAcus 
Through France, through all the German regions .. 
They may talk of their Ganges their Euphrates, so 
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Tread softly, my lads of the death-hunting crew..... 
There was a mighty Mandarin ................000008 Ms 
These days are the times to makea great splash .... 
Thereis'a place of preat resort, 0). dees 
Thump ’em, the drummer, so hearty and bold..... c 
The spruce David Day ...,......... Soacen satee mess este 
Though a barber, Iam not ashamed of my trade... 
Though strange it may seem, I was once very young 
The times are vastly altered since I’ve grown from 
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The world’s a great ocean, in which all men fish... 
The clock had struck one, Mr. Jones went to bed ., 
To my muse give attention, and deem it not a mys- 
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’Tis curious to find in this overgrown town.,..,...-- 
To see the fair bride go back to her coach ........... 

Though born in fashion’s gayest sphere.............--. 
The world in a village some poets portray. ...., 
The bard, who glows with Grub-street fire 
The song that I’m going tO SING ....,.seseeeeesecaceees 
The stage was once a merry place 
Tom Jenkins was known as a cobbler, or snob..... 
There is no peace about the house........... 
The lark was up, the morning gray........+.... 
»Tis now the very time of night........... Soiienisisinaieeiins 
To sing about dogs, sir, has long been the fashion... 
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Peters ceeeeseseserase 


+~? Twas. on the. spot where St. Giles? Pound once stood 
Though I can’t walk quite straight......... sale dS eh ie 
To setupa village, with tackle for tillage............. 
The bards of all ages have made it their theme...... 
This morning, eight o’clock, I woke..........seseeee 
The times that once were middling are daily getting 
WiOLS Oyo SUN. isjnisielaisaiateicrece Aotieh clantie wyatt aren inge sored catentot fey 
That the world is a lottery what man can doubt ..... 
The pretty Miss Pan andthebrave Captain Flash... 
Von Villiam Vicks, as I’ve heard tell,............. sels 
Von Alwitz, thecobbler, was as poor asa rat........ 
Very near the west end, though I must not tell 
WALETE Societe ants aeldeland\tecayceld gop E spies apes t} ba'oigiofalaisrete'« 
Verily, ah! how my heart keepeth bumping.,..... ne 
Villy Viteloved Vidow Vatts.......+..0++- ee oae hasan . 
When spirits are failing me, sorrows assailing me., 
Wid my lor Anglois proud to engage ...........6..5 be 
What will Mrs. Grundy say ?...-..+. eer aes A oahiae Se 
Woful was the reign of a famous flirter....... ebasiigde « 
What a haste all the lasses are in to be married..... 
When I waca very little fellow..... Recmlsiielec 5 vipeie RESP 
When a stranger first enters a country church....... 
Widow Towzer kept.a snug little shop....... Sejel sia eje/a 
Witha merry tale sergeants beat thedrum .......... 
We can roam through the town, and of flats make 
ageast... 2oshiiount bibs ds ehaly ojccojorge ale ls Weeipiaie sisteisiss. crore 
What’sall the world to m@.} j..seceees Be a 98 ae Waals Salads 
With face that shows no blush of shame.......... Saree 
When I’ve money, J am merry....:..+ Nscsin pial Ssiees : 
When I were young, though now I’m old.......... a 
When I was unmarried, abroad didJ roam,,......... 
When first a travelling [ went ............. Ss ceiacn siecle 5 
With delight.I’ll gaze around....... Pf aoe aoe Se ABee 
Withsuch sharpness it, surely, iswrong ....... Relate 
When I was at.home, with my mam and my dad .. 
Who.is’t increases two-tailed wigs ?..... Deasienaastannas 
‘When from London first I came............ BB Seagieh a 
We’ve changed, with pantomimic art, and think it 
nota mockery. ..... Wb Sics shares Lesesne ingeagede meee 
When birds, beasts, and fishes.could talk....e....e008 
When first this love I found it........ PE PR - 
When.I.wur alittle boy... ... auih pera e Bbelee Nig pbhateatts 
When I was a younker, IJ first was apprenticed,..... 
What shows, and what sights, what a round of de- 
lights 555 biss aise sled pe eneee ae ewerrnceeceae eee meceee 
Who banged my eyes and cracked my snout......... 


Who has e’er been in London, that overgrown place 
With this pink par’sol as I trotted down Holborn.. 


Who lives where hangs three golden balls........... : 
Would you a Sunday concert Make........,seescrereee 
Whenilisvas hut ashovic, spat sae elsionsiomry tara rege beeen 
What’s that skipping to and frot.. -ccccsesseeeneeenen ; 
When Jupiter first made man,.,......+0605 Sr PSSRRRR Sea 
When first I filled my mother’s lap.........esece eee oi 
With spirits, then, Dicky mounts, since all are in 
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Will you walk into my parlour? said a spider toa 


y: 

‘What is it that steals from the cheek the red rose ? 
What smiling faces are off to the races,...........005 
When deprived of our breath 
“When Adam wore no morming gown, and never 
fought with bullets ............ pein sists 
With spirits far from gay....... aitose 
Who’s for Brighton, the coach is just starting....... 
W?’ stout martial steps, see, John Bumpkin is come 
Who better knows the world than [?....... Sunshine 
With an air debonair ........ nee Hemet: Sgeswen Heer: 
MVestminsten jsstial lof, WIG Sh ia vst curate aejeysSeeitse #e9 00 x0 
When in death I shall quiet be found 
When Iwas young,, | gaily sung sq. c.s.aderraresssere rns 
When I was.a young anda cherry-cheeked lass... 
When the maidis away. A Parody..... .sssserieveoes 
W hat are the joys of white man here?....,..... ss00 
Whata change in London town 
When I was near manhood, I grew sick of home... 
When a woman looks askance ......e.ceseeeeee asters; 
When de littel tiny boy soe 
You must know I’m a tailor, Tom Stitch is my name 
Your pardon, may I be so bold as inquire ?....+...... 
You all must have heard of the learned pig 
Ye famed men of letters, companions so jolly 
Wes, ves, 12l) offi to London «54 estuersdndeonacrennes PAST 
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You all have heard, as well as I, about the refugees, 
SITS scores see Bad CECSRRAACRAAACE ee oAntaaNodeapauageste 
You have heard, I’ve no doubt, how the nobs all 
CNISE Sie eesnnes arse oH 
Your fortunes thus I'll tell, 
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Albion, thy sea-encircled isle ..c.c..ssserereeeseneeweees 
Adieu to the village delights........+.. 
Accept this wreath of roses rare........ UR d= Servs 
A rose-tree in full bearing.........s6e-eeees a dctilae ade thee 
Ah, demme, madam, how d’ye do?........ Satis tele te sine 
And would you now have me believe? ....... 
A bumper of good liquor.......seeseeeeees RCL AP AA an ori oe 
And will my love contented be? ...........+- Sasori boat 
Ah, maidens, of your peace beware............ nucletloestes 
Amidst the myrtles as I walk...... ..:ss.eeeeee seen ee Sen 
Begone, dull Care, I prithee begone fiom ine........ 
Brave Altamore, before the dawn of day...... uae 
Could you to battle march away ?.....-++sserseeseeeeaee 
Come, Lelia, fill the goblet up .... .ee.eeeseeereee saneas 
Come, ye party-jangling swains 
Come, come, drink away, boys! let our glasses keep 
LEME... .cccereneceeereenernenccorecce sees 
Drink to night......... ..++ 
Deserted by the waning MOON......65 eseeeeeeeene sabes 
Dame Durden kept five serving girls........... arate ate 
Dearest love, SOON WE MELE cescccccectorseeererrseees Bose 
Evening now, softly ClOSiINg ...sseceseeeee see seeeece one 
Fruitful earth drinks up the rain.........eseeeereeee Ae 
Go, seek some virgin heart..........+6 
How shall the night, the night goon .. -.....+. 
Hope tells a flattering tale.......... seaptes seseeeee SO RDAC 
Hearken, damsel, to me, and I’ll teach thee 
How shall we mortals spend our hours ...... 
Here’s a health toall good lasses.....secesersees. nfdelieles 
Hark, the owl round his lone tower .. ..seeeseeeeee 
Here’s a health to those far AWAY .-..ceveeserecseeeeeee 
Hark, the Hiram sounds to close .... 
Hail! Star cf Brunswick ..... Muattdevelices Meleiete culate tle de 
Happy in our humble cottage......... 
Hart and hind are in theirlair ..........++. ppb aoaNsbodds 
In Bacchus’ yine-encircled bower........ 
If the prize you mean to get........ erases seeeeesees tae 
In dear little Ireland lived a sweet creature.......eeeee 
King Arthur kept, at merry Carlisle ...........+- 
Long time ve courted you, MISS..........eeeeeeeetene : 
List ! now list! they must be near 
Lightly o’er the village green.............. dopbicsio ‘ 
Like a bright cherub, some mortal befriending...... 
Let the sparkling goblet of pleasure ......+-0..+.++0+ : 
Let us croak together 
My trembling hand in welcome take ......... 
My steeds have to the stable gone ..+..........+4+. sees 
Now while the sun’s fierce beam.......... Usecetes eas 
give QED enwsscesnnceses 


peececene aero eer eseere eeee 


pov eeerer ero egesees 


bee eoeees ee 


eee reser ers eerereresseee 
Chere Corveve 


eoercee oc eereneeccee 


eee ceecreee 
oorerese 


eoee 
Bo eerereveroresoe 


no’ eee Co orrtoeroee 


eeeee 
eescoe 


eoersrovoe Poem ecevccoe see eseseee 


Now, prithee, your laughing a 
Now to rest,---how silent all 
Now bid, with joyous shouts, the air resound,....... 
Now the song of triumph raise€..........seseseeeeseeees . 
Oh! tell me what is itthat spurns rule or measure, 
O, how sweetly Delia sings ; 
O! say, simple maid, have you formed any notion. 
Oh! tell me, love, the dearest hour 
O, lady fair! O, lady fair! .....,.:ssseceeeesenereees atte 
O come, sweet boy, and life ENJOY..........seseereeeree 
O say, bonny lass, will you lie in a 
Och! Ireland is so sweet and fair.......... 
O’er desert plains and rushy meers ..,....... SOOO 
Pretty maiden, will you wed 
Remember, as once we sat under an Oak......+ ree 
Return, blest days, return, ye laughing hours ...... 
Sweet Annie frae the sea-beach CaMEC....,-.e+eseeeeree 
Subdue, subdue the hopeless flame ...... Anpbdarssconds 
Sweet Colin and Harlequin Zanny 
Some praise the dulcet lute and lyre ........ aE aacoa 
Smiths are good fellows ........+-.+++ cageeeeeeses Banicod a 
Spirit of Love! the heart still deceiving........+.+++ 
Sailor boy ! sailor boy! sleep, my sweet fellow...... 
Sea-girt England,---fertile land ...... eee dae Peice ale's 
Set the bells ringing........... WEMaeuislestactisieteolese sets et alcs 
So gaily to pipe and to tabor ae 
The praise of Bacchus, then, the sweet musician 
sun 
Tumbled aan on the briny Wave.....sseeeeeseereeeere 
'Tis sweet to behold, when the billows are sleeping. 
The stars that in clusters shine O’€V US .....er seston 
Though womansh and wine be de blesshings of liafe 
Tom Simpleton came to his fortune on Sunday ..... 
Tell, soldier, tell, and, mark you, tell me truly...... 
Tit bits I'll take care to provide, never fear 
Thy courage, my friend, is quite charming ......+6- 


corer ercereereeresee 
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The king,---God preserve him, his country’s pre- 

SORVET! Slat ea cthies Hkic SOMEE Pe a Ralats lle ootp mt dens''s See 
The chough and crow to roost are gone 
When a little farm we keep .......... an etasars sisfevs oh eiots - 
We'll drink, we’ll drink, we’ll drink, boys ........ ss 
When gay Bacchus fills my breast .............. sie 0 slers 
What should fire a Briton’s heart ..............0- en iis 
What shall he have who sported best ?........+ 
When seated round the festive board.............0606s 
Were I laid on Greenland’s coast ............ Paste stas 
When the rosy morn appearing .......... 206 sameeaae? 
When the lark, in ether singing .,.,.....ssssseraesesees 
While merrily our chorus Singing .......scecseseeerers ; 
When Nature sinks on Somnus’s lap,........+00+ 


Per eerersesene 


DIBDIN. 


Away, and join the rendezvous...............0.. Heenane 
A watchman I am, and I knows all the round 
A carpenter, who for two 


ste weeee 


fibbers LOWE USCUrces sce 
A poet from ruin no remedy Saw ...........06 alte verisieaite 
Bleak was the morn when William left his Nancy.. 
Britannia’s name from age to age .........+8. pphivaie cia 
Beauty I sell: who’ll buy? who'll buy? .............. 
Chairs to mend, old chairs to mend......... Tatensee 
Crown me, Bacchus, mighty God ............. Apepar sae 
Come all jolly topers, the toast as ye pass ...... Sole 
Come, listen awhile, twill do your heart good..... 
Dear Yanko say, and true he say 
Dapper Ted Tattoo is my natty name............. ots od 
Example is all,---’tis not that which we say ... .... 
First choose a pretty melody .........+.00. aloes efelstste sists 
Hark ! the merry minstrel sound ...........0ee.e000- F 
If ever a sailor was fond of good sport............ nelson 
Inspired by so grateful a duty..... Aono iabene te Resccrec 
If the good old maxim’s true ............ deenndde sMsie stein 
In Paris as in London ...... Sie siseid ey eleretelate Be 
In either eye a lingering tear......... or aisieieireicte 
I that once was a ploughman, a sailor am now 
I’ve made to marches Mars descend........ Sedstenemmace ° 
I was the pride of all the Thames ......... 
Jack came home, his pockets lined...........++. pocdear 
Life’s as like as can be to an Irish wake .........0.00¢ 
Lectured by pa and ma o’er night .......... va cenidoiet pels 
Lawyers pay you with words, and fine ladies with 
VAPOUTS ..,..cscceserceeees SAgcane 
Mrs. Mage, mantua-maker, asked ladies to tea.... . 
Mat Mudge, the sexton of our town........ sors 
Miss Arabella Brilliant, boasted beauty and good 
SENSCls esc eseas sade ceare Pogisscsestecgine apeeigsehilienenaels 
My father and Humphrey Hum were like brothers. 
Mother were dead and sister were married.......+.+4. 
Noted for lasses kind and SWCCt....--cceceseescecteveees 
No more of waves and winds the Sport .....-.seeeeeeee 
Of all the lives that e’er was lived.......cesscersesersees 
O, the delight of a copious libation ..,........- 
Old Quibus, with yet a colt’s tooth 
Our sheep-shearing over, surround the gay board... 
Oft has the world been well defined.......... 
Shoes, hats, and old clothes .....+...sseseesees 
Sir Michael and my lady, Miss Squash, Miss Niggle, 
Captain Spanks, Mr. Sligo.......... ansesoncesy aa 
Sportsmen, who are stanch and true ......-.... See ak 
Scarce come up to London, a country lout...... sisibate 
Since, Jack, thou art a seaman’s son 
Since fate of sailors hourly varies 
The sun’s a freemason, and works all the day 
Tom Transom, aseaman, sound to the back-bone.. 
To his sons, cried Old Gripe, be my last words 
ODEYEd.00....receeeeccces = F é 
The surge hoarsely murmured, young Fanny’s grief 
MOCKING... ecccceesooceese a 
Though hard the valiant soldier’s life...........s+2++ 7 
The net-works stowed with hammocks all,.........+ 
The inquest is set, for the tea-things they call . 
To ask would you come for tO 20..........+seeeeseeeeree 
The wind blew a blast from the northward...... reer 
That all the woild are upinarms ., 
Thus, my lads, we soldiers live..... aici 
Tis not that all his oaths were lies ...... AapOR OC e BEE 
To Bachelors’? Hall we good fellows invite............ 
This bleak and frosty MOINING ....cesseesseeeesres vases 
The standard of freedom’s displayed .......+...+e0e se 
Up the Mediterranin 
When faintly gleams the doubtful day ....... aes vas 
When heaven-born freedom hailed this happy isle. 
Why, good people all, at what do you pry ?.......+.. 
We bipeds, made up of frail clay....... ASCII 
When /ast in the Dreadful your honour set sail .... 
When in order drawn ups and adorned in his best.. 
Walk in, walk in, each beau and belle ...... 
‘Wide over the tremulous se€a ........ miecteReseceserconnes 
What argufies pride and ambition........... 5 eae ae 
Widow Walinsley, scarce her husband cold........ . 
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We come into this world to know trouble and plea- 
BUT C netesasincriecanets. tases ARBs Ho Sab eee seSe gine . 
While whim and glee, and jest and song...... seh eiieite 


Young Doll, a comely village girl ........,...... ssiepealid 


You’ve heard of Venus, how her charms ...........06+ 
You ask me the life ofatar.. : 


IRISH. 


Arrah, honeys, my dear ....... 
At the wake, at the fair, at the harvest-home meeting 
Arrah, Neddy, my darling, and where are you jog- 

AURGaeree se woth icnsiacciteoisee sem ccinssiceenes ssiseesar-o.5 
An hennae I am, bekase..... Brea eiouawis asics sa, catene nes 
A boy in my teens, just before I reached twenty..., 
Attend to me, landsmen, and sailors, and others.... 
As |, Barney M‘Kearning, was homeward returning 


Comer eee ene seaeesoerses #o8 


eeeee eseeeccee Cee eeeeseree 


A sup of good whisky will make you glad ............ 
As down on Banna’s banks I strayed......... AB YACE Se 8 
As ] went down by yon blind quay ...... pees Setar 
Arrah, what a big nose had the bold Captain No- 

Faghan:..::2:5.22. PA Garo COO OSEROSOS BOG eeeeacsenee cass 
A woman with one eye will ne’er see with two...... 
By the big hill of Howth............... aioe Sasreaeersis 6 
Come, jolly heart, before we part ........ecseeseeees Lee 


Descend, ye chaste nine, to a true Irish bard........ 
Each pretty young miss, with a long heavy purse... 
From great Londonderry to London so merry ...... 
Fair lake, whose bright crystal of beautiful waters., 
Frorn the day I’ll be dead, to the night I am born..,, 
From Ireland I?m just now gone OveP........5..0000 os 
Glan Omra’s vale and lovely green........... Sesvepeesian 
Go to Munster, to Leinster, to Connaught, or 

Berny, acco ae 


ee eeroee 


Comer eee reerene 
CO eo rs 


eee ete enee 


I was set down in Holborn one Saturday night..... 5 
I’m a Paddy, you see, by the sight of my trogue.... 
In Dublin lives Dermot O’ Dent 


Pe Cee er eeeeseecesesens 
Pr eteese 


Molrooney’s my name, I’m a comical boy..........08 
Mr. Leonard O’Leary’s my Christian surname..... ; 
My name it is Pat, I was born in a bog......... Conisecle 


teeter ereencees 


Old Father Pat was blithe and free ............ RB 
Oh! a widow there was, and she lived in Athy 
Oh! I'll sing you a song of a brave Irish party 
One ey night, about two in the morning... 
O! Kilmurry M‘Mahon’s a place you would bless.., 
On April the first 1 set off like a fool..... SSAA paseeie 
On the = aeneaa one morning, from Dublin so 

gai Sp Aagaas Siddes atten saedae Sen SaRCIRE se He 
oO Mistend, bux dear is that sweet island wherein ..., 
’twill almost make you 


Ce ae ar 


eeping ., 
set sail .. 
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To be sure I don" love in my heart NOW ......s6e0005- 
Through Dublin as once 1 was truaging away... 
What man from mistakes, or from blunders is free? 
When first from the land of poratees I came..,...... 
When I was a mighty smart boy..........0..065 ates “f 
When first from Kilkenny I trotted away ..... 
When first I come to London town, I was both 

SPINS ANd Mine Asie: eliecasesevcsn emacs cmads tenses 
When I took my departure from Dublin’s sweet 


eeeeere 


ee eeoee 


When back to Munster I do go......... Riatehats Calaiete ales tle 
When the bells o’er the plain so merrily ring ........ 
When Paddy O’Carrol first came into town .......... 
What matters your ditties, your jokes, and nora- 


LIONS) oe tstrrseesarenenaes Pe Snu ncacnonchipaocnansuosncec 
When first from Kilkenny as fresh as a daisy........ 
When the rude yell of war had ceased its loud 

THUNGER.. Gieigeacsens cachet sivas cess Dastcthantes eee 
You know I’m your priest, and your conscience is 

MINE soaee Pte ehineas tenes ad ariesh Rae oe a datatcilaas : 
Young love with glory hand in hand .......... tanebead 
Ye sons of Hibernia, howe’er high in station ..,..... 

JEWS’. 

Aslttle Jew 1 am, ..'scsosestna sen seews Riateee das cen pie acinanttte 
First dere vash Miss Devy, pretty Miss Devy, O! 

vat a Miss Devy vas she ...........+ Canbdenepaaes ; 
I am a Jew tailor, but a very good man..........00e00s 
O listen, listen, toa love-sick Jew..... Pantaleo AeA ceneee 
Rachael, vhy vas you so scaly...... bisieielstaltie Aceh eanetoat 
Through every place I rove .......... eantidesers Rdeshanins 
Though bearded black my chin is .............0+05 Braies 
Tojtelliyou first vatistnuecns Sifascessuehiete ootaes ieee 
Upon ma life | vantsa vife ........ sete ienoue aeaihae 
Ve’re a set of people at whom the folks frown........ 
Ven I was atiny poy, I walked about de street .... 
You've heard talk about bubble and squeak .......... 
You may talk about your Christians, and dere cant- 

ing whiningistuilsigaescdnoasvacyeentees aeecee : 
You arl vas knew vhat ma Jew .......cceeccceeeeeees 

MILITARY. 

A stands for attention, the first word he knows...... 
A:Britishsoldienis, myidadesceis ver ese Weasaateshtdcceess E 
A tight merry soldier, I’ll swagger away .........0+0:. 
And I could weep! th’ Oneydachief..... eaebisrie 
Despite of the battle, the morrow may gain....... vale 
For soldiers the feast prepare..........scsceeees Sona Onn 
Hurrah ! to the battle, the Tartars are near.......... 
Hail! intrepid warrior, hail! .......... Sawidanen tenant 
Hark ! where martial music sounding far............ 
How charming acamp,where soldiers, late and early 
In life’s fresh May, the peasant DOYasnsasigeeseatacanets 
I will sing of General Jackson ...,.... oaehiae ohoae ote ; 
Loud and shrill the trumpet blows !...........0.0c0sc05 
Must thou go, my glorious chief,.............000 « peat 
Merry plays the drummer-boy.. ...... Pac neaes abigail 


seeeces 
Caer orreeee 


baecee 


eeeee 


When the trumpet of war calls the soldier to arms. 
When I thought that the morn might a sad tale of 

SOO Wi dicicie doaievas dan awoscabaswa io opciee SiaWagernenee ates 
W hat nerves the soldier when dangers surrounding? 
Young Henry was as brave a yOuth........ssseceesesese 
Yes, yes, I’ll join those warlike bands..........s.s066 
Young Delia, once a soldier’s bride,......sscseceeeeses 


MASONIC. 


Alone from arts and science floW.......seseeseceseese 
Behold, in alodge we, dear brethren, are met 


XIV 


aeeotee erevectocs 


is oeveee 
oe 


eecceee 





When a lodge, just and perfect, is formed all aright 
We have novidle prating iid, .i3vesd.8. WO 2 ie 
When a lodge of freemasons ,,...... 
When quite a young spark.......seccecceceeee aaeetae 
Ye sons of fair science, impatient to learn. 
Ye free-born sons of Britain's isle. 
Ye ancient sonstof Dyre f105.t700g. WS 
‘Ye brethren of the ancient craft. 


seoere 
OR eet oseoe toons Ceeee 
On eeoceses 


Cob meee erence eeoee 
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NAVAL. 


All hands unmoor, proclaims acry......< 


Teeeeesesoce 


eer eeoorernaseeses 
Pee meesereoraeevoene 


hii Ceeescervoe 


Ben Bowling, a true-hearted tar....... 
Behoid, from many a hostile shore ................ on 
Blow cheerly, ye winds, till my Henry returns .... 
Come, come, my jolly lads......... BOIS Sadcapensaee 
Calm the winds, the distant ocean 
Come, listen awhile to my story.. 
Come, friend, sheer off with 
Dick Boom was a right jolly dog 


Ses e teres eerseve 


eeeceeresos Cereceeee 
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seeesece 


Ce eoeseroccsoens Cee oe oro etene 


eoecceee 


Fair Anna was handsome, good-natured, and gay.. 


etecee eeeeee 


ooeene 


Gresser cee ees e cee sereen 


How happy is the sailor’s life... 


Pee oeeer cers eecaseereee 
COC eeresvvere 


Ce eeos cose eevesovevas 


wef oeeoesecocesccre seesccone 


Jack Junk was.a tar who could tether his tac 
I sing the British seaman’s praise .... 
I’ve sailed round the globe, and great 

tained........ Seetents 
I have fought full oft for England’s good............ 
the gale increases ........ 
Let tempests o’er the dark seas howl 


conquests ob- 


Coe eeeereroreettane 6 


i a 


Peaceful slumbering on the ocean ...... 
Poor Tom at last has fallenin battle........ elegans 
Poor Savage compared a lost friend to the 
Sew up the hammock, Death has laid..... 
Should danger e’er approach our coast 
Scarce out of short coat 


CVO a ctoes 


FOC o eee ee eeeenee 
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To boast what one’s born to is nonsense and 
pother CARESCE Hanae 


The dauntless sailor leaves his home 
*Twas the girl that Will Watch, 

loved dearly ........ * 8900 eno s eave eneseed ToS nc tne naeale ae 
Through waves and winds, in days that are no more 
”*Fwasat Stepney-church I was spliced to Doll 
The wind blew low, the sea was calm ee 
Though tossed amid the ocean’s bed ............. score 
Tis a time of pride when the bark is prancing ...... 
The white sails are spread, and the anchor is weighed 
When first I left my native soil ........... oaaalreleree ean 
When the jolly, jolly tar is called to HSU cereal hate 
When theanchor’s weighed and the ship’s unmoored 
When I changed 

DNICi Ie see nce Svsmosey mpi ede eae bistots 
When my money was gonethat I gained in the wars 
With hapless tears and breaking. heart:..;...4.s.0. 2. e 
When the drum beats to arms each bold British tar 
When our vessel is moored .. .......64. wiaiolbapsishagighay Sats'e 
vere a boy, Harry Bluff left his friends and his 

ROM Cater cece Eaeciienane sc epiatei ce steeraele ates Bes thease 
When stationed at the cannon’s side 
When first at sea the sailor lad ....... iol dels tates ote eshte 
When lowering vapours shroud the SKY seooneat «ents Soe 
Whether sailor or not, fora moment avast . 
With pride we steered for England’s coast. 
When Jack first saw his blooming Polly.......... 


eet eoccesceas 


Set Pe eeereeeeessos 


the bold smuggler, 


eeeesoenes eeesesne 


eeteees © 


peosesosesece 





Fortune, frowning most Severe .........cceececees aoa 
From the brown crest of Newark its summons ex- 


eee eeeeeee 


seesee 


Here awa’, there awa’, wandering Willie 


Cece eee enroee 


He is gone on the mountain ...,, ofa nbags saigielaersne ae pera Riots 
Hie, bonnie lassie, blink over the bur 

How can my poor heart be glad............ a Secon ahs Merk 
High on a shaggy sea-worn rock . 
I hae a wife o’ my ain...... Satebietastce's ial «cles eat bpeleaaened . 
I sigh and lament me in vain............ floes estate omedes 
I leotly loved a lass right weel 
I?ll gang nae mair to yon town.......... Sas eerie aitesdeactes 
Ken ye not, my blithesome bairns 
Lowdon’s bonnie woods and braes...........ceeceseeee ; 
My bonny braw lad has forsaken the plain............ 
Macarty the First o’er the Scots did reign ............ 
Now in her green mantle blithe Nature arrays 
Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers 
O, this is no my ain lassie... 
O, wha is she that lo’es me 


foeeeeee Cee eeeeeesese 
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Feet eee eeeee 
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Our farmers now brag o’ their blue sklatel biggins., 
Pbroo, pbroo! my bonny cow bits a nsiddepid ec 
Row saftly, thou stream, through the wild-spangled 

Walleye ca ece. coke us aisjoiud sles nieingenWy ist dake g Orislald e Paced ata 
Speak on, speak thus, and still my erief........ 
Say, have you seen iny Arabel? ........6.0. ret ae 
Scenes of wo, and scenes of pleasure ..,..4.... 
Some southern fair no doubt will stare 
Sweet simmer now approaches fast........see0ee rer ts 
’Twas within a mile of Edinborough town 
The lovely lass o? Inverness ..........00+ o.s.ce.n sll ijele sa 
The flag waved o’er the castle wa’..,, 
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The lawland lads think they are fine ....... _SBaanBeet 
The carle he came o’er the craft. ......+.+. Ce Stt cae 
The moon inall her beauty bright.,........sceeeeersees 
Turnagain, thou fair Eliza... su seeseeereereeeee danse 
The bonnie brucket lassie..... pies anintel <b vial SBC CAB bs 
Thy cheek is 0” the rose’s hue.. .s.sesereeeees 
The weary pund, the weary pund..eerrsrere crore s28F 
The deuce may take that Aberdeen............ Sor goss 
Up amang yon Cliffy roCKS ...s.sserseseereeecerseeeees Acs 
Wha wadna be in love......0... 
Winter’s snaw was scarce begun... 
When Maggie and J war acquaint.....s..secesesceerees 
Where are the joys I have met in the morning...... 
When trees did bud and fields were green.,.....-.... 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary 
When first I ken’d young Sandy’s face.........eeseee- 
Young Jockie was the blithest lad........+:.eseseseenes 


SENTIMENTAL. 


Ah! poor negro Sadi, what sorrow, what anguish... 
A rose Within a garde Srew.....sseesseressreeeeeeers 
A wandering gipsy, sir, AM I............eseeeeeees 
All blind and unfledged, see the children of song.... 
At the silence of twilight’s contemplative hour..... 


eatestecose 


Peer ee ew weer eser eo esenrse 


euteee et ereceoenresee 


A simple maid, child of a rustic pair .......... eereae 
Alas ! alas ly where'am F2 o.....c..+cccacseceees Bcterecnae 
A gipsy of the strolling race.......-...0605 +s Soeeionae ie 


A beam of tranquillity smiled in the west ............ 
Ah! who would heed the seeming sighs ........++-+.. 
Britons! while we boast thy name en saan 
Behold this fair goblet---’twas carved from the tree. 
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And each of the family, by turns, had-a puff 


Of the little farthing rushlight,---the cursed farthing rushlight. 








THE LITTLE FARTHING RUSHLIGHT. 


Sir SOLOMON SIMONS, when he first did wed, 


Blushed black as a crow, his lady did blush |. 


light ; 


The clock it struck twelve, they were both tucked 
in bed, 
In the chimney a rushlight—a little farthing 
rushlight. 


Fal de diddle de, a little farthing rushlight. 


Sir Solomon then gave his lady a nudge, 
And cries he, ‘* Lady Simons, there’s vastly 
too much light.”” 
*¢ 'Then, Sir Solomon,’ 
you can’t grudge, 
And blow out the rushlight, the little farthing 


rushlight.” 
Fal de diddle de, &c. 


Sir Solomon, then, out of bed pops his toes, 
And vastly he swore, and very much did curse 
light 
And then in the chimney, Sir Solomon, he goes, 
And he puffed at the rushlight, the little farthing 
rushlight. 


2 


says she, “ to get up 


Fal de diddle de, &c. 


Lady Simons then got up in her night-cap so neat, 
And over the carpet my lady she did brush 
light, 
And thers Sir Solomon she found in a heat, 
A puffing at the rushlight,—then she puffed at 
the rushlight ; 
But neither of them both could blow out the 
rushlight. 
Fal de diddle de, &c. 
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Sir Solomon and Lady, with their pvreath quite 
gone, 
Rung the bell, in a rage, they determined te 
crush light ; 
Half asleep, in his shirt, then, up came John, 
And he puffed at the rushlight, the little far- 
thing rushlight, 
But neither of the three could blow out the rush- 
light. 
Fal de diddle de, &c. 


Cook, Coachee, men, and maids, very near, all 
in buff, 
Came, and swore that in their lives they ne’er 
met with such light; 
And each of the family, by turns, had a puff 
Of the little farthing rushlight,—the cursed far- 
thing rushlight. 


SPOKEN.] First, the old cook said let me try it, 
—wind does wonders—I’ll try and blow it out, 
(puff.) Then Sir Solomon said—let me try 
it; Til do it, I’ warrant, (puff.) Then Lady 
Simons said—Sir Solomon, you can’t do it, please 
let me try it, I’m long-winded, I’ll do it presently, 
(puff, puff.) Then says John, the black foot- 
man, (yawning, ) please, hand it to me, I’ll blow 
it out, for I see you can’t do it, (puff. ) 


But neither of the family could blow out the rush- 
light. 
Fal de diddle de, &c. 


The watchman, at last, went by, crying one ; 
Here, vatchmans, come up, than you we migh’ 
on vorse light ! 
Then up came the watchman,—the business was 
done, 


For he turned down the rushlight, the little far- 
thing rushlight, 
Fal de diddle de, and he put out the rushlight. 
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WEEP NOT, DEAR HARRIET. 
(Upton.) 


O WEEP not, dear Harriet, nor think me deceiving, 
The breast that’s like mine never yet knew de- 
ceit 5 
Then brighten those eye-stars, so ill made for 
grieving, 
Or the heart that adores thee must soon cease to 
beat. 


O say not, dear Harriet, that men will undo thee, 
And yet I’ll confess here and there such may 
be; 
But then there is one, while there’s life, will 
cling to thee, 
For death, and death only, can tear you from 
me. 


Peet ti? 


JACK’S ALIVE; 
OR, THE AMPHIBIOUS YORKSHIREMAN. 


WHEN I lived in the north, I could handle a flail, 

But I’d sooner by half had a sup of good ale, 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 

I ne’er could abide work, unless sharp set for meat ; 

I’d sooner by far ha’ gaped up and down street, 

And made love to each damsel I chanced for to 

meet. 

As for beauty they all owned I ne’er could be beat. 

Singing tol de rol, &c. 


I first lived in one place, and then in another, 

Wur turned out of all, so I then lived wi’ brother, 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 

But he said I wur lazy, and turned me off too, 

And that for his purpose I never should do; 

So I went to the fairs, wi’ a straw in my mouth, 

But it wouldn’t do there, so I come up to the south. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


At walking I always wur good as most folk, 
But £’d much sooner ride, sirs,—I’ze sure I don’t 
joke. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 
As I didn’t know’t gainest road up to this'town, 
I com’d in a ship for a pound and a crown ; 
But instead of famed Lunnun, they stopped in the 
Downs, 
Where a man-of-war pressed me, them hungry 
hounds. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


As I crawled up the ship’s side, I wur terribly 
"fraid ; 
Thinks I, down at home now I’d much better 
staid, 
; Singing tol de rol, &c. 
A man shook my hand when I com’d up to the top, 
And he put me to work wi’ a thing like a mop ; 
Then he played on a whistle just like a great boy, 
Sung asong, like araven, "bout “ all hands a-hoy.” 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


No sooner he’d done, than I heard a great noise, 
When he sung out again, bear a hand, my brave 


boys. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 
Says I, ‘“‘ what’s to do?” but the de’el a man 
spak, 
And a chap took and laid a cane over my back; 
Saying, ‘‘ lubber, stand by, we want none syke as 
ou.” 
*« I’m quite of your mind, so pray let me go.” 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 
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This hurry and bustle, I found pretty soon, 
Was not a new joke and a very old tune ; 

Singing tol de rol, &c. 
A Frenchman they tell’d me had come alongside, 
I ax’d which was him, for I thought they had lied, 


| And I found I wur right, for instead of one man, 


I’ll be hanged if they hadn’t two hundred to one. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


They bad me pluck up, says I, ‘ pluck up your- 
sen, 
For I’ve come fra the north, where we’ve fought 
now and then, 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 
Though no sailor, I’ve got British blood in my 
veins; 
So you take and manage your ropes and your reins ; 
I’ve fought wi’ an Englishman often ere now, 
And it’s hard if I can’t lick a Frenchman or two. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


a9 


‘¢ You must fight a great gun,” said a young man 
to me ; 
Y'll be shot if I do, for I’d sooner fight thee. 
. Singing tol de rol, &c. 
But the gun fought the French from a hole in the 
ship’s side, 
Till they called out they’d done, and a vast of ’em 
died ; 
Then the sailors they bad me go wash off my muck, 
Yes, said I, but let’s give ’em one shot for luck. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 


The captain informed me the Frenchman had 
struck, : 
Why then strike him again, said 1,—all of a ruck. 

Singing tol de rol, &c. 
So they sent me aboard wi’ a sword in my hand, 
And there I kept guard till we come to the land ; 
Then they paid me my wages, no longer I’ll roam, 
And plough no more seas, but mind ploughing at 

home. 
Singing tol de rol, &c. 
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A MODERN BLOOD OF FASHION. 


(J. Mallinson.) 


A SPRUCE blade I’m well known for mirth, 
I nothing care for melancholy ; 

For money gives me money’s worth, 
Let old noodles call it folly ; 

But while good health and spirits last, 
I’m poz, determined to be gay ; 

My nights with souls of mirth are passed ; 
My girl and gig I sport all day ; 

Then, as o’er the stones I rattle, 

How the knowing ones all tattle,— 

A dashing dog,—a stilish tit 5 

Thus envied by each blood and wit. 


For 
Gaming, talking, swearing, drinking, 
Hunting, shooting, never hinking ; 
Wrangling, flattering, buying jewels, 
Making verses,—fighting duels ; 
Fitting gloves, or choosing laces ; 
Squinting rude in Jadies’ faces ; 
Making love, but void of passion ; 
That's a modern blood of fashion. 


When tradesmen dun, why what care we? 
Give them bills, or else we borrow : 
If they’re troublesome, make free. 
To bid ’em call “‘ again to-morrow.” 
For while good health and spirits last, 
I’m determined to be gay ; 
No cares to come,—no follies past, 
Can ever bear the slightest sway. 
Then, as o’er the stones I rattle, 
How the knowing ones all tattle ; 
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A stilish set-out,—lovely tit, 
Envied by each blood and wit. 


Gaming, talking, &c. 


HARK! ’TWAS THE SEA-BOY. 


(Ryan.) 
fIARK! ’twas the sea-boy from on high, 
Slow rocking o’er the foaming wave ; 
Hark! *twas the sea-boy’s tremulous cry, 
Sure warning of a wat’ry grave; 
Farewell! farewell! ill-fated crew, 


Who fearless spread your snow-white sails ; 


Reckless where’er your vessel flew, 
If blessed with heav’n’s propitious gales. 


<¢ All’s o’er, all’s lost !”” the master cries, 
«¢ The darkling waves swift o’er us roll ; 
The lightning’s flash !”’—he, stricken, dies ; 
Now Heaven receive his fearless soul : 
The lightning’s glare the sea illumes, 
Wave upon wave swift o’er them sweep ; 
They sink, ’midst thunder, to their tombs, 
Their tombs, alas! the green-sea deep ! 


POLE FLILS 


BLACK-EYED MOREEN. 
Air—‘* Sporting Moreen.””—( O’Brien.) 


GLAN OMRA’S vale, and lovely green, 
I rambled one May morning ; 
The spiring smoke from hamlet seen, 
The landscape round looked charming : 
Fair Erin’s maid soon graced the view, 
As innocent as morning dew ; 
I gazed and paused, then near her drew, 
My charming black-eyed Moreen. 


She fixed her pail, she milked her cow, 
I scanned such rural treasure ; 

The skin was whiter on her brow 
Than that which filled her measure ; 

{ told her so—she stole the dye, 

From a rose that grew hard by ; 

I kissed the crimson, with a sigh— 
My charming black-eyed Moreen. 


When roses and carnations fade, 
Then lost is all their beauty ; 
But Nature, partial to the maid, 
By Moreen did her duty : 
When red forsakes her visage sleek, 
She’ll still be handsome, kind, and meek; 
With smiling dimples on each cheek— 
My charming black-eyed Moreen. 


I saw her to the humble cot, 

Her placid converse pleased me ; 
Oh, how happy was my lot! 

I, doubtful, craved—she eased me : 
She gave consent—I blessed the day 
That she said—yes, instead of—nay ; 
Hymen strewed with flowers our way— 

My charming black-eyed Moreen. 


The sun which topped Glan Omra’s hill 
Shall cease to shine for ever 5 

Or in her present course stand still, 
Whene’er my love shall sever ; 

From such a maid, so free from art, 

Whilst life exists, Pll never part ; 

She kindly gave me back my heart— 
My life, my wife, my Moreen! 


A SNUG LITTLE WIFE. 
( Hudson.) 


I’vE a snug little cottage, close by the road-side, 


A snug little chaise, and a pony to ride ; 





A snug little garden, and, at the far end, 

A snug little arbour to sit with a friend ; 

Where we crack a snug bottle, to drive away 
cares, 

With a snug little table, two snug little chairs ;— 

In short, I have got each snug comfort of life, 

All I want is a snug little wife. 


To make myself happy I snugly contrive, 

With a snug old grandmother, just eighty-five, 

Who does nothing else but sit snug in her chair, 

And scold all day long,—and I’m her snug heir : 

She’s got a snug purse, which at present is barred, 

But she lives very snug to our snug old church- 
yard ;— 


| I snugly have got each snug comfort of life, 
| All I want is a snug little wife. 


When I meet a snug lady to join my snug plan, 

She’ll find me, for certain, a very snug man; 

We'll have a snug courtship—keep folks in the 
dark— 


| Go snugly to church, a snug parson and clerk : 
| Our snug village bells shall ring a sweet peal, 
| As snugly together towards home we do steal ; 


I snugly have got each snug comfort of life, 


| All I want is a snug little wife. 


| And as o’er our heads Father Time rolls away, 


We shall have more snug pleasures for each coming 
day ; 

Content with each other, despising all pride, 

Sit down, doubly blest, at our snug fire-side. 

Perhaps we shall have, to increase our snug joys, 


| A snug little party of snug girls and bows 5 
ife, 


I snugly have got the snug comforts of 
All I want is a snug little wife. 


OPIS LOLS 


| THE CHAPEL BELLS RING DING DONG 


DELL. 


THE lord and master of my heart 
Is comely, tender, true, and kind; 
His lips, like honey, sweets impart, 
And manly both in form and mind : 
The hamlet’s pride he’s known to be, 
As far and near the lasses tell ; 
And while he’s ever wooing me, 
The chapel-bells ring ding dong dell. 


He smiles whene’er he finds me glad, 
And sighs whene’er I feign a tear ; 
Yet little knows or thinks, poor lad ! 
That sometimes maids false colours wear: 
And these put on, I must confess, 
To try the youth I love so well, 
Who, while he does his passion press, 
The chapel-bells ring ding dong dell. 


And when, forso it seems ordained, 
The bells ring next "twill be for us ; 
That is, to him I shall be chained, 
To be ‘ for better or for worse :” 
For life, and nothing less than life, 
Like hand and glove we are to dwell ; 
And, on the day I’m made a wife, 
The bells will ihe ding dong dell. 


GIPP PEPE 


BLOOMING BACCHUS, EVER YOUNG. 


BLOOMING Bacchus, ever young, 
Sweet assuager of all care ; 

When invoked by flattering tongue, 
Ever ready thou to hear. 


Thou dost make the coward brave ; 
Thou dost frozen dotage warm ; 

Thou dost freedom give the slave, 
And thy sons protect from harm. 
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Thou dost in the fair one’s breast 
Soft desires,—kind wishes raise ; 
‘When the amorous swain is blest, 
Thine the conquest,—thine the prize. 


To our vows propitious prove ; 
We, by thy assistance, may 
~ Triumph o’er the god of love,— 
Triumph o’er the god of day. 


PPLE PIPL? 


THE SUN’S A FREEMASON, HE WORKS 
ALL THE DAY. 
(Dibdin.) 
THE sun’s a freemason, and works all the day, 
Village, city, and town to adorn; 
Then from labour at rest, 
At his lodge in the west, 
Takes, with good brother Neptune, a glass on his 
way. 
Thence ripe for the fair, 
He flies from all care, 
To Dame Thetis’ charms, 
Till roused from her arms 
By the morn. 
So do we, our labour done, 
First the glass, 
And then the lass, and then 
Sweet slumbers give fresh force 
Torun our course 
Thus with the rising sun. 


The course of the sun all our mysteries defines ; 
First masonry rose in the east ; 
Then to no point confined, 
His rays cheer mankind, 
Besides, who'll deny but he well knows the signs. 
The Grand Master he 
Then of Masons shall be ; 
Nor shall aught the craft harm, 
Till to shine and to warm ‘ 
He has ceased. 
_ Then, like him, our labours done, &c. 


OP PPLE LP 


MEMORANDA IN CONFUSION. 


FOUR-AND-TWENTY actors all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty actors all of a row. 


There was the great immortal Kemble, who 
made the mob in Julius Cesar tremble ; and after 
him came George Cooke, who, too soon, the stage 
forsook ; then the famous Edmund Kean, so great 
in Overreach I ween ; also his Majesty King Ellis- 
ton, so great in apologies and other fun; with 
Dowton in Doctor Cantwell, and Pope’s Ghost 
that can rant well; and Joe Munden who made 
us laugh in Crack, and Terry that didn’t, when he 

layed Old Jack ; there was also Blanchard’s Po- 

Tees and Frances, with a long list of whim which 
enhances; Fawcett’s Captain Copp and Caleb 
Quotem, with others, if you’ll note ’em; Young’s 
Prospero, a better where will youseek ? nor must 
we forget Sam Russell’s Jerry Sneak ; also Jones’s 
Tom Shuffleton and Flutter, and Connor’s Doctor 
O’Toole and Captain O’Cutter ; with Macready’s 
Virginius and Rob Roy, and Jack Johnstone, the 
Irish Boy ; Farren, who is so fine in Teazle and 
Old Mirabel, and Farley, who always blusters and 
looks so terrible ; Charles Kemble, who plays to 
the mind and to the heart, and George Smith, who 
always says he likes a good part; Taylor and 
Charley Horn, both singers born, as also was Cooke, 
d’ye see, I don’t mean him they call T. P. 

This is my Memorandum-Book, 

And these my memorandums. 


Four-and-twenty authors all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty authors all of a row, 
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There was Morton, who wrote Speed the Fivicgh, 
I wonder why he don’t write now; Coleman, who 
wrote the Heir at Law and Broad Grins, now sets 
up to correct all our sins; then there is Mr. Birch, 
of Cornhill, who lives there still, and yet looks 
sufficiently mild to write another Adopted Child ; 
also Mr. Shee, that the Deputy Licenser would not 
let us see, the more pity for he; Howard Paine, 
who wrote and will write again; Mr. Poole of the 
French school; the great little Moncrieff, and 
its my belief, his wit is very brief; and Mr. Keep, 
who wrote the Turret Ciock, long since turned out 
of the stock; with the pragmatic little Knight, 
who thinks (but he’s mistaken) that he can write ; 
he manufactured the Veteran, may his next piece 
have a better run; Mr. Walker, who wrote Wal- 
lace and a melo-drama, pity they were not knock- 
ed down by the hammer; Mr. Beazley, who writes 
so easily; Mr. Peake, who wrote a farce in a week ; 
George Soane, who wrote the Falls of Clyde, and 
several other pieces beside ; and there was, &c. 

This is my Memorandum-Book, 
And these my memorandums. 


Four-and-twenty managers all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty managers all of a row, 


There was Mr. Harris, of Covent-garden, who 
paid his actors every farden; Elliston, of Drury- 
lane, who never paid any one over and over again ; 
there was of the Haymarket, lame Foote, if it had 
not been for his wit and wooden leg, he could not 
do’t; Mr. Arnold, of the English Opera, no man 
could behave more properer; with Mr. Rodwell, 
of the Adelphi, a very clever elf he; Williams, 
who sold ham and beef, and took the Surrey, then 
let it to a Honeyman in a hurry; Mr. Davis, 
whose Amphitheatre succeeds vastly, although it 
once belonged to Astley; Messrs. Davidge, Ben- 
gough, and Le Clerq, who has each of the Cobourg 
a share; and there was Mr. Morton, &c. 

This is my Memorandum-Book, 
And these my memorandums, 


Four-and-twenty critics all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty critics all of a row, 


There was the Times, which cuts up the actors 
like malefactors, if they don’t look after their pri- 
vate characters ; the Chronicle, quite ironical ; the 
British Press and Morning Advertiser, all to make 
the people wiser ; the British Traveller and Courier, 
which make actors and authors fear; the Observer 
and Common Sense, both sold for sevenpence ; 
the Examiner and Dispatch give a critical scratch ; 
Egan’s Life in London and Sunday Times come pat 
to my rhymes; and the paper written by Mr. Bell, 
and the John Bull by whom we can’t tell; the 
Monthly Magazine and Literary Gazetie, with the 
London, Edinburgh, and a whole provincial set ; 
with Thomas’s small Observer, the stage adorning, 
only it went and murdered Mr. Young one morn- 
ing ; and there was Mr. Harris, &c. 

This is my Memorandum-Book, 
And these my memorandums. 


PIG LIG IPR 


YOUTH’S THE SEASON MADE FOR 
JOYS. 


(Gay.) 

Yourn’s the season made for joys, 

Love is then our duty ; 
She alone who that employs 

Well deserves her beauty! 
Let’s be gay while we may, 
Beauty’s a power despised in decay. 

Youth’s the season, &c. 


| 
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Let us drink and sport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow 3 
Love with youth flies away, 
Age is nought but sorrow! 
Dance and sing, Time’s on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of spring. 
Let us drink, &c. 


A ee 


AND THE DEVIL MAY TAKE TO- 
MORROW, O. 


Air—“* The Irish Wedding.” 


OLD father Pat was blithe and free, 
He kissed the lasses daily, O, 
And his fame so ran through Donaghadee, 
There was none like him so gaily, O ; 
For, day or night, twas his delight, 
Devoid of care or sorrow, O, 
With pz, sweet pz, to wet his clay, 
And the devil may have to-morrow, O. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then father Pat was Judy’s brat, 
_ . The wife of Durfy’s brother, O, 

And whiskey nailed his queen for that, 
So he learned it of his mother, 0; 

For, day or night, ’twas his delight, 
Devoid of care orsorrow, O, 

So come, says he, [ll cosey be, 
And the devil may take to-morrow, O. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then father Pat he kept a school, 
But it was for more than thinking, O, 
For, lest his scholars’ wit should cool, 
He kept them always drinking, O. 
Thus, day and night, *twas his delight, 
Devoid of care or sorrow, O, 
To booze away, old Pat would say, 
And the devil may take to-morrow, O. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


GPPIFLI EP 


CHAIRS TO MEND, OLD CHAIRS TO 
MEND. 
( Dibdin. ) 
CHAIRS to mend, old chairs to mend, 
Like mine, to botch is each man’s fate, 
Each toils in his vocation ; 
One man tinkers up the state, 
Another mends the nation ! 
Your parsons preach to mend the heart, 
They cobble heads at college ; 
Physicians patch with terms of art 
And Latin, want of knowledge. 
But none for praise can more contend 
Than I, 
Who cry, 
Old chairs to mend. 


Your lawyers’ tools are flaws and pleas, 

They manners mend by dancing, 

Wigs are patches for degrees, 
And lovers use romancing : 

Fortunes are mended up, and made 
Too frequently with places ; 

With rouge, when their complexions fade, 
Some ladies mend their faces! 

But none for praise, &c. 


GPL IIL SE 


POOR TOM HAULYARD. 
(Wolcot.) 


Now the rage of battle ended, 
And the French for mercy call ; 
Death no more in smoke and thunder 
Rode upon the vengeful ball. 


qr 


Yet what brave and loyal heroes 
Saw the sun of morning bright ;— 

Ah! condemned, by cruel Fortune, 
Ne’er to see the star of night. 


From the main-deck to the quarter, 
Strewed with limbs, and wet with blood, 
Poor Tom Haulyard, pale and wounded, 
Crawled where his brave captain stood. 
O, my noble captain, tell me, 
?Ere I’m borne a corpse away, 
Have I done a seaman’s duty 
On this great and glorious day ? 


Tell a dying sailor, truly, 
For my life is fleeting fast ; 
Have I done a seaman’s duty, 
Can there aught my memory blast ? 
Ah! brave Tom, the captain answered, 
Thou a sailor’s part hast done ; 
I revere thy wounds with sorrow— 
Wounds by which our glory’s won. 


Thanks, my captain, life is ebbing 
Fast from this deep wounded heart; 

But, O grant one single favour 
’Ere I from this world do part : 

Bid some kind and trusty sailor, 
When I’m numbered with the dead, 

For my dear and constant Catharine, 
Cut a lock from this poor head. 

Bid him to my Catharine give it, 
Saying hers alone I die! 

Kate will keep the mournful present, 
And embalm it with a sigh. 

Bid him, too, this letter bear her, 
Which I’ve penned with panting breath ; 

Kate may ponder o’er the writing 
When the hand is cold in death. 


That I will, replied the captain, 
And be ever Catharine’s friend. 
Ah! my good and kind commander, 
Now my pains and sorrows end. 
Mute towards his captain, weeping, 
Tom upraised a thankful eye; 
Grateful, then, his foot embracing, 
Sunk with Kate on his last sigh. 


Who that saw a scene so mournful, 
Could without a tear depart ? 

He must own a savage nature, 
Pity never warmed his heart. 

Now in his white hammock shrouded 
By the kind and pensive crew ; 

As he dropped into the ocean, 
They burst out— poor Tom, adieu! 


PL OPG PIO? 


HARK! HIS DEATH IS PROCLAIMED BY 
THE SWEET WINDING HORN. 


SEE Sol sweetly smiles with his gold-beaming 
face 


b 
And the morning bids fair, come, prepare for the 
chase ; 
Bold Acteon is roused, come, my boys, let’s 
away, 


See Dian attends to the sports of the day. 

Hark! the hounds are impatient to scour the 
plain, 

While Actzon bounds up the hill with disdain ; 

Come, rouse, brother sportsman, don’t waste the 
fresh morn, 

See Pleasure awaits us, hark! hear the shrill 
horn, 


See the stag swiftly bounds up the hill, o’er the 
dale 

And the horn sweetly echoes through yonder green 
vale 
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Come, spur, brother sportsmen, come, why then 
delay ? 

See, Dian pursues, and the stag is at bay ; 

Let’s be in at the death, now no longer he flies ; 

His strength now it fails him, with trembling he 


dies ! 

€ome on, brother sportsmen, he now lies for- 
lorn, 

Hark! his death is proclaimed by the sweet wind- 
ing horn. 


GPIILEOPL OP 


WANDERING WILLIE. 
(Burns. ) 


HERE awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame; 
Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie, 

Tell me thou bring’st me my Willie the same. 


Winter winds blew loud and cauld at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee, 

Welcome now, simmer, and welcome, my Willie, 
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 


Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave of your slum- 
bers, 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Wauken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows, 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 


But, oh! if he’s faithless, and minds na his Nan- 
eonie; 
Flow still between us thou wide-roaring main ; 
May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
But, dying, believe that my Willie’s my ain. 


PPIPLL OF 


MATRIMONIAL NEGOTIATION. 
Air—“* Margery Topping.—(E. J. B. Box.) 


QUITE desperately deep in love up to the ears, 
Strait to sweet Kitty Crincum I hied ; 
And says I, Lovely Kate, you’re my dearest of 
dears 5 
When she cocked up her nose, and replied, 
No, I’m not, 
So I’m not! 


heart, 
And with languishing look at her sighed ! 
Says I,—grant but one kiss, as the balm of Love’s 
smart! 
When the cruel Miss Kitty replied, 
No, I wo’n’t, 
So I wo’n’t! 


'fhen I fell on my knees, swore I’d take her by 
storm, 
If she still my fond wishes denied ; 
And, depend on’t, said I, Kate, Vil keep your 
back warm : 
When the hard-hearted Kitty replied, 
No, you sha’n’t, 
So you sha’n’t! 


Then, at once, I jumped up, seized her fast round 
the waist, 
Kissed her hard, while, in rapture, I cried,-— 
Now all Love’s richest joys, lovely Kitty, you 
taste : 
When the unfeeling creature replied, 
No, I don’t, 
So I don’t. 


Then I turned on my heel, as if going away, 
Thinking that on the point might decide ; 
But, cried I, dearest Kate, can I hope, if I stay, 
That you'll yield ’ere Igo? She replied, 
Why, I may, 
So I may! 





Then, my sweetest, dear Kate, said I, wiil you, 
when wed, 
Truly honour, and love, and obey; 
That’s be civil at board, and obedient in bed? 
Why. to that, she replied, I must say— 
Yes, I will, 
So I will! 


GOL PLIES? 


THE PATRIOT PRISONER. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


LONE se his cell, the low browed walls, which 
ung 
Aslant, wore looks of darkest dreariness ; 
On his straw bed he lay, as he had flung 
His woe-worn limbs in life’s worst weariness : 
Shut oe the world—from friends—the blessed 
ight 
Of the sweet soothing heaven almost denied, 


| He muses sad, where all is drear as night, 


While hours to days and days to ages glide. 


The gnawing worms, (worse than of reptile life,) 
His jailer’s scoffs and taunts from day to day, 
With many a thought of children, home, and 

wife, 

Prey on his mind and eat his life away. 
Neglected now, in yon dark corner thrown, 
His wild guitar no more, alas! it flings 
Its tones of love, for broken now and flown 

For ever is the magic of its strings. 


And torn and scattered round his stony cell 
See each fond rhyme—each bright impassioned 
thought, 
Which, each a history in itself, could tell 
What conflicts fell Despair and Hope had fought. 
The strong barred door shall soon dismiss its 
charge— 
A nobler charge a dungeon ne’er confined ! 
Soon his freed soul shall wander forth at large, 
To fire with energy each kindred mind. 


Ah! who can see their country’s honour fade? 
Who can be passive when a despot reigns? 


| Who can observe a tyrant’s power invade 
Then I played with her hand, just to tickle her | 


Our rights, or liberty consigned to chains ? 

Oft, steeped in gloom, in memory he has eyed 
Each noble act by patriot warriors done, 

And oft— my name alike shall live,” has cried, 
“© I die, but I’ve my country’s freedom won.” 


SPP PFLL FS 


THE HONEST CONFESSION. 


A VILLAGE pastor, whose fat sheep 
His office ’twas to shear and keep, 
Had every comfort requisite ; 
When, on a day, from London came 
A parson—very fond of game— 
To pay his friend a country visit. 
The forms performed of cleric life, 
Viz. “ How are tithes?” and ‘ how’s your wife ?” 
<« How are the birds ?”’ and—‘* many hares?” 
He took his seat, and took his fill, 
And then—“ next Sunday, if you will, 
I'll preach, and you shall read the prayers.” 


“‘ Not so,” the rector said—‘* I’ve vowed 
No stranger e’er shall be allowed 
To mount and occnpy my stall— 
If you preach better, “twere a curse, 
For I could preach no more, ;—if worse, 
You never ought to preach at all \” 


Oe 
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ENGLAND FOR EVER, AND A GLASS OF 
- GOOD WINE. 


WHILE I have my bottle I’ll never complain, 
Nor envy the drinkers of hock or champagne ; 
It strengthens my body, my spirit it cheers, 
And adds to my life, aye, a dozen good years, 
A glass of good wine. 


From my snug little cottage I ne’er wish to roam, 
But I'll drink a good health to the lads far from 
home ; 
By land and by sea we have conquered, they tell 
us, 
So—soldiers and sailors, and all jolly fellows— 
In-a glass of good wine. 


At home and abroad. now together we stand, 


And in friendly alliance are bound heart in hand ;_ 


Confusion to those who such friendship would 
sever, 
So—the king and the people of England for ever ! 
In a glass of good wine. 


PIPL LICL SF 


DELIGHT OF A SNUG CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
Air—* Oh! nothing in life can sadden us.” 


OH! the delights of a snug Christmas party, 
With song, joke, and dance to beguile the long 
night ; 
In pleasure so social all join it most hearty, 
For mirth and good humour, and friendship 
unite. 
Behold them at meeting all cordially greeting ; 
Aunts, uncles, and cousins bedecked out are 
there, 
All come to make merry, to drink port and sherry, 
cere on roast beef and good plum-pudding 
are. 


SPOKEN.] Well, come, come, my friends, let’s 
begin to be alittle merry. (Old man.) Ah! come, 
vife, suppose you entertain the company a bit with 
our old favourite story of <‘ Death and the Lady,” 
you know, aye. Why, my dear, I vas thinking to 
enliven them all a bit with a song, my old favou- 
rite, “ Barbara Allen,” and the six additional 
warses to it. ( Sarcastic. ) Very agreeable, ma’am, 
certainly. Vell, vell, I shall not make a thousand 
apologies— 

<< ?Tvas in the pleasant month of May, 

Vhen wiolets they were springing.” 
Oh, do pray stop, ma’am, before you sing the 
whole two-and-twenty verses, there’s some com- 
pany waiting at the door. Well, I declare, how 
provoking, there’s. Mr. and Mrs. Thingamy just 
come ; and do you know, sir, they’ve bronght all 
their seven children with them. Oh, then we 
shall have lots of another sort of harmony, I sup- 
pose. Ah, my dear Mr. and Mrs. Snubbs, glad to 
see you; hope you’re well? hope all the little 
Snubbs are well? Why, pretty bobbish, sir, I 
thank you. Very happy to hear it, mem. Mr. 
and Mrs. Snubbs, ladies and gentlemen. The 
compliments of the season to you, good folks. 
Same to you, ma’am: very seasonable weather, 
too, ma’am. Why, yes, sir, and yet I think the 
mornings are rather raw. Och, then, by the 
powers, I’d advise you to cook them alittle, ma’am. 
I see, sir, you’re in the act of roasting me now. 
Well, then, after you’re done, ma’am, we’ll begin 
to— 

Push round the bowl, and all join to be merry, 
And drive all our cares and blue devils away. 
Now the song and joke passes, and round go the 

glasses, 

With cards, hunt the slipper, and forfeits at 

play 5 


Or mistletoe kisses to old maids and misses, 
And all other frolics so blithe and so gay. 
And now the chit-chat on the fashions and wea- 
ther, 
Around a good fire all cheerful appear, 
Or fill up with bumpers, and pledge it together, 
A good merry Christmas, and happy new year. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my dear Mr. Dandy Dimity, 
now do give us one of your little melodious hairs 
you know. Ah, do, sir, do. Now, positively, I 
cannot sing, and, consequently, I shall not sing, 
so don’t fatigue one, or you'll raise one’s choler 
(collar). There’s no occasion for that, sir, it’s 
quite high enough already. Well, Mr. Gloomy 
Glumpus, will you add to the hilarity of the fes- 
tive board, sir? Why, weally, sir, I’m the wery 
worst person in the world to be axed to sing, for 
thirteen weasons ; first, sir, I can’t. You may just 
sink the other twelve, sir. And, whenever I do 
begin, I never know when to weave off, 
and, whenever I do weave off, it’s always 
where I begin. Vhy, law, do you know that’s 
summut like my véfe, then, she’ll begin any 
wheres and leave off no wheres, and the only 
times vhen I sings out, sir, an vhen I’m at home, 
so you must excuse meas vell, sir. Oh, well, sir, 
if we must, we must, so, let me see; oh, Miss 
Marrowfat, perhaps you'll warble us a little ditty, 
now, miss. (Lisping.) Vhy, sir, ’m exceeding 
sorry, but I must, of necessity, be excused, as 
I’ve such a shocking sore throat, sir, I scarcely 
can swallow the least sort of sustenance, unless 
it’s soked, sir, or sopped, or except its spoon wic- 
tuals, sir. Wery shocking, indeed, miss: well, 
then, Mr. Simkins, will you oblige the company, 
sir? now, no apologies, I begof you. Why, upol 
my holour. Now, there you go, sir. Well, upol 
my holour, sir, I hav’lé a head any way giv’l to 
larlity, I lever klowed a lile of a song il all my life; 
but sooler thal spoil the harmoly, sir, Vl try and 
hum. Yov’re trying to hum us, sir, I think. O 
lo, sir, Vd scorl such a thilg, I’m goilg to hum a 
tule, sir. 

Toddi lI, toddi lI, toddi I, toddi I. 


Oh, for goodness’ sake, sir, let us knock down 
toddi I, and 
Push round the bowl, &c. 


Come, strike up a dance now, my dear Mr. Fid- 
dl’em, 
A waltz, of all things, is the joy of my life; 
Mrs. Snubbs will stand up with Dr. O’Diddl’em, 
And fat little Philip can dance with his wife. 
So play up a funny tune—give us the “ Honey 
Moon,” 
Or any other tune lively and light ; 
Come, let us all trip it, and as for time whip it, 
I loves a good dance, so we’ll jig it all night. 


SPOKEN.] Come, come, all take your places— 
why, ladies, how is it Mr. Simkins hasn’t got a 
partner? O, lever mild me, sir, I cal take a chair 
for a partler, cast off with a joilt stool, ald set toa 
corler cupboard. Comical creature! I declare he 
always keeps one alive by killing one a-laughing. 
Sweet Miss Marrowfat, what say you for a waltz, 
miss? (Lisping.) Vhy, yes, sir, if so be yon does 
it with indecency, not else, for the spear of society 
I’m accustomed to mix in includes all sort of dan- 
cing the theast wulgar. Wewwy probable, miss. 
My dear Mrs. Snubbs, perhaps, you’re not aware, 
mem, that you’ve just danced out three of your 
artificial teeth ; allow me to present them to you. 
Thank you, sir, I’ll just put them in my pocket, 
and now I'll dance in spite of my teeth, sir. That’s 
your sort, marm. Come, come, Mr. Soakum, 
don’t go tosleep there; will you please to lead 
outa partner, sir? Why, sir, I, I wish you’d please 
to lead me owt, for I’m preciously in for it. QO! 
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break off the dancing, Mr. Dandy Dimity’s fainted 
away sure. Make haste and take off his collar, 
then, marm. Yes, and don’t forget to loosen his 
stays a bit. Suppose we throw a little spring water 
on the dear fellow’s temples. Suppose we throw 
a pail full over him, marm, that’ll soon bring him 
to. O! the dear creature rewives, he rewives! 
Ah, I thought so; well, come, come, then, my 
friends, let us— 


Push round the bowl, &c. 


PLP EOL PPO 


CARE, FLY FAR AWAY. 
(Dimond. ). 


CARE, fly far, 

Joy’s bright star, 

Now gaily glancing, 
Sets spirits dancing ; 
Strains of woe 

Cease to flow ; 

To airs of pleasure, 
Ah! change measure. 
Winter’s night, 

Take thy flight,— 
Come, May’s morning, 
Green earth adorning,— 
Come with bloom, 
And perfume,— 

Twist garlands vernal, 
To prove eternal. 


PLLEE PIP IP 


TEDDY M‘FANE. 
( Cross.) 


POTATOES now blossomed, and gladness prevails, 

The birds chant sweet love-songs along throughout 
green dales; 

But, dull as the owl, I sit sighing all day, 

O! what lass can be merry now Paddy’s away? 


Was it gold? No—not gold, sure, could force 
him to roam 3 

He’d a grunter, a cow, aye, and his whiskey at 
home ; 

And the love of all fair ones might well make him 
vain, 

But dearer was Judy to Teddy M‘Fane. 


I steal to the cabin, blind Darby to see; 

He cries—‘* Arrah, Judy, our Ted’s far from 
thee ; 

He would go to England, his fortune to make, 

With a hod, or in hay-field, och! ’*twas for thy 
sake. 


I snatch up the pipes, the dear pipes of my Ted, 
And kiss them and weep, for the music is fled ; 
Ne’er a lad in Kilkenny, could finger a strain, 
Or foot at a wake, like Teddy M‘Fane. 


At morn or at eve, when I milk their own cow, 

I sing—‘*‘ Cruel Teddy, come tome, boy, now; 

From your own red-haired Judy, och! how will you 
part— 

Some countess will be after stealing your heart.” 


My old mother scolds me, in her corner all day, 
Calls my cheeks white as linen ; ah, sure well they 


may, 

They’re bleached but by tears, like two spouts in 
the rain; 

Arrah! blow, ye winds, bring me back Teddy 
M‘Fane. 


ae ee ee 


DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO. 
(Collins. ) 


O, FORTUNE! how strangely thy gifts are awarded 2 
How much to thy shame thy caprice is recorded! — 
As the wise, brave, and good, of thy frowns sel- 
dom shape any, 
Witness brave Belisarius, who begged for a half- 
penny. 
Date obolum, date cbolum, 
Date obolum Belisario. 


He whose fame from his valour and vict’ries arose, 
sir 

Of his country the shield, and the scourge of her 
foes, sir, 

By his poor faithful dog, blind and aged, was led, 
sit, 

With one foot in the grave, thus to beg for his 
bread, sir. 

Date obolum, &c. 


When a young Roman knight, in the street passing 
The vorrei with a heart-rending sigh, 
Anda ure in his helmet he dropped, withatear, 
While the soldier’s sad tale thus attracted his ear, 
ae Date obolum, Xc. 


I have fought, I have bled, I have conquered for 
Rome, sir; 


I have crowned her with laurels, for ages to bloom, 


sir ; 
I’ve augmented her wealth, swelled with pride, and 
‘her power, sir; 
I espoused her for life, and disgrace is my dower, 
sir. 
Date obolum, &c. 


Yet blood never wantonly wasted at random, 
Losing thousands their lives with a nil desperan- 
dum! 
But each conquest I gained, I made both friend 
and foe know, 
That my soul’s only aim was pro publico bono ! 
Date obolum, &c. 


Nor yet for my friends, for my kindred, or self, 
Sir, 
Has my glory been stained with the base views of 
pelf, sir; 
But for all, near and dear, I’ve so far been from 
carving, 
Old and blind, I’ve no choice but of begging or 
starving 
Date obolum, &c. 
Let the brave, then, when hurled from their bright 
elevation, 
Learn and smile, though reduced to a slave’s de- 
gradation, 
And of eye-sight bereft, they, like me, grope their 
way, sir, 
The bright sun-beams of Virtue will turn night today, 
sir. 
Date obolum, &c. 


For, though to distress and to darkness inured, 
sir 


In this vile crust of clay when no longer immured, 
sir 

From the lorn vale of tears they triumphant shall 
rise, sir, 

And see all earthly glory eclipsed in the skies, 
sir. 


Date obolum, &c. 


, oe 
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MY SOUL IS FREE, FAREWELL. 
(D. L. Richardson.) 


Y£s—I have loved and honoured thee,— 
Nor guile, nor fear of guile were mine ; 
But oh! since thou canst faithless be, 
Tl grieve not for a heart like thine! 


Lady, when first thine azure eye 
Met and controlled my raptured gaze, 
Mine was the fond and pleading sigh 
That fervent adoration pays. 


Could I have known what now I know, 
Its beam but brightened to betray, 

In vain had shone the spurious glow 
That led a trusting heart astray. 


_’Tis not an eye of brightest hue 
Can Woman’s nobler spell impart,— 
Fidelity and Feeling true 
_ Forge the strong fetters of the heart. 


And the brief charm hath lost its power— 
Indignant Pride shall now rebel; 

For, cold and false one! from this hour 
My soul is free.—Farewell—Farewell ! 


PPOLPIF PO? 


TO LOSE MY WIFE’S A TRIFLE. 
(Colman. ) 


LAST week I took a wife, 
And when I first did woo her, 

I vowed to stick through life 
Like cobbler’s wax unto her; 

But soon we went, by some mishap, 
To loggerheads together ; 

And when my wife began to strap, 
Why, I began to leather. 


My wife, without her shoes, 
Is hardly three feet seven ; 

And I, to all men’s views, 
Am full five feet eleven. 

So when to take her down some pegs, 

-__Idrubbed her neat and clever; 

She made a bolt right through my legs, 

And ran away for ever. 


When she was gone, good lack ! 
My hair like hog’s hair bristled, 

I thought she’d ne’er come back, 
So went to work and whistled. 

Then let her go, I’ve got my stall, 
Which may no robber rifle, 

*T would break my heart to lose my awl, 
To lose my wife’s a trifle. 


PPEPII PS 


HUZZA. TANTARA! BRAVE BOYS, WE 
WILL FOLLOW. 


No joys can compare 
To the hunting of the hare, 
In the morning, the morning, in sweet and pleasant 
weather ; 
When the beagles they surround, 
We’ve a sport upon the ground, 
And sing tarra, huzza, and sing tarra, huzza, and 
sing tarra, 
Brave boys, we will halloo. 


Then she up does arise, 
And away from us flies, 
Oh! we’ll give her, we’ll send her a thundering 
halloo ; 
With horse and with hound, 
We’ll pull her courage down, 
And'sing tarra, huzza, and Sing tarra, huzza, and 
sing tarra, 
Brave boys, we will follow. 


O’er valley and plain 
We will gallop amain, 
While poor puss is, poor puss is away from us 
flying ; 
But, her breath growing short, 
With the ending of the sport, 
And to lose us, huzza, and to lose us, huzza, and 
to lose us, 
In vain she’s contriving. 


Poor puss being killed, 
We retire from the field, 
To be merry, boys, merry, boys, and drive away 
all sorrow ; 
We have nothing to fear, 
But to drive away our care, 
And to banish, hnzza, and to banish, huzza, and 
to banish 
All thoughts of to-morrow. 


GFPIOPIPPL? 


WERE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS THOU 
DEEM’ST IT TO BE. 


HEBREW MELODY. 
(Lord Byron. ) 


WERE my bosom as false as thou deem’st it to 
be— 

I need not have wandered from far Galilee; . 

It was but abjuring my creed to efface ‘ 

The curse which, thou say’st, is the crime of my 
race, 


If the bad never triumph, then God is with thee ; 
If the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free ; 
If the exile on earth is an outcast on high, 

Live on in thy faith—in mine I will die. 


I have lost for that faith more than thou canst 


bestow, 

As the God who permits thee to prosper doth 
know 3 

In his hand is my heart, and my hope—and in 
thine, 


The land and the life which for me I resign. 


GL IPOOIOP 


I SIGHED ALONE FOR YOU. 


WHEN first I left my native soil, 

Wide o’er the foaming surge to toil, 
And bade my friends adieu, 

In passing sighs my bursting heart 

Did to the winds its grief impart, 
But sighed alone for you. 


And when in whistling stormy gales, 
fEolus sternly split our sails, 

Id still my fair in view; 
When lightning flashed, and thunder roared, 
And split our mainmast by the board, 

I sighed alone for you. 


In gun-shot when we did discern, 

And all the crew, from stem to stern, 
Prepared to drub the foe; 

I calmly viewed, from side to side, 

The havee made by each broadside, 
But sighed, alas, for you. 


And when in dock our ship was laid, 
And every tar his wages paid, 
His pleasures to pursue ; 
I hastened to the girl I loved, 
But find my Fan’s inconstant proved, 
Yet still must sigh for you, 


GALI LILIP 
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SUCCESS TO OLD ENGLAND AND JOLLY 
OLD TOM. 


OLD Tom was a toper of no little credit ; 

And his mother, Peg Juniper, famed for her 
spirit : 

And both, as we’re told, sirs, the berry came 
from ; 

So what d’ye think now of Juniper Tom? 
Jolly Old Tom, big-bellied Tom, 
Success to Old England and jolly Old Tom. 


One Whitsuntide Monday he gave up his breath, 
And this was the legacy left at his death :— 
“« To the gay lads and lasses, where’er they come 
from 
I will them a bumper of Juniper Tom.” 
Jolly Old Tom, &c. 


His coffin, then mark, was a barrel or butt, 
And he left in his will that it ne’er should be 
shut ; 
«© Since the dropsy,”’ cried Tom, “ I was never 
free from, 
They must draw off the water from Juniper Tom.” 
Jolly Old Tom, &c. 


In barrel so round then a cock was put in, 
And some have since called the contents of it 
gin; 
But this we know better, the liquid therefrom 
Ts that cure for the cholic—the juice of Old Tom! 
Jolly Old Tom, &c. 


GIG OPE 


THE SON OF ALKNOMOOK WILL NEVER 
COMPLAIN. 


THE DEATH-SONG OF A CHEROKEE-INDIAN. 
(Mrs. Hunter.) 


THE sun sets in night, and the stars shun the day, 
But glory remains when the lights fade away ; 
Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the son of Alknomook will never complain. 


Remember the arrows he shot from his bow, 

Remember your chiefs, by his hatchet laid low! 

Why so slow ?—Do you think I will shrink from the 

ain? 

No—the son of Alknomook will never complain. 

Remember the woods where in ambush we lay ; 

And the scalps which we bore from your nation 
away ! 

Now the flame rises fast, you exult in my pain, 

But the son of Alknomook can never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 
His ghost shall rejoice in the fame of his son ; 
Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from 


pain; 
And thy son, O Alknomook' has scorned to com- 
plain. 


CP IIL IPO 


CALL AGAIN TO-MORROW 
(C. Dibdin.) 


T’LL to court, among all the nobility, 
Hold up my head with the best, 

Learn politeness, and all incivility, 
And be most presumptuously dressed. 


SPOKEN.] Then I shall get an officious situation, 
and expense favours and places, like other great 
men ; but, if they offer me a bribe, as I am above 
all incorruption, I shall, like my betters, pocket 
the affront with— 


Call again to-morrow,—call again to-morrow, 
Can’t you—can’t you— 
Call again to-morrow ? 


All ranks and degrees of the quality 
To all my routs I’ll invite, 

And have, with true inhospitality, 
Public breakfasts at seven at night. 


SPoKEN.] It will be pretty expensive, and I 
may overrun the constable, but to pay debts is 
unfashionable ; so, when a dun knocks at the door, 
I shall look out at the window, and say— 


Call again to-morrow, &c. 


I'll then, to support my indignity, 
My hand to some heiress expose ; 
Then, with all proper pride and benignity, 
On old friends I’ll turnup my nose. 


SPOKEN.] Conscience may teaze me a little, but 
it’s all dickey with that in the new school; com- 
mon sense and common honesty may do for com- 
mon folks, but with us people of superogatory rank, 
it’s all— 

Call again to-morrow, &c. 


PLE FLI EF 


PHILLIDA AND CORYDON. 
(Nicholas Breton, 1580.) 


IN the merry month of May, 

In a morne, by breake of day, 
Forth I walked by the wood-side, 
When as May wasin his pride ; 
There I ’spied, all alone, 
Phillida and Corydon. 


Much ado there was, god wot,— 

He would love, and she would not, 
She said—never man was true! 

He said—nene was false to you! 

He said—he had loved her long ; 

She said— Love should have no wrong. 


Corydon would kisse her then— 

She said—maides must kisse no men 
Till they did for good and all! 

Then she made the sheapherd call 
All the heavens to witnesse, truth, 
Never loved a truer youth. 


Thus, with many a pretty oath, 

Yea and nay, and faith and troath, 
Such as silly sheapherds use, 

When they will not Love abuse, 
Love, which had beene long deluded, 
Was, with kisses sweete, concluded ; 
And Phillida, with garlands gay, 
Was made the Lady of the May. 


PIL IPL IR 


THE DELIGHTS OF THE DRAMA. 
Air—“ Paddy O’ Carroll.” 


WHEN spirits are failing me, sorrows assailing me, 
Mrs. 'T. railing me; children awake; 

From riot and bawling, from infancy squalling, 
And maids caterwauling, my exit I make. 

To ’scape from the worry, I’m off in a hurry, 
To Astley’s or Surrey, the Coburg or Hay- 

Market, or Drury, where beauties allure ye, 
Since playhouses cure ye of sorrows they say. 


With blisses and kisses, and sighing and dying, 
And smiling and wiling in rapture we roll ; 
Beauty inviting us, syrens delighting us, 
All that is bright in us glows in the soul. 


For Miss Love how I languish, for Kelly feel an- 
guish 5 
Then Foote, too, can vanquish, as-Hayne will 
declare ; 
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I gaze on West’s pretty eye, at Graddon’s sweet 
ditty sigh, 
Her dad lives in the city, I oft see him there. 
My fancy still wanders on, Smithson it ponders 
on, 
Glover, too, maunders on, ruddy and rife ; 
Tree’s tone enriches me, Vestris bewitches me, 
Conscience then twitches me, whispering ‘ Wife.’ 
With blisses, &c. 


Tunstall has tones enough, Egerton bones enough, 
Mrs. Bunn moans enough, how my heart flows; 
Waylett is bliss-able, Hallande admissible, 
Mrs. Horn hissable—somebody knows. 
Davenport’s dumpy O, Harlowe is stumpy O, 
Mrs. Pearce mumpy O, yet I admire ; 
Miss Chester’s killing me, (maugre dame’s drilling 
me 
Baker's wife's thrilling me through with desire. 
With blisses, &c. 


GLPIL IP? 


O, WOMAN, YOUR HEART IS A PITIFUL 
TREASURE. 


(T. Moore.) 


AND do I then wonder that Julia deceives. me, 
When surely there’s nothing in nature more 
common? 
She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves 
me, 
But could I expect any more from a woman ? 


Oh, woman, your heart is a pitiful treasure, 
And Mahomet’s doctrine was not too severe, 
When he thought you were only materials for 


pleasure, 
And reason and thinking were out of your 
sphere. 
By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can 


win it, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety’s paid, 


But Oh! while he’s blest, let him die on the mi- | 


nute, 
If he live but a day he’ll be surely betrayed. 


PPLE LI LEP 


THE WELL-EARNED PLEASURES OF THE 


CHASE. 
(Dibdin.) 


WHEN faintly gleams the doubtful day, 

Ere yet the dew-drops on the thorn 
Borrow a lustre from the ray 

That tips with gold the dancing corn, 
Health bids awake and homage pay 

.To him who gave another morn, 

And well with strength his nerves to brace, 
Urges the sportsman to the chase. 


Do we pursue the timid hare, 

As trembling o’er the lawn she bounds, 
Still of her safety have we care, 

While seeming death her steps surrounds, 
We the defenceless creature spare, 

And instant stop the well-taught hounds, 
For cruelty should ne’er disgrace 
The well-earned pleasures of the chase. 


Do we pursue the subtle fox, 
Still let him brakes and rivers try, 
Through marshes wade or climb the rocks, 
The deep-mouthed hounds shall following fly, 
And while he every danger mocks, 
Unpitied shall the culprit die ; 
To quell his cruel artful race 
Is labour worthy of the chase. 


Returned, with shaggy spoils well stored, 
To our convivial joys at night, 


We toast, and first our country’s lord, 
Anxious who most shall do him right. 

The fair next crowns the social board, 
Britons should love as well as fight, 

For he who slights the tender race 

Is held unworthy of the chase. 


PIL ILIAD 


HEAVEN PROSPER LONG THE SEAMAN’S 
FRIEND. 


I’vE’sailed with many a captain bold, 
I’ve sailed both near and far; 
I’ve served my king; I’m growing old, 
And am marked with many a scar. 
To learned words I don’t pretend; 
I says but this—and there’s an end— 
Heaven prosper long the seaman’s friend ! 
The seaman’s friend ! 


Only think when a tar gets out to sea, 

To fight for his country dear; 
Leaves wife and children two or three, 

Who all for his safety fear. 
Only think how aloft their prayers ascend, 
For those who may chance his lot to mend, 
And to prosper long the seaman’s friend, 

The seaman’s friend! 


GIG LPOPLR 


DO EVERY TING A LITTLE. 


( Moncrieff.) 


WID my lor Anglois proud to engage, 
To be his valet, de groom, or de page, 
And secretaire for de very small wage, 
You'll find me de man of mettle. 
A little I dance, a little I sing, 
A little I vait ven de bell my lor ring, 
A little whatever he want too I bring, 
And do every ting a little. 
A little dress hair, a little rub shoe, 
A little I carry the sweet billet-doux, 
A little speak French and de good Aunglish too, 
A little make fire for de kettle ; 
A little brush coat, and a little scrub floor, 
A little play drum till you cry de encore, 
A little I do fifty hundred ting more, 
Your good servant always a little. 


PIPPI G IP? 


WHEN THE FANCY-STIRRING BOWL. 
Air—“ Mrs. Casey.”—( Captain Morris.) 


?Tis when the fancy-stirring bowl 
Wakes its world of pleasure, 
Glowing visions gild my soul, 
And life’s an endless treasure ; 
Then mem’ry decks my wasted heart 
Fresh with gay desires, 
With rays divine my senses dart, 
And kindling hope inspires. 
Then who’d be grave when wine can save 
The heaviest soul from sinking, 
And magic grapes give angel-shapes 
To ev’ry girl we’re drinking. 
Here sweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me, 
The gathered ills of life remove, 
And leave me as they found me; 
For though my head may swim, yet true, 
And still to nature’s feeling, 
While peace and beauty swim there toe, 
And rock me as I’m reeling, 
Then who'd be grave, &c. 


On youth’s soft pillow tender truth 
Her pensive lesson taught me, 


42 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


When Age soon mocked the dream of Youth, 


And Wisdom waked and caught me; 
A bargain then with love I knocked, 
To hold the pleasing gipsy, 
When wise to keep my bosom locked, 
But turn the key when tipsy. 


Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time assuaged my heated heart, 
The gray-beard, wise and simple, 
Forgot to cool one little part, 
Just flushed by Lucy’s dimple ; 
That part’s enough of beauty’s type 
To warm an honest fellow, 
And though it touch me not when ripe 
It melts still while I’m mellow. 


Then who'd be grave, &c. 


PPIL I PPP? 


BONNY WINSOME MARY. 
(Tannahill.) 


FORTUNE, frowning most severe, 

Forced me from my native dwelling ; 

Parting with my friends so dear. 

Cost me many a bitter tear ; 

But, like the clouds of early day, 

Soon my sorrows fled away, 

When blooming sweet, and smiling gay, 
I met my winsome Mary. 


Wha can sit wi’ gloomy brow, 
Blest wi’ sic a charming lassie ; 
Native scenes, I think on you, 
Yet the change I canna rue ; 
Wand’ring mony a weary mile, 
Fortune seemed to low’r the while ; 
But now she’s gi’en me for the toil, 
My bonny, winsome Mary. 


Though our riches are but few, 
Faithful love is aye a treasure— 
Ever cheery, kind, and true, 
Nane but her I e’er can lo’e. 
Hear me, a’ ye powers above! 
Pow’rs of sacred truth and love! 
While I live I'll constant prove 
To my dear winsome Mary. 


G*IOPLPP? 


DE LOVING HEART OF POOR BLACK 


BOY. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


You care of money—care no more, 
No tink if you be rich or poor, 

My mind employ ; 
Me stay wid you,—no sorrow, no! 
And where away my massa go, 

Go poor black boy. 


Me sigh with you when you be sad, 

And when you merry much and glad, 
Me share your joy. 

For though my face be darky hue, 

There’s still a faithful soul and true 
In poor black boy. 

You good to me dat keepy here; 

No, massa, dat you never fear, 
Long time destroy 5 

Me know death kill, but leave one part, 

He never kill de loving heart 
Of poor black boy. 


OPEL PEI 


THE LAND STORM. 
Air—** Cease, rude Boreas.”’—( Oakman. ) 
LADIEs who delight in scandal, 
For awhile attend to me ; 
Themes of fashion now Ill handle, 
While you sip your favourite tea : 


Soon as Phebus gilds the morning, 
And the gentle zephyrs blow, 

Beaux and belles themselves adorning, 
Went to ride in Rotten-row. 


Ladies sweetest sure in nature, 
Ambling in the morning ride ; 

And the beaux, each pretty creature, 
Simper by them, side by side : 

Then stern Boreas all confounding, 
Bid his surly servants roar ; 

Clouds and storms the scene surrounding, 
And the tempest loud did roar. 


Hark! above the thunders rattle, 
And the lightning cuts the sky; 
Heroes famous in the battle, 
Like the belles for shelter fly : 
Round their heads the hailstones beating, 
Minyled with the gushing rain ; 
Every happiness defeating, 
After pleasure oft comes pain. 


Then each ornament of fashion 
Flutters in the open air ; 
More and more the storm comes dash-on, 
How alarming to the fair : 
Now they gallop on for shelter, 
What a terrible disgrace ; 
Cork rumps in the helter skelter, 
Take, alas! a different place. 


Gipsy hat and nodding feather, 
Bonnets towering on the crown, 
Twirled by the fury of the weather, 
Round about are rudely thrown : 
While the snorting steeds are prancing, 
Swiftly through the Park they come ; 
Just like drowned rats advancing, 
Till they reach their native home. 


GILL EPL? 


THE PLEASURES OF THE FIRST OF MAY. 


LADs and lasses, come away, 

This is Nature’s holiday ; 

Laughter reigns and garlands bloom, 

And roses shed their sweet perfume ; 

Smiles on every cheek are seen ; 

Festive mirth bedecks the green. 

Village dancers loudly cheer 

The sweet morning of the year. 
Voulez vous danser, Madamoiselle ? 

Hark! the pipe’s enlivening sound ; 
Pleasure here delights to dwell, 

And animate the merry round. 


And as “ twilight gray” comes on, 
Ere the sun’s last ray be gone, 
Then is heard the cheering strain, 
Of artless voices o’er the plain ; 
Grateful hearts their tributes raise, 
Varied notes of artless praise 5 
And with bosoms calm and light, 
Wait the mild approach of night. 

Voulez vous chanter, Madamoiselle ? 
Hark! again the rustic lay ; 

Sure no splendid scenes excel 
The pleasures of the first of May. 


LLL LLL EP 


THE HERO WHEN FALLEN’S NO LONGER 


A FOE. 
(E. Knight.) 
THE hero when fallen’s no longer a foe ; 


The hand that defied is unnerved in the fight ; 
And noble the heart that could sympathy show, 
For the vanquished despair of the chivalrous 


knight. 
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Our island at arms is the lion at bay ; 


Then who shall cry on, his strong hold to sever ; 


The hero that dares may fall in the fray, 
But his fall is a glory recorded for ever. 


PHILIP PLP 


LITTLE WINNEY WILKINS. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


7TwAs Monmouth fair, the sun-shone bright, 


The bells did merry jingle, 

And every lass, on tiptoe light, 
’Mong bonny lads did mingle. 
When I by mammy’s careful side, 
First saw my Jemmy Jenkins, 
Who, when my blushes he espied, 

Cried, look at Winney Wilkins, 
Blushing Winney, 
Blue eyed Winney, 
Little Winney Wilkins. 
Oh! look at Winney Wilkins. 


My mother caught his roguish eye, 
And urged my steps to hurry ; 
I could not pass the stripling by, 
My heart beat in a flurry. 
Now prithee haste, my mother cried, 
Ne’er heed his winks or blinkings, 
While Jemmy whispered by my side, 
I love thee, Winney Wilkins. 
Blue eyed Winney, 
Fair faced Winney, 
Little Winney Wilkins. 
Oh! look at Winney Wilkins. 


I see the maid, quoth David Price, 
What means this rout and pother ? 
Though Winney is a lass so nice, 
I well could love her mother. 

My mammy bridled up her neck, 
Her eyes sent downcast winkings, 
She vowed no more my love to check 

For saucy Jemmy Jenkins. 
Elder Winney, 
Young sweet Winney, 


Loved by Price and Jenkins 


Oh! happy, happy Winney Wilkins. 


PL IP PPP? 


MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 


(Neele.) . 


THE worm that crawls about our way, 
And dies beneath our feet, 

Is happy in its little way, 
And finds existence sweet. 


The brutes which perish, too, enjoy 
A short but happy reign, 

Delight unmingled with alloy, 
And pleasure free from pain. 


The winged tenants of the air, 
On pleasure’s pinions borne, 

Live thoughtless and devoid of care, 
But man was made to mourn. 


His infancy is weak and vain, 
His youth the passions rend, 
His prime of life is care and pain, 
And death, cold death his end. 


The empty blast of noisy air, 
Which sweeps the valleys o’er, 
Rages and swells a moment there, 

And then is heard no more. 


Such is the life of man—a blast, 
Unmeaning and forlorn, 


Which but proclaims this truth at last, 


That man was made to mourn. 


PPILLILIP 





THE SAILOR’S LULLABY. 


(Cobb.) 


PEACEFUL slumb’ring on the ocean, 
Seamen fear no danger nigh, 
The winds and waves, in gentle motion, 
Soothe them with their lullaby— 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 
Soothes them with their lullaby. 


Is the wind tempestuous blowing, 
Still no danger they descry ; 
The guileless heart, its boon bestowing, 
Soothes them with its lullaby— 
Lullaby, &c. 


PREP IPP LE 


MAY LOVE O’ER OUR UNION EXPAND 
HIS PURE RAY. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


THE prince and the noble, I envy them not ; 
Nor merchant nor miser, the gold they have got ; 
Contentment I covet ; for that I despise 

All fancy-drawn visions that dazzle the eyes. 


Let some boast the nectar of Bacchus’s bowl, 
And swear that good liquor enlivens the soul ; 
I ask not to quaff these libations divine, 

Since madness, not pleasure, arises from wine. 


Let the libertine boast of his unrestrained joys, 
T’ll tell him that frequency pleasure destroys ; 
That to love only one, is the conduct I chose, 
And [ find that each virtue concentrates in Rose. 


May our constancy baffile the taunts of the gay ; 

May Love o’er our union expand his pure ray! 

In the current of life may no tempest be known, 

But Love, fervent Love, claim each day for his 
own. 


GRIP PIO 


WHILE I LIVE I’LL CROW. 
(Miss Scott.) 


MY name’s Dick Dash, a high-up blade, 
And through the town I bend it ; 

Old dad that’s dead, a fortune made, 
And ’tis my plan to spend it. 


SPOKEN.] There was me and Tom Twist set 
out together, neck and neck ; we touched the coal, 
and burnt to make a blaze in the world. Tom 
started in a two-story highflyer, four odd spankers, 
and yellow millinery, but that was all down in the 
mouth to my break-neck and brass. 

My brass was all the go, 
Let graybeards blink, 
I’ve got the chink,—and while it lasts I’ll crow. 


I’m up to each Newmarket hum, 
As neat as man can wish it ; 
A pigeon-match is tip-top fun, 
I seldom fail to dish it. 


SPOKEN.] To be sure, we do get run down and 
blown up, too, now and then. Be’st killing 
pigeons for Lunnun market, measter Poulterer? 
Says a country Tyke, the other day. No, my 
buck, I’m bringing them down for amusement. 
You had better amuse yourself with bringing down 
the foes of Old England, says a second. ’Tis a 
pity he’s not obliged to eat all he kills, says a 
third. Where’s your conscience? says an Irish 
lad. Where’s your humanity? screams an old 
woman, Humanity, ma’am, said I; humanity 
has nothing to do with modern sports; never met 
with it in the calendar; had her there, 

No such word we know, 
But let them quiz, 
My motto is,—That while I live Il] crow. 
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Now right and left is quite the gig, 

And milling’s all the passion ; 
To emulate the Black and Cribb, 

Of course becomes high fashion. 


SPOKEN.] Just arrived from the last famous 
set-to—Dark Dick and Big Beelzebub ; bets seven 
to four on Beelzebub : the first round or two payed 
away like sledge-hammers; Beelzebub showed 
claret first, and lost wind; set-to again, Dark Dick 
rallied, and overset Big Beelzebub by a sharp 
right-handed facer, that nearly closed his twink- 
lers ; Beelzebub bounced up like champagne, and 
after boring Dark Dick round the ring, put in a 
finishing stroke to his opponent’s mazzard, unship- 
ped his grinders, and disabled his jaw; oh! ’twas 
glorious ; *tis ten chances to one if Dark Dick don’t 
die, and I would not bet the long odds that Beel- 
zebub ever recovers: that’s your sort, at it, my 
lads. 

Since right and left’s the go, 
Why let them quiz, 
Our motto is,—that while we live we’ll crow. 


OL OPE? LF 


UNTHINKING, IDLE, WILD, AND YOUNG. 
(The late Princess Amelia.) 


UNTHINKING, idle, wild, and young, 

I laughed, and talked, and danced, and sung ; 
And proud of health,—of freedom vain, 
Dreamt not of sorrow, care, or pain; 
Concluding, in these hours of glee, 

That all the world was made for me. 


But when the days of trial came, 

When sickness shook this trembling frame ; 
When folly’s gay pursuits were o’er, 

And I could dance and sing no more ; 

It then occurred,—how sad *twould be, 
Were this world only made for me. 


Se a i ed 


THE SOLDIER’S ALPHABET. 
Air—* Derry Down.” 


A STANDS for Attention, the first word he knows, 
And B stands for Bullet to tickle his foes ; 
C stands for a Charge, which the enemies all 
dread, 
And D stands for Discharge, which soon lays them 
all dead. 
Derry down, &c. 


Next E begins Ease, at which sometimes he stands ; 

And F bids to Fight when our enemy lands, 

G stands for General, Grapeshot, and Gun, 

Which together combined must sure make him run. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then H begins Honour, to soldiers full dear, 

And J stands for Justice, which next they revere ; 

But K bids them die for their country and King, 

Ye powers that watch o’er him, oh‘ aid us to sing 
Derry down, &c, 


L stands for Love, which the soldier oft feels ; 

And M first for Mercy to the conqueror reveals ; 

While N for a Nation of Englishmen free, 

And O for an Out-post,—but ours is the sea. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then P stands for Picket and for Pioneer ; 
And Q shows our enemies Quaking with fear ; 
‘Next R stands for Regiment and Roll of the drums, 
And § for Salute when the genera] comes. 

Derry down, &c. 


So T both for Touch-hole and Trigger doth stand, 
And V for the brave Volunteers of this land ; 
Then W whispers that War does now cease, 
And X, Y, and Z all rejoice at the peace. 

Derry down, &c. 
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TIMELY PROTECTION, 
OR, THE LOVER’S ARRIVAL. 
(T. Jones.) 


HARK! hark! hark! 
Some plaintive voice assails my ear, 
And speaks some weary traveller near ; 
Perhaps, like me, with fears impressed. 
The daring band 
Is just at hand, 
That these dark woods infest : 
With faltering step I pace the plain, 
And catch the plaintive sound again ; 
While echo’s shell 
Repeats the swell, 
And they advance amain. 
The foe in sight 
Inspires affright ; 
I trembling sigh,—— 
I sink—I die; 
Save, save me! echoes round the plain. 
See! see! see! 

My Henry’s form at length appears, 
Dispels each doubt, allays alarms ; 
His voice it was that reached my ears , 
The ruffian’s cry 

I now defy, 
And find protection in his arms. 


PPOP PEEL 


PRINCESS HELEN WAS BORN OF AN 
EGG. 


PRINCESS HELEN was born of an egg, 
And scarcely ten years had gone by, 
When Theseus, beginning to beg, 
Decoyed the young chicken to fly: 
‘When Tyndarus heard the disaster, 
He crackled and thundered like AStna,— 
So ont galloped Pollux and Castor, 
And caught her a furlong from Gretna, 
Singing, rattledum Greek Romanorum, 
And hey classicality row, 
Singing, birchery floggery bore ’um, 
And fol de rol whack rowdy dow! 


The newspapers puffed her each day, 
Till the princes of Greece came to woo her ;— 
Then, coaxing the rest to give way, 
She took Menelaus unto her. 
So said they, ‘‘ though we grieve to resign, 
Yet, if ever you’re put to a shift, 
Let your majesties drop us a line, 
And we’ll all of us lend you a lift, 
With our rattledum Greek,” &c. 


Menelaus was happy to win her ;— 
But she found a cnre for this passion, 
By hobbing or nobbing at dinner 
With Paris, a Trojan of fashion. 
This chap was a stylish young dog, 
The most jessamy fellow in life; 
For he drank Menelaus’s grog ,— 
And then, d—mme, made off with his wife. 
Singing, rattledum Greek, &c. 


The princes were sent for, who swore 
They would punish this finicking boy ; - 
So Achilles, and two or three more, 
Undertook the destruction of Troy. 
But Achilles grew quite ungenteel, 
And prevented their stirring a peg, 
Till Paris let fly at his heel,— 
And he found himself laid by the leg, 
With his rattledum Greek, &c. 


The Grecians demolished the city, 
And then,—(as the poets have told, )— 
Dame Helen might still be called pretty, 
Though very near sixty years old. 


ee 
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Menelaus, when madam was found, 
Took her snugly away in his chaise,— 
So Troy being burnt to the ground, 
Why the story goes off with a blaze, 
And a rattledum Greek Romanorum, 
A hey classicality row, 
With a birchery floggery bore ’um, 
And fol de rol whack rowdy dow! 


PPLE LIL 


WHAT’S MORE PLEASING TO THE EYE, 
( Parry.) 


WHAT’s more pleasing to the eye 
Than a clear unclouded sky? 
What’s more grateful to the ear 
Than the voice that speaks to cheer? 


If by fate we’re doomed to roam, 

What’s more sweet than thoughts of home? 
If distress the bosom rend, 

What’s more welcome than a friend? 


Sweet’s the lovely modest rose, 
Which ’mid thorns and briers blows ; 
But more sweet the youth that proves 
Faithful to the heart that loves. 


GPP L IIL SF 


SO SHE SENT HIM AWAY, WHILE SHE 
LAUGHED HA! HA! 


SMART Doll of the green, who loved mirth as her 
life, 5 

By many a swain was requested to wife ; 

- Her figure was graceful, and comely her face, 

Yet in her affections no man had ta’en place. 

The ’squire of the vill took it into his head, 

That he by great proffers could win her to bed; 

But all his fine artifice Dolly through saw, 

And balked the poor ’squire with a hearty ha! ha! 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart, 

Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart ; 

With awkward address he made a strange fuss, 

Turned his hat o’er his thumb, and begged for a 
buss. 

The lout fetched a sigh, and cried ’deed, Doll, ’tis 
true 

Ise love thee most woundly, i’faith, girl, Ido; 

But she slapped his fool’s chops, and bid him 
withdraw ; 

So sent him away, while she lond laughed ha! ha! 


The next was a fellow so fine and so spruce, 

Who caper’d and sung, *mong the girls played the 
deuce, 

And poor Dolly thonght for to serve as the rest, 

But she was too sharp, and of him made a jest. 

Quoth Doll, I’ll ne’er wed till I meet with a man, 

Much less let a fop my affections trepan ; 

And said such a thing she before never saw, 

But See he’d excuse it, and laughed out ha! 

a! 


With the ladies I know ’tis a primitive rule, 

Much better be plagued with a knave than a fool ; 

And others again this opinion impart, 

Their eyes they will please if they torture their 
heart. 

From these I dissent, but approve of the plan 

That Dolly laid down, till you meet with your 
man ; 

Then your hands and your hearts may unite with- 
out law, 

And your conjugal state he one scene of ha! ha! 


SII OIL IS 


MR. O’DIG AND MRS. O’SWIG4 
OR, THE UNFORTUNATE BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM. 
( Bryant.) 

OH! a widow there was, and she lived in Athy, 
She had but one arm, one leg, and one eye, 
And under her bonnet she peeped, as they say, 
At a neighbour next door, who lived over the way, 

And his name it was Larry O’Dig, sirs; 

And he wore a great cauliflower wig, sirs ; 

And he was a fat justice so big, sirs ; 
So for him the sweet widow did pray. 


Now the widow was called a good soul in her sta- 
tion, 
And Mrs. O’Swig was her de-no-mi-na-tion ; 
So she told this O’Dig, if he’d marry herself, 
She’d give him her body, her limbs, and her pelf ; 
So he sighed to this soul of perfection, 
Who trembled for fear of rejection, 
And says he, faith, I have no objection ; 
So to marry they hastened away. 


Then they went to be married with hearts light and 

merry, 

So they got in the boat, and were crossing the 

ferry, 

When she pulled off her leg, and kicked up a great 

slaughter, : 

For she hit poor O’Dig, who fell into the water; 
When the ferryman took her to church, sirs, 
And O’Dig he was left in the lurch, sirs, 

For he stuck among gudgeons and perch, sirs, 

While the widow laughed loudly, they say. 


So if ever you go to this place ’twill be found, 
That Mr. O’Dig was most certainly drowned ; 
And the bold ferryman who created the strife 
Was hanged for seducing another man’s wife. 

And Mrs. O’Swig will amaze ye, 

And she roars and she never is easy, 

For she’s mad—so of course she is crazy, 
And she’s out of her mind, people say. 


OFF IL ESF 


AH, TELL ME NO MORE, MY DEAR GIRL, 
WITH A SIGH. 


Wolcot. ) 


AH, tell me no more, my dear girl, witha sigh, 
That a coldness will creep o’er my heart, 

That a sullen indifference will dwell on my eye 
When thy beauty begins to depart. 

Shall thy graces, O Cynthia! then gladden my 


day, 
And brighten the gloom of my night, 
Till life be extinguished, and fond memory stray, 
Which it ought to review with delight ? 


Upbraiding, shall gratitude say with a tear, 
That no longer I think of those charms, 

Which gave to my bosom such rapture sincere, 
And faded at length in my arms? 

Why yes! it may happen, thou damsel divine, 
To be honest—I freely declare, 

That e’en now to thy converse so much I incline, 
I’ve already forgot thou art fair. 


POL POLE? 


THE HAPPY FRIAR. 


PLu give thee, good fellow, a twelvemonth or 


twain 
To search Europe through, from Byzantium to 
Spain, ‘ 
But ne’er shall you find, should you search till you 
tire “ 
So happy a man as the barefooted friar. 
He’s expected at noon, and no wight till he comes 


May profane the great chair, or the porridge of 
plums ; ' 


- 
t6 


For the best of the cheer, and the seat by the 
fire, 
Ys the undenied right of the barefooted friar. 


He’s expected at night, and the pasty’s made hot, 

They broach the brown ale, and they fill the black 
pot, 

For he roams where he lists, and he stops when 
he tires, } 

For every man’s house is the barefooted friar’s. 


OL OPPEEP 


PRUDENCE PRICE. 


(Herbert. ) 


LovE is a fickle little thing, 
He makes us blind when we go wooing, 
He’s always sly upon the wing, 
Binding first and then undoing ; 
And thus the urchin did entice 
My heart to call on Prudence Price. 


He showed the way and I did call, 
Says I, sly Love, you’re not awake ; 
The maid was mild, and that is all, 
For no impression could she make. 
The urchin still, though, would entice 
My heart to call on Prudence Price. 


At last I thought as up she grew, 
That Prudence looked more fresh and fair, 
Each day I saw a something new, 
And every day I did call there. 
The urchin nuw would more entice 
My heart to call on Prudence Price. 


Young Winney Jones once stole my heart, 
'To Winney I inclined to wed, 
But Love soon bade her form depart, 
And gave me Prudence in her stead, 
The urchin soon did me entice 
To buy the ring for Prudence Price. 


POLI IPP EP 


WHENPF’ER I KISS THE SPARKLING 
GLASS. 


WHENE’ER I kiss the sparkling glass, 
For bliss in vain I try, 
With thee alone she dwells, sweet lass, 
And sparkles in thine eye. 
How then, presumptuous, can I dare 
_. The rosy stream to sip, 
Or hope to find such nectar there, 
As on Sophia’s lip ? 
But ah! such rapture is not mine, 
At distance must I gaze; 
I woo thee, soul-inspiring wine, 
To join Sophia’s praise ; 
No rival thou, thy aid I boast, 
Most welcome ever prove ; 
Transport accompanies the toast, 
The charming maid I love. 


GIGI LPLIF 


SWEET IS THE ROUNDELAY. 
(O’Meara.) 


SWEET is the roundelay 
Silence breaking, 
Echo waking, 
Chacing dull Care away, 
Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily, O! 
Fairies seem dancing 
On the mountain’s side, 
While moon-beams, glancing, 
Sparkle on the tide, 
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Young Love delights 

On such bright nights 
The youthful heart to cheer, 

In rosy bower, 

At moonlight hour, 
Love is here. 


Sweet is the roundelay, 
Gaily charming, 
Grief disarming, 
Chacing all gloom away, 
Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily, O! 
Feet gaily moving, 


Till the morning’s dawn 


Spangles the dew on the meadow, tree, and lawn, 
How sweet to see 
Blithe rural glee 
On mountain-brow or green. 


OPIGIPLOEP 


FRUITFUL EARTH DRINKS UP THE RAIN. 


A GLEE, 
(Cowley.) 


FRUITFUL earth drinks up the rain, 
Trees from earth drink that again ; 
The sea, too, drinks the air, 
The sun drinks the sea, 
And him the moon,— 
{s it a reason, then, do you think, 
That I should thirst when all else drink ? 


GPILIG PPE? 


FAR FROM HIS NATIVE MOUNTAINS. 


FAR from his native mountains torn, 
To swell the merchant’s store, 

The hapless negro stands forlorn, 
And views the dreaded shore, 

So youthful maidens, doomed to wed 
Where least their hearts desire, 

Behold, with mingled grief and dread, 
The fatal convent’s spire. 


The bird, on fearless rapid wing, 
Flies to the verdant grove, 
There, with his happy mate, to sing 
The joys of mutual love, 
So youthful maidens, doomed to wed ~ 
Where most their hearts desire, 
With light and airy paces tread, 
To view the convent’s spire. 


PLP OL POLS? 


DEAR NANCY, NANCY, JUST LIKE YOU. 


( Lovejoy.) 
WHENE’ER I take a mate for life, 
In common phrase, I mean a wife, 
She must be fair, and witty too, 
Dear Nancy, Nancy, just like you. 


Nor yet too pert, nor giddy vain, 
Nor ever in a sullen strain, 

For that, I’m sure, will never do; 
Dear Nancy, Nancy, what say you? 


But ever mild and kindly free, 
Just with my humour to agree, 
But who will e’er that mode pursue ; 
Dear Nancy, Nancy, what say you? 


Yet where shall I so sweet a prize 
Discover with these heedless eyes? 
Oh yes, I have her in my view, 
Dear Nancy, Nancy, it is you. 


PLIILII FE 
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See 
Weel done, quoth he; play up, quoth she; weel bobb’s, quoth Rob the Ranter, 
'Tis worth my while to play indeed, when I hae sic a dancer. 


ee 





MAGGIE LAUDER. 


WHA wadna be in love 
Wi’ bonnie Maggie Lauder ? 
A piper met her gaun to Fife, 
And speered what was’t thy ca’d her: 
Right scornfully she answered him, 
Begone, you hallanshaker ; 
Jog on your gate, you bladder-skate, 
My name is Maggie Lauder. 


Maggie, quoth he, and, by my bags, 
I'm fidging fain to see thee ; 

Sit down by me, my bonnie bird, 
In troth I winna steer thee: 

For I’m a piper to my trade, 
My name is Rob the Ranter, 

The lasses loup as they were daft, 
When I blaw up my chanter. 


Piper, quoth Meg, hae ye your bags? 
Or is your drone in order? 

If ye be Rob, I’ve heard of you,~ 
Live you upon the border? 

The lasses a’, baith far and near, 
Hae heard of Rob the Ranter; 

Yl shake my foot wi’ right good will, 
Gif ye’ll blaw up your chanter. 


Then to his bags he flew wi’ speed, 
About the drone he twisted ; 
Meg up and walloch’d o’er the green, 
For brawly could she frisk it. 
Weel done, quoth he; play up, quoth she; 
Weel bobb’d, quoth Rob the Ranter ; 
’Tis worth my while to play indeed, 
-When I hae sic a dancer. 


Weel hae you played your part, quoth Meg; 
Your cheeks are like the crimson ; 
There’s nane in Scotland plays sae weel, 
Since we lost Habby Simpson. 
W—VoOL. 1. 


I’ve lived in Fife, baith maid and wité, 
These ten years and a quarter ; 

Gin ye should come to Anster fair, 
Speer ye for Maggie Lander. 


VORP IPLPR 


A HEART THAT LOVES THEE DEARLY, 


LOVE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


NAY, dearest girl, forbear to fear, 

The future sl.all not wake a tear ; 
I'll woo thee still as dearly, love. 

O, that my wild harp could reveal 

The anxious doubts, the pangs I feel, “ 
For thee, still felt sincerely, love. 


May flatt’ring hope, youth’s sweetest guide, 
Still o’er those anxious doubts preside, 
Doubts torturing too severely, love; 
Gild each fond tear with rapture’s smile, 
And with some fairy spell beguile 
A heart that loves thee dearly, love. 


Vhen shall the dictates of that heart, 
To thine its timid love impart, 

Till it, too, burn sincerely, love ; 
For there is lodged within my breast 
A sigh that finds no place of rest, 

A heart that loves thee dearly, love. 


GILLIE L GS? 


CONFOUND ALL TALKING SPOUSES. 


( Dimond.) 


BAGDAT is the place for fun, 
Wo, ho, my camels ; < 
Four long streets there meet in one, 
Man has his trammels ; 
In corner one poor Hassan fagged, 
In corner two-a miller lagged, 


i’ 
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Whose noisy mill was never still, 

Its whirling cogs, like barking dogs, 
Went clack, clack, clack ; 

Till he, poor elf, beside himself, 

Cried, ina pet, O, Mahomet! 
Confound all corner houses, 
Confound all corner houses. 


At corner three, alas! alas! 
Wo, ho, my camels ; 
Dwelt a brazier banging brass, 
Man has his trammels ; 
An undertaker at the door 
Thumped coffin-plates at corner four, 
Till left and right from’morn till night, 
Before, behind, with every wind, 
Clack, clack, bang, bang, rat tat tat, 
And the poor elf, beside himself, 
Cried, in apet, O, Mahomet! 
Confound all corner honses, 
Confound all corner houses. 


Hassan, weary of his life, 
Wo, ho, my camels, 
Took unto himself a wife, 
Man has his trammels ; 
The miller and the brazier stop, 
The undertaker shuts up shop ; 
But when his mate begins to prate, 
She sets the train to work again, 
With her clack, bang, rat tat tat. 
Fill he, poor elf, beside himself, 
Cried, in a pet, O, Mahomet ! 
Confound all talking spouses, 
Confound all talking spouses. 


PIPIPP PO 


CROWN ME, BACCHUS, MIGHTY GOD. 
( Dibdin.) 


CROWN me, Bacchus, mighty god, 
The victory is thine ; 

Cupid’s bow yields to thy rod, 
And love submits to wine. 

Love, the dream of idle boys, 
That makes the sage an ass 5 

Love cannot vie with those sweet joys 
That crown the sparkling glass. 


To plunge in care, let lovers whine, 
Snch fools who will be may ; 

Good fellows glass in hand combine 
To drive pale care away ; 

With grief of heart, how many a boy 
Goes mad to please some lass: 

We, too, go mad, but ’tis with joy, 
Fired by the sparkling glass. 


How many dangle on a tree, 
Who buckle to love’s tether ; 

True to our honest purpose, we 
Hang too, but ’tis together. 

The lover numbers by his sighs 
The moments as they pass, 

We count them in a way more wise, 
By putting round the glass. 


See in his cage the lover sing, 
Wife, chi:aren, squall sonorous, 

We make the air and glasses ring, 
While singing freedom’s chorus ; 

No, never shall presumptuous love 
The joys of wine surpass, 

Worn out by bickerings, even Jove 
Seeks Bacchus and his glass. 


PIPL IFES? 


MY BIRD OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE 
WELL. 


(Planche. ) 


THE moon was in the azure sky, 

And the roses waved in the night-wind’s sign, 
When ’neath the gleaming Kiosk’s shade, 
Poor Azim met his fawn-eyed maid ; 

Hard were the words to say—we part— 

He pressed her to his bursting heart ; 
Faltering his last sad accents fell, 

My bird of beauty, fare thee well! ~ 


Poor maid, thou saw’st him borne away 

By his dancing bark through the dashing spray ; 
But vainly may thy bosom burn, 

To mark that fated bark’s return ; 

The waves thine Azim’s knell have rung, 

The winds thine Azim’s dirge have sung! 
These the last words that from him fell, 

My bird of beauty, fare thee well! 


OL POEL EF? 


THE JEW RAZOR-VENDER AND RALPH, 


Air—“* Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


IsE sing you a whimsical lay 

Bout a frolic that happ’d in our town, 
How a Jew did, our last market day, 

Take in a poor country clown. 
He’d razors in plenty to zell, 

Of their goodness he made great comments, 
And to make them go off glib and well, 

Cried a dozen, sirs, for eighteen pence. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Od dang it, cried Ralph, who stood by, 
This vellow the razors must steal, 
But, efackins, that’s nothing to I,— 
Then they’re made of the very best steel. 
So instant he lugged out his bag, 
In order to purchase the lot, 
Then set off ’mong his neighbours to brag 
What a woundy great bargain he’d got. 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


Impatient their metal to try, 
Ralph gallopped away to his room, 
Where, because he’d no other brush by, 
He lathered himself with a broom. 
Then a razor he took from the rest, 
But his beard being bristly and black, 
His tool it would not stand the test, © 
For the edge turned as blunt as the back. 
Rum ti iddity, &e, 
In a rage then he threw it aside, 
And grumbling took up another ; 
But when to his cheek ’twas applied, 
It proved just as bad as its brother. 
He stamped and he swore like one mad, 
And each razor he tried o’er and o’er, 
And muttered as how he was had, 
And dashed the whole lot on the fioor. 
Rum ti iddity, &c, 


This Moses, cried Ralph, is a cheat, 
But vor this he shall zartingly pay, 
As with him no doubt I shall meet 
When to market Ise carry our hay. 
As he zaid so it proved in the end, 
For no sooner the Jew met his sight, 
Than enraged he cried, harkee, my friend, 
To throttle thee would be but right. 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


The Jew stared like one in a maze, 
And cried out, Vat ish it you’re at? 
How durst you sell razors like these? 
Roared out Ralph, cheat, come answer me that, 
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At this Moses ’gan for to rave, 
How it wa’n’t using honest folks well, 
For the razors were not made to shave, 
?Pon my conscience, but only to sell. 
; * Rum ti iddity, &c. 


The mob, who the quarrel had heard, 
Agreed that the Jew was a cheat, 
And seizing old Smouch by the beard, 
Did him most unmerciful beat ; 
Then they rolled him in feathers and tar, 
And set up a herrible howl, 
When had you but seen un Ise swear, 
You’d a taken un for a wild fowl. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


_No sooner let loose than he run, 
® Udzooks, full as swift as the mail, 
While the butchers’ dogs joined in the vun, 
And followed as close at his tail. 
Now my tale Ise conclude wi’ a wish, 
That those who to cheat the poor try, sirs, 
May meet with reception like this, 
Especially monopolizers. 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


PPOFLLE LE 


THE VOICE OF LOVE. 
(D. L. Richardson. ) 


On! if there is a magic charm in this low valley 
drear 

To cheat the pilgrim’s weary way, the darkened 
soul to cheer, 

It is the soothing voice of love that echoes o’er the 
mind, 

Like music on a twilight lake, or bells upon the 
wind! 


Oh! dull would be the rugged road, and sad the : 


wanderer’s heart, 

Should that celestial harmony from life’s dark 
sphere depart! 

Oh! how for that far distant land would sigh the 
lonely breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 


GPP PEL PACE 


PAT CORNEY’S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. 


IN the land of shellelagh my father did dwell, 
A dealer in murphies—his shop I knew well ; 
His wife, twas my mother, my father and she 
Got my brother and sister, and then got me. 
Now I soon grew a boy, as I’ve often been told ; 
I found it was true that age made us old, 

So I resolved for to marry the first girl I’d see, 
That’s if I did like her and she would have me. 


Now it’s show me that city where girls are so 
pretty, 
Because I’m in want of a wife you must know, 
If she is but willing, I swear I’l be killing, 
And make her my wife whether she will or 
no. 


Now it chanced as one day I looked out for a wife, 

I ’spied a dear creature, the joy of my life ; 

There she stood all alone, like a statue so pale, 

Crying oysters, and cockles, and muscles, for 
sale. 

Oh! sik looked so bewitching I thought I should 

rop, 

When oysters, I cried, and herself she did stop. 

Is it oysters you want? they are three for a penny. 

Says I, my dear joy, that’s two oysters too many. 


With that little figure, I want you no bigger, 
For tall is the girl that’s the woman for me : 
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So let us be bedded, and then we’ll be wedded, 
Sure then you the wife of Pat Corney will be. 


Now she asked me to buy with a voice like a dove, 

Says I, my dearjoy, ’tis yourself I want, love! 

Is it me that you want? Oh! for shame, you sly 
elf, 

I was once just like you till I married myself. 

Then she bid me to fish where the fish they would 
bite, 


| Then turned on her heel and was soon out of sight. 


So I left my own land, and to London did tramp 
it, 
Where I got a master and now I’m his valet. 
Oh! bother the ladies that love not the paddies, 
For they have the will and the knack for to 
please, 
If ever I double, to save further trouble, 
Pll have a virgin widow to keep me at ease. 


OLGPOPIIP LR? 


i SHALL SEE MY POLL AGAIN. 
(Rev. Thomas Browne. ) 


Tost through the dark and dreary night, 
Amidst the wildness of the storm, 
When not a star displays its light, 
Or floating cloud reveals its form ; 
Spite of the fears that rend my heart, 
Exciting oft a boding sigh ; 
Spite of the trickling tears that start 
In silence from my eager eye, 
A secret hope still soothes my pain, 
That I shall see my Poll again. 


Though Death, with all his grimly train, 
Seems hov’ring o’er the creaking mast ; 

Though swept along the dashing main, 
He can’t resist the savage blast ; 

Our shattered bark can scarcely steer, 
She fast admits the briny wave ; 

The heart-felt dread of fate so near 
Distracts the weak—alarms the brave ' 

A secret hope yet soothes my pain,— 
That I shall meet my Poll again. 


GPL PILIO 


ALONE, BY THE LIGHT OF THE 
MOON. 


THE day is departed, and round from the cloud, 
The moon in her beauty appears ; 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The music of love in our ears. 
Maria, appear! now the season so sweet, 
With the beat of the heart is in tune ; 
The time is so tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone, by the light of the moon. 


I cannot, when present, unfold what I feel ; 
I sigh,—can a lover do more ? 


| Her name to the shepherds I never reveal, 


Yet I think of her all the day o’er. 


| Maria, my love! do you long for the grove, 


Do you sigh for an interview soon ; 
Does e’er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone, by the light of the moon? 


Your name from the shepherds whenever I hear, 
My bosom is all in a glow; 
Your voice, when it vibrates so sweet through mine 


ear, 
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow. 

Ye powers of the sky! will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond love1 his boon ? ~ 
Shall heart spring to heart, and Maria be mine 

Alone, by the light of the moon? 


PLILL LEP 
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THE NIGHT-COACH. 
Air— Dear Creatures,” &c. 


COME, lads, the night-coach is ready, 
So let us make haste, and begin we to jog, 
You, Jack, hold the leaders more steady, 
Whilst I light the lantern, in case of a fog; 
Call the passengers out, Mrs. Popps and her 
daughter, 
The lusty old gentleman, in a brown coat, 
And, likewise, just bring me some brandy-and-wa- 
ter; 
To dislodge the tough cold that is fixed in my 
throat. 


SPOKEN.] Come, ma’am, we are all ready to 
start. Jack, mind that horse; don’t you see he’s 
got his leg in that lady’s bonnet-box? Never mind, 
ma’am, he’s a gentle creature, and would not hurt 
nothing, especially alady. Hallo! now, what are 
you arter? Why, I’m arter my time. Come, 
ma’am, wo’n’t you get in? I should feel particu- 
larly obliged, Mr. Coachman, by your assistance. 
Certainly, ma’am. Now, are you ready?—hold 
fast, ma’am, there you are, pitched in toa nicety. 
—I warrant to throw in all my lady-passengers 
with sugar-loaf precision. _Sugar-loaf precision ! 
there’s a sweet compliment for the ladies. My 
eyes! what a fat’un, a’n’t she? Yes; whatlegs! 
bushel legs in a peck shoe, full measure. Now, 
Mr. Frost, are you ready? Why, ye-e-e-s, I’m 
quite ready, but I’m so so so terribly cold. Sorry 
for that, sir, hay’n’t you got a great coat? No, I 
have not got a great coat, Hav’n’t you got any 
gloves, sir? N-o-o no gloves—ye-e-es, I have one 
glove. Hav’n’t you got a handkerchief, sir? Y-e-es, 
I have a handkerchief. Hadn’t you better tie it 
round your neck? | Y-e-es ; but suppose I want to 
blow my nose? Oh! Mr. Coachman, I wish you 
would step up to Betty Chambermaid, and ask her 
for my dear husband’s picture, I wouldn’t lose it 
for the world ; I always have my husband hanging 
about my neck, and make a rule to have him on 
my bosom all night. Why, I declare if you stand 
here much longer, Mr. Coachman, your horses 
will be like Captain Parry’s ships. How’s that? 
Why, frozen to the pole. Willthey? why, then, 
here goes.— 


Smack flies the whip, the horses are trying 
To distance an arrow, or outfly the wind, 
Still, still, they are snorting and flying, 
As they leave the coach-office, in dust, 
far behind. 
Sleep fain would silence the prattle 
Of mothers and daughters now stowed safe in- 
side, 
But bumps on the road keep the tattle 
Alive, and full going the whole of the ride. 
Now flies a joke, and now wake peals of jesting, 
And now are some quizzing, whilst others sit 
still 
Some join in the fun, whilst others protesting — 
That some people’s manners were wondrous ill. 


SPOKEN.] Well, for my part, I wish you would 
be quiet with your singing, sir; a stage-coach isn’t 
a place for demi-semi-quavers. I wish I hada 

lass of brandy-and-water. Brandy-and-water! 
Sings] Friend of my soul, this goblet sip. Well, I 
wish I could go to sleep, I could slumber. [Sings] 
Slumber, my darling. Really, sir, you are very 
disagreeable ; I certainly wish you would mount 
the coach-box, Yes, or suppose it was all dickey 
with him. Excuse me, sir, but as I am a lady of 
weak health, any irregularity in my repose might 
he prejudicial to my health ; therefore, would it be 
at all troublesome to beg the loan of your shoulder 
for a pillow? You may do as you like, ma’am,; 
but when I trave, in a night-coach I always carry 
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apin between my fingers. What a savage! A 
savage! | Sings] Where nought but savage monsters 
roar, where nought but brutes do dwell. Mamma, 
how long will it be before we get home? I wish I 
was there. [Sings] “Home! home! sweet, sweet 
home. Why, we are nearly there, my dear; we 
hav’n’t above a mile to go. [Sings] Within a mile 
of Edinborough town. Will you be quiet, sir? you 
will wake even the mile-stone. [Sings] Peruvians, 
awake to glory. Sir, I should not like to hit you a 
blow. [Sings] Blow, blow, thou winter’s wind. I 
think it very unkind—T[sings] Thou art not so unkind. 
Hollo! hah! [Sings] Hollo! hark, hollo! hark! If 
there were not ladies in the coach, you should pay 
for this dearly. [Sings] Dearly, dearly, whilst 
truth and honest love are thine. Well, thank hea- 
ven, we are at our journey’s end. [Sings] Our 
journey’s happy ended. Now, sir, Vl certainly 
knock you down. [Sings] Down, down, down 
derry down. ‘'There’s no fighting amongst the pas- 
sengers. Stop, coachman, will you take this let- 
ter to the Nine-Elms? Have you brought a shil- 
ling with it? No. Then I can’t take it: it’s con- 
trary to act of parliament to carry letters. 


The journey is finished, relations are meeting, 
Rejoiced to escape the fatigues of the coach ; 

Hands, arms, and lips now are greeting, 
Farewell all our troubles, for comforts approach. 


PPLPOPIF 


HE LOVES BEST WHO DRINKS 
ME. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


HALF o’ercome with ruby wine, 

I wove a garland of the vine, 

And on my front the verdure bound : 
With Bacchus’ emblem being crowned, 
Enraptured Venus’s dimpled boy 
Quaffed off the bright nectarean joy, 
And mingled with his rose-twined brow 
The crooked Bacchanalian bough ; 
Since which they both so well agree, 
He loves best who drinks like me. 


LIKE 


PROP L IPP 


VARIETY. 
(Luffman. ) 


VARIETY, thou nymph so fair, 
My wish, my joy, my only care, 
With thce there’s no satiety ! 
And nought like thee can charm through life 
The maid, the widow, or the wife, 
Oh! pleasing, sweet, Variety! 


Sometimes I visit Afric’s sands, 

And sometimes Norway’s frozen lands, 
Well pleased with thee, Society ! 

And I could range the world all o’er, 

With thee, dear maid, whom I adore, 
Oh! pleasing, sweet Variety! 


F’en Nature, too, my plan approves, 

Who formed the Seasons and the Loves 
By rules of strict propriety; __ 

The Spring, the Summer, dressed in green, 

The Autumn brown, the Winter keen, 
Oh! pleasing, sweet, Variety! 


Sometimes my bottle and my glass ; 

Sometimes my pretty fav’rite lass 5 
Sometimes, adieu, Sobriety, _ 

Sometimes in joy, sometimes in strife ; 

In short, I wish to know through life 
The pleasures of Variety‘ 
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Sometimes I’m pensive through the day, | 
Someiimes I laugh my hours away ; 
Sometimes | loathe society ; 
Sometimes I’m free, sometimes a slave ; 
Nor should I even dread the grave, 
But that there’s no Variety ! 


GIP L IPE 


THE FETTERLESS HEART. 


(W. L. Rede.) 
WHEN the fetterless heart roams in freedom, though 


bright 

Are the hopes which shed o’er it their halcyon 
light, : 

They pass ; but where Love its bright signet has 
set, ‘ 


*Tis a glow of heart’s sunshine we never forget. 

Then sorrows may come, Woe’s dire ocean may 
roll, 

One thought still exists, though alone, in the soul ; 

As the deluge which laid the wild mountain-rock 
bare, 

Still left the sweet olive in peacefulness there. 


Eyes may tell the fond tale, but the lip best im- 
parts 7 

. The feeling of transport that glows in our hearts ; 

But lips, like the grape, it must still be con- 

_ fessed, 

Though beauteous alone, are the sweeter when 
pressed. 

Oh! the breast’s heaving rapture eclipses the eye 

When the language of rapture breaks forth in a 
sigh ; 

Like re image of Memnon, the fond bosom 
glows, 

Which burst forth in music when morning arose. 


Love wakes with the kiss, and expires with the 
sigh, 

As morn wakes with gleams, and with evening- 
winds die ; 

Another morn rises as bright to our view, 

But no other love wakes the bosom anew ! 

There lives the regret Time can never efface, 

Which, shadowing, adds to each beauty its grace ; 

In the heart, like proud domes, that have yielded to 
Time, 

You may trace, ’mid the ruins, what once was sub- 
lime. 


OILPIECIF 


POVERTY’S PLEASURES. 


Air— Captain Wyke.”’—( Hudson. ) 


O, oh! what a pleasure it is to be poor, 
Your purse free from cash and your heart from 
care ; 
For all nonsensical pride ’tis a cure, 
And of that we all have a share. 
It really is funny to be without money, 
And feel fell misfortune still aiming her blows 


at us; 
And then, by-the-by, too, each friend we espy, 
too, 
So genteelly passing and cocking his nose at us. 
The man whose money is gone and spent, 
Can never be followed for riches, O; 
And ’tis better by far to sit down in content, 
Than in a bran span new pair of buckskin 
breeches, O. 


With cash in your pocket your friends flock around, 
Buz, buzzing, like flies on a hot summer’s day ; 
All full of professions of fine empty sound, 
And a shower soon drives them away. 
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For sorrow and trouble prove friendship a bubble, 
And he does the least whose professions we 
mind most, 
And poverty’s damper soon makes ’em.all scamper, 
Away helter skelter—Old Nick take the hind- 
most. é 
The man whose money is gone and spent, 
Can never be courted for riches, O! 
And ’tis better by far to sit down in content, - 
Than in a bran span new pair of buckskin 
breeches, O. 


The miser so greedy may hoard up his gold, 
And every day may add to the store ; 

And when he has o’er it a hundred times told, 
He may tell it a hundred times more. 

But with all this clatter, what is he the fatter ? 
Divested of all life’s enjoyments we find him ; 
Though scraping and getting he’s crying and fret- 

ting, 
To think when he dies he must leave it behind 
him. 
But the man whose money is gone and spent, 
Can’t fret about leaving his riches, O! 
And ’tis better by far to sit down in content, 
Than in a bran span new pair of buckskin 
breeches, O. 


Whilst money you boast of, the doctors will try 
To physic you out of the comforts of health ; 
And lawyers designing, with argument sly, 
Will drain you of all your wealth. 


Whilst all your relations are clean out of patience 
At waiting so long for your goods and your chat- 
tels ; 
And while they are nursing are swearing and curs- 
ing, 
And wishing your throat had got Mr. Death’s 
rattles. 


But the man whose money is gone and spent, 
Can never be nursed for his riches, O! 
And ’tis better by far to sit down in content, 
Than in a bran span new pair of buckskin 
breeches, O. 


With poverty’s state then what can compare, 
To make a man healthy in body and mind? 
If he has but a crast he knows nothing of care, 
And sorrow is far behind. 
What lawyer or proctor, physician or doctor, ° 
Will go near a man if he knows he’s no getter ; 
The lawyers are evils, the doctors are devils, 
And the less a man has to do with them the 
better. Mage 
But the man whose money is gone and spent, 
Can never be humbugged for riches, O! 
And ’tis better by far to sit down in content, 
Than in a bran span new coat, hat, waistcoat, 
and breeches, O. 


PPFPIOG LIP SL 


WEIGH ANCHOR, BEAR OFF TO THE 
HARBOUR ABOVE. 


WEIGH anchor, bear off to the harbour above, 
Where dwells the chief captain of Mercy and 
Love ; 
The bark must be Wisdom, the freight firm Betief, 
Let Virtue be sure stand the mast that is chief. 
Drink about then with glee, 
And let this our toast be, 
May we ever live happy, united, and free. 


Let your cargo spread Charity where it is need, 
Of your mess let the poor and the indigent feed, 
From Envy and Malice your cabin keep clear, 
Let Temperance stand at the rudder and steer. 
Drink about then, &c. 


Kick Scandal o’erboard, sink it low in the deep, 
Defrauding and Cheating your ballast ne’er keep, 
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And when I, at last, must throw off his frail ca- 
vering, 
Which I’ve worn for threescore years and ten ; 
On the brink of the grave I’ll not seek to keep 
hovering, 
Nor my thread wish to spin o’er again ; 
But my face in the glass I’ll serenely survey, 
And, with smiles, count each wrinkle and furrow ; 
As this old worn out stuff, which is threadbare to-. 
day, 
May become everlasting to-morrow. 


Sail off from the rocks of Vain-glory and Strife, 
Lest on them you founder, and split in a trice. 
Drink about then, &c. 


Let Justice and Truth on the forecastle stand, 

Religion will dictate the word of command ; 

When breezes of Pleasure your mind much en- 
gross, 

Drop sail or tack round, that you may not have 
loss. 









Drink about then, &c. 


Fly Industry’s oars for health, fortune, and fame, 

On the keel of your heart implant a good name ; 

‘fo Honesty’s compass be always full bent, - 

Then you'll ride to the coast of perpetual content. 
Drink about then, &c. 


GLP LLIPOR 


BECKY BURTON AND DOCTOR 
DIDDLE’EM. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

BECKY BURTON was a sempstress bold ; 
She said she’d have her fortune told ; 
For, being neither young nor old, 

She thought enough she’d tarried. 
Doctor Diddle’em wore a beard, 
And folks by telling fortanes queered, 

And to him simple Becky steered, 
To know when she’d be married ? 


SPOKEN.] For she was quite tired of being au 
old maid, and often used to cry, 
With a “ heigho for a husband!’ pretty maids, 
Fal, lal, lal de ra, 
O, mind your P’s and Q’s! 
He took her money, and then took snuff, 
And told her such a deal of stuff, 
Of zodywack and signs, as tough 
_A tale as he could bring, sir. 
Says he, ¢ you sha’n’t an old maid die, 
For here you’ve twins by Gemini.’ 
‘ By Jem and you,” says she, ‘O, fie! 
T ha’n’t had no such thing, sir.” 
SPOKEN.] Nor, sir, I hav’n’t got a child yet ; 
and you ought to be ashamed of yourself, you 
wicked man you, to take a young person’s charac- 


PPO PIPL F 


VM VERY WELL INDEED WITHOUT A 
WIFE, I KNOW. 


Air—¢ Pretty Peggy of Derby.”—( Amold.) 


SINGLE poets, at their ease, 
May persuade us, if they please, 
There’s no blessing like the joys of married life 
below ; 
But for me, I freely own, 
I’m for letting well alone, 
And I’m very well indeed without a wife, I know. 


My nephew ’Il vow and swear 
That your daughter’s good and fair ; 
May be so, but she’s a woman, and an evil, too: 
Tis very plain to me, 
That an angel she may be 5 
Put ’tis plainer still your wife’s a very devil, oh! 


Then take a fool’s advice, 
And don’t be over nice, 
But when your wife for scolding finds pretences, oh! | 
Take the handle of a broom, 
Not much thicker than your thumb, 


And thwack her till you bring her to her senses, oh! | ter away. 
: Nias iefe With a ‘ heigho for a husband!’ &c. 
! Says he, ‘ you quite mistake,—they’re signs 
TO-MORROW. You'll wed‘a squire.’—No more’ she pines, 
(Collins.) Waits for the squire, all else declines, 


And dies a spinster bonny. 
So, girls, who would your fortunes see, 
By conjurors ne’er cheated be, 
But tell them in a cup of tea 
Yourselves, and save your money. 


In the downhill of life, when I find ’m declining, 
May my fate no less fortunate be, 

Than a snug elbow chair will afford for reclining, 
And a cot that o’erlooks the wide sea’; 

With an ambling pad pony to pace o’er the lawn, 
While I carol away idle sorrow ; 

And, blithe as the lark, that each day hails the 

dawn, 

Look forward with hope for to-morrow. 


With a porch at my door, both for shelter and 
shade, too, 
As the sunshine or rain may prevail ; 
And a small spot of ground for the use of the 
spade, too; 
With a barn for the use of my flail : 
A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game, 
And a purse, when a friend wants to borrow: 
Ill envy no nabob his riches or fame, 
Or what honours may ’wait him to-morrow. 


From the bleak northern blast, may my cot be 
completely 
Secured by a neighbouring hill ; 
And at night may repose steal upon me more 
sweetly, 
By the sound of a murmuring rill : 

And while peace and plenty I find at my board, 
With a heart free from sickness and sorrow ; 
With my friends let me share what to-day may 

afford, 
And lect them spread the table to-morrow. 


SPOKEN.] (Producing a tea-cup and looking in 
it.) Well, I declare—yes! there’s a coach and 
six in one corner, and a sweet young man. No; 
it’s only myself making all the girls laugh, 

With a ‘ heigho for a husband!’ &c. 


ad Ae 


GIVE ME THE HARP. 
(Ryan. ) 
GIVE me the harp,—but every chord 
That’s mournful cast away ; 
My memory alone is stored 
With sonnets light and gay ; 
Not such as Love incessant leaves 
Within his spell-fraught bowers ; 
But such as sparkling Pleasure weaves, 
With Fancy’s lightest flowers. 
Then give the harp,—but prithee take 
The mournful chord away ; 
And notes of joy Ill swiftly wake, 
And sonnets light and gay. 


If life’s bright dawn was only made, 
To be obscured with tears, 

Then keep the chord,—its friendly shade 
Will darken future years ; 
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O’er fatal Love in secret weep 3 
Let Hope thy mistress be ; 

Do what you will; but only keep 
Thy gloomy harp from me. 


Then give the harp, &c. 


COILPE PILLS? 


SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEA-BEACH 


CAME. 
A GLEE. 
( Burns. ) 


SWEET Annie frae the sea-beach came, 
Where Jocky speeled the vessel’s side ; 

Ah! wha can keep their heart at hame, 
When Jocky’s tost aboon the tide. 

Far aff to distant realms he gangs, 
Yet Ill be true, as he has been; 

And when ilk lass about him thrangs, 
He’ll think on me his faithfu’ ain. 


I met our wealthy laird yestreen, 

Wi’ gowd in hand he tempted me; 
He praised my brow, my rolling een, 

And made a brag o” what he’d gie. 
What though my Jocky’s far awa, 

Tost up and down the awsome main, 
I'll keep my heart anither day, 

_ Since Jocky may return again. 


Nae mair, false Jamie! sing nae mair, 
And fairly cast your pipe away ; 
My Jocky wad be troubled sair, 
To see his friend his love betray : 
For a’ your sangs and verse are vain, 
While Jocky’s notes do faithfu’ flow ; 
My heart to him shall true remain, 
I'll keep it for my constant jo. 


Blaw saft, ye gales! round Jocky’s head, 
And gar your waves be calm and still ; 
His hameward sail wi’ breezes speed, 
And dinna a’ my pleasure spill. 
What though my Jocky’s far awa, 
Yet he will braw in siller shine ; 
Vl keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 


GRIF ELI 


HARK, PLEASURE’S DRUM! 
{ Dibdin. ) 
AWAY, and join the rendezvous, 
Good fellowship reigns here, 
Joy’s standard, flying in our view, 
Invites each volunteer ; 
Hark, pleasure’s drum 
Cries come, come, come! 
Obey the kind salute ; 
The echoing hall 
Resounds the call, 
To welcome each recruit. 


Behold the dinner in array, 
A column it appears, 

While pyramids of whips display 
A corps of grenadiers. 


Hark, pleasure’s drum, &c. 


See rivers, not of blood, poured out, 
But nectar clear and strong ; 

Young Ganymede becomes a scout, 
Hebe an aid-de-camp. 


Hark, pleasure’s drum, &c. 
Mow down the ranks—see, see, they fly 


Attack them glass in hand, 
Close quarters rally, fight or die, 
"Tis Bacchas gives command. 


Hark, pleasure’s drum, &c. 


LLIGLEALO 


WHEN A LODGE, JUST AND PERFECT. 
Air— Roast Beef of Old England.” 


WHEN a lodge, just and perfect, is formed all 
aright, 
The sun-beams, celestial, (although it be night,) 


_Refulgent and glorious appear to the sight 


Of hearty and faithful true Masons, 
True Masons in heart, word, and act. 


Their eastern mild ruler then lays the first stone ; 

The craftsmen, obedient, united as one, 

Him copy, and cheerfully work till high noon, 
As hearty and faithful true Masons, &c. 


Rough ashler they hew, and form by the square, 

By the level lay solids, and by the plumb rear 

Their uprights : strength beautiful being the care 
Of hearty and faithful true Masons, &c. 


Hence a building, by Wisdom contrived, docs 
arise 
Well fixed in the centre, sublime to the skies, 
Which storms, thunder, war, and Time’s envy 
defies, 
Blest labour of faithful true Masons, &c. 


Strong net-work they carve—(its emblem they 


know )— 

Where lilies, milk white, and rich fruit seem to 
grow ; 

Concord, Peace, and Plenty :—how lovely the 
show 


To all hearty and faithful true Masons, &c. 


No Babel distraction is heard, no debate ; 

The cock’s crow they heed not, the dog’s barking 
hate ; 

Decorum they keep, and avoid idle prate, 
Being hearty and faithful true Masons, &c. 


Intent on their task, their labour’s their pleasure, 

Nor seems it, however, prolonged beyond mea- 
sure ; 

But all appear tired most when most at leisure ; 
Such trusty true workmen are Masons, &c. 


When dismissed, wages paid, and all satisfied, 
As loth to depart, they yet social abide, 
Join hands with joined heart toasting—joy e’er 
betide 
All hearty and faithful true Masons, &c. 


Then, brothers, well met—charge right, and let’s 
sing, 
Like ourselves, trebly thrice to the craft and the 
king 
And, crowning three cheers, make the happy 
lodge ring, 
Proclaiming us true happy Masons, &c. 


GLI LE LE? 


POOR TOM, ALAS! IS GONE FOR EVER, 
Air—** Jack Ratlin.””—(T. Scarnell.) 


Poor Tom at last has fallen in battle, 
And sailed to some far distant land, 
Where he’ll not hear the cannons’ rattle, 
Nor face the haughty lawless band. 

To soothe distress Tom would endeavour, 
Would share his mite to stifle pain, 
But now, alas! he’s gone for ever, 
We ne’er shall see his like again. 


What grief was seen when Tom departed ; 
So well beloved by all his crew; 

So generous, so tender-hearted, 
And to his country ever true. 

How oft has he, so kind, so willing, 
Assistance lent to those oppressed ; 

With pleasure gave to them a shilling, 
The only one which he possessed. 


Tom knew no cares, to fear a stranger; 
Beloved by all, despised by none; 
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Would brave a storm, encounter danger, 
And battles many he had won. 

Relief he gave to those deserving, 
Did to his duty close attend : 

Thus Tom had passed his life in serving 
His king, his country, and his friend. 


GOLIPEI? 


TANTIVY, MY BOYS, TANTIVY! 


Ye dull sleeping mortals, of every degree, 
Awake at the sound of my song ; 
Ye sluggards, arise! and to hunting with me, 
Tantivy I’ll lead you along ; 
O’er mountains and valleys, o’er woodlands and 
dales, 
And forests impervious to sight, 
I’ll lead, if my argument with you prevails, 
I’ll lead you, brave boys, to delight. 
Tantivy, brave boys, tantivy 


Hygeia I’m called by the sages of old, 
The goddess presiding o’er health, 
Then venture like heroes with me, and be bold, 
Tantivy you’ll add to your wealth ; 
For riches, believe me, ’s a bubble at best, 
If health should forget to attend ; 
Then haste, my brave boys, in pursuit of the 
guest, 
And she will your wishes befriend, 
Tantivy, my boys, tantivy ! 
In courts or in cities it’s not to be found, 
Where Folly has fixed her retreat ; 
But hasten with me o’er the green-mantled ground, 
Tantivy, tantivy, repeat. 
The ruddy complexion that tinges the face, 
The elegant glow on the cheek, 
Far sweeter than riches are found by the chas-, 
And these are the pleasures we seek. 
fot VG Tantivy, my boys, tantivy ! 


OLLI GR 


AND WILT THOU WEEP WHEN 1 
LOW? 
(Byron. ) 
AND wilt thou weep when I am low? 
Sweet lady, speak those words again : 


Yet, if they grieve thee, say not so— 
I would not give that bosom pain. 


AM 


My heart is sad, my hopes are gone, 

My blood runs coldly through my breast, 
And, when I perish, thou alone 

Will sigh above my place of rest. 


And yet methinks a gleam of peace 

Doth through my cloud of anguish shine, 
And for a while my sorrows cease, 

To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 


Oh, lady, blessed be that tear, 

It falls for one who cannot weep ; 
Such precious drops are doubly dear 

To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 


Sweet lady! once my heart was warm, 
With every feeling soft as thine ; 

But beauty’s self hath ceased to charm 
A wretch created to repine. 


Yet, wilt thou weep when I am low? 
Sweet lady, speak those words again : 
Yet, if they grieve thee, say not so— 
I would not give that bosom pain. 


PHP EL ELIS 


PURE WINE, REVIVES 
SOULS. 


LET soldiers fight for pay and praisc, 
And money be the miser’s wish, 


"TIS WINE, SAD 
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Poor scholars study all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their dish,— 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives sad souls, 
Therefore fill us the cheering bowls. 


Let minions marshal every hair, 
And in a lover’s lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear, 
Pure wine is native red and white. 
’Tis wine, pure wine, &c. 
The backward spirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull, 
Opens the heart that loves to save, 
And kindness flows from cups brim full. 
’Tis wine, pure wine, &c. 
Some men want youth and others health, 
Some from a wife have often shrunk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want nothing that are drunk. 
"Tis wine, pure wine, &c. 


GIPFIL CLF 


SING YOU A SONG OF A BRAVE 
IRISH PARTY. 


Air—‘* Shadrack, the Orangeman.”’—( Bryant.) 


OH! I'll sing you a song of a brave Irish party, 
Although I, perhaps, may not tell youa name, 
Which sat down to table, so neat and so hearty, 
And, cards being brought, they prepared for a 
game. 
There was Mr. O’Doody, and Counsellor Noody, 
Old Justice O’Rigge, and old Alderman Twist ; 
And they cut and they shuffled, and snivelled and 
snuffiled,— 
Oh! ’twas all at an Irish rubber at whist. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. O’Doody, you seem hard at 
work. No, I’m not; I’m hard at play; there, it 
is your game. Indeed it is not, unless you are 
making game of me. Upon my honour, sir, I had 
no such intention, for I hate foul play. Have 
done, Mr. Tim, and don’t be tickling the lady 
there in the corner. Oh, be quiet ; fair play is the 
order of the day this evening, and, as hearts are 
trumps, that gentleman may do as he pleases with 
the females. ( Child.) La, mamma, I’ve sat upon 
this lady’s reticule, and I’ve got sommet sticking 
in my skin. (Lady. ) Poor dear child, perhaps a 
pin. Aye, says the Alderman, a brass pin is ra- 
ther a rusty concern to stick in a bone; and bless 
me, how mortified the poor dear little infant seems. 
(Lady. ) So he does, sir, and I can’t help it, al- 
though I’ve been his own dear natural mother for 
the last four years. 


VLi 


Thus, thus, they were prating, 
And loudly debating, 
While kings, queens, and knaves were displayed 
in each fist ; 
It was joke and frivolity, 
Laughter and jollity— 
Oh! ’twas all at an Irish rubber at whist. 


Now Scrape’em, a barber, was playing quite 
steadily, 
While his wife viewed a tailor with wondrous 
delight ; ; 
And Mr. O’Pad he perceived it most readily, 
And asked if she’d run from her husband that 
night. 
She said, “ Mr. P. ’tis yourself’s my selection, 
And, since Scrape’em oft lathers his wife with 
his fist, 
To elope with yourself I have little objection ;”’ 
So they flew from an Irish rubber at whist. 


SPOKEN.] Aye! away they scampered, and the 
amiable Mrs. Scrape’em cut her husband’s con- 
nexion, and leit him to lather his customers with- 
out her, while she flew to Gretna with O’Pad, 
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where she was tacked to the tailor, and then re- 
turned, as stiff as buckram, to tell her old hus- 
band that she had a new one ; and now the people 
point at her as the Wife of Two Husbands, and 
sing— 
Thus, thus, &c. 
But Scrape’em, the barber, hired lawyers, anon, 
sits, 

Determined to give the bold tailor a dose, 

So an action he brought against Pad for crim. con. 
sirs, 

And said the affair to the world he’d expose. 
Then the jury to give a great sum were unwilling, 

Though Pad’s horrid conduct they greatly con- 

temned ; 
And for damages Scrape’em received just one shil- 
ling, 

While for bigamy Scrape’em’s old wife was con- 

demned. 

SPOKEN.] Yes, and it took such an effect upon 
her naturally delicate nerves that she ran stark- 
staring mad, threw herself into the river, and now, 
every night, at a quarter past eleven, the old wo- 
men say her ghost appears on the cold water, on a 
rait just like a shop-board, with a sleeve-board in 
one hand and a pack of cards in the other; while 
her husband, who is always in hot water at home, 
sings— 

Thus, thus, &c. 
DEAR YANKO SAY, AND TRUE HE SAY. 
( Dibdin. ) 
DAR Yanko say, and true he say, 
All mankind, one and t’other, 
Negro, Mulatto, and Malay, 
Through all de world be broder. 
Tn black, in yellow, what disgrace, 
That scandal so he use ’em ? 
For dere no virtue in de face, 
De virtue in de bosom. 
Dear Yanko say, &c. 


What harm dere in a shape or make? 
What harm in ugly creature ? 
Whatever colour, form, he take, 
The heart make human creature 5 
The black and copper both be friend, 
No colour he bring beauty, 
For beauty, Yanko say, attend 
On him who do him duty. 
Dear Yanko say, &c. 


GRILL IEF? 


FASHIONABLE VERACITY ; 
OR, C’EST UN MENSONGE QU’EST VERITE BIEN ! 
Air—‘* Money is your Friend, is it not ?” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


THOUGH all wise men will gravely tell us, 
We all things coolly should pursue ; 
But if we of a wife be jealous, 
What in hot anger can we do? 
Why keep ourselves as cool as we can. 
Why keep ourselves as cool as we can! 


But if a dun, and what’s more shocking ? 
When we have not got means to pay, 
Be at our door and rudely knocking, 
To such a dun what can we say ? 
Say we sha’n’t be at home till to-morrow! 
Say we can’t be at home till to-morrow! 


But if a friend, at whose full table, 
When hungry, welcome oft we’ve fed, 
Shonld call, (to dine himself not able, ) 
To him, now poor, what must be said ? 
That we know no such man, must be said ! 
That we know no such man, must be said ! 


Or if we meet a poor relation, 
By sudden contact face to tace, 
Who bawls out, .** Cousin!” oh! vexation! 
What’s to be done in such disgrace? 
‘« Why, d—me, you are mad!” say, and run! 
** Why, d—me, you are mad!” say, and run! 
If in that RUN for DEBT arrested, 
I cousin call to run for bail ; 
And he refuse to run, requested, 
What will be best to do in jail ? 
Why when in, there to stay till you’re out! 
Why when im, there to stay till you’re out ! 


That FASHION so doth all things coolly 
Pursue, our graybeards can’t deny ; 
But if such FASHION’s TRUTH be truly, 
Plain truth is all a downright lie!!! 
’Tis a LIE that is real TRUTH then! 
C'est un mensonge qu’est verite bien! 


GPLIPPSROP 


WISE CONCLUSIONS. 
Air—* When I’ve Money.””—(C. F. Barrett.) 


WHAT will Mrs. Grundy say ? 
Lies will never pass for truths, 

While the sun shines make your hay, 
Age can never boast of youth: 

We know how many beans make five, 
Pawnbrokers’ signs are two to one; 

*Tis vain against the stream to strive, 
A battle lost is never won. 

Ri tol de rol de diddle dee, 

None’s so biind as those wo’n’t see, 

Also ri tum tither rum high, 

To fret at trifles all my eye. 


Irish blackguard’s genteel snuff, 
Ladies scarce wear any clothes ; 
A lawyer’s bill is long enough, 
A nettle’s never like a rose : 
Beaux are now like asses shod, 
Tailors cabbage when they can, 
An even number can’t be odd, 
And sailors like a flowing can. 
Ri tol de rol, &e, 


Horses now are all the go, 
Molpomenee is in the dumps ; 
*Tis strange in summer to have snow, 
And want of cash gives folks the mumps. 
Miss Bridget’s gone to Gretna-greén, 
Old maids lead apes, as people say ; 
Since matrimony cures the spleen, 
Tis all the go to run away. 
Ri tol de rol, &c. 
Brandy’s good with apple-pie, 
With jackey folks oft tipsy get; 
Pigs a’n’t a likely thing to fly, 
Though all is fish that comes to net : 
Sage and onion’s good with goose, 
Very few like Adam’s ale ; 
And should my budget smiles produce, 
With thanks I’ll here conclude my tale, 
Of ri tol de rol, &e. 


THE INSOLVENT DEBTOR. 
(Cross. ) 


DEVOID of all care was my morning of life, 
Friends and traffic fulfilled each desire ; 
As true and as good as she’s fair was my wife, 
And my babes lisped the joy of their sire. 
And my babes, &c. 


But misfortune, dire spectre! my hopes did de- 
press, 
And villany injured my fame ; 
My credit, once great, every moment grew .ess, 
And friendshiv I found but a name. 
And friendship, &c. 
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The hard-hearted creditor viewed my distress, 
His soul was ne’er formed to relieve 5 
He plunged me, alas’. in a prison’s recess, 
Deprived of all sense but to grieve. 
Deprived of, &c. 


No friend took the pains my dark mansion to seek, 
My wife dimmed each eye with a tear: 
My children—but why of their woes should I 
speak ?— 
It drives me, alas! to despair. 
It drives me, &c. 


Sharp misery stings, famine hovers around, 
The life-springs of comfort are dry: 
No relief for.so woe-worn a wretch can be found, 
But to hide his despair and—to die! 
But to hide, &c. 


GPE LPLIOL? 


PETER AND HIS DISCIPLE; 
OR, THE DITTON ANGLERS. 
(J. R. Carr.) 


As old Peter went forth, with his youthful disciple, 
Determined the bosom of Old Thames to rifle ; 
With rods half a score, and with tackle complete, 
With gentles, lobs, red-worms, and graves, fresh 
and sweet. 
Tol de rol, larallal, larallalla. 


A fisherman chosen, of Ditton the ton, 
Well known among anglers as Tom Rogerson ; 
So smart, light, and gay, with his reap-hook in 
hand, 
To punt you so clever and pitch at command. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


To the deep they proceeded, with pleasure elate, 

The depth having plummed and well hooked on 
their bait, 

They stared at each other, amazed and astound ; 

Lo! they’d left on the bank all their bait for the 
ground, Tol de rol, &c. 


On poor Tom burst their anger in epithets wild , 
They put back to Lock’s, and their tempers grew 
mild ; 
Then boarding their ground-bait, retaking their 
pitch 
For the finny attack they were all on the itch. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then with souls free from sorrow, these anglers 
were gifted 5 
With Argus’s eyes watched the float as it drifted ; 
Regardless of trifles, ambitious of fame, 
In hooking the roach, dace, and. barbel so game. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But each moment successively brought on new 
care, 

The water too bright, then too muggy the air ; 

Such a quarter the wind in, their spirits to dash ; 

And to heighten their misery, there came down a 
flash. Tol de rol, &c. 


Now the end of their toil fast approaching with 
night, 

The fish on the feed were beginning to bite ; 

Thus their hopes being blighted,—to finish the 
sport, 

Phey penbcied their gills with hot punch and cool 
port. Tol de rol, &c. 


OCLILFLLIIDP? 


PUSH ABOUT THE BOTTLE, BOYS. 
GLEE AND CHORUS. 


( Arnold.) 


Pusu about the bottle, boys, 
Round the circle let it pass ; 
Life’s a scene of constant joys, 
Aided by the social glass. 
_ Push about the bottle, &c. 
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For when care disturbs the soul, 
Why should mortal man repine, 
Since fill but deep enough the bowl, 
And all our cares are drowned in wine? 
Push about the bottle, &c. 
’Tis wine alone can joy impart ; 
’Tis wine that merry makes the grave ; 
Gives courage to the coward’s heart, 
And still more valiant makes the brave. 
Push about the bottle, &c. 


GLOEFECR 


I SAW THE PEASANT’S HAND UNKIND. 


(T. Moore.) 


I sAW the peasant’s hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever 5 

They seemed in very being twined, 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 


Not so the widowed ivy shines, 
Torn from its dear and only stay, 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 
And scatters all its blooms away. 


Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine, 
Till Fate disturbed their tender ties ; 
Thus gay indifference blooms in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies ; 


PLP IPIPDP 


THE COMICAL TRAGEDY OF LITTLE 
TOM THUMB THE GREAT. 


Air—“* Madam Fig’s Gala.”—(T. Jones.) 


TomMMyY THUMB was a hero so bold, 

Whose feats I’m just going to sing, sir, 
When Queen Dollalolla, a scold, 

Was the consort of Arthur the king, sir. 
Now, Arthur was curious and droll, 

His wife placed on him firm reliances, 
But he was entrapped—pretty soul ! 

By Glumdalca, the wonderful giantess. 

With her rumti iddity, &e. 


First, Noodle, a courtier, stept in, 
And said, ‘I present my petition ;’ 
While Arthur looked on with a grin, 
Then sent it, post-haste, to perdition. 
Dollalolla then called for arrack, 
Determined on having a frolic, sir; 
While the king felt a pain in his back, 
Which from love rose, or else the wind cholic, 
sir 
; Or rumti iddity, &c. 
Then Arthur he lay down to sleep, é 
And was nearly as sound as a post, sir, 
When who came, to take a sly peep, 
But Gaffer Thumb’s grim looking ghost, sir. 
He bawled out a queer sort of stave ; 
Now Arthur was not a ghost-killer, 
But, had he not soon sought the grave, 
He’d have laid the poor ghost with his piller, 
And sing rumti, &c. 


Old Grizzle, a lord, then, so big, 

Felt his heart pit-a-pat thump-a-thump a ; 
Though his head was half lost in his wig, 

He sighed for Princess Huncamunca. 
Tom Thumb was betrothed to the dame, 

‘Which soon caused a terrible vow, sir 5 
Dollalolla for him felt a flame, ; 

And for love got as drunk as a sow, Sit 5 

And sing rumti, &c, 


Glumdalca was stabbed by Ould Griz, } 
Who called her the queen of Pe sluts, sir; 
She turned up her frying-pan phiz, 
‘And declared she was stabbed through the guts, 
sir. 
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Tom Thumb did this great lord defy, 
' And stabbed him, as I can avow, sir, 
So he put on his night-cap to die, 
While Tom Thumb was snapped up by a cow, sir. 
Singing rumti, &c. 


Then the king, queen, and courtiers, were found, 
For the loss of their hero, in grief, sir, 
So they killed one another all round, 
Just like so much fat mutton or beef, sir; 
Till Merlin, a sage, all so glum, 
Learned the cause of this murderous strife, sir, 
Bade the cow to give back Tommy Thumb, 
When they all rose as nat’ral as life, sir. 
Singing rumti, &c. 


This strange change I could not understand, 

So I asked how the bus’ness was jobbed, sir : 
’Twas the magic, they said, in his wand 

By which the whole audience was fobbed, sir. 
So I turned to my friend in the pit, 

To ask how he liked it, for sartin: 
‘ Faith!’ says he, ‘ we’re all of us bit, 

For it’s—all my eye and Betty Martin! 

And rumti, &c. 


PIPL POF 


‘THE COLD WIND HAS FADED THE 
FLOWERS OF MAY. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


A WILLOW it wept o’er a purling stream, 
And there lay a lady fair, 
Her eyes were closed, and disturbed her dream, 
She sighed and she murmured beware ! 
A little bird perched on a willow and sung, 
And, singing, he seemed to say, 
Once over her head a fair garland hung, 
But it’s blighted and withered away! 
Honour lies sleeping, 
True love lies weeping, 
And the cold wind has faded the flowers of May. 


The wind pus the willow-leaves murmured a 
sigh, 
Arose up that lady fair; 
Ah! once, she cried, who so happy as I,— 
But of love and man beware ! 
No little bird now, but that lady sung, 
Alack! and a-well-a-day. 
He vowed, and I trusted his flattering tongue ;— 
Love was blighted, and withered away! 
Honour lies sleeping, &c. 


SPP LLL ER 


OH, POOR MR. WERTER. 
Air~‘* Stoney Batter.”—(Kenney. ) 


WOEFUL was the reign 
Of a famous flirter, 
That unhappy swain, 
Gentle Mr. Werter. 
Fiercely love inspired, 
Till it almost choked him ; 
For when Cupid fired, 
Mrs. Charlotte smoked him. 
Lack-a-day, heigho! 
Oh, poor Mr. Werter. 


Said she, discreet and prim, 

Spare my situation, 
Lest you’re sued for crim- 

Inal conversation, . 
Damages are clear ; 

Largely should they lay ’em ; 
Much it would, I fear, 

Puzzle you to pay ’em. 

Lack-a-day, &c. 


Danger he defied, 
Swore he’d ne’er desert her; 
Blushing, she replied— 
Oh, fie! Mr. Werter! 
Says he—you’ll turn my head, 
Tell me what can save it— 
Dearest youth, she said, 
Go to Bath, and shave it. 
Lack-a-day, &«. 


Then, without more fuss, 
He, to drive his pains out, 
With a blunderbuss 
Goes and blows his brains out, 
Soon his case they prove, 
Future shame to curtain, 
Since he died for love, 
Lunacy, for certain. 
Lack-a-day, &c, 


E$LLOLPCP 


LUFF, LUFF, MY LADS, THE GALE 
INCREASES. 


LuFF, luff, my lads, the gale increases, 
While we scud before the wind ; 
Reef the main-sail till it ceases ; 
While she floats, boys, never mind! 
On the starboard tack we venture, 
And behold the craggy shore, 
As the destined port we enter, 
While the raging billows roar. 


True to honour and to duty,—. 
All such maxims sailors boast ; 
Yet we drink to love and beauty, 
And can give the seaman’s toast,— 
Wives and sweethearts !—on the ocean, 
We all swig it to a man. 
Fearing danger’s all a notion ; 
Let us booze the flowing can! 


The boatswain, piping, loudly thunders— 
To your quarters, fore and aft! 

The great guns sponge—prepare for wonters, 
While, my lads, the wind’s abaft! 

With grape we can nine-pounders rattle ; 
Naval heroes drink and sing ; 

He that bravely falls in battle, 
Nobly serves his prince and king. 


PRIL LIP L 


A SWEET IRISH GIRL IS THE DARLING 
FOR ME, 


( Bryant. ) 
If they talk about ladies, I’ll tell them the plan 
Of myself—to be sure, I’m a nate Irishman. 
There is neither sultana nor foreign ma’amselle 
That has charms to please me, or can coax me so 
well 
As the sweet Irish girl, so charming to see ; 
Och! a tight Irish girl is the darling for me. 
And sing filliloo, fire away, frisky she’ll be, 
Och! a sweet Irish girl is the darling for me.— 

For she’s pretty, 

She’s witty, 

She’s hoaxing, 

And coaxing, 

She’s smiling, 
Beguiling to see, to see. 

She rattles, 

She prattles, 

She dances, 

And prances, 
Och! asweet Irish girl is the darling for me 


Now some girls they are little, and some they are 
tall, 
Och! others are big, sure, and others are small ; 
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Aad some that are teazing, are bandy, I tell ; 
Still none can please me, or can coax me so well 
As the dear Irish girl, so charming to see; 
Och! a sweet Irish girl is the darling for me.— 

; For she’s pretty, &c. 


GLO P ELLE 


THE MAD MAIDEN’S SONG, 
(Robert Herrick, 1648.) 


GOOD-MORROW to the day so fair, 
Good-morrow, sir, to you ; 

Good-morrow to mine own torn hair, 
Bedabbled with the dew. 


Good-morrow to this primrose, too, 
Good-morrow to each maid 

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew 
Wherein my love is laid. 


Ah, woe is me! woe, woe is me, 
Alack and well-a-day ! 
' For pity, sir, find out that bee 
Which bore my love away. 


I'll seek him in your bonnet brave, 
I'll seek him in your eyes ; 

Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave, 
I’ the bed of strawberries. 


Pray hurt him not,—though he be dead, 
He knows well who do love him ; 

And who with green turfs reared his head, 
And who do rudely move him. 


He’s soft and tender, pray take heed, 
With bands of cowslip bind him, 
And bring him home—but ’tis decreed 

That I shall never find him. 


GIP ILE? S 


HARK FORWARD’S THE CRY, AND 
CHEERFUL THE MORN. 


WARK forward! 
chase, 
To the joys that sweet exercise yield ; 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 
And invites to the sports of the field. 
Hark forward’s the cry, and cheerful the morn, 
Then colon the hounds, and the merry-toned 
horn! 


away, my brave boys, to the 


No music can equal the hounds in full cry, 
Hark! they open, then hasten away ; 
O’er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, 
While pursuing the sports of the day. 
Hark forward’s the cry, &c. 


With the sports of the field no joys can compare, 
To Pleasure’s light footsteps we trace! 
We run down dull Sloth, and we distance old 
Care, 
Rosy Health we o’ertake in the chase. 
Hark forward’s the cry, &c. 


GLIELPL?IF 


YOULL FIND YOUR ACCOUNT IN’T, SO 
TARRY AWEE. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


WHAT a haste all the lasses are in to be married, 
But tarry awee, but tarry awee ; 
They laugh at a’ those who old maids have tar- 
ried, 
But I’ze tak’ their parts, tho’ nane wi’ me agree. 
Then, ye maidens, for husbands who are in a 
flurry, 
Wedlock still as a lottery ranks ; 
Some prizes there are,—~but don’t be in a hurry, 
Depend on’t, there’s »xlenty of blanks. 
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SPOKEN.]-And, if you get a blank, you may 
cry, scold, and talk, but all to no purpose :— 
apropos, of our talking the men say so much, it is 
but fair to notice their grumbling ; I’m sure it isn’t 
half so agreeable: it would serve ’em right to tie 
up our tongues, and not let’em get a word out of 
us, and then let ’em see which is the best pleader, 
Orator Mum, or Counsellor Chatterbox. 


Then tarry awee, tarry awee, 
You’ll find your account in’t, so tarry awee. 


The maid who would wish for a true-hearted lover, 
Must tarry awee, must tarry awee; 
Her wish to get wed if too plain she discover, 
A’ sensible men cry,—she’s na wife for me. 
’Tis the mind that can estimate makes marriage 
easy ; 
Men of sense still with tenderness rule, | 
And oft graciously give you your own way to please 
e, 
But te gracious indulgence you’ll get from a 
fool. ! 


SPOKEN.] Defend me from a fool, a fop, anda 
coxcomb ; arake’s out of the question; as he 
wants principle he can never feel affection ; a fop’s 
but a feather, though he’ll never be a feather in 
your cap; a coxcomb’s too fond of himself to pay 
attention to you; and a fool’s as obstinate as a 
mule, and if he’s cross, oh, la! it’s all over with 
you ; blue looks for breakfast, the dumps for din- 
ner, tantrums for tea, and the sulks for supper. 


So tarry awee, &c. 


PP PLP IL IR 


SPIRIT OF MY SAINTED SIRE. 
(Cobb.) 


SPIRIT of my sainted sire, 

With success my soul inspire ; 

Deeds of glory done by thee 

In Mem’ry’s mirror now I see. 

Let the great example raise 

Valour’s purest, brightest blaze ; 

Till the prowess of my arm 

The eye of fickle Conquest charm : 

And Fame shall, when the battle’s won, 
Declare that I am all thy son. 


Spirit of my sainted sire! 

With success my soul inspire. 

Thy inspiration now I feel, 

The ardent glow of patriot zeal ; 
Prighter prospects now arise, 

The voice of Conquest rends the skies. 


GPP OIFIP 


HAIL, MAY! LOVELY MAY. 
(R. Bloomfield.) 


HAIL, May! lovely May! how replenished my 
pails, 
The young dawn o’erspreads the east streaked 
with gold, 
My glad heart beats time to the laugh of the 
vales, 
And Colin’s voice rings through the woods from 
the fold. 


The wood to the mountain submissively bends, 
Whose blue misty summits first glow with the 
sun ; 
See thence a gay train by the wild rill descends 
To joir the glad sports,—hark ! the tumults te- 
gun. 
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Be cloudless, ye skies! be my Colin but there, 
Not the dew-spangled bents on the wide level 
dale 
Nor morning’s first blush can more lovely appear, 
Than his looks since my wishes I could not con- 
ceal. 


Swift down the mad dance, while blest Health 
prompts to move, 
We’ll count joys to come, and exchange vows of 
truth ; 
And haply, when age cools the transports of love, 
Decry, like. good folks, the vain pleasures of 
youth, 


No, no, the remembrance shall ever be dear, 


At no time love, with innocence, ceases to 
charm ; 
It is transport in youth,—and it smiles through the 
tear 
When they feel in their children its first soft 
alarm 


GHEE LI? 


THE PIEMAN ; 
OR, O LORD! WHAT A PLACE IS A CAMP. 
Air—“* Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—( Barrett. ) 


O LorD! what a place is a camp, 

What wonderful doings are there ; 
The people are all on the tramp, 

To me it looks devilish queer : : 
Here’s ladies a swigging of gin, 

And crop macaronies likewise : 
And I, with my ‘ who'll up and win? 

Come, here is your hot mutton-pies.’ 

Tol lol, &c. 


Here’s horses, and asses, and chaise, 

And waggons and carts out of number ; 
Here’s racketing nights and by days, 

And inns full of dead and live lumber : 
Now here is a beau in a gig, 

And here is a lady in clover, 
And here is am alderman’s wig, 

With Billy, the tailor, done over. 

Tol lol, &c. 


Here’s gallopping this way and that, 

With, madam, stand out of the way ; 
Here’s, O fie! sir, what would you be at?— 
Come, none of your impudence, pray : 

Here’s halt—to the right-about face, 
Here’s laughing, and screaming, and cries : 
Here’s milliners’ men out of place, 
And I with my hot mutton pies. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Here’s the heath all the world like a fair, 
Here’s butlers, and sutlers, and cooks ; 
Here’s popping away in the air, 
And captains with terrible looks : 
Here’s how do you do?—Pretty well ; 
The dust has got into my eyes; 
There’s, fellow, what have you to sell? 
Why, only some hot mutton pies. 
Tol lol, &c. 


GILLIE 


WHEN GRIEF ASSAILS THE HUMAN 
HEART. 


(Hook. ) 


WHEN grief assails the human heart, 
Hope lends her sure and cheering light ; 
As does the taper’s lambent flame 
Shine, as more dark appears the night. 


Here, while in sorrows deep we grieve, 
Still does the ray illume the breast ; 
Hope’s soothing smiles our cares relieve, 
And tells us we shall soon be blest. 
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SEE, SEE, THE JOLLY GOD APPEARS. 


SEE, see, the jolly god appears ! 

His hand a mighty goblet bears ; 

With sparkling wine, full charged, it flows, 
The sovereign cure of human woes. 


Wine gives a kind release from care, 
And courage to subdue the fair ; 
Instructs the cheerful to advance, 
Harmonious in the sprightly dance. 


Hail! goblet, rich with generous wines ; 
See, round the verge a vine-branch twines : 
See, how the mimic clusters roll, 

As ready to refill the bowl. 


Wine keeps its happy patients free 
From every painful malady ; 

Our best physician all the year: 
Thus guarded, no disease we fear. 


No troublesome disease of mind 

Until another year grows kind, 

And loads again the fruitful vine, 

And brings again our health—new wine. 


GLIF FLIPS 


DAMON AND PHGBE. 
(J. Cunningham.) 


WHEN the sweet rosy morning first peeped from 
the skies, 

A loud singing lark bade the villagers rise ; 

The cowslips were lively, the primroses gay, 

And shed their best perfumes to welcome the May: 

The swains and their sweethearts, all ranged on 
the green, 

Did homage to Phebe, and hailed her their 
queen. 


| Young Damon stepped forward, he sung in her 


praise, 


, And Pheebe bestowed him a garland of bays: 


May this wreath, said the fair one, dear lord of 
my vows, 

A crown for true merit, bloom long on thy brows : 

The swains and their sweethearts that danced on 
the green 

Approved the fond present of Phebe their queen. 


’Mongst the lords and fine ladies, we shepherds 
are told, 

The dearest affections are bartered for gold ; 

That discord in wedlock is often their lot, 

While Cupid and Hymen shake hands in a cot: 

At the church with fair Phebe, since Damon has 
been, 

He’s rich as a monarch,—she blest as a queen. 


Oe ee ee ed 


HENRY AND NANCY. 
( Fox.) 
A DUET. 


He.—PRETTY maiden, will you wed ?— 
Tell me, dearest Nancy. 
None but you, I’ve always said, 
I could ever fancy. 
Sing fal, lal de ral, &e, 


She.—Till I find a faithful youth, 
I’ll ne’er married be, sir; 
Therefore you, devoid of truth, 
Have no right to me, sir. 
Fal, lal, &e, 


He.—Why of falsehood, cruel maid, 
Do you thus accuse me? 
I ne’er thought, by what you’ve said, 
You could e’er refuse me. 
Fal, Jal. &c. 
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She.—Sir, Ive heard, and think it’s true, 
That you are a rover ; 
If so, I all thoughts of you 
Quickly must give over. 
Fal, lal, &c 


He.—False it is !—but we will part, 
Spite of wind and weather ; 
Think not, miss, *twill break my heart, 
I care not a feather. 
Fal, lal, &c 


She.—Dearest Henry, make me blest, 
Pardon your dear Nancy ; 
What I said was all in jest, 
Just to please my fancy. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


He.--Do you love me, prithee say ? 
She.—Yes, so banish sorrow ; 
He.—When shall be our wedding-day ? 
She. (hesitating. }—Why, Henry dear, to-mor- 
row. 
Both.—Sing, fal de ral, &c. we will wed to-mor- 
TOW. 


ODOLPLIEPED 


THE MUSICAL TOURIST. 
(T. E. Hook.) 


WHEN I was a very little fellow 
To Italy I went, upon music so intent, 
With voice very pliable and mellow ; 
1] sondo to mi earo, 
Si sui toe so clearo, 
I like it, I love, I adore O, 
And den it was I resolved to have some more O. 


To Turkey then I vent my way, 

Tingaring ting ting, tink a ring ting, 

Where cymbals jingle, music play. 

.Ting a ring ting, a ring ting a ring a ting ting. 
Yet then I change, to Germany I range, 

And Holland too, 

Mynheer vat is der name Bazzoon o Glocko, 
Da cramoo, vat vat a cana do do, o Glocko, 
Da cramoo vat vat can a do do. 


Then turn again to flippant Spain, 
Fast as ever I can go, where castanets 
And pretty sets 

Tack a rack rack, tack a rack rack 

To the merry fandango; 

Tack a rack rack, tack a rack rack 

To the merry fandango. 


To France, I there learned many an air, 
And music made my gain, 

With comment sa, monsieur, ha, ha! 
Miron ton ton ton ton, 

Ha ha mironton ton ton. 


Now nearer home I got land, 

And lilted into Scotland, 

When Donald loo’d fair Moggy bonny, 
She loo’d Jock and hated Johnny ; 

Wi bit love between him ganging, 
Sawny gid the lad a banging. 

When Donald loo’d fair Moggy bonny, 
She loo’d Jock and hated Johnny ; 

Wi bit love between him ganging, 
Sawny gid the lad a banging. 


But now to Hibernia, the true land of harmony, 
Tippling their whiskey to Shellen O’Gig, 
Music, love, wine, and true friendship, though 
charmingly, 
Blood and ouns, bothero do frizzle my gig. 
In England no music is fit to be read, 
Save one glorious tune, that’s in ev’ry one’s head, 
’Tis a tune we delight in so loudly to sing,— 
God save great George, ourking, — 
Long live our noble king, 
God save the king. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


YOUR FORTUNE COME TRY IN A 
COUNTRY CHURCH. 


( Lawler.) 


WHEN a stranger first enters a country church, 
The attention he draws is amazing, 

All other attraction is left in the lurch, 
Like a comet, he sets them a gazing. 


No sooner appeared on the sanctified ground, 
And begun to attract observation, 
When—who is he? what is he? the whisper goes 
round, 
Buz, buz, through the congregation. 


Half-a-crown in his hand the verger soon spies, 
And in the best pew he is seated, 

When straight on a beauty he fixes his eyes, 
To gaze till a conquest’s completed. 


Then you that Dame Fortune has left inthe lurch, 
If manners and wit you’ve a share of, 

Your fortune come try in a country church, 
And a prize you will speedily bear off. 


GLI LISI 


CHEERILY, BOYS, HE SCORNS TO-RUN. 


WHEN the jolly, jolly tar is called to fight, 
And face the daring foe, sir, 
Why, he goes to work, by day or night, 
To the tune of yeo, yey, yeo, sir. 
For merrily, boys, he loads the gun; 
Cheerily, boys, he scorns to run; 
And sings, till the foe cries out “‘ Have done,”’ 
Yeo, yey, yeo, sir. 


When the jolly, jolly tar has proved his worth, 
And the foe for quarters craves, sir, 
At Humanity’s post he takes his birth, 
And saves him from the waves, sir. 
For merrily, my boys, &c. 


When the jolly, jolly tar can save a life, 
He’s the first to lend a hand, sir; 
For the girl he loves, whether maid or wife, 
Will bless him when on land, sir. 
For merrily, my boys, &c. 


. POOR JOHNNY BULL. 
(Hudson. ) 


OLD Johnny Bull is very bad, 
He’s weak, and low, and faint, sirs ; 
His spirits are broke down and sad, 
And of no use is complaint, sirs. 
The state doctors who attend his case 
Have bled him all they could, sirs ; 
And now they tell him to his face 
It’s all for his own good, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, and 
Gammon tum te di do. 


Although the sad complaint John’s got 
Is neither gripes nor phthisic, 
They’ve got him safe upon the pot, 
And made him take their physic. 
And ’tis of no use to complain, 
Their power can’t be withstood, sirs ; 
They say, whilst they his pockets drain, 
Tis all for his own goud, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, &c. 


The doctors great have laid a tax 
On all John drinks and eats, sirs ; 
His back now with the burden cracks, 
Though his belly’s lacking meat, sirs. 
But yet they strive to make it known 
The tax improves the food, sirs ; 
Though his belly sticks to his back bone, 
’Tis all for his own good, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, Xc. 
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Another thing which John endures 
With pain, and thinks it is hard, 
The locusts who, with sinecures, 
Crams each his greedy gizzard. 
With bellies plump, and faces red, 
Tis true, by the holy rood, sirs ; 
Though John is starved, they must be fed— 
But ’tis all for his own good, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, &c. 


In former times John’s shop was full 
Of customers as any, 
But now his trade’s so very dull 
Tis scarcely worth a penny. 
Th’ exciseman walks about his house, 
And must not be withstood, sirs ; 
And says, though John an’t worth a louse, 
Tis all for his own good, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, &c. 


John sometimes will quite rusty be, 
And really it is rum, too, 
To think that he should live to see 
What he himself has come to. 
John thinks—but dare not ope his mouth, 
To make thought understood, sirs ; 
For there’s soldiers east, west, north, and south, 
But ’tis all for his own good, sirs. 
Gammon tum te doodle tum, &c. 


John must not take a pen to write, 
Nor speak of his condition ; 
Nor must not say that black a’n’t white, 
For that would be sedition. 
John calls the doctors knavish elves, 
They all his woes have brewed, sirs, 
And, if they would but hang themselves, 
’Twould be all for his own good, sirs. 
Truly tol de diddle dol, and 
Truly tol de di do. 


OGPILIEL IF? 


I KEN HE’LL BE TRUE. 


My bonny braw lad has forsaken the plain, 
He’s left his dear Peggy, and hied to the main 
But I winna sorrow, as some lasses do, 

For though Willy’s absent, I ken he’ll be true. 


The laird often ca’s me his love, and his dear, 
And a’ his sweet stories entreats me to hear ; 
Though wealthy he is, he shall ne’er Peggy woo, 
For though Willy’s absent, I ken he’ll be true. 


Young Sandy oft tells me I must be his bride, 
Pate vows if I’ll wed, he’ll throw trifling aside ; 
But nonsense, ’tis a’ they in vain me pursue, 
For though Willy’s absent, I ken he’ll be true. 


SOLO LL Ae 


BETTY BRILL OF FISH-STREET-HILL. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
I’M very fond of fish, 
And once on Fish-street-hill, 
Of sprats I bought a dish 
Of pretty Betty Brill; (cries sprats ) 
No soul could near her come, 
For skill in gift of gab, 
And then she was at home 
With flounders to a dab. 


O, Betty Brill, 
Have you I will, 
I cried in love’s sweet dudgeon. 
Pike off, says she, 
You don’t catch me, 
For, Joey, I’m no gudgeon. 
I met her once again, 
Says I, my pretty maid, 
Don’t let me sue in vain; 
Now what do you think she said? 
(cries mackarel. ) 


(cries flounders ) 


Says she a shrimp are you, 
And I a salmon cross ; 
Said I what better do 
Than salmon and shrimp-sauce ? 
(cries salmon } 
O Betty Brill, &c. 


The secret soon came out, 
A rival he came in, 
Who muscles cried about, 
And muscled me—don’t grin— 
(cries muscles 
An oyster then so neat, 
- She oped her mind to tell, 
Gave him the fish to eat, 
And threw at me the shell. 
(cries oysters ) 
O, Betty Brill, 
I love you still, 
And am in doleful dudgeon. 
O sorry fate! 
That such a bait 
As I can’t catch a gudgecon. 


THEN GLASS AFTER GLASS LET US 
PURSUE. 


WINE, wine is alone the brisk fountain of mirth, 
Whence jollity springs, and contentment has birth, 
What mortals so happy as we who combine, 

And fix our delight in the juice of the vine ? 

No care interrupts when the bottle’s in view, 
Then glass after glass, my boys, let us pursue. 


Our laws are our own, not enforced by the crown, 

And we stand to them fair, till we fairly fall 
down; 

At acts or repeals we disdain to repine, 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine: 

To Cesar and Bacchus our tribute is due, 

Then glass after glass, my boys, let us pursue. 


His worship, so grave, here may revel and roar; 

The lawyer speak truth, who ne’er spoke so before ; 

The parson here, stript of his priesthood’s dis- 
guise ; 

And Chloe’s scorned lover get drunk and grow 
wise 5 

The husband may learn here to combat the shrew - 

So glass after glass, my boys, let us pursue. 


The chase of the bottle few accidents wait, 

We seldom break necks, though we oft crack a 
pate: 

If wars rise among us, they soon again cease, 

One bumper brings truce, and another brings 
peace : = 

’Tis this way alone we life’s evils subdue ; 

Then glass after glass, my boys, let us pursue. 


ee 


DEAREST YOUTH, THIS HEART WILE 
BREAK. 


(O’Keefe. ) 


DEAREST youth, this heart will break, 
If cruel soldiers take thee far ; 
Why peaceful home and me forsake, 
To court the dangers of the war? 
But all is home, when thou’lt resort, 
My Sandy’s smiles such comfort bring ; 
The humble village is a court, 
Graced by the presence of a king. 


My silken gown, my cotton hose, 
My cap of lace I leave behind ; 
My hands and face I must expose 
To scorching sun, to rain, and wind. 
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‘With him Ill meet the blast so keen, 
And smile while on the billows tost ; 

The heart where love is warm within, 
Enjoys a May in Winter’s frost. 


DICK SQUIB; 
OR, ALL IN THE FAMILY-WAY. 
Air—“ Chapter on Pockets.” —( Bryant.) 
Dick SavU1B was a man known much better than 


others, 

He’d two sisters, they say, and three little bro- 
thers ; 

The girls they wore tippets, high feathers and 
lockets, 

And the poor little boys were learnt picking of 


pockets : ~ 
But Dick said he never could tell why or whether 
They were parted, and should not by rights be to- 
gether ; 
So this he kept viewing by night and by day, sirs, 
And swore he’d be all in the family way, sirs. 


Now.the sisters were dressed up like queens of the 
land, sirs, 

And were very well known in a place called the 
Strand, sirs 5 

So, becoming notorious, and stealing men’s hearts, 
sirs, 

The government sent them to outlandish parts, sirs. 

But Dick said he never, &c. 


But these sisters, sent out for the good of the na- 


tion, 

Returned from, what’s vulgarly called, transporta- 
tion ; 

Forged notes to some tune, went for grub and wine- 
bottles, 

Till Old Bailey’s necklace was hung round their 
throttles. But Dick said he never, &c. 


Now Dick and his brothers thought this a great 
shame, sirs, 

And swore judge and jury were wholly to blame, 
Sirs 5 

So, fearing the rope and the knowing thief-catchers, 

All three have set up and are now body-snatchers. 

And they all say they never could tell why or 
whether 

They were parted, and should not by rights be to- 
gether ; 

So this they keep viewing by night and by day, sirs, 

While they look to the grave in the family way, sirs. 


CLOLL IPI? 


BECAUSE I LOVE HIM DEARLY. 


I HAVE a heart, a little heart, 
That throbs for—I know who ; 
Yet this must say—and mind me, pray, 
It is not for you, nor you. 
Oh no, no, no, I tell you so, 
Tis no one here sincerely ; 
And yet I sigh, and all for why ?— 
Because I love him dearly. 
Yes! 
Because I love him dearly. 


I have a heart, a little heart, 
But not, I fear, my own ; 
’T was mine, but now ’tis his, I vow, 
But who—shall not be known. 
: Oh, no, no, no, &e. 
I have a heart, a little heart, 
That’s tender, warm, and true ; 
Then this can say, and mind me, pray, 
It thrabs—but not for you. 
Oh, no, no, no, &c, 


PLL L IIT 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
THE WOODMAN’S THREE DAUGHTERS. 


JANE was a woodman’s daughter, 
The fairest she of three, 
Love in his snares had caught her, 
As fast as fast could be ; 
A sailor’s son was Harry, 
As brave as brave could be, 
And he resolved to marry 
The fairest of the three. 
The fairest of the three. 


Maria thought it wiser 

A rich man’s wife to be, 
And so she took a miser, 

As old as old could be; 
Louisa felt love’s passion, 
_ But wished the world to see, 
So chose a lad of fashion, 

The dullest of the three. 

The dullest of the three. 


Louisa’s spouse perplexed her, 
A widow soon was she 3 
Maria’s lived and vexed her, 
As well as well could be; 
But Jane possessed true pleasure, 
With one of low degree, 
They were each other’s treasure, 
The happiest of the three. 
The happiest of the three. 


PPL PL LIF 


THE LIFE OF AN ACTOR. 


AN actor’s a comical dog, 
Now frisky, now dull as a log ; 
So changeable all, 
Now short, and now tall, 
Now plump, then as slim as a frog. 


Now Paddy the brogue he puts on, 

Then struts with the pride of «a don, 
Now a French oui monsieur, 
Then a Dutch yaw mynheer, 

Or bra’ Donald, the head of his clan. 


How rarely they take in the town, 

From one shilling up toa crown ! 
They pant, and they cry, 
Fight, tumble, and die, 

But laugh when the curtain is down. 


GRILLE L HR 


WE WILL LOVE TILL LIFE ITSELF 


EXPIRES. 
A DUET. 
(Terry. ) { 


SUBDUE, subdue the hopeless flame 


Within thy bosom burning ; 


Go seek a heart may bless thy choice, 


By love for love returning. 


No, no, I feel I ne’er can meet 


Another to adore, dear ; 


For thee alone this heart must beat 


Until it beat no more, dear. 


Then, though worlds divide our hearts, 


We'll cherish still their fires ; 


Though ages part us, we will love 


Till life itself expires. 


A love like ours, so warm, so pure, 


Let adverse fortune sever ; 


In absence it unfading blooms, 


Unaltered, and for ever. 


It is an ever-burning star, 


O’er storms sublimely riding ; 


With steady light, our wandering course 


Through life’s rough ocean guiding. 
Then, though worlds, &c. 
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On Neddy see me and my granny, 


A riding to Bambury-cross, sirs. 





—. 
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JOE GRIM AND HIS GRANDMOTHER. 
A DUET. 
(C, Dibdin.) 


Clown.—SweerT Colin and Harlequin Zanny, 
I’ve left to ride out a cock-horse, sirs ; 
On Neddy see me and my granny, 
A riding to Bambury-cross, Sirs ; 
Ech-aw! ech-aw! here we go, 
Me and my granny, gee wo. 
( Neddy kicks. ) 


Granny.—But Neddy’s quite frisky, odd rot nn, 
Take care, Joey, mind, he hops. 
kicking. ) 
Clown.— He scarce knows which way hangs his 
bottom, 
Since his picture’s stuck up in the 
shops. 
Ech-aw! ech-aw! &c. 
: [ (kicking. ) 
Granny.—Oh! let me get off from the donkey, 
Dear Joey, now what can he ail ? 
Clown.—Why, Granny, to make Neddy spunky, 
f I ginger put under his tail. 
Ech-aw! ech-aw! &c. 
(kicking and prancing. ) 


GPP LEP FF 


EVER FONDEST PRAYER. 

( Byron. ) 
FAREWELL, if ever fondest prayer 

For other's weal availed on high, 
Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft thy name beyond the sky ! 
”"Ewere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh,— 

Oh, more than tears of blood can tell, 
When wrung from Guilt’s expiring eye, 

Are in that word—Farewell! farewell ! 
These lips are mute, 


But in my breast, 
31--voL. 1. 


FAREWELL, IF 


these eyes are dry, 
and m my brain, 











Awake the pangs that pass not by, 
The thought that ne’er shall sleep again ! 
My soul nor deigns, nor dare complain, . 
Though grief and passion there rebel, 
I only know we loved in vain,— 
I only feel—Farewell! farewell! 


SPLPEP OEP 


THE TRAVELLING LOVER. 
(Pearce. ) 


THROUGH France, through all the German regions 
I’ve ranged, rare objects to discover : 
Seen pretty women in such legions 
I thought myself returned to Dover. 
Brisk music made me gay, 
And lively all the way, 
For no tune’s dull that once was merry, 
With him that loves the hey down derry. 


The Spanish belle I’ve serenaded, 
And many a night, with the sweet guitar, 
Beneath the lattice-grate paraded, 
Now tinkle tinkle, then gargan lara. 
’*T'was music made me gay, 
And lively all the way ; 
For no tune’s dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A different style the men invent-o ; 
To her the canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi sento: 
Such music has its day, 
But is not in my way ; 
Yet no tune’s dull that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry. 


Round would the girls of Russia chatter, 
And view me 0’er with looks of pleasure ; 
Their cymbals sounded clitter clatter, 
And they tript in the sprightly measure.; 


Such music made its day, 

But is not in my way; _ 
Yet no tune’s dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


Ye ee ae 


‘TOM TRANSOM. 
(Dibdin.) 


Tom TRANSOM, a seaman, sound to the back 
bone, 
With a heart loyal, friendly, and true, 
Married one Peg of Dover, sweet, tight, and well 
grown, 
_ And she chose him from all the whole crew. 
Peg brought him three sons, Thomas, William, 
and Jack, 
When a shore, that he danced on his knee ; 
And, delighted to think, when with age taken 
back, ° 
How they’d all serve their country at sea. 


Tom, pretty well docked, on the books was he 
run 
Having lost a spare daddle and leg ; 
But a friend and a comforter proved every son, 
And a kind-hearted nurse turned out Peg. 
Well, cried he, never mind, though the branches 
are gone, 
Heart of oak is the rest of the tree; ? 
Come, my lads, to revenge me, to danger rush 
on 
And be true to your country at sea. 


Tom first went aboard, was capsized in a thought 5 
Will shared the same dolorous fate ; 

And while by his brothers, like lions they fought, 
Poor Jack by a shot lost his pate. ' 

Old Tom, now laid up, when he heard of their 

death, 

Cried,—the king, Peg, will take care of thee ; 

And now I bless Fate, as 1 draw my last breath, 
I’a three sons served their country at sea. 


PLOLGICIS 


THE TEAR THAT BEDEWS SENSIBILITY’S 
SHRINE. 


(Captain Morris.) 


THOUGH Bacchus may boast of his. care-killing 
bowl £ 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight ; 
Such worship, alas! hath no charms for my soul, 
When softer devotions the senses invite. 


fo the arrow of Fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions, oblivious, a balm may bestow; 
But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the 
fair, : 
The death of reflection’s the birth of all woe. 


What soul that’s possessed of a dream so divine, 
With riot would bid the sweet vision begone, 
For the tear which bedews Sensibility’s shrine, 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus’s tun. 


The tender excess, which enamours the heart, 
To few is imparted, to millions denied ;- 

"Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jest at that for which sages have died. 


Each change and excess hath through ufe been my 
doom, 
And well can I speak of its joy and its strife ; 
The bottle affords us a glimpse through the gloom, 
But love’s the true sunshine that gladdens our 
life. 


Come, then, rosy Venus! and spread o’er my 
sight, 
The magie illusions that ravish the soul, 
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“Awake in my breast the soft dream of delight, 
And drop from the myrtle one leaf in the bow:. 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e’er, Jolly God, from thy banquet remove , 
But each tube of my heart ever thirst for the wine 
That’s mellowed by friendship and sweetened 
by love. 


PIIGOP IOP? 


WHAT’S A VALIANT HERO? 
(G. Colman.) 


WHAT’s a valiant hero? 
Beat the drum, 
He’ll come, 
Row de dow, &c, 


Nothing does he fear, oh! 
Risks his life, 
While the fife, 
Twittle, twittle, twero! 
y Row de dow, de dow, . 
Twittle, twittle, twero. . 


Havoc splits his ear, oh! 
Groans abound, 
Trumpets sound, 

Ran tan tan ta rero, 

Twittle, twittle, twero. 


Then the scars he’ll bear, oh. 
Muskets roar, 
Small shot pour, 
Rat a tat, too, tero, 
Pop, pop, pop, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 
What brings up the rear, oh! 
In comes death, 
Stops his breath, 
Good bye, valiant hero, 
Twittle twittle, rat a tat, 
Pop, pop, pop, 
Row de dow, &c. 


GPOPIL ILI 


TWAS WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH 
TOWN. 


?T Was within a mile of Edinburgh town, 
In the rosy time of the year, 
Sweet flowers bloomed, and the grass was down, 
And each shepherd woo’d his dear. 
Bonnie Jockie, blithe and gay, 
Kissed sweet Jenny making hay: 
The lassie blushed, and, frowning, cried, 
Na, na, it winna do; 
I canna, canna, winna, winna, mavinna buckle to. 


Jockie was a wag that never would wed, 
Though long he had followed the lass ; 
Contented, she earned and ate her brown bread, 
And merrily turned up the grass. 
Bonnie Jockie, blithe and free, 
Won her heart right merrily, 
Yet still she blushed, and, frowning, cried, 
Na, na, it winna do; 
I canna, canna, winna, winna, maunna buckle to. 


But when he vowed he wad make her his bride, 
Though his flocks and his herds were not few, 
She gied him her hand, and a kiss beside, 
And vowed she’d ever be true. 
Bonnie Jockie, blithe and free, 
Won her heart right merrily ; 
At kirk she nae mair, frowning, cried, 
Na, na, it winna do, 
I canna, canna, winna, winna, maunna buck.e to, 
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OH! SWEET THE SAD HEART’S PENSIVE 
NIGHT. 


(D. L. Richardson.) 


OH! sweet the sad heart’s pensive night! 
Though Memory’s star is clouded, 

Its beam is like the pale moonlight, 
Or rainbow half enshrouded! 


Oh! sweet and sad, when dark and lone, 
In bleak Misfortune’s hour, 

To think of early pleasures flown, 
And young Hope’s withered flower ! 


There is a charm ’tis sweet to borrow, 
From dreams of days departed,— 

There is a thrill of tender sorrow, 
Dear to the mournful hearted ! 


GOLPLVII CEH 


TO HORSE, MY MERRY COMPANIONS 
A 


(T. Dibdin.) 


To horse, my merry companions all, 
To horse, to horse, and away ! 

The sun-beams on the mountains fall, 

The wood-lark sings, the falconers call, 
And hail the dawning day. 


The generous steed, so plump and fair, 
Impatient snuffs the morning air, 
To horse, to horse, and away ! 


Already her game the falcon spies, 
In vain the prey to escape her tries, 
Already she seems to reach the skies ! 

To horse, to horse, and away. 


GPPILPIP PPD 


tN THIS COTTAGE HE LIVED—IN THIS 
COTTAGE HE DIED. 
(E. Knight.) 
’Twas in the green forest that old Adam dwelt, 
A retreat where no envy or sorrow he felt ; 
The fair simple hair from his temples had fled, 
With the hundred years which had passed o’er his 
head : 
To the traveller’s voice the echo replied, 
In this cottage he lived—in this cottage he died, 


My sight is quite gone,—were the last words he 
spoke ; 

And the day that he fell, fell the old forest oak! 

The pipe and the tabor with gaiety fled, 

And sadly each heart mourned,—good Adam is 
dead! ee. 

To the traveller’s voice the echo replied, 

In this cottage he lived—in this cottage he died. 


PIP LIP LSD 


THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE. 
Air—* This is no my ain House.” —( Burns.) 
CHORUS. 


OH! this is no my ain lassie, 
Fair though the lassie be ; 

O weel ken I my ain lassie, 
Kind love is in her ee. 


IT see a form, I see a face, 
Ye weel may wi’ the fairest place : 
It wants, to me, the witching grace, 
The kind love that’s in her ee. 
Oh, thisis no, &c. 
She’s bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall, 
And lang has had my heart in thrall ; 
And ay it charms my very saul, 
The kind love that’s in her ee. 
Oh, this is no, &c. 








"warning how to blow noses, 


' goes the Spitfire, 


A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink, by a’ unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers’ een, 
When kind love is in the ee. 
Oh, this is no, &c. 


It may escape the courtly sparks, 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watching lover marks 
The kind love that’s in the ee. 
Oh, this is no, &c. 


—_ 


PPILOLPIP 


THE WEST-INDIAN’S APPEAL. 
Air— Scots, wha ha’e.””—(M. H.) 
Britons! while we boast thy name, 
Britons! while thy blood we claim, 
Make our cause with thine the same, 
Honour, rights, and bravery. 
Shield us by thy powerful hand, 
From the base tyrannic band, 
That dare bind our native land 
Tn chains and abject slavery, 
Now thy western brothers call 
On thy senate’s sacred hall, 
For those rights entailed on all, 
Unalloyed by slavery, 
To thy Parliament we pray, 
Do not, Britons, then delay, 
Save us from the galling sway 
Of ignorance and knavery. 


THE SAILING MATCH. 
Air— Here’s to the Maiden.” 
They may talk of their Ganges, 
so fair, 
Also of the Nile and the Lee, sirs, 


their Euphrates 


| But can all, e’en the Pactolus or Liffey, compare 


To Father Thames, called the Londerers’ sea, sirs? 


SPOKEN.] Now, are you all ready there in the 
boat? where’s Mrs. B.? oh, here you are, do you 
sit in the middle ; Tommy and Jerry, do you sit 
on one side of your mamma, Wilhelmina and Au- 
gustus on the other, like two pockets, and take that 
basket of sandwiches in your lap; also tea-kettle, 
but mind the smut—there, now trim the boat. — 
Ah, I like to come out with Brownrigg, he’s been 
a Sailor.—No, he hasn’t.—Yes, ‘he has.—Well, if 


‘I wasn’t, my father was; and moreover than that 


he was drowned in Chelsea-reach ; so I think 


‘I ought to know something of the navigation 


of the river.—I say, young man, what are the 
names of the vessels that start ’—Why, ma’am, 
the Wenus, the Wirgin, the Wictoria, and three 
others whose names I can’t properly pronounce ; 
but they’re all ready, and will start when the pis- 
tol fires.—Bless me, do they use pistols in sailing- 
matches ?—Yes, ma’am, that’s the prize; which- 
ever vessel brings back the bullet in the shortest 
time gains the day.—Ah' how do you do, Mr. 
Chesterfield?—I say, that’s Mr. Chesterfield, son 
to the gentleman that wrote a book about politeness, 
ana ieave go of but- 
ton-holes. Is it indeed? I'l] speak to him; how 
does your venerable father do, sir?—How? why, 
the old buffer is as steff as pitch Ah, neighbour 
Henpeck, how is it you are out to-day, this is the 
first day I ever saw you take pleasure, how is this? 
—How? Mrs. H. is buried to-day.—Hollo! there 
how she cuts along—there they 
go—now mind, Mrs, B.—all right, look out now 
—down with your oars, gentlemen, and all keep 
time by your watches.—Mrs. B. put the rudder a 
little to the other side.—Off we go. 


As the wind blows, so the boat rows, 
And still with more vigour each waterman glows. 
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The boats are skimming, their white pouting sails, 
Like swains cleaving through the blue sky, sirs, 
Petitions are sent up for favouring gales, 
As onward the vessels quick fly, sirs. 


; SPOKEN. ] There they go! Oh, how beautiful ! 
now maje tic. B. my dear, which do you think 
will win ?—Why, she that gets in first.—How far 


have they to go, Brownrigg ?—Why, right up the 


river, through Battersea arches, and back again 
against wind and tide, until they anchor safe at 
Cumberland-gardens. Now, that’s why I like to 
come out with Brownrigg, he knows every thing, 
sir; why is that place called the Red House 1 
Why, because it’s brown.—I should not think any 
thing could go quicker than that ere wessel, my 
love.—Don’t under-rate the velocity of your own 
tongue, my dear.—Oh dear' see if that little boy 
hasn’t fallen through by the bridge, and there he’s 
hanging.—Oh dear! oh! oh!—I say, my young 
one, did you see the vessels start ?—Yes.—Well, 
wait there, and you'll see *em come back again.— 
Now they go; look at them; they’re in, they’re 
in, the Wictoria! the Wictoria! Now he’s going 
to have his cup.—What cup, Mr. Brownrigg ?— 
Why, don’t you know all this sailing is for a little 
cup, which is filled with a gallon of brandy-punch, 
and given to the conqueror, who is expected to 
drink it all. —What all?—Every drop, and eat the 
lemon of it.—Bless me, what an undertaking‘ 
—Ah! but that isn’t half, he must keep sober af- 
terwards.. 

As the wind blows, &c. 


Contention has ceased, and, resigned up to glee, 

Each party floats down with the tide, sir; 
They take out their dinners, and prepare for the 

tea, ; 

With ham-sandwiches and sour meat beside, 

sir. 

SFOKEN.] Well now, we'll lay upon our oars a 
little while, and take a rest.—Sir, I don’t know 
what you mean by them ere nawtical expressions, 
but when you come out with ladies, you might be 
a little more discriminate.—Oh, there’s no harm 
to lay upon our oars, it means to give up to the di- 
rection of Neptune and Heolus.—Really, I don’t 
think we ought to give it up to any body except the 
people we hired it of, and theirnames is Sullivan. 
--Mr. Dulcet, might we beg the favour of your 
services of the fute?—I am sure, ma’am, J shall 
be very happy, but you see as we begin to row 
again, I can’t pull and blow too.—Here, stop, first 
fill me this tea-kettle with water.—I’ll do that; 
oh, bless me, it has fallen to the bottom.—I did 
not tell you to do that.—No, but you told me to 
fill it with water, and I dare say it is.—Well, sir, 
I don’t want to say any thing, only, don’t talk to 
me any more on the voyage, now where’s the su- 
gar? oh, I have it in my coat-pocket.— Have you? 
then your coat-pocket has been in the water this 
half-hour.—Sir, you are very obnoxious, very ob- 
noxious indeed; I don’t like it, and mind you 
don’t speak to me any more during the voyage.— 
Well, I wo’n’t.—Don’t.—I wo’n’t.—Don’t, I say. 
—Now, Mr. Dulcet, will you blow ?—With all my 
wind, ma’am. ( Plays the flute. )—Beautiful! well 
now, this is pleasant; though I wish we had some 
tea. Don’t you, Brownrigg? why, where’s Brown- 
rigg ?—Mr. B. where can he be gone to? friend B. 
where are you?—My love B. where can he have 
got to?—Well, if I must speak, Mr. B. fell over- 
noard some time since; but as he desired me to 
take no notice of him during the voyage, I held 
my tongue. 





As the wind blows, &«. 


OILIL IIIB? 











THE IRISHMAN’S PEDIGREE. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


ARRAH, honies, my dear, 

Tis myself that is here, 

And V’ll soon make appear 
What you never before did sec 5 

Och, in no time at all, 

Though it’s not over small, 

I’ll venture to squall 
Out an Irishman’s pedigree. 

So, void of all bother 

*Bout this, that, and t’other, 

My daddy’s own mother 
Was Paddy O’Flannaghan, 

And his sister, poor thing, 

Was the son of a king, 

And they called him, agrah, 
Mr. Brian O’Callaghan ; 

Wid Gilly Mohollock, 

And Terence O’Nollock, 

Mister Darby O’Gollock ; 
Sure they sisters and brothers be. 

Little Teddy O’Neal, 

Wid Dermot O’Teal, 

Och, but stop, I an’t done 
Wid an Irishman’s pedigree. 


Then next on the list, 
Which I hold in my fist, 
Was a player at whist, 

Called Sir Cahor O’Dogherty 5 
Then fierce as a lion 
Came Paddy O’Brian, 
Whom they nicknamed the sly one, 

Wid Father O’Fogherty. 

Then Felix M‘Carty 
Made one of the party, 
O’Phelin so hearty, 

And Laries by dozens, sir ; 
Wid Murphy O’Rook, 

Who was caught in the nook 
Kissing Shelah O’Took, 

Just because they were cousins, oh. 
Then Darby Mahoney, 
O’Carrol, his crony, 

And Macquire, dear honey, 

All knights of the hod they be 5 
Wid Rod’rick O’Connor, 

A man of great honour, 
Arrah, what do you think _ 
Of an Irishman’s pedigree ? 


Then next, joys, you know 
Was Brian Boro, 
Who sold whiskey, you know, 
Salt herrings, paratees too;_ 
Wid Mortagh Maclogin, , 
And Judy O’Laughlan, 
Who, by throwing the stocking, 
Soon brought my own self to view ; 
At my christ’ning, d’ye see, 
Who so merry as we, 
Wid hearts full of glee, 
Sure we called for the piper, O! 
Then after our tay, 
To drive sorrow away, 
Took a drop of swate pay, 
None for mischief more riper, O 
Then Dermot Kidshelah, 
He seized his shellelagh, 
And rang such a peal-a 
On the head of Pat Chadesie, 
He made them all run 
Like the son of. a gun; 
And so, joys, I’ve done~ 
Wid an Irishman’s pedigree. 


PPI IIL SE 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


FRIENDSHIP is the bond of reason, 
But if beauty disapprove, 

Heaven absolves all other treason 
In the heart that’s true to love. 


The faith which to my friend I swore, 
As a civil oath I view ; 

But to the charms which I adore, 
Tis religion to be true. 


Then if to one I false must be, __ 
Can I doubt which to prefer ?— 

A breach of social faith with thee, 
Or sacrilege to love and her. 


GELFIL IP 


THE TRUE BRITISH TAR. 
(Collins. ) 


THE sailor so brave scorns the dastardly slave 
That in fight turns his back on the foe, 

Or his post quits to shun the wide mouth of the 

un 

That is pointed to level him low. 

For the true British tar, ’mid the thunder of war, 
Ne’er was known for a flincher or failer, 

But he’ll plunge with the brave in a watery grave, 
Ere dishonour the name of a sailor. 


Stormy winds they may blow, and the gulph yawn 
below, 
Or the billows to mountains may rise ; 
Of no danger afraid, he ploughs on, undismayed, 
Through the waves when at war with the skies ; 
For he makes up his mind, and gives care to the 
wind 
Calling Boreas a blustering railer ; 
While a biscuit for prog, and a small cup of 
grog 
Sink or swim , cheers the heart of a sailor. 
And when called on to lend a kind hand to a 
friend, 
That’s for want of a lift quite aground, 
He’ll make over his'pay, but he’Il soon cheer his 
way 
To set sail for the port where he’s bound ; 
For says he, ‘* smite my gib, if a messmate in 
crib 
Shall be lodged by a catchpole or jailer, 
But the shirt from my back to the broker shall 
pack, 
To set free from the bilboes a sailor.” 


Yet the stout heart of oak, that ne’er shrunk from 
the stroke 
Of the death-dealing blade or the ball, 
Still may hope and desire to escape sword and 
fire, 
To revenge his brave comrades that fall ; 

And in fight on the flood, ankle-deep up in blood, 
Through the conflict he’ll ne’er prove a failer, 
Till the enemy’s rag strikes to Old England’s flag, 

Then, huzza! cries the true British sailor. 


OL ITPAILFe 


WHEN BEAUTY COURTS THE PENSIVE 


EN. 


[From the Spanish of Villegas.] (Dimond.) 


WHEN Beauty courts the pensive mien, 
And meekly like a nun is seen, 

Her languor charms a lover’s eye, 

And tames its fires to sympathy. 
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Lightly soon some dear caprice 
Bids the spell of sadness cease ; 
Then a smiling sparkling grace, 
Dimples o’er her changeful face. 


Half-closed eyes, that woo’d the ground, 
Start and flash bright ruin round, 
Stars of night turn orbs of day— 
Hearts are pierced by either ray. 


A BUNDLE OF CROWNS, 
(C. H. Buller.) 


‘SINCE that brilliant gem, England, was set in the 


sea 
It was shown in the crowns of the goddess that’s 
free, ; 
Adorning the bright brow of sweet liberty, 
That nobody can deny. 


To seize it the Dane did his best you well know, 
But Alfred the brave lent him such a good blow, 


-That he of the jewel was fain to let go, 


That nobody can deny. 


The goddess in rapture of fame tapped a barrel, 
As bub for the hero, for revenging her quarrel, 
And then sucked his jowl, asshe crowned him with 
laurel, 
That nobody can deny. 


The French with the lady, too, tried to play bowls, 
But Neddy the Third bawled out, Oh! hang your 
souls 
You thieves! but I’ bring you over the coals, 
That nobody can deny. 


And quickly he made them to tell a queer story, 
And put them to sleep in a bed that was gory, 
Then she tipped him her daddle, and crowned him 
with glory, 
% That nobody can deny. 


Still they tried at the game, and no soul can deny 
its 
And again, and again, made a row and a riot, 
At last Harry the Fifth says, yon’d better be quiet, 
That nobody can deny. 


Jawing made me so hungry, he said with a 
frown, 
T’ll give them a call and to dinner sat down ; 
He did so in Paris, and swallowed their crown, 
That nobody can deny. 


Now Harry the Eighth, though a swell of a chap 

For kissing the ladies, but yet for all that, 

Hit the Pope in the jaw a most d—n—le slap, 
That nobody can deny. 


”Cause his Holiness’ humour it was to make free 
With Miss Liberty’s linen, so, your worship, says 
he, 
Your three crowns I’ll try, they may chance to fit 
me, 
That nobody can deny. 


Then Jemmy the Second, it came in his head, 
To play tricks with the lady, and you know it is 
said 
That the damsel, enraged, kicked him out of the 
bed 
; That nobody can deny. 


Then an Orangeman sent for, he quickly came 
over 
And banged Jemmy well, then she called him her 
lover, 
Gave him half-a-crown, and his wife got another, 
_ That nobody can deny. 
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Now fourth George of Brunswick, despise all mean 
arts 
Shield the pride of the land from her  enemy’s 
- darts, 
And we’ll make you a crown out of Englishmen’s 
hearts, 


That nobody can deny. 


De ede 


THE SOCIAL SONS OF JOY. 
A GLEE. 
(Rannie. ) 


IN Bacchus’ vine-encircled bower, 
The social sons of Joy we reign: 
To Mirth we consecrate the hour, 
And raise to Love the choral strain ; 
While sportive Genius, o’er the bowl, 
Breathes strains of minstrelsy divine, 
Chaste Fancy charms the soaring soul, 
With mirth and music, wit and wine! 


Ye sons of Sorrow, hither haste, 
Nor longer in dejection pine : 

Our sparkling cup of transport taste, 
The nectar of Content divine! 

Partake our bliss—our friendship share, 
The Lethe of our grief behold! 

And own it yields a charm for care, 
More precious far than mines of gold. 


PCL ILE PL 


THE MILLER. 
(Cunningham. ) 


IN a plain pleasant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With amill and some meadows,—a freehold estate ; 
A well-meaning miller, by labour supplies. 
Those blessings that grandeur to great ones denies ; 
No passions to plague him, no cares to torment ; 
His constant companions are health and content ; 
Their lordships in lace may remark, if they will, 
He’s honest, though daubed with the dust of his 
mill, 


Ere the lark’s early carols salute the new day, 
He springs from his cottage as jocund as May ; 
He cheerfully whistles, regardless of care, 

Or sings the last ballad he bought at the fair. 
While courtiers are toiled in the cobwebs of state, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great ; 

No fraud or ambition his bosom does fill, 
Contented he works, if there’s grist for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedecked in his homespun array, 

At church he’s the loudest to chant or to pray: 
He sits to a dinner of plain English food, 

Though simple the pudding, his appetite’s good ; 
At night, when the priest and exciseman are gone, 
He quafis at the alehouse with Roger and John; 
Then reels to his pillow and dreams of no ill; 

No monarch more blest than the man of the mill. 


PIG LABDIFP 


THE PLEASURES OF TIVOLI. 
Air—¢ Le Zephire.”—( Moncrieff. ) 
In Tivoli, 
Cleverly, 
All things look gaily ; 
Art, nature, 
Each feature 
Combining to grace. 
French, English, 
Distinguish ; 
Still Tivoli daily, 
Declaring 
And swearing, 
here’s no other place. 
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Of pleasure, 
Such measure ; 
Boats sailing, 
Regaling ; 
Swings getting, 
Where netting 
Forbids you to fall. 
Ring running, 
So cunning ; 
Then vying, 
Strength trying ; 
Disputing, 
Safe shooting 
With pistol and ball. 
Then struggling, 
The juggling, 
Next thing to discover. 
Then trying, 
By flying, % 
The famed Egypt’s bird. 
At theatres, 
Waiters, 
The rope-dancing over. 
Cards spelling, 
Fate telling, 
And true every word. 


Puppet-shows 

Then one views 3; 

Ups and downs, 

Lords and clowns ; 

Then music, 

Which few seek, 
Though concert so sweet. 

Lights, fountains, 

High mountains, 

Down sliding, 

Fast riding, 

To tire works, 

Till fireworks 
The night ends complete— 

In Tivoli, &c. 


PPO PL IAF 


THE GALLEY SLAVE. 
(Cross. ) 


On! think on my fate, once I freedom enjoyed, 
Was as happy as happy could be; 
But pleasure is fled, even hope is destroyed, 
A captive, alas! on the sea: 
I was ta’en by the foe,—’twas the fiat of fate, 
To tear me from her I adore! 
When thought brings tomind my once happy state, 
I sigh! while I tug at the oar. 
Hard—hard is my fare!—oh! how galling my 
chain! 
My life’s steered by misery’s chart ; 
And though ’gainst my tyrants I scorn to com- 
plain, 
Tears gush forth to ease my full heart : 
I disdain e’en to shrink, though I feel the sharp 
lash 3 
Yet my breast bleeds for her I adore! 
While around me the unfeeling billows will dash, 
I sigh! and still tug at the oar. 


How fortune deceives! I had pleasure in tow, 
The port where she dwelt we’d in view ; 
But the wished nuptial morn was o’erclouded with 
woe, 
And, dear Anna! I was hurried from you : 
Our shallop was boarded, and I borne away, 
To behold my dear Anna no more 5 
But despair wastes my spirits, my form feels de- 


cay, 
He sighed! and expired at the oar. 


PREG L ILE 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ,; 


COME, SPORTSMEN, AWAY, THE MORN- 
ING HOW FAIR. 


CoME, sportsmen, away! the morning how fair‘ 
To the wolds, to the wolds, let us quickly repair ; 
Bold Thunder and Lightning are made for the game, 
And Death and the Devi« are both just the same. 


See, backers! a kite,—a mere speck in the sky 5 

Zounds! out with the owl,—lo! he catches his 
eye. 

Down he comes with a sweep ;—be unhooded each 
hawk ; 

Very soon will they both to the gentleman talk. 


They’re at him,—he’s off,—now they’re o’er him 


again. : 

Ah!—that was a stroke,—see! he drops to the 
plain. 

They rake him,—they tear him,—he flutters,—he 
cries,— : 


He struggles,—he turns up his talons and dies. 


See! a magpie! let fly!—how he flutters and 
shambles ; 

How he chatters, poor rogue! now he darts to the 
brambles. 

Out again,—overtaken,—his spirits now fiag : 

Hip! he gives up the ghost! good night, Mister Mag. 

Lo! a heron,—let loose,—how he pokes his long 
neck, 

And darts, with what vengeance, but vainly his 
beak ! 

Egad!' he shifts well,—now he feels a death- 
wound, 

And with Thunder and Lightning rolls tumbling to 
ground, 


Thus we falconers sport ;—now homeward we 
stray, 

To fight o’er the bottle the wars of the day ; 

And in honour at night of the chase and _ its 
charms, 

Sink sweetly to rest with a dove in our arms. 


PPEL IO PP 


DEAR FEMALE FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, 
AND YOU. 


(T. Swift.) 


WHEN clouds that angel face deform, 
Anxious I view the coming storm ; 
When angry lightnings arm thine eye, 
And tell the gathering tempest’s nigh, 
I curse the sex, and bid adieu 

To female friendship, love, and you. 


But when soft passions rule your breast, 
And each kind look some love has drest ; 
When cloudless smiles around you play, 
And give the world a holiday ; 

I bless the hour when first I knew 

Dear female friendship, love, and you. 


GI OLIAI SE 


THE JEW CLOTHESMAN, 
(Dibdin.) 
SHOES, hats, and old clothes 
Hare-skin ! 
Rabbit-skin ! 
Come, my pretty maid, old clothes! 
About the squares 
I cry my vares, 
When to open the findow the maid begin; 
So den I vait 
‘At the area gate, 
And coax ’em and chuck ’em under the shin. 


SPOKEN.] Vat have you got for me dis time, 
mine dear? Ah! dis is de coat, de plack coat is 
ferry koot coat: but ven he ket shabby, he ket 
ferry shabby, Beside, nobody vear the plack coat 
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but de parson, and de master parson buy de new 
coat, and de churnyman parson can’t afford to puy 
any coat at all. I kiff you tree shilling for de 
plack coat. Nonsense! ket avay; I vant to talk 
to diss lady “bout the kishen stuff: vell, vell, I 
kiff you five, but den you must kiff me dat shoe, 
dat handkerchief, dat stocking. Ah! dat is very 
pretty girl; good morning, my love; I fish you 
great luck vid de kishen stofe. 

So I trick all de flat again and again, 

Till by dat time I come to Rosemary-lane : 

Like a snow-ball, still bigger and bigger I grows, 
While loudly I cry shoes, hats, and old clothes. 


So I tink no sin 
To take ’em in; 
Shoe, stocking, every ting make my own. 
As I trick de flat, 
One, two, tree hat, 
IT look like the Pope with my triple crown. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! Monsieur le valet, vat you got 
dis morning? Ah! vat is de preeches, de smal.- 
clothes, de inexpressible. Ah! tis te preeches, de 
fine dashing fellow stare de lady in de face, knock 
down the fatchman; kett his nose pull a little 
sometimes. Very bad stain all over de fine. Ah! 
noting goot but de pocket: ferry coot pocket, good 
as new: never ket any money to put in em, and 
so never fare ’em out. ee let me look at the 
faistcoat: vat is dis? oh! it is de tailor’s bill, 
d—me, so long as my arm: dis is de vay de young 
chentleman alvays sells his clothes pefore he pays 
for em. Vell; I kiff you three and sixpence.— 
Oh! Moses, you must stand my friend; I want a 
guinea.—A kinney!—Yes; I got my master’s 
fatch ; I take tode fatch-maker; I kiff you for 
little pawn. I kot an appointment this evening ; 
tam fine girl, Moses. Fell, fell, I take de fatch. 
Dam fool! vorte fifty pone; I ket all his kuts out 
before he come home again: but, ’pon my soul! 
you’re a ferry great rogue; pawn your master’s 
fatch 5 you must not keep company with a man of 
my character. 

So I trick all the flats, &e. 


For de last ting of all, 
On the dasher I call, 
Dat take genteel airing upon the highway ; 
He fake in a fright, 
I soon set him right, 
So of de business terectly we talk afay. 


SPOKEN, | Fell, you got goot booty? Ah! toss 
is tiss? Ah! fill you have a sup, Moses? ‘I rob an 
old maid. I ax her for de vatch, she kif me the 
pocket-pistol ; tam goot brandy, Moses; have a 
sup? Ah! and is tiss all? All! oh, no; I make 
mistake and go into another chentleman’s hosse 
stid of my own; make free wid a few spoon, 
waiter, candlestick. All tis is ferry goot, te silvers 
he fill melt down, make into very fine white soup. 
Vat you ax for all toketer? Foife kinny, Moses. 
Foife kinny! I kiff dirty shilling. Tam your dirty 
shilling ; I font have it. Ferry well, ferry well ; 
stay, be fone out—ket hang. Oh! de tam Jew 
dog, he will peach. Vat you say dere. I say, 
Moses, I believe you must have it; tam Jew vil- 
lain. Ah! dat is right, go on and prosper. 
So I tricks all de flats, &ec. 


CPL LIL LD 


A FATHER’S EYE—A FATHER’S LOVE. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Der Frei- 
schutz, by Planche. ] 


THOUGH oft the sun from us be shrouded, 
His golden course unchanged he keeps ; 

So o’er our fates, however clouded, 
Reigns One whose mercy never sleeps. 
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A father’s eye—a father’s love 
Still watches o’er us from above! 


Then still o’er life’s uncertain ocean, 
Like some frail bark as on I stray, 

To this sweet hope, with fond devotion, 
Vl cling through sorrow’s darkest day. 

A father’s eye—a father’s love 

Still watches o’er us from above ! 


PLR OPOTaL 


PHELIM O’BLARNEY. 
Air—** Ballinafad.” 


ONE moonshiny night, about two in the morning, 
I wandered myself all alone in the dark ; 
Not a cratur was with me but Judy, whose scorn- 
ing, ‘ 
On my poor little heart made a visible mark. 
Then list to my ditty, so dismal and pretty ; 
QO! thunder, if ever a fiction was true, 
You'll be after declaring my case is past bearing, 
So grating to me, but divarting to you. 


My name, I must tell you, is Phelim O’Blarney, 
Just come all the ways from the town 0’ Tralee, 
My father was born by the lake o’ Killarney, 
And faith, you must know, he was older than 
me. 
Nor need you to wonder, ’tis not the first blunder 
That Nature has made in a comical whim, 
For sense might have told her dad ne’er had been 
older 
if Phelim, his son, had been born before him. 


I’ve got a fine house on the banks of the Liffey, 
That only wants building to make it complete, 
So faith we’ll set off for the same in a jiffey, 
And build a rare house for our ancestors’ seat. 
Then, come, my dear jewel, no longer be cruel, 
But let’s scamper off without making a din; 
Like gems in a casket, we’ll ride in the basket, 
If the coach be set off ’ere we get to the inn. 


By Jasus! you'll ne’er find me boasting and swell- 
ing, 
Upon my salvation! I hate such a plan ; 
Let upstarts and vapouring puppies be telling 
How long their mean race before Adam’s began, 
Before the creation my famed generation, 
Without e’er a soul, by themselves all alone, 
Invented potatoes, whose worth now so great is, 
We Irishmen cal] ’em roast beef without bone. 


Then let us be jogging along to our mansion, 
You shall walk by my side, while I follow be- 
fore. 
My heart’s so contracted by Cupid’s expansion, 
Though I’ve said all I can, yet Ill tell you some 
more : 
As a hot-burned cinder turns clouts into tinder, 
The flame of your conduct so frigidly glows, 
That it has, pretty cratur, from Phelim’s good- 
nature, 
Extracted a secret that every one knows. 


Both sleeping and waking, still trembling and 


quaking, , 
Nor noon, night, or morning, from dreaming 
can keep, 
By my shoul! and ’tis vexing, and mighty per- 
plexing, 


So oft to be waked ’ere a body’s asleep. 
Then come, my dear jewel, no longer be cruel, 
If you plase, we’ll be married by ould Father 
Carney, 
Drink whiskey, and sing, and make the air ring 
With success to Miss Judy, and Phelim O’Blar- 
ney. 


( If encored. ) 


But, if wakened by you now, indecd it is true now, 
A smile will extend my sweet Judy’s soft jaws, 
She’ll say, “* I can’t choose now, indeed to refuse 

now, 
When your own ugly self thus meets with ap- 
plause.”’ 


PIGPPLEIF 


PARADISE AND THE PERI. 
(T. Moore.) 
RECITATIVE. 


ONE morn, a peri at the gate 

Of Eden stood, disconsolate, 

And, as she listened to the springs 

Of life within, like music flowing, 

And caught the light upon her wings 
Through the half-open portal glowing, 
She wept, to think her recreant race 
Should e’er have lost that glorious place ! 


AIR. 
«« How happy,” exclaimed this child of air 
«« Are the holy spirits who wander there, 

’Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall ; 
Though mine are the gardens of earth and sca, 
And the stars themselves are flowers for me, 

One blossom of heaven outblooms them all. 


«* Though sunny the lake of coo] Cashmere, 
With its plane-tree isle reflected clear, 

And sweetly the founts of that valley fall, 
Though bright are the waters of Sing-see-hay, 
And the golden floods that thitherward stray, 
Yet oh! ’tis only the blest can say 

How the waters of Heaven outshine them all. 
Go, wing thy flight from star to star, 

From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall, 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres 
And multiply each through endless years, : 

One minute of Heaven is worth them all.” 
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GIPPLE PP? 


HOW PROVOKING YOUR DOUBTS, DO YOU. 
THINK ?M A FOOL? 


(Cobb.) 


How provoking your doubts, do you think I’m a 
fool ? 
In the heat of the battle you know I was cool, 
While ourselves and our neighbours, 
With guns, pistols, and sabres, 
Were cutting and slashing, 
Mahomedans hashing ; 
But need I care for that, since Time’s on the wing ? 
You see I am merry—you hear how I sing 
Tol de rol, &c. 
You see I am merry—you hear how I sing. 


That jade, madam Lilla, that gipsy afar, 

Is jigging away to the Turkish guitar ; 

While great smooth-chinned fribbles, 

With vile squeaking trebles, 

Chant her praises, to cheer 

That curst seraskier 

Till the handkerchief’s thrown—but then what’s 

-that to me? 

It can’t make me uneasy—I’m happy, you see, 
Tol de rol, &e. 

It can’t make me uneasy—I’m happy, you sce. 


v 


PPI LIL EE 


I THINK THE LIQUOR’S IN ME. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


RECITATIVE. : 
On, my poor head! who addles thus his brains 
Is a confounded blockhead for his pains , 
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Ye sober folks, whom reason rules, 
?Tis monstrous melancholy ! 

Then, while you laugh at drunken fools, 
Take warning by their folly. 


AIR. 
My master says I am in liquor, 
But I don’t know how that can be, 
And he’s surely at fibbing no sticker, 
For I think the liquor’s in me. 
Sing ching, ring, fol de rol, hickup! 
3 [ Dancing. 
My head it is all in a pother, 
My ears tingle just like a bell, 
And my legs run away from each other, 
Or else I could stand very well 
To sing ching, ring, &e. 
I keep a fast hold of the bottle, 
Or else I should tumble, poor elf! 
Though I think, he so gulps in the throttle, 
The bottle’s as drunk as myself. 
SPOKEN.] And, if he was to try ever so, I don’t 
think he coaid sing 
Ching, ring, &c. 


GP IPIIPOF 


REMEMBER YOUR VOWS, AND BE TRUE 
) TO YOUR LOVE. 
(Rannie. ) 

REMEMBER your vows, when the sweet birds sat 

singing 
New strains of delight, as we strayed in the 

grove, 

While around us, in beauty, the wild fiowers were 
springing, 


Remember your vows, and be true to your love. 
There, hand locked in hand, through the valley 
we wandered, 
Exchanging soft glances, our fondness to prove, 
And marked the blue waves, as they slowly 
meandered, 
Remember your vows and be true to your love. 


Remember your vows, when the dangers of ocean, 
A wish to be near you induced me to prove, 
Though each pulse of my heart, like the sea, was 
in motion, 
Remember your vows and be true to your love. 
When tossed by the wild winds, and rocked by the 
billow, 
Each tender endearment to comfort me strove, 
My safety your care, and your bosom my pillow, 
Remember your vows, and be true to your love. 


GIPIIII SO 


HONOUR AMONG THIEVES. 
(Dibdin. ) 
To his sons, cried old Gripe, “ be my last words 
obeyed, 
Ere I’m given to the grim undertaker : 
Thou wert, Timothy, bred a miller by trade, 
Tom ’s a farmer, and Robert ’s a baker, 
Do you three, bound in one, like the bundle of 
sticks, 
Though various the fortunes you weather, 
Take my blessing, and swear, lads, whatever your 
tricks, 
To death that you’ll all hang together.” 


Possessed of the granary, the oven, and the mill, 
To profit of this manumission, 
They vowed to obey their dear father’s last will, 
And to cherish his kind admonition. 
Good man, he had taught them that prudence was 
gold, : 
That no one should lavish a feather. 
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That conscience brought thousands when once it was 
sold, 
And that brothers should still hang together. — 


Thus Tim, Tom, and Bob on Remorse shut the 
door 
The baker to trade paid attention, 
The miller kept grinding the face of the poor, 
The farmer sowed wheat and dissension ; 

Each shut up his heart as he shut up his purse, 
Both made of good strong stretching leather, 
Their large fortunes were branded with every man’s 

curse 
Who wished they were all hanged together. 


And: thus they went on in the good common cause, 
In each other still placing reliance, 

To good fellowship, feeling, religion, and laws, 

» Firm and manfully bidding defiance. 

But perjury never was one of their crimes, 
For, to prove that they outwent their tether, 

On a gibbet, by way of a touch on the times, 
Though they’re dead, yet they all hang toge- 

ther. 


GOPPILPO?SSP 


WHEN BIDDEN TO THE WAKE OR FAIR. 
(Mrs. Brooke.) ; 


WHEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free-hearted swain, 
Till Phoebe promised to be there, 
I loitered last of all the train. 


If chance some fairing caught her eye, 
The ribbon gay, or silken glove, 
With eager haste I ran to buy, 
For what is gold compared to love? 


My posy on her bosom placed, 
Could Harry’s sweeter scents exhale? 
Her auburn locks my ribbon graced, 
And fluttered in the wanton gale. 


With scorn she hears me now complain, 
Nor can my rustic pleasures move, 
Her heart prefers a richer swain, 
And gold, alas! has banished love. 


PAP PII IF 


MASONIC ATTRIBUTES. 


GUARDIAN genius of our art divine, 
Unto thy faithful sons appear ; 

Cease now o’er ruins of the East to pine, 
And smile in blooming beauties here. 


Egypt, Syria, and proud Babylon, 
No more thy blissful presence claim ; 
In England ever fix thy stable crown, 
Where myriads do confess thy name. 


The sciences from eastern regions brought, 
Which after shone in Greece and Rome, 

Are here in hundred stately lodges taught, 
To which remotest brethren come. 


Behold what strength our rising dome uprears, 
Till, mixing with the azure skies, 

Behold what beanty through the whole appears, 
So wisely built, they must surprise. 


Nor are we only to those arts confined, 
For we the paths of Virtue trace ; 
By us man’s rugged nature is refined, 
And polished into love and peace. 


De ed eee 


FLY, FLY TO THE FIELD. 
Air—“ The Indian Maid.” —(J. G. Reynolds 


FLy, fly to the field, Sir Egbert, away! 
The gauntlet is down, and the knights in array, 
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The trumpet has sounded,—I hear it again, 
Away, then, Sir Egbert, nor longer remain. 

Yes, ’tis glory that calls me, ’tis love bids me 


Ray yen é, 
For Ellen I fight,—and I’ll conquer or die ! 


Adieu, my sweet maid, fear not I’ll betray 
Thy fair form to the traitor who fronts me to-day ; 
By the honour of knighthood, I never will yield ; 
No, conquer I must,—or expire on the field ! 
“‘ Rolando, beware!—tremble, traitor!” (he 
cried, ) 
Thy downfall is near!—’tis the downfall of 
pride i” 
He mounted his courser, and flew to the fight ; 
The conflict was dreadful,—’twas zight opposed 
“might ; 
Blow for blow long resounded,—til} Rolando wes 
slain ; , 
He cursed Ellen’s name, and fell dead on the plain. 
Sir Egbert lay wounded,—blood gushed from his 
side ; 
For Ellen he fought—he conquered—and died! 


GPOLLIIF 


THE HIGHLANDER’S MILKING-SONG. 


PBROO, pbroo! my bonnie cow, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!) 
Ye ken-the hand that’s kind to you, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


Your ca’fie’s sleepin in the pen, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!) 

It’ll soon win to the pass again, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


The stranger is come here the day, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!) 

We’ll send him singin on his way, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


The day is meath, and weary be, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !) 

While cozie in the bield were ye, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


He’ll bless your bouk when far awa’, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!) 

And scaff and raff ye ay sall hae, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c, 


Sic benison will sain ye still, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!) 

Frae cantrip, elf, and quarter ill, 
Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


‘The stranger’s blessings lucky ay, 
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !) 
We’ll thrive like hainit girss in May, 

Sae lat the drappie go hawkie. 


Pbroo, pbroo, &c. 


GIL? CILLA 


AH, NEVER, NO, NEVER! 
(T. Lacey.) 


CAN Edward complain that Emma doth rove? 
Ah, no! ’tis not absence shall change her fond 
love: 

- She loves him as dearly as dearly can be, 

Although he’s far from her, and onthe proud sea. 

Poor Emma sheds tears for the dangers of war, 

But ne’er will she slight her faithful bold tar. 
Ah, never! no, never! 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


True courage, they say, is a seaman’s delight; 

To conquer or die they ever will fight ; 

If the foe dare attack, and with valour engage, 

British sailors will honour fairmem’ry’s page. 

Should Edward in battle be slain by a ball, 

Can Emma cease weeping, alas! for his fall? 
Ah, never! no, never! 


When the wind rndely blows, ’tis Emma that 
sighs 
To think on the faté of some shipwrecks’ sad cries ; 
Should Providence call gallant Edward, the brave, 
To end all his toils in a wat’ry grave, 
Pale sorrow would mark constant Emma, the fair, 
She’d weep, but could never forget his fond care. 
Ah, never! no, never! 
JERRY JALAP AND WIDOW TOWZER. 
(R. Morley.) 
Wipow TowZer kept a snug little shop, 
For sheep’s heads, in famed Seven Dials ; 
Jerry Jalap very often in did pop 
When he carried out his blisters and phials ; 
One day, “* Widow Towzer,” said he, 
“< For love of you I am very sick !”’ 
Says she, ‘* You fool, vhy,” says she, 
“‘ Go home, and take a good dose of physic. 


SPOKEN.] ‘*I am sure, Mister Jalap, ’twill do 
you a vast deal of good. 


«¢ Either powder, pill, draught, or bolus, 
Indeed, Mr. Jerry, I mean to live solus.” 


Now poor Jerry he went home in the dumps, 
To think that his love was rejected ; 
When a pain seized the widow's two stumps 
That in front of her mouth had projected, 
She roared ont, ‘* run, fetch Jerry back, 
With pain I am almost distracted !” 
Jerry Jalap he was there in a crack, 
And the stumps in a twinkling extracted. 


SPOKEN.] Which made the old woman cry— 
«* He’s the very devil with his 


«< Pinchers, powders, pills, and great bolus, 
O Lord! I fear I can’t live solus.” 


The pain gone, she smiled, but kept her mouth 
close, 
For fear that the wind should get in it; 
Then with brandy and kisses he gave her a dose, 
For he found twas a critical minute ; 
The widow she blushed, and, simpering, said, 
“< T find I can no longer tarry, 
So I’ll make you master of my sheep’s head.” 
«‘ Then,” says Jerry, ‘* to-morrow we'll marry.” 


SPOKEN.]| ’Faith, and so they were married, 
and all the neighbours about the Seven Dials say, 


“‘ He’s pleased with her sheep’s head, she 
with his bolus, 
May they be happy, and never live solus.” 


PII PILI LF 


THE POOR NEGRO SADI. 


At! poor Negro Sadi, what sorrow, what anguish 
Oppress the lone victim Fate dooms for a slave, 
What eye or what heart o’er those sorrows shall 
__ languish, 
What finger points out the lone African’s grave? 
First torn, like a wretch, from his innocent dwell- 
: ing, 
And torn from Abouka, the wife of his soul ; 
Then forced, while his heart is indignantly swelling, 
To bow his proud neck to the despot’s control. 


Think not, European, though dark his complexion, 
Dark, dark, as the hue of the African’s fate. 

That his mind is devoid of the light of reflection, 
And knows not distinctions of love or of hate. 
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And believe, when you see him in agony bending 
Beneath the vile lash, if he, fainting, should 
pause, 
That pure are to Heaven his sorrows ascending, 
And dear shall you pay for the torture you cause. 


Mark, mark, the red blood that so eloquent stream- 


ing = Fs 
Appeals to the Godhead thou sayest is thine! 
Mark, mark, the sunk eye that on Heaven is beam- 
ing ; y a" 
It calls deep revenge on oppression and crime. 
Oh! poor Negro Sadi. 
Oh! poor Negro Sadi. 


GPRPFPL PLP? 


A PLAYING WE WILL GO. 


BILLY SHAKSPEARE told us, long ago, 
From infancy to age, 
That all mankind were players, 
And that all the world’s a stage. 
And a playing we will go, 
A scolding wife plays hell on earth, 
And storms, and rants, and teazes ; 
But a sweet-tempered wife will play 
Which part her husband pleases. 
And a playing, 
Some people will in earnest play, 
Whilst others play in jest, 
Some few will play a double part, 
But fair play ’s always best. 
And a playing, 
The heedless man, who goes to law, 
Oft plays with an edged tool, 
For, while the lawyer plays the knave, 
His client plays the fool. 
And a playing, 
Young soldier’s play the hero’s part, 
And talk of d——d hard duty, 
Old statesmen boast economy, 
But all the while play booty. 
And a playing, &c. 


The wife will sometimes play the truant, 
The husband play the scrub ; 
The scrub will play the gentleman, 
And the gentleman the scrub. 
And a playing, &c. 
Good Lord! how folks mistake their parts 
By taking that for this, 
For little miss will play mamma 
And fat mamma play miss. 
And a playing, &c. 
The prude will play the hypocrite, 
The wanton the coquette ; 
Old maids will play the solo part, 
Brisk widows a duet. 
And a playing, &c. 
The fribble plays the monkey’s part, 
While, full of roar and revel, 
The bucks, the bloods, and jolly dogs, 
Will play the very devil. 
And a playing, &0, 
The borrower often plays to lose, 
The lender plays too light, 
The creditor would fain play sure, 
The debtor least in sight. 
And a playing, &c. 
But, when these trifling scenes are past, 
And life’s last act is o’er, 
Then Death will let the curtain drop, 
And we shall play no more. 
No more a playing, &c. 
Then, who played cobbler; who played king? 
Will not be then the jest ;— 
The only question that will be— 
Who played his part the best? 
- Nomorea playing, &. 


&ec. 


&e. 
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WAKE, MY OWN LOVE, 


[Translated from the German Opera of Der 
Freischutz. | 


(Planche.) 


WAKE, my own love ; 
Night hath flown, love; 
Morn is gilding tower and tree ; 
Wake, arise, love; 
Let thine eyes, love, 
Make a brighter morn for me! 
Birds are singing, 
Flowers are, springing, 
All around their fragrance flinging, 
But none half so sweet as thee ! 
Care hath fled with stormy weather, 
Light and Hope have dawned together ! 
Waken at thy Wilhelm’s call, 
Brighter, sweeter far than all! 


GPLIPEIP IL 


THE UNION OF CUPID AND BACCHUS. 
( Pedder.) 


I LAUGH at your malice, said Bacchus to Love, 

Accept your proud challenge, and take up the 
glove ; 

Your arrows may tickle, they never can harm 

A subject of Bacchus, with Bacchus’s charms. 

He drinks not the tears that exhale from the soul, 

The tears he imbibes are the tears of the bowl ; 

The moment ecstatic, the transport divine, 

Is the moment to him when his lips meet the 
vine! — 


Lo, where, in the shade of luxuriant vines, 

In the act of devotion a vot’ry reclines ; 

Exert all your skill, draw the shaft to the head, 
Prove the truth of your doctrine,—-the arrow has 


fled. 

It strikes, exclaims Cupid, now where is your 
spell ? 

Not so fast, replied Bacchus, observe the saint 
well; 


He plucks out the barb, gazing carefully round, 
Dips his feathers in wine, and applies to the 
wound. 


I’m vanquished, cries Cupid, no longer we’ll jar, 

Or wage with each other a profitless war; 

Henceforward unite, in one blissful design, 

The passion of love, and the power of wine. 

True fellowship thus o’er a goblet they swear, 

Fawn, Driad, and Satyr encircle the fair ; 

And allegiance proclaim, through the echoing 
grove, 


To Cupid, half tipsy, and Bacchus in love. 


PIL IL ELS 


LOVE, AND THE OLIAN HARP. 
(Leigh Hunt. ) 


LET me not waste my sighs away, 
Like gales that know not where they play, 
From flower to flower, from stone to stone, 
And never sure but to be gone. 
But let them find some thrilling heart, 
That, like the charmed AXolian lyre, 
Shall in responsive music start, 
With all its chords on fire! 
Such, such should be 
Love’s harmony ! 


Art cannot rule the wondrous sound, 

In cloud ’tis dull, in storms ’tis drowned ; 
But sweet the hour, and long the sighs, 
And long ’twill answer ere itdies; 
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And Heaven’s own hand shall seem to stray, 
O’er all its fibres of delight, 
Less played and heard by busy day, 
But oh! divine by night! 
Such, such should be 
Love’s harmony. 


GPLLL LISP 


TOM STITCH, THE TAILOR. 
Air—“ Derry down.”’—( Hudson. ) 


You must know I’m a tailor, Tom Stitch is my 
name, 
And at working a button-hole great is my fame ; 
But somehow no comfort I gets o’ my life, 
I’ve got such a terrible shrew of a wife. 
Derry down, &c. 


Last Whitsuntide twel’month I went out for the 
day 

Got tipsey, and at night I must go to the play ; 

In the one shilling gallery got a front place, 


And there ’twas I first saw my wife’s charming |. 


face. 
Derry down, &c. 


Her eye, like a needle, my heart went quite 
through, 
I was all of a twist somehow—what could I do? 
She cabbaged my heart, and so I in return, 
Thought I would try if I could cabbage hern, 
Derry down, &c. 


The play was soon over, I home with her went, 
And that we should keep company got her con- 
sent 5 


I vowed, if she’d have me, my love should ne’er 
fail her, 

“¢ For,” says I, “ I’m a man—although I’m a 
tailor.” 


Derry down, &c. 


Her looks and her manners were quite superfine, 
So I had the banns published, and soon called her 
mine ; 
But the very day after she made a great stir, 
And swore that no tailor should put upon her. 
Derry down, &c. 


We lodged at a barber’s, ’tis true, I declare, 

And him she would have up to frizzle her hair; 

She soon in him took such a deal of delight, 

He always was with her from morning till night. 
Derry down, &c. 


There’s one little boy, she calls mine, it is true, 
But it’s no more like me than red cloth is like 
blue ; 


a 
And the neighbours all say they’re sure mine it 
can’t be, 
For it’s got Frizzle’s eyes, nose, and mouth to 
aT. 


Derry down, &c, 


So jealousy, somehow, got into my mind, 
And one night I caught them, when they thought 
me blind ; 
I flew upon Frizzle, and, spite of his airs, 
Laid hold of his pig-tail, and throwed him down 
stairs. 
Derry down, &c, 


I’ve entered an action ’gainst Bill for con. crim. 
And if I should have the good luck to cast him; 
I’ll the damages pocket—let him have my wife— 
And live single myself all the rest of my life. 
Derry down, &c. 


CPLLE IFIP 
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LOVELY KITTY. 
(T. Dibdin.) » 
For foreign climes to cross the sea, 
I, joyful, left my native cot, 
And o’er the billows sang with glee, 
Unmindful of my future lot ; 
Till love, a softer name for fate, 
To other themes transformed my ditty ; 
Then all my song was— Bonny Kate! 
And all its burden—Lovely Kitty ! 
Oh, sweet Kitty 


My Kate, too, blithe as birds in spring, 
Would archly warble through the day, 
In Cupid’s spite would gaily sing, 
And oft I joined the frolic lay; 
Till love, offended, changed like mine, 
In mere revenge, her scornful ditty, 
‘Then all her song was— Valentine! 
And still I answered—Lovely Kitty * 
Oh, sweet Kitty. 


PIPPPPPS 
? 


GABY GRUNDY’S COURTSHIP. 


My feyther gave me a suit of clothes, 
And money in my pocket, 
And set me astride on Dobbin to ride, 
To court one Kitty Locket. 
But when I saw her I looked so shamed, 
I think it were on Monday, 
Says she, O dear, who have we here? 
Says I, don’t you know me? for I be Gaby 
Grundy. 
Tol lol, &c. 


John took Dobbin, farmer met me at door— 
Says he, Gaba, how is thee? 

Come, never stand, gi’ us thy hand : 
Says dame, O, heavens bless thee! 

Says she, come in, give Kate a kiss, 
And don’t play wi’ thy fingers : 

I did, but I trod upon old woman’s toes, 
And knocked Kitty’s head through windows. 

Tol lol, &c. 


At last, we all got put to rights, 
And I was something bolder, 
For dame, by way of giving me ease, 
Says, thou’ll be better as thou’s older ; 
But Kate, because I broke her pate, 
She looked just so, quite pawkey, 
And bid me get out, for an ugly lout, 
And an ugly long-legged gawkey. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Whatever you may think, Miss Kate, 
You’ve used me very sadly ,— 
If I’ve broken your head, you’ve broken my heart, 
And I’m sure I’m very badly : 
Then up she got, and seized my nose, 
Which like a cat she scratches, 
So I got bumped and thumped, and thumped and 
bumped, 
Till I’m as thin as a bunch of matches. 
Tol lol, &e. 


So home I went, with a bleeding face, 
And a heart as sad as liver, 
And I thought, as you may do, too, 
I was better without than with her; 
But when I got home, so changed was ir; 
Dad swore I was not his baby, 2 
But mother catched me fast round neck, 
And screams, by gom, ’tis my dear Gaby ! 
Tol lol, &c. 
Says she, O dear, O dear, my lad, 
i’ze sadly {raid thou’rt dying ! 
Lord, mother! how can you frighten me so ¢ 
It’s all come on with crying ; 
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But a courting [no more will go, 
Unless I’m better treated, 
But here Ill stay, both night and day, 
With your smiles to be thus greeted. 
Tol lol, &c. 


GIL EP PL? 


HUMMING ALL THE TRADE IS. 
(T. Knight.) 


WITH a merry tale, 
Sergeants beat the drum ; 
Noddles full of ale, 
Village lads they hum. 
Soldiers out go all, 
Famous get in story, 
If they chance to fall, 
Don't they sleep in glory ? 
Towdy rowdy dow, &c. 


Lawyers try, when feed, 
Juries to make pliant ; 
If they can’t succeed, 
Then they hum their client ; 
To perfection come, 
Humming all the trade is, 
Ladies lovers hum,— 
Lovers hum the ladies. 
Towdy rowdy row, &c, 


Ha’n’t Britannia’s sons 
Often hummed Mounseer ? 
Ha’n’t they hummed the Dons? 
Let their fleets appear ! 
Strike they must, though loth, 
Ships, with dollars crammed, 
If they’re not hummed both, 
Then will I be d—d. 
Towdy rowdy dow, &c. 


PIPOL POP 


SLY CUPID AND THE SHEPHERD. 
(Reynolds. ) 


A SHEPHERD of late was pursuing his sheep, 

And saw, in a wood, a fair huntress asleep ; 
O’ercome with delight, not % word could he Say, 
When Cupid, sly Cupid, came tripping that way ; 


Who, stealing her shafts, let his own there re-' 


main, 
Just to show, when love wounds, most sweet is the 
pain. 
Let his own shafts remain, 
Just to show, &c. 


The nymph soon awoke, and, alarmed and amazed, 
She frowned on the shepherd, as fondly he gazed ; 
Then, snatching her quiver, and taking aim true, 
She sent forth an arrow, which pierced his heart 
through ; 
Surprised that he died not, she shot him again, 
But love gave the wound, and most sweet was the 
pain. 
She shot him again, &c. 


Enraged at her weapons, and not her own skill, 
She thought that her arrows no longer could kill, 
So tried on herself if she rightly had guessed, 
When Cupid laughed out, as she pierced her own 


breast ; 

And, blushing, the huntress cried out to the 
swain ,— 

’Tis love gives the wound, and most sweet is the 
pain. 


Cried out to the swain, &c. 


PIPPI PIIT 
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THE STRAWBERRY GIRL. 
(Forrester. ) 
CoME, buy my nice hautboys, strawberries, who’ll 


buy ? 
Though cae among mortals, yet happy am I, 
Whilst I sing as I walk, divested of care, 
Come, buy my nice hautboys, fine, sound, and 
prime ware. 
Come, buy my nice hautboys, strawberries, or 
hautboys, nice hautboys, who’ll buy ? 


My dear girl, cries a spark, I'll purchase your 
WATby 
Both goods and yourself, if your price is but fair! 
I thank you, says [, yuu’re too civil by half, 
Self and goods will bo‘h keep—so at him I laugn. 
And sing out, my hautboys, &c. 


The beaux they may flatter, but still they shall 
find 
I am constant and true to the lad of my mind; 
And safe from the sea if he should come back, 
Pll resign, poor or rich, my hand to dear Jack. 
And no more cry hautboys, &c. 





GIIFIPLIF 


- WOMEN, LOVE, AND WINE. 


THE murmuring brooks, the fanning breeze, 
Gay myrtles, flow’ry banks, and trees, 
To doat on some incline ; 
But nobler blessings I advise, 
The greatest joys above the skies 
Are women, love, and wine. ; 
But nobler blessings, &c. 


From scene to scene while thousands rove, 
Unless by woman, wine, and love, 
In secret let them pine ; 
While I the world, with pleasure, tell, 
We all may every care dispel, 
With women, love, and wine. 
While I the world, &c. 


The restless wretch who doats on gold, 
And would in flames the world behold 
To see his treasure shine, 
Shall gen’rous grow, his pelf despise, 
Be happy, joyous, honest, wise, 
By women, love, and wine. 
Shall gen’rous, &c, 


May youth and age, of all degrees, 
On such inspiring comforts seize, 
’Twill ev’ry sense refine, 
To see mankind so nobly blest, 
Superior pow’rs shall wish to taste 
Of women, love, and wine. 
To see mankind, &c. 


Ye sons of joy or true delight, 
Dear woman, love, and wine unite, 
This great resolve is mine ; 
Forgetting every care that’s past, 
My joy shall flow while life doth last, 
From women, love, and wine. 
Forgetting ev’ry care, &c 


PLPIPIPLIPR 


FAREWELL, YE STORMS, NO MORE 
INVADE. 


(Morton. ) 


FAREWELL, ye storms, no more invade, 
Nor ocean’s heaving swell ; 

In sweet content, we court the shade, 
In love and peace to dwell. 


Balmy and soft the perfumed air 
Steals from the spicy grove, 
The blooming aloe shelters there, 
With many a flow’ret wove. 
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THE ORIGIN OF IRISH SURNAMES. 


THERE was Cormac Ocon, 
Of the great Con grandson, 
With the son of Cumhal, the great Fin, 
Whose name sounded afar 
As great Ossian papa, 
O, ’twas with him the O’Connels came in. 


There comes Dathy the last, 
Who to Italy passed, 
And was killed by a flash from the skies ; 
Patrick then did succeed, 
Taught the people to read, 
And from him the O’Flaherty’s rise. 


Then Melachlin, of Meath, 
Put Old Turgas to death, 
Brien Boromy mounted the throne, 
Who set Dublin in blaze 
With the tribe of Delcais, 
And from him are the Flannighans grown. 


O, then Donchad, his son, 
Scarce to reign had begun, 

When Turlogh got hold of the crown ; 
Then the great southern lion 
Comes, Murragh O’Brian, 

And from him the O’Brians came down. 


Thus the Fitz, Macs, and O’s, 
Our long ancestry close, 

O, their dignity never shall fall, 
For our honours are linked, 
And, though some are extinct, 

Yet I am the heir of them all. 


PPLILE OG? 


THE KNIGHT OF THE BORDERS. 
( Upton.) 
THE knight of the borders leaped on his black 
steed 
While thus to young Ella he cried, 
Wipe the sad tear away, love, I’ll haste with all 
speed, 
To make thee, my dearest, a bride. 
He fled, and she trusted, but false, false was he, 
And perjured each promise he swore ; 
With another he married, for Ella to see, 
The knight of the borders no more. 


She heard the fell tidings, but scorned to up- 
braid, 

While sorrow fast frenzied her brain ; 

Her look was all wild, and each feature displayed 
A tempest of anguish and pain. 

She trembled,—while paler and paler turned she , 
Her fingers her long tresses tore ; 

Then, smiling, expired,—by Fate doomed to see 
The knight of the borders no more. 


The bell tolled for Ella,—the sound caught his 
ear; : 
He started, and shook ev’ry limb; 
He et all around him, with conscience-struck 
ear; 
His eyes, late so brilliant, grew dim. 
He pressed the white hand of the newly-made 
bride ; 
Breathed a prayer, and sunk on the floor ; 
He sighed, would have spoken, yet spoke not, nor 
sighed 
The knight of the borders no more. 


PPI PLO 


MY FRIEND AND MY GLASS. 
Air—‘* My Dog and my Gun.” 


LET the grave and the gay 
Enjoy life haw they may, 
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My pleasures their pleasures surpass , 
Go the world well or ill, 
*Tis the same with me still, 

If I have but my friend and my glass. 


The lover may sigh, 
The courtier may lie, 
And Crcesus his treasure amass ; 
All the joys are but vain 
That are blended with pain, 
So I'll stand by my friend and my glass. 


New life wine inspires, 
And creates new desires, 
And oft wins the lover his lass 5 
Or his courage prepares 
To disdain the nymph’s airs, 
So I’ll stand by my friend and my glass. 


The earth sucks the rain, 
The sun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in aclass ; 
Then enliven the clay, 
_ Let us live while we may, 
And Vl stand by my friend and my glass. 


Tis friendship and wine 
Only life can refine, 

We care not whate’er comes to pass, 
With courtiers or great men, 
There’s none of us statesmen, 

Come, here’s to our friend and our glass. 


POLL ILPIPH 


IN MELODY TO THE MERRY-TONED 
HORN. 


A GLEE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


SoME praise the dulcet lute and lyre, 
And shepherd’s pipe so sweet ; 

The flute’s mellifluous notes admire, 
Or harp’s more modish treat 5 

My mind, on noble fancies borne, 
Thinks all else must give place 

In melody to the merry-toned horn 
When sounding for the chase. 

The dogs’ opening yell 
Breaks o’er woodland and dell, 

And the horn echves over the hill, 
While a-head, like a dart, 

Skims the fear-stricken hart, 
And “ view-halloos” the welkin fill. 


OLaLeLFE HP 


HURRAH! TO THE BATTLE. 


HurRAH! to the battle, the Tartars are near, 
They tempt, and they dare us to fight ; 
We meet them, we charge them, with sabre and 
spear, 
We cohquer, we drive them to flight ; 
We follow—they fly 5 
We approach—and they die ; 
The cossacks are great in their might. 


Hark! now from the ambush see others advance 5 
They charge—they are now in our rear; 
We rally, we turn, there’s blood on each lance, 
They waver, they fly in despair. 
On, on, see they run ! 
Now the blood-work is done ; 
Hurrah! for the conqueror’s fare ! 


Away from the battle-field now to our home! 
See our little ones smile at the scar, 
Our wives and our children rejoice as we come 
So glorious returning from far ! 
Thus life passes on, 
With the sons of the Don; 
Hurrah! for the children of war! 
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THEN REMEMBER, WHEREVER YOUR 
GOBLET IS CROWNED. 


A PARODY. 


WE can roam through the town, and of flats make 
a feast : 
And if one gudgeon bites, we then bait! for the 
rest 5 
And when bailiffs and grabs hunt us up in the east, 
We can pack up our éraps and be off to the west : 
Though snp may suffer, we dress in style, 
And laugh at the snob who our boots provides ; 
But without their aid we should ne’er get a smile 
From nymphs of the fon, with their ogling eyes. 


Then remember, wherever your goblet is crowned, 
Through the town, whether eastward or west- 
ward you roam, 
When a cup-to the smile of dear woman goes 
round, 
Oh! remember who suffers on shop-board at 
home. 


In England ’tis easy to get into debt, 
For spoonies will trust any cove that may call; 
If you cut but a swell, and make a dead set, 
They’ll find you in clothes, board, lodging, and 
-all. : 
Oh! were the girls up to our moves on the town, 
And only could see how our living we gain, 
Instead of a smile, we should meet with a frown, 
And for ogling eyes see nought but disdain. 
Then remember, &c. 


In France when a man of the town spreads his 
sail, 
On the ocean of credit his fortune to try, 
He runs a few knots—then is lagged up in jail, 
Where, without friends or cash, he must lie 
down and die. 
But in England a college, humanely, is kept, 
For those who can’t pay, to live at their ease, 
Where many a prime noble fellow has slept— 
For three little months—im a bed full of fleas. 
Then remember, &c. 


GLIPE FLOP 


THE ARMY AND NAVY OF BRITAIN 
FOR EVER. 


LET sailors and soldiers unite in this cause, 
Bound together by honour and loyalty’s band ; 
Both fight for Old England and cherish her laws, 
And give to the king each his heart and his 
hand. 
In this phalanx unite, 
Like lions we’ll fight, 
While no private feuds our interests dissever : 
But this be our boast, 
And our ultimate toast, 
Here’s the Army and Navy of Britain for ever. > 


The sailor who ploughs on the watery main, 
To war and to danger and shipwreck a brother ; 
And the soldier who firmly stands out a campaign, 
Do they fight for two men who make war on 
each other ? 
O, no! ’tis well known, 
The same loyal throne, 
Fires their bosoms with ardour and noble endea- 
vour ; 
And that each with his lass, 
As he drinks a full glass, 
Toasts the Army and Navy of Britain for ever. 


That their cause is but one, and they both can 
unite, : 
Needs no other example than this to be seen ; 
Who is bolder in danger, experter in fight, 
Than that maritime soldier the honest marine? 
He pulls and he hauls, 
He fights till he falls, 


And from fore-tack or musket he never will waver ; 
But when the fray’s o’er, 
With his Dolly on shore, 

Drinks the Army and Navy of England for ever. 


What matters it who braves the glebe or the surge ; 
Yet if there’s a contest about either station, 
Let that stimulus glory and loyalty urge, 
Who will stand the most firm to the king or the 
nation. 
While thus we agree, 
Let’s fight and be free : 
Shall Britons ’gainst Britons draw daggers, oh! 
never. 
Make all enemies fly, 
And let fame rend the sky, 
With the Navy and Army of Britain for ever 


PPL PPI OR 


TWINE THE ROSE AND THE LILY 
TOGETHER. 


(Davy.) 
I CULLED for the maid of my bosom a Tose 5 
’Twas an emblem of beauty and love : 
For its bloom all her blushes seemed to disclose, 
And the dew-drops were shed from above, 
And the dew-drops, &c. 


But soon the sad floweret drooped in decay, 
A victim to rude winds and weather ; 
While love cheers the heart in youth’s happy day, 
Twine the rose and the lily together. 
Twine the rose, &c. 


GPPLGLPPPP? 


LET TEMPESTS 0’ER THE DARK SEAS 
HOWL. 


LET tempests o’er the dark seas howl ; 
Be decks with yards and tackle strewed ; 
' Let flutt’ring sails disdain control ; 
Be all the steersman’s art subdued ; 
These direful scenes V’ll heedless view, 
The rage below, the storm above; 
This heart that lived alone for you, 
Expires o’erwhelmed with hopeless love. 


The masts may o’er the lee be borne ; 
The foamy waves may furious dash ; 
By rocks the bulging hull be torn; 
The timbers yawn in dreadful crash ; 
Regardless death in these I’ll view, 
The wreck below, &c. 


Let the exhausted ship descend ; 
Be every spar forbad the shore ; 
Let piercing shrieks each bosom rend, 
Or dismal groans of horror roar ; 
Unmoved by all, grim death I’ll view, 
The wreck below, &c. 


GLILIGIP 


TIME IS ON THE WING. 


STREW, strew with roses, 
Life’s rough path and let’s be gay ; 
Artless youth proposes, 
And trifles time away. 
But youth, a fleeting April morn, 
This lesson seems to bring, 
Every rose will bear a thorn, 
And time is on the wing. 


Trip, trip to measure, 
Dalcet is the voice of love ; 
Warble songs of pleasure, 
Adown the flowery grove. 
But Love’s sweet voice will oft betray, 
And Pleasure cloyed will sing, 
Every flower will fade away, 
And time is on the wing. 
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CHEESE-PARING ; 
OR, HOW TO CHOOSE A WIFE. 
(C. W. Esq.) | 


A FRIEND of mine three daughters had, all in the 
prime of life, 

And whichsoe’er that I should choose, he’d give 
me for my wife. 

To try the one would suit me best, says I, sir, if 
you please, 

I will present to each of them a slice of Gloucester 
cheese. : 


The first to whom the cheese I gave, to me seemed 
proud and pert, 

With greediness she eat the whole, the rind and all 
the dirt. 

That will not do, said I, my friend, who seemed a 
little vexed, 


She’ll prove a dirty, greedy wife—but come, we’ll . 


try the next. 


To the second, then, I gave a slice, who, dressed 
out fine and gay, 
The best part of the chest she eat, but threw the 
rind away. 
Ah, foolish, wasteful jade, cried I, you'll spend 
my money fast ; 
Again with hope and fear I burned to try the next 


and last. 

A third slice to her then I gave, who, with a pocket 
knife 

So tidily the rind did scrape,—and her I chose for 
lifes; 


She proves a cleanly, prudent soul,—then, young 
men, if you please, 
If you would gain a thrifty wife, well bait your trap 
with cheese, 


PRIPPIPPF 


NOW, WHILE THE SUN’S FIERCE BEAM. 
A GLEE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


Now, while the sun’s fierce beam, 
Brother pilgrims, declines its ray ; 
Quaff we the cooling stream, 
Strike our tents, and pursue our way. 


O’er the burning sands we roam, 
Cheered by the thought of home,— 
Dear home! our every care, 
Still finds a sweet solace there. 
Now, while the sun’s, &c. 


GPP LICIP 


CONSUMPTIVE BILLY. 
Air— C'est L’? Amour.”—( Miss Bryant.) 


A CONSUMPTION, a consumption 

V’m in, and what shall I do, sirs; . 
I am in a consumption, 

And don’t you think so, too, sirs? ° 
I’m called consumptive Billy ; 

I’m very tall and weak, 
But if you call me silly, 

I’d rather you wouldn’t speak. 
I eat this very morning 

Near ten pounds of mutton-chops, 
And from my consumption take warning 

Of a decline in the butchers’ shops. 

A consumption, &c. 


I eat hot rolls for breakfast, 
Sixpen’north, that’s thirteen, 

And a leg of mutton for dinner, 
The fat as well as the lean, 


My ma she gives me physic, 
Which causes me some pain, 
But though it gives me the phthisic, 
_ Why arter I eat again. , 
Pl A consumption, &c, 
If in a cookshop I am looking, 
O dear what a sad disgrace, 
The man runs away from the cooking, 
And slaps the door in my face ; 
To the bakers I’m a prop, sits, 
Our custom they bespeak, 
For just like a chandler’s shop, sirs ; 
I take twenty quarterns a week. 
A consumption, &c, 


Although I am rather a lean one, 
The doctor with knowing phiz 
Says my disorder’s a fat one, 
A home consumption it is. 
And though since I mean you no evil, 
My wishes don’t deride, 
I hope you'll laugh like the devil, 
But ne’er feel a pain in your side. 
A consumption, &c. 


CIFIIOLZO 


MOGGY ADAIR. 


WHAT’s all the world to me! 
Desert and bare ! 
Moggy wo’n’t go with me 
To Dundee-fair. 
There it was limping Ned 
Gave her a ribbon red, 
For which I broke his head— 
(All for ) Moggy Adair! 
Who made the saucepan shine ? 
z Moggy Adair ! 
Who boiled nice dumplings nine ? 
Moggy Adair! 
Who, when they all were done, 
Because I didn’t run, 
Eat ’em up every one? 


(O, cruel ) Moggy Adair! 
But now thou’rt cold to me, 7 
False, I declare! 


Left me for Timothy, 
At the Brown Bear 
Now in my garters twmed, 
I’ll dangle in the wind, 
Oh !—no, I’ll change my mind, 
(Soa fig for)  Moggy Adair! 


GLLPLIOF 


DRINK TO-NIGHT, IF THE MOON SHINE 
: BRIGHT. 


A GLEE. 


DRINK to-night 
If the moon shine bright, 
And mark upon her border 
Some deeds to be done 
To Phebus the sun, 
In trim and comely order. 
First that appear 
Are the priests of the year, 
With their censers full of wine ; 
“Then Cynthia bright, 
In all her light, 
The goddess most divine, 
And as they pass 
They drink and sing, 
All health and praise ~ 
To Apollo our king. 


SLIP LILEF 
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~ Says I, “ Friend ghost, 














belay your jaw, for if on me you claps a claw, 
My locker yonder vill reveal a tight rope’s end, 


as you shall feel,” 


aoa 


TOM TACK’S GHOST, 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I COURTED Polly of Spithead, 
And ax’d her to be married : 
At first she was most cruel kind, 
But she proved false, as you shall find. 
With a chip chow, fol lol, tol de rol de da. 


I had of dollars sitch a show, 
And rigged her out from top to toe; 
y purse grew thin, my togs grew queer, 
Then she grew cowld, as you shall hear. | 
With a chip chow, &e. 


Tom Tack he com’d from Bonys Ayrs, 
At first, says 1, « for him who cates ?” 
But then this coming wrought me voe, 
He mizzled Poll, as you shall know. 
With a chip chow, &c. 


All in the togs that I had bought, 
With that ’ere Tom she did consort, 
Vich gave my feelings great consarn, 
And caused a row, as you shall larn. 
With a chip chow, &c. 
So challenge that ’ere Tom I did ; 
e met, shook hands, and took a quid ; 
I shot poor Tom, the vorse for me, 
It brought his ghost, as you shall see. 
With a chip chow, &c. 


Says he, “ I’m Tom Tack’s ghost, that’s flat ;” 
Says I, “« now only think of that:” 
My pipe burnt blue, my blood ran cold, 
The ghost looked grim, as you'll be told. 

° With a chip chow, &c. 


The ghost it said, “ I am not here, 
But in my grave :” says I, “ that’s queer :” 
Says he, “I’m come to torment you now,” 
Which was hard lines, aye, you'll allow. 
With a chip chow, &c. 
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Says I, “ Friend ghost, belay your jaw, 
For if on me you claps a claw, 
My locker yonder vill reveal 
A tight rope’s end, as you shall feel.’ 
With a chip chow, &c. 


Then off his vinding sheet he throwed, 
And by his trousers Tom I knowed : 
He vasn’t dead but come to mess, 
So there’s an end, as you may guess. 
With a chip chow, &e, 


OPP OF RMS 


THE DARING HIGHWAYMAN. 
Air—“ My braw John Highlandman.”’ 


(M. M. Bryant.) 


PLL sing you a song of a daring blade 

Who boldly follows the hsghway trade ; 

To astonish us all, he invented a plan, 

And the roads will remember the highwayman. 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman! 
Do you know M*Adam, the highwayman ? 
For thumping about he invented a plan, 
Did this M‘Adam, the highwayman. 


For fear a pelting he may get, 
He always employs a jolly set 
To break up the stones, which have began 
To look very little at the highwayman. 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &c. 


He never yet, I believe, was caught 
In an act to be to justice brought, - 
Though at the Old Bailey he has began 
To make a noise has the highwayman. 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &c. 
The hungry Pats his schemes adore, 
They never met such work before ; 
They’re hunting for bread, with empty han’, 
And he gives them stones, 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &e. 
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does the highwayman. 
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His works, at last, may raise a flood, 
For he kicks up a dust, and we stick in the mud ; 
And the draggled ladies behind each fan, 
All vow he’s a dirty highwayman. 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &c. 


In a cottage, where Peace and Content’s known to 
dwell, 
With a clear silver stream flowing round it, 
The tale of affection he’ll tenderly tell, 
And free from deception I’ve found it. 
And there from the heat of the sun’s scorching 
















There’s Blackfriars’ Bridge, that, not long ago, 
Stood proudly high, he has made quite low ; 
Though ’mong all the bridges in the lan’ 
He pokes his nose does the highwayman. 

Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &c. 


ray, 
While each tuneful bird plumes his feather, 
In a woodbine enclosure we pass time away, 
While the butterflies play together ! 


In this valley so green stands a white little church, 
And there we shall soon be united ! 
And while there are those that for grandeur may 
search, 
Our vows are to Constancy plighted. 
In a cot which the dearest of parents makes 
mine, 
Shall William and I brave all weather, 
Nor e’er at our humble condition repine, 
While the butterflies play together. 


The tykes no more can now be told 
‘That London streets are paved with gold ; 
For, wishing their tales e’en to trepan, 
He knocks gold from the stones does the highway- 
man. 
Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &c. 


The country, too, his deeds bewail, 

For there, I hear, he does nothing but rail ; 

At trifles, indeed, he wil not stan’, 

For he knocks down the hills does the highway- 
man 


GF POPPA S 


Oh! he’s a daring highwayman, &e. FRAUD UNVEILED ; 
? 


OR, THE QUACK’S CONFESSION. 
A MOCK BRAVURA. 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


Witu face that shows no blush of shame, 
And tacking Doctor to my name, 
By puff and boast of skill 
To cure disease, and life to save 5 
My cure is sure—’tis in the grave ; 
No cure but when I kill! 
Put to the test, 
Probatum est ; 
My art in physic known, 
For eighteen pence make patients sick, 
And then, to cure, both cheap and quick, 
I kill for half-a-crown. 


Faith, when he dies, if it is his doom, 

And they raise him up a dashing tomb, 

I’m sure his ghost wo’n’t rest, but rise, 

And try the tomb to M‘Adamize. 
But Vl say no more of the highwayman, 
For we know he’s a clever highwayman ; 
So every lad toss off his can 
To the health of M‘Adam, the highway- 

man. 


GPPIELELOO? 


COME, LOVE, TO ME. 
(Soane. ) 


Ou! sweetly the noonday’s ending, 
Evening now sending 


Shades o’er the sea; 
’Neath my window 
I would hear thee, 
Singing near me, 
Come, love, to me. 


Oh! sweetly the night star’s weeping, 


All are now sleeping, 
O’er waves and o’er lea ; 
From the mountain 

Sure I hear thee 

Singing near me, 

Come, love, to me. 


Oh! darker the night is growing, 
Deeper throwing 
Shades soon to flee ; 
Now I see thee, 
a Now I hear thee, 
Singing near me, 
I come to thee. 


GOEOCROE RID 


WHILE THE BUTTERFLIES PLAY 


All right with me when, 
Touched the fee then, 
Dose ’em, quack ’em, 
Bowel rack ’em, 
Cancers, tumours, 
Fistulas, strumas, 
Palpitations, 
Ulcerations, 
Inflammations, 
Trritations, 
Pains, 
Sprains ! 
Cures the rheumatic gout, 
Worms of all sorts turn ’em out ; 

Ascarides and tena, too, 

Bots and teres ; many who 
In my name 
See my fame 
By my bill; 
Cramps and gripes, 
Clyster-pipes, 
Purge and pill, 
Sure to kill, 


TOGETHER. Moderate fees, 
(Upton. ) Death is ease he 
IN a green-mantled vale, where the nightingale’s For every complaint I prescribe a strong mover, 


And my physic, once taken, complaint is soon 
over. 


Ere I disease proceed to heal, 
The patient’s pocket-pulse I feel, 
To ascertain his price ; *- 
For there I all my art apply, 
And if he can’t my physic buy 
I give him no advice ! 
To work I go, 
Dose, quid pro quo, 


notes 
Charm the ear, with her music so mellow, 
And the linnet’s Sweet song on the summer-breeze 
floats, 
And the cowslip-bells grow so yellow! 
Oh, there, and there truly, my warm little heart 
Sits light as the wood-pigeon’s feather 5 
For there, there my William his love does im- 





part, 
While the butterflies play together ! 
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No matter so he take 
My stuff, while I his purse-vein bleed, 
If this dose fail, that must sueceed— 
A Gravesend cure to make ! 
All right with me when 
Touched the fee, then 
Dose ’em, &c. 


PLPLLECLS 


WATER-CRESSES. 
(Dibdin. ) 


JACK came isme, his pockets lined, 
In search of Poll, his only pleasure ; 
To Pickle-stairs his course inclined, 
In her fair lap to pour his treasure. 
But scarce arrived at famed Rag Fair, 
Where the keen Jew the clod-pole fleeces, 
His whistle turned into a stare, 
At—come, who'll buy my water-cresses? 


He starts, and trembles at the sound, 
Which now is heard, and now obstructed ; 
And now his hopes are all aground, 
And now ’tis to his ears conducted. 
Zounds! cried out Jack, I know that phiz, 
But then, such togs! they’re all to pieces! 
Why, it can’t be, d—e, it is, 
Tis Poll, a bawling water-cresses. 


And now she’s in his arms, while he 
Bids her relate fortune’s reverses ; 
The world finds faithless as the sea, 
And loads false friends, in troops, with curses. 
They took, cried she, my very bed, 
- _ The sticks they seized, and sold in pieces, 
So, to get a bit of honest bread, 
I cries—who’ll buy my water-cresses ? 


Still art thou rich, my girl, cried Jack, 
And still shalt taste each earthly pleasure ; 
Thou’rt true, though rags are on thy back, 
And honour, Poll’s, a noble treasure. 
In this gay tog-shop rigged so neat, 
Ill fortune from this moment ceases. 
This said, he scattered in the street 
Basket, and rags, and water-cresses, 


GIP FP PPO 


WHILE THE HUNTSMAN EXULTS TO THE 
SPORTSMEN AROUND. 


WHILE the huntsman exults to the sportsmen 
around, 
And holds up the strong-scented prize, 
Elate with his contest, each stanch mettled hound 
Sends a clamorous peal to the skies. 


The deep sound of the horn borne afar on the gale, 
Calls the hunters thrown out’to the pack; 

They meet round the spoil, tell the jocular tale, 
And away to regale canter cheerfully back. 


PLEO IIP? FP 


BALLINAMONA ORA. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


You know I’m your priest, and your conscience is 
mine, 
But if you grow wicked, ’tis not a good sign ; 
So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear boy, you are settled for life, 
Sing Ballinamona ora, &c. 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being published, to chapel we go, 
The bride and bride-maidens in robes white as 
snow ; 
So modest her air, and so sheepish your look, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book, 
Sing Ballinamona ora, &c. 
A good merry wedding for me. 
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I thumb out the place, and I then read away— 
She blushes at love, and she whispers obey ; 
You take her dear hand for to have and to hold, 
I shut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 
Sing Ballinamona ora, &c. 
A snug little guinea for me. 


The neighbours wish joy to the bridegroom and 
bride ; 
The pipers before us, you march side by side ; 


- A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face ; 


The piper plays up, and myself I say grace. 
Sing Ballinamona ora, &c. 
A nice wedding dinner for me. 


The joke now goes round, and the stocking is 
thrown ; 
The curtains are drawn, and you’re both left alone: 
*Tis then, my dear boy, I believe you at home ; 
And hey for a christ’ning in nine months to come! 
Sing Ballinamona ora, &c. 
A good merry christ’ning for me. 


GOL L IEE 


FILL THE BOWL AGAIN. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


FILL, boy, oh, fill the bowl again, 

And soothe my bosom’s maddening pain ; 
Lull my soul’s cares, that I may know 
There even is a bliss in woe ! 


Fill, fill the bowl, that I may drown, 

Within its tides, my Fanny’s frown ; 

But no,—take back the wine again ; 

For, see! she smiles,—now where’s my pain? 


CPLPLLER 


A MAN TO MY MIND, 
(Cunningham. ) 


SINCE wedlock’s in. vogue, and stale virgins de« 
spised, 

To all bachelors greeting, these lines are premised ; 

I am a maid that would marry, but where shall I 
find 

(I wish hot for fortune) a man to my mind? 


Not the fair weather fop, fond of fashion and lace ; 

Not the ’squire, that can wake to no joys but the 
chase ; 

Not the free-thinking rake, whom no morals can 
bind : 

Neither this, that, nor t’other’s the man to my 
mind. 


Not the ruby-faced sot, that topes world without 
end ; 


2 
Not the drone, that can’t relish his bottle and 
friend ; 
| Not the fool that’s too fond ; nor the churl that’s 
unkind : 
Neither this, that, nor t’other’s the man to my 
mind. 


Not the wretch with full bags, without breeding or 
merit ; 

Not the flash, that’s all fury without any spirit ; 

Not the fine master fribble, the scorn of mankind! 

Neither this, that, nor t’other’s the man to my 
mind. 


But the youth, in whom merit and sense may con- 
spire 5 

Whom the brave must esteem, and the fair should 
admire ; 

In whose heart love and truth are with honour 
combined : 

This, this, and no other’s the man to my mind 


BaILILIF 


Stk MICHAEL and my lady, Miss Squash, Miss 


How d’ye do? How d’ye do 
Lady Ballywaggon’s rout ; bless my soul! 


Such hours! seven o’clock ; 


Wow, wow, wow, Wow. 


My Niggle, you're an ange 
Mr. Fraction, Mr. Cipher, Mr. Unit, Mr. Quotient, 


SPOKEN.] Welln 
well all assembled. 

for dinner. 
bliss of angels in being 


¥ 
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THE SOLDIER’S LAST REQUEST. 
( Alford.) 


RECITATIVE. 
WHILE yet the tides of being roll, 
Thy form shall rush upon my soul ; 
Thy name prolong my gasping breath, 
And smooth the dreadful pause of death, 
Which seem to beckon through the gloom, 
And point my footsteps to the tomb. 


AIR. ; 
Come, Corin, dear friend of my heart, 
Here take my last solemn adieu ; 
To you I’ll my wishes impart, 

And each secret unbosom to you. 
Your friendship shall soothe me to rest, 
And calm the sad grief of despair ; 

Hereafter my sorrows attest, 
When Edward shall be without care. 


In the grave let my ashes be laid, 
My comrades, in pity, attend ; 
A sigh be the tribute that’s paid, 
To the loss of a soldier and friend. 
Convey to the ear of my fair 
Where Edward will silently lay ; 
Pronounce, I to her was sincere, 
And death will my passion repay. 


This is my request, ere I die, 

Yet be it with tenderness told ; 
Perhaps she’ll lament with a sigh 

When she hears that her Edward is cold. 
And now, my brave comrades, farewell ! 

I soon shall be silenced by death ; 
Defending my country I fell, 

To heaven I yield my last breath. 


THE DINNER PARTY. 
(Dibdin.) 


Niggle, Captain Spanks, Mr. Sligo ; 
Show ’em up. 


servant, miss: 
vited. 
like this. 


delighted. 
Did you sup? 


Sir Jeremiah Goggle, Lady Goggle, Miss Goggle, 


Master Goggle, and the lap-dog. 
Show ’em up. 


How d’ye do? How d’ye do? Oh! the pretty little 


rogue. 


alley 2 


A secret! Don’t say so. Why, zounds ! they’re 


all the vogue. 


how you rally. 
When does she pup ? 


Messrs. Decimal and Slate. 
Show ’em up. 


? Servant, captain ; 
all in- 
the drawing-room’s 


Reels, waltzes, and strathspeys, so obliged and so 


How go matters in the 


1! Oh! you devil: 


ow, l believe we are pretty 
I don’t know what you’ve got 
Upon my soul! and as I hope for the 
favoured with your smiles. 


I don’t believe that; d—n’d dull day,—stupid,— 
tiresome as the devil. Sported my curricle in 
Hyde-park. See any body? No. Wenta shop- 
ping. Any thing pretty? Nothing at all. Terrible 
head-ache. 
Dinner’s on table. 

Dinner’s on the table,—you’re a fine fellow, John. 
Your little finger, Lady Goggle; permit me to 


lead on: : 

Thus in every thing in life there must be a begin- 
ner ; 

Sans ceremony, ladies, to the dinner, to the din- 
ner. 


Captain Spanks and Mr. Sligo, sit by me, 

And Lady Goggle. Now, what shall I send you— 
Fish? 3 

Have you got what youlike, anchovy, Quin sauce z 

’ Say es Match, what’s that you’re bring- 
ing? 

With 7“ plenty and variety one can’t be at a 
OSS. 

A little of the liver. Wife, I likes the enging. 
Take the fish. 

There’s Burgundy and claret, port, hock, and Ma- 

deira, perry, cider, right Nantz, 
Bring that dish. 

Hobbernob, hobbernob, your sweetheart and mine. 

Mr. Cipher, cut a figure; crack a bottle, Mr. 
Fraction. 

This ragout is delicious,—this curry’s divine. 

Seven thousand! ’tis impossible, sir: I was in the 

action. 
_Change the dish. 

Place the whips, the moonshine, the pyramids, 

the jellies, the comfits. 
Have you every thing you wish ? 


SPOKEN.] What shall I send you? Come, there’s 
the cream of the jest. What’s Latin for fish? 
Brandy, ma’am. [ll pledge you. Miss Squash 
is going to help you, Captain Spanks ; she says 
you want a little reason. Very well, very well. 
Here are some heartcakes for you, Mr. Sligo; you 
are a lover. Or what do you think of some carra- 
way comforts? The type of yourself, my love ; 
for you are all my comfort ; and the delight of my 
life would be to carry you away. Ha, ha, ha! 
what a delightful punster! Red, sir, if you please. 
Charge, gentlemen. What’s that? Here comes 
Mr. Column. Ha! sit down; I was just going to 
give the king; I moved an amendment. An 
amendment,—how can that be? An addition, 
then. 


The king, and God bless him! may his honours 
increase. 

Now our tongne and our hearts feel the blessings 
of peace. 


Peace! true—a gazette, a preliminaries signed. 
Put about the bottle. 
The king, and God bless him, &c. 
Thus of pleasure and delight each doubly is a 
winner. 
So glorious a toast suits so plentiful a dinner. 


CPO LIP IF 


* oH' CHIDE ME NOT. 


(Ryan. ) 
On! chide me not! this breast of mine 
A dial has within it, 
And every glance and beam of thine 
Is treasured but the minute. 


Hold your foolish nonsense. What for the loan? 
Yes, but between ourselves. Walked over the 
course—pocketed a cool hundred. Now I hope 
there’s a good dinner. A lame duck. No. “Tis 
true. Oh, yes! her ladyship brought me home in 
her ladyship’s tub. Pray. ( Whispers.) No, no, 





Where’er, ’mid suns that smiled around, 
A brighter ray was burning, 
It caught the gleam, and there I found 
The truant dial turning. 
Then, chide me not, &c. 
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I found a ray in every eye 
Sufficient quite to warm me, 
' And saw in some such splendours lie, 
To light the flame within me, 
That, for the minute, oft I thought 
Of every beauty spurning 
But that loved one—until I caught ~ 
The truant dial turning. 
Then, chide me not, &c. 


GPIPIL ISL eH 


DON’T YOU THINK SO? 
(Soane.) 


1M a young German scholar, and I think the best 
college 
Where a man may acquire the very best know- 
ledge 
Is a pretty girl’s heart; where, admitted, at ease 
You arrive at the honours, and take your degrees. 
Don’t you think so? I do. 
Oh, yes, gentlemen, 
Nine out of ten 
Will admit what I say to be true. 


As a trencher-capped fellow, an A.B. or B.M. 

To rise in a college I’d scorn and contemn ; 

If as Fellow in Love I may rise by my parts, 

To be chosen Lucetta’s first master of hearts. 
Don’t you think so? &c. 


As for magic, the spell where the true power lies, 

All the spirits to charm, may be read in her eyes; 

And no conjuror’s circle, to shield us from harms, 

Can compare with that formed by a pretty girl’s 
arms. 


I DO. 


Don’t you think so? &c. 


Then away with all musty old folios at once, 
Books and devils, for love, I’ll for ever renounce, 
Hebrew, Latin, and Greek, all aside may be flung, 
For the tongue of all tongues is a pretty girl’s 
tongue. 
; Don’t you think so? &c. 


PLPPLEOL IS 


THE SHIP IN DISTRESS. 
(W. H. Main.) 


THE ship is sinking rapidly, the hold is filling 
fast 

But the standard of Old England still towers amid 
the fleet. te 

The ship 1s sinking rapidly, and all relief is vain, 

But the haughty boasting enemy shall feel us once 
again. 

One broadside more, one broadside more, we'll 
fight her to the last, | 

And, if we must go down, we’ll go with our colours 
to the mast. 


Though overborne by superior force, we are 
whelmed beneath the main, 

It shall ne’er be said but that we did our country’s 
fame maintain. 

No hand shall tear our colours down, no foe our 
deck shall tread, 

But we’ll give them another round, and seek our 
watery bed. 

One broadside more, &c. 


The ship is sinking rapidly, the hold is filling fast, 

And we shall all be seen no more—but our me- 
mory shall last. 

We shall never see our native home, nor the friends 
we love so well, 

But three hearty cheers for Old England shall be 
our last farewell, 

And the haughty foe shall be found to own that we 
fought her to the last ; 

And that, when overpowered, down we went with 
our colours at the mast. 


THE LOVELY LASS 0’ INVERNESS. 
( Burns.) 


THE lovely lass o” Inverness, 
Nae joy nor pleasure can.she see 5 
For e’en and morn she cries, alas ! 
And ay the saut tear blins her ee: 
Drumossie moor, Drumossie day, 
A waefu’ day it was to me; 
For there I lost my father dear, 
My father dear, and brethren three. 


Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 
Their graves are growing green to see: 
And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman’s ee! 
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 
A bluidy man, I trow thou be ; 
For monie a heart thou hast made sair 
That ne’er did wrang to thine or thee. 


GPRPIPLI?GR? 


MASONIC DRINKING SONG. 


WE have no idle prating 
Of politics or glory, 
But each agrees 
To live at ease, 
And sing or tell a story : 
Fill to him 
To the brim, 
Let it round the table rell ; 
The divine 
Tells us wine 
Cheers the body and the soul. 


We will be men of pleasure, 
Despising pride and party, 
Whilst knaves and fools 
Prescribe us rules 
We are sincere and hearty. 
Fill to him, &c. 


If any are so foolish 
To whine for courtier’s favour, 
We'll bind him o’er 
To drink no more 
Till he has a better savour. 
Fill to him, &c. 


The world is all in darkness, 
About us they conjecture, 
But little think 
A song and drink 
Succeed the Masons’ lecture. 
_ Fillto him, &e. 


Then, landlord, bring a hogshead, 
And in the corner place it, 
Till it rebound 
With hollow sound, 
Each Mason here will face it. 
Fill to him, &c. 


PLIP PLE F 


CUPID AND THE LOVE-SICK MAID. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


BLIND Cupid, merry wanton boy, 
One day went a-gadding, 
When, lo! he met a damsel coy, 
Who with love was madding : 
And languid throbbed her aching heart, 
And then she sighed, ‘< I feel the smart ; 
But why this pain? 
?Tis all in vain, 
For Cupid will not take my part.” 
The dimpled urchin stood to hear 
What more the maid would say, 
But then she ’pan to drop a tear, 


Sighed, and sang ‘* Well-a-way!” 
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Still slowly heaved her love-lorn heart, 
And still she moaned, “ I feel the smart, 
Ah! woe is me; 
Love’s cruelty ‘” 
Cried Cupid, ‘« I will take thy part.” 


From off her lily hand she raised 
Her cheek, so wan and pale, 
And on the rosy urchin gazed. 
Cried he,. “‘ V’ve heard thy tale.” 
Then quickly throbbed her anxious heart,— 
«« And wilt thou, Cupid, ease the smart ?” 
His bow he bent, 
An arrow sent : 
‘‘ The youth now loves—so, maid, we part.” 


GPIEPLEEP? 


MURDOCH DELANY’S BIRTH, DESCRIP- 
TION OF IRELAND, AND ACCOUNT OF 
HIS ANCESTORS. 

(M‘Cready.) 

IF you’d travel the wide world all over, 
And sail across quite round the globe, 
You must set out on horseback from Dover, 

And sail unto sweet Ballin-robe ; 

Tis there you'll see Ireland so famous, 

That was built before Adam was breeched, 

Who lived in the reign of King Jamus, 

Ere he was at the Boyne over-reached. 
With my whack fal de lal, fal de lal lee. 
Oh! the land of shellelagh for me. 


There you'll see Ulster, and Munster, and Lein- 
ster, 
Connaught, and sweet Kilkenny likewise, 
That city where first, as a spinster, 
I opened these pair of black eyes : 
In this town there is fire without smoking, 
For a penny you'd buy fifty eggs, 
And then there’s such wit without joking, 
And rabbits without any legs. 
With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


There you'll see my ancestors glorious, 
The sons of the brave O’s and Macs, 
Who died whene’er they were victorious ; 
And after that ne’er turned their backs ; 
Our heads are stout, and full of valour, 
Our hearts are wise, and full of brains ; 
In love we ne’er blush nor change colour, 
And the ladies reward all our pains. 
With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


St. Patrick is still our protector, 

He made us an island of saints, 
Drove out snakes and toads like a Hector, 

And ne’er shut his eyes to complaints ; 
Then, if you would live and be frisky, 

and never die when you’re in bed, 
Come to Ireland, and tipple the whiskey, 

And drink ten years after you’re dead. 

With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


PIPE L ILE 


THE FRIEND IN NEED. 
Air— Will Watch.” —(W. R. Sears.) 


Poor JACK was hard up, every shot was ex- 
pended, 


With a sigh of reluctance he passed by the. 


door 
Of the house where the jovials of Hackney at- 
tended 
On Mondays, with lots of good humour in 
store. 
From the club-room their voices in chorus were 
sounding, 
Bespeaking hearts merry, and brim-full of glee, 
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Said Jack, with a sigh, though mirth’s thus 
abounding, 
There’s nought but misfortune and sorrow for 
me. 


How oft this gay throng have I joined in with glad- 
ness, 
And in ease and contentment have taken my 
ale; 
But, alas! now my mirth is turned into sadness, 
My money and spirits together do fail. 
: He now at the window a last look was taking, 
And heaving a sigh, ere he turned away, 
When a voice he well knew cried—why thus off- 


making ? 
Said Jack—of the needful I’m quite short to- 
day. 


’Tis this, my dear fellow, prevents me from join- 
ing 
The blithe happy company now met up stairs ; 
Said his friend, with a soul-cheering look,—no re- 
pining, 
You must and shall come in, and banish your 
cares ! 
Come, cast away trouble, and join in the party, 
Nor suffer the lack of the ready to vex ; 
Come, cheer up your spirits, and make yourself 
hearty, 
You shall soon have a tankard of prime XX. 


Jack thanked his kind friend, and up stairs re- 
pairing, 
Sung a song, and felt happy, and gave fora 
toast 
A proof of hat he that moment was sharing,— 
The friendship which proves itself more than a 


boast * 
Oh! may that good fellow who never Jack 
slighted, 
Though poor Jack was plunged in the keenest 
distress, 


In his journey through life find all things united, 
Each step that he takes on his journey, to 
bless. 


GIPIPL IFIED 


THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 
; ( Upton.) 


From a green little village in Somersetshire, 

To find out my uncle, they sends me up here ; 

So I, Tony Bumpkin, in Lunnun’s great town, 

At the Bull and Two Calves from the waggon got 
down. ; 

Gee-who, Jolter, &c. 


Now, d’yesee, by mistake, I forgot uncle’s name, 
But uncle is uncle, and that’s all the same ; 
So I asked where he lived,—when a man made a 
stop, 
And, grinning, shoves I in a pawnbroker’s shop, 
Gee-who, Jolter, &c. 


How d’ye do, sir e says I. How d’ye do, sir? says 
he. 
Pratty well, says I, uncle,— you see here I be; 
Father said I should find you would soon know the 
kin 
So I’ze be come here , to be, uncle, took in! 
Gee-who, Jolter, &c. 


Uncle!— Don’t uncle me, he exclamed, in a 
pout ; : 
Do you want to put in, or to take something out ? 
No, no, says I, no,—I’ze be come to live here, 
As they’ve all the meazles in Somersetshire. 
Gcee-wha, Folter, &e: 
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Got the meazles, says he,—what the deuce do you 
mean? 
Get you out—get you gone—where you came from 
‘again ; 
Then, finding I shy, and more willing to stop, 
He jumps up, and bundles out me head and crop. 
Gee-who, Jolter, &c. 


Lord! lord! that an uncle should use a lad so ; 
But I'll trudge it back,—to the country will go ; 
Talk of Lunnun!—no, give me old Ball and my 
cart, 
Such hard-hearted uncles would break my poor 
heart! 
Gee-who, Jolter &c. 


PPaEELE? FR 


THE MARGATE STEAM-BOAT. 
Air—“ The Spruce Mr. Clarke.” —( Beuler. ) 


Sons of London, now’s the time 
To leave your smoky clime, 
And take a trip to Margate by sea; 
Wait not for wind or stream, 
For you may go by steam, 
From all delay and danger free. 


Though many a clever bark 
Has been built since Noah’s ark, 
For traffic, war, or pleasure, to float ; 
For comfort, and for show, 
And for surety, I trow, 
None can equal a Margate steam-boat. 


SPOKEN.] Vell, Mr. Vaterman, vhich is the 
wessel? That, your honour, with the smoking 
chimn La, papa, that chimley isn’t built of 


brick. Och! faith, my darling, there’s nothing 
built of brick that floats upon the Thames, except 
London-bridge, and that’s all stone. Vell, this is 
vhat I call wery inwigorating. But, I say, Mr. 
Vaterman, vhat sort of a boat may you call this? 
We may call it a wherry, sir. . Aye, it’s a wery 
light wessel. And vhat’s that great black ship ? 
That’s a lighter, Vhat! lighter than this? vhy 
it’s full of coals, and all over pitch. Mind you 
don’t pitch over, sir. Here’s the steamer. Hollah! 
isn’t that Wick, the tallow-chandler? Ah, Wick, 
how d’ye do, Wick? Vhy, I’m amongst the sid- 
dlings ; Vve given Mrs. Vick the slip, and left all 
the candles at sixes and sevens, on purpose to take 
a dip in the sea this melting weather. What’s that 
coming, Jack? Luggage. Luggage, baggage ; it’s 
a great big woman. You mean an elephant in 
petticoats. Here she is, show her up. There’s a 
foot for a satin shoe. Ma’am, youshow your legs. 
O dear me! Never mind, nobody will know what 
they are.—-( Quizzing.) I think I’ve seen those 
moving pillars before, they are Mrs. Wick’s; hollah, 
Wick, here’s your wife. O Molly Vick! you over- 
bearing infatuated woman! Ar’n’t you ashamed to 
leave the shop? but you don’t care a rush for the 
business, and all I can say wo’n’t mould you to it. 
( Whispering.) Get her down in the steam-engine 
room, Wick, that will punish her. Mum! so I 
vill. Vell, Molly Vick, since you are here, vhy 
here you are, I bear no bones, so let us go see the 
engine and all the vheels, vhich vork the wessel 
through the vater. There, mind how you go down, 
the cabin-door is wery narrow. You keep the 
fresh air from the stoker. But I can’t get down, 
Mr. Wick. Vell, come up again. I can’t get up, 
Mr. Wick, I’m stuck. Then, Molly, you’re in 
for it. I’m all im a heat. Yes, Molly, you look 
like a leg of mutton boiling in a melting-copper. 
No fat-stmiles, Mr. Wick, I know my legs appear 
all melting. Never mind, they can’t rum away. 
“ The Stoker speaks.) Make haste up, ma’am, I 
must have a fresh current. I say, Mr. Stoker, 
van’t you feree Sor up by steam ? 





So the witty and the gay 
Enliven the way, 
And prove, down the Thames as we float, 
Though many a clever bark 
Has been built since Noah’s ark, 
None can equal a Margate steam-boat. 


( Dialogue, if the Song is encored, and the former 
omitted. ) 

Well, this would be a pleasant mode of travel- 
ling enough, if the wheels didn’t make such a 
rumbling. Phoo! it’s no more than standing on 
London-bridge to hear the water-works. Mr. Wick, 
there’s the Isle of Dogs. Ozl of dogs! never heard 
of it afore; how much is it per tun? There’s 
Greenwich-hill, Mrs. Wick. Aye, I remember in 
my green-age, a rude man pushed me all the way 
down that hill. That showed the man’s ill man- 
ners. Yes, sir, but that wasn’t all it showed. 
There, there’s a long boat!—How fast it goes! 
Aye, that long boat belongs to the Tender. The 
tender, the hands on board don’t, else they wouldn’t 
row sohard. There, see the sea-men hanging ; how 


| black they look! Verily, Ephraim, dost thou ob- 
| serve the alteration death hath made there. 
| Obadiah, but it’s what we must all come to. It 
| rejoiceth me, Ephraim, that thou think’st of thy 
| future state. 
| bit! there’s the warren. 
| Look at the ships building. There, that’s the way 
. to keep the peace. 
| men of war in the stocks. 
'Eleft de Navys at a hundred and ten and three 
_ Quarters. 


Yea, 


There, there’s Woolwich. Od rab- 
What, a rabbit-warren! 


Which? That, by keeping 
Who talks of de stocks ? 


He means a three-decked ship, Mr. 
Oh! a sheep—Ah, did you ever see a 
Yes, Pve lunched off a quarter 
myself. It’s a fine sight! It’s fine eating. Dere, 
dere’s a glorious sight! a sheep in full sail. Look 
at the foam, she seems making great way. She 
seems making curds and whey. la! pa, look at 
the linen hung out to dry, No, my dear, those 
are the sails; that’s the main-sail, and those are 
the back-stays. (Foppishly.) Ah, what! have 
they got any stays there? Let’s have a peep at the 
cut of them. 


Moses. 
sheep launched ? 


So the witty and the gay, 
Enliven, &c. 


On board a steaming hoy, 
What gaiety and joy! 
Whilst steering down the bustling river Thames ; 
Past tar depots and docks, 
Gibbets, hulks, and stocks, 
Colliers, cable-ropes, and furnace flames. 
There many a visage falls, 
At vanishing St. Paul’s, 
The cit sighs, and bids London adieu ; 
But when vanished from his glances, 
He eats, and drinks, and dances, 
Till Margate pier appears in view. 


SPOKEN.] La! papa, there’s a man swimming 
in the water! No, my dear, it’s only a floating. 
buoy! There, pa, isthat a boy? No, that is a 
woman. Halloh! stop the ship, there’s fat Mrs. 
Wick fallen overboard. There, ma’am, lay hold 
of that rope, here’s a shark coming. Oh! I shall 
be swallowed up. No fear of that, ma’am, Pull- 
a-hoy! hold the rope fast. Oh! it’s so slippy! 
Fasten a bottle of brandy to it, she’ll grapple it 
tight enough then. Pull-a-hoy! there you are, 
ma’am, safe and sound; I hope you’re not wet? 
Not vet, vhy she’s dripping vet, and as full of 
water as a whale. Hark, how Wick’s bewailing 
his wife! How shall we get the water out of her? 
Pour down her throat a pint of rum; my wife 
can’t abear mixed liquors. Bless us! how high the 
vaves and the vind is! Phew! there’s a glorious 
gust o wind! Isit? I don’t like your gusto. I 
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do; what an appetite it gives me! I wish we had 
a little of this sea-air in London. Well, I'll have 
another mouthful of it next season, that is to say, 
if I can raise the wind for it. Who talks of raising 
the wind ?—it’s high enough already. There goes 
a man-of-war-ship! Look at the men on the rope- 
ladders. Ladders! they are the shrouds. Shrouds! 
no, that wo’n’t do, I know better, I’m an under- 
taker, and deal in those articles—should be happy 
to supply you at your latter end, sir. Huh! I 
happen to be a shroud-maker, and dealer in ropes 
and cords—should be happy to supply you at your 
latter end, sir. 

So the witty and the gay, 

Enliven, &c. 


( Encore Dialogue for second Verse. ) 


Well, that was a pleasant country dance enough, 
only my wife went down rather too low. Low! 
Yes, she went in double quick time from top to 
bottom. There! that’s the Nore light. Vhat is 
that Noah’s ark ?~ Does any body live there? Yes. 
Then there are liver and lights on board. Ah! I 
perriye by that you’re a wit butcher. Bless me! 

ow rough the waves run! I sadly fear there will 
beastorm. SodoI;-for I feelvery queer. Yes, 
yes, there’s a storm rising, look at the clouds low- 
ering. (Female voice.) Oh, dear! my goodness! 
Mr. Steamer, will you be so kind, as to be so ob- 
liging, as to tell me if there’s any danger? Why, 
you know, miss, if you can’t swim, you must sink. 
Well, there now, then; I declare to goodness, I 
can’t swim; I can dance. Can you dance on the 
water, miss? No, I can’t. O dear! papa al- 
ways told ma she never taught me what would be 
useful, and now I know, for she never taught me 
how to swim. ( Hiccupping.) Holloh! How high 
the wind is! Cease, rude Boreas! ( Hiccupping.) 
Ye-up! Steward, your port wine is not portable, it 
wants to get in my head. Oh! steer clear of the 
enemy, Toby. Oh! Fire away, Toby. My face 
is on fire. Oh! Look! there’s a white crow! Is 
that the sign of a storm? It’s the sign of a gull. 
Well, don’t gull me, sir. 

So the witty and the gay, 
Enliven, &c. 


The beau, and belle, and wit, 
London rake, and sober cit, 
Steam on to Margate full of glee ; 
With the invalid who wishes 
To dip amongst the fishes, 
Cured in hopes of being by the sea : 
For as cooks to cure meat, 
And keep ’t longer fit to eat, 
They into brine lay it deep ; 
So the aged and the halting, 
Daily dips the water salt in, 
To make ’em in the world the longer keep. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me, how my head’s been swim- 
ming since I’ve been onthe water! Dear me, how 
my inside flutters! I fear there’s a storm rising. 
I fear there’s something rising. Holloh! Wick, 
what’s the matter, Wick? Oh! don’t speak to me ; 
[ feel as if twenty thousand imps of darkness were 
capering about my internals. Oh! there goes my 
hat overboard. Oh! there goes my vig overboard. 
Oh! there goes my dinner. You seem going it. 
Take care of the kitchen stuff, Wick. O mamma, 
I feel so funny! Sally, the child’s ill; run down 
for the brandy. Yes, ma’am. Make haste, I 
fecl ill myself. SodoI, ma’am. Sally, are you 
bringing itup? Yes, ma’am. Oh! That’s right, 
Sally, mind you don’t drop it. Oh! look at my 
poor wife, how ill she is. I’m sure ’twould be a 
kindness to shove her overboard. Aye, poor thing! 
she looks like the capital of China, What d’ye 
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mean? Why, Peking. I suppose you call thata 
capital pun. Here, now we’re going to have a 
terrible storm. No wonder, since there’s a pun- 
ster on board. Dear me, will nothing relieve me 
from this intolerable nausea. Here’s a little castor 
oil, ma’am. Oh! we shall all be cast away. 
There’s a clap of thunder! There’s a flash of 
lightning! Good heaven preserve us! Preserve 
us! curse it, I think we are more likely to be 
pickled. There, there’s Margate! Where? There, 
to the left. Then we’re all right. Aye, now I 
see the pier of Margate. ( Foppishly.) The peer 
of Margate! I know his Lordship very well. Do 
you? then you must pay your duty as soon as you 
land. There’s Margate, Wick, you'll soon reach 
it. Oh! I can’t retch anythingmore. Here come 
the boatmen. Captain, can’t you take us nearer 
shore? No, sir, it’s low water. Low, la! how 
vulgar? I hate any thing low. Are there any 
tide-waiters here? Yes. Then tell them to bring 
the gentleman a high tide directly. 

So the witty and the gay, 

Enliven the way, 

And prove, as to Margate we float, 
Though many, &c. 


( Encore Dialogue for third Verse. ) 


Dear me, Mr. Wick, I feel as if I were intoxi- 
cated. How do you mean, Mrs. Wick? Why, 
some how, in a way I never feit before. Then you 
don’t feel as if you were intoxicated, Molly. Oh! 
there’s a clap of thunder! Och! we are all dead 
men! I wish some one would sing to enliven us. 
Call on some one. Ah! I left my caul at home, 
else I wouldn’t care. Sir, will you sing? He’s 
got a singing face. Sir, my face belies me, I can’t 
sing, so you must mend your call. Perhaps you 
know some friend who can sing? Yes, I do, sir; 
I know a dear friend, but he is unfortunately at 
Cheapside; 1 wish I were there. Oh! my eye! 
there’s a wivid flash of lightning! Oh! it’s more 
darkening than lightening! God pless mine hearts! 
how my powels twists and twirls apout! Dere’s a 
clap of thunder! Dere’s a vaves! my Got, I shall 
pe drownt, pe drownt dead, oh dears! Och! 
pother! you pig of a grunter, do you think nobody 
will be drowned but yourself? Vell, put I forgot 
to insure mine lifes. Dere’s a vaves! O mighty 
prophet, look down and shave me! Shave you, 
indeed, Moses! for you want it bad enough. 
There’s Margate! Is dere? Here come the fish- 
erman’s boats for us. Vhat, dey vant to catch 
some flat-fish to carry to Markate, he! he! Here, 
fisherman, a boat. You must have two boats, 
ma’am, you’ll sink one. You deserve a smack for 
that, sir. DoJ, ma’am? thenI hope you mean 
a fishing smack. 

So the witty and the gay, 
Enliven, &ce. 


PLLLII LaF 


THE VOCAL MORALIST. 
(Collins. ) 


WHILE around the social bowl here 
We the cheering goblet chase, 
Let no miser boast his hoard here, 
Nor the peer his high-born race : 
Ends of candle and cheese-parings 
Let old Gripeall scrape and save, 
And my lord’s armorial bearings 
Deck his chariot or his grave. 


But when Death, with tipstaff’s warrant 
Served alike on kings and clowns, 

Stops the course of life’s swift current, 
Ending all its ups and downs ; 
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May we, as no shuffling nonsense 
Can put off the reck’ning day, 
Armed to meet the Court of Conscience, 
With a smile the call obey. 


Thus prepared to meet the summons, 
Hearts of oak may find good cheer, 
Where dread sovereigns, lords, and commons, 
Might rejoice their course to steer ; 
But as oft the catchpole’s capias 
Takes poor mortals by surprise, 
Let good counsel never ’scape us 
How to face the Grand Assize. 


GPLPIPPOSF 


HERE WE MEET TOO SOON TO PART. 
(Clare. ) 


HERE we meet too soon to part, 
Here to leave will raise a smart, 
Here Ill press thee to my heart, 

Where none have place above thee! 
Here I vow to love thee well, 
Could but words unseal the spell, 
Had but language strength to tell, 

I’d say how much I love thee. 

Here we meet too soon, &c. 


Here the rose that decks thy door, 
Here the thorn that spreads thy bower, 
Here the willow on the moor, 

The birds at rest above thee. 
Had they light of life to see, 
Sense of soul like me and thee, 
Soon might each a witness be, 

How doatingly I love thee. 

Here we meet too soon, &c. 


GPLPILPEORP? 


WHEN I’VE MONEY I-4M MERRY. 
(O’Keefe, ) 


WHEN I’ve money I am merry, 
When I’ve none I’m very sad; 
When I’m sober I am civil, 
When I’m drunk I’m roaring mad. 
With my fal lal tidle tum, 
Likewise twodle, twedle tum, 
Not forgetting tither ii, 
And, also, folde roodle um. 


When disputing with a puppy, 
I convince him with a rap ;- 
And, when romping with a girl, 
By accident, I tear—her cap. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


Gadzooks! I will never marry ; 
I’m a lad that’s bold and free < 
Yet I love a pretty girl,— 
A pretty girl is fond of me. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


There’s a maiden in a corner, 
Round and sound, and plump and fat; 
She and I drink tea together,— 
But no matter, sir, for that. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


If this maiden be with bairn, 
As I do suppose she be ; 
Like good pappy, I must learn, 
‘To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


GPP P PES 


HEART, WILT THOU REST THEE 
NEVER ? 


[Translated from the German Opera of Der 
Freischutz. ] 


(Planche.) 


RECITATIVE. 


HEART, wilt thou rest thee never? 
To rack me thus forbear ;— 
Ah, Love, why must thou ever 
Go hand-in-hand with Care ? 
Still does the moon, unclouded,; shed her light 
Ah, lovely, lovely night! y 


AIR. 


Silent holds thy queen her motion, 
Through her blue and starry ocean, 
Sailing, in her silver galley, 

Over gleaming lake and valley. 


RECITATIVE, 


Still my heart with fear is beating ; 
Would, my Wilhelm, thou wert here 5 
For, ah, the sun at eve retreating, 
Too plainly told a storm was near ; 
And, lo! a murky cloud e’en now 
Is rising o’er yon mountain’s brow. 


AIR. 


Thou, whose hand the winds unchaineth— 
Thou, whose word can curb their madness— 

Thou, whose arm the weak sustaineth— 
Chase away thy servant’s sadness. 


RECITATIVE. 


All around is now at rest, 

Save poor Bertha’s throbbing breast ; 
Nothing now is heard to stir, 

Save, perchance, the waving fir, 

Or the birch that gently sighs 

As the wind is through it fleeting, 

Or the nightingale repeating 

To the moon her melodies. 


But, hark! a step I hear!—irom yonder grove 
A form advances ;—’tis my love! 
Yes, yes, ’tis he '—this scarf I’ll wave on high ! 


My only dear, 
Thy Bertha’s here! 


Alas! alas! it meets not yet his eye. 


Ah, if my sight deceive me not, 

A leafy bough his bonnet bears! 

The token of a gallant shot 

Again, my love, my Wilhelm wears : 
Oh, happy hour! 
Now Joy resumes his power. 


Viwace con fuoco. 


Hence, ye doubts oppressing ; 
Banished far be every care ; 

Hope again my heart possessing, 
Now, methinks, I tread on air. 
Heaven receive my grateful blessing, 
Thou hast heard thy servant’s prayer. 


GIF IL CEP 


O, REST THEE, MY LOVE. 
(C. E. Mawbey.) 


TREAD softly, my lads, of the death-hunting 


crew, 


Lest by shaking you waken the good-ridden 


shrew ; 


For of all the joyful good days I can boast, 
This, this is the day, friends, that pleases me 


most. 
Tread softly, my lads. 
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O, rest thee, my love, be still where you are; 
The grave fits the coffin as nice asa hair ; 
Ten years have I groaned ’neath the weight of thy 
clack 
Now the old one, in pity, has taken thee back. 
O, rest thee, my love. 


OPI L ILI? 


THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING 
SHOW. 


(T. Moore.) 


THIs world is all a fleeting show, 
For man’s illusion given ; 

The smiles of joy, the tears of woe, 

Deceitful shine, deceitful flow, 
There’s nothing true but heaven. 


And false the light on glory’s lume, 
Like fading hues of even ; 
And love, and hope, and Beauty’s bloom, 
Are blossoms gathered for the tomb! 
There’s nothing bright but heaven. 


Poor wanderers in a stormy day, 

From wave to wave we’re driven ; 
And Fancy’s flash, and Reason’s ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way ;— 

There’s nothing calm but heaven. 


GP GILIIG?P 


QUANKI-FONGO. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
THERE was a mighty mandarin, 
And the people called him Quanki-Fongo, 
Of ladies he had seventeen, 
And they drank bohea, 
Souchong, twankee, 
Hyson, gunpowder, and congo; 
These ladies, you must know, 
Were the pink of the go; 


And stranger creatures you ne’er set your face on; } 


You’ve seen such queer bodies, 
Like a heap of hoddy-doddies, 
Painted red, and blue, and green, on a China 
bason. 
Brown as leaves, pudding-sleeves, 


Long nails, pig-tails, little eyes, flat nose, | 


Slender fingers, crooked toes, 
Stuffed in slippers just like nippers, 
Platter face, mouth grimace, 
And their teeth, if you had but seen ’em, 
All with betel black, 
And then, good lack, 
They never kept their tongues between ’em. 
With grimace, face, nippers, slippers, eyes, 
nose, fingers, 
Toes, tails, nails, sleeves, leaves, teeth, 
tongue, well hung, 
All talking at once, 
With click! clack! 
Ching, ching, chongo ° 
Oh, what a dunce, 
To have so many wives, was Quanki-Fongo! 


They carried him in a fine sedan, 
Not astep would walk great Quanki-Fongo ; 
Anda slave attended him with a fan, 
To frighten the flies, 
The gnats likewise, 
And old daddy longlegs, when he drank his 
congo ; 
Then to smoke, all his pride, 
Till he got smoke-dried, 
And with idleness and eating grew a perfect load-a ; 
With a rubicund proboscis, 
He looked like the jolly josses, 
Cross-legged, that sit like tailors ina great pagoda ; 
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Head of sap, pointed cap, crow’s tail, slow as 
snail, scarlet vest, red nose, 
Yellow slippers, blue hose, 
Never thinking, eating, drinking, 
Brown as moss, fat as joss ; 
In his mouth a long pipe he stuck it, 
And had smoked till now, 
But it chanced as how 
One unlucky day he kicked the bucket. 
With his joss, moss, drinking, thinking, 
Vest, nose, slippers, hose, 
Snail, tail, cap, sap, 
Wives all, grand squall, 
All talking at once, 
With click-clack! 
Ching, ching, chongo, 
Oh, what a dunce, 
To kick the bucket was poor Quanki-Fongo. 


GOLGI IP LIF 


THE STAR IN THE WEST. 


THERE’S a star in the west that shines lovely in 
light, 
Through its veil of soft azure, when evening 
appears ; 
| There’s an eye at that hour, as lovely—as bright— 
That turns to its rising,—but meets it in tears. 


Time was, when its ray beamed the signal of 

bliss, 
When the heart throbbed, exulting, to sce it 

ascend ; | 

When the prayer of that heart was, ‘* Be heaven 

like this !” 

In rapture—that Hope whispered never should 

| end. 


| But swift flew those hours; and, false, with them 
fled 
| The promise of Hope ;—and soon ev’ning came 


on, 

| And that star had departed:—the sweetness it 
shed, 

Like its lustre from heaven, was faded and 
gone. 


| Oh, Memory! now the sad fiat is given, 

Joy’s flowers all blighted, and sorrows decreed, 

_ And the bonds of affection thus rudely are riven, 

Oh! aed dost thou linger, and point to the 
dead? 


That orb now again through the twilight is gleam- 


ing, 

But Wena is the heart to the radiance it bears ; 
_And the eye, that so fondly had watched for its 
beaming, 

Now turns from the ray it in mockery wears. 


_—— Oh, weep not, beloved! the hour shall come 
When the prayer of that heart shall in bliss be 
possessed ; . 
When, bright as this planet that shines through 
the gloom, 
Thy spirit shall smile from the world of the 
blest ! 


And the promise of Hope shall be given! and he 
Who shared in that promise, and mourned it as 
gone 
Shall, in mercy, be called there—there, welcomed 
by thee, 
Shall be hailed to a heaven—for ever his own 


! 


THE BOTTLE CAME ROUND SO FAST. 
(Cross. ) 


You may talk about drinking your claret and 
whiskey, 
A jolly companion may term mc a mere toper, 
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Since a sup of the creature first rendered me frisky, 
Bad luck to my glass, but I ne’er could keep 
sober, 
Let it be where it might, 
By sunshine or moonlight, 
So cleverly-pleasant the toping-time passed, 
That to rise up from table 
I never was able, 
Till tipsey,—the bottle came round so fast. 


When I pleasantly breathed in the land of pota- 
toes, 
Quite jolly one day, I determined so neatly 
To keep myself sober among the sweet creatures, 
So rose just before I was knocked up completely ; 
But, on bidding good by, 
Just to wet t’other eye, 
Dough-a-duros, a drink at the door I must taste, 
As there was no denying, 
They found me complying, 
And tipsey,—the bottle came round so fast. 


Atasnug monthly club, where we always meet 
weekly, 
They whitewashed the wall all red over with 
brushes, 
Becase ’twas observed by myself, most obliquely, 
Our features looked fairest when covered with 
blushes. 
Here we talk and we drink, 
And leave others to think ; 
Oh! the brave, jolly moments I with them have 
past, 
And, though quite a full table, 
To rise am unable, 
Till tipsey,—the bottle came round so fast. 


One day, in my cups, I was merrily rowing, 
A friend took my part, says he, “ Pat, why, 
youre tipsey! 
Arrah where have you been now? and where are 
vou going? 
You've dined out, drank hard, and quite non se 
apse 3” 
Says I, .“ prating elf, 
No, I dined by myself, 
The way to keep sober I’ve planned out at last ; 
But to rise from the table, 
Fill drunk, I wa’n’t able, 
Becase,—still the bottle came round so fast. 


i ee ae 


THE PAIN AND THE PLEASURE, 
A DUET. 
(Upton. ) 
OH, tell me what is it that spurns rule or measure, 
And yet is composed of the pain and the pleasure ; 
So.cold, and yet burning! so sweet, yet distress- 
ing ! 
Oh, tell me, what is it—an ill or a blessing? 
*Tis love! it is love | so untamed and capricious! 
So tender, yet cruel! so strange, yet propitious ! 
That feeds on the heart, yet the heart’s fondest 
treasure, - 
*Tis love that imbibes both the pain and the plea- 
sure! 


GRIP IPGL 


LONDON ’S A COMICAL PLACE. 
( Bryant.) 


OH, London ’s a comical place, 
Such comical things we see there ; 

There’s ugliness, beauty, and grace, 
And plenty of foul for your fair. 

There are maids, with six children, or more, 
Rich merchants, whose fortunes ure undone, 


ag 


Old things, that we ne’er saw before, 
To make up a picture of London. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, Mr. Vite, vill you tell me 
vhether you ever saw a more handsomer place 
among the Blacks, in your vonderful woyages and 
travels, than this here London ?—Not I, indeed: 
you may depend upon it that it can be compared to 
nothing but 


Heaven and hell, 
Or a great chureh bell, 

There’s always so much clitter-clatter ; 
There’s bustle and drive, | 
While each of us strive, 

But none can divine what’s the matter. 


Now, most people work day and night, 
While some foul monopoly handle ; 
Their line is for flat fish to bite, 
Till roguery snuffs out their candle. 
Through the streets they are hopping all day, 
Carts clatter, while horse and mule prances, 
And the people seem skipping away, 
Till the town’s filled with country-dances. 


SPOKEN.] I say, you sir! row] your wheelbar- 
row into the road '—No, I wo’n’t; I’m one of his 
Majesty’s subjects, and the road’s for me as well 
as you.—( Irishman. ) Why, bad luck to you both! 
do you want to steal the king’s highway between 
you?—Go away with you! or Ill tumble your 
wheelbarrow head over heels into the mud, and 
I'll break you all to pieces!—By gum! I wish I 
wur back again, and I never come here ; for it’s 
like 

Heaven and hell, &c. 


At night, then, the scene is quite changed, 
Till St. Paul’s its loud symphonies ringing, 
Then the Sons of Apollo, deranged, 
The fate of poor Morpheus are singing. 
Till morning appearing once more, 
With the same hubbabub ever dinning, 
You’ll find as much dirt as before, 
And more noise than ever beginning. 


SPOKEN.} Ay! thus London is one scene of 
hurry and bustle by day and by night; for they 
hurry all day to count their bustle at night, and go 
to bed, thinking the great metropolis like 


Heaven and hell, &c. 


GLI IPS AL 


CUPID WOUNDED. 
(H. Siddons.) 


LITTLE Cupid one day o’er a myrtle-buugh strayed, 

And among the sweet blossoms he wantonly 
played, 

Plucking many a thorn from the leaves of the 
tree 

He felt that his finger was stung by a bee. 


Little Cupid he whimpered, he sobbed, and he 
sighed, 

Then ran to his mother, and, pettishly, cried, 

“Ah! Venus, dear mother! ’m wounded, you 
see 

And I ask for revenge on the mischievous bee.”’ 


_ His mother she laughed at the story he told, 
_ O’er his forehead of snow stroked his ringlets of 


gold, 


/“ Now, when you wound another, my lad,’’ an- 


swered she, 
«¢ Ere your arrows are pointed—you’ll think on the 
bee.” 


A lesson of love let the story impart, 
Ere the beam of the eye light the flame of the 
heart, 
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Ye fair ones, remember, while yet ye are free, 
That the rose holds the thorn, and the myrtle the 
bee. 


PLPOELIP# 


WE’LL SING TO THE SPORTS 
FIELD. 


O'ER the lawns, up the hills, as with ardour we 


OF THE 


) 
Led an by the loud-sounding horn, 
Kind breezes still greet us, with cheerfulness 
crowned, 
And joyful we meet the sweet morn ; 
Rosy health blooms about us with natural grace, 
Whilst echo re-echoed enlivens the chase. 


Should all the gay larks, as they soar to the sky, 
Their notes in a concert unite, 
The music of hounds when set off in full cry 
Would give a more tuneful delight. 
Rosy health blooms about us, &c, 


’Tis over, ’tis over! a pleasure divine 
Fresh air and full exercise yield: ~ 
At night, my good friends, o’er the juice of the 
» ovine 
We’il sing to the sports of the field. 
» Rosy health blooms about us, &c. 


GREP PEPER 


ODD RABBIT! THEY’LL FIND THEY’VE 
TO DO WITH A MAN, 


(Prince Hoare.) 


Right easy of mind, 
To good humour inclined, 
_I takes them as smooth as I can; 
But shall any one try 
To wrong Phebe or I? 
Odd rabbit! not while I’m a man. 
At quarter-staff, fisty-cuffs, match me who can, 
Odd rabbit! they'll find they’ve to do with a man. 


The ’Squire, as I’ve heard, 
Would make I afeard ; 
I’ll give him fair leave, ’an he can: 
Though he’s wealthy and great, 
What care I for his state ? 
He’ll find he’s to do with a man. 
’ At quarter-staff, fisty-cuffs, match me who can, 
Odd rabbit! they'll find they’ve to do with a man, 


PLPIEPIP LEP 


THE SHIPWRECKED SISTER. 
THE SONG OF A WELSH HARPER. 


THAT ocean-wave, that ocean-wave, 
It rolls above my sister’s grave, 
Hymning a requiem, deep and dull, 
For she who once was beautiful. 


When last yon harvest-moon was bright, 
She rambled underneath its light ; 

Yon harvest-moon is waning slow, 

But Isabel—where is she now ? 


I dare not tell, I dare not tell ; 

Go ask the surge that swept her knell, 
’T will answer, in each hollow tone, 
The winds were high—and she is gone. 


I saw her die, I saw her die, 

She fixed on me her closing eye 

In fond farewell—I rushed to save— 
But she was in her ocean-grave! 


She died away—she died away 

Like west winds on a summer day ; 

The harvest-moon shone down from high, 
But she was with Eternity ! 


When all was 0’er, when all was o’er, 
The wave rolled calmly on the shore, 
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The wind slept, and the sullen sea 
Seemed weeping for its cruelty. 


I wandered home, I wandered home, 
’T was dark as is the silent tomb, 

For I had not one friend to bless 

My charnel-house of loneliness. 


The harp that spoke, the harp that spoke 
A sister’s love, e’en that was broke ; 
And summer winds came laughing by, 
As if to mock my agony. 


Now, fare thee well! now, fare thee well, 
My sister !—ocean rings thy knell, 

And sea-nymphs, in their caverns rude, 
Are nursing thy sweet solitude. 


THE. EXILE OF ERIN. 
(T. Campbell. ) 


THERE came to the beach a poor exile of Erin : 


The dew on his robe was heavy and chill ;. 
For his country he sighed, when, at twilight re- 
pairing, 
To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill. 
But the day-star attracted his eye’s sad devotion, 
For it rose on his own native isle of the ocean, 
Where once, in the flow of his youthful emotion, 
He sang the bold anthem of Erin go bragh 


O, sad is my fate, said the heart-broken stranger, 
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee, 

But I have no refuge from famine or danger, 
A home and a country remain not for me! 

Ah! never again, in the green shady bowers 

Where my forefathers lived, shall I spend the 

sweet hours, 

Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers, 

And strike the sweet numbers of Erin go bragh! 


Oh, Erin, my country! though sad and forsaken, 
In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore : 

But, alas! in a far foreign land I awaken, 
And sigh for the friends that can meet me no 


more 3 ; 

And thou, cruel Fate! wilt thou never replace 
me 

Ina ee of peace, where no perils can chase 
me 


Ah! never again shall my brothérs embrace me ! 
They died to defend me, or live to deplore. 


Where now is my cabin-door, so fast by the wild 
wood ? 
Sisters and sire did weep for its fall. 
Where is the mother that looked on my child- 
hood? 
And where .is my bosom-friend,—dearer than 
all? 
Ah, my sad soul, long abandoned by pleasure! 
Why did it doat on a fast-fading treasure ? 
Tears, like the rain, may fall without measure, 
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 


But yet, all its fond recollections suppressing, 
One dying wish my fond bosom shall draw ; 
Erin, an exile bequeaths thee his blessing, 
Land of my forefathers, Erin go bragh! 
Buried and cold, when my heart stills its motion, 
Green be thy fields, sweetest isle in the ocean, 
And the harp-striking bards sing aloud with devo- 
tion, 
Erin mavoureen! sweet Erin go bragh! 


PPP LIGC LE 


NEVER KISS AND TELL. 
(Cherry. ) 


In Christian land, I understand 
And like their humour well ; 


r] 
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Each wedded pair, or single fair, 
Kach youthtul beau or belle ; 
In sportive bliss, will toy and kiss, . 
But never kiss and tell ; 
No, no, no, no; 
They never kiss and tell. 
In Turkish land, I wish ’twere planned 
That love, unfettered dwell, 
But at our nod the rosy god 
The mist of love dispel ; 
We’d sport and kiss in harmless bliss, 
But never kiss and tell ; 
No, no, no, no; 
We'd never kiss and tell. 


GILLI LEP? 


MINNA’S TOMB. 
(H. V. Smith.) 


-O MINNA, Minna, then, for ever 
Thou art immured within this tomb! 
O cruel, cruel Death! to rob me 
Of one so young, and in her bloom. 


O, Minna, Minna, may each angel 
Regard and watch thee in thy sleep ; 

I never, never can forget thee,— 
”Tis fond remembrance makes me weep, 


O, Minna, Minna, I willgather - 

The sweetest flowers, and place them here ; 
And never, never shall they wither, 

For I will moist them with a tear. 


O, Minna, Minna, may high Heaven 
Protect us both from endless pain ; 

Then, dearest Minna, I shall meet thee, 
O, never more to part again. 


GCIPIP LIP 


THE SENTIMENTAL JEW. 
Air—* Nobody can deny.”—( Miss Bryant.) 


VE’RE a set of people at whom the folks frown, 
But we don’t care an inch who puts our vays 
down, 
For ven they show a farthing, why we sport a 
crown. 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


Dey call us thieving Jews ; vell, pray if ve are, 

I’m sure honest Christians quite vell beat us there ; 

For dey grow so deep they are crowding Rag Fair! 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


Dey call us big rogues ’cause we cheats,—and vat 
then? 
Ve try just to copy Christian gentlemen, 
Who for clothes vorth forty shilling will bid nine 
or ten. 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


Of all our great faults—what things have been 
sung ! 
And, steal vhat we vill, the town with it has 
rung ! 
Still five to one Jew at Newgate are hung, 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


Dey call us dashers, but never mind their clack, 
*Cause to dress, not to drink, sirs, we have the 
knack ; 
Dey puts their’s on the stomach, and we on the 
back ! 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


De vorld’s for money, I own, so are ve; 
“Tis the only point in vhich ve all agree ; 


Drop a purse,—vould a Christian there long let it 


be? 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c, 


But we don’t mind a sneer, for man and man’s 
brother ; 
We think not of sects—I’m sure ’tis a pother ; 
But how can we ’scape—when they’re teazing each 
other? 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c. 


Ve bear frowns of Fate, both morning and night, 
And, ven ve’ve done vith care in this vorldly 
fight 
Den both Jew and Christian vill know who is 
right ! 
Vhich nobody can deny, &c, 


But don’t take offence,—for my song’s not to 
blame,— 
To be so hard on us you’ll own is a shame; 
Though a Jew often barks, don’t give dogs a bad 
name,—- 
’Twill hurt me, I cannot deny, &c. 


PPL ISLOEP? 


THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS. 
(Dudgeon. ) 


UP amang yon cliffy rocks 
Sweetly rings the rising echo, 
To the maid that tends her goats, 
Lilting o’er her native notes. 
» Hark! she sings,—Young Sandy’s kind, 
An’ he’s promised aye to lo’e me; 
Here’s a brotch I ne’er shall tine, 
Till he’s fairly married to me; 
Drive away, ye drone Time, 
And bring about our bridal day. 


Sandy herds a flock of sheep, 

Aften does he blaw the whistle, 
In a strain sae saftly sweet, 
Lammies list’ning darna bleat, 

He’s as fleet’s the mountain roe, 

Hardy as the Highland heather, 
* Wading through the winter snow, 
Keeping ay his flock together ; 
But a plaid, wi’ bare houghs, 
He braves the bleakest nortin blast, 


Brawley he can dance and sing 
Canty glee or Highland cronach ; 
Nane can ever match his fling, 
Ata reel, or round a ring; 
Wightly can he wield a rung, 
In a brawl he’s ay the bangster : 
A’ his praise can ne’er be sung 
By the langest-winded sangster. 
Sangs that sing o’ Sandy 
Come short, though they were ne’er sae lang. 


FPP IL?PI? 


ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS, 
Air—“ Katty O’ Lynch.” —( Hudson. ) 


I FELL in love with a beautiful maid, 
Fair as an angel, or fairer, 
So charming she was that I was afraid 
Kind heaven for me would not spare her. 
She seemed all perfection—such a complexion! 
I told her I hoped that my love would soon fit 
hers ; 
She blushed with confusion at such an allusion, 
But—all is not gold that glitters. 
Young men who are single with love are quite 
blind, 
And fancy there’s more sweets than bitters ; 
But, when they get married, they’ll certainly find 
All is not gold that glitters. 
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Her mind seemed quite as refined as her dress, 
She cared not for eating or drinking ; 
I wanted a wife of few words, I confess, 
And she seemed to be always thinking. 
Her eye beamed Love’s lightning—passion was 
height’ning— 
I humbly implored with my fate 
hers ; 
At which the sweet lass did seem quite flabri- 
gasted, 
But—all is not gold that glitters. 
Young men who are single, &c. 


she would knit 


I prest her until her consent she had blushed, 
And then got to church with my treasure ; 
But honey-moon over, my happiness brushed, 
Wed in haste, I repent now at leisure. 
Instead of sweet silence, you could hear her a 
mile hence, 
You'd think like the tongue of a magpie I’d slit 
hers, 
It goes night and morning, all decency scorning, 
Oh !—all is not gold that glitters. 
Young men who are single, &c. 


Her charming complexion proves rouge and car- 
mine, 
Her fine shape stuffed pads are the merit, 
And all the charms of her mind so divine, 
Are exchanged for a turbulent spirit. 
Quarrelling, jarring—quite open war in, 
She’ll have the last word, and on me spite does 
spit hers, 
She’s a devil to hook at—an angel to look at, 
But—all is not gold that glitters. 
Young men who are single, &c. 


Against sober reason she gives ifs and buts, 
At eating, egad, there’s none quicker ; 
Her person proclaims her the queen of all sluts, 
And she never can blush but in liquor. 
My love is now cooling—I’m paid for my fooling, 
I thought to have sweets, and have got nought 
but bitters, 
But in wedlock, 1 fancy, there’s more, like me, 
can say— 
Allis not gold that glitters. 
Young men who are single, &c. 


OOO PLL PS 


I CONSENTED WITH A KISS. 
(R. Morley.) 


T'HE swains all bonny Bess call me, 
And say my gait is brisk and airy ; 
In sportive dance they all agree 
I trip as light as any fairy. 
Yet one and all that tell me this, 
Are only spelling for a kiss. 


A youth there is whose artless tale 

Oft makes me think he loves sincerely ; 
Whene’er he meets me in the vale, 

He sighs, and vows he loves me dearly. 
But all my answer is to this— 
I know you’re spelling for a kiss. 


On May-day last he slily came 

Behind me, as I sat a knitting ; 
Said he,—sweet girl, it is a shame 

To lose the time that is so fitting ; 
Let’s go to church, and crown cur bliss! 
So I consented with a kiss. 


Pe LL PL LP? 


THE COMPACT OF FREEDOM. 
(Dibdin.) 


Wn heaven-born Freedom hailed this happy 
isle, 
The first emporium in her wide domain, 
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This great behest, with a celestial smile, 
She willed,—and ne’er may Freedom will 
vain. 


in 


CHORUS. 


Would you possess the sweets of liberty, 
Britons, be loyal—so shall ye be free. 


A Briton blind to duty’s pleasing force, 
’Tis as if spirits should from bodies stray, 


| Or erring planets wander from their course, 


Eclipsed the influence of the solar ray. 


| Such duty from the grateful heart as flows 


To bounteous heaven, for benefits that fall ; 
Such duty as the son to the father owes, 
Owe you your king, the father to you all. 


Rejoice, ye Britons! Freedom’s sons, rejoice ! 
Laud in your grateful lays a patriot king ; 
Fired with one soul, one sentiment, one voice, 

To ratify the glorious compact, sing. 


CHORUS. 


So may we taste the sweets of liberty, 
As we are loyal—so may we be free. 


PIIL ILS IL 


KNOWING JERRY. 
(Barrett. ) 


I WAS brought up at home with my mother and 
dad 
And an old maiden aunt, too, so crusty 5 
The neighbours said I was a main pretty lad, 
’Cause I was so good-humoured and lusty. 
I could wrestle and jump, kiss the girls, and all 
that, 
And at mischief wa’n’t wanting, no never, 
And at cards my old granny could queer, too, quite 


pat, 
Aye, egad, I was deucedly clever. 
SPOKEN.]| Aye, aye, Jerry was the iad for—— 


Cricket, quoits, 

Flying kites, 

Running races, 

Blacking faces, 

Knockers tie, 

Cunning, sly, 

Make posts 

Like ghosts. 
Ever ready for fun, always active and merry, 
I was called by the folks Knowing Jerry. 

: Knowing Jerry, &c. 


At twenty my mother and dad chanced to die, 
And my old maiden aunt a month after ; 
They left a large fortune, d’ye mind me, to I, 
Which caused me some tears,— but more laugh- 
ter. 7 
Having heard talk of London, to town straight I 
went, 
And a lesson soon learned of my betters, 
That in fashion and frolic a something was meant, 
Much better than learning one’s letters. 


SPOKEN.] So, d’ye see, I took sample, as a body 
may say, bought a prime equipage, mounted the 
box, squared my elbows, and drove along Rotten- 
row a la tantrum, I think they call it; aye, and 
before I had been in town six months, why, egad, 
I could-—— 


Cock my glass, 
Quiz a lass, 

Run against time, 
Come in prime, 
Spur and boot, 
Pigeon shoot, 
Run jokes, 

Prime hoax. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ,; 


Ever ready for fun, always active and merry, 
I was called by the dons Knowing Jerry. 
Knowing Jerry, &c. 


Then I married Miss Prattle, a bundle of sweets, 
The heiress, d’ye mind, of a grocer, 

Who delighted in visiting, balls, and grand fetes, 
Spoke French, and was quite all the go, sir; 
Took a house near St. James’s, not farfrom Hay- 

hill, 
’Gaged coachmen, cooks, scullions, by dozens ; 
Bade the tradesmen, d’ye mind me, put it all in 
their bill, 
And gave routs to the world and its cousins. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, yes, we contrived to keep it up 
in style yesterday,—aye,—yesterday we went to 
Lady Dashit’s public breakfast; at one, Lord 
Crotchet’s musical party; at six, inquired after 
my Lady Fiddlestick’s sick monkey ; at seven, 
dined with my Lord Epicure; at eight, dropped in 
at the Opera; at eleven, drove home to our rout 
and card-party; at one, where we found— 


Horses tearing, 

Coachee swearing, 

Pannels broke, 

What a joke ; 

Ladies, peers, 

Coaches, chairs, 

Grand swarm, 

How warm. 
In the round of delight ever active and merry, 
Is my rib and her dear Knowing Jerry. 

Knowing Jerry, &c. 


GPL POLED 


THE MINSTREL’S MEED. 
(E. Roche.) 


OH, sweet is the breath of the dew-sprinkled 
thorn, 
And bright is the gleam of the clear vernal 
sky ; 
But richer the sigh that from feeling is born, 
And purer the glance from the soul-kindled 
eye! 


When deepens the gloom of the tempest around, 
How cheering each sun-beam: that glimmers on 
high ; 
When loudest the shrieks of wild terror resound, 
How sweet is the voice that breathes—succour is 
nigh. 


More bright than the sun-beam that shoots through 
the storm, 
More sweet than the voice that bids lost hope 
return 5 
The glance of Affection our griefs can disarm, 
And Friendship to blisses our sorrows can turn. 


Thus sung the young minstrel, as eve’s breezes 
blew, 
And millions of stars slow emerged from the 
sky, 
#or beauty he sung, and the loved meed he drew, 
A sigh from her bosom, a tear from her eye. 


GPLOLPL ELE 


WHY SLIGHT’ST THOU HER WHOM I 
APPROVE? 


{From an old MS. in the British Museum. ] 


Why slight’st thou her whom I approve, 
Thou art not peer to try my love, 

Nor can’st discern where her form lies, 
Unless thou saw’st her with my eyes. 
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Say she were foul, and bjacker than 
The night, or sun-burnt African ; 

If liked by me, ’tis I alone . 
Can make a beauty where was none. 


For, rated in my fancy, she 

Is such as she appears to me; 
Tis not feature or a face 

That doth my free election grace. 


Nor is my fancy only led 

By a well-tempered white and red ; 
Could I, enamoured, grow on those, 
The lily and the blushing rose, 


United in one stock, might be 

As dear unto my thoughts as she! 
But [look farther, and do find 

A richer beauty in her mind. 


Where something is so lasting fair, 

As time and age cannot impair; 

Hast thou a perspective so clear 

That thou can’st view my object there? 


When thou her virtues shall espy, 
Thou’lt wonder, and confess that [ 
Had cause to love her,—and learn then¢e 
To love by judgement, not by sense. 


PPL SFE S 


WHACK! FOR THE HONOUR OF 


IRELAND. 


My heart is as sound as the heart of shellelagh, 
Old Honesty’s made it as warm as:a toast, 

With love and affection ’tis glowing so gaily, 
And sure fair Fidelity isn’t my boast ; 

When the piper strikes up, why I jig it away, 
Look loving, dear joy, when I’ve nothing to 


say, 
And when battle rages, I battle away, 

With my foo rol, lol, lol, &c. 

And a whack for the honour of Ireland. 


Since my head was so small as an apple potatoe, 
I followed the sound of a drum and a fife ; 
Yet love, well as war, with the smiles of good-na- 
ture, 
Smoothed sweetly the wrinkles and furrows of 
life. 
When the piper strikes up, &c. 
A friend never axed, when distress played the de- 


vil 
A lift from myself, but I halved him my all; 
And in fight, och, the conquered found Larry so 
civil, 
He lifted them up when he’d gi’en them a fall. 
When the piper strikes up, &c. 


GLI ILEIGP? 


THE YORKSHIRE MEMBER OF PARLIA- 
MENT. 


Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.” —( Bryant.) 


I CAME up to town t’other day, 

Where they stared as though I were a Turk, sirs ; 
So what do you think I did say? 

I told em I wanted some work, sirs. 
A chap he engaged I to go 

And sell watches, which he would be giving ; 
So by cheating the folks, do you know, 

I some time got a good honest living. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


But one day I sold a gold watch, 

When a man swore ’twas nothing but lead, sirs ; 
So he said, that my tricks he would botch, 

And he fetched I a clout o’ the head, sirs; 
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1 didn’t much like it, I own, 
For his hits seemed to I rather mystic ; 
And when after his thump I did groan, 
They told I he was pugilistic. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Says I, here great mystery lies, 
So the fellow began I to pull, sirs ; 
. And when he had blacked both my eyes, 
He said I’d got a good belly full, sirs ; 
So because I was then nearly dead, 
Nearly blind, and all covered wi’ muck, sirs ; 
-Why, as sure as I’m here, they all said, 
That I had been showing my pluck, sirs. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Now I thought it a wonderful pity, 
And I think when you hear so will you, sirs ; 
That a man in this overgrown city 
Shall be, and still find nought to do, sirs; 
So a gemman I met in the Strand, 
To address him I thought it no sin, sirs 5 
Says he, ‘ Come along, I’ll take you by the hand, 
And at our court P’ll bring your hand in, sirs.’ 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Then off we both went to the place, 
Called Fives’ Court, where some hundreds to 
view, Sirs, 
Were looking at I in the face, 
And axing me if I’d set-to, sirs ; 
I said yes, and I mounted the place, 
When they said I were one of the good uns ; 
Then a chap came up slapping my face, 
Wi’ two things large as any plain puddings. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Now I felt devilish queer, I confess, 

And the people all laughed to behold me ; 
Then, like star-gazers, how they did press, 

While to challenge the chap they all told me: 
E told em I was a poor fighter, 

When their treatment to I it were funny, sirs ; 
For I axed ’em to find one more brighter, 

And then I were pelted wi’ moneys, sirs. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Well, I picked up the cash from the stage, 

When the man who had gi’en I the licking, 
Axed the most, and got up in a rage» 

And gave I a terrible kicking ; 
{ halved it, and went away glad ; 

But these chaps are strange fellows, od rot ’em, 
For my money I’d lost, and was mad, 

Since each pocket they’d cut at the bottom. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Next I went to a country place, i 

Where the member of parliament died, sirs ; 
And they said it would be a disgrace, 

If his place wasn’t quickly supplied, sirs ; 
(Chen I went to his friends, and I said 

I’d act for him, and all their fears settle ’em ; 
But although the M.P. was quite dead, 

Dang my buttons! they sent me to Bedlam, 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Having sent to my friends, they all came, 

When I told ’em the whole of my history ; 
So they said ’twas a terrible shame 

To bewilder a lad in such mystery ; 
And being released from that den, 

Where whips and straight jackets did bother me, 
If I ever leave Yorkshire again, 

Why in fighting men’s gloves yon may smother 

me. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


AHI AIL EE 
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UNKENNEL, UNCOUPLE THE HOUNDS. 


UNKENNEL, unconple the hounds, 
And wind the echoing horn, 
Hark! hark! the huntsman sounds 
Tantivy to welcome the morn. | 
To horse, to horse, and away we fly, 
Chevy-ho! and hark forward! for renard must 
die. 
Unkennel, to cover he flies, 
But all his cunning’s in vain ; 
Yoicks! yoicks! the huntsman cries, 
Tantivy, upon him again! 
To earth, to earth, he would vainly try, 
eo ‘ho! and hark-forward! for renard mast 
ie; 


GPIEPLSP?P 


HOME! 
(J. M. James.) 


IT CAME to the shore where the proud wave was 
swelling, 
Awhile with the breezes of summer to warm, 
But Affection’s mild spirit still sighed for the 
dwelling 
Where lingered the joys and the blessings of 
home! 


Oh, fair blew the breeze o’er the bark of our 
pleasure, 
The sea-bird sprang light from her surge-beaten 
cave, 
We marked through the billow the ocean’s deep 
treasure, 
And, like wild music, the dash of the wave. 


But memory returning, where love was sojourn- 
ing, 
Made the heart, like an exile, from happiness 
roam, 


, And, when evening was closing, all nature re- 


posing, 


The vision that stole to my slumber was home. 


GLE PL LER 


COT PLESS HUR, AND HE CAME UP 
FROM WALES. 


ERE I had well grown to an age 
Allowed young maids to marry, 
Three youths would fain my hand engige, 
And tried their suits to carry: 
Young Paddy first put in his claim, 
Then Sandy told soft tales, 
‘And Taffy, look you, sung his flame, 
And he came up from Wales, 
Cot pless hur, 
And he came up from Wales. 


Och! I’m the crature! Paddy sung, 
Take me, I tell you, honey : 
Hoot, hoot, cried Sawney, hold your tongue, 
I’ve, lassie, got the money : 
Well I, says Taffy, cot no pelf, 
But hnr will give, look you, 
Hur heart and soul, besides hurself, 
And hur will love most true, 
» Cot pless hur, &c. 


Now when I’d well the merits scanned, 
To stop their further teasing, 
I e’en to Taffy gave my hand, 
The lad to me most pleasing : 
And now he’s got me for a wife, 
So well we both agree, 
That few live half so sweet a life 
As my dear Taff and me, 
Cot pless hur, &c. 


OPP IFIEIF 
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THE DEVIL AND THE LAWYER; 
OR, A HINT TO ATTORNEYS. 


Air—* The tight little Island.” —( Hawkins.) 


VLL sing you a song, if you'll not think it long, 
Of what happened on one summer’s morning, 
A lawyer, I’m told, who’d with tricking grown 

bold, 
Rode cut as the day it was dawning : 
O, now, if you will believe me,— 
It is not my wish to deceive thee :— 
In full gallop he went, but he soon had to re- 
pent ; 
Of his journey, if you will believe me. 


He’d scarce ’gan to roam many miles from his 
home, 
( His lodgings in Chancery-lane, sir,) 
When the clouds appeared big, for they’d taken a 
swig 
Of water to turn into rain, sir. 
Now, all Nature was dreary, 
Not even a prospect was cheery ; 
At length, on a heath, as for life or for death, 
He arrived, and O, it was dreary. 


Now the rain it fast poured, and the thunder loud 
roared, 
As if heaven and earth were a parting, 
That the lawyer he shook, and with fear seemed 
to look, 
For he, every moment, was starting. 
Here comes the horrible story, 
Of Lucifer, all in his glory, 
From his mouth, it’s no joke, issued fire and 
smoke, 
And, O, it’s a very true story. 


From the skin of a toad, which lay on the road, 
That quickly was bursting asunder, 
Rose the demon of hell, with a horrible yell, 
To the lawyer’s terror and wonder, 
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Which made him ride faster and faster, 
For fear of some dreadful disaster, 
For his past crimes, so glaring, in his visage were 
staring, ; 
So on he went faster and faster. 


But the devil in chase, soon finished his race, 
And grappled him fast by the shoulder, 
And made him, when taken, cry out, O, my ba: 
con, 
Whilst his blood it ran colder and colder. 
Now you shall die, said old Nick, sir, 
For, d—me, I'll play you a trick, sir, 
You’ve long tricked the world, and you shall be 
hurled 
In the hot-house below with old Nick, sir. 


Then deep in his heart he plunged his dart, 
Which speedily rent it asunder, 
Whilst hell’s grimly sire, with flashes of fire, 
Flew off in a loud clap of thunder. 
Now let all other attorneys, 
If at home, or going on journeys, 
By this take a warning ; for, noon, night, or morn- 
ing, 
The devil’s in search of attorneys. 


SIF P LIP OS 


IN THIS BAD WORLD THERE’S SOME 
CHARITY. 


(Dibdin. ) 
WHY, good people all, at what do you pry? 
Is’t the stump of my arm, or my leg, 


Or the place where I lost my good-looking eye, 
Or is it to see me beg? 


Lord love you, hard fortune is nothing at all, 
And he’s but a fool and a dunce, 
Who expects, when he’s running full-but "gainstia 
wall, : 
Not to get a good rap on the sconce. 


e 
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If to peg, borrow, or steal, be the choice of man- ENGLISH SIGNS. 
ind, i 
Sure I choose the best of the three ; CC. Be aerey ; 
Besides, as times 20, what a comfort to find ASTRONOMERS tellus of planets and signs ; 
That in this bad world there’s some charity. That roll round the spheres and the tropical lines ; 
But what are the planets and signs that’s on high? 


For a soldier I listed, to grow great in fame, ions i 2 
And Deialiahat foe sight news adage To ip eae in Old Hagler they do not come 


Lord help the poor poultry wherever I came, 
For how could I live on my pay? 


1 went to the wars, to fight the king’s foes, 
Where the bullets came whistling by, 
Pill they shivered three ribs, broke the bridge of 
my nose, 
Queered my napper, and knocked out my eye! 


Well, what of all this, I’d my legs and my arms, 
And at Chelsea to lie up was free,” 
Where my pipe I could smoke, talk of battles and 
storms, 
And bless his good majesty’s charity. 







There are good signs and bad signs, we must all 
agree : 

Oft good signs are blighted, like buds on a tree ; 

For Old England’s hope on obtaining a peace, 

Was taxes would lower, and comforts increase. 


Romanis’ signs in Cheapside placed on high, 

May plainly be seen by each passer by; 

There is Blucher and Wellington, men of renown, 

And a head in between which they say wears a 
crown. 


Then the sign London Tavern, in Bishopsgate 
street, 

Where gorging’s the word when assemblies meet ; 

Dukes, bishops, and merchants saluting eacl 


But thinking it shameful to live at my ease, 
Away, while the frolic was warm, 


In search of good fortune I sailed the salt seas, other, 
And so lost my leg and my arm, And give with one hand what they take with the 
With two strings to my bow, I now thought myself other. 
sure, , : ; ase 
But cuties tho tara e eae There . oe sign of the Dolphin, that beautiful 
As a lobster at Greenwich they showed me the There’s the sign of the Bear, where they’ll do what 
door, you wish ; 
At Chelsea they called me a tar. There’s the sign of the Queen, and Princess, ai 
So, falling to nothing between these two stools, they say, 


And the Fox who from taxes and war ran away. 


There's the sign of the Mitre, that dignified thing. 
The sign of the Beggar as well as the King : 

The beggar I’m told, but I don’t think it true, 

Is happy as him, friends, that courts Mrs. Q. 


There’s the sign of a Red Coat, a frolicksome 
spark, 

Who kissed, played, and dangled, with famed 
Mrs, Clark ; 

There’s a sign too, I’m told, of a seafaring blade, 

Who would marry for money wife, widow, or maid, 

There’s the sign of the Marlbro’, the dread of all 
France, 

Who led England’s foes down a new country dance 

There’s the sign of a Statesman, they called Billy 


I, the whole world before me, was free, 
To ask comfort from misers and pity from fools, 
And live off that air, man’s charity. 


And what now of all this here patter at last, 
How many who hold their heads high, 

And in Fashion’s fine whirligig fly round so fast, 
Are but beggars as well as I. 


The courtier he begs for a sinecure F 
For a smile beg your amorous elves ; 
Churchwardens hand the plate round, and beg for 
the poor, 
Just to pamper and fatten themselves. 
Thus we’re beggars throughout the whole race of 


mankind, 
As by daily experience we see, 


And, as times go, what a comfort to find Pitt, ; ae 
That in this bad world there’s some charity. Who aig many signs, but made none of them 
it. 
Been There’s the sign of the Crow, the Phcenix, and 
WAKE FROM THIS FEARFUL DREAM. Kite, j 
(Soane. ) The sign of the Horse, loved by each Yorkshire 
bite ; 
RECITATIVE. he 


There’s the sign Goose and Gridiron, Fox and 
Grape-tree, 
But a sovereign sign, friends, is what pleases me. 


OH, Saul! Oh King; 
Wake from this fearful dream! 
The chains that bind 
Thy horror-haunted mind 
Drop from thee as the dream 
Of music gushes from the trembling string. 


AIR. 


There’s the sign Crown and Anchor, the emblem 
of hope, 

Is oft crowded by men whose deserts are a rope ; 

And should Beelzebub visit them on some boozing 


eve, 
Softly breathe, my lyre, eae He may make a fine lot—friends, I hope he has 
Stilling every wild desire! leave. 


Let thy music fall as sweet 
On the open anxious ear, 
As the odours on the sense, 
When the summer’s close is near. 


RECITATIVE, 
More soft, more slow 
Thy measure flow ! 
Softer, slower yet, 
Till the sweet sound beget 
A joy that melts like woe! 


There’s a sign in St. Stephen’s, where some honest 
men 

Meet nightly to settle the what, where, and when ; 

But alas, there’s a true sign you would not sup- 
pose, 

One man will lead all the rest by the nose. 


There’s a sign of Old Ireland, that thousands want 
bread, 

And England’s as bad on the very same head; 

While some that are quaffing their Burgundy wine 

Dare tell us we’ve plenty, and that’s a bad sign. 


GIIPF IDF 
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There’s the sign of the Crown, is the sign of the 
nation, 

And a great many signs that we want reformation 5 

For though the proprietor may be quite good, 

The waiters are roguish, so ’tis understood. 


I shall now take my leave, hoping none are ais- 
pleased 

At what is here written, thongh some may be 
teazed ; 

’Tis a sign of politeness to listen so long 

To a scroll about signs in the shape of a song. 


Our ministers tell us the times they will mend, 

Let us join in the prayer, and response, pray God 
send ; 

So, friends, I still hope you will be of good cheer, 

That’s a sign, come what will, you'll not die of 
despair. 


PLE LL LIS 


MY HEART, LOVELY ROSA, WAS FORMED 
BUT FOR YOU. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


Do not my eyes, when I gaze on each feature, 
Express all the transport that reigns in my soul? 
Yes, they avow that I sigh for a creature 
Created by heaven each thought to control. 


Does not my breast throb with rapturous pleasure, 
Whene’er her soit eyes beam the language of 
bliss ? 
Shall I not own myself charmed beyond measure, 
As, gazing, I know she will grant me a kiss ? 


Yes, I confess that no mortal was ever 
Blessed with affection so ardent, so true ; 

No fate, my dear creature, our union shall sever, 
My heart, lovely Rosa, was formed but for you. 


GILIF PL I? 


THE RECOMPENSE OF CONSTANCY; 
OR, JACK AND FANNY. 
(Dibdin. ) 


THE surge hoarsely murmured, young Fanny’s 
grief mocking, 
. The spray rudely dashing, as salt as her tears, 
The ship in the offing perpetually rocking, 
Too faithful a type of her hopes and her fears. 
*T was here, she cried cut, that Jack’s vows were so 
many, 
Here I bitterly wept, and I bitterly weep, 
Here, heartwhole he swore to return to his Fanny, 
Near the trembling pine that hangs over the 
deep. 


Ah, mock not my troubles, ye pitiless breakers ; 
Ye winds, do not thus melt my heart witn 
alarms ; 
He is your pride and mine, in my grief then par- 
takers, 
My sailor in safety waft back to my arms. 
They are deaf and ungrateful, these woes are too 
many, 
Here, here will I die, where I bitterly weep, 
Some true lover shall write the sad fate of poor 
Fanny 
On the trembling pine that hangs over the deep. 


Thus her heart sadly torn with its wild perturba- 
tion, 
No friend but her sorrow, no hope but the grave, 
Led on by her grief to the last desperation, 
She ran to the cliff and plunged into the wave. 
A tar saved her life, the fond tale shall please 
many, 
Who before wept her fate, now no longer shall 
weep, 
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’Twas her Jack who, returning, had sought out his 
Fanny ; 
Near the trembling pine that hangs over the 
deep. 


GLeer rer 


HOME, HOME, HOME. 


AWAY from the field, fellow-sportsmen, away, 
Behold the fierce boar to our courage a prey ; 
His strength and his anger are fearful no more, 
Away from the field, for our pasties are o’er! 
Home, home, home! 


How we chased him, when roused from the woods, 
O’er hedges, through brakes, and through floods, 
O’er mountain and vale, 
O’er meadow and dale, 

While echo around, high and low, 

Replied to our hey troly, troly, trollilo ! 
Hark, hark, the glad horn tells the felon is slain, 
The shouts of the villagers rise from the plain ; 
The herdsman exults in the death of his toe, 
And blesses the hunters as homeward they go, 

Home, home, home! 


The foe be the theme of our song, 
While in triumph we bear him along, 
Till the villages ring 
As we jovially sing, 
And echo around, high and low, 
Reply to our hey troly, troly, trollilo! 


PILE LECP?S 


V’D RATHER DWELL ALONE. 
; ‘ Sir Walter Scott. ) 


MY wayward fate I needs must vlain, 
Though bootless be the theme, 

I loved and was beloved again, 
Yet all was but a dream ; 

For as her love was quickly got, 
So it was quickly gone, 

No more I'll bask in flame so hot, 
But coldly dwell alone. 


No maid more bright than maid was e’er 
My fancy shall beguile, 
By flattering word or feigned tear, 
By gesture, look, or smile, 
No more I’I] call the shaft fair shot, 
Till it has fairly flown, 
Nor scorch me at a flame so hot,— 
Y’ll rather freeze alone. 


Each ambushed Cupid I’ll defy, 
In cheek, or chin, or brow, 

And deem the glance of woman’s eye 
As weak as woman’s vow. 

I'll lightly hold the lady’s heart 
That is bat lightly won, 

I'll steel my breast to beauty’s art, 
And learn to live alone. 


The flaunting torch soon blazes out, 
The diamond’s ray abides, 

The flame its glory hurls about, 
The gem its lustre hides ; 

Such yem I fondly deemed was mine, 
And glowed a diamond stone, 

But since each eye may see it shine, 
Pll darkling dwell alone. 


No waking dream shall tinge my thought 
With dyes so white and red, 
No silken net so sligthly wrought 
Shall tangle me again ; 
No more I’l] pay so dear for wit, 
Pl live upon my own; 
Nor shall wild passion trouble it,— 
ll rather dwell alone, 4 
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And thus I’ll hush my heart to rest, 
Thy loving labour’s lost 5 
Thou shalt no more be wildly blest, 
To be so strangely crost. 
The widowed turtles, matchless, die ; 
The pheenix is but one ; 
They seek no loves, nor more will I— 
I’]l rather dwell alone. 


POP PIPL? 


CUPID DROWNED IN WINE. 
(J. Cunningham. ) 


AS I wove, with wanton care, 
Fillets for a virgin’s hair, 

Culling for my fond design, 

What the fields had fresh and fine : 
Cupid,—and I marked him well, 
Hid him ina cowslip bell, 

While he plumed pointed dart, 
Fated to inflame the heart. 


Glowing with malicious joy, 
Sudden I secured the boy ; 
And, regardless of his cries, 
Bore the little frighted prize, 
Where the mighty goblet stood, 
Teeming with a rosy flood. 


Urchin, in my rage, I cried, 
What avails thy saucy pride? 
From thy busy vengeance free, 
Triumph, now, belongs to me! 
Thus—I drown thee in my cup ; 
Thus—in wine, I drink thee up. 


Fatal was the nectared draught, 
That to murder Love I quaffed ; 
O’er my bosom’s fond domains 
Now the cruel tyrant reigns ; 

—On my heart’s most tender strings, 
Striking with his wanton wings, 
I’m for ever doomed to prove, 

All the insolence of love. 


PIPPI PPP #H 


THE DEATH OF GLUTTONOUS SWALLOW- 
ALL, AT MY LORD MAYOR’S FEAST! 


OR, TOM BROWN AND THE ALDERMAN’S WIDOW. 
Air—‘ Miss May and Mr. December.” 


IN the records of London doth history tell, 
That old Swallowall was an alderman jolly ; 
In eating, all epicures he did excel ; 
And in drinking, he’d drown melancholy. 
But an unlucky chance cut his thread of life short. 
As at Lord Mayor’s feast he was dining ; 
He died of a surfeit of turtle and port, 
And left his old widow to sighing and whining. 
Oh! Swallowall! 
Of pot-bellied aldermen you once the pride was, 
The ninth of November too sure, 
The day the poor Alderman died was. 


His widow, to keep his loved features in view, 
Employed a famed carver to chisel his visage, 
Who, out of a block made a likeness so true, 
That it looked more like life than an image. 
Enwrapt in a night-shirt, a cap on its head, 
Did Betty each night snugly place it 
On Swallowall’s side of the poor widow’s bed, 
That she might from midnight till morning em- 
brace it. 
Oh! Swallowall! 
Beloved when ulive by his darling fat wife was, 
And nu widow’s grief was more pure, 
When he free from trouble and strife was. 


Old Swallowall left her both money and land, 
She’d plenty of suitors came courting her gaily ; 
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And one Tommy Brown sought the fair widow’s 
hand, 
Who came dressed in his Sunday suit daily ; 
So Betty he bribed, between kisses and gold, 
That she to the bed introduced him, 
And he’d such a coaxing way, I have been told, 
That she couldn’t find in her heart to refuse him. 
Oh! Swallowall! 
To your widow’s bed wicked Tommy Brown dia 
89, 
While you in your coffin secure, 
Wouldn’t rise to protect your poor widow. 


When the widow to bed came, she held up her 
light, 
That her eyes on her’ dear husband’s image 
might dwell on ; 
And some folks there are, say she died of a fright, 
While others a pretty tale tell on. 
That Betty next morning was plagued with damp 
wood, 
And the fire to light did incline small, 
And the widow bawled out, in a right merry mood, 
“© Oh! curse the wood, Betty, let’s burn old 
Swallowall.”’ 
Oh! Swallowall ! 
Let widows take warning by your loving deary, 
And widowhood never endure, 
A life ’tis so lonely and dreary. 


PPP LPLOPL 


THE WOODLAND MAID. 
(L. S. G. Skeffington. ) 


THE woodland maid, my beauty’s queen! 
In nature’s simple charm arrayed, 

This heart subdues ;—that matchless mien 
Still binds me to the woodland maid. 


Let others sigh for mines of gold, 
For wide domain, for gay parade ; 

I would, unmoved, such toys behold, 
Possessed of thee, sweet woodland maid. 


PCPPIP LC aLSR 


COME UNDER MY PLAIDIE. 
Air— Johnnie Macgill.””—({ Macneil. ) 


‘* COME under my plaidie, the night’s gaun to fa’ : 
Come in frae the cauld blast, the drift, and the 
snaw ; 
Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me : 
There’s room in’t, dear lassie! believe me, for twa. 
Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me, 
I'll hap ye frae every cauld blast that can blaw ; 
Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me, 
There’s room in’t, dear lassie. believe me, for 
twa.” 


<« Gae’wa wi’ your plaidie! auld Donald, gae ’wa, 
I fear na the cauld blast, the drift, nor the snaw ; 
Gae ’wa wi’ your plaidie! I’ll no sit beside ye ; 
Ye might be my gutcher :—auld Donald, gae ’wa. 
I’m gaun to meet Johnnie, he’s young and he 
bonnie ; 
He’s been at Meg’s bridal, fu’ trig and fu’ braw ! 
Nane dances sae lightly, sae gracefu’, sae tightly ; 
His cheek’s like the new rose, his brow’s like the 
snaw |” 


‘« Dear Marion, let that flee stick fast to the wa , 
Your Jock’s but a gowk, and has naething ava ; 
The hale o’ his pack he has now on his back ; 
He’s thretty, and I am but threescore and twa. 
Be frank now and kin’ly, I’ll busk ye aye finely 5 
To kirk or to market, they’ll few gang sae braw , 
A bien house to bide in, a chaise for to ride in, 


And flunkies to tend ye as fast as ye ca’,” 
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of the falls of Niagara, brought to bear upon ma- 
chinery ; I just bought fifty shares. Then there’s 
another, I am in the New Melting Company, that 
proposes to take a lease of Mount Vesuvius or Etna, 
it is not settled which yet, for the more speedy 
manufacture of rail-roads, bombs, anchors, and 
cannon-balls; the saving in the single article of 
coals will be five hundred percent! Now here’s a 
new company, just brought into the market to-day, 
the Metropolitan Pigeon-shooting Company ; there 
are to be twenty thousand shares for the breeding 
of pigeons, will serve a whole town > or if this 
does not suit your fancy, what do you think of the 
Humane Man-trap Company, traps for the grounds 
of country-gentlemen, warranted not to amputate 
higher than the ankle. 


Oh! folks, beware, 


“* My father aye tauld me, my mither and a’, 

Ye’d mak a gude husband, and aye keep me braw ; 

It’s true I lo’e Johnnie, he’s young and he’s bon- 
nie, 

But, wae’s me, I ken, he has naething ava! 

T hae little tocher, ye’ve made a gude offer ; 

I’m now mair than twenty—my time is but sma’! 

Sae gie me your plaidie, I’ll creep in beside ye, 

I thought ye’d been aulder than threescore and 
twa !” 


She crap in ayont him, beside the stane wa’, 

Whare Johnnie was list’ning, and heard her tell a’: 

The day was appointed!—his proud heart it 
dunted, 

And strack ’gainst his side, as if bursting in twa. 

He wandered hame wearie, the night it was drearie, 

And, thowless, he tint his gate *mang the deep 


snaw. If you dabble in companies, mind what you’re 
The owlet was screamin’, while Johnnie cried, after, 

«< Women You may pay one pound for a share, 
Wad marry Auld Nick, if he’d keep them aye | And get nothing but scorn and laughter, 

braw.” 


We’ve grandeur at home much more than we know, 
Where folks gather daisies, there lie wondrous 
riches, 
And veins of bright ore under buttercups flow, 
And with water-cress grows by the ditches. 
Old England contains the mines of Peru, 
Though before we never yet found them, 
They’ve only, it seems, been discovered anew, 
With banks of diamonds growing around them. 


SPOKEN. ] Oh, Mr. Fleece, I want to know 
what this affair is of yours.—Oh, sir, it is impos- 
sible ; I could not tell you of my grand affair until 
his lordship, my friend, comes.— What lordship ? 
I thought no lord had a right in the city, except 
the Lord Mayor and the Lady Mayoress.—Oh, here 
is his lordship; good morning, my lord.—Well, 
| Mr. Fleece, what is it you want with me ?—Some- 


O the deil’s in the lasses! they gang now sae braw, 

They’il lie down wi’ auld men 0’ fourscore and twa s 

The hale o’ their marriage is gowd and a carriage ; 

Plain luve is the cauldest blast now that can blaw | 

Auld dotards be wary! tak tent wha ye marry, 

Young wives wi’ their coaches they’ll whup and 
they’ll ca’, 

Till they meet wi’ some Johnnie that’s youthfu’ 
and bonnie, 

And they’ll gie ye horns on ilk haffet to claw. 


_ DOES THE HARP OF ROSA SLUMBER? 
(T. Moore.) 


DoEs the harp of Rosa slumber ? 
Once it breathed the sweetest number ; 


Never does a wilder song, thing, my lord, of vast importance, of national 

Steal the breezy lyre along ; wealth.— Well, _disclose.— Pardon Ine, my lord, 
When the wind in odours dying, all alone? are the waiters out of the ~oom ? well, 

Woos it with enamoured sighing, then, my lord, my plan is simply—are the wait- 

Does the harp of Rosa cease ? ers out of the room? no one within hearing? well, 

Once it told a tale of peace my lord, my discovery is this—it is strongly sus- 

a8 ey ee breast, pected there is a rich vein of silver ore buried un- 

en he was divinely blest ! der Primrose-hill!—A what !—A silver mine, mv 

Ah! but Rosa loves no more, lord, which is Supposed will be so very prolific, 
Therefore Rosa’s Song is 0’er, that in a few years all the inhabitants of Pancras 

And her harp neglected lies, will be in possession of a service of plate; nor is 

And her boy, forgotten, sighs. it improbable, that the very lamp-posts of St. 

Silent harp,—forgotten lover, Pancras parish will all be of solid silver; I pro- 
Rosa’s love and song are over. pose the name to be The New Patent Metropolitan 
Soe icinity Mining Company.—Well, it’s very strange! 

I’ve often driven my curricle near Primrose-hill, 

BUBBLES. and never saw any thing of the kind; I’ve seen a 

Air— Old Mr. December.” great many little boys playing there too, I wonder 

THESE days are the times to make a great splash, | they never found it out; but what is your plan for 
If you draw out a plan for mining or fishing, this, Mr. Fleece?—Oh, on the most liberal prin- 
For the people it seems have too much cash, ciples, your lordship ; I merely want ten thousand 
And to get rid of it all are wishing ; subscribers, at fifty pounds each, one pound to be 
We’ve companies now for linen and coals, paid deposit, it is most probable there will: never 
For ocean-baths, steam, bricks and mortar ; be any more called for; another regulation is, no 
Not only they bore the earth full of holes, subscriber is allowed to take above fifty shares.— 
But they likewise take ’em under the Gator No, certainly not, I per-ectly coincide with you. 


—Nor less.—Umph; I don’t think this plan of 
yours most felicitons, Mr. Fleece.—Sorry for that, 
my lord; but as I have made your lordship the de- 
pository of my secret, I trust, until time shall 
warrant the disclosure, it will remain safe ; in the 
meanwhile, my lord, I will speak of some other 
little speculations, 


SPOKEN.] Do you want to buy any shares, sir, 
for the great Bore Company 7—The Bore Compa- 
ny, sir, what is that ?—Just come out, a most 
Magnificent affair! proposed to bore a tunnel from 
Brighton to Newfoundland ! we’ve only to cut un- 
the LSateiall and having got so far, there will 

€ no doubt of its ultimate success - imagined, sir 
that we shall realize a hundred per Mane by the ieee pe Remar eer 
bare article of cod-fish.—I am very sorry, sir, but | We’ve traps sure enough for our money to catch, 
have just embarked in an affair, the Universal Without any more for our pockets to violate, 
Stocking Company, which Proposes to make stock- | But companies now in full bodies do catch, 
mgs for all this world and the next too, by the aid And reason and sense quite annihilate, 
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There’ll be no such thing as a jaunt in Hyde-park, 
The Spa we shall have in Pall-mall, sirs ; 
Inventions will make the light from the dark, 
And what we shall make of ourselves who can 
tell, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my lord, the next company is 
an important one; it is the Omnipotent Mouse-trap 
Company ; there will be fifty per cent. saving in 
the article of cheese, and two hundred in cats: 
and here’s the prospectus, my lord, of the Patent 
Locomotive Boot Company; in which it is pro- 
posed that every member shall walk five hundred 
miles a day, to be effected by steam; the surplus 
steam to work a patent cooking apparatus, to ac- 
company the member, so that he may cook his 
own meals, and lose no time on the road.— 
Where’s Mr. Fleece? I want to see Mr. Fleece. 
—Well, sir, what do you want '_Oh, you are 
there, sir, are you? I want my fifty-pound bill,— 
What fifty-pound bill?—A fifty-pound bill you 
bamboozled me out of ; you told me I should make 
a fortune by it What scheme was it for, sir?— 
I don’t know ; I took your word for it; you told 
me something of building a grand suspension chain 
bridge across the New-river.—Oh, I recollect, that 
bill did not pass through the house.—I don’t care, 
T want my fifty-pound bill.—Ah, that bill was 
carried through the house. I have a new plan for 
a tunnel through the earth to the antipodes, to be 
lighted with coal gas, and passengers to be con- 
veyed through in patent suspension buckets.—But, 
Mr. Fleece, will there not be some quibble, as to 
whether the passengers go with their heads or 
heels downwards? — That difficulty, my lord, 
is most ingeniously avoided, as, by my most 
excellent plan, the passengers will go with such 
astonishing rapidity, as to be uncertain whether 
they travel upon their heads or their heels; this I 
think must do. Then, my lord, I have another plan 
for bringing live mackarel to London, and also for 
catching wild unicorns; of the last idea I must 
speak particularly : it is imagined that the turners 
will, by their increased trade in these horns, make 
the concern profitable even to cent. per cent. let 
me entreat your lordship to take fifty shares of the 
Mouse-trap ; or here’s the Patent Self-regulating 
Balloon Company, by which you may take a trip 
to the Continent and back again to dinner.—But, 
sir, if we should chance to be upset, what should 
we do for a supper ora bed. Why, my lord, that 
depends entirely upon where you fall; if you fall 
into the sea, and alight upon a bed of oysters, there 
you have both a supper and a bed. 

Oh! folks, beware, &c. 


GLP IOP LIF 


MY LIGHT OF LIFE! AH, TELL ME 
WH 


e 


(Lord Byron. ) 


My light of life! ah, tell me why 

That pouting lip, and altered eye? 

My bird of love! my beauteous mate ! 

‘And art thou changed? and canst thou hate? 


Mine eyes, like wintry streams, o’erflow, 
What wretch with me would barter woe? 
My bird, relent! one note could give 

A charm to bid thy lover live. 


My curdling blood, my madd’ning brain, 
In silent anguish I sustain ; 

And still thy heart, without partaking 
One pang, exults, while mine is breaking. 


Pour me the poison! fear not thou, 
Thou can’st not murder more than now! 
I’ve lived to curse my natal day, 

And love, that thus can, lingering, slay. 


My wounded soul, my bleeding breast, 
Can Patience preach thee into rest? 
Alas! too late, I dearly know 

That Joy is harbinger of Woe. 


GICLEE P SO 


FIRE AWAY! WHILST LOUD ECHO 
REPLIES, FIRE AWAY: 


(O’Keefe. ) 


By day to the downs we repair, 
With bosoms right jocund and gay, 
And gain more than pheasant and hare, 
Gair. health by the sports of the day. 


Mark! mark! to the right—and prepare! 
See Diana '—she points—see ! they rise. 
See they float on the bosom of air! 
Fire away! whilst loud Echo replies 
Fire away ! 
Hark! the volley resounds to the skies, 
Whilst Echo, in thunder replies, 
In thunder replies, 
And resounds to the skies, 
Fire away! fire away! fire away! 


POLL, OF WAPPING-STAIRS. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


Your landsmen’s wives, with all their airs, 
Must strike to Poll, of Wapping-stairs, 
No tighter lass is going! 
From Iron-gate to Limehouse-hole, 
You’ll never meet a better soul, 
Not while the Thames is flowing. 


Her father, he’s a jolly dog, 

Poll keeps him spruce, and brews his grog, 
And never stints his measure ; 

She minds full well the house-affairs, 

And seldom drinks, and never swears, 
And isn’t that a pleasure ? 


And when we wed !—that happy time, 

The bells of Wapping all shall chime ; 
And, when we are gone to Davy, 

Our girls, like Poll, shall work and sing, 

Our boys, like me, shall serve the king, 
On board Old England’s navy. 


GLI LELIF 


TOO WELL I LOVE THEE. 
( Upton.) 


Go, lover, false! go, man, unkind ! 
My heart may break, but can’t forget thee 5 
E’en though remembrance probes my mind, 
And bids me rue the day I met thee ! 


Go where you will, o’er land or seas, 


Where sun-beams burn, or waters freeze, 
Yes, traitor! yes, too well I love thee! 


Go, wily fiend! with serpent-tongue, 
‘And tell how well that tongue deceived me ; 
What vows you made, what praises sung, 
And make thy boast how I believed thee : 
Go where you will, &c. 


Go, perjured man! with manless heart, 
But let no woman’s eye behold thee ; 
Wound no fond breast with Falsehood’s dart, 
Nor whisper tales like those you told me! 
Go where thou wilt, &¢ 


OOTP IEL FS 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; 
THE CHARMS OF THE BOTTLE. 


YE mortals, whom Trouble and Sorrow attend, 
Whose life is a series of pain without end, — 
For ever deprived of Hope’s all-cheering ray,— 
Ne’er know what it is to be happy a day,— 
Obey the glad summons, the bar-bell invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it sets you to rights. 


When Poverty enters, an unwelcome guest, 
By heard-hearted duns, too, continually pressed, 
When brats begin crying and squalling for bread, 
And wife’s never silent till fast in her bed. 

Obey the glad summons, &c. 


Did Neptune’s salt element run with fresh wine, 
Though all Europe’s powers together combine, 
Our brave British sailors need ne’er care a jot, 
Surrounded by plenty of such rare grape-shot. 
Obey the glad summons, &c. 


Was each dull, pedantical, text-spinning vicar _ 
To leave off dry preaching, and stick to his li- 
uor, 
oO, ae would he wish for that power divine, 
To change, when he would, simple water to 
wine ! 
Obey the glad summons, &c. 


If wine, then, can miracles work such as these, 
And give to the troubled mind comfort and ease, 
Despair not—that blessing in Bacchus you’ll find, 
Who showers his gifts for the good of mankind. 
Obey the glad summons, &c. 


GLP ILGELP 


BRIAN BORU. 


O! KiLMURRY M‘Manon’s a place you would 
bless, r 

Where whiskey costs nothing,—and butter-milk 
less ; 

And it’s near to that same is a neat little spot, 

Where my grandfather’s grandfather dwelt in his 
cot ; 

Whose children, from Dennis to Terence and Pat, 

Each stuck up a peg for a traveller’s hat. 

For ’twas land of their own, where the Murphys 
first grew, 

And they all were descended from Brian Boru. 


In our garden, to charm both the eye and the 
nose, 

Nature always seemed dressed in her holiday- 
clothes ; 

And, so sweet was the smell of the whiskey we 
brewed, 

That a pig in the parlour would sometimes in- 
trude ! 

Then, at the Assizes, I’ve ta’en up a broom, 

To leather a cow from the counsellor’s room ‘ 

For we let off a chamber, as other folks do, 

Who may not be descended from Brian Boru. 


But sweetest of all was that beautiful maid, 

At the door of whose cabin I’ve oft left my 
spade! 

From the window she’d peep, like a sly fairy elf, 

ie ae , Mister Kilrooney, get out wid your- 
self! 

If you stop till I open the wicket, my dear, 

I'll be making a noise which nobody can hear ; 

Then I always behaved as all gentlemen do, 

Who, like me, are descended from Brian Boru. 


CLS OP IPR? 
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'OH, MY BONNY BET, SWEET BLOSSOM. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


No more [’ll court the town-bred fair, 
Who shine in artificial beauty, 
For native charms, without compare, 
Claim all my love, respect, and duty. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, sweet blossom, 
Was I a king, so proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I’d bear thee, 
To grace thy faithful lover’s bosom. 


Yet ask me where these beauties lie, 
I cannot say in smile or dimple, 
In blooming cheek, or radiant eye, 
’Tis happy Nature, wild and simple. 
. Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And sigh.in numbers trite and common ; 
Ye gods! one darling wish be_mine, 
And all I ask is lovely woman! 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 


Come, dearest girl! the rosy bowl, 
Like thy bright eye, with pleasure dancing ; 
My heaven art thou,—so take my soul, 
With rapture ev’ry sense entrancing. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 


PPPELIBSH? 


GOOD OLD THINGS. 
(Collins. ) 


IN the days of my youth, I’ve been frequently 
told 

That the best of good things are despised when 
they’re old ; 

Yet, I own, I’m so lost to the modes of this 


life, 

As to prize an old friend, and to love an old 
wife! 

And the first of enjoyments through life has been 
mine, 


To regale an old friend with a flask of old wine! 


In this gay world, new fashions spring up ev’ ry 
day, 

And, to make room for them, still the old must 
give way ; 

A new fav’rite at court will an old one displace, 

And too oft an old friend will put on a new face. 

Yet the pride, pomp, and splendour of courts I’d 
resign, ; 

To regale an old friend with a flask of old wine. 


With Old England, by some folks, great faults 
have been found, 

Though they’ve since found much greater on New 
England’sground; =~ 

And the thief a new region, transportedly, hails, 

Quitting Old England’s coast for a trip to New 
Wales ! 

But such transporting trips, pleased with home, I’d 
decline, 

To regale an old friend with a flask of old wine. 


By the bright golden sun that gives birth to the 


day 

Though as old as this globe which he gilds with his 
ray ; 

And the moon, which though new ev'ry month, as 
we’re told, 

Is the same silver lamp, near six thousand years 
old! 

Could the lamp of my life last while sun and moon 
shine, 

I’d regale an old friend with a flask of old wine. 
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THIS HEART 1S ALL THY OWN. 
(Soane. ) 


THE hour is come that we must part, 
And cold is thy farewell ! 

While thou, within this lonely heart, 
Must ever dearer dwell. 

Within the cloisters’ holy cell 
My shame I must recall ; 

There oft must burning Mem’ry tell 
Thy triumph—and my fall. 


And there I’ll pour the ceaseless tear 
Of penitence for sin ; 

And strive, by one incessant prayer, 
Thy soul’s release to win! 

Farewell! the parting pang is past, 
I erred for thee alone ; 

And, oh! until it breathe its last, 
This heart is all thy own. 


SPSPPPORO 


THE JEW TAILOR. 
Air—** Derry down.” —( Bryant. ) 


I AM a Jew tailor, but a very good man, 

‘And I mends all the holes that I possibly can, 
For at work I’m not idle, so I sticks to’t like pitch, 
And I always was famous for getting through stitch. 

With my sew, sew, and a sewing we’ll go. 


I’m as sharp as a needle when a point I would get, 
But if once I’m sewn up, why I instantly fret ; 
Stiff as buckram I am if the folks would distress 


me, 
And, lord! how I burn if my creditors press me. 
With my sew, &c. 


Now the sweets of my trade for a long time I’ve 
tasted, 
And he that would rob me is sure to be basted, 
Soif folks call me tailor, ’tis nothing but froth, 
For a coat I can cut and can cabbage the cloth. 
With my sew, &c. 


T say I’m no govse, and you'll say s0 it seems, 
And there’s one thing quite proper, at least so I 
deems, 
That’s when peoples bring cloth and say cut it in 
haste, 
I steals all J can, but ne’er cuts it to waste. 
With my sew, &c. 


If a man once insults me, ecod I ne’er fears, 

But I measures him well and he instantly shears ; 

My drawers I keep shut, and 1 treasures each note, 

And ne’er dislike a man for the cut of his coat. 
With my sew, &c. 


Then now to be brief, I am come to the end, 
And I hopes a Jew tailor may here find a friend ; 
And there’s one thing, my friends, pray avoid, if 
you can, 
Never tell me that I’m the ninth part of a man. 
With my sew, &c. 


GPP OL PES 


THE ENLIGHTENED MASON. 


ONCE I was blind and could not see, 
All was dark around, 
But Providence provided me, 
And soon a friend I found ; 
Through hidden paths my friends me led, 
Such paths as babblers never tread. 
With a fal, la, la, la, la, la. 


He took all stumbling blocks away, 
That I might walk secure, 
And brought me long, e’er break of day, 
To sol’s bright temple door, 
Where we both admittance found, 
By help of magic spell and sound. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


The curber of my rash attempt, 
Did then my breast alarm, 
And hinted I was not exempt, 
Nor free from double harm ; 
Which put a stop to rising pride, 
And made me trust more to my guide. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


With sober pace I then was led, 
And brought to sol’s bright throne, 
Where I was oblig’d to stop, 
Till I myself made known. 
With hideous noise I round was brought, 
To obtain that for which I sought. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


In humble posture and due form, 
I listened with good will, 
Instead of mighty noise and storm, 
All then was calm and still ; 
Such charming sounds I then did hear, 
Which quite expelled each doubt and fear. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


The mighty monarch, from his throne, 
Bid darkness then withdraw, 
No sooner said than it was done, 
And I great things then saw; 
But what they were 1’1l not now tell, 
But such they were as here shall dwell. 
With a fal, la, la, &c. 


Then round and round me he did tie 
A noble ancient charm, 
All future darkness to defy, 
And ward off cowans harm ; 
So I returned from whence I came, 
Not what I was—but what I am. 
With a fal, la, la, &e. 


GOPLPIPLPODP? 


BITS AND SCRAPS; 
OR, EVERY BODY CAN’T TELL LIES. 
( Fowler.) 


BILL the butcher axed his price 
And would not bate a farden, 
Gard’ner Jack performed so nice 
He got to Covent-garden. 
Georgy Grocer dealt in figs, 
Or else I am mistaken 5 
Goody Grunter killed her pigs 
Before she smoked her bacon. 
Every body can’t tell lies, 
Else all the world are liaw 
He to do the best that tries 
Is sure the best of tryers ~ 


Little pussy cried out mew, 

And soon obtained a sweetheart ; 
Soldier Dick played row-de-dow 

While riding in a pea-cart. 
Lydia Lightfoot danced a jig, 

Applause sure none got louder ; 
Doctor Didlum dropped his wig, 

And knocked out all the powder. 

Every body can’t tell lies, &e 


Flounder Fan she dealt in dace, 
A dab to open oysters ; 
Sam the sexton got a place 
In St. Cath’rine’s cloisters. 
Blacksmith Ben he blacked the eye 
Of Bet, a brazen beauty ; 
Charley Cuckold used to try, 
But never did his duty. 


Every body can’t tell lies, &c. 


Simon Shaveboard snipt his thread, 
But did not go to do so; 

Bungy Bess was put to bed 
Because she had a bad toe. 


i >. ae 
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Larry Lapstone strapp’d to Peg, 
The parish parson’s daughter ; 
Mat the milkman made his leg 
By selling milk and water. 
Every body can’t tell lies, &c. 


Tom the tinker mended flaws 

In his respective calling ; 
Bill a real disturber was, 

And always would be bawling ; 
Water-cresses people buy 

To eat with bread and butter, 
Cats they say moll row do cry 

When they are on the gutter. 

Every body can’t tell lies, &c. 


Jacob Powell had a goat 
’ Which us’d to run about, sirs; 
Levi Cohen lost his coat, 
But found it up the spout, sirs. 
Spring and Langan, man and man, 
Did make each stare about, sirs, 
He who does the best he can 
The nobs will never scout, sirs. 
Every body can’t tell lies, &c. 


GP OPEPIP 


THE COMPLIMENT. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


IF in France your way you’d win, 

If fair favours you would pin 

To your breast, you must begin— 
With a compliment. 

Be your mistress old or young, 

Of tender heart or shrewish tongue, 

She will never deem you wrong— 
If you compliment. 

Let her frown or smile divine, 

Box your ears or fond entwine, 

Time will make her favour thine 
Only compliment. 


If she like a sage should speak, 

Or, fool-like, prate heathen Greek, 

Dumb remain—or talk a week— 
Still, sir, compliment. 

If with music of the spheres, 

3 She should charm or pierce your ears, 

Wake your mirth or move your tears— 
N’emporte compliment. 

Dark as night or fair as day, 

Ill or well, or grave or gay, 

Meeting, parting, let her, pray— 
Have a compliment. 


PLL II LIP 


MRS. BULLOCKSGALL’S BALL; 


OR, ALDGATE IN AN UPROAR. 


Air— Sure such a day, so renowned,”’ &c. 


LEAR the way, clear the way, what a crowd !— 
where are you shoving to? 
Stand back, you sir, and don’t you stir; come, 
stand back all. 
Holloa! now, what’s the row? what’s all this noise 
and clatter for? 
Why, don’t you see, the company are coming to 
the ball? 


While some approach in cart or coach, all crowding. 


to the butcher’s door, 
And, full of glee, all agree they niver seed the like 
é afore ! 
That there in white is Mrs. Tripe, and that in black 
I don’t know who; 
Lome, push on, daughter, what’s the matter ?— 
O, papa, I’ve lost my shoe. 


Clear the way, clear the way, what a crowd!. - 
where are you shoving to? 

Stand back, you sir, and don’t you stir; come 
stand back all. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Tripe, Mrs. Tripe, and all the 
little Tripes. Mrs. Tripe, how do you do? how is 
it Jackey’s not here? Could not leave the shop 
alone, youknow; and, between you and me, he 
prefers cutting cat’s meat to cutting capers. Well, 
every one to their liking, you know some people’s 
taste is different to others. Mr. and Mrs. Trotter. 
Ah! my dear Mr. Trotter, how late you are; al- 
most all come, and you nearly the last ; now this 
is cruel. But, you know, ma’am, hour’s being 
sich a hextensive bus’ness, ve niver shet hup till 
height ; hand has your card said seven, I thought I 
could sport fashionable, and do myself a sarvice 
hat the same time, for hour ’prentice his sich a mis- 
chievous lad, I can’t leave him to shet hup the shop, 
so I must see hit done myself. The hother day he 
vas a stabbing the mutton with hour great carving- 
knife; he desired me to niver mind hit, has he vas 
honly hacting Richard. So, I says, says I, Vl 
play the Dickings vith you, hif you hacts Richard 
on my mutton, and cuts it so that ’tar’n’t fit to 
heat. And perfectly right, too, why, he might 
just as well stick you, Mr. Trotter, as stick a sheep 3 
for, as Shickspur says, ‘“ you may as well take my 
life astake the means by which I live.” Wery 
happropriate hindeed, ma’am. Miss Tabitha Old- 
evil. My dear Miss Tabitha, how do you do? 
How’s Mungo, the pug-dog, do? and the parrots, 
all quite well? and those dearly-beloved favourites 
of the ladies, the dear tom cats, are they all well? 
Why, what’s the matter? Dear me, how pale 
you look! what. has happened? are any of the 
dear creatures dead? speak, that I may relieve 
you. O, dear, dear, Mrs. Bullocksgall, I’m in 
sich a mess. Law bless me, so you are, how did 
it happen? Oh, I’ve dirted myself all over in sich 
a manner; oh, dear—oh, dear! Never mind, my 
dear, compose yourself; but let me know how it 
happened ; you know ’tis not the first time in your 
life you have dirtied yourself you know. My dear 
Mrs. Bullocksgall, ’twas all owing to that con- 
founded hackney-coach, the steps being slippery, 
in the act of descending my foot slipped from the 
steps of the wehicle, and, with the welocity of the 
welacipede, I came slap bang down in the mud 
upon my word! My eyes, Jack, do you twig 
that lady’s tail? Ah! asad tale it is, too. Lord 
bless me, how she parspires! Parspire! it’s water, 
don’t yousee what a mess she’sin? Do you know 
who she is? Why, the daughter of Mr. Oldevil, 
poulterer and porkman, of Leadenhall-Market. 
Ah! what a silly goose he was not to keep his duck 
at home, and then she would not have got a pitch 
im the gutter. Well, now she’d better go with the 
ghost in Hamlet, and unfold her tale—so 





Clear the way, clear the way, what a crowd !— 
where are you shoving to? 

Stand back, you sir, and do not stir 3 come, stand 
back all. 


Quadrilles now begin, and cards and singing follow 
em, ‘ 
Refreshments in abundance, too, are handed 
round. 
Law! look at Mrs. Bladder, in the arms of Mr. 
Solomon, 
Who, in kisses and caresses, seems almost 
drowned! 
The rooms, once thin, now begin to fill with num- 
bers thick-ly, 
And get so*warm, that all’s alarm, the ladies look 
so sick-ly. 
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Mr. Trotter, fetch some water, the heat’sso great, 
oh, I shall drop! 


Nonsense, ma’am! ’tar’n’t near so warm as our 


calve’s head and trotter-shop. 
Clear the way, clear the way, &c. 


SPOKEN. ] See her out, there, see her out, poor 
dear soul; run, run for a surgeon, run. Blow my 
trotters, hif hever I seed sich a haggrawating voman 
hin hall my life; my dear Mrs. Bullocksgall, hits 
hallan humbug ; vy she niver does this here at 
home; you should see her great hand_ puffing 
hon a vashing-day, vhen there’s not a dry hair hon 
her ; vell, has this here comes of pleasuring, blow 
me, hif hever she leaves the tripe-shop hagain, 

‘that’s Aall. Call a coach, a coach, there! You 
may call vat you like, hand pay for hit, too; for I 
vo’n’t pay no surgeon’s bills whatsomdever ; so if you 
horders wn hackney yowll pay for hit; for I vo’n’t 
stand treat to nothing ; show her out there. Pray, 
sir, who’s that ere at the piany? Oh, that’s Miss 
Tripe, daughter of the dog’s-meat man, in Moor- 
‘ane. Hark! how delightfully she sings— 


<‘ Hand he took hup his barrow, and avay he 


ran, 
Did this dandy little, bandy little cat’s-meat 
man :— 

Hoh! he vas a nice-looking cat’s-meat man ; 

Oh! he vas a good-looking cat’s-meat man ; 

So he took hup his barrow, and avay he ran, 

Did this bandy little, dandy little dog’s-meat 
man !” 


Thank you, my dear, very well sung, and very 
appropriate to your situation, Will you beso kind, 
Mr. Harpsichord, to accompany Miss Tripe on your 
violin? With the greatest pleasure in life, ma’am, 
only let’s roswm first. Well, Miss Tripe, what is it 
to be? I know lots, so you may pick and choose ; 
or, as the poet says, ‘* taste and try before you 
buy.” Clever man, upon my soul! Pray, sir, can 
you hinform me who was that poet you just quoted ? 
The celebrated Spencer, sir, who was brought up 
to the tailoring line, but whose memorable life 
Death cutshort, by a hague, at his house, No. 24, 
Pudding-lane, Little Eastcheap, March 19, 1500. 
I niver seed sich a man; knows biography better 
than any one. Biography! who’s he? You-don’t 
mean the bookseller, corner of Monument-yard, 
surely? Vell, dear Mr. Harpsichord, has ’'m not 
particlar, I don’t care what hit his, so hit be lively. 
Well, then, here goes for the Dead March of Saul ; 
do you know it, Miss Tripe? I can’t say I do, pon 
honour; for you must know that my father, who 
his a particularly clever man, knows the hanatomy 
hof an horse has vell has hany hof his profession, his 
much haddicted to drinking ; hand, has I hinform 
him, ’twill some day cause his death! In horder 
to banish from his mind these melancholy reflec- 
tions, he makes me learn lively songs hand tunes, 
but, hat the same time, he his wery particlar habout 
my hedecation ; hand, that I shall get hold hof no- 
thing wulgar, he selects them himself: The follow- 
ing are a few :—The Mill, anglice a Fight.—Bar- 
clay hand Perkin’s Drayman.—Fireman Water- 
man, hand hanother habove hall, the most celebrated, 
now singing at the Moor-lane Hassembly, hand hall 
hother places hof fashionable resort, called, Go 
hit, my Hearty ; hor, d—me, whose hafraid ; hand 
these hare, to huse my father’s words, his favour- 
ite hairs. Really, miss, as I know none of these 
elegant songs, suppose we strike up,—Moll in the 
Wad. Certainly, my dear Mr. Harpsichord, that 
his one hof my favourite hairs So 


Clear the way, clear the way, &c. 





Supper now’s announced, and in pairs they quick 
procecd to eat, 
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Till, crammed with food, these sentences do catch 
your ear.— 

Law, papa, I’ve eat so much, I’m going to he sick 
a bit. 

Miss Suet, will you take with me a glass of beer? 

Now, take a wing, ’tis just the thing. I thank you, 
Mrs. Bullocksgall. 

With, ‘ ope the door,’ and then, ‘ bon soir P now 
wasn’t it a charming ball? : 

Sir, good night ;—John, bring a light,—I’ll see 
you all out of the door; 

And may you, dears, for many years, see Aldgate 
in an uproar. 

Clear the way, clear the way, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Miss Mutton, as you are rather flighty 
in your imaginations, allow me to hand you a 
wing. Thankyou, sir, I prefers the gizzard. Miss 
Swipes, may I have the honour of taking a glass 
of porter with you? You're hextremely purlite, 
but I halways prefers hale. Mr. Perriwig, will you 
be so kind as to cut up that ave? Certainly, sir, 
and dress it, too, if you’ll be so kind as to pass the 
bear’s grease. Butter, I suppose, yon mean, ha, 
ha! Well, don’t you cast any insinnivations, if you 
please. Why, whoare you? WhoamI? Why, 
zounds! sir, I’m Mr. Perriwig. Well, sir, then, 
all I can say is, that you’re the most barberous bare- 
Come, gentlemen, let’s 
have no fighting, this is an amicable assembly ; 
besides, the ladies! Ah! if ’twar’n’t forthem, Vd 
give you such a twig on your perriwig; but, as it 
is a party of pleasure, I’ll forbear to meddle with 
you. Pray, sir, will you hand me that tantadelum 
tart? What, this here? No, that there. Vy, 
that’s a deviled cuckoo, done all hover with frica- 
see, in the Vycombe fashion. Vell, come, my 
lovee, now, as our bread-baskets are filled, suppose 
you hand I trot haff to hour trotter-shop. Wery vell, 
father. Honey, let’s have a syllabub first. Lord 
ha’ mercy! I have heat so much I’m sure I shall 
be sick. Isay, John. Yes, sir. Call an hack- 
ney, and tell him to turn the horses’ heads toward 
Billingsgate. Yes, sir. YI say, mamma, just 
speak to this gentleman, will you? he keeps 
shoving in sich amanner. Sir, I’d thank you not 
to shove my daughter, as I doesn’t allow it. 
Coachee, drive me a long shilling’s ’orth towards 
Saffron-hill, vill you? Good night, Mrs. Bullocks- 
gall; charming party war’n’tit? Take my arm, 
Mrs. Sperm. I'll endite this coachman at the 
Quarter Sessions, for having such a small door to 
his coach; I’ve spoiled my best gown, and pretty 
nigh squashed my stomach to pieces. I say, Tom, 
look at that lady’s legs getting into the taxed cart. 
O, my eyes! they’re as thick as a hogshead. Vell, 
there vas sich a crowd, I niver got nothing to heat 
or drink hall the hevening. Pray, sir, can_you 
hinform me rightly where there’s a pump? Yes, 
sir; bear a little to the left, and that thing like a 
post, with fonrlamps, is Aldgate pump. I say, 
get your shay hout hof' the vay. I say, I sha’nt. 
Vy, vich vay hare you coming? Why, Whitechapel, 
to be sure. Vell, hand I’m coming into the shety, 
so you ought to make vay. There, vill that do! 
Aye, to be sure; ya-hip. Well, now, Mr. Bul- 
locksgall, since they’re all gone, let’s put out our 
lights, and go to bed so 

Clear the way, 





clear the way, &c. 
PaorPELIF 


FAL DE RAL TIT. 
(G. Colman, sen. ) 


"Twas I learnt a pretty song in France, 

And brought it o’er the sea by chance, 

And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Oh! the Jike was never seen. 
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For I made the music loud for to play, 
And when I had nothing left for to say, 
Then I sung fal de ral tit, tit fal de ral, 
Then I sung fal de ral tit. 


As I was walking down Thames-street, 
A ship-mate of mine I chanced for to meet, 
And I was resolved him to treat 

With a can of grog gillio. ‘ 
A can of grog they brought us straight, 
All for to pleasure my ship-mate, 
And satisfaction give him straight, 

. Then I sung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The Maccaronies then came in, 
All drest so neat and look’d so trim, 
Thinking to strike me dumb ; 
Some was short and some was tall, 
But its very well known I banged them all, 
For I dous’d their heads against the wall, 
Then J sung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud did say, 
As how he wished I’d go away, 
And if I ’tempted for to stay, . 
As how he’d take the law. 
D—n me, says I, you may do your worst, 
For I’ve not scarcely quenched my thirst, 
All this I said and nothing worse, 
Then I sung fal de ral tit, &c. 


And when I’ve crossed the raging main, 
And be come back to Old England again, 
Of grog I’ll drink galore ; 
With a pretty girl to sit by my side, 
And for her costly robes I’ll provide, 
So that she shall be satisfied, 
And I’ll sing fal de ral tit, &c. 


GPILILI OL # 


0, HOW SWEETLY DELIA SINGS. 
A GLEE. 
(Upton. ) 


O, HOW sweetly Delia sings! 

List’ning angels leave the skies, 
Hov’ring on celestial wings, 

Wond’ring whence such strains arise ! 
Softly! softly! lovely maid, 

Sing less sweet—in time beware ! 
Though the gods may court your aid, 

*Tis too much for man to bear. 


PO¢MFL IPED 


ZEPHYRS ROVING, EVER LOVING. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


ZEPHYRS roving, ever loving, 
Sport with every beauteous flower, 
But soon declining, leave them pining, 
Hapless fav’rites of an hour : 
Beauty smiling, man beguiling, 
Soon his fickle heart endears ; 
But trust to no man, hapless woman, 
Soon they change thy smile to tears. 


But mark me, sweetest, he who greetest 
Thee, fair flower, with joy carest, 
Bears thee ever,—fading never, 
Blooming in his constant breast : 
Then, lovely flower, let the bower 
To shield thee, be thy lover’s heart ; 
There residing, storms deriding, 
Ever blending be a part. 


POLLY COX. 
(Hudson. ) 


THERE is a place of great resort, 
In town, thougn not the best end, 


Famed for holding many a court, 
"Tis St. Giles’s, near the west end. 
One Polly Cox, a single maid, 
Lived near the Seven Dials, 
And would you know what was her trade, 
She dealt in rags and phials. 


Two young men wished to gain her heart, 
Both handsome, and the first man 
Was a coalheaver, so spruce and smart, 
_And t’other was a dustman. 
Now Polly candidly confessed 
Them both as sweet as honey, 
But she loved the coalheaver the best 
’Cause he could yarn most money. 


And so it looked like just as if 
The coalheaver had winned her, 
And the dustman’s heart was in a miff, 
And burnt up to a cinder. 
But Poll did not like him to go, 
She thought it a fine thing, sirs, 
And the way to have two strings to her bow, 
Was to keep two beaux to her string, sirs. 


Soon love had got the upper hand, 
Of both of these two fellows, 
And Polly being at a stand, 
Why both of them got jealous. 
She told ’em that was very low, 
Though to say so she was loath, sirs, 
But, sooner than they should make a row, 
She’d be content with both, sirs. 


These words the dustman didn’t heed, 
He was a greedy elf, sirs, 
And he said his heart’s blood all should bleed, 
But he’d have her all himself, sirs. 
The coalheaver, as obstinate, 
Did in the same course run, sirs. 
And vowed whatever was his fate, 
He’d have the whole or none, sirs. 


To each other they’d not much to say, 
As quarrels they were right for, 
And so they pitched upon a day, 
When Polly they would fight for. 
The dustman he had got most length, 
And he bid his foe defiance ; 
But the coalheaver could boast of strength 
And a goodish bit of science. 


It would have done your eye-sights good, 
If you the fight had seed, sirs, 

The dustman nearly six feet stood, 
Though he was baker-knee’d, sirs, 

But coaly’s fist was near the size 
Of a decent leg of mutton, 

And when it caught the dustman’s eyes, 
He owned he war’n’t no glutton. 


So coaly proved the better stuff, 
And the dustmasi’s pain was such, sirs, 
He not only owned he had enough, 
But a precious sight too much, sirs. 
He fighting didn’t like at all, 
As dows’d was both his glims, sirs, 
He’d stand some gin, but as for Poll, 
She might go to h—ll for him, sirs. 


The dustman he felt nation sad, 
’Cause he had got such a wopping, 

And the coalheaver ran off right glad 
And never thought of stopping. 

He was thinking what his Poll would say 
To him, her fancy fighter, 

When he found his Poll that very day, 
Had married a lamplighter. 


This put him into such a funk, 
He ne’er his fate resisted, 

He went and got most precious drunk, 
And for a soldier listed. - 
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Ma’am Polly she was put to bed, ALL FUDGE! 


About seven months too soon, sirs. : ; ‘ 
And the dustman he was transported Air—“ What a beauty I did grow.” ( Bryant.) 


’Cause he found a silver spoon, sirs. SOME people when they’re ask’d to sing, 
So there’s an end of these too chaps, Will say they CARBO ATs ; 
It all your hearts must shock, sirs, And swear they ne’er sung anything ; 
When you think of their unlucky haps, But that is all my eye, 
All through that Polly Cox, sirs. And that they know, 
Young men, I’d have you all beware, wm: ¢_ 2 tell them—tell them so. 
Through St. Giles’s as you rove, sirs, Tis fudge, it is all fudge. 
Look at the girls, but pray take care Your dandy finds it difficult, 
You do not fall in love, sirs. His gentle voice to raise, 
ee But he might soon be musical, 
If he’d unlace his stays. 
I'LL LOVE THEE EVER DEARLY. Oh that they know, &c. 
(Arnold. ) Your bashful man’s ashamed to sing, 
LET others breathe the melting sigh, And makes a quick retreat, 


While some reserve their notes, to Srighten 
Watchmen in the street. 
Oh that they know, &c. 


And swear they love to madness, 
To them I leave the tearful eye, 
And all love’s sober sadness : 


No tender vows and prayers are mine, Your butcher sings a cutting song, 
But this I swear sincerely, Then this excuse he’ll make : 
While truth and honest love are thine, He trusts you will forgive him, 
V’ll love thee ever dearly. Since he’s at his last steak. 
Then, lady, though I scorn the wiles Oh that they know, & 
Which love too oft discovers, Your tailor’s song is superfine ; 
Ne’er spurn the heart that wooes with smiles, The clerk sums up his notes ; 
For smiles were made for lovers. The vintner sings, “‘ Oh bring me wine, 
And though no tender vows are mine, We wish to wet our throats.” 
Yet this I swear sincerely, &c. Oh that they know, &c. 


Now I am not particular, 


Bre chee I sing without excuse ; 
I TREMBLE AT SEVENTY-TWO., And you will well know what to sing, 
(Gers If ever I refuse, 
rrick. ) 
Oh yes, I know, 
WHEN I were young, though now I’m old, You’d tell me—tell me so, 
The men were kind and true ; ’Tis fudge—it is all fudge. 


But now they’re grown so false and bold, 
What can a woman do? 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly 
So unruly, 
I tremble at seventy-two. 


Now many folks with dainty songs, 
Are pregnant it is said ; 
So if you pass them by, egad, 
You’ll send them cross to bed. 
Oh that they know, &c. 


Now I have summ’d up this account, 
My aim you plainly see ; 
I’m glad I’ve just come to the end, 
And you'll be glad as me. 
Oh that they know, &e. 


When I was fair, though now so so, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulses beat nor fast nor slow, 
But all was faith and love. 
What can a woman do? 


Now what can a woman do? OLS OLOOF 
For men are truly 
So unruly, WOMAN. 


I tremble at seventy-two. (T. W. Kelly.) 


AREER: A WOMAN’S love’s the ruffled sea, 


: Her heart the rock it laves ; 
WHEN PHCEBUS WAKES THE ROSY The shifting sands her constancy, : 


HOURS. Her plighted vows the waves : 
WHEN Phebus wakes the rosy hours, Her jealous doubts the raging storm ; 
And gives the cheering day, The vessel it has wrecked, 
Around on all his influence pours, Her lover ; his once favoured form, 
The huntsmen hark away. With ruined hopes bedecked. 


While cheerful sounds the merry horn, 
O’er every hill and dale, ‘ 

The hunter’s cry awakes the morn, 
And echoes through the vale. 


A woman’s reason’s thistle-down, 
Her vanity the air, 

Of words which it is wafted on, 
To wander here and there : 


While o’er the dewy lawns they fly, On every idle breath it flies, 
Pursuing swift their prey, But has no settled way, 
Shrill echo sweetly does reply, And he, who on its aid relies, 
As they cry hark away. Is surely led astray. 
While cheerful sounds, &c. A woman’s Virtie 18.8 Star 
And thus from morning until night, Which, in a wintry night, 
Well pleased they take their way ; Shines brightly, but more coldly far, 
Regaling them with great delight, And chills us with its light : 
The pleasures of the day. Too temperate for fierce desire, 


While cheerful sounds, &c. Too chaste, too cold to win, 
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The tempting of a fiend ’twould tire, 
To heaven itself a-kin. 


A woman’s tongue’s a busy bee, 
And scandal is the flower, 
On which it sips industriously, 
And feeds each summer hour : 
Her mouth, her lovely mouth, completes 
The well-wrought hive and home, 
Her opening lips of richest sweets— 
The sweetest honeycomb. 


A woman’s eyes, though bright and brisk, 
And sweet beyond compare, 

Have glances like the basilisk, 
And glance but to ensnare : 

Then if her love’s possessed, ’tis lost, 
Her beauty brings but pain ; 

Her vanity will reason cross, 
Her virtue’s little gain. 


Yet woman, she has all that’s blest, 
A magic to inthrall ; 

For natnre formed her as the best, 
And fairest work of all! 

And oh! I will, while verse exalts 
Her name, where’er she be, 

Love, worship her, with al! her faults, 
For woman still is she. 


GROPP EPE 


GO IT, JERRY. 
Air—“ Gee ho Dobbin.” 


YOUR pardon—may I be so bold as inquire, 

If any one here has seen poor Jeremiah ? 

He wandered away with old fire-proof Fanny, 
Our kind fellow-traveller and soldier-like granny. 


SPOKEN.] Bless her old heart! I shall always 
love her, for she took care of us when we couldn’t 
take care of ourselves ; and d—n him, says I, that 
would desert an old friend, because he wears a 
ragged soldier’s coat—so— 

Have you seen Jerry—my brother Jerry, 
Have you seen Jerry and Granny, oh! oh! 


When we went to Domingo and fought ’gainst 
Christophe, 
They calied brother Jerry a d 





d stupid sapy ; 


But they found that in fight, he the foremost would | 


Tush, 
ile I cheered up his heart, safely perched in a 
bush, 


_ SPOKEN.] My gemini! to see how he laid abuut 
on both sides of him.—‘ Where are you, Jemmy ?” 
saidhe. <“ Here, brother Jerry,” saysI. <* Come 
and fight, Jemmy,” said he. <‘I’ll be d. d if 
Ido,” says T; “ you shall have all the honour 
yourself ””?—so— 

Go it, Jerry, my brother, &c. 


A cracked head for honour, I thought was a hum, 
So I’m blowed if I didn’t creep into a drum ; 
Poor Jerry was brought on, and doomed to be shot, 
But I sent both his enemies quickly to pot. 





SPOKEN.] Yes, I was wise enough to have a 
brace of loaded pistols in my belt, by way of body 
guard ; so, when Jerry was placed against a tree, 
and they cried, “* Make ready! present!” I fired, 
and gave them a belly full of bullets, while I 
sung— 

Go it, Jerry, my brother, &c. 
Then we made our escape, 
drowned, 
On the coast of the Caribs the ship run aground, 
We clung to the wreck through the night dark as 
pitch, 
But were saved in the morn by the pretty White 
Witch, 


but were near being 


SPoKEN.] Ah! there it was I fell desperately 
in love with the little Mooney ; she was what you 
may call a black beauty, for all the world like a 
stick of Spanish liquorice; she coaxed the senti- 
nels, while brother Jerry got into the fortress : 
didn’t I look through the window and see him 
fighting with three at once? and didn’t I cry— 

Go it, Jerry, my brother, &c. 


In the heat of the battle I lost all my fears, 

So I took old Tame Ram, the high-priest, by the 
ears ; 

It signified nothing to whimper and whine, 

For I led him along like a pig in a line. 


SPOKEN.] On our march, me and my prisoner, 
. ’spied Jeremiah and Granny, as usual, fighting 
away as if the devil was in them; I hadn’t time 
to assist them, so I cried— 
Go it, Jerry, my brother, &c. 


For our lives, in our travels, we’ve had many 
squeaks, 

And have lately been armed in the cause of the 
Greeks ; 

But now we must rest from our perilous works, 

For we’ve put down oppression, and lathered the 
Turks, 


SPOKEN.] Aye, that we have, and may all ty- 
rants be served the same sauce ; but while old Fan 
Fireproof, Jerry, and I, have a leg left to stand 
upon, we shall continue to assist the oppressed, 
that is, brother and Granny shall fight, while I 
sing— Go it, Jerry, my brother, &c. 


GIL IIIa 


WHILE THE MORN IS INVITING TO LOVE. 
Upton. 


THE sun, when arising, bespangles the dew, 
And tints with his glory the skies ; 

All Nature’s in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to rise. 

The morning is lovely, Maria, awake! 
Let us haste to the myrtle alcove ; 

Or stray by the side of crystaline lake, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


Did thy thoughts turn on me in your dreams in 
the night? 
Did I e’er to thy fancy appear ? 
Did no fond idea thy bosom delight? 
Maria, unfold to my ear. 
The mill is still silent, the rustics asleep : 
Not a witness is near but the dove ; 
Then waken, arise, and thy night-promise keep, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


The moon in her silvery car has rode by, 
The mist-clouds are gliding away ; 
The blush of Aurora illumines the sky, 
And welcomes the beauties of day. 
The bee, busy bee, on his travels is seen 4 
The skylark is soaring above ; 
Arise, dear, arise then, and haste to the green, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


GLI IL ORT? 


THE TAR ON THE OCEAN, TRUE 
HEARTED AND BRAVE. 


THE tar on the ocean, true hearted and brave, 
Looks down with contempt on the big swelling waves 
Regardless of danger, he views with a smile 
The seas in commotion, and thus sings the while— 
Though tempests may rock me, 
No terror can shock me, 
For life they preach up, we must pay as a toll; 
And our ship, should Death dock her, 
For old Davy’s locker, 
Why, d’ye mind me, he’ll ne’er get an inch of 
my soul. 
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When war is in motion, still see him behave 
Undaunted, and smiling at death and the grave ; 
And though from all quarters the shot round him 
wings, 
The true-hearted sailor thus carelessly sings : 
Though tempests may rock me, &c. 


GRIF ILIAEF 


MY ANNA. 


Air— Bonny Dundee.” —( Gall.) 


How sweet is the scene at the dawning of morn- 
ing! 
How fair ilka object that lives in the view! 
Dame Nature the valley and hillock adorning ; 
The primrose and blue-bells yet wet wi’ the dew. 
How sweet in the morning o’ lite is my Anna! 
Her smile like the sunbeam that glints o’er the 
lee! 
To wander and leave her, dear lassie, I canna, 
Frae love and frae beauty I never can flee. 


O! lang hae I lo’ed her, and lo’ed her fu’ dearly, 
And aft hae I pree’d o’ her bonnie sweet mou’ ; 
And aft hae I read in her ee blinkin’ clearly, 
A language that bade me be constant and true! 
Then others may doat on their fond war’ly trea- 


sure 
For pelf, silly pelf, they may brave the rude sea ; 
To love my sweet lassie be mine the dear pleasure, 
Wi’ her let me live, and wi’ her let me die! 


PELL ELE F 


F WINE AND MUSIC HAVE THE POWER. 
(Prior. ) 


Ik wine and music have the power, 
To ease the sickness of the soul, 
Let Phebus every string explore, 
And Bacchus fill the sprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Chloe’s absence light ; 
And seek for pleasure to destroy 
The sorrows of this live long night. 


But she to-morrow will return, 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtle strew, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav’rite nymph in state. 
Kind goddess! to no other powers, 
Let us to-morrow’s blessings own ; 
The darling loves shall guide the heart, 
And all the day be thine alone. 


SHIP VIG 


THE IRISH WAKE. 
( Dibdin. ) 
LIFE’s as like as can be to an Irish wake, 
Where their tapers they light, 
And they sit up all night, - 
Wid their, why would you leave your poor Paddy 
to mourn? 
Arrah! how could you be such a cake? 
Musha! what will I do? 
Lilly, lilly, lilly la loo, 
Oh, hone! 
Faith! we’re left altogether alone. 
But when the grief the liquor puts out, 
The fun is all changed in a crack 5 
Away, like smoke, goes the whiskey about, 
And they foot it, cross over, and back to back, 
Wid their tiptelary whack. 


Poor miss, bolted safe with a good lock and key, 
Like Thisbe may call, 
Through the hole in the wail, 
How hard’s my misfortune, I’m left here to 
mourn, 
Will no one take pity on me? 
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Musha! what will I do? 
Lilly, lilly, lilly la loo, 
Oh, hone! 
I shall be after lying alone. 
But when the rope-ladder affords her relief, 
And she turns on her mother her back, 
’Mong friends and relations she leaves all her 
erief, 
And away to Scotland they trip in a crack. 
With their tiptelary whack. 


The toper, next morning, low, sick, and in pain, 
The glasses all breaks, 
Beats his head, ’cause it aches, 
And wishes that wine may to poison be grown, 
If e’er he gets tipsey again. 
With his, what shall I do? 
Lilly, lilly, lilly la loo, 
From this moment I’ll drinking disown. 
But when in a posse come Bacchus’s troop, 
He changes his tone in a crack, 
They drink and they sing, they halloo and whoop, 
Till they don’t know the colour of blue from 
black. 
And its tiptelary whack, 


And so’tis through life, widows left in the nick, 
Dying swains in disgrace, 
Patriots turned out of place, 
Don’t they, cursing their stars, make a horrible 
moan, 
Just like when the devil was sick. 
Wid their, what will I do? 
Lilly, lilly, lilly la loo, 
Oh, hone! 
- Faith! we’re left all to grunt and to groan. 
But when the widow gets married again, 
When the lover is taken back, 
When the patriot ousted a place shall obtain, 
Away to the devil goes care in a crack, 
And ’tis tiptelary whack. 


PLIL IP PFP 


THE BLUE-EYED BOY. 
(E. H. Cumming.) 


NEAR yonder cottage on the heath, 

Where roars the angry surge beneath, 

An orphan lived, his mother’s joy, 

Her pride, her hope, her blue-eyed boy. 

One winter’s eve the stripling roamed, 
Where fierce the white-edged billows foamed, 
The night approached, but to destroy 

His mother’s hope, her blue-eyed boy. 


In vain she sought her absent child, 
Now shrieked his name in accents wild ; 
Beneath the cold wave lies her joy, 
Her hope on earth,—her blue-eyed boy. 


» No more he’ll feel her loved embrace ; 
No more she’ll pat his angel face, 
Or kiss his coral lips with joy ; 
No, no, he’s gone! poor blue-eyed boy. 


GPF cae 


MONEY IS YOUR FRIEND. 


OF friendship I have heard much talk, 
But you’ll find in the end, 
That if distressed, at any rate, 
Then money is your friend ; 
Yes, money is your friend, is it not? 
Yes, money is your friend, is it not ? 


If you are sick and like to die, 
And for the doctor send, _ 
To him you must advance a fee, 


Then money is your friend. ; 
Then money is your friend, &c. 
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If you should have a suit at law, 
On which you much depend, ae 
You must pay the lawyer for his brief, 
Then money is your friend. 
Yes, money is your friend, &c. 


Then let me have but store of gold, 
From ills it will defend ; 
In ev’ry exigence of life, 
Dear money is a friend. 
Yes, money is your friend, &c. 


GILELLP EPP 


THE ROSE WHOSE FAIR LEAF 
DIES. 


(Dimond. ) 


THE crescent unfurls its pale pride at our gate, 
And the infidel’s challenge is thrown, 

Let age and the dastard in apathy wait, 
But the true knight by action be known, 


NEVER 


Away to the field where the cimetars flare, 
And the war-cry of Moslem defies, 

A rose for the bonnet of youth blossoms there, 
?Tis the rose whose fair leaf never dies. 


That white rose of honour, that flower without 
stain, : 
For me and my name may it bloom, 
Round Life’s fairy day, sweet embraces to shine,” 
And be planted still fresh on my tomb. 


The dew that embalms it through Time’s toilsome 
round, 
Be Love’s tear shed from Beauty’s fond eyes, 
And when man shall have mouldered, his record 
be found 
In the rose whose fair leaf never dies, 


MISS MARGERY MUGGINS. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Miss Margery Muggins she was a fair maid, 
And it happened that my simple heart she be- 
trayed, 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
On her all my hopes of happiness hung, 
But she was quite spirited, though she was young, 
And I was afraid of her nails and her tongue. 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
Says she, Looney, a great gay deceiver. are you, 
{’m told, and I think that you look like one too, 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
O, you flatter, says I, and so then with an air, 
I asked for her hand, when the maid, I declare, 
She gave me her foot, but I mustn’t say where. 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
Says I, Miss, O, fye: my petition, pray grant; 
Like a true bashful virgin, she answered I sha’n’t, 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
And up went her fist, when I found, by the by, 
Miss Muggins drank oftener than she was dry ; 
She’d been mugging herself, so she bung’d up my 
eye. 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
So I made her a bow, and I bid her good day, 
And now I am left to lament and to say, 
Lack-a-day, &c. 
Ye young loviers all now be warned by my song, 
And young vargins your sweethearts who wish to 
keep long, 
Remember, and don’t mix your liquor too strong. 
Lack-a-day, &c. 


DOL elree? 


I DID BUT JEST. 
(Upton. ) 
«* AND why, my Harriet,” Henry cried, 
<« So warm to all, yet cold to me? 
«« And why to him one sigh denied, 
“« That lives, and only lives for thee ?” 


The tear-pearl trembled in her eye,— 
The smile of joy was seen to fade ; 

And sorrowing rose the heart-drawn sigh, 
To hear the charge so falsely made. 


She spoke not, nor could language speak, 
What Harriet’s love-tongued look express’d ; 

And Henry, as he kiss’d her cheek, 
Exclaimed, ‘* forgive !—TI did but jest.” 


GPO P IL PP? 


SWEET IS PLEASURE AFTER PAIN. 
A GLEE. 


( Dryden.) 
THE praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician 
sung ; 
Of Bacchus, ever fair and ever young. 
The jolly god in triumph comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 
Flushed with a purple grace, 
He shows his jolly tace. 
Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 
comes. 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did first ordain ; 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure ; 
Drinking is a soldier’s pleasure. 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure ; 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 
Bacchus’ blessings, &c. 


OFGL LOL IF 


THEN SLING THE FLOWING BOWL. 


COME, come, my jolly lads, 
The wind’s abaft ; 
Brisk gales our sails shall crowd :— 
Come bustle, bustle, bustle, boys, 
Haul the boat 5 
The boatswain pipes aloud ; 
The ship’s unmoored, 
All hands on board ; 
The rising gale 
Fills every sail ; 
The ship’s well manned and stored. 
Then sling the flowing bowl— 
Fond hopes arise— 
The girls we prize, 
Shall bless each jovial soul : 
The can, boys, bring— 
We'll drink and sing, 
While foaming billows roll. 


Though to the Spanish coast 
We’re bound to steer, 
Our rights we’ll there maintain ; 
Then bear a hand, be steady, boys, 
- Soon we'll see 
Old England once again. 
° From shore to shore, 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars shall show 
The haughty foe, 
Britannia rules the main. ‘ 
Then sling the flowing bowl, &c. 


SHA L AIA 


THE MERRY REAPER OF THE MOOR, 


ACROSs the moor, in straw-roof’d cot 
Content my parents dwell, 

To.mow and reap their humble lot, 
And I, poor Sally, fortunes tell. 


BC 


Think not that idly creeps the day, 
Ah no, that would not food procure : 
I’m called by all with whom I stray, 
The merry Reaper of the Moor. 


The miser views his splendid store, 
Yet feels infirm, his senses fail, 
He wastes his health in saving more, 
Unlike young Lubin of the vale ; 

To industry, to labour bred, 
Young Lubin never can be poor, 
And you must know he means to wed 
The merry-Reaper of the Moor. 


No gipsy, nor no witch am I, 

Yet let the ycung their fortunes hear, 
Those who till noon on pillows lie, 

In twelve months live but half a year; 
While they who would be truly wise, 

Who would both health and wealth secure, 
Like me, must with the sky-lark rise, 

The merry Reaper of the Moor. 


LOVE AND GLORY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


YOUNG Henry was as brave a youth 
As ever graced a martial story ; 

And Jane was fair as lovely truth, 
She sighed for love and he for glory. 


With her his faith he meant to plight, 
And told her many a gallant story ; 

Till war, their honest joys to blight, 
Called him away from love to glory. 


Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 

Jane followed—fought, ah! hapless story ! 
In man’s attire, by Henry’s side, 

She died for love, and he for glory. 


PPP LPP PHP 


UPON ITS LITTLE TURFY HILL. 
[A popular Russian Song, translated by Bowring. ] 


UPON its little turfy hill, the desert’s charm and 
ride, 

The tall oak in his majesty extends his branches 
wide : 

His shadow covers half the waste, and there he 
stands alone, 

Like a poor soldier on the watch, a sad abandoned 
one! 

And who, when wakes the glowing sun, thy 
friendly shade shall seek? 

Or shield thee when the thunder rolls, and when 
the lightnings break ? 

No graceful pine protects thee now, no willow 
waves its head, 

No sheltering ivy’s dark green leaves are midst 
thy branches spread ! 

Alas! ’tis sad to stand alone, thus banished from 
the grove ; 

But bitterer far for youth to mourn divided from 
his love! 

Though gold and silver, wealth and fame, and 
honour he possess, 

But none t’ enjoy them, none to share, they are 
but nothingness. 

Cold is the converse of the world—a greeting, and 
no more! 

And beauty’s converse colder still—a word, and 
all is o’er: . 

Some shun my presence, and from some scorn bids 
my spirit fly: ; 

Though all are lovers, all are friends, till tempests 
veil the sky. 

But where’s the breast where I may sleep, when 
those dark moments come ? 

For he who loved me cannot hear, he s) mbevs in 
the tomb ! 
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Alas: I long have lost the joys of friend and 
family, 

And the fair maid that I adore looks carelessly on 
me : 

No aged parents on our heads their benedictions 

our: 

No children to our bosom creep, or play upon the 
floor ; 

O take away your wealth, your fame, your ho- 
nours, treasures vile, 

And give me in their stead, a home—a love—and 
love’s sweet smile. 


DESCRIPTION OF A WOMAN. 
(G. Colman.) 


IN describing a woman each female expects, 

That some charm he’ll extract, from her down- 
right defects, 

In her squint, a soft languish can sure be dis- 
cerned, 

And her leg, though of wood, might be mighty 
well turned. 


Should her visage exhibit too much of the rose, 

Praise the bloom on her cheek, and stop short at 
her nose ; 

And if ladies have noses like aces of clubs, 

Call er ae looking angels, but don't talk of 
snubs. 


Of a charmer, whose teeth absentees we may style, 
Say how sweetly she purses her lips in a smile, 
And, when her red locks into ringlets she twirls, 
Not a word of her carrots—but cry up her curls. 


In each book, let the virtuous fair of each nation, 

Be printed with notes of deserved admiration, 

While they whose faux pas furnish scandal with 
data, 

Need only be mentioned among the errata. 


PPE PP PP EF 


MOCK ITALIAN SONG, 
( Dibdin. ) 
FIRST choose a pretty melody, 
To take in all the flats; 
Then change your drift, 
And suddenly 
Prepare to shift 
The key : 
Then growl 
Like dogs, and miowl 
Like cats : ; 
Then chatter like monkeys—-now low and now 
high ; 
Then whine, and then sigh, 
And all through the nose ; 
And then swim and die, 
And then come to a close. 


Among the flats and sharps, now, a tedious jour- 
ney travel, 
Then lose yourself in knots of chords, 
And then those knots unravel ; 
Then sigh, and die, 
And faint in bliss extatic ; 
And then the half-tones try, 
For a touch of the chromatic. 
Then, where you set out come again, 
And now—you’re welcome home again. 
Then once more the melody, &c. 


Yet not shabbily, 
But with a fine catabile, 
In which go high and low, boy, 
Still followed by the hautboy, 
And all through the nose, 

And then swim and die, 
And then come to a close. 
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Moll Cook gave a scream, 


seized the tongs in a crack, 


And beat up the devil’s tattoo on his back. 


THUMP’EM, THE DRUMMER. 
(R. Keely.) 


THUMP’EM, the drummer, so hearty and bold, 
Rub a dub, row de dow deary, 
Went to visit his sweetheart, Moll Cook, I’ve been 
told, 
Rub a dub, &c. 
He went to the area, and softly cried hist! 
Then slipped slily down, and they met and they 
kissed, 
And she slapped the best part of a goose in his 
st, Rub a dub, &c. 


But scarce had poor Thump’em began for to eat, 
When his eyes they did water, his pulse it did 
beat, 
Rub a dub, &c. 
His face looked as red as a soldier’s new coat, 
And his cheeks were puffed out with a comical 
bloat, 
For the d—d goose’s drumstick had stuck in his 
throat, 
Rub a dub, &c. 


Moll Cook gave a scream, seized the tongs in a 
crack, 

And beat up the devil’s tattoo on his back, 

Rub a dub, &c. 

But the bone stuck quite fast, all her thumps to 
deride, 

Lack-a-daisy, my Thump’em he’s gone, then she 
cried, 

As he lived by the drum, by the drumstick he 
died. Rub a dub, &c. 


HOME! HOME! COMFORTLESS HOME. 


Air—‘* Home, sweet Home.”—( Beuler. ) 


WHEN I was unmarried, abroad did I roam, 
I found ev’ry place much more pleasant than 
home ; 


34—VoL, 11. 


Ruba dub, row de dow deary. 


I lodged in a room where the casement was broke, 
And no fire could be made on account of the 
smoke ! 
Home home! comfortless home! 
There was no place like home! 


I married a woman whom all did admire, 
But jumped from the frying-pan into the fire ; 
She’s idle and sluttish, she ne’er cleans my 
room ; i 
And I ev’ry place still find better than home! 
Home! home! comfortless home ! 
There is no place like home. 


There’s, John Jackson’s wife is so clean and so 
smart, 
And to welcome his’ friends is 
heart ;, 
But if I go home with a friend there’s a doubt, 
Bat I find both my wife and my fire—gone out. 
Home! home! comfortless home, &c. 


There, John Jackson’s wife greets him e’er with a 
smile, 
And for him so cleanly she’f!l fry or will broil ; 
But if I go home, and take something to cook, 
I find my wife scolding, my dishes all broke !_ 
Home ! home! comfortless home, &c. 


There, John Jackson’s child, smiling, in its long 
clothes, 
I love to caress, for it smells like a rose 2 
But we my own child I can ne’er bear to med- 
dle, 
For it is always squalling, and smells so of —— 
Home! home! comfortless home, &c. 


Then my once single state I sigh for in vain, 

O, give me my lonely sky-parlour again ! 

I'd be blest in that garret, exposed to the air, 

I'd be blest in a cellar, in short—any where ! 
But home! home! comfortless home, &c. 


the bliss of her 
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LUCY, DEAR! WAKE TO THE SPRING. 
(Soane. ) 


Lucy, dear! Lucy, dear! wake to the spring, 
Hark, how the village bells merrily ring; 
Joy’s on the earth, in the sky, on the sea! 
Lucy, dear! Lucy, dear! come down to me. 


All have gone forth to welcome the day, 
Tads with their tabors, and maids crowned with 


May ; 
Who'll be the queen? and who'll be the king? 
Lucy, dear! Lucy, dear! wake to the spring. 


Bees humming, gaily sip the bright dew, 
All now is waiting, dear Lucy, for you; 
Joy’s on the earth, in the sky, on the sea, 
Lucy, dear! Lucy, then come down tome. 


PPI IGLI IF 


DRAMATIC MORALITY. 
Air—<** Oh! nothing in life can sadden us.” 


HeypAy ! let us fly off to Drury! 
Susan, and Sally, and Timothy, run; 
Harley, and Smithson, and Paulo, allure ye, 
With farcical revels and pantomime fun. 
Ruffians a cuffing so, fat ladies puffing so, 
Married folks huffing so, low folks, and nobs ; 
Misses a squealing too, drunken bloods reeling 
too, 
Pickpockets feeling, too, pockets and fobs. 
Oh! ours is an elegant nation, 
Morality reigns in each thing that we see ; 
But if we would seek for its permanent station, 
Oh! Drury-lane playhouse, we find it in thee : 


Into the boxes, the pit, and the gallery, 
Tumble, promiscuously, dustmen and dukes! 
Dyot-street slang mix’d with patrician raillery, 
And learning and food, that is, apples and 
books. 
Fiddlers scraping on, country folks gaping on, 
Actors come apeing on, still as a mouse ; 
Sentiments trapping all, hurrahing, clapping all, 
Show how much sap in all heads in the house. 
Oh! ours is an elegant nation, &c, 


Third act, and the half-price is pouring in, 
Dick Martin’s favourites—bullocking boys, 
Come snarling, and swearing, and sparring, and 
flooring in, 
Delighting our ears with their learning and 
noise, 

Beanty arrayed is too, Mrs. Wood’s ladies too, 
Having their trades in view, slide to the slips, 
Windham’s sweet Phil appears, Mrs. Brown’s 

thrilling dears, 
Dandy-zette milliners come to eclipse. 
Oh! ours is an elegant nation, &c. 


Then o’er the saloon take a turn, and 
Mark the morality reigning around ; 
See how the manager’s frailty will spurn, and 
Rely upon morals for keeping their ground, 
Yeaving the playhouse, we turn from the gay 
house, 
Oh! then what a chaos of wheel-its appear, 
Sweet coachman, Sammy, with curses will cram 
e 
The least thing’s a d—me that reaches the ear. 
Oh! ours is an elegant nation, &c. 


GPL PL IIL 


SENSIBILITY’S TEAR. 
(Upton. ) 


©, HAILED be that drop, sensibility’s tear! 
Which tells that the bosom of feeling is near, 
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And shineth like heavenly light! 


’Tis a gem of such price, sympathetic and fine, 
It seems like the spark of a crystal divine! 


Transcendenfly beauteous and bright! 


O, sweet is the pity that’s drawn from the heart, 
That tends like a cordial to mitigate smart, 


And lessen the current of grief ; 


Tis a balm in its nature so soothing and kind, 
It springs like the breath of the soft southern 


wind, 
To bring to, the wretched relief! 


Then hailed, ever hailed, be the bosom-born tear . 
Its birth ever hallowed, its visit held dear, 


While man can appreciate worth ; 


Like a boon from above, it is honoured and blessed, 
And comes in the from of an angelic guest, 


To sweeten our bitters on earth. 


PLPIEL POLS 


PATRICK O’NEAL. 


On April the first I set off, like a fool, 

From Kilkenny to Dublin, to see Lawrence Tool, 
My mother’s third cousin, who often wrote down ~ 
For to come and to see how he flourished in town. 
I had scarce set a foot in the terrible place, 

Before a Spalpeen came and stared in my face— 
He called to a press-gang, they came without fail, 
And soon neck and crap carried Patick O’Neal. 


They scampered away as they thought with a prize, 
Taking me for a sailor, you see, in disguise, 

But a terrible blunder they made in their strife, 
For I ne’er seed a ship nor the sea in my lite. 
Then straight to a tender they made me repair, 


But of tenderness devil a morsel was there ! 
Och! I ramped and I cursed, but it did not avail, 
’Till a great swimming castle met Patrick O’Neal. 


This big swinging thief rolled about in the tide, 
Wid all her front teeth sticking fast by her side ; 


Where they bid me to mount, and be sure for to 


keep 
Fast hold with my trotters, for fear I should trip. 
I let go my hands, and stuck fast with my toes, 
And (how it could happen the Lord above knows) 


Fell plump in the water, and splashed like a 


whale, 


Till pretty well pickled was Patrick O’Neal. 
Wid a great swell of laughter, they hoisted me in 


To this huge wooden world, full of riot and din; 

What strings and what pullies attracted my eye, 

And how large were the sheets that were hung out 
to dry! 

It seemed Noah’s ark, stuffed with different guests, 

Hogs, pedlars, geese, sailors, and all other beasts : 

Some drank bladders of gin, some drank pitchers 
of ale, 

While some sat and laughed at poor Patrick 
O’Neal. 


Then to go down below I exprest a great wish, 
Where they live under water like so many fish ; 

I was clapt in a mess with some more of the crew, 
They called it Banyan day—so gave me Burgoo : 
For a bed, I’d a sack swung as high as my chin, 
They called ita hammock, and bid me get in ; 

I took a great leap, but my footing was frail, 

For clean over canted was Patrick O’Neal. 


The devil a wink could I sleep all the night, 

And awoke the next morn in a terrible fright, 

Up hammocks,—down chests, they began for to 
bawl, 


-Here’s a Frenchman in sight—sure! says I, is 


that all? 
Then we hauled up our large window shutters with 


speed, 
And run out our bull-dogs of true English breed ; 
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While the creatures gave mouth, I held fast by the 


tail, 


And they kicked and run over poor Patrick O’Neal. 


Thus we rattled away, by my soul, hob or nob, 


Till the Frenchman gave out, as he thought a bad 


job ; 
To tie him behind, a large cord they did bring, 
And we led him along like a pig in a string. 


Then home to Old England we dragged the French 


bo 


y> 
Och! the sight of the land made me sea-sick for 


JOM 


They made up a peace—and (the war growing | 


stale) 
Set all hands adrift with poor Patrick O’Neal. 


So, ye see, on dry land, a safe course I can steer, 
Neither cat-head, nor cat-block, nor any cat fear, 
Whik there’s shot in the locker, V’ll sing I'll be 


bound, 
And Saturday night shall last all the week round : 
Bat should king and country e’er call us amain, 
By the piper of Leinster I’ll venture again, 


Make another dry voyage,—bring home a fresh 


tale, 


And you'll laugh till you cry at poor Patrick 


O’Neal. 
SPSL e Cee 


UP WITH THE LIGHT, MY MAIDEN 
BRIGHT. 


(Lord Byron.) 


Up with the light, 
My maiden bright, 
The thrush twitters on the tree, 
Each merry, merry bird to his mate doth call, 
And the bridal waits for thee. 
The sun-beams pass 
On the dew-spread grass, 
And gold gleams are in the sky ; 
The morn’s balmy breeze to thy casement hies, 
And thy bridegroom is waiting for thee. 


The lover spake, : 
“« Fair maid, awake,” 
Yet the maiden still she slept, 


“‘ Why tarries she from me? thy bonny face I’ll 


see,” 
And lightly to her window he leaped. 
One cry he gave, 
Then still as the grave, 
In dim horror he fixed his dark eye, 
For there his lady bright, 
Slept her long, long changeless night, 
And a blood-sprinkled corpse weltered nigh. 


PIII PL EOF 


THE MULBERRY TREE. 
( Garrick.) 


BEHOLD this fair goblet-—’twas carved from the 
tree, 
Which, oh! my sweet Shakspeare, was planted 
by thee : 
As a relic I kiss it, and bow at thy shrine, 
What comes from thy hand must be ever divine. 
All shall yield to the mulberry-tree ; 
Bend to thee, 
Blessed mulberry ! 
Matchless was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal shall be. 


Ye trees of the forest, so rampant and high, 
Who spread round your branches, whose heads 
sweep the sky ; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taste has brought here, 
To root out the natives, at prices so dear! 
All shall yield, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain’s great boast, 
Preserved once our king, and will always our 
coast 5 
But of firs we make ships—we have thousands that 
fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakspeare can write. 
All shall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle-bowers, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers Z 
The garden of Shakspeare all fancies will suit, 
With the sweetest of flowers, and the fairest of 
fruit. 
All shall yield, &c. 


With learning and knowledge the well-lettered 
birch 
Supplies law and physic, and grace for the church ; 
But law and the gospel in Shakspeare we find— 
He gives the best physic for body and mind. 
All shall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree ; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Give Phebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
The tree of our Shakspeare is still more divine. 
All shall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakspeare outshines the bright 
day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his 
own, 
Has the laurel, and bay, and the vine all in one. 
All shall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hallowed tree, 
From folly and fashion a charm let it be; 
Let’s fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your country, do honour to him, 
All shall yield, &c. = 


PLP GLPPPP SP 


LOVE AND KISSES. 
A GLEE, 
(Upton. ) 
How shall the night, the night go on? 
In singing, revelry, and pleasure ? 


Then troll the catch, the glee, and song, 
And let our mirth exceed all measure. 


Shall we to Care, dull Care, give way ? 
No,—Care shall ne’er disturb our blisses, 
But, like choice spirits, ever gay, 
We'll pass the night with love and kisses ! 


LPL PEL EPL 


THE SETTING SUN RESPLENDENT 
STILL. 


(J. Jones.) 


THE setting sun resplendent still, 
Bright glowing in the west, 

Retires, unfolding o’er yon hill 
The splendour of its vest. 


Though soon its beams of crimson light, 
May leave the summer-sky, 

A ray, more beautiful and bright, 
Will shine in Beauty’s eye! 


From that mild orb of tenderer hue, 
Love’s holier rays will dart, 

To cheer, with rapture deep and true, 
The fond, impassioned heart. 


Oh! who could mourn in that calm hom, 
Beneath A ffection’s ray, 

The absence of yon gorgeous power 
That gilds the course of day? 
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JACK JOLLY. 
( Romer.) 


Honest Jack was a sailor-lad, hearty and bold, 
Whose bosom no guile knew,—a stranger to 
fear ; 
And though on the ocean he toiled for gold, 
’Twas honour, not int’rest, called Jack to the 
war 5 
For, surely, no one was more fond of relieving 
A friend, whom hard fortune had plunged into 
want 5 
He scorned animosity, always forgiving, 
Would spend like a lord, though his fortune was 
scant ; 
His deliyht chiefly lay in delighting of others ; 
Tll-nature, he said, was a folly ; 
The world was his home, and mankind were his 
brothers,— 
And this was the way of Jack Jolly. 


Honest Jack! he would sing, tell a tale with the 
best, 
_And in a good frolic the foremost was he; 
« fund of good-humour he always possessed, 
No one, in their manners, more pleasant could 
be ;— 

Yet Jack had his troubles, as well as another , 
Had twice been a pris’ner, and lingered in jail, 
Was grievously wounded,—and, one thing or 

other, 
Reduced, till he found all his friends had turned 
tail ; 
Unkindly though Jack was thus treated by others, 
He said that to grieve was a folly, 
For the world was his home, and mankind were 
his brothers,— 
And this was the way of Jack Jolly. 


Jack loved a young maiden, both handsome and 
kind, 
Who to him was as constant as constant could 


be ;— 
Oft she sighed for her sailor when loud blew the 
wind,— 
Jack oft thought of Susan when far out at sea ; 
To make her his wife it had long been his mean- 


ing,— 
But Fomine had always proved on the wrong 
side : 
At last, by his merit, a competence gaining, 
He instantly made the fair Susan his bride : 
His delight chiefly lay in delighting of others ; 
Ill-nature, he said, was a folly ; 
The world was his home, and mankind were his 
brothers,— 
And this was the way of Jack Jolly. 


GLOP GELS 


O, WHA IS SHE THAT LO’ES ME? 
Air—“ Morag.”’—( Burns. ) 


O, WHA is she that lo’es me, 
And has my heart a keeping ? 

O, sweet is she that lo’es me, 
As dews 0’ simmer weeping, 
Intears the rose-buds steeping. 


CHORUS. 
O, that’s the lassie o’ my heart, 
My lassie ever dearer ; 
O, that’s the queen 0’ woman kind, 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 


If thou shalt meet a lassie, 
In grace and beauty charming, 
‘hat e’en thy chosen lassie, 
Ere while thy breast sae warming, 
Had ne’er sic powers alarming. 
- O, that’s the lassie, &c. 


lantern, but he made light of it. 





If thou had’st heard her talking, 
And thy attentions plighted, 
That ilka body talking, 
But her by thee is slighted, 
And thou art all delighted. 
O, that’s the lassie, &c. 


If thou hast met this fair one, 
When frae her thou hast parted ; 
If every other fair one 
But her thou hast deserted, 
And thou art broken-hearted. 
O, that’s the lassie, &c. 


GILL EOPIF 


PUBLIC OFFICE, BOW-STREET. 


Air—** Where have you been all the Day, bonnie 
Lassie?’ 


HERE prosecutors in a crowd, 

Oh, your worship! oh, your worship ! 
Hither come, all bawling loud, 

Oh, your worship! oh, your worship! 
One has got a broken nob ; 

Oh, your worship! oh, your worship! 
The other’s got an empty fob ; 

Oh, your worship: oh, your worship ! 


SPOKEN.] Make way—make way there, I say ; 


the magistrates are coming to the bench. Which 
is the bench?) Why that arm-chair. 
take your wig under your arm, 
Lamb? I am much obliged to you for your very 
great exertions on a late event, on which I find 
you were present. Oh, yes, your worship, I always 
thinks that the principalities are much _ better than 
the deputies, and more deficient. 
man, what’s the first charge? Why, please your 
worship, here’s one Christopher Chub taken up 
for very disorderly conduct. 
ed a gentleman and a lady ina wail. ’ll take my 
oath of it, I never touched him, Will you be 
quiet, sir? 
other witness? 
came up to me in an obstropulous manner, and 
said I must sing him a song, and I said I couldn’t, 
your worship ; 


Hats off,— 
How d’ye do, Mr. 
Now, watch- 
Oh, no! he assault- 


No, sir, I can’t, sir. Where’s your 
I, your worship, the prisoner 


and then up came my partner, 


O’Haloran. Where’s he? Faith! and here I am, 


your worship ; I took the prisoner; come, my ho- 
nest man, says I, don’t be after having a bobbery 
here at three o’clock in the morning; so, he said, 


he wished I might be hanged; and I said, I hoped 


not at his expense, your worship; and then he 


asked me for my authority, and I showed him my 
Well, ma’am, 
what have you to say against the prisoner? Vhy, 
your vorship, I vas at a snug tea-party at Vaux- 
hall-gardens, and after valtzing a little, my part- 
ner said he’d escorch me home, but ve vere arrest- 
ed at the assemblage-door. Hollo! there, who’s 
that making such a noise? It’s my wooden leg, 
your worship ; 1’m agitated. I think, -your wor- 
ship, the prisoner must have been intosticated. 
Then I’ll take my solemn affidavy I warn’t: I had 
nothing but my supper, a pint of rum, and an 
apple. Here prosecutors, &c. 


Please your worship, my complaint 

Is a sad one, ’gainst that bad one ; 
I’m most afraid that I shall faint, 

I’m so weak, too, and so sick, too; 
He’s on your warrant brought up here, 

Please your worship, please your worship 
I will swear my bodily tear, 

Please your worship, please your worship. 

SPOKEN.] Hollo! what are you pushing for? 

Faith! and hav’n’t I aright to push? ar’n’t 1 taken 
up upon a respectable warrant? Oh, certainly, 
that is an unanswerable argument. Now, what is 
against this man? Please your worship, the bar 
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is against my stomach. Why, please your worship, 
that wife there of mine, she always makes little 
better than a baste of herself: I’m always catching 
her running to the pump, and she does nothing 
but drink all day, good luck to your worship. 
Now, Dennis, you know it’s no such thing at all, 
at all; there’s nothing passed through my lips all 
day but two ounces of snuff; and what’s two 
ounces of snuff toa woman that gives suck. Your 
worship, perhaps you'll hear the children spake. 
Well, put them on the table. (Children speak 
frish.) Hollo! what is all this gibberish? Och! 
plase your worship, they can’t spake nothing but 
Irish. Well then, I think you had better both go 
home and make it up in Irish, that your children 
may be witnesses of your amiability. And so we 
will, your worship ; and I think as we’ve all got 
satisfaction, the half-crown for the warrant hasn’t 
oeen ill laid out. How now, watchman; who 
have you got there? Why, your worship, we found 
this gentleman sitting in Southampton-street with- 
ont a wig. What was he doing? Nothing, your 
worship. What was he saying? He said, your 
worship, that he wasn’t beautiful, but good, and 
so we took him to the watch-house. Well, sir, 
what is your name? My name, sir, is Ebenezer 
Dumps. Well, Mr. Ebenezer Dumps, what have 
you to say in defence? Why, sir, the truth of the 
matter is this; I had been opening a chapel in 
Pillowbed-street, and I trust that occasion will 
excuse my drunkenness. Sir, I shall fine you five 
shillings. Very well, sir. And a shilling for the 
warrant, sir. Very well, sir. But what do those 
two women want? They are bail for Mr. Dumps, 
your worship. Bail! Yes, they are both house- 
keepers ; one is housekeeper to Mr. Dumps, and 
the other to the Society for the Suppression of 
Vice. So, 
Here prosecutors in a crowd, &c. 


Suitors flock in by the score, 
All for justice, all for justice ; 
Telling troubles o’er and o’er, 
In hopes of justice, hoping justice ; 
One wants a warrant in a case 
Of broken nose, or tattered clothes ; 
Or blackened eyes, or well scratched face ; 
Or defamation, defamation. 


SPOKEN.] How now, who is this card from? 
From Mr. Parenthesis. Is he on a respectable 
footing? He seems very bow-legged. Here’s a 
gentleman, your worship, I found ringing all the 
bells in Oxford-street. Excuse me, your worship, 
the watchman is wrong in that particular: as it 
should seem, I was walking, as it might be enjoy- 
ing myself, when as it might chance to happen I 
rang the bells on one side only, as it should ap- 
pear. Sir, I shall fine you five shillings. Now, 
what do you want? I vant redress. Against 
whom? Against the turnpike-man, vhat charges 
threepence for three halfpence. Well, where does 
he live? I don’t know. Why don’t you speak 
plain? I can’t your worship, my woice is so pre- 
cipitated by scotching one cold a top o’ the t’other, 
ever since last Ephiphany. When was that? 
Why, last Guy Faux day. Well, have you any 
thing more to say? No, and if I had,I couldn’t. 
Here’s a suspicious character, your worship. Now, 
how do you get your bread? I don’t know. Where 
do you live? I can’t tell. What are these instru- 
ments you have about you? I uses them to tune 
piano-fortes. What’s yourname? I declines to 
answer them questions: there’s a reporter here, 
and J value my carackter. Well, we shall remand 
you. What’s that chimney-sweep waiting for? 
He’s waiting for a warrant against his master for 
making him go up a gas-pipe. 

Hicre’s prosecutors in a crowd, &c. 


WILL YOU COME TO THE BOWER? 
(T. Moore.) 


WILL you come tothe bower I have shaded for 
ou? 
Your bed shall be roses all spangled with dew ; 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Come to the bower? 


Then, under the shade, on roses you'll lie, 
With a blush on your cheek, but a smile in you 


eye ; 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Smile, my beloved. 


But the roses we press shall not rival yourlip, 

Nor the dew be so sweet as the kisses we sip ; 

Will you, will you, will you, will you | 
Kiss me, my love. 


And oh, for the joys that are sweeter than dew, 
From languishing roses or kisses from you ; 
Will you, will you, will you, will you ;— 
Wo’n’t you, my love? 


GPIOPPPIEOR 


FOR ENGLAND HO 
(Dimond.) 


For England ho!—fair speed the wind— 
But, friend, I prithee, ne’er forget 
The blithe guitar and castanet, 

Man’s faith, and woman’s eye of jet, 

Tn land left far behind. 


CHORUS. 
Adieu! adieu! romantic Spain! 
Thou lovely land of cloudless days, 
Of dance at eve, and moonlight lays, 
Shrill Neptune calls—the anchor weighs— 
For England ho! again. 


For England ho! rude billows, sleep,— 
Young Ruben seeks a distant shore, 
But memory there shall oft restore 
The home—the friends he loved before, 
Far—far beyond the deep. 
Adieu! adieu! romantic Spain, &c. 


For England ho! blend smiles with tears, 
Poor Miriam fain of joys would tell— 
Yet chide her not, if one sigh swell 
To bid that lowly bower farewell, 

Where bloomed her early years! 

Adieu! adieu! romantic Spain, &c. 


GPP OLOPF 


POLLY TICKS. 
Air—‘* The Coronation.”’—( Bryant. ) 


WHEN first a travelling I went, 

I sought out various places; 
I heard them talk, and time I spent 

To learn their airs and graces : 
But I am sure this London’s mad, 

And they play up curious tricks, sirs, 
For all the folks in town, egad, 

Do talk of Polly Ticks, sirs. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


This Polly Ticks I’ve never seen, 
Although she’s known so well, sirs; 
She does support both king and queen, 
And by her states have fell, sirs ; 
And though the king may have a wife, 
To her he seldom sticks, sirs, 
For he is forced to pass his life 
. Pursuing Polly Ticks, sirs. 
Tol lol de rol, &c 
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Some folks get places of renown, 

And do their fortunes mend, sirs 5 
Because they tell this mighty town 

They’re to Polly Ticks a friend, sirs! 
And poor folks oft are sent to jail, 

While some their fortunes fix, sirs ; 
And many a one now waits for bail, 

And all for Polly Ticks, sirs. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


In parliament how dull they’d be, 
With Polly Ticks away, sirs ; 
Without her all our ships at sea 
In dock might quiet lay, sirs : 
And then she so mischievous leers, 
She’s always in her glory, 
And loves to set hot by the ears 
Her sons, famed Whig and ‘ory. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Now, the family of Polly Ticks 
Are numerous, I own, sirs ; 
‘Her sire is older than old Nicks, 
And she’s been longer known, sirs 3 
So notice, and you'll find, egad, 
When a man a quarrel picks, sirs, 
He'll have a fight, or else run mad, 
And all for Polly Ticks, sirs. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


So now I’ve told you all about 
This very common wench, sits, 
Who’s known, I’m sure, the world throughout, 
To Indians, Turks, and French, sirs; 
So only this I wish to tell, 
When with the world you mix, sirs ; 
Since I do wish you all quite well, 
Beware of Polly Ticks, sirs! 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


LOLOL POO 


HOPE TELLS A FLATT’RING TALE. 
A GLEE, 
(Miss Wrother. ) 


HoPE tells a flatt’ring tale, 
Delusive, vain, and hollow: 
Ah! let not Hope prevail, 
Lest Disappointment follow : 
But if Hope must prevail, 
Instead of flattering tale, 
Delusive, vain, and hollow, 
Direct her to that happy shore, 
Where Expectation is no more, 
And Disappointment follow. 


PLAGE ILE 


THOUGH HARD THE VALIANT SOLDIER’S 
LIFE. 
({ Dibdin.) 
THOUGH hard the valiant soldier’s life, 
They some sweet moments know ; 
Joy ne’er was yet unmixed with strife, 
Nor happiness with woe. 
Tis hard when children, friend, and wife, 
Reluctant, from him part, 
While Fancy paints the muffled drum, 
The mournful fife, 
And the loud volley o’er his grave, 
The solemn requiem to the brave! 
All this he hears, 
Yet calms their fears, 
With smiles, while horror’s in his heart! 
But when the smiling hour shall come, 
To bring him home at last, 
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How sweet his constant wife to greet, 

His children, friends, 

And in their circling arms to find amends, 
For all his sufferings pas.. 


’Tis hard when desolation spread, 
Death whirls the rapid car, 
And those invaded hear and dread 
The thunder of the war ; 
Ah! then, indeed, friend, children, wife, 
Have you true cause to fear ; 
Too soon, alas! the muffled drum, 
The mournful fife, 
And the loud volley o’er the grave 
Shall sownd sad requiems to the brave ; 
While those alive, 
Faint joy revive, 
And blend Hope’s smile with Pity’s tear ! 
But when the smiling hour shall come, 
To bring him home at last, 
How sweet his constant wife to greet, 
His children, friends, 
And in their circling arms to find amends 
For all his suff’rings past. 


PPLE FLIPS? 


FAREWELL FOR EVER. 
(Upton.) 


AND must I, Ellen, say adieu, 

And bid thy face farewell for ever ? 
No longer turn my eyes on you, 

On thee, my love ?—O, never, never ! 
The sun must first forbear to shine, 

Rocks sink to dust, and mountains sevel, 
Ere I can leave such charms as thine, 

Or say farewell, farewell for ever ! 


And must I hear thy voice no more? 
Thy smiles be lost to me for ever? 
Resign each grace unseen before ? 
O, no, my love! O, never, never! 
The wings of time must cease to fly ; 
The tide to flow, and worlds dissever, 
Ere I can breathe the parting sigh, 
Or say, farewell—farewell for ever! 


PIP OIF IF 


A TEMP’RATE GLASS CAN NEVER CLOY. 
Air— The dusky Night.’’—( Collins. ) 


THE social hour let’s now enjoy, 
Since there’s a time for mirth ; 

A temp’rate glass can never cloy, 
But still to wit give birth. 


CHORUS. 
Then toast each honest soul, 
On whom a friend may still depend, 
When o’er a social bowl. 


Nochurlish boor should ever share, 
Of nectar that’s divine ; 
Let hogs partake of equal fare, 
And boors still herd with swine. 
But toast each honest soul, &c. 


Let purse-proud drones their muck still boast, 
And at their betters sneer ; 
They are but nature’s scum, at most, 
And can’t enjoy good cheer. d 
We'll toast each honest soul, &c. 
All party-jarring we despise, 
We meet but to agree ; 
He must be merry, honest, wise, 
That can admitted be. 
Now toast each honest soul, &e. 


GRAIL ILA 
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i ROUSE THE GAME WITH HOUNDS AND 


HORN. 


RECITATIVE. 
SEE, see Aurora ’gins to rise, 
And paints with ruddy streaks the skies: 
Ere Pheebus does his beams display, 
Let’s to our jocund sports away. 


AIR. 
I rouse the game with hounds and horn, 
With cheerful cries I wake the morn, 
Who, rising with her rosy face, 
Enjoys the glory of the chase ; 
See the swift stag flies o’er the ground, 
And hills, and dales, and woods resound, 
Whilst health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chase and scorn the plain, 
And join the jovial sportsman’s cries, 
Till the stout prey o’ertaken—dies ! 


GPPOL EL ISR? 


WHEN A LODGE OF FREEMASONS, 


WHEN a lodge of Freemasons 
Are clothed in their aprons, 

In order to make a new brother, 
With firm hearts and clean hands 
They repair to their stands, 

And justly support one another. 


Trusty brother, take care, 
Of eavesdroppers beware, 
*Tis a just and a solemn occasion ; 
Give the word and the blow, 
That workmen may know, 
One asks to be made a freemason. 


The master stands due, 
And his officers too, 
While the craftsmen are plying their station, 
The apprentices stand 
Right for the command 
Of a free and accepted mason. 


Now traverse your ground, 
As in duty you’re bound, 
And revere the authentic oration 
That leads to the way, 
And proves the first day 
Of the light of an accepted mason. 


Here’s words and here’s signs, 
Here’s problems and lines, 

And here’s room, too, for deep speculation ; 
Here’s virtne and truth 
Are taught to the youth, 

hen first he’s called up to a mason. 

Hieroglyphics shine bright, 
And here light reverts light, 

On the rules and the tools of vocation ; 
We work and we sing, 
The craft and the king, 

’Tis both duty and choice in a mason. 


What is said or is done, 
Is here truly laid down 
In this form of our high installation ; 
Yet I challenge all men 
To know what I mean, 
Unless he’s an accepted mason, 


The ladies claim right 
To come into our light, 
Since the apron they say is their bearing ; 
Can they subject their will, 
Can they keep their tongues still, 
And let talking be changed into hearing ? 


This difficult task 
Is the least we can ask, 


To secure us on sundry occasions ; 


When with this they comply, 
Our utmost we'll try, 


To raise lodges for lady freemasons. 


Till this can be done, 
Must each brother be mum, 


Though the fair one should wheedJe or tease on: 


Be just, true, and kind, 
But still bear in mind, 


At all times you are a freemason. 


PAIL PLES? 


MARY SCOT, THE FLOWER OF YARROW. 


(Allan Ramsay. ) 


HAppPy’s the love which meets return, 
When in soft flames souls equa] burn ; 

But words are wanting to discover 

The torments of a hopeless lover. 

Ye registers of heaven relate, 

If looking o’er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there see, marked for my marrow, 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow? 


Ah, no! her form’s too heavenly fair, 
Her love the gods above must share, 
While mortals, with despair, explore her, 
And at a distance due adore her. 

O, lovely maid !—my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bless me with a smile, 

Alas! if not, you’ll soon debar,—a 
Sighing swain, the banks of Yarrow. 


Be hush’d, ye fears! I’ll not despair, 
My Mary’s tender as she’s fair ; 

Then Ill go tell her all my anguish, 
She is too good to let me languish. 
With success crowned, I’ll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the sky ; 
When Mary Scot’s become my marrow, 
We’ll make a paradise of Yarrow. 


CPPPOOSOD 


JOHN BULL’S FIRESIDE. 
(Upton. ) 
WHEN the north blast roars, 
’ And the chill rain pours, 

And the damps spread far and wide ; 

Then the scene to please, 

With the mind at ease, 
Is John Bull’s fire-side ! 


When the blithe-toned horn 
Salutes the morn, 

And the huntsman leaves his bride ; 
Then the joys of home, 
While the sportsmen roam, 

Is John Bull’s fire-side ! 


When the nights grow long, 

And the cold grows strong, 
And the ice floats with the tide ; 

Then the grateful view, 

With the friend that’s true, 
Is John Bull’s fire-side ! 


When the mist-fogs rise, 
And the snow-storm lies, 
And the hags of Mischief ride ; 
Then the spot most dear, 
And the soul to cheer, 
Is John Bull’s fire-side ! 


When the Fiend-King howls, 
And the wolf-dog prowls, 
And the stars in darkness hide; 
Then the coal’s bright blaze, 
And the smile to raise, 
Is John Bull’s fire-side ! 
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When the sharp-toothed air 
Strips the trees all bare, 
And bites on every side ; 
Then the heart-raised bliss 
Is the love-fraught kiss, 
And John Bull’s fire side! 


GLP IPL IPR? 


WHEN ELDERLY GENTLEMEN GO ON 
THEIR KNEES. 


A TRIO. 
(Soane.) 


Now, prithee, your laughing give o’er ; 
If I’mcaught, zounds! my character’s gone! 
There’s some one is close at the door ; 
Quick! quick! prithee, rise, sir, and run. 
Only give me your hand, and I’ll plague you 
more. 
You kneel, sir, in vain, 
I’m kneeling in pain! 
O, grant me my suit, 
Or here I take root, 
And grow like a post to the floor. 
Come, I’ll pity my lover and give him some ease. 
Aye, do! help me up, that I may go. 
When elderly gentlemen go on their knees 
They should mind they have not the lumbago. 
Stand out of the way, 
No longer Ill stay, 
Of my gold I am cheated ; 
My hopes are defeated ; 
You hussey—you rogue, 
How dare you collogue ; 
My revenge you shall both of you feel! 
Your hopes, sir, [ spurn ; 
Your gold TI return ; 
I’m not to be sold 
For jewels or gold, 
To the withered and old! 
So, prithee, away! 
And all I’ve to say 
Is—the next time you need 
Your passion to plead, 
Remember, old bey, not to kneel! 
Curse the gold! away, away! 
Here I will no longer stay. 
Laughed at—cheated, 
Mocked—deteated 3 
Rage, confusion, shame, I feel. 
Curse the gold, &c. 


PILE FIL AF 


GREENWICH FAIR. 
Air—‘* Dropsof Brandy.’’—(Beuler. ) 


PRAY, come along, now, Mrs. Gay, 

My son, and my wife, and my daughter 5 
We all are determined to day 

To go down to Greenwich by water. 


Come, Polly, now step in the boat, 

And, Jacky, don’t shake it to fright her ; 
Gay, hold up the tail of your coat, 

And, Boaty, steer clear of that lighter. 


There’s a steam-boat, my dear, now, 
There’s a swift-going wherry, O! 

Gongs and trumpets I hear, now, 
Hey for Greenwich, so merry, O: 


SPOKEN.] Jacky, you rogue, sit still, and 
don’t wriggle the boat so. Polly, keep your hands 
out of the water,—this is not a washing-tub. ( Wo- 
man’s voice.) I hope, Mr. Vaterman, there’s no 
vater running inside your boat. No, ma’am, but 
plenty running outside. (Child’s voice.) La, 
pap), what’s that there great house? That’s 
the Twower of Lundun, where they keeps the 
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lions—prisoners for ’igh treason; the Spanish 
Harmaidher ; Queen Anne’s pocket-pistol, and 


bombs. ‘That’s the Lunnun-Dock; there’s the 
Ingia Docks; and here’s Greenidge. Mind, 
Polly, how you step out the boat. (Gil’s 


voice.) There, I do declare, that Jack has pushed 
me up to my knees in mud! He, he! look at 
Polly—she’s got a pair of hessian boots! Here’s 
the fair. Isay, you fellow in the vig, vhy don’t 
you stand a vone side, sir, that my vile may see, 
sir; she vants to see, sir, as vell as you, sir. If 
your wife wants to see, sir, she’s welcome to see, 
sir, but if you want to see, sir, curse me, if you 
shall see, sir. You might be a little politer, sir. 
Polito’s, sir, this is Polito’s; it’s the wonderfullest 
connexion of wild men, birds, and beastesses ever 
exhibited. Oh, pa, I wish you’d speak to these 
gentlemen, they are squeezing me so. Ar’n’t you 
ashamed to squeeze such a child as that? There, 
they’ve torn my frock all the way down to the bot- 
tom! No, my dear, it’s only the rattles. Then 
T wish they had the rattles in their throats, I don’t 
like such foul play, it’s not fair. Phoo? fair is 
foul, and foul is fair—in fair time, singing— 

‘ Rum to oddity, oddity ! 

Rum to oddity, I knew; 
Greenwich fair’s the place 
To spend your ready rhino! 


Now we are in famed Greenwich fair, 

A fig for all churlish old grumblers ; 
There go the swings in the air, 

And there go the monkeys and tumblers. 


Now let us go see the wild beast, 

And Punch, who comes from High Jarmany ; 
Jugglers, who come from the east, 

And there, the pigs full of harmony. 


Then we’ll go up in that show, where 
We'll see plenty for money, O; 

Blacky rides well on, you know, there, 
His fine lily-white pony, O. 


SPOKEN.] Hoah! Dan, hoah! Look at that 
man, how he be stuffing in the black-pudding! 
Noah, Giles, noah! he be eating fire, a link, boy, 
alink! Whoat! eating a link-boy? my gum! 
Well, if he be doing that outside, what must he 
doin? Let’s see that, lad. I shall go see the gi- 
gantic child. We’ve got a gigantick child here, 
ma’am; just arrived from Terra-incognita, jump- 
ing alive ;—look at his curly black hair, ma’am. 
Aye, I should like a front made of such hair 
Well, it’s a curious animalcule. Yes, ma’am, 
walk up here, and see the wonderful, curious, and 
truly-astonishing non-descript, noble, and tremen- 
dious she female lioness, that’ll let you put your 
head in her mouth, but she wo’n’t let you take it 
out again. 

Rum to oddity, &c. 


Come, Gay, for a snufl-box let’s throw, 

Whilst Poli and Jack ride in a round-about ; 
Then into the Park we will go, 

And there with the folks we will bound about. 


Let us now go up the hill, 

You, Polly, mn down with your brother ; 
And I, as I cannot stand still, 

Will take a run down with your mother. 


Look at the girls how they run it— 

There goes one down with her lover, O; 
There goes the young lady’s bonnet— 

And there they go head and heels over, O. 


SroKEN.] O, O, O! Look at that lady, how 
she goes it, my vig! Hush! she’s only showing 
her agility. Agility! I think she is showing her 
rolling-pins. say, Joe, will you have a roll down 
now? No, I had a roll for breakfast. I shall go 
and have a swing. O, hang swinging, here! Hush' 
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better swing here than at Newgate. What do you 
mean? I beg you’ll not alter my meaning. Here, 
who'll have a ride in the Royal Highflyer, the 
highest going swing in the fair? Isit, indeed, sir? 
then I will. Is it quite safe? Yes, ma’am; get 
in. Well, tell me how to manage it. Yes, ma’am R 
—stretch out your toddlers against that little board, 
lean back, and lay hold of that there rope. Yes, 
nere Iam. Then, there you go. Ho, ho! ha, 
ha, ha! he, he, he! oh, oh! stop it, I feel 
so queer! oh, stop it,—I feel so ill! oh! stop 
it. I’d thank you, ma’am, to put yonr head 
outside the swing. You shall never get my 
nead inside your swing again. Holloh! Gay, 
see what’s written up here. Fine meléing oysters, 
nickle salmon, and other sweetmeats. N.B. Gen- 
seel dancing during the fair. Admittance, six- 
pence. No smoking allowed in the ball-room, nor 
no lady or gentleman can possibly be admitted 
without shoes and stockings on. That will just suit 
me and Polly, we’ve got boots on. Now, sir, you'll 
lead off the first dance, sir, with that lady with 
the wooden leg. Pray, ma’am, what tune would you 
uke? Why, sir, it may be a female weakness, 
but I am particularly partial to Drops of Brandy. 
Bravo, you’re like my wife; she says it’s a tune 
of spirit, and is sure to go down well, singing— 


Rum to oddity, oddity, &c. 


(Another Dialogue. ) 

( Imitate trumpet.) Tan, ran, ran. H ere, here, 
come here, my pretty little maidens and gentle- 
mans, to see my vonderful raree-show, all a moving 
as natural as de life. Don’t breathe upon de glass, 
little boy, or you vill spoil de pocus of it. Dere, 
de first ting you shall be a villing to see, shall be 
a grand and expensive external view of de inside 
of l’Kglise de Notre Dame a Paris, vhich in Eng- 
jand shall signify—de palace for de varship of d’ 
Holy Vairgin. JDere in de pulpit you shall see de 
grand vicaire a preaching; dere on de left you 
shall see de boys a singing: dere, on de right, you 
shall see von grand personage, vith vone great no- 
ble head, and vone great noble gouty toe, vhich is 
de grand monarch of all of France, and of all de 
vorld besides, Louis de Eighteen-teeth: de next 
ting you shall be a villing to see, shall be a land- 
scape view of de streets of Dover, vith all de sheeps 
a lying in de Downs: down dere you shall see 
vone French-a-man vith vone cock-a-jacket, svim- 
ming all across through de vater to England : dere, 
zn de air, you shall see another French-a-man in a 
balloon, flying all across through de air to England ; 
vhich vill show, dat a French-a-man can come 
over to England vhen and vhere he shall be a vil- 
ling to like. O, no, monsieur, that’s all— 

Rum to oddity, oddity, &c. 


PII PIF IP 


THE SAILOR’S BRIDE. 
(Rev. T. Browne. ) 


ALONE, long tedious hours I mourn, 
Throughout the solitary day, 

And, sighing, wish my love’s return, 
Who sails the ocean far away ; 

Whilst the bold tar adventurous braves 

The fury of the stormy waves. 


When, restless, tossing on my bed, 
I hear the midnight storms debate, 
And rude winds howling o’er my head, 
I tremble for my sailor’s fate ; 
Whilst the bold tar adventurous braves 
The fury of the stormy waves, 


My Poll, he often cries, no more! 
Come, wipe away that fallen tear, 


I travel to the distant shore, 

To bring back treasures to my dear ; 
For this thy sailor fearless braves 
The danger of the ocean’s waves. 


He makes me smile amidst my woe, 
The tear he kisses from my eye ; 

But when he’s gone, my sorrows flow, 
And oft I heave a lonely sigh ; 

Whilst far away my sailor braves 

The dangers of the ocean’s waves. 


PPPIP EPFL 


GIVE ME BUT A FRIEND AND A GLASS, 
BOYS, 


GIVE me but a friend and a glass, boys, 
I’ll show ye what ’tis to be gay, 

I'll not care a fig for a lass, boys, 
Nor in loving drive old Time away 3 

Give me but an honest fellow, 

That’s pleasanter when he’s mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four hours a day. 


?Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
But ’tis wine that makes us free, 

*Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 
But wine makes us doubly sce ; 

The female is true to no man, 

Deceit is inherent to woman, 
But none in a bumper can be. 


GI PIPL PP EPR 


MRS. CLARK; 
OR, THE SORROWS OF CHANDOS-STREET. 


Air—* The spruce Mr. Clark.” 


THE spruce David Day 

Was a parson, they say, 
A toper, licentious and rich; 

He loved, dearly as his heart, 

A lass dress’d tight and smart, 
And for wenching had a terrible itch. 


The gay Miss Brown, 
A lady of the town, 
Was beloved by this clerical spark ; 
He appointed her to meet, 
At the Key in Chandos-street, 
That was kept by the great Mrs. Clark. 


That night it was said, 
When they went up to bed, 
His rev’rence made so free with the glass, 
That he tumbled on the floor, 
Where he soon began to snore, 
And in bed stepped the lovely lass. 


Miss Betsy Brown 
Hadn’t long lain down, 

When fire! some one very loud cried ; 
Though she couldn’t see a spark, 
Still the cry was, Mrs. Clark, 

I'll be d—d if we sha’n’t all be fried. 


Poor David Day 
So fast asleep lay, 
All efforts were in vain him to waken m 
But all the little Clarks 
Skipped about like toasted larks, 
And Miss Brown and them just saved ther 
bacon. 


Many folks of the town 

Were there besides Miss Brown, 
Married, single, both alike indiscreet ; 

All were saved ’xcept Parson Day, 

And his frizzled ghost, they say, 
Still haunts the Key in Chandos-strect 


PILI IIP IPR 
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PUBLIC CHARACTERS ; 
OR, THE VISION OF FANCY. 
( Upton.) 
THE world has dealt by me both easy and hard, 
And, therefore, I must not complain ; 
Some creatures claim pity, and some my regard, 
And so I’ve had pleasure with pain. 


I have seen modest merit half-famished and 
shunned, © 
Honest bosoms behind prison-bars, 
Ruined tradesmen by impudence laughed at and 
dunned, 
And scoundrels blazoned with stars. 


I have seen blushing Innocence crawling in rags, 
And starving at Luxury’s door ; 

I have seen dying Avarice worshipping bags, 
And strumpets in coaches and four. 


I have seen bully parasites pimping for place, 
And barter their children for gold , 

I have seen noble spirits tvo oft in disgrace, 
And Beauty to Lechery sold. 


I have seen doating Folly at three-score and ten, 
With green-budding seventeen wed ; 

I have seen titled villains and honourable men 
With the wives of their best friends in bed. 


I have seen wounded Honour give Slander the lie, 
And cowards resort to the law; 

I have seen splendid talent in misery die, 
And virgins of fame in the straw. 


I have seen in life’s vision, and up-and-down 
chase, 
(And what does not fortune exhibit ?) 
Some creatures parading in power and place, 
That should have been hung on a gibbet. 


CPR L OPE? 


I’VE SWORN TO BE CONSTANT TO POLL. 
(Dibdin. ) | 


IF ever a sailor was fond of good sport 
?Mong the girls, why that sailor was I ; 

Of all sizes and sorts, I’d a wife at each port, 
But when that I sawed Polly Ply, 

I hailed her my lovely, and goved her a kiss, 
And swore to bring up once for all; 

And from that time black Barnaby spliced us to 

this, 

I’ve been constant and true to my Poll. 


And yet now all sorts of temptations I’ve stood, 
For I afterwards sailed round the world, 
And a queer set we saw, of the devil’s own brood, 
Wherever our sails were unfurled ; 
Some with faces like charcoal, and others like 
chalk, 
All ready one’s heart to o’erhaul, 
Don’t you go to love me, my good girl, said I,— 
walk,— 
I’ve sworn to be constant to Poll. 


I met with a squaw, out at India beyond, 
All in glass and tobacco-pipes drest, 

What a dear pretty monster! so kind and so fond, 
That I ne’er was a moment at rest. 

With her bobs at her nose, and her quaw, quaw, 


quaw, 
All the world like a Bartlemy doll, 

Says I, you Miss Copperskin, just hold your jaw, 
I’ve sworn to be constant to Poll. 


Then one, near Sumatra, just under the line, 
As fond as a witch in a play, 
I loves you, says she, and just only be mine, 
Or by poison Ill take you away. 
Curse your kindness, says I, but you can’t frighten 
me, 
You don’t catch a gudgeon this haul, 


If I do take your ratsbane, why then, do you see, 
I shall die true and constant to Poll. 


But I ’scaped from them all, tawney, lily, and 
black, 
And merrily weathered each storm ; 
And my neighbours to please, full of wonders came 
ack, 
But what’s better, 1’m grown pretty warm. 
And so now to sea I shall venture no more, 
For you know, being rich, I’ve no call, 
So I'll bring up young tars, do my duty ashore, 
And live and die constant to Poll. 


ADORED AND BEAUTEOUS ISABEL. 
(Terry. ) 


ADORED and beauteous Isabel, 

To leave my home if fate compel, 
As o’er the deep the vessel flies, 
When foreign regions round me rise, 
Thy image in my soul shall dwell, 
With love unchanged, unchangeable, 
Adored and beauteous Isabel. 


Adored and beauteous Isabel, 
Should fate ring out a deeper knell, 
And stricken by the deadly ball, 

In honour’s strife, thy lover fall, 

For thee his latest sigh shall swell, 
Thy name his dying breath shall tell, 
Adored and beauteous Isabel. 


GLILILEP 


SHAVE WELL AND SHAVE ALL. 


THOUGH a barber, I am not ashamed of my trade, 
For by shaving a fortune is easily made ; 
From the prince on the throne to the cobbler in 
stall, 
The principal point is to shave well and shave all. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


My wife, like all women, is given to scold ; 
I’d fain contradict her, could I be so bold ; 
But when she sets in, both to wrangle and brawl, 
I take up my bason, and bid her shave all. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


A tailor being but the ninth part of a man, 
Has long been recorded, deny it who can; 
Though that is less manhood than tongue can 
express, 
Yet I’ll make it appear that a barber has less. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


At Chelsea not long since a shop-keeper died, 
Who left store of gold to his overjoyed bride, 
And, according to custom, as doubtless you’ve 
heard, 
They sent for a barber to shave off his beard. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


Before his arrival, they sent up the maid 

To stay with the body—a jolly brisk jade; 

She, inclining for sport, crept under the hed, 

On the sacking of which her late master lay dead, 
Fol de rol lel, &c. 


Puff he entered the room with abundance of fear, 
But little he thought that the girl was so near: 
With trembling and shaking he lathered the face, 
*T would made you have laughed, had you seen his 
sad case. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


As soon as poor Puff took his razor in hand, 
She heaved up the body, with a gasp made him 
stand ! 
Puff stood like a post—he’d no power to run, 
Till she heaved it again, as at first she had done, 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
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When she heaved it again, Puff thought that it | 


grumbled, : 
And with the best speed he down all the stairs 
tumbled ; 
* Oh, what is the matter” demanded the wife : 
« Why, your husband—your husband’s again come 
to life ” 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
* Again come to life !—God forbid it!’ she said ; 
« I’d not for the world but my husband be dead ;’ 
So she hurried up stairs as fast as she could, 
Where she found the corpse cold, and all things as 
they should. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


They then sent for the barber to come up again, 
Who with great intercession returned, though in 


pain ; ee 
So he finished his work while they staid in the 
room, 


But to do such another job swore he’d ne’er come. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


The maid told the neighbours the trick she had 
played, 

And how the poor barber was py her dismayed : 

All but barbers now jeer him, who cannot him 
blame, 

Because, they declare, *twould have scar’d them 
the same. 

Fol de rol lol, &c. 


PIF LEP? 


OH TWINE IN THY GARLAND SWEET 
MAID. 


[The music published by Clementi and Co.] 


OH! twine in thy garland, sweet maid, 
This blossom so lovely and wild, 
Which smiles in the sun and the shade, 
’Tis heart’s ease, contentment’s sweet child. 
For the wise and the simple it springs, 
And blooms for the great and the poor ; 
*Tis found in the garden of kings, 
And adorns the cottager’s door. 


One half of its leaves had their birth 
In sunbeams, so golden their hue, 
The other seems fostered by earth, 
They’re so dark and so shadowy too. 
Thus a light from the heavens is shed, 
To temper each trial we meet ; 
Whilst contentment its magic shall spread, 
To render each blessing more sweet. 


a a a a a 


PADDY’S BALLOON PLAN. 


SOME have traversed the fathomless ocean, 
Others Africa’s coast have explored ; 
By the powers! but I think the best notion, 
Is riding the sky on a board. 
While tied to a bladder of smoke, sir, 
The hemisphere round you may sail ; 
You'll look, by my soul it’s no joke, sir, 
Like a pig with a rat at his tail. 
Sing dootheroo, &c. 
Upon land a thirteener a mile, sir, 
For every furlong you ride ; 
By water no turnpike or stile, sir, 
But then you must wait for the tide. 
Now this is a very snug way, sir, 
And the travelling charges so small ; 
If your neck should get broke, I dare say, sir, 
The expense would be nothing at all. 
Sing dootheroo, &c. 


Then with changing of horses, such bother, 
You'll be rid of all that very soon ; 

Sure as I am the son of my mother, 
You may breakfast at night in the moon : 


Each whispers, 


While the stars will be blinking about, sir, 
To judge what this wonder may be; 
And some would suppose, without doubt, sir, 
’T was Ireland jumped out of the sea. 
Sing dootheroo, &c. 


GPIPIPLPPE 


O SUCH ARE THE JOYS OF THE CHASE. 


Now mounted, soho, away let us go, 
While pleasure and health flow apace ; 

The game is in view, then quickly pursue, 
And follow the joys of the chase. 


See yonder, see where the poor timorous hare 
Is seeking a safe lurking-place ; 

Then let’s not delay—hark! yonder away ! 
We’ll follow the joys of the chase. 


With hounds and with horn all dangers we scorn, 
All sorrow forget in the race ; 

Our hearts are so light we join in the flight, 
And follow the joys of the chase. 


Now, now we are near, she trembles with fear, 
Onr pleasure begins to increase ; 

She falls in the way—sing bravo! huzza! 
O such are the joys of the chase. 


GPL LIOL SF 


AND IN UNION PULL TOGETHER. 
(Cross. ) 


WITH delight I’ll gaze around, 
When J tread on British ground ; 
See the lads of fashion there, 
Smiling on each modish fair. 
Leering sly behind the fan, 

‘ Go,’ they cry, ‘ you naughty man.’ 


SPOKEN.] ’Pon honour, Lord Caxen, if you 
whisper such things to me, I shall certainly leave 
the room—and if you do, my lady, I shall cer- 
tainly follow you: with m 

Fal, lal, la, lal, lal, lara la. 


Then to ride through Bond-street fair, 
Dragged through dirt to take the air ; 
Then, oh la! to see the crops, 

And the wigs in all the shops, 

Some on heads—I mean on blocks, 
And old maids with auburn locks. 


SPOKEN.] How do you do, my Lady Barebones? 
I protest I never saw you look so handsome. Do 
you really think so? Ha! ha! I just purchased 
this wig, and surely my Lord Dapper will be de- 
lighted when he sees, &c. 
Fal, lal, la, &e. 


These are only Folly’s crew, 

English hearts are firm and true! 
Tars and soldiers join a hand, 

To preserve their happy land ; 
Low’ring storms resolved to weather, 
And, in union, pull together. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, our army will defend the lana, 
whilst our seamen ride triumphant on the ocean, 
and sing 


Fal, lal, la, &c. 


GLI PLL? R 


THE MAZE OF THE WALTZ TO THE 
LOVER HAS CHARMS. 


( Morton.) 


WHEN harmony wakens each hosom to joy, 
And artful lovers those moments employ ; 

In dalcet notes sighing, in cadences dying, 

“< Ah can you these raptures de- 
stroy ?” 


I only reply, Fal de ral, de ral, de ral, é¢. 
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lhe maze of the waltz to the lover has charms, 
It animates hope, it prudence disarms : 
Pursuing, then pressing, encircling, caressing, 
He sighs, ‘* Ah, for ever repose in these arms !” 
T only reply, Fal deral, de ral, de ral, &c. 


PPP POSES 


THE SAILOR’S LIFE AT SEA. 


WHEN the anchor’s weighed and the ship’s un- 
moored, 
And landsmen Jag behind, sir, 
The sailor joyfully skips on board, 
And, swearing, prays for wind, sir. 
Towing here, 
Yeoing there, 
Steadily, readily, 
Cheerily, merrily, 
Still from care and thinking free, 
Is a sailor’s life at sea. 


When we sail with a fresh’ning breeze, 
And land-men all grow sick, sir; 
The sailor lolls with his mind at ease, 
And the song and the can go quick, sir. 
Laughing here, 
Quaffing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the wind at night whistles o’er the deep, 
And sings to land-men dreary, 
The sailor fearless goes to sleep, 
Or takes his watch most cheery : 
Boozing here, 
Snoozing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the sky grows black and the wind blows 
hard, 
And land-men sculk below, sir, 
Jacks mount up to the top-sail yard, 
And turn their quids as they go, sir. 
Hawling here, 
Bawling there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the foaming waves run mountains high, 
And land-men cry “ All’s gone,” sir, 
The sailor hangs ’twixt sea and sky, 
And jokes with Davy Jones, sir. 
Dashing here, 
Splashing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the ship, d’ye see, becomes a wreck, 
And land-men hoist the boat, sir, 
The sailor scorns to quit the deck, 
While a single plank’s afloat, sir. 
Swearing here, 
Tearing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


GPLE SPER 


SAID A STEAK TO A CHOP. 
A PARODY. 


Air—‘* Said a Smile toa Tear.’’—(T. Greenwood. ) 


SAID a steak to a chop, 
On a hook in my shop, 
In the dog-days and very hot weather, 
Dear chop, it is clear, 
If we long tarry here, 
We shall certainly melt both together. 


Said the chop from the chump, 
To the steak from the rump, 
Unless there’s a change in the weather, 
Lovely steak, I agree, 
In a mess we shall be, 
And of kitchen-stuff made both together. 


Oh, then with a sigh, 
Midst sweet sound “ what d’ye buy ?” 
Said the steak to the chop, with emotion, 
A long or short six, 
In some saveall to fix, 
Will at last be our doom, I’ve a notion. 


Prelit? 


DO AS OTHER PEOPLE DO. 
(W. H. Main.) 


VON Villiam Vicks, as I’ve heard tell, 
A vintner was, at Clerkenvell; 

His vife she vas a vixen vile, 

And oft poor Vill she vould revile, 

For ever vanting something new, 

To do as other people do. 


There’s neighbour Vite, they keeps a chay, 
And ven she vants to dash away, 

And vie with all the buss and belles, 

Avay they vip to Tunbridge Vells ; 

And since ve all vant something new, 
Dear Villiam Vicks, I wish as you 

Vould do as other people do. 


Vat now, says Vill, vat vant you next ? 
Vhy, Vicks, I vowit makes me vext, 
To think ve lives in dirt and filth,~ 

A willa here would save my health ; 
And here’s a spot with charming view, 
Dear Villiam Vicks, I wish as you 
Vould do as other people do. 


The house was bought, and madam now 
Must have a coach, and servants too ; 

A pair of horses, smooth and sleek, 
And routs and parties thrice a week : 
Poor Vill began his fate to rue, 

But she replied, you know as you 

Must do as other people do. 


At length Vill’s cash grew very brief, 
And Vill turned o’er another leaf ; 

The maids dismissed, the house was sold, 
And coach and horses, too, we’re told: 
Vhy Vicks, says she, vat shall ve do, 
Egad says, Vill, you know that you 
Must do as other people do. 


Ma’am didn’t like her change of life, 
So death vipped off poor Vicks’s vife ; 
And now retrieving his affairs, 

Most Christian-like his loss he bears: 
And if you ask him, ‘* How d’ye do?” 
“«« Indeed,” says Vill, “ to tell you true, 
T do as other people do.” 


GIF ILEPF 


SAY, SIMPLE MAID, HAVE YOU 
FORMED ANY NOTION. 


A DUET. 
(G. Colman.) 


He.—Ou! say, simple maid, have you formed 
any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in crossing the 
ocean ? 
When winds whistle shrilly, ah! would they 
remind you 
To sigh, with regret, for the grot left be- 


OH! 


hind you. 
She.—Ah! no, I could follow, and sail the world 
over, 
Nor think of my grot when I look at my 
lover ; 


The winds which blow round us, your arms 
for my pillow, 

Will lull us to sleep while we’re rocked by 
the billow. 


et en Be 
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He.—Then say, lovely lass, what if haply espying, 
A rich gallant vessel, with gay colours 
flying ? 
She.—V’ll journey with thee, love, to where the 
land narrows, 
And fling all my cares at my back with my 
arrows. 


Both.—Oh! say, then, my true love, we never 
will sunder, 
Nor shrink from the tempest, nor dread the 
big thunder ; 
Still constant, we’ll laugh at all changes of 
weather, 
And journey all over the world both together. 


GAIL LILP? 


M‘SCRAPE ; 
OR, THE IRISH FIDDLER. 
(Pearce. ) 
AT the wake, at the fair, at the harvest-home 
meeting, 
To have M‘Scrape among them, good Lord, what 
entreating ! 
When they saw me, the women were all in a 
giggle, 


And hardly stood still for tuning the fiddle ; 
How madly they’d foot it, to brisk “ Andrew 
Keary,” 
And at ‘‘ Shelin-a-gig,” oh, they’d make my arm 
weary. 
What amorous looks have I seen folks exchanging, 
While engaged in the figure, the rogues would be 
ranging ! 
To give them a hint that I guest at their fancies, 
And to suit to their wishes the tunes of the dances, 
Pve known ‘* Roger de Coverly”’ turn them quite 
crazy, 
And they’d call for a cup, when I’ve played 
«« Mrs. Casey.”’ 


Towards morn, when returning, each step was a 
‘caper ,— 

’Od rat it, no pity had they on the scraper! 

The girls out of bed, as we tript along, leapt up— 

To peep at the frolic their neighbours so kept up: 
And I, in return, for their glances caressing, 
Played ‘* Petticoat-loose” while the hussies were 

dressing. 


GLOEP POLS 


THE DRY LEAVES ARE FALLING. 
[Translated from the Russian. ] 
(Bowring. ) 


THE dry leaves are falling, 
The cold breeze above 

Has stript of its glories 
The sorrowing grove. 


The hills are all weeping, 
The field is a waste ; 

The songs of the forest 
Are silent and past : 


And the songsters are vanished ; 
In armies they fly 

To a clime more benignant, 
A friendlier sky. 


The thick mists are veiling 
The valley in white ; 

With the smoke of the village 
They blend in their flight. 


And lo! on the mountain, 
The wanderer stands, 
And sees the pale autumn 
Peryading the lands, 


Thou sorrowful wanderer, 
Sigh not—-nor weep ! 

For nature, though shrouded, 
Will wake from her sleep. 


The spring proudly smiling, 
Shall all things revive ; 

And gay bridal garments 
Of splendour shall give. 


But man’s chilling winter 
Is darksome and dim; 
For no second spring-tide 
E’er dawns upon him. 


The gloom of his evening, 
Time dissipates never ; 

His sun, when departed, 
Is vanished for ever. 


GLILIPL? 


TO BACCHUS THE LIBATION POUR. 


THE wealth of Gyges I despise, 

Gems have no charms to tempt the wise ; 
Riches I leave and such vain things, 

To the low aim and pride of kings. 


Let my bright hair with unguents flow, 
With rosy garlands crown my brow ; 
This sun shall roll in joy away, 
To-morrow is a distant day. 


Then while the hour serenely shines, 
Toss the gay dye and quaff the wines ; 
But ever in the genial hour, 

To Bacchus the libation pour, 

Lest Death, in wrath, approach and cry, 
Man,—taste no more the cup of joy. 


CPL IIL IF 


THE FAITHFUL CAMP-BUTCHER. 


SAM STEEL is my name, and a man of some fame, 
For where the boys march, there am I; 
Yet, pray take me right, I mean not to fight, 
No—mine is their wants to supply: 
For go where I will, I knock down and kill, 
And prove, if you’ll give me belief, 
By night and by day, a friend as you'll say, 
And find them old English roast beef. 
Brave boys! 
And tind them old English roast beef. 


Like Britons they beat, and like Britons they eat, 
And while I can handle a knife, 

I’ll cut up and carve, a soldier to serve, 
E’en though at the risk of my life. 

And since in the battle, though cannons may rattle, 
A soldier’s a stranger to grief, 

I'll prove very clear, to my heart they are dear, 
And find them old English roast beef. 

Brave boys, &c. 


Then this, too, I’ll boast, Old England’s my toast, 
And her champions for ever, say I; 

May they fight in her cause, nor e’er make a pause, 
Till they see all her enemies fly. 

And if I turn tail in my duty or fail, 
Why, may I be hanged like a thief ; 

No, no, while I live, my assistance Ill give, 
And find them old English roast beef. 

Brave boys, &c. 


GO, AND MENTION LOVE NO MORE, 
A QUARTETT. 


(Soane.) 


Go, seek some virgin heart, 
Which sorrow never knew ; 

Such may thy love impart, 
That to thy worth is due. 
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Sorrows I dare not name, 
My heart unseen consume, 
Like the undying flame 
That lights a tomb. 
Must then my heart its hopes forego, 
And no return my passion know ? 


Prithee let her alone ; 
When sought as a favour, 
From Venus [ own, 
Not a kiss would have savour ; 
Sighs and tears I regard as a joke, 
The heart that I prize, 
Must leap through the eyes, 
Ere a word by the lips can be spoke. 


Ah! do all my hopes deceive me ? 
Poor heart, retire, 
Nor soothe desire, 

With hope she’ll e’er receive thee. 


Go, seek some virgin heart ; 
May love for love impart. 
In pity, hence! thy suit give o’er, 
And mention love to me no more. 


SLOP PELL? 


O’ER THE WATER TO CHARLIE. 


COME boat me o’er, come row me 0’er, 
Come boat me o’er to Charlie ; 

T’ll gie John Ross anither bawbee, 
To ferry me o’er to Charlie. 


CHORUS. 
We'll o’er the water, we’ll o’er the sea, 
We'll o’er the water to Charlie ; 
Come weel, come woe, we’ll gather and go 
And live or die wi’ Charlie. 


It’s weel I lo’e my Charlie’s name, 
Though some there be abhor him; 
But, O! to see Auld Nick gaun hame, 

And Charlie’s faes before him! 
We'll o’er the water, 


I swear by moon and starns sae bright, 
And sun that glances early, 
If I had twenty thousand lives, 
I’d gie them a’ for Charlie. 
We'll o’er the water, 


&e. 


&e. 


I ance had sons, but now hae nane 3 
I bred them toiling sairly ; 
And I wad.bear them a’ again, 
And lose them a’ for Charlie. 
We’ll o’er the water, 


LGPOEP OL? HP 


DO AS YOU’D BE DONE BY. 


THOUGH strange it may seem, I was once very 
oung, 
And lullaby, over me, mother she sung ; 
She was a good kind-hearted dame, 
She taught her child to be the same, 
And acted right nobly her son by; 
In her arms she'd enfold me, 
As kissing, she told me 
One maxim to mind, 
In the world I should find ; 
Says she, it will be most proper for you, 
In all things you say, in all things you do. 
To mind the rule, 
Which is so good, 
They learn at school, 
Where’er I cou’d, 
To do as you’d be done by. 


&c. 


This lesson once learnt, I could never forget— 
Straight forward in life very early I set, 

cee Cupid, with arrow and bow, 

Shot me through the heart, heigho! 
A sweet little girl I was won by, 
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A pretty young creature, 
In form, face, and feature, 
Caught me by surprise, 
With her lovely blue eyes. 
I pressed her hand, and took a kiss, 
Which mightily seemed to offend the miss ; 
Bui I never forsook, 
What I learnt at school, 
So another I took, 
For it was my rule 
To do as I’d be done by. 


At last, o’er the maid my entreaties prevail, 
She smiled consent, as I told my fond tale ; 
And from morning to night, like a king, 
I listen while spousy will sing, 
For music my fancy was won by. 
She capers so neatly, 
And warbles so sweetly, 
I cry encore, 
When I wish for more, 
For whenever I’m pleased, I always applaud, 
And I show when I’m happy at home or abroad 
I make this roar 
To please my queen, 
And cry encore, 
Because I mean 
To do as I’d be done by. 


THE TOPER’S CALENDAR. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

IN Featherbed-lane I arose, 

Went to Milk-street my breakfast to find ; 
To Pudding-lane next then 1 goes, 

Between that and Pie-corner I dined : 
Being thirsty, I wandered again, 

A place proper for drinking to meet ; 
I didn’t much like Water-lane, 

So got tipsy in Liquorpond-street. 
But not having here drank my fill, 

In Sun-street I finished the game, 
Till my head it was all Addle-hill, 

And down Gutter-lane sprawling I came ; 
Leg-alley to master I tried, 

But found ’twas all Labour in Vain, 
For I staggered so from side to side, 

I thought ev’ry place Crooked-lane. 


At the Brewers I got a fresh pot, 
At the Tumble-down Dick had a fall ; 
At the Green Man and Still spirits got, 
But stuck fast in the Hole-in-the- Wail. 
At the Shoulder of Mutton and Cat, 
Grown hungry, I eat like a glutton ; 
For your Cat, says I, you may take that, 
[ Snapping his fingers. 
Only give me the Shoulder of Mutton. 
Now wanting a good parting cup, 
A Dollar I spent at the Crown, 
And being completely knocked up, 
By the Hammer and Hand was knocked down. 
In the watch-house I got don’t know how, 
Then being, as quickly I found, 
As tipsy as Davy’s old sow, 
I looked like the hog in the pound. 


GPPraG LIFE 


A HERO MY SOLDIER RETURNS. 
‘Shannon. ) 


WITH victory’s wreath on his brow, 
A hero my soldier returns ; 
Ah! does he remember each vow 3 
My heart, how it trembles and burns. 
No longer the drum’s martial sound, 
Tells the sad hour we must sever ; 
’Tis love’s herald, proclaiming around, 
Fond hearts are united for ever. 
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In absence I’ve numbered the days, 
That past by my fast falling tears. 

But this moment of transport o’erpays 
Whole ages of anguish and fears. 
No longer the drum’s martial sound, &c. 


GIF ILC ILA 


MOSS ROSES. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


Ir was in Ireland, sweet place, where my daddy 
was living, 
When first I was born upon Liffy’s sweet banks, 
Where content we enjoyed all that heaven was 
giving, 
And returned by the priest to the parish our 
thanks ; 
O! ’twas there, too, I first met with Teddy, my 
jewel, 
Who took me from home, though I loved him 
so well ; 
And now, without pity, false hearted and cruel, 
He’s left me to mourn, while moss roses I sell. 


I was sweet seventeen, not a month or two older, 
When Teddy first gave me the half of his heart, 
But he soon took it back, and then went for a 
soldier, 
No man but a brute could have done such a part ; 
Ye lasses of Ireland, take this for a warning, 
Believe not the stories your sweethearts may 
tell 5 
For if parents and home you for love should be 
scorning, 
Like me you'll be crying moss roses to sell. 


GLLIPPLIL 


ALBION, THY SEA-ENCIRCLED ISLE. 
A GLEE. 


ALBION, thy sea-encircled isle 

Wit plenty shall for ever smile ; 

Kind Nature sheds her genial showers, 
To raise thy fruits and paint thy flowers ; 
While all the graces of the spring, 

Along thy cheerful valleys sing : 

What Nature yields, what arts command, 
Is found in Britain’s happy land. 


OP IPPIIF 


POOR HARRY. 


PRAY, ladies, did you ever hear 
Of a shepherd, whose name was Harry, 
Who lived a bachelor fifty year, 
Then resolved, silly man, to marry? 
Who lived, &c. 


Next morn he early rose, 
And dressed in his best clothes, 
Determined he no more from time to time would 
dally : 
But ’twas a luckless day, 
For all his neighbours say 
The first of April twas, when a courting he went 
to Sally. ; 


He swore he loved her passing well, 
And fain with her would marry ; 

But mark, I pray, what now befel 
The love-sick shepherd, Harry; 

For when he knelt, and vowed he’d take 
To wife none else but Sal, 

The only answer she would make, 
Was fal de ral, lal de ral lal. 


Of wealth he had good store, 
Few shepherds could boast more ; 
For that alone, most maids, he thought, his wife 
would gladly be. 


So he searched the village round, 
But no where could be found 
A lass, who any answer made, but fal de ral, lal 
de ral lal. 


So bachelors all, take warning I pray, 
And think of the fate of poor Harry ; 

Nor let fifty years of your life pass away, 
Before you determine to marry. 

This council I give, now mind what I say ; 
If you so long stand shilly shally, 

And let all the prime of your life pass away, 
Don’t expect a young woman to marry. 

Don’t expect, &c. 


GLE LIF LS? 


TO-MORROW’S A CHEAT, LET’S BE 
MERRY TO-DAY. 


To-MORROW’S a cheat, let’s be merry to-day, 

And to time filla goblet, "twill force him to stay ; 

Who but cowards would e’er at his summons 
repine ? @ 

Who but cowards would steal from a liquor divine ? 

For ’tis wine that can blunt the keen thorn of pale 
sorrow, 

As it moistens the flower that may fade ere to- 
morrow. 


Since rosy contentment dwells not with the great, 


| Leave wealth and dull thinking to slaves of the 


state ; 

But let mirth and good humour our banquet still 
share, 

And wine be our armour against sullen care ; 

For ’tis wine, generous wine, blunts the thorn of 
pale sorrow, 

As it moistens the flower that may fade ere to- 
morrow. 


To-morrow’s a cheat—the blest moment let’s prize, 


The sting of reflection age bids us despise ; 

Come, triendship, then, sweeten the care-drown- 
ing bowl, 

That’s sacred to love, the delight of the soul. 

For ’tis wine that can blunt the keen thorn of pale 


sorrow, 
As it moistens the flower that may fade ere to- 
morrow. 
LOVELY SUE. 
(Jones. ) 


WHEN first young Henry on the plain 
Declared his love was true, 

The maiden that believed his pain 
Was charming lovely Sue. 


He told a simple artless tale, 
’Twas formed but to subdue; 

Then Henry seemed to breathe the gale, 
And live for only Sue. 


Full twelve long months the youthful maid 
Believed his passion true ; 

Then, woe to her, by him betrayed, 
He left poor lovely Sue. 


Far, far, to sea he sail’d away, 
While she no comfort knew, 

Till sorrow called from earth aw . 
The soul of lovely Sue. 


DABBLE’s CHAPTER ON TRADES. 
( Arnold.) 


My life has been chequered by suri‘nine and 
shades ; 
It presents every craft, like a large book of trades. 
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The art of the locksmith I learnt very soon, 
For my father, the jailor, turned keys toe some tune. 
Merry days, oh! merry days, oh! oh! oh: 
merry days. 


As a dentist, so clever I very soon grew, 
That instead of one tooth, I would oft pull out two ; 
But the folks, though they thought me their ven- 
geance beneath, 
Cut my shop, and so proved they had cut their eye- 
teeth. 
Merry days, oh! &c. 


As a playwright,—a tragedy fell from my pen, 
Twas rejected ;—my friends all exclaimed—write 
again ; 
One only was candid, he said and said true— 
Ne’er bring out a play, you'll be d—ned ¢f you do. 
Merry days, oh! &c 


As a medical man in a village I tried, 
There my fame will long live, for my patients all 
died: 
I was starved, but as sexton, I thought I must 
thrive, 
So I buried my dead, just to keep me alive. 
Merry days, oh! &c. 


As an auctioneer now, I soon figured away, 
"Till a lot of choice wine I knocked down cheap one 
day, 
My Ba net: swore I, having longed for a sup, 
Knocked it down to myself—and so that knocked 
me Up. 
Merry days, oh! &c. 


PPP POPP? 


THE GREEN LEAVES FADE IN THE 
FOREST’S SHADE, 


(Miss Bryant. ) 
THE green leaves fade in the forest’s shade, 
The flowers in the lowly vale, 
When the verdure dies in Autumnal sighs, 
And yields to the wintry gale. 


But the blooming Spring on a sportive wing 
Glides slily over the scene ; 

On each flow’ry bed is new odour shed, 
And the leaves of the forests are green. 


So grief inshrouds in her misty clouds 
The heart when o’ershadowed by pain ; 
Till Hope’s bright glance dispels the trance, 
And Happiness smiles again. 


GPOLOLD? 


OH, THE GALLANT FISHER’S LIFE. 


On, the gallant fisher’s life 
It is the best of any, 
Tis full of pleasure, void of strife, 
And ’tis beloved by many ; 
Other joys 
Are but toys, 
Only this 
Lawful is, 
For our skill 
Breeds no ill, 
But content and pleasure. 


In a morning up we rise, 
Ere Aurora’s peeping, 
Drink a cup to wash our eyes, 
Leave the sluggard sleeping. 
Then we go 
To and fro, 
With our knacks 
At our backs, 
To such streams 
Asthe Thames, 
If we have the leisure. 


When we please to walk abroad, 
For our recreation, 
In the fields is our abode 
Full of delectation. 
Where in a brook, 
With a hook; 
Or a lake, 
Fish we take, 
There we sit 
For a bit, 
Till we fish entangle. 


We have gentles in a horn, 
We have paste and worms, too ; 
We can watch both night and morn 
Suffer rain and storms, too. 
None do here 
Use to fear, — 
Oaths do fray 
Fish away, 
We sit still, 
Watch our quill, 
Fishers must not wrangle. 


If the sun’s excessive heat 
Makes our bodies swelter, 
To an osier hedge we get 
For a friendly shelter. 
Where, in dike, 
Perch or pike, 
Roach or dace, 
We do chase, 
Bleak or gudgeon, 
Withont grudging, 
We are still contented. 


Or we sometimes pass an hour 
Under a green willow, 
That defends us from a shower, 
Making earth our pillow. 
There we may 
Think and pray, 
Before death . 
Stops our breath 5 
Other joys | 
Are but toys, 
And to be lamented. 


PL ILIL LIF 


2 


I AM A LAD WELL KNOWN IN TOWN. 


Air—“ Jolly Dick, the Lamplighter.” 


T AM alad well known in town, 
For friendship, mirth, and fun, 
Among the fair, the black, the brown, 
My daily course I run; 
I chat with Bet, I toy with Sall, 
I dance with Kate and Sue ; 
My part I play with ev’ry girl, 
So fond of something new. 
'To kiss and keep it up’s my aim, 
For I’m a roving blade ; 
Tom Bowling is my saucy name, 
A rover I by trade ; 
Shall drowsy watchmen me perplex, 
hat ramble through the town? 
I love my bottle and the sex, 
They all my sorrows drown. 


Then bring me bowls of gen’rous wine, 
And pledge me with the same ; 

Since life’s a jest, I’ll ne’er repine, 
Despair’s an empty name ; 

The fay’rite catch, the sprightly glee, 
That pleasing scenes impart, 

In flowing numbers welcome me, 
And cheer the merry heart. 


SPILL LaP 
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Riches and health are a bubble, 


There’s nothing delightful but care, 
Nor anything pleasing but trouble. 





LET US ALL BE UNHAPPY TOGETHER. 
(Dibdin. ) 


WE bipeds, made up of frail clay, 
Alas, are the children of sorrow ; 

And, though brisk and merry to-day, 
We all may be wretched to-morrow : 

For sunshine’s succeeded by rain, 
Then, fearful of life’s stormy weather, 

Lest pleasure should only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 


I grant, the best blessing we know 

Is a friend—for true friendship’s a treasure, 
And yet, lest your friend prove a foc, 

Oh, taste not the dangerous pleasure. 
Thus friendship’s a flimsy affair, 

Thus riches and health are a bubble, 
Thus there’s nothing delightful but care, 

Nor anything pleasing but trouble. 


If a mortal would point out that life 
Which on earth could be nearest to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his stars, choose a wife 
To whom truth and honour are given : 
Bat honour and truth are so rare, 
And horns, when they’re cutting, so tingle, 
That, with all my respect for the fair, 
I’d advise him to sigh and live single. 


It appears, from these premises, plain, 

That wisdom is nothing but folly, 
That pleasure’s a term that means pain, 

And that joy is your true melancholy ; 
That all those who laugh ought to cry, 

That ’tis fine frisk and fun to be grieving, 
And that, since we must all of us die, 

We should taste no enjoyment while living, 


CIPI POFL LIOR 





SHE LOVED, AND LOVED SINCERELY 





DOWN IN THE QUIET VALE, 
Air— Fra tanti A ngoscie.”’—~(W. Ball.) 


Down in the quiet vale, 
Where the waters straying, 

List the sweet nightingale 
Soft notes are playing, 


O, ’tis my love I hear, 
In her myrtle-bower ; 

Mine is that signal dear, 
’Tis the promised hour. 


Come, then, my light guitar, 
Wake an answering measure, 

While yon bright-beaming star 
Guides me to my treasure. 


There the charm thy strain imparts 
Shall join that lay inviting ; 

O, like our melting hearts, 
Both in one uniting. 


GPIPPIOEP 


(Upton. ) 


THE tear that pearled my Clara’s cheek, 
And dewed the rose of Beauty, 

In glist’ning raptnre seemed to speak, 
How high it prized the duty ; 

And, ere the drop dissolved away, 
From where it clung so dearly, 

The matchless maid was heard to say,— 
She loved, and loved sincerely, 


The blush that crimsoned Clava’s face, 
Her every look adorning, 

Gave softening sweetness to each grace 
Like sun-tints of the morning ! 

But sweeter to the trembling heart, 
That beats for her so dearly, 

To hear my Clara’s tongue impart— 
She leved, and loved sincerely, 


HITTING THE MARK; 
OR, MODEST STORIES. 


Air~“ Bow, wow, wow.”—(E. W. Cox.) 


ONE day as I was walking 

In a place they call Moorfields, SITS, 
I saw St. Panl’s a stalking, 

And going on two wheels, sirs ; 
Upon it grew a tree, 

And, though it may seem odd, sirs, 
Indeed, it puzzled me, 

For an apple-tree it was, sits. 


The codlins all were ripe, 

And just began to fall, sirs, 
And killed, I’m almost sure, 

Ten thousand men in all, sirs! 
Their blood ran down in streams, 
- And did so swiftly flow, sirs, 
That, in its course, it made 

A thousand mills to go, sirs. 


One brook there was to each, 
And in each were such fish, sirs, 
Full forty feet in length ! 
'Fhey’d make a famous dish, sirs, 
YT swallowed one of these, 
And found it did digest, sirs 5 
But,. afterall, E swore 
‘That good roast beef was best, sirs. 


Besides all this, I’ve done, 

And seen, too, many a wonder, 
But I will tell but one, 

Lest 1 should make a blunder 3 
For I always stick to truth, 

And never like to stretch, sirs, 
Or go beyond the mark, 

Lest I reproof should catch, sirs. 


Well, then, one day I walked 
To China, and there saw, sirs, 
Aman, full ten feet high, 
Devour six oxen, raw, Sirs ; 
He swallowed bones and all, 
And seemed to like it, too, sirs ; 
At one spring, he cleared a wall, 
Full eighty feet and two, sirs. 


He took a ball of silk, 

And jerked it to the sky, sirs ; 
And from it ran down milk, 

Enough for you and I, sirs ; 
But, then, to end it all, 

He clambered up himseli, sirs, 
And, fearing he would fall, 

I followed him myself, sirs. 


But what I there did see, 

I will not tell you now, sirs 5 
But I must take my leave, 

And humbly to you bow, sirs ; 
If you these things believe, 

You're welcome all to hiss, sirs, 
But, if you don’t, why, heave 

A hand, and clap like this, sizs. 


GILSLIFPP? 


SPORTSMEN, WHO ARE STANCH AND 


TRUE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


SPORTSMEN, who are stanch and true, 


Ne’er the timid hare pursue 
Quiv’ring, quaking, 

Shiv’ring, shaking, 

Trembling, tott’ring, in her flight 
She their pity would excite. 





UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; -OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


But who a badger set at bay, 

Wishes not to make his prey ? 
Where’s the heart compassion shocks, 
To ensnare the subtle fox ? ; 


Come on, then, and partake the spoils, 
Cunning renard’s in the toils; 

Sly and artful, Ill prepare 

For my madam such a snare, 

So close and cunning, a wife-gin, 

With her eyes open, she’ll run in. 
"Ware haunches, Juno, for I'll follow 
Hard at your heels, with a view hollow! 


PPIF IP IP? 


OLD AND NEW TIMES. 
Air—* Mr. Simphin lived at Leeds.” 


THE times are vastly altered, since I’ve grown from 


boy to man, : 

There’s nothing in the present day, but’s changed 

the olden plan ; 

The horses used to break their knees against the 

highways then, 

But now, alas, the highways are all broken by the 
men. 


Folks used to be contented then with walking in 


the street, 
But now they go ballooning, as a most especial 
treat ; 


| Now, if with grief you’re bursting, there’s no relief, 


E deem, 
Till the carriage brings your handkerchief, that you 
may cry by steam. 


Time was when old St. Bride’s church was hid up 
to the steeple, 

And the architects built plenty of good houses for 
the people ; 

But now it’s all quite altered, and, as population 
rouses, 

The greatest feat will next be to make people for 
the houses. 


Time was when men could ruined be, and nota 
word was said, 

A man threw first his cash away, then shot bullets. 
at his head ! 

Public gaming-houses then were free for men to 
risk and play, 

But now the splendid club-houses. have driven them 
away. 


For mystery the town has now a mighty predilec- 
tion, 

Excepting with the benevolent for a public sub- 
scription ; 

You may know at once, by newspapers, who visit 
poor in hovels, 


_ Though you must not think of asking who wrote 


the last new novels. 


Time was when with our ladies good English would 
do, 

But now, alas, each modern miss must learn to 
parlez-vous : 


_ They pride themselves on foreign tongues, and all 


such foolish stuff, 
When surely for the female sex one tongue is quite 


enough. 

When I was young, humanity was never talked 
abeut, ; 

But, in these days of feeling, it makes a pretty 
rout 5 


You must not whip your horse at ali, not even if 
he spurns ye, 

Nor knock your donkeys’ heads about, so says Sir 
Richard Birnie, 
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Time was when you might have a chat with acap- 
tain of light horse, 

Without once thinking that your friend would print 
yeur words of course ; 

But now to Paternoster-row they go, sans hesita- 
tion, 

Yo publish forth to all the world your private con- 
versation. 


I remember well the time, too, when, in my youth- 
ful days, 

That twenty actors then were used for comedies 
and plays, 

But now the English Opera, it is a great re- 
former, 

And to save all great expense is carried on by one 
performer. 


Time was the Thames was open from Vauxhall to 
Wapping Stairs, 

But now the river’s choked up with bridges and re- 

airs, 

There’ nothing now but river-baths, coal-barges, 
and old hulls, 

And watermen, like skeletons, all sleeping on their 
skulls. 


OPPO PPEP? 


PEACE AND HEALTH TO THEE, TOM 
MOORE. 


(Lord Byron.) 


MY boat is on the shore, 
And my bark is on the sea; 
But, ere I go, Tom Moore, 
Here’s a double health to thee. 


Here’s a sigh for thase I love, 
And a smile for those I hate, 

And, whatever sky’s above, 
Here’s a heart for any fate. 


Though the ocean roars around me, 
It still shall bear me on; 

Though a desert should surround me, 
It hath springs that may be won. 


Were it the last drop in the well, 
As I gasped on the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirits fell, 
Tis to thee that I would drink. 


In that water, as this wine, 
The libation I would pour, 

Should be—Peace to thee and thine, 
And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 


GPR IL IGF 


PAT’S APOLOGY FOR BULLS; 
OR, THE IRISHMAN’S EXCUSE FOR BLUNDERS. 


WHAT man from mistakes or from blunders is 
free 7— 
From monarch enthroned, to poor Pat of Tralee ; 
Some blunder in judgement, in action are wrong, 
But Pat’s greatest blunder’s a slip of the tongue. 
Whack, whack, whack, whack, botheration, 
O whack! 


Don’t the great men of state often blunder about, 

And when some blunder in, sure, the rest blunder 
out; 

Though places they want not, ‘yet that’s all a 
bother, 

For don’t they say one thing, and mean quite 
another ? 

Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


Our minister, too, I’ve a mighty strong notion, 
Has blu dered a bit in his Union motion ; 
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For some folks wiil tell you, the question is whe- 
ther 
He has not divided by joining together. 
Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


They say that a bull is the plant of our nation, 
But jesting on that score is quite out of fashion, 
For long ’t has been proved that poor Pat’s not to 
blame, . 
When a Scot born in Cork, faith, would do just 
the same. 
Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


To drink a choice bottle is honest Pat’s plan, 

But John Bull expected to bottle the man ; 

A time for reflection, we match to a feather, 

For England’s a nation of bulls altogether. 
Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


All ranks and professions all blunder alike, 

The doctor when wrong, but the lawyer if right : 

Yet, blunder or not, you may safely rely on’t, 

He loses no fee till he’s ruined his client. 
Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


But can it be said, though in blunders a sinner, 

That Pat shuts his door when he sits down to din- 
ner ; 

Or, fighting for George, when the cannons loud 
thunder, 

Whoe’er can say, then, that poor Pat makes a 
blunder. 

Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


With a heart ever warm to his girl and his friend, 
With life, or his honour would either defend ; 
In danger or sorrow, still bound to them fast, 
To leave them in trouble would not Pat be the 
last? 
Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


In a glass of good whiskey, then, drink this toast 
round, 

Without blunders, may honour and friendship 
abound ; 

May the foes of our nation be mended by sorrow, 

And long life to them all, if they all die to-mor- 
row. 


Whack, whack, whack, &c. 


GILLIE LER 


THIS HEART, WARMED BY LOVE, FEELS 
VIBRATING FOR YOU. 


Air— They may rail at this life.” —(T. Jones.) 


WHEN the sunshine of youth is no longer display- 
ing ~ 
Its visions of splendour to brighten the eye, 
When the world’s gaudy pleasures are quickly de- 
caying, 
And life’s fading hopes leave a cloud in the sky ; 
Then, then, e’en as now, those affections I’ve 
cherished, 
Shall bloom in this bosom as firm and as true, 
Nor shall aught till the life-blood itself shall have 
perished 
Cause this heart, warmed by love, cease to vi- 
- brate for you. 


If I’m told that life’s joys are unsteady and flect- 
ing, 
That Time, while he ripens, each year steals 
away, ; 
Love ripens with him, aye, and marks his retreats 
ing, ; 

And grows in affection with each fleeting day! 
Then if, in advancing, you think of past plea- 
sure, t 
1 think of the present, and still keep in view 
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Those gems of affection, which add to the trea- 
sure, 
This heart, warmed by love, feels vibrating for 
you. . 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


PPLE CEO? 


WHEN A LITTLE FARM wt KEEP. 
A COMIC DUET. 
(Reynolds. ) 


He.—WHEN a little farm we keep, 
And have little girls and boys, 
With little pigs and sheep, 
‘To make a little noise, 
Oh, what happy merry days we’ll sec ! 


She.—Then we’ll keep a little maid, 
And a little man beside, 
And a little horse and pad, 
+ To take a little ride, 
With the children sitting on our knee. 


He.—The boys I’ll conduct. 
She.—The girls I'll instruct. 


He.— In reading, I’ll engage, 
Each son is not deficient 5 
She.—In music, I presage, 
Each girl is a proficient. 


He.—Now, boy, your B A—B A, 
She.—Now, girl, your solfa. 


| Here she is supposed to teach a girl to sing, and he to 
teach a boy to read by telling him little stories. | 


Both.—When a little farm we keep, 
And have little girls and boys, 
With little pigs and sheep, 
To make a little noise,— 
Oh, what happy merry days we'll see! 


GIEPPEPPPP 


THE SAILOR’S DIRGE. 


SEW up the hammock! Death has laid 
Poor Jack in Honour’s bed 5 

Heave out a sigh, and lower away, 
Our gallant messmate’s dead. 


A right true-hearted lad was he, 
A seaman stout and bold ; 

He loved his friend, he loved his girl, 
But now his heart is cold. 


So long as French or Spaniard fought, 
No lion was more brave ; 

But when he cried for quarter, none 
Than Jack more free to save. 


When overboard, and struggling hard 
For life’s dear sake, was I, 

Though wild the waves, and loud the wind, 
Jack heard my piteous ery. 


He asked no leave of paltry fear, 
But swam, and took me out; 

Now Jack must sink, and I may swim, 
So fortune veers about. 


Farewell, poor Jack! though o’er thy head 
The ocean-billows roll, 

Good hope that Heaven’s sweet mercy there 
Will find and save thy soul. 


Dd a ee 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
NATURE.AND MELODY. 
(Cherry. ) 


WHAT sounds can compare with the joys we im- 
part, 


















.| When the sweet voice of nature comes warm from. 


the heart ? 
Can your minims or crochets such harmony prove, 
As the strain of true friendship, when sweetened 


by love ? 
No, No, 
When such music invites us, 
Oh! Oh! 


How sweet is the strain! 
"Tis the soul’s purest essence that thrills to delight 
us, 
And we long to encore it again and again. 


How sweet floats the song when the subject’s re- 
vealed, 

Nor in shakes, nor in graces, its moral concealed ; 

But when science the thoughts of the poet control, 

The notes may surprise—but untouched is the 


soul. 
No, No, 
When such music assails us, 
Oh! Oh! . 


How fruitless the strain! 
If the heart cannot feel, the sound nought avails 
us. 
We ne’er long to encore it, again or again. 


Then why from Italia her squallers invite, 

When our own native strains are so formed to 
delight ? 

Here nature and melody walk hand in hand, 

And discord ne’er blew his harsh trump o’er our 


land. 
No, No, 
Native music invites us, 
Oh! Oh! 


Let us cherish the strain ! 
Tis fair liberty’s harp that in concord unites us, 
And ’till time’s latest date shall it ever remain. 


PPPLP PEP 


CUPID AMONG THE BACHELORS. 


AT a bachelor’s feast Tom Monk was presiding, 
Now at wedlock rude jeering, then Cupid deriding, 
When down flew the God from above ; 
Soon the bumpers are filled and the glasses all 
jingle, 
Cries Tom, here’s a health to the man who: lives 
single : 
So the claret they quaff, 
And at Cupid they laugh, 
And each bids defiance to women amd love. 


Sorely vexed that the topers his powers should 
despise y 
Off to Bacchus, indignant, the God of Love flies, 
Their conduct then straightway exposes ; 
When the jolly god hears of his vot’ries defiance, 
He consents with sly Cupid to form an alliance, 
So the grape-juice they quaff, 
And at bachelors laugh, 
While Bacchus this scheme of revenge then 
proposes. 
Make ’em feverish in love, and soon you will sce, 
To cool their scorched hearts each to drinking will 
flee, 
Which will only add fuel to fire ; 
So in love they will drink, and wine in return, 
Make the flame in their bosoms more ardently 
burn: 
So as bumpers they quaff, 
And at you while they laugh, 
My magical wine will the passion inspire. 


Quite charmed with the scheme, back the God of 
Love flew, 
And wounded each heart of the love-hating crew, 
His shafts not a man of them parried, 
And love instant kindling, tormented each heart, 
While the wine, ’stead of curing, augmented the 
smart, 
And as bumpers they quaffed, 
Cupid winked and he laughed, 
For to cure “em, next week ev’ry soul of ’em 
married. 


GPOAGCE IP 


JACK JUNK; 
OR, ALL IN HIS GLORY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


JACK JUNK was a tar who could tether his tack, 
Of his merits who never was talking ; 

if his friend was in limbo, he ne’er hung aback, 
‘And his courage it ne’er wanted caulking; 

Then Jack was, moreover, a comical dog, 
And if rightly I stick to my story, 

He would now and then get so aboard of the grog; 
Then, d’ye see, he was all in his glory. 


In battle, one day, with a jorum of flip, 
Jack, while crossing the deck began reeling, 
And fell, for his leg was shot off at the hip, 
But the liquor he just saved from spilling. 
Don’t you see, cried his captain, your leg’s off, 
you dog! 
Jack answered, if right is my story, 
Never mind it, for splice me! I’ve saved all the 
grog, 
So, d’ye see, he was all in his glory. 


Discharged on a pension, he’d not live forlorn, 
But wedlock’s wile ocean would weather, 

There he made Cuckold’s Point, and -he doubled 

Cape Horn, 

And his course and command lost together ; 

For his wife slipt her cable with some pirate dog, 
And Jack, just to wind up the story, 

Sprung the leak of despair, and so swigged at the 


Sr0gs 
That to Davy he went in his glory! 


VYLL TEACH THEE THE VERY FIRST 
LESSON OF LOVE. 
A DUET. 
(Terry.) 
He.—Hearken, damsel, to me, and I’ll teach thee 
The very first lesson of love ; 
She.—Kind sir, then begin, I beseech thee, 
And Ill do my best to improve. 
IHe.—Now say after me, amo! 
She.—Amo! 
He.— Again. 
She.—Amo! Oh, Oh! 
Both.—Oh, Oh! 
He.—-Now construe it. 
She.—I will. 
He.—Attend, and then the first lesson of love shall 
end ; 
Amo, I love, I am loving, or do love ;— 
She.—Amo, I love, am loving, or do love; 
And the love that I feel shall be ever a true 
love. 
He.—Bene, bene, conmeum, I see you’!l improve, 
She.—O yes, I am sure I shall quickly improve—I 
shall. ‘ 
Both.—O yes, I am sure—quickly impreve you 
will 
And bless the conjunction of learning and 
love. 


GILALIGE 
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A WEDDING’S SURE THE PLACE FOR 
FUN. 


Air—‘* Ally Croker.”’—(Miss Bryant.) 


A wedding’s sure the place for fun, 
Where lads and lasses meeting, 

All cares of life they gaily shun, 
And give each friend a greeting. 

With ribbons white and eyes so bright, 
They trip away the hours, 

And drive that lout old Sorrow out 
While culling Pleasure’s flowers. 


SPOKEN.] Now, ladies and gentlemen, as we’ve 
arrived from church, will you allow me to give the 
health and happiness of the new-married couple. 
—Certainly.— Bravo !—Huzza!—Dear me, I won- 
der your friend Mr. Dirtpaper, the poet, didn’t write 
an odd on the occasion, Mrs. Bloomly.—My dear 
madam, I think it would be rather odd if he did.— 
What a very industrious writer that young gentle- 
man is to be sure; why, they say he uses nearly 
ten quires of paper a day.—Yes, ma’am, and my 
father can swear it; for, keeping a cheesemonger’s 
shop, we buy it up afterwards for waste-paper.— 
Well, never mind that, I know by only looking 
in his face that he was born under some lucky star. 
—Yes, and I should take it to be a stationary pla- 
net.—Ladies, your conversation appears to be 
soaring very high.—Not very, sir, for we’ve only 
got toa sky-light after all.—Come, come, let all 
lights alone but delight, merriment’s the order of 
the day here—so fill the glasses, toast the lasses, 
and set the bells ringing.—Then perhaps that tall 
gentleman will just put his hand into the belfry and 
save us the trouble of going up stairs.— What do 
you mean by that, sir?—Don’t be offended, I’m 
sure I said nothing low.—Sir, you’re beneath my 
notice.—Well, I know I am; youstand nine feet 
nine, and I’m only four feet six.—Come, come, 
no quarrelling, for you know 


This is a wedding, 
A very merry wedding ; 

Where, blithe and gay, we sport and play, 
To hail the merry wedding. 





The dinner now so gaily drest, 
Fat geese and turkies nice, sirs ; 

With puddings, pies, to feast the eyes, 
All filled with fruits and spice, sirs. 

While each sits down the board to crown, 
*Twixt jolly Mirth and Laughter, 

Who rule so gay the wedding-day, 
Though Care oft slips in after. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! look, look, there’s a leg.— 
Where ?—Why, don’t you see? the leg of mntton. 
—Dear me, I thought it was something wonderful. 
—Oh! look, look! there’s a boat upset.—Where, 
where ?—Don’t be alarmed, ma’am, it’s only a but- 
ter-boat.—Really, sir, you ought to be ashamed 
of frightening one so with your greasy jokes.—So 
I ought to be sure, ma’am, when I look at you, for 
you’re enough to frighten a body out ot fat for a 
twelvemonth.—Oh you monster !—Don’t claim re- 
lationship with me, madam, if you please, that’s 
not my name.—Bless me, you’re very sharp, but 
I’ll be up to you, trust me.—Trust you! ’pon my 
soul, I wonldn’t give you credit for half a farthing.— 
Oh, go along, you poor ignorant fellow, I wonder 
I haven’t more sense than to listen to your stuff.— 
Stuff, indeed, but you only say so because you’re 
worsted.—l say, Tom, what’s the reason Dicky’s 
not here?—Oh, he’s gone to court.—What, to 
Windsor ?—No, to Sally Simpkins in Pudding-lane. 
—Come, I say, give me the horse-radish, and Ill 
scrape it; there, don’t I do it well? what are you 
laughing at, sir?—Laughing at, sir? not at you, 
I assure you, I think too little of "you.—What 
do you mean by that.—Why, you’re only fit to 
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clean my shoes, fellow.—I demand an explana- 
tion.—Why, an’t you a scraper?—Yes, and you 
deserve to get into a scrape for your joke.—Do I 2 


At a wedding, &c, 


The dance and song go merry round, 
While each his fair attending, 
Trips lightly o’er the beaten ground, 
While compliments are blending 5 
‘ Dear, I’m so tired,’ ¢ No, so admired,’ 
« Sweet Miss,’ © O hush your praise, sir,’ 
While to her eyes sweet visions rise 
Of future wedding-days, sir, 


SPoKEN.] Well, I never thought the young 
couple would be married, there were so many ob- 
jections.—Dear me, sir, don’t you know that’s the 
very reason they’re so fond of one another.—La, 
sir, perhaps you know all their courtship by heart ; 
come, now, being a friend of the family, suppose 
you sit down and tell me a few secrets, will you? 
—Really, ma’am, I must say yow’re very dry in 
your questions, but being no well I defy you to 
yump me.—Bless me, sir, there’s no occasion to 
kick up a dust.—I think it would be strange if I 
didn’t when you're sifting me.—What are all the 
company rising for ?—Why, to see the sunsetiing.— 
Oh, what a subject for thought to be sure, now I could 
stand here all night, by my soul, looking at him, 
and never leave the beautiful subject until I could 
think no more.—Yes, sir, and there’s the sun 
sending a few reflections in at the window, seem- 
ingly, to help you.—La, mama, only look at 
Mr. Dashaway, why, the poor young man looks the 
picture of grief.—Yes, miss, and he’s a very sorry 
fellow, too, I assure you.—Well, I certainly 
would have advised him to get another suit before 
he came here.—Another suit! why he’s got twenty 
too many on his back already ; though I pity him, 
too, for I believe he’s tired of running in debt now. 
—'Then I’d advise him to go to the King’s Bench 
and rest himself.—No, he’d rather not, I believe, 
he’s a great enemy to whitewash.—Vhat’s rather 
strange, for he is a Cambridge sizer himself. 
But come, hand about the wine, and let us have 
a quadrille.—Yes, I long to dos a do.—Then_sup- 
pose we have the union.—Whiat’s that, sir ?—Why, 

It’s amerry wedding, &c. 


SIILPICIEIP 


LET ROSY GARLANDS MY TEMPLES 
WREATH. 
(E. W. Cox.) 


Let rosy garlands now 
My jolly temples wreath ; 
And while laughs the wine, 
Let me their odours breathe ; 
Thy verdant thyrsus now, 
Brandishing on high, 
Bring, O Bacchus, bring, 
And fill me with thy joy. 


And thou, O pleasing love, 
And Venus, ever fair ; 

And bright Apollo, too, 
With thy golden hair; 

And mirthful Momus, all, 
Come, my banquet join, 

And wrap, O wrap my soul! 
In ecstasy divine! 

THE WANDERER’S RETURN. 


(Moncrieff. ) 


To the scenes of my childhood, 
When years had departed, 
To the haunts in the wild wood, 
With fondness [ came , 
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But though hope smiled before me, 
I felt heavy hearted ; 
One sad thought came o’er me, 
Ah! were they the same ? 
In many a sally, 
The brook flowed unaltered, 
The glen and the valley 
Still stood in their pride ; 
But the friends of my youth, 
Ah! where are they? I faltered ; 
Where are they? where are they ? 
An echo replied. 


Mute Nature still flourished 
In all her first beauty ; 
But the fond hearts that nourished 
My young hopes had flown ; 
The ties I had cherished 
Of friendship and duty, 
With them sadly perished, 
For ever were gone. 
And ere scarce passed over 
Youth’s few years of sorrow, 
For me some lone rover 
In friendship may sigh ; 
Where is he? the bard, " 
Whose wild strains cheered each morrow ; 
Where is he? where is he? 
Will echo reply. 


PIL EPOLI? 


THE WISE, FREEMASONRY WILL NE’ER 
DESPISE. 


( Blacklock.) 


THOUGH bigots storm and fools declaim, 
And masons, some through ign’rance blame ; 
The good, the just, the learned, the wise, 
Freemasonry will ne’er despise. 


O’er all the earth let masons join, 
To execute one grand design ; 

And strike amazement into fools, 
Who laugh at masons and their tools. 


On Justice, Truth, and Charity, 
This edifice shall founded be ; 
And will conspire to rear the whole 
By Wisdom’s just unerring rule. 
O’er all the earth, &c. 


Let every mason then prepare, 
By Virtue’s mould his work to square ; 
And every task adjusted be 
By levels of equality. 
O’er all the earth, &c. 


Let jollity and freedom then 
For ever in our lodge remain ; 
And still our work cemented be 
By universal harmony. 
O’er all the earth, &c. 


This structure we will fortify 
With the barrier of secresy ; 
A mason barrier we may boast 
Shall e’er impenetrable last. 
O’er all the earth, &e. 

To mutual love and friendship raised, 
This fabric shall by all be praised ; 
And those who strive to ridicule 
Our craft, shall but themselves befool. 

Then o’er all the earth, &c. 


OP LL IES 


WITH A HEY SCRIBBLE—HY SCRIBBLE 
HO! 
(T. Moore.) 


RoBERT RUMBLE, a poet of lyric renown, 
Hey scribble—hy scribble, ho 
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Was invited to dine with a ’squire out of town, 
With his hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 
His nag had a string-halt, as well as his lyre, 
So he mounted and rode to the house of the ’squire, 
Who was one of those kind-hearted men, that 
keep hounds, 
Just to hunt off the vermin from other men’s 
grounds, 
With my hey scribble, hy scribble, ho 


The huntsman that morning had bought an old | 


hack, 
Hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 
To cut up as a delicate lunch for the pack, 
With my hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 
But who-can describe Robert Rumble’s dismay, 
When the ’squire, after dinner, came smirking to 
sa 


y 
That, cearet of the dog-horse, some hard-hearted | 


wag 
Had cut up, by mistake, Robert Rumble’s lean 


nag. 
With his hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 


But “ comfort yourself,” said the ’squire to the 
bard, 
Hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 


<« There’s the dog-horse still standing alive in the | 


yard,” 
With my hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 

So they saddled the dog-horse, and homeward he 
set, 

So suspiciously eyed by each dog that he met, 

That you’d swear, notwithstanding his cavalry airs, 

They suspected the steed he was on should be 
theirs, 


With my hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 


Arrived safe at home, to his pillow he jogs, 
Hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 

And dreams all the night about critics and dogs, 
With his hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 

His nag seemed a Pegasus touched in the wind, 

And the curs were all wits of the true Cynic kind, 

Who, when pressed for a supper, must bite ere 

they sup, 

And who ate Robert Rumble’s poor Pegasus up, 

With a hey scribble—hy scribble, ho! 


GPLEL FELIS 


OH! OPEN THE DOOR. 
( Burns. ) 


On! open the door, some pity to show, 
Oh! open the door to me, oh! 

Though thou hast been false, Pll ever prove true, 
Oh! open the door to me, oh! 


Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek, 
But caulder thy love for me, oh! 

The frost that freezes the life at my heart, 
Is nought to my pains frae thee, oh! 


The wan moon is setting behind the white wave, 
And time is setting with me, oh! 

False friends, false love, farewell! for mair 
I’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, oh! 

She has opened the door, she has opened it wide ; 
She sees his pale corse on the plain, oh! 

My true love, she cried, and sank down by his side, 
Never to rise again, oh! 


PIPL LPO?PP 


ALL’S WELL. 
A DUET. 
(T. Dibdin. 
DESERTED by the waning moon, 
When skies proclaim night’s checrless noon ; 
On tower, fort, or tented ground, 
The sentry walks his lonely round ; 
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And should a footstep haply stray, 

Where caution marks the guarded way, 

“‘ Who goes there ? stranger, quickly tell.” 

“© A friend.” — “* The word.” — ** Good night, 
ALL’s WELL.” 


Or sailing on the midnight deep, 

While weary messmates soundly sleep, 

The careful watch patrols the deck, 

To guard the ship from foes or wreck ; 

And while his thoughts oft homeward veer, 

Some friendly voice salutes his ear, 

“‘ What cheer, brother, quickly tell ?” 

«© Above.”—** Below.”—** Good night, ALL’s 
WELL. 


GIOPF LOR? 


MOLLY MULROONEY. 
Air—** The Bard’s Legacy.’ 
Ir after death I shall ever survive, 
And return once more to my Molly dear ; 
I’ll send her a token to show I’m alive, 
Or I'll bring it myself, if I linger here. 
Molly Mulrooney, ’tis you, then, my honey, 
We'll tap a fresh barrel of Pym’s brown stout, 
And never stop filling while I have money ; 
But when it’s all gone—och! then turn me out. 


Often when day-light and digging was over, 
I shuffled my brogues at a twopenny hop; 
*Twas at the sign of the neat Merry Mower, 
And Molly Mulrooney she kept the shop. 
There Paddy M‘Quirk, a piper the sweetest, 
His chanter would thrill such a note alagone, 
That if you were snoring in sleep the deepest, 
You’d jump up and dance at the sound of his 
drone. 


One fault Paddy had, the quart if o’erfiowing, 
Qch! hell to the drop of it all but he’d drink, 
Just like the cock on his roest would be crowing, 
To swig it all off, d—n the matter he’d think. 
But when the beer in the jug it grew bashful, 
We played Pat a trick, and we thought it no sin ; 
Our pockets so empty, no longer quite cashful, 
OQ! we gave him the mug, but no ale within. 


THE TRAVELLING PERFUMER. 
( Brandon.) 


CoE hither, fair maidens, I’ve articles rare— 

For your cheeks I have roses, and scents for your 
hair ; 

I’ve trudged through the world to get fashions for 
you, 

From London’s gay shops to the mines of Peru. 

From head to the foot, my sweet maidens, I’ll fit 
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From. the latchets for shoes, to a wig, miss, so 
pretty. 
From Rome, and from Athens, so attic my trade is, 
My models, 
For noddles, 
Of Titus’s, 
Venus’s, 
Gods, goddesses—Grecks conjured up, from old 
Hades. 
Here’s my store of Brutus’ crops, 
Curled so fierce for damscels’ tops ; 
No Athenian of old 
Such neat wigs ever sold ; 
For in Art’s ample store-house I’ve marched 
through the crannies. 
Here’s my blacks, auburns, browns, 
A-la-Socrates’ crowns, 
To thatch our wise old grannies. 
“« For the wife so demure and so tender, 
Who can scold in a voice soft and slender ; 
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Here’s my wig la Medusa, 
Where the snakes turn seducer 3 


And you'll swear, while her eye seems the fount 


of caresses, 
z.he serpents are hissing, and hung in her tresses.’ 
Here, rogues so sly, 
Come buy, come buy, 
Circassian bloom, 
That mocks the tomb ; 
Olympian dews, 
Morocco shoes, 
Celestial paste, 
Clasps for the waist, 
Meats so sweet, 
Garters neat, 
Come buy, 
Come buy, 
I’m so loved by the lasses, 
None my basket e’er passcs ; 
They’re tittering with pleasure, 
As I’m taking their measure ; 
And when the wiy’s tried, 
With a sweet vacant stare, 
They cry, charming wig, man, 
It fits to a hair! 
Then away from their doors, with their words in 
my mind, 
With my basket before, cast all sorrow behind. 
Like a lark on the wing, 
- With a heart light and merry, 
J wander and sing, 
My blithe hey down derry ; 


FP4ALIIPP OF? 


THE TRUMPRET OF JOY. 
( Upton. ) 

{ LOVE, but [ dare not say who, 

Yet treasure his name in my heart; 
Fond heart, that in infancy knew 

Each tender access, and its smart. 
And mutual, dear youth, is the flame, 

A flame which no ill can annoy, 
For Hymen will sanction the same, 

When Love seunds the trumpet of joy. 


I grieve when the youth is away, 
Though seldom he leaves me behind ; 
Yet still I have something to say, 
And charge him with being unkind : 
But why, silly girl, do I chide? 
O, tell me, dear Cupid, sweet boy! 
When Hymen will make me a bride, 
And Love sound the trumpet of joy. 


Vl chide thee, Vl chide thee no more, 
Tis cruel to wound a kind swain ; 
O! rather his pardon implore, 
Than triumph in giving him pain. 
Nor thou, oh! my bosom’s delight, 
Think, Rosa, thy peace will destroy ; 
No, Hymen our hands will unite, 
While Jove sounds the trumpet of joy. 


PELL ALE 


WEEP ON, WEEP ON, MY POUTING VINE. 
(T. Moore. ) 


PRESS the grape, and let it pour 

Around the board its purple shower ; 

And while the drops my goblet steep, 

Ill think in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine, 
Heaven grant no tears, but tears of wine: 
Weep on, and as thy sorrows flow, 

I'll taste the luxury of woe. 


POP LR EOP 
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DENNIS M‘CASTER, THE IRISH SCHOOL- 
MASTER. 


Air— Paddy O’Carrol.”’—(Beuier. ) 


THAN Dennis M‘Caster, the Irish schoolmaster, 
No one could teach faster the English tongue ; 
He was poet and punster, and by ev’ry youngster, 

O’er province of Munster, his praises were sung. 
Rare scholars had Denny, from Cork and Kil- 

kenny, 

From Killbrain sure many did flock to his school ; 

Where he o’er the sly one’s, the Niclls and 
O’Brians, 

And wild Irish lions, triumphant did rule. 

SPOKEN.] Doctor Dennis M‘Caster neither 
taught on Bell’s nor the Lancasterian system, 
faith, they were both one to him, but on a plan of 
his own, which he called the Munsterman’s, or 
the true Irish system. Master Felix O’ Brian, said 
he, before you do go down, come wp and say your 
lesson, for you are my best scholar. Now, what’s' 
the first figure of your A, B, C? I don’t know, 
sir. You don’t know! for shame, Felix, what 
does my donkey often get to eat? Nothing, sir. 
Nothing! and what else? Water, sir. -Arrah! 
does he get nothing else but water to eat? Yes, 
sir, potatec-pails. Potatee-pails! an’ what else? 
Hay. A, that’s a good boy, goon. I can’t, sir. 
You can’t! remember you’re my head scholar; 
an’ tell me what bird is that that lays the honey? 
Bee. B, that’s right; then be a good boy, my 
honey, and go on. I can’t, sir. You can’t! a 
pretty tale will be made of my head scholar! and 
{can make neither head nor tail of him. Can’t 
you tell me where all the salt fish comes from? 
Yes, sir, from Judy Donovan, the fishmonger, 
sir, And where else? From the salt sea, sir. 
Arrah! can’t you say C without salt, as it should 
be? Yes sir, sea without salt, as it should be. 
Go on, you bogtrotter. I can’t, sir. You can’t! 
then tell me, my jewel, how often do I fiog you? 
Every day, sir. Can’t you say D alone? Yes, 
sir. Goon. I can’t, sir. Arrah, what ser am I 
of? Faith, sir, I don’t know; you know better 
than I, why do you ask? Because I want to 
know. She sex, sir. No. He, sir. LE, that’s 
tight, my boy, go on, what’s next? I can’t tell— 
yes, sir, I can, F. Bravo! go on. I can’t sir. 
What does carman Pat say to his horse? Gee, 
Thunder, now. Can’t you say G@ without Thun- 
der, now? Yes, sir; Gee, an’ no thunder, now, 
Go on. I can’t, sir. Now, tell me how many ot 
you learn at my academy? Fach one of us. Can’ 
you say H, and not one of us? Yes, sir, each, 
and not one of us. An’, by the holy poker! Pi 
make each of you remember it, or, like the grea 
actor on the stage used to say to the M/unster man, 
Vil fl your bones full of H’s, (aches, ) and, by 
the powers! that will be one way to make you a 
man of letters. 


Then success to M‘Caster, the Irish schookmaster 
For sure such a pastor the world never saw; 
And long life to the dry land of th’ emerald island 
Faith, but f love you! och, Erin-go-bragh ! 


Though Den was a gen’us, I must say, between 
as, 
He was not a Venus, in shape or in air; 

For Mrs. Nature, when she made the teacher, 
Did not for each feature take at all any care: 
His eye was a skew one, his nose was a blue one, 

His mouth was a true run from car to ear ; 
Yet vanity drove him— like many above him, 
If folks did not love him, he would make them 
fear. 
SPOKEN.] Master Felix, come and go on with 
your lesson. What’s next to H? I don’t know. 
You don’t know! can’t you tell me what your ol 
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aunt’s got hy the side of her nose? A carbuncle, 
sir. And what clse? A long bristle, sir. What 
else? Qh! it’s an J, sir. Aye, that’s right, go 
on. Ican’t, sir. Can’t you tell how your mother 
opens the door? Puts her finger in the hole, sir. 
Arrah! what does she lock it with? A key with a 
lucky-stone tied to it, sir. Can’t you say K with- 
out the lucky-stone? Key, and no lucky-stone. 
Go on. I can’t, sir. What measure is that next 
to the yard? Yard, sir, the pig-sty, sir. Arrah, 
what letter’s that a yard and a quarter Jong? An 
ell, sir. L, an’ by the hoakey! sucha decent sized 
one requires a whole sheet to write it upon. Go 
on; what’s next to L? H—ll, a school sir. Non- 
sense! what letter? I don’t know, sir. Can’t you 
tell me what your mother does with your shirts? 
Shirts, I’ve got none, sir. What does she do 
with your father’s, then? Pawn them, sir. For 
shame, Felix, don’t you expose your relations, she 
only lends them to your uncle. What does she do 
when she makes them? Hem, sir. M, that’s true, 
goon. Ican’t. Which of my fowls lay the large 
duck eggs? That’s the cock-a-doodle-doo, sir. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! what’s the cock-a-doodle-doo’s 
wife? Hen, sir. N, good, go on; what’s next? 
I can’t say that, sir. You can’t! [’ll bring it out 
of you, my boy; take that thump. (Oh!) O, I 
thought I could bring it out; now wipe your nose, 
and tell me what’s the next one? P, Q, sir. That’s 
right, my boy, always mind your P’s and Q’s, and 
then you may go and sit down to sing— 


Success to M‘Caster, &c. 


Our hero, M‘Caster, the wise Irish pastor, 
A shocking disaster did meet in his youth ; 
For, fighting a duel with Paddy O’Trowel, 
A shellelagh cruel, knocked out ev’ry tooth : 
Their shellelaghs were oaken, a word was not 
spoken, 
Till one leg was broken by Paddy to two ; 
Pat then beat no further, for Den hollowed mur- 
ther! 
And swore he was kilt, from his hat to his shoe. 


SPOKEN.] Master Felix O’Brian, come and be- 
gin the end of your lesson. Where did I leave 
you? Atthe P’s and Q’s, sir. Well, now come 
back and go forward ; that’s the way to get on, my 
boy. What’s next toQ? P, sir.” What else? T 
don’t know, sir. What did the justice put your 
father in? The stocks, sir. And what else? The 
army, sir. And what’s the first. letter of army ? 
Ar, sir. Good, go on. Ican’t, sir. What is that 
ike a pot-hook and hanger? That’s your left-hand 
leg, sir. Left-hand leg, arrah! then what’s my 
left-hand leg, like? A crooked S, sir. Goon. T 
can’t, sir. What does your mother drink out of the 
~€a-pot ona mornings ? Whiskey, sir. What else, 
at breakfast? Tea-dust, sir. ° Arrah! can’t you 
say J without dust, as it should be? Yes, sir, 
Tea without dust, as it should be. Go on, you 
devil of a dustman, and tell me what’s next? I 
can’t, sir, You can’t? Who struck you just now? 
Your mutton fist, sir. Mutton fist! and who does 
my mutton fist belong to? You, sir. U, vo on. I 
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can’t, sir. What did the pig say to the Frenc’ - 
man? We, sir. 


Oui ; faith, ’twas a learned pig! 
Go on. I can’t, sir. What’s the first lettcr of 
whiskey ? Two we’s, sir. Two v’s, and isn’t that 


W? Goon. I can’t, sir. What coes your uncle 
knock the trees down with? With an Breer. aX, 
go on, what’s next? I can’t say that, sir. Why 


can’t you say it? I can’t Say wiy, sir. Go on, 
perhaps you’ll remember the lasé letter Just. Yes, 
sir, Y, sir. Ho! you’ve remembered that Jirst at 
last; now what’s next? I don’t know, sir. You 
don’t! Can’t you tell me what part of Paddy’s body 
I knocked a‘hole in? His head, sir. Z, that’s 
right, my boy, you’ make a cleve man; now yo 
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home, and write upon your paper-scull, a wrse 
head, ( Y, Z,) whilst you sing— 
Success to M‘Caster, &c. 


Grete rrte 


SWEET ROSALIE. 
(Music, Clementi and Co. Cheapside. ] 


THE winds are hushed, and calm thou sleepest, 
Lady, in thy haughty tower ; 
Little dreaming one now weepest 
In the lonely hawthorn bower; 
Yet far I’ve come, o’er land and sea, 
A pilgrim to sweet Rosalie. 


The winds are hushed, and Cynthia gleaming 
Through the clouds that intervene ; 
Now shadowing soft, now bright y beaming, 
Gladdens ali the sylvan scene : 
Oh! be that gentle moon to me, 
And smile once more, sweet Rosalie. 


The winds are hushed, but still does sorrow 
Wake an angry tempest here, 
Which ne’er can know a calmer morrow 
Till you banish doubt and fear: 
For nature smiles in vain to me, 
Without thy smiles, sweet Rosalie. 


CFE PPPPF 


WIDOW WADDLE, OF CHICKABIDDY 
LANE, 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Mrs. WADDLE was a widow, and she got no little 
ain, 
She Rien a tripe and trotter shop in Chickabiddy- 
Lane ; 
Her next door neighbour, Tommy Tick, a tallyman 
was he, 
And he az’d Mrs. Waddle just to take a cup of tea, 
With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &c. 
Mrs. Waddle put her chintz on, and sent for Sam- 
my Sprig, 
The titivating barber, ‘to frizify her wig ; 
Tommy Tick he dressed in pompadour, with dou- 
ble channelled pumps, 
And looked, when he’d his jazy on, just like the 
Jack of Trumps. 
With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &c. 


Mrs. Waddle came in time for tea, 
Sat together, 
They talked about the price of things, the fashion, 
and the weather: 
She staid to supper too, 
a doubt, 
Was none of them that azes you to ‘ tea and turn 
7em out.’ ; 
With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &c. 
Thus Tommy Tick, he won her heart, and they 
were married fast, ; 
But all so loving were at first, twas thought it could 
not last ; 
They’d words, and with a large cow-heel she gave 
him such a wipe, 
And he returned the compliment with half a yard 
of tripe. 
With a tick a tee, tick atee, &c. 


She took him to the justice such cruelty to cease, 

Who bound the parties over to keep the public 
peace ; 

But Mrs. Tick, one day, inflamed with max and 
muggy weather, 

She with a joint-steol broke the peace and Tom- 
my’s head together. 


and down they 


for Tommy Tick, without 


SPOKEN.] ‘There he lay, with about a dozen 


cow-heels round him—-singing, tick a tee, tick a 
fee, Qe; 
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ADIEU TO THE VILLAGE DELIGHTS. 
A GLEE. 
(Lord Lyttleton.) 


ADIEU to the village delights, 
Which lately my fancy enjoyed : 
No longer the country invites ; 

To me all its pleasures are void. 
Adieu! thou sweet health-breathing hill, 
Thou cans’t not my comfort restore ; 
For ever adieu! thou dear rill, 

My Lucy, alas! is no more. 


She, she, was the cure of my pain, 
My blessings, my honour, my pride ; 
She ne’er gave me cause to complain, 
Till that fatal day that she died. 
Her eyes, that so beautiful shone, 
Are closed for ever in sleep ; 
And mine, since my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep. 


Could my tears the bright angel restore, 
Like a fountain they never should cease ; 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 
And I am a stranger to peace. 
Let me copy with fervour devout, 
The virtues that glowed in her heart ; 
Then soon, when life’s sand is run out, 
We shall meet again never to part. 


PPL III 


FROM ALOFT THE SAILOR LOOKS 
AROUND. 


(Prince Hoare.) 


FRoM aloft the sailor looks around, 
And hears below the murmuring billows sound ; 
Far off from home he counts another day, 
Wide o’er the seas the vessel bears away ; 
His courage wants no whet, 
But he springs the sails to set, 
With a heart as fresh as rising breeze of May, 
And caring nought, 
He turns his thought, 
To his lovely Sue, or charming Bet. 


Now to heaven the lofty topmast soars, 
The stormy blast like dreadful thunder roars ; 
Now ocean’s deepest gulfs appear below, 
The curling surges foam, and down we go. 
The skies and seas are met, 
They his courage serve to whet, 
And his heart’s as fresh as rising breeze of May. 
And dreading nought, 
He turns his thought, 
To his lovely Sue, or charming Bet. 


GAIL EOL 4AF 


THE WATCHMAKER OF CLERKENWELL 
AND THE MAID OF PADDINGTON. 


Air—“ The Coronation.” (Bryant. ) 


OH! there was one Simon Silverdust, 
He lived in Clerkenwell, sirs, 
He loved Miss Spring, of Paddington, 
Which fact is known full well, sirs ; 
He was a watchmaker by trade, 
And a very coaxing knave, sirs ; 
For every night this girl he’d meet, 
At the back of Merlin’s Cave, sirs. 
Ri tol de rel, de riddle lol, 
This fellow was a sly man ; 
So, ladies, prithee all beware 
Of this sad wicked Simon. 


Now when he got to Merlin’s Cave, 
He had his pipe and porter ; 

And sweet Miss Spring sat smiling by, 
And sipping gin and water. 


He said, ‘* Miss Spring, I love you dear, 
Believe me when I say it ;” 
Then he called the bill, which did appear, 
‘And Miss Spring she had to pay it. 
Ri tol de rol, de riddle lol, &c. 


As Silverdust, one moonlight night, 

Was walking into town, sir, 
He took Miss Spring about the waist, 

And they walked into the Clown, sir: 
There he did kiss the said Miss Spring, 

Swore he’d love her as his life, sir ; 
But, somehow, as he said this thing, 

In bounced his great fat wife, sir. 

Ri tol de rol, de riddle lol, &c. 


Said blushing Spring, I prithee now, 
Excuse that little kiss, ma’am ; 
Says Simon’s spouse, aye that I will, 
For I’m sure you’re not amiss, ma’am. 
Then Simon’s wife she called the watch, 
So Sim he did forsake her; 
But, Lord! the watch stood there quite still, 
To wait for the watchmaker. 
Ri tol de rol, de riddle lol, &c. 


Miss Spring last summer broke her heart, 
And Simon’s wife, one day, sir, 
Because she thought her case was hard, 
With a case-maker ran away, sir: 
And as the trade knows what’s 0’clock, 
Since Sim would ne’er repent him ; 
As he did 2zll in Clerkenwell, 
Why to Coventry they sent him. 
Ri tol de rol, de riddle lol, &c. 


MORAL. 


So all ye lovers, high and low, 
From the Wells to Piccadilly, 
Come, take a hint from this here go, 
Or you'll prove precious silly ; 
For there’s a wheel within a wheel, 
So don’t my story mock, sir; 
And if you can my meral feel, 
You’ll find out what’s o’clock, sir. 
Ritol de rol, de riddle lol, &c. 


ROSY HANNAH IS MY OWN. 
(R. Bloomfield.) 


A SPRING, o’erhung with many a flower, 
The gray sand dancing in its bed, 
Embanked beneath a hawthorn bower, 
Sent forth its waters near my head : 
A rosy lass approached my view, 
I caught her blue eyes’ modest beam. 
The stranger nodded—** how do you do?” 
And led across the infant stream. 


The water heedless passed away, 
With me her blooming image stayed ; 
I strove from that auspicious day, 
To meet and bless the lovely maid. 
I met her where beneath her feet, 
Through downy moss, the wild thyme grew, 
The moss-elastic flowers, though sweet, 
Matched Hannah’s cheek of rosy hue. 


T met her where the dark wood wave, 
And shaded verdure skirts the plain ; 
And when the pale moon, rising, gave 
New glories to her clouded train. 
From her sweet cot upon the moor, 
Our plighted vows to heaven are flown ; 
Truth made me welcome at her door, 
And rosy Hannah is my own. 


LILA SLLIS 
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A CHAPTER OF WELSH PRINCES. 
Air—‘** The Chapter of Kings.’’— (T. Dibdin.) 


WHEN Cadwallader, tired of staying at home, 
Was bit by the monks and set off for Rome, 
Prince Ivor reigned next, his subjects’ hope, 
Till he, too, went over to visit the Pope. 
Yet barring all pother, the one and the other 
Were all of them princes in turn. 


Then Roderick the First governed all the land ; 
And after him, Conan took bridle in hand ; 
And Merfyn, the Valiant, he died in fight ; 
And Roderick, the Great, was all Britain’s de- 
light. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Prince Anaraud next commenced his reign, 
Where father and son both in battle were slain ; 
For Britons ne’er suffered their swords to rust ; 
And Edwal was followed by Howell the First. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Jago and Jevaf did jointly sway, ; 
Who six hundred wolves’ heads for a tribute did 


paves 
Brave Howell the Second, he fought till death, 
And a brother deprived poor Cadwalhan of breath. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Prince Meredith died of a broken heart ; 

Edwal the Second by Sweyno’s dart ; 

Adan in battle, too, finished his race ; 

And Llewellyn by traitors who wanted his place. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Jago the Second by treachery fell ; 
As did Gryffyd the First, who reigned long and 
well ; 
And Blethyn ap Confyn was murdered too ; 
And Trahaern, whom Griffith in battle slew. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Good Griffith the Second reigned many long years, 
And was buried, bedewed by his subjects’ tears ; 
He was followed by Owen, his son and heir, 
And David was shoved from the royal chair. 

Yet barring all pother, &c, 


Llewellyn the Second, so good and great, 

To David the Second bequeathed his estate ; 

Llewellyn the Third like a hero did reign, 

Till by Edward the First he was basely slain. 
Yet barring all pother, &c. 


Caernarvon gave birth to the next British prince ; 

And the sons of the crown have succeeded since ; 

While loyal, affectionate, just, and free, 

The Welsh have remained, and long may they be. 
And Britain united, see all of her princes 
Come safe to be sovereigns in turn. 


ne ae a 


OH! OH! AND ALAS! 
(Terry.) 
WITH such sharpness, it surely is wrong, 
Oh! oh! and alas! 
To cut such a fond little elf; 
Tis true, I am short, and ere long, 


My days will be short as myself. 
Oh! oh! and alas! 


I am short, but had you not been loth, 
Oh! oh! and alas! 
To have tied me to you in love’s tether ; 
Though shorter than I—we might both 
‘Have made ont a long life together. 
Oh! oh! and alas! 


LALLA ES 


10, 


WIT, FOLLY, AND WISDOM, 
(Ryan. ) 


My bowls were of the purest gold 
That mortal’s eye could view, 

And all the streams that in them rolled, 
Were of the brighest hue. 

My halls they were the resting place 
Of every son of song; 

And Wit and Folly there kept pace 
And drove their steeds along. 


But Wisdom came one wintry night, 
While all were deep in sleep, 

And broke each gem and goblet bright, 
And flung them in a heap; 

She fired the pile, and Folly then 
From all her dreams awoke ; 

And she and Wit wept deeply, when 
They saw the goblets broke. 


But Wit took hold of Folly’s hand, 
And said, “* Why all this fuss ? 
Though Wisdom drives us from this land, 
There’s still a home for us; 
A home, beneath congenial skies, 
Where all is bright and fair, 
Where Folly lives, but Wisdom dies, — 
That home is—we know where.” 


OPPO PIPIF 


JOHNNY BELL’S COURTSHIP. 
Air—“ The wooin’ ot.”—( Willison Glass. ) 


WINTER’S snaw was scarce begun, 
When Johnny gaed a wooin’ ot ; 

A wife he’d hae by April’s sun, 
To cheer his heart when ploughin’ ot. 

He drest himsel in hodden grey, 

Wi bonnet blue coft last fair-day : 

Red gartens round his knees did play, 
To tempt the lass when wooin’ ot. 


When he cam to his Maggie’s door, 
O the gift of wooin’ ot, 
The lassie kent the promis’d hour, 
But she kept busy sewing ot ; 
The auld wife cries, Meg, haste and rin, 
The rain rains sair, gae let him in, 
To keep him out would be a sin, 
O! the gift of wooin’ ot. 


Then Meg ran to the door wi speed, 
O! the sweets 0’ wooin’ ot, 

Before he spake her mou’ he pried, 
O! the gift 0’ wooin’ ot: 

She led him to the forest ben, 

Where sat the favourite tappet hen, 

Wi birds about her nine or ten, 
True emblems 0’ the wooin’ ot. 


Now, Maggie, lass, do you like me? 

O! the gift 0’ wooin’ ot ; 
The auld wife slowly maks the tea, 

To cheer the hours 0’ wooin’ ot ; 
Her answer was, ‘‘ Fye, Johnny Bell.” 
The auld wife cries, <‘ Dame, quick and tel] 
The lad looks well ; he’s like yoursel ;” 

O! sweet’s the hour 0’ wooin’ ot, 


The auld wife hands the tea right fell ; 
0: the gift 0’ wooin’ ot; 
And wow but she was fain to tell, 
She had her days 0’ wooin’ ot. 
Oh! my dear Rob, who sleeps in clay, 
To think on him my heart grows wae ; 
He looked so weel, and aye was gay, 
And spent his days in wooin’ ot. 


, 


The tea is o’er, the auld wife gaen, 
O' the gift 0’ wooin’ ot 
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Her absence was to them no pain, 
O! the sweets 0’ wooin’ ot. 
Then John fell to his Meg full pain, 
And kist her o’er and o’er again ; 
And swore he’d lie na mair his lane, 
O! the sweets 0’ wooin’ ot. 


The day was fixed for Meg’s John tics, 
O! the gift 0’ wooin’ ot ; 

Then beef and greens, with mutton pies, 
Did grace the board 0” wooin’ ot. 

Now John lives wi’ his Meg fu leel, 

An nine months brought a dainty chiel ; 

An hours 0’ pleasure round them reel, 
The fruits 0’ their short wooin’ ot. 


OPE PLIEOF 


THLN MOUNT, BOYS, TO HORSE, AND 
AWAY. 


Tue blush of Aurora now tinges the morn, 
And dew-drops bespangle the sweet-scented thorn ; 
rhen sound, brother sportsmen, sound, sound, the 
gay horn, 
Till Phwbus awakens the day, 
Till Phoebus awakens the day, 
And see, now he rises in splendour, how bright, 
Io Pean, Io Pzan, 
For Phebus, for Phebus, the god of delight ; 
All glorious in beauty, now banishes night. 
‘Then mount, boys, to horse, and away. 


What raptures can equal the joys of the chase? 
Ilealth, bloom, and contentment appear in each 
face ; 
And in our swift coursers what beauty and grace. 
While we the fleet stag do pursue, 
While we the fleet stag do pursue, 
Add the deep and harmonious sweet cry of the 
hounds, 
Winged by terror, he bursts from the forest’s wide 
bounds, 
And thongh, like the lightning, he darts o’cr the 
grounds, 
Yet still, boys, we keep him in view. 
And though, like the lightning, &c. 


When chased till quite spent, he his life doth re- 
sign, 
Our victim we’ll offer at Bacchus’s shrine, 
And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 
‘That hunter so mighty of fame, 
That hunter so mighty of fame ; 
Our glasses then charge to our country and king, 
Love and beauty, love and beauty ; 
Tove and beauty we'll fill to and jovially sing, 
Wishing health and success, till we make the 
house ring, 
To all sportsmen and sons of the game. 
Wishing health and success, &c. 


GRICE OPE 


GROG, AND A TASTE FOR THE SEA. 
(Miss Scott. ) 


Wen I changed my smock-frock for a jacket of 
blue, 
And to sca went, my fortune to try ; 
I left brother Fairlop and poor sister Sue, 
Who never thought more to see I. 
"Twas old Tom, the fisherman, set me agog, 
For such wonderful tales he told me, 
And one day he gave me a taste of his grog, 
And that gave me a taste for the sea. 
Ri fol de rid al lol—yco ho. 


But scarce out at sea I began to repent, 
And to curse Tom the fisherman’s lies ; 

With watching for monsters my patience was spent, 
And for bird-kind of fishes that Mies. 
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”T was his mermaids and gold-dust that set me agog, 
And sent me from home with such glee ; 
But had it not been my taste for the grog, 
I had soon lost all taste for the sea. 
Ri fol de rid al lol—yeo ho. 


But somehow, when once you set foot in a ship, 
The crew are so jovial and free, 

You like it much better and better each trip, 
And get a true taste for the sea. 

The French, Spaniards, Dutchmen, I’ve oft helpea 

to thrash, 

And proved a most fortunate dog ; 

I’ve to England returned with a chest full of cash, 
Which Ill spend with friends, fiddles, and grog. 

Ri fol de rid al lol—yeo ho. 


GOPPL OPP? 


THE WIFE FOR ME. 
( Upton.) 
THOUGH some may praise a single life, 
And talk of cares, and wedded strife, 
In high or low degree ; 
Give me the girl, with temper kind, 
A smiling face, and polished mind, 
And she’s the wife for me. 


Let those the marriage-state decry 

Whom every harlot’s smile can buy, 
Yet boast of being free! 

Variety may others please, 

To sail through life’s uncertain seas, 
A wife, good wife, for me! 


Give me the girl no pride annoys, 

To sooth my ills, and share my joys, 
Whate’er my lot may be! 

Give me the girl whose lips, like mine, 

Can ne’er the kiss of love decline,— 
And she’s the wife for me, 


GLIOGIG IF 


TABLE-TALK SCAN MAG; 
OR, WHAT WILL MRS. GRUNDY say? 
( Dibdin.) 


Mrs. MaGG, mantua-maker, asked ladies to tea. 

They all came figged out, as customa-ree, 

All talking at once, or as near as may be. 
Hurrah, whurrah, click, clack. 


But all entertaining and innocent chat, 

Now and then rather candid, when purpose was 
at, 

A little like scandal, but—never mind that. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.| __Pray, ladies, is 
your tea to your liking? Dear Mrs. Mag, you’ve 
made mine toosweet. La, mem, you’re not like 
Miss Muzzlepump, fond of the grocer,—aye, and 
if report speaks true, there’s no love lost between 
’em—he, he, he! I purtest, miss, you are quite 
scandalous,—pray, ladies, how long has the i- 
wisible girl opened shop? Dear me, mem, that’s 
a queer question ; I suppose the lady deludes to the 
adwertisement about inwisible petticoats. Dear me! 
aye, Mrs. Roundabout bonght one ;—she’d no oc- 
casion, her petticoats were always inwisible. Bless 
me, Mrs. Crump, you’re quite shocking; delicacy, 
I say, is the honour of our sect, Suppose ve elect 
that lady of petticoat-government. Fie, ladies, if 
you go on so,— 


What will Mrs. Grundy say? &c. 


Mr. Buz, an old buck, had a party to dine, 

He was famous for giving good ven’son and wine ; 

”Pwas a gentleman’s party, about twenty-nine. 
Hurrah, whurrah, click, clack, &c. 
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Though little was spoken while at the repast, 

The wine on the table by silence all cast, 

Talked as much as the ladies, though not quite so’ 
fast. 


SPOKEN.] The king, in a bumper, gentlemen, 
says the president, and God bless him. Never 
sherry while you’ve such port as this. Mr. Buz, 
Buz, then, for the next toast. Take off your heel- 
taps, Mr. Cordovan. No day-lights, Mr. Putty. 
Dr. Dump, you don’t take your dose. Lawyer 
Botherbag, will you charge? Six shillings and 
eight-pence, says the lawyer, waking from a brown 
study. Mr. Diddle’s toast or sentiment— Honest 
men and pretty women. Ay, that means ourselves 
and our wives. Speaking of pretty women, what 
d’ye think of Mrs. Clarke? Vy, I thinks she’s let 
the cat out at both ends of the bag. 


Tut what will Mrs. Grundy say? &c. 


Miss Scrimp, a staid spinster, her compliments 
sends, 
To both ladies and gents, a long list of her friends, 
For a sandwich and cards; each invited attends. 
Hurrah, whurvah, click, clack, &c. 


Ceremonials all over, the tables are set, 
The fav’rite games are loo, whist, and piquet, 
And while some cut in, others cut out to wet. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me, what cards! What news 
from the Continent? Wm told Bonaparte has 
made—fourteen kings and as many knaves, sir. 
Dear me, Mr. Rasp, that’s the thirteenth card. 
Never mind, neighbour Rasp, a baker has a right 
to thirteen tothe dozen. I insists upon it, we’ve a 
right to that odd trick, and if some people ar’n’t up 
to an odd trick or two, I don’t know what’s what. 
Pray be cool, Mr. Cucumber ; Miss Bodkin, you’re 
alittle too sharp. I purtest that gentleman has 
provoked, and it’s enough to provoke any body to 
be looed every time. 
own hand very prettily, sir. O, fie, mem, if you 
talk about shuffling, I must cut. 


Or what will Mrs. Grundy say? &c. 


OCPLPEPLC OPPS 


LOVE LIKES NO LAWS BUT HIS OWN. 
(Fulke Greville, Lord Brooke, 1588.) 


AWAY with those self-loving lads 
Whom Cupid’s arrow never glads ; 
Away, poor souls, that sigh and weep, 
In love of those that lie asleep. 

For Cupid is a merry god, 

And forceth none to kiss his rod. 


Sweet Cupid’s shafts, like destiny, 

Do causeless good or ill decree ; 

Desert is borne out of his bow, 

Reward upon his wing doth go. 
What fools are they that have not known, 
That Love likes no laws but his own. 


My songs they be of Cynthia’s praise, 

I wear her rings on holidays ; 

In every tree I write her name, 

And every day I read the same. 
Where Honour Cupid’s rival is, 
There miracles are seen of his. 


If Cynthia crave her ring of me, 

{ blot her name out of the tree ; 

If doubt do darken things held dear, 

Then farewell nothing once a year. 
For many run, but one must win, 
Fools only hedge the cuckoo in, 


The worth that worthiness should move 
Is love, that isthe bow of love ; 


You shuffle pam into your | 


- 
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And love as well the foster can, 

As can the mighty nobleman. 
Sweet saint! ‘tis true thou worthy be ; 
Yet, without love, not worth to me. 


POPE PIPER 


ACCEPT THIS WREATH OF ROSUS 
RARE. 


A SOLO AND CHORUS. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Dex 
Freischutz. ] 


(Planche) 


SOLO. 
ACCEPT this wreath of roses rare, 
By Friendship’s hand united ; 
O, may thy fortunes bud as fair, 
And bloom through life unblighted. 
May the bondage Love imposes 
Prove a wreath of roses. 


CHORUS. 
May the bondage, &c. 


SOLO. . 
For thee I’ve culled this myrtle green, 
Its silver buds just gaining ; 
The sacred flower of beanty’s queen 
To thee is sure ’pertaining. 
Like the myrtle, fading never, 
Joy be thine for ever! 


CHORUS. 
Like the myrtle, &c. 


SOLO. 

Behold, a flow’ret, humbler far, 
Would fain for thee be blooming ; 
The hearts-ease, with‘its simple star, 

As sweet as unpresuming. 
O, may heart’s ease ever blossom, 
Maiden, in thy bosom ! 


CHORUS. 
O, may heart’s ease, &c. 


GIPILP ILO 


A DEAR DARLING DROP OF THE SWEET 
INISHOEN. 


Air— Cadeshinn, a Deshin.” 


THE Tartars and Poles 
May eat their young fowls, 
The Russians may swallow their bear’s skin and 
all 
Though Hottentot fare 
Would make a man stare, 
I’ll never upon them at pudding-time call : 
The Chinese their dogs, 
The Frenchmen their frogs, 
May eat as nice dainties, but let me alone, 
For the potatoes and pig, 
And a neat little swig 
Of a trifling drop of the sweet inishoen, 


For ollapodrido, 
If e’er to Spain I go, 
I’m an epicure great as famed Heligob ; 
And with vermicelli, 
To mock my poor belly, 
No Italian kitchen I ever will rob ! 
With roast beef, John Bull 
May cram himself full, 
And bolt Yorkshire pudding, but let me alone 
For the ’taties and pig, 
And a neat little swig 
Of a dear darling drop of the swect inishoen. 


CL AL LEP? 
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JOHN LUMP’S RAMBLE TO SOMERSET 
HOUSE. 


IF you please, sirs, might I be so bold as to say, 
For I fancy I’ve somehow mistaken my way ; 
Is this Common-Garden ?—why, ’tis, I declare, 
Aye, I thought I could never mistake my way 
there. 
Tol derol, &c. 


Tis not long ago since I first com’d to town, 
And though I be only a poor simple clown, 
Says I, now I’ll see all the fine sights I can, 

So the very next morning to Smithfield I ran. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


What y most wished to see, sirs, was Bartlemy 
air, 

’Caze I’d heard some gay things were exhibited 
there 5 

I expected some fun— but was greatly mistaken, 

And seed nought but oxen, and sheep, fat as 
bacon! ‘ 

Tol de rol, &c. 


From Smithfield, I went down to Westminster- 
Hall, 
Where the lawyers all try which the loudest can 
bawl ; 
But them I goon le ft, for I’d heard people say, 
If you hear them talk much, there’s a good deal to 
- pay. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
At last, I found out that all folks of condition 
Passed a morning at Somerset-House Exhibition ; 
So I thought, just for once, as that there was the 
case, 
I’d e’ea make one among ’em, and show my sweet 
face. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


The picters, I own, looked all clever and right, 
But the ladies, O’d bless ’em, they made the best 
sight ; 
And rightly to tell would have puzzled a ghost, 
Whether women or picters were painted the most. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Now they always kept laughing and staring at me, 

But what it were for, sure, I couldn’t see , 

And the picters, and all, look wherever I would, 

They stared at me, too, just like flesh and blood. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


There were horses as nat’ral as ever could be, 

And our sailors a licking the foe on the sea ; 

Great soldiers a dying, and whose laurels may 

bloom, 

But 1’d rather find wheat all a blowing at home. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But see, there’s the prompter, he wants me away, 
I would sing ye more, but he’ll not let me stay ; 
He fancies you’ll think me an impudent elf, 
In staying so long to exhibit myself. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Oe ee ee 


O! IT IS SWEET ON ONE ALONE. 
(Miss A. M. Porter.) 


O' IT is sweet on one alone, 
In waking dreams to muse away 
The hours of night, the hours of day ; 
And as the tide of time is flowing, 
o see but one reflection glowing 
On its clear glass! 
What matter then, the moments gone, 
Since others pass. 
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Yes, through that stream so clear, so deep, 
In beauty ever brightening rises ; 
The form our soul enamoured prizes ; 
Each tender charm again repeating, 
Still, still renewed, though ever fleeting, 
Wave follows wave. 
While trancing echoes o’er them sweep, 
From memory’s grave. 


Then shall we scale the rocks of power. 
Or colder study’s stormy height ; 
Or weave the flowerets, fair as slight ; 
Of pleasures vain and unabiding ? 
No: still where time’s full stream is gliding 
Through love’s green bower. 
With thrilling heart and tranced eye, 
There let me live—I ask no more, 
There let me die. 


GLE DPILEF 


*TIS THE BUSINESS OF LIFE TO BE 
MERRY. 


(Lawler. ) 


WHEN I was at home with my mam and my dad, 
A friar so fat and so jolly ; 

With a grave looking phiz, said, now be a good 

lad, 

And desist from your laughter and folly : 

But his preaching and practice did not quite agree ; 
At dinner he drank sack and sherry ; 

And I found that fat friars all thought just like me, 
"Tis the business of life to be merry. 


Two sweethearts I had,—one was sullen and sour, 
Quite prudish and grave she’d receive me 5 

Then scarcely a word would she speak in an hour, 
And the devil a smile would she give me. 

The other was quite of a different mood ; 
She’d dance and she’d sing, hey down derry: 

I chose her, for virtue ne’er dwells with the prude, 
But lives in the heart that is merry. 


’Twas my mother’s advice to the war not to go, 
But she didn’t find me complying ; 

My spirits alive in the battle’s fierce glow, 
And I langhed while the arrows were flying ; 

A leg or an arm may be lost by the way, 
Of life still I would not be weary. 

Nay, if half of myself I should lose in the fray, 
I’m sure t’other half would be merry. 


PLIL SLIP 


TIS PAINFUL, THOUGH ’TIS SWEET TO 
LOVE. 


(H. K. White.) 


Why should I blush to own I love? 
?Tis Love that rules the realms above ; 
Why should I blush to say to all, 
That Virtue holds my heart in thrall? 


Why should I seek the thickest shade, 
Lest Love’s dear secret be betrayed ? 
Why the stern brow deceitful move, 
When I am languishing with love? 


Is it weakness thus to dwell 

On passion that I dare not tell ? 

Such weakness I would ever prove— 
’Tis painful, though ’tis sweet to love. 


GLP LIDG IP? 


FISHERMEN ALL. 
( Arnold.) 


T'HE world’s a great ocean in which all men fish, 
They catch what they can, and they keep what 
they get ; 
The lawyer, in general, gets a large dish, 
For every thing’s fish that comes into As net. 
Fishermen all, tol de rol, &c. 
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The Jadies, all lovely, from head to the heels 
Catch lovers by dozens as children catch Siies ; 
But there’s no catching them for they’re slippery as 
eels ; 
Whilst they angle away, and all baié with their 
eyes. 
Fishermen all, tol de rol. 
The poet for fame, and for food often trolls ; 
The doctors all fish for a large cane and wig ; 
’Tis the care of the parson to angle for souls, 
And he baits with a sermon, and hooks a tithe- 
2 e 
wk Fishermen all, tol de rol. 
The wise politician to mend matters wishes, 
And, pro bono publico, offers his pelf ; 
But he’s only watching the loaves and the Sishes, 
To shove others out, and to get in himself. 
Fishermen all, tol de rol. 


GIP LLPIL? 


INVOCATION, AND CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 


[Translated from the German Opera of Der 
Freischutz. ] 


(Planche. ) 


SPIRIT, appear! the circle is made, 
The skull is reared on the naked blade ; 

By thy unutterable name, 

Which the heart may think, but the lips cannot 

frame ; 

By the bond that, signed with blood, 

Be thou in fire, or be thou in flood ; 

Be thou in earth, or be thou in air, 

Hither I summon thee, hither repair ! 

Be thon distant, or be thou near," 

Master and servant,—appear, appear ! 


CHARM. 
Huntsman, dark, who haunts this dell, 
Hear, and aid my potent spell, 
Be near me this night till the lead be heated, 
The balls be cast, and the charm completed : 
Six balls for thee, and one for me! 
Huntsman dark, who haunts this dell, 
Hear, and aid my potent spell. 


s CHORUS. 
Hurrah! hurrah! o’er hill and wold 5 
Through storm and night our course we hold . 
O’er field and forest, tower and tide, 
Hurrah! hurrah! how swift we ride ; 
Yoho! hurrah! yoho! hurrah! &c. 


GCIPEP LP LF 


THE WAY TO GET MARRIED. 


WHEN at home in our village the lads termed me 
smart, 
Fond couples around us were cooing, 
A pupil to granny, whose marble cold heart 
Had rendered her callow to wooing : 
She taught me to frown at a lover’s advance, 
To such height my prudery carried, 
No partner e’er offered at fair, wake, or aance, 
Lud, that wa’n’t the way to get married. 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
That ne’er was the way to get married. 


So I hastened to London, some kinsfolk to see, 
And my cap at spruce cockneys was setting, 
When again in an error was plunged silly me, 
I from prudery flew to coqueting ; 
To be sure, I caused squabbles enough with the 
men, 
But, alack, in my chains short they tarried, 
I'd not one lover leit, though I once boasted ten, 
Lud, that wa'n’t the way to get married. 
No, no, no, no, no, &e. 
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Convinced I was wrong, 
peared, 
And somehow my heart set a beating, 
Poor prudery soon from its fortress was scared ’ 
And coquetry quickly retreating : 
I strove ev’ry action my swain should approve, 
Affectation’s return well I parried ; 
Endeavour was crowned, we returned love for 
love, 
And that was the way to get married, 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, &c 


i 


when again one ap- 


PIL IPP PPR 


O! HEARD YE YON PIBROCH SOUND SAD 
IN THE GALE. 


(T. Campbell.) 


O! HEARD ye yon pibroch sound sad in the gale, 

Where a band cometh slowly with weeping and 
wail, 

"Tis the chief of Glenara laments for his dear, 

And her sire and the people are called to her bier, 


Glenara came first with the mourners and shroud, 

Her kinsmen, they followed, but mourned not 
aloud ; 

Their plaids all their bosoms were folded around ; 

They marched all in silence—they looked on the 
ground. 


In silence they reached over mountain and moor, 

To a heath where the oak-tree grew lonely and 
hoar ; 

Now here let us place the grey stone of her cairn, 

Why speak ye no word? said Glenara the stern. 


And tell me, I charge ye, clan of my spouse, 

Why fold ye your mantles, why cloud ye your 
brows ? 

So spake the rnde chieftain—no answer is made, 

But each mantle unfolded, a dagger displayed. 


I dreamt of my lady, I dreamt of her shroud, 

Cried a voice from the kinsmen, all wrathful and 
loud ; 

And empty that shroud and that coffin did seem, 

Glenara! Glenara! now read me my dream. 


O! pale grew the cheek of that chieftain I ween, 

When the shroud was unclosed and no lady was 
seen ; 

When a voice from the kinsmen spoke louder in 
scorn, 

"Ewas the youth who had loved the fair Ellen of 
Lorn: 


“« I dreamt of my lady, I dreamt of her grief, 
I dreamt that her lord was a barbarous chief ; 
On a rock of the ocean fair Ellen did seem, 
Glenara! Glenara! now read me my dream.” 


Tn dust low the traitor has knelt to the ground, 
And the desert revealed where his lady was found ; 
From a rock of the ocean that beauty is borne, 
Now joy to the house of fair Ellen of Lorn. 


PLL ILPCOP? 


DEMME! I’M QUITE THE Go. 
Air—** Look ye, dear ma’am, I’m quite the thing.” 
(Male.) 


NATTY, dashing, quite the 20, 
Hopperum, caperum, kick, 
Learn to dance, to point the toe, 
Careless twirl my jemmy stick ; 
Spy-glass, queering, ha, ha, ha! 
Saucy, leering, sa, sa, sa! 
Ladies jeering, la, la, la! 
Oh! d—’me I’m quite the go. 


Up to town in bladish style, 
Swaggerum, bouncerum, dash ! 
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Quiz the knowing ones the while, 
_L in Bond-street cut a splash. 
Laughing, rolling, ha, ha, ha! 
Hyde Park strolling, la, la, la! 
Opera lolling, la, la, la! 
Oh! d—’me I’m quite the go. 
Tandem sporting pretty pair, 
Smackery, crackery, hoy! 
Bet, Newmarket, thousands there, 
Mount my racer, jockey boy! 
Spurring, cutting, ha, ha, ha! 
By all putting, sa, sa, sa! 
Win plate, strutting, la, la, la! 
Oh! d—me! I’m quite the go. 
But, should duns begin to rail, 
Writtery, touchery, oh! 
Kick the bums, tip them leg-bail, 
But if overtaken, so; 
King’s Bench ambling, ha, ha, ha! 
Sporting, gambling, sa, sa, sa! 
Ruler rambling, la, la la! 
Oh! d—me! again the go! 
THE BENEVOLENT SMILE. 
( Dibdin.) 
INSPIRED by sograteful a duty, 
In terms strongest heart can devise, 
Bards have written those raptnres on beauty, 
That lovers have wafted on sighs : 
I, to fill the sweet theme more completely, 
Sing the beauty of goodness the while ; 
For every face is dressed sweetly, 
Where beams a benevolent smile. 


While the heart some beneficent action 
Contemplates, with joy the eyes speak, 
On the lip quivers mute satisfaction, 
And a glow of delight paints the cheek ; 
Bliss pervades every feature completely, 
Adding beauty to beauty the while ; 
And the loveliest face looks more sweetly, 
Where beams a benevolent smile. 


PPPOE POD? 


LOTS OF AUCTIONEERS. 
(J. M. Flindall.) 


Now let the merry jest prevail, 
Be all our cares forgot, sirs ; 

For when good humour’s up for sale, 
‘The wise will have a lot, sirs. 


sre Lot 1.—Pall-mall.—For fifteen gui- 
near and a ha’f, an undoubted picture of the Fle- 
mish school; fifteen and a ha’f. Sixteen, for 
sixteen guineas; sixteen and a ha’f ; the last time 
for sixteen, and a ha’f. 

Now let the merry jest prevail, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Lot 2,—King-street, Covent-garden. 
—A tray of shells for fancy work, what offered 
for the tray of shells? Bring the next lot, porter ; 
a large cowrie and a young devil ; what is offered ? 
shall I say half a guinea for you ma’am? Take 


away the lot, porter, the company seem afraid of 


the devil. 
Now let the merry jest prevail, &c. 
SPOKEN.] Lot 3.—Hyde-Park-Corner.— Gentle- 
men, what.is offered for this fine bay horse Dunce? 


A fine blood bay, with three white heels and a, 


blaze down his face; he was got by young Cade, 
out of a daughter to Blaze, son to the Devonshire 
Childers, which mare, I can assure ye, was the 
dam to King Herod and Dupper Dumplin. Shall 
I begin with 400 guineas for this fine bay, war- 
ranted free from blemish? What! no bidders for 
Dunce? Tam astonished. Why, gentlemen, you 
take him for a common hack! 

Now let the merry jest prevail, &c. 


OR, MUSKUM OF MIRTH. 


SPOKEN. ] Lot 4.— Blackfriars’ road and Auction- 
mart.—What shall I say for this beautiful Brusscls 
carpet, this beautiful Brussels carpetting? No 
puffers here! no puffers here! your own price, 
your own price! (winks at the puffer who stands 
behind.) Seven pounds. Thank you, sir; about 
half the manufacturing price, ha! ha! ha! well, 
if I get no better than that there, I shall give a 
poor account to my employer. My company seem 
all gone ; well, if those who remain do not come to 
buy, they may as well go too. Porter, what are 
you about? bring up that there star-carpetting to 
match with it; no, take them both away. Well, 
this is most extraordinary, indeed! that you should 
come here only to stare. Ill sell no more; no 
bidders to day, no bidders fo day! 

Now let the merry jest prevail, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Lot 5.—Auction-mart, first-floor.— 
Ladies and gentlemen, I beg leave to call your at- 
tention to this very eligible dwelling-house, si- 
tuated as stated in the printed particulars. Will 
any person favour me with a bidding for this here 
very desirable estate, six years of the lease to 
come. What, nobody say nothing? What shall 
I say for this dwelling-house and garden, what 
shallI say? He! he! he! why gentlemen, you 
stand in your own light, that’s all; allow me to 
say £600 for this valuable estate. To be sure, it’s 
a little outish of order, or so; but a few pounds 
would set it to rights. Well, I never experienced 
the like! I must certainly close the sale without 
a bidding. How much did you say sir? how 
much? £150. O dear, he! he! no, no, say 
£450, sir, to save time; well, as I said before, 
whatever you please, if it is but five farthings. 

Then let the merry jest prevail, &c. 































GPLPL IL aE 


CALM THE WINDS. 


CALM the winds—the distant ocean, 
Where our ships in triumph ride, 
Seem to own no other motion 
But the ebb and flow of tide. 
High perched upon his fav’rite spray, 
‘The thrush attention hath bespoke ; 
The ploughman plodding on his way, 
To listen, stops the sturdy yoke. 


But see the long-tongued pack in view, 
The peopled hills the cry resound ; 
The sportsmen joining chorus, too, 
And rapt’rous peals of joy go round. 
Soon, soon again, the scene so gay, 
In distant murmurs dies away ; 
Again from lazy echo’s cell, 
No sound is heard of mirth or woe, 
Save but the crazy tinkling bell, 
The shepherd hangs upon the ewe. 


GOR IL IIL 


IN MY COTTAGE NEAR A WOOD. 
( Morland.) 


IN my cottage near a wood, 
Love and Rosa now are mine 3 
Rosa, ever fair and good, 
Charm me with these smiles of thine. 


Rosa, partner of my life, 


Thee alone my heart shall prize ; 
Thou the tender friend and wife, 
Ah! too swift life’s current flies. 


Linger yet, ye moments stay, 
Why so rapid is your wing ? 
Whither would ye haste away? 
Stay and hear my Rosa sing. 
Love and you still bless my cot, 
Fortune’s frowns are for our good 3 
May we live by pride torgot, 
In our cottage near a wood. 


CVI ELe 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. Lis 





ii 


ih 
Mf 
He iis 


aH 


eure eat 


mee 


/ 
\/ 


aN 









mT Sida SW. 
5 he Pc Wt db Khe 
KE VEN Bs SNK 


yj 
“ae es pF 
5 at 












— 
A a ae a oa 


ATA OAV AY nal 





Wk Akh, 


a 
—— 















y, 
SF Qin 


Nv, oe Z 


(a 








Last night, oh! ycu drowned us every one, and, pray, Mr. Jones, what have we done? i : ; 
Though each of us had nine lives, you ne’er a one spared, then the old cat swelled her tail, and the kittens aii 


sweared. 





THE CAT AND THE KITTENS, 


THE clock had struck one, Mr. Jones went to bed, 
Fal de ral lal, de ral lal, de ral de ral laddy, 
And strange was the vision that roamed in his 

head, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
A scratching he heard and a mighty great moan, 
Oh! says he to himself, sure the devil is come— 
Fal de ral, &c. 


To be sare, what a horrible sight to behold ! 
Fal de ral, &c. 
What he saw with his eyes turned all his blood 
cold ; 
Fal de ral, &c. 
A great tabby cat with nine kits at her tail, 
Jumped smack on his bed, and thus did bewail— 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Last night, oh! you drowned us every one, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
And, pray, Mr. Jones, what have we done? 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Though each of us had nine lives, you ne’er a one 
spared, 
Then the old cat swelled her tail, and the kittens 
all sweared— 


Fal de ral, &c. 


Now the old cat’s eyes, one black, t’other red, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
And her tail swelled three times as big as her head, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
You villain, she cried, and she cocked up her back, 
With her eyes flashing fire, in his face.she flew 
smack, (mew. ) Fal de ral, &c. 


Oh! then for to hear how poor Mr. Jones halloed, 
Fal de ral, &e. 


When the old cat scratched his face, and the kit- 


tens all followed. 


Fal de ral, &c. 
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Have mercy, have mercy, “tis for mercy I sue, 
The old cat she sweared (mew ) no, Vil be d——d 
if I do— 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Then there was an odd thought popped into his 
head, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Oh, says he to himself, Ill pretend to be dead, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Then away went the cat and her sweet little train, 
And Jones swore he’d ne’er drown any kittens 
again— 
Fal de ral, &c. 


SELLS? D 


BONNY BLACK EYED MARY. 
Air—* Roy’s Wife.” —( Beutler.) 
WOULD you see a little fairy, 
Lips of truth which never vary, 
Eyes of sloes, 
And cheeks of rose ? 
You’d love to see my bonny Mary. 


Her’s is the form the Graces mould, 
To charm and steal away the senses ; 
To raise a flame in bosoms cold, 

And make them think of love’s offences. 
O! my bonny black-eyed ie 
Dearest, sweetest, rosy Mary 

Fancy sighs 
In light blue eyes, 
But smiles in thine, my bonny Mary. 


Her raven locks float in the wind, 
Like fairy webs in moonlight waving ; 
er weaving snares for heart and mind, 
And ev’ry gazing eye enslaving. 
O! my bonny black-eyed Mary ! 
Dearest, sweetest, rosy Mary! 
Fancy thieves 
Thy locks, and weaves 
A snare for love, my bonny Mary . 


iid 


Her bosom is young Pleasure’s couch, 
But free from ev’ry thought unholy ; 
For though it’s warm to virtue’s touch, 
’Tis cold as ice to that of folly. 
O! my bonny black-cyed Mary! 
Dearest, sweetest, rosy Mary ! 
Virtue dwells 
In others’ spells, 
But loves thine best, my bonny Mary! 


Then who would melt the chastened snow, 
Her bosom o’er by virtue sprinkled ? 
Ah!- who would cause a tear to flow 
From eyes where smiles have ever twinkled ? 
O! my bonny black-eyed Mary! 
Dearest, sweetest, rosy Mary! 
Fancy sighs 
: In light blue eyes, 
But smiles in thine, my bonny Mary. 


OLOCLPIOCS 


PRETTY SALLY SOLOMONS. 


THROUGH every place I rove, 
A pedler by my trade, 
And soon I fell in love 
With a very pretty maid. 
Von day I met her all so smart, 
Some coots of me she buy, 
She paid for dem, but shtole my heart, 
Which made me sorely sigh. 


SPOKEN.] I was all over so comical as a man 
dat is drunk; I didn’t know vat I vas apout; I 
ate all my lollipops, and played at ducks and 
drakes mid my shlieve buttons, lit my pipe mid a 
stick of sealing-vax, and proke my vatch by vind- 
ing it up backwards: and one day, instead of call- 
ing my shoestrings, I cried, ‘* Sally Solomons, all 
a penny a pair:” so de people laughed, and I 
looked like a fool— 

And ’twas all for Sally Solomons, 
Pretty Sally Solomons, 
O listen, love, to me; 
Would you be Mistress Abr’ams, 
Would you be Mistress Abr’ams, 
How happy should I be. 


Her eyes were bright as paste, 
Her lips like wax were red ; 

Like pencils straight her waist, 
Her tongue was smooth as lead. 

No girl in Duke’s Place could compare 
Mid her to buy and sell: 

She made such bargains you would stare, 
And so in love I fell. 


SPOKEN.| Pless my heart, it would have done 
you coot to see her puy a lot, she talked the peo- 
plish over so shweetly, dat she got de tings more 
as twenty per cent. cheaper den her old father 
Shadrack, who kept a closhs shop and two coun- 
ters in it; and so she turned up her nose at me, 
ail so as if I was an old slipper, because vat I car- 
ried a box and it broke my heart. Heigho! I had 
a coot mind to drown myself, put I thought I 
should get nothing py it, soi set out on my travels, 
determined to die an auld bachelor; and live so 
long as I might. 

And ’twas all for Sally Solomons, 
Pretty Sally Solomons, 
‘O listen, love, to me; 
Would you be Mistress Abr’ams, 
Would you be Mistress Abr’ams, 
How happy should I be. 


THE VALE OF LOVE. 
(M. A.) 


I KNOW a clear and lovely spot, 
A seene of sunshine and of flowers, 
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And gladly would I pass my lot, 
Amid its shining lawns and bowers ° 
There rippling waters softly play, 
Telling to blossomed banks their tale, 
While music’s notes and pleasure’s lay, 
Glide gaily through that joyous vale. 
Yet, think not, that in bowers or brooks 
Its best and dearest charm is found ; 
Oh! ’tis the home of one, whose looks 
Shed light, and hope, and spring around > 
And were it changed to trackless sand, 
Love’s magic wand the scene would hail, 
And flowers and fruits, of fairy land, 
Would flourish in that desart vale. 


GILLIE PEL EOF 


JOBSON’S BLUNDERS ; 
OR, GAS AND STEAM. 
(W. Matthews. ) 
Air— John Grouse and Mother Goose.’’ 


WHEN I was a youngster, about a yard high, 
Whilst sitting at whoam, I to-mother should cry» 
Sich things about Lunnun I’ze heard people say 
Lord! let us go there wi our Dobbin and chay. 
Tol de rol, &c 


But mother she frowned, and she bid me adone, 
And said, talk about Lunnun wur most on it fun 3 
Beside, she tould me ’twur a nation great way, 
And further than Dobbin could drag the ould chay, 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Yet somehow or other it run’d in my yead, 

That I should see Lunnun before I wur dead ; 

And that I ha seen it, be now very true, 

And I will, if you please, tell its wonders to you 
Tol de rol, &c. 


When first I got there, it wur dark pitch at night, 
And yet, by the lord! all the streets wur as light 
As though it wur day, and they brought it to pass 


| By a somethin the Lunnuners tould me wur gas. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Now what this gas wur I could’na make out ; 
*Twur a light in a lantern coming out of a spout; 
So I axed what it was, when they called I a fool, 
And said it wur smoke that wur coming from coal. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then arrived at the inn, sirs, E read for an hour 

In the paper, *bout gas and its wonderful power ; 

Where it said, though I’ll swear it ne’er can be 
true, 


That gas, ’stead of horses, would soon draw the 


pleugh. Tol de rol, &c. | 


Now F could’na help laughing, it wur sich a joke, 

To think of our fields being pleughed now by 
smoke. 

When [tells folks at whoam, I knows just what 
they’ll say, 

It’s if gas pleughs our fields will gas eat our hay. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

I next went on the water, some more sights to sce, 

Wor they tould I a boat-race wur going to be, 

When a ship it went by, and so swiftly did pass, 


. Without sails or oars, say I that goes by gas. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


At this the folk laughed, sirs, and so did I, 

But not knowing the reason, I thought I would try 

To find it out, but quite foolish did seem, 

When a chap roared out, gaby, that boat went by 
steam. Tol de rol, &c. 

But, perhaps you'll be thinking my singing a bore, 

So Ill finish by telling you one wonder more, 

And that wur a mon who went up to the moon 

In a wonderful thing which he called a balloon. 

Tol de rol, &c 
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_?T'wur made ail of silk, and striped red and white, 
And very soon carried him out of our sight ; 
Yet I could’na make out how they brought it to 
pass, 
But wur certain it was either steam or else gas. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


So that I might not quite a stupid elf seem, 
I just axed a mon if he went up by steam, 
When he laughed in my face, and called me stupid 
ass ; 
Then cried, no, you youkel, he’s gone up by gas. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
So having seen all, to go back is my plan, 
And stick to work, sirs, as long as I can ; 
While I’ll laugh at the thoughts of e’er bringing 
to pass, 
Land carriage by steam or pleughing by gas. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


THE NEGRO. 
(Upton. ) 
THAT lash was kind, it reached my heart ! 
And see the red-blood torrent flows ! 
I thank thee, Driver, for the smart, 
It brings relief to Tanga’s woes ! 
Now white-born tyrant, scourge, whip on! 
I scorn thee with my latest breath ; 
Lash, lash, white fiend, I court the thong ; 
He sighed, and closed his eyes in death! 


OLIPRI?PH 


THE DOLDRUM. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


"Twas Phelim, of Doldrwm, the sense to reveal 
him 


Axed Teddy, who called him a paper skull drone ; | 


«* Arrah! get out of that, blood and oons!”” «< Sir,” 
cried Phelim, 

“<< By Jabers, my skull is as thick as your own !”’ 
«© °Tis whiskey,”’ said Ted. ‘‘ My dose last night 
I tuk it” 

Cried Phelim, “‘ when I and the watchman in 

town ; 
Were both all the world like two wells in a bucket ; 

Myself was knocked up, and the watchman 

knocked down. 

Wid a gramachree ! huggamanoni! hooh! 

Mushagrah; Alley Croker, and Ellen-aroon!” 


«* Doldrum’s,” said Ted, “‘ the blue devils.” <« Peg 
Proctor $ 
Had them,” replied Phelim; ‘“ but she’s on 
the shelf, 
for she had sure and sartain been kilt by the doc- 
tor, 
Mad she not saved her life, joy, by hanging her- 
self ; 
She drowned herself first; but her life from the 
water 
Isaved; then she hung herself while I stood 
by! 


‘But I never dreamt what the crater was a’ter, 
Supposing she'd just hung herself up to dry.”’ 
Wid a gramachree! &c. 


“In the Doldrums,” said Ted, “ folks queer fan- 
cies suppose, sir, 
Take a hawk for a handsaw,” cried Phelim, 
“< that’s clear ; 
So when Barney, the boxer, took me by the nose, 
sir, 
He found he had got the wrong sow by the ear! 
Says I, Master Barney, you’re full of your vapours, 
But the likes are not made for the cut of your 
coat 5 


Wid a lick of my fist then I cured all his capers, 
Sent his teeth in his hand, and his head down 
his throat. 
Wid a gramachree! &c. 


But with Doldrums be azy, they’re all boderation ; 
To the Doldrum that had hipped all your French- 
ified drones, 
Wid their guns charged wid boats, had they tried 
at invasion, 
We’d have not left a single whole skin in their 
bones. 
We’re all in the Doldrums! but now, happy na- 
tion ! 
The King, Heaven bless him! has bid ’em all 
cease ! 
Has signed the death-warrant of Want and Vexa- 
tion, , 
And gave earnest for plenty in shape of a peace.” 
Wid a gramachree! &c. 


GLOL EO ES 


THE BROKEN HEART. 
(C. W.) 


FAREWELL! in despair 
I escape from thy wiles ; 
Thy frowns I can bear, 
And even thy smiles ; 
Vake back that dear token, 
That blessed me before, 
The heart you have broken 
Can prize it no more. 


Now vain were thy favour, 
Thy pity more vain, 

I am lost, and for ever, 
To pleasure, to pain. 

Words sweetly spoken 
Deceived me before, 

But the heart you have broken 
Can trust it no more. 


GLE LL OLR 


WITH HIS SMACK’EM AND WHACK’EM, 
SO READY AND FREE. 


IF you’d search the world round all from Howth 
to Killarney, 

An Irishman’s fellow you never could meet ; 
Och! for love he’s the lad, with a touch of hie 

blarney, 

On all the dear creaturcs so beauteous and neat 
And then for a row, or a small taste of fighting, 
By day or by night he is never for slighting. 

Love and war both the same, for in both still de 


With his smack’em and whack’em so ready and 
free. ; 


At patron, or fair, or in England hay-making, 
Recruiting, foes shooting, or other neat fun ; 
For coaxing the girls, or trifling head-breaking, 
On Pat you may reckon as sure as a gun. 
Oh! then for a row, &c, 


Och! good luck to the boys of the neat little island 
At home, or abroad, or wherever they go, 
May they always be first on the sea or on dry land 
In pleasing the ladies and trouncing the foe. 
And sure for a row, &c. 


GLI LI PL? 


‘TO THE FIELD WE’LL REPAIR. 


COME away, come away, hark, the sound of the 
horn 

And the hounds’ noble charms has waked the fresh 
morn, 

Briskly follow, my boys, see sly renard is found, 

And no doubt before night he will lead us a round, 
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Huzza, huzza, hvzza, my brave boys, to the field 
we'll repair, 
To chase the sly fox, and o’ertake the fleet hare. 


What manhood can boast may in hunting be 
found, 
We leap stiles and hedges, and fly o’er the ground, 
We ne’er fear our necks, while the chase is in 
sight, 
The greater the danger, the more our delight. 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, &c. 


When renard is caught with shrill hound, horn, 
and voice, 
We make the woods ring and the peasants rejoice, 
Our triumph with innocent pleasure they view, 
And acknowledge that hunters are always true 
blue. 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, &c. 


To the joys of the day succeed those of the night, 

A well-furnished table is then our delight, 

”Tween Bacchus and Venus the time glides away, 

Till the horn calls us forth to the chase of the 
day. 

Huzza, huzza, huzza, my brave boys, from the 
woods we’ll repair, 

From chase of the fox, to the charms of the 
air. 


PPPPPCL OD 


WE’LL DRINK, WE’LL DRINK, WE’LL 
DRINK, BOYS. 
A GLEE. 

Air— A boire! a‘boire! boire !’’—( Moncrieff. ) 
WE’LL drink, we’ll drink, we’ll drink, boys, 
Hang those of care who think, boys, 

Time flies away, 
Then drink your fill, 
Nought more’s to pay, 
Drink -vkst you will. 
We ve paid to drink an hour, boys, 
Joy now is in our power, boys; 
Then pleasure seize, 
I scorn the flask, 
?T will give more ease 
To drain the cask. 


PPP ILaOF 


VLL NEVER, NEVER ROVE. 
(Hopkins. ) 


ATTACHED to thee, my virtuous maid, 
To thee I’ll ever constant prove ; 
Not all the world, in charms arrayed, 
Shall make thy constant lover rove. 
He'll never, never rove—he’ll never, ne- 
ver rove, 
Not all the world in charms arrayed, 
Shali make thy constant lover rove. 


Although to foreign shores he’s bound, 
Still, dearest girl, he’ll think of thee, 
Within his soul will still resound 
Thy weeping words, ‘ love, think of me.’ 
Ill never, never rove, I’ll never, never 
rove ; 
Within my soul will still resound 
Thy weeping words, ‘ love, think of me.’ 


And should kind fate thy lover spare, ° 
Again from thee he’ll ne’er more rove, 
But stay with thee the bliss to share, 
._ Which ever springs from mutual love. 
He’ll never, never rove—he’ll never, ne- 
ver rove, 
But stay with thee the bliss to share, 
Which ever springs from mutual love. 


GPLIFIEIS 


‘length this sort of fun would go. 
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THE RAGE; 
OR, PREVALENCE OF EXAMPLE. 
(Dibdin.) 
EXAMPLE is all—’tis not that which we say, 

But that which we do is the matter, 

And though wisdom her precepts may preach every 
day,. 

They pass for impertinent chatter. 

But those things we do so the fancy bewiteh, 

If fashion but sanction the pother, 

Helter skelter we go over hedge over ditch, 

As sheep follow after each other. 

SPOKEN.] [ll give you an instance.—Arriving 
among some gentlemen one day, ah, said I, how 
are you, my fine fellows? here, see how punctual 
Tam toamoment. There’s a watch for you.— 
A Tompion, I suppose, sir?—I have a namesake 
of his here, given me by my grandfather.—Oh, 
demme, what signifies talking about your watches, 


| here, look at mine! corrects the sun; all stop by 


it at Newmarket.—Talk of a watch, indeed, here, 
horizontal capped and jewelled ; shows minutes, 
moments, days of the month, and plays chimes ; 
goes like clockwork !—Well, but I tell you, if you 
talk of a watch, here’s the watch.—Your watch! 
—Watch! zounds, said I, if you’re not quiet, the 
watch will come, and take you in a minute. 
So while the example like magical sound, 
Or quick electricity catches, 
Soon one after t’other the company round 
Instinctively pull out their watches. 


If broadsword’s the tashion and cutting of throats, 
The English are all of them fencers, 
For a whim if lords cut off the skirts of their 
coats, 
They are decked out in so many spencers. 

Thus Fashion mankind so completely commands, 
Like hounds when they hear the view hollow ; 
And if but five people would walk on their hands, 

Five hundred would instantly follow. 

SPOKEN.] One day I had a mind to see to what 
It’s an old trick, 
but so much the better.—Bless my soul, said I, I 


| beg pardon, I did not know there were to be any 


ladies here, I forgot to get shaved. I am very 
seldom so thoughtless, I’m sure I have no occasion, 
I have a very fine concave razor.— Razor, that’s of 
no consequence at all, have you got one of Pack- 
wood’s strops, takes a notch out of a pen-knife?— 
O, d—n your strops, I always strop my razor on 
an old jack-boot.—Well, but I tell you stropping 
has nothing in the world to do with it; it entirely 
depends upon the soap; get the true essential oil, 
your razor will shave you like a feather.—Feather ! 
If you had been as many campaigns as I have, 
you’d be glad to do as the negroes do, shave your- 
self with a broken glass bottle, and make use of a 
bulk-head for a looking-glass.—Well, but I tell 
you ahout the soap, the razor, the strop. 

So like magic when once the example begins, 

About soapsuds and razors they’re raving, 
And all, while they’re talking and stroaking their 
chins, 
Instinctively seem to want shaving. 


Thus the rage is the rage if it hides or reveals, 
So it’s jemmy, and natty, and knowing, 
Whether up to the shoulders, or down to the 
heels, 
The way is to set it a going. 
Be’t to bam, or to hoax, or to queer, or to quiz, 
Or howe’er in the ton you are flashing, 
The toss up of a pin, it don’t matter what ’tis, 
So ’tis stupid, and useless, and dashing. 


SPOKEN.] But the strongest instance I know of 
the prevalence of example is to set people yawn- 
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ing.—One night I wanted the company to break 
up, ’twas a cursed thing of that fellow, Sir Harry 
—aw—to keep me up till six o’clock—aw—in the 
morning, and then there was that stupid beast the 
deputy—aw—the fellow—aw—was asleep—aw— 
without—aw—paying attention to all those witty 
things that— aw—I was uttering with—aw—so 
much—aw—sprightliness.— Zounds, sir, I wish you 
would not yawn so, you make me as bad as your- 
self.—O, sir, yawning’s catching, I cannot help 
it, upon my soul. 


Thus one after t’other the company all 
This somniferous vortex are drawn in, 
Till, ready to sleep, for their night-caps they 
call, 
And presently all go off yawning. 


GPIPIF ELLIE 


SING THE CHEERING ROSARY. 
(W. Pearce.) 


‘THOUGH oft we meet severe distress, 
In venturing out to sea, 

The perils of the storm seem less, 

As we to heaven our vows address, 
And sing the cheering rosary. 


Our kids that rove the mountains wide, 
And bound in harmless glee, 

I seek each day at even-tide ; 

And while their course I homeward guide, 
I sing the cheering rosary. 


And in the deeper shades of night, 
While through the woods I flee, 
Where gloom and silence yield affright ; 
To make my beating heart sit light, 
I sing the cheering rosary. 


POOL OPIIP? 


THE BROKEN VOW ; 
OR, PADDY’S FOOT FOR THE HORSE SOLDIER. 


Air—* The Bee proffers Honey.”—(T. Jones.) 


WHEN first from the land of poratees I came, 
Like a shamrock fresh and gay, 
I fell plump in love with a spruce young dame, 
Who, as I approached, ran away. 
A smile from her eye was like whiskey, warm, 
I told her myself was distressed, 
That my heart in a storm was in love with her 
form, 
Then began for to end with the rest, 
Which consisted of a 
Hubbaboo, phililu, row de dow whack, 
Then I offered my hand, but she turned her back. 


But an Irishman’s always first at last, 
For Cupid’s a bit of a bull 5 
And jolly-faced Bacchus from his repast, 
Can with love fill an Irishman full. 
Then to whiskey I flew, and made myself gay, 
And sung her this beautiful stave ; 
<< ] shall fall, if you don’t to my song give way, 
Not in love, dearest duck, but the grave.” 
Singing hubbaboo, phililu, row de dow whack, 
But the beautiful cratur still turned her back. 


She melted at this, like butter so soft, 
She called me her love and her dear ; 

I gave her some whiskey, she looked up aloft, 
And vowed she’d be always sincere. 

But ’twas blarney and sham, for a soldier, so gay, 
His ardour of passion expressed ; 

I found him in bed with my darling, one day, 
And I leave you to guess all the rest. 

With a hubbaboo, phililu, row de dow whack, 
I gave the horse soldier a foot to his back. 
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Said, I, Mr. sir, wid your long, big sword, 
I thank you for nothing at all ; 

Get out of my house! while poor Judy implored, 
And, oh Lord! how the spalpeens did squall. 
To the right about face, faith he knew the com 

mand, , : 
And leaped, like a cow in a bog, 
Take your Judy, said I, just to lend you a hand, 
And the devil go wid you, you dog! 
Wid a hubbaboo, phililoo, row de dow whack, 
I kicked ’em both out and so gave ’em the sack. 


GLICIP? LGPL 


AWAY, AWAY, YE NOTES OF WOX 
(Lord Byron.) 


AWAY, away, ye notes of woe! 

Be silent, thou once soothing strain, 
Or I must flee from hence, for, oh! 

I dare not trust those sounds again. 
To me they speak of brighter days— 

But, lull the chords, for now, alas! 
I must not think, I may not gaze 

On what I am, on what I was. 


The voice that made those sounds more sweet 
Is hushed, and all their charms are fled 5 
And now, their softest notes repeat 
A dirge, an anthem o’er the dead! 
Yes, Thyrza! yes, they breathe of thee, 
Beloved dust ! since dust thou art ; 
And all that once was harmony, 
Is worse than discord to my heart! 


’Tis silent all !—but on my ear 
The well-remembered echoes thrill ; 
I hear a voice I would not hear, 
A voice that now might well be still, 
Yet oft my doubting soul ’twill ~hake : 
Even slumber owns its gentle tone, 
Till consciousness will vainly wake 
To listen, though the dream be flown. 


Sweet Thyrza! waking as in sleep, 

Thou art but now a lovely dream 5 
A star that trembled o’er the deep, 

Then turn’d from earth its tender beam. 
But he who through life’s dreary way 

Must pass, when heaven is veiled in wrath, 
Will long lament the vanish’d ray, 

That scatter’d gladness o’er his path. 


GLP IPOD 


THE JOLLY BUCCANEER, 
(I. C. Cross.) 


In the good ship Revenge, how we’ve spank’d 
through the ocean, 
She’s flush to our purpose, you ne’er saw the 
like ; 
Balls and bullets whiz by, but ne’er cause an 
emotion, 
*Till we’re bowled down, we never will strike. 
Thus success and seaman’s cheer 
Glads the jolly Buccaneer. 


Fond of change, in all weathers and climates 
we’re roving, 


Now a sort of hard tustle, and now a soft 


booze, 

With the girls and a fiddle, sometimes kind and 
loving, 

See popped off a messmate, and step in his 
shoes. 


Still success, &c. 


Well stored now with plunder, at nine knots we’re 
steering, 
To where copper fair ones will greet us on 
shore ; 


i 
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There we'll laugh, quaff, and sing, and with kiss- 
ing and swearing, 
Cur cargoes see out, then to sea, boys, for more. 
Thus success, &c. 


LSIDIP PIF 


WO’N’T YOU TO A NUNNERY GO? 
Air-.« Mr. Mug.” (Poole.) 


LET me tell you, Miss Ophelia, your behaviour’s 
very rude, 

And your whims and freaks and fancies ought in 
time to be subdued ; 

So if my advice will better you, to give it is my 
duty.— 

Imprimis :—let your honesty discourse not with 
your beauty. 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, to a nun- 


nery go? 

I told you once I loved you, but *twas easy to per- 
ceive 

That I didn’t care a fig for you, as now you may 
believe. 

In future trust to none of us, we’re arrant knaves 
at best ; 

And I, as soon you'll find, am no better than the 
rest. 


Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &e. 


If you marry, just to comfort you, this plague take 
for your portion, 
That calumny will twig you, though you act with 
greatest caution. 
But get some fool to marry you, if disengaged 
- your heart is ; 
I shall not tell the reason—but ’twere better for 
both parties. 
Wo’n’t yon, wo’n’t you, &c. 
I’ve lately been informed that yon paint both red 
and white 3 
Heaven gave you one face, and to make another is 
not righe : 
Your pranks have made me mad—marriage bells 
no more shall jingle. 
The married may remain so, but the rest shall 
all keep single. 
Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &e. 


PLE LID? 


THE SILVER MCON, WHOSE PLACID 
BEAMS. 


(Miss Bryant.) 


THE silver moon, whose placid beams 
Upon the waters play, 

Alas! like all our fairy dreams, 
A cloud may take away. 

But breaking from the envious shroud, 
She bright again appears 5 

So gladness shines through sorrow’s cloud, 
Amidst an age of tears. 


SIFIPIP IE 


THE TREATS OF LONDON. 
Air— Mutton Pies.”’ 


Goop folks, I will try at a song, 
So I hope you will make no wry faces ; 
Believe me, I’ll not keep you long, 
With my budget of public places. 
'o what I’m about to rehearse, 
If you'll but please to attend, 
You will learn from my play-bill in verse, 
Where to go if you’ve money to spend. 
Tol de rol, &ce. 
There’s Covent-Garden of famous renown, 
Whose beauties I’ll ever remember ; 


Old Drury, that once was burnt down, 
And Bartlemy-Fair, in September: 
With the Tower of London, so grand, 
Where a huge pocket-pistol you see; 
And taking a walk down the Strand, 
You can find out the play a‘ter tea. 
Tol de rol, &ce. 


There’s the Opera-House at the west, 
A Chalk-Farm, and a famous Jew’s Harp, 
Where, pay well, you may feast on the best, 
Then walk to the Regency-Park. 
A Lord’s Cricket-ground—that’s quite new, 
With a Tottenham playhouse, so gay: 
Hyde-Park and the brazen statue, 
Which the ladies all visit, they say. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


There’s the Pall-Mall promenade, too, I ween 
And a Bond-Street Parade, in addition ; 
With Kensington-Gardens, when clean, 
And the Somerset-House Exhibition : 
Then there is Spring-Gardens, so rum, 
With Westminster-Abbey to range 5 
A walk in the Temple for lawyers, 
And all alive, sirs, in Exeter-?Change. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


The British Museum’s a treat, 
Vauxhall, with its fire-works so pretty, 
Where belles and their sparks you will meet ; 
And the Royalty, too, in the city : 
A Surrey Theatre there’s too, sirs, 
And the Obelisk, near it, so grand ; 
And go on, and the Cobourg you'll view, sirs, 
Near Waterloo-Bridge, from the Strand. 
’ Tolde rol, &c, 


Coffee-shops open snug for debate ; 
For milling, in fun, a Five’s Court ; 
Though there’s milling established of late, 
At Brixton, that’s reckoned no sport. 
With balls, concerts, and masquerades, 
And spouting-rooms, too, half a score ; 
With prime song-clubs, all in the shades, 
Knocking down with a bravo encore! 
Tol de rol, &c, 


Gas-lights, too, do glare in your eyes, — 
Indian Jugglers deceive in Pall-Mall ; 
London folks buy a lottery prize ; 
At Astley’s, the beasts bear the bell : 
The Monument, too, a tall post is; 
And, also, without any raillery, 
The Londoner’s principal boast, is 
St. Paul’s and its whispering gallery. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then there’s Sadler’s Wells made so fine, 
And the managers there have thought fit 
To enliven the folks with good wine, 
As they enter the boxes or pit. 
And their melo-drames now must go down, 
Without combats, escapes, sirs, or slaughter ; 
For this alone is the playhouse near town, 
That can treat us with good wine and water. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


PRIFGIAIF 


WHERE THE PURPLE VIOLET GROWS. 
Air— Il fais de the.”’—(E. W. Cox.) 


THERE is a spot where I love to roam, 
Where the rude blast never blows, 

That to me is as dear as home, 
Where the purple violet grows. 


How oft, when summer-sun has set, 
I on that soft bank repose ! 

Twas there that first I Helen met, 
Where the purple violet grows. 
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There first I felt love’s cruel smart, 
There I saw that blooming rose, 

That quickly gained my youthful heart, 
Where the purple violet grows. | 


But she is gone, and I am left 
Alone to mourn my grievous woes ; 
Here I recline, of hope bereft, 
Where the purple violet grows. 


GPCOILLS 


VLL GIVE THE LAND WE LIVE IN. 


THE sparkling liquor fills the glass, 
And briskiy round the board it goes, 
We toast in turn each fay’rite lass, 
And drink confusion to our foes ;— 
While each in turn, the catch, the glee, 
The song, the toast, is given; 
And ever, as it comes to me, 
I’ll give the land we live. 


Then all arise, and join in the glee, 
With a loud huzza, and three times three ; 
Huzza! Ill give the land we live in, 

T’ll give the land we live in. 


Our captain always gives the king, 

His bosom glows with loyal flame ; 
While all the deck in praises sing 

Of valiant Smith and Nelson’s name. 
God bless the land of liberty ! 

The song, the toast is given ; 
And ever as it comes to me, 

I'll give the land we live in. 

Then all arise, &c. 


Some folks may envy foreign parts, 
’ And wish to gain a distant shore ; 
But let them go with all our hearts, 
We shall be plagued with them no more. 
God bless the land of liberty ! 
The song, the toast is given ; 
And ever as it comes to me, 
Ill give the land we live in. 
Then all arise, and join in the glee, 
With a loud huzza, and three times three, 
Huzza! ll give the land we live in, 
The glorious land we live in. 


PIOLLPLELES 


THE HOLLOW WOODS 
RESOUNDING. 


(H. Powell.) 


HARK! the hollow woods resounding, 
With the joyful hunters’ cry, 

See the stag o’er hedges bounding 
Now proclaims that they are nigh. 


HARK! 


Now the hounds the stag approaching, 
Now the huntsmen doth appear, 

On his swiftness they’re encroaching, 
He distracted runs with fear. 


Now the stag himself defending 
With his antlers, but in vain, 

For his trembling limbs are bending, 
Weakened with distracting pain. 


Now their pleasure it is ending, 
And the tears flow from his eyes 5 

Now no more for life contending, 
Plunging forward, falls and dics. 


THE PRINCE OF CATGUT SCRAPERS. 
(M: G. Lewis.) 


OLD Orpheus played 
So well, "tis said, 
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That whenever he touched his fiddle, 
Wild beasts, and flocks, 
Streams, woods, and rocks, 
Danced about to his hey diddle, diddle. 
Here figured out 
A tower so stout, 
Here figured in a fountain, 
While a sea-port town 
The dance led down, 
And went back to back with a mountain. é 
Sing tweedle dum, 
At his strum, strum, strum, 
Forests and fields cut capers, 
Sing tweedle dee, 
O, was not he 
The prince of catgut-scrapers ? 


See ranged in pairs, 
Twelve dancing bears, 

Go as fast as ever they can go, 
A lively pig 
Performs a jig, 

And a graceful goose a fandango! 
While a smart he lamb, 
Introduced by a ram, 

To a fair young whale advances, 
And, making a leg, 

Cries, “‘ Miss, may I beg 

Your fin for the two next dances ?” 

Sing tweedle dum, &c. 


PIELLI OID 


O, SWEET IS THE ROSE ON BEAUTY’S 
CHEEK DANCING. 
CW ath) 

O, SWEET is the rose on Beauty’s cheek dancing ; 
Sweet is the mountain-wind, happy and free ; 
Sweet is the sun-beam from blue cloud when 

glancing, 
It calms and disperses the rage of the sea. 


O, sweet is the wine in the goblet when flowing, 
We quaff to the health of a dear absent friend ; 
And sweet is the bright spark of friendship, when 
glowing 
In a generous breast, *twill endure to the end. 


O, sweet ’tis to hear the shrill trumpet sounding, 
When each brave heart beats high with dis- 


dain ; 
Sweet is’t to see the proud war-horse when bound- 
ing, 
Like a whirlwind, he scours the valley and 
plain. 


’Tis sweet at the break of the rosy dawn, 
When horses and dogs the sound follow ; 

To hear the full note of the winding horn, 
And the huntsman’s cheering hollo. 


Sweet is’t to behold the setting sun 
Gild the horizon with its sinking ray 5 

To see the husbandman, his daily labour done, 
Returning slowly on his winding way. 


And sweet is the solemn midnight hour, 
When the moon sheds her silvery light, 
O’er forest, or waste, or moss-grown tower, 

Or o’er the wave sparkling bright. 


But, O, one smile from the girl whom we love , 
One soft gentle glance from her eye; 
The heart which that smile or that glance cannot 
move, 
Is unworthy to live or to die. 


’Tis as sweet as is the angel smile, 
To the aged and care-worn breast, 

That cheers his heart midst his worldly toil, 
In the hopes of heaven to rest. 
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THE JOLLY FIGHTING BUTCHER. 
Air—“ The Beadle of the Parish.” 
(R. Morley.) 


I’M a very flashy blade, 
A jolly butcher am by trade, 

And pretty well known in Whitechapel ; 
With my jacket that’s milk-white, 
And my steel that is so bright ; 
All the lasses do declare, 

Nay, some of them will swear, 

That I am the boy for to prattle. 

When I cry— 
What d’ye buy? 
Neck or breast, 
I’ve the best ; 
Mutton, loin, 
Beef so fine! 


SPOKEN.] You must know I went to Smithfield 
market this morning, as usual, but having drank 
too freely last night, I was somewhat muzzy, so I 
walks round among the beastes. At last, I fixed 
upon a prime one, as | thought '—Here, farmer, 
says I, what do you ax for this here bullock ?— 
Nord help your calf’s head, says he, clapping his 
hand to my napper, why, that’s a cow with calf! 
I'll tell you what, you joskin, if you put your 
mawley there again, I’ll let you know who I amin 
a brace of shakes, Why, who the devil are you? 
Why, lord, 


I’m the jolly fighting batcher. 


As the girls pass by, 
They cast a roguish eye, 

And to buy of me are willing ; 
With my belcher tied so neat, 
Natty buckles on my feet, 

Every heart I do trepan, 

When they come to buy my lamb, 
They all say I am monstrous killing ! 
When [I cry— 

What d’ye buy? 
Bullock’s head, 
Nice sweetbread ; 
Pork or veal, 
Come, who’ll deal ? 


SPOKEN.] Here, boy, take this haunch of mut- 
ton to Alderman Gobble; that shin of beef to 
Billy Shanks; and this dish of brains to Counsel- 
jor Lackwit. What are you looking for to-day, 
ma’am? prime meat—match all the market !— 
What d’ye buy? what d’ye buy? walk in;—buy 
this sticken. I shouldn’t think of your imperdence ; 
go along, feller! but (ll fetch my poor dear hus- 
band, Billy Snip, he shall soon know who you 
are. Vhy, don’t you know me, ma’am? Vhy, 
zounds ! 


I’m the jolly fighting butcher. 


Though my trade it is to kill, 
And I’m sometimes forced to mill, 
Yet I cruelty always despise ; 
For a friend that stands in need, 
In his cause I’d freely bleed; 
Right and left I hit and stop, 
And very well can chop, 
Which all the knowing lads do surprise. 
Pleased I cry, 
What d’ye buy ? 
Heart or liver, 
Bring a skiver ; 
Buttock, rump, 
Fat and plump. 


SPOKEN.]| Having gone so far without a knock- 
down blow, and being backed by such kind friends 
as I now see before me,—with your permission, Ill 
act-to the same way to-morrow evening; and, 
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while I have power to use my tongue, or marrow- 
bones, d—me, if they shall ever lie idle in a good 
cause,— because, 


I’m the jolly fighing butcher. 


PPL LIP LIF 


THE SAILOR’S WILL. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE net-work stowed with hammocks all, 
To arms had beat the drum, 


To quarters piped the boatswain’s call, 
The threat’ning danger come. 


The handspikes, sponges, hammers, crows, 
Were well arranged about ; 

And to annoy old England’s foes, 
The great guns were run out. 


While all the ship, firm in the cause, 
As hushed as death, were still ; 

Each tar employed the awful pause, 
To whisper out his will. 


I have a friend, who, in distress, 
Did ne’er in kindness fail ; 

He saved my life, gave half his mess, 
And took me out of jail. 


Give him this watch; when I was sick 
From his own hands it came ; 

And say, whene’er I hear it tick, 
I thought upon his name. 


He’s called Will Worthy, I Ben Breeze, 
My mind his merits fill ; 

And ’tis to noble hearts like these, 
True tars should make their will. 


I have a wife; this picture here 
She hung about my neck ; 

And sealed it with a parting tear, 
When forced to leave the deck. 


Tell her, the ties with mine to turl, 
Safe stowed, till her last breath ; 

Then give it to our little girl, 
When we are joined in death. 

Thou’lt find her, she’s called constant Nan: 
This duty, then, fulfil; 

And let the world say,—thou’rt the mun, 
To guard a sailor’s will, 


I no relations have myself, 
But those that honour bring ; 

So prize-money and my pelf, 
In trust I give the king. 


His majesty, God bless his heart! 
When my poor hulk’s at rest, 

With int’rest will each tar give part, 
Or swell the Chatham chest. 


My name’s Tom Loyal, and I know 
Each duty to fulfil ; 

Where can I, then, so well bestow 
In trust my dying will? 

A broadside’s given, we hear no more ; 
The sanguine fight comes on; 

And, lifeless, stretched in clotted gore, 
Lies many a proud don. 


The victory’s gained, the can goes round, 
The strife no longer glows ; 
And English tars, now safe and sound, 
Hail friends and succour foes. 
Ben’s friend, Tom’s King, and William’s wife, 
Yet do their bosoms fill ; 
They swear to honour them through life, 
And, dying, in their will. 


PIAA IPL SL 


OE  —— a 
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PLAY-GOING ; 
OR, MARRIAGE IS THE BLISS OF LIFE. 
Air—“ Paphian Bowers.” —(F. C. N.) 


FOUNTAINS spraying, 
Moon-beams playing, 
On Old Father Thames’s shore ; 
Birds then singing, 
Lovers clinging, 
Hoping they may part no more. 
Music tinkling, 
Voices chinkling, 
See Der Freichutz, get a piace, 
Oh! what squeezing, 
Row, and teasing— 
That man’s head is in my face! 
Clock a striking, 
Play a liking, 
Home we trudge to vixen wife ; 
Such a scolding, 
Hands a holding— 
Marriage is a bore through life. 


In bed creeping, 
You soon sleeping, 

Calm on pillow, soft as down, 
Wife come peeping, 
Shamming w>eping, 

’Cause you’ve spent your e’en in town; 
You consoling, 

She controlling, 

You agree to mend your ways 3 
Thus deceiving, 

She a grieving, 

Married people pass their days ; 
Soothed by kisses, 
Wedlock’s blisses, 

Close the matrimonial strife ; 
Sorrows over, 

All in clover, 

Marriage is the bliss of life. 


GILLIE II SP 


THE UNFORTUNATE SPORTSMEN. 
Air— The Vicar of Bray.—(M. M. Bryant.) 


BosBy SIMPKINS, Billy Brown, and Jacky Smirke, 
the dandy, 
They all went out, one shooting day, to Highgate- 
hill, so handy, 
From Aldersgate, to shoot some game, each was 
a clever spark, sirs, 
Who swore, if birds they couldn’t catch, at least 
they’d have a lark, sirs. 
Oh dear, oh dear, 
If any here, 
Ye sportsmen pray remember, 
The woes of this unhappy day, 
Through shooting in September. 


They stopped; says Bob, ‘‘ now, prime your 
guns, I hears the game a raoving, 

I'll only give a little pop, and soon you’ll see ’em 
roving.” 

He fired with fury all at once; but, only mind his 
rigs, sir, 

And the people said he was a bore, for he shot a 
set of pigs, sir. 

Oh dear, oh dear, &c. 


‘« That vas a simple trick of yours to deal in pork,” 
says Jack, sir; 

But in that corner game I spy, to mark it I’ve the 
knack, sir ; 

We fixed his piece, and boldly cried, « in shot I’ll 
yield to no man ;” 

He fired, alas! the smoke went up, but down went 
an old woman, 

Oh dear, oh dear, &c. 
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The constables now came, and took Bob up for 
killing sows, sir, 

While Jacky for the murder went into the Sessions 
House, sir, 

And Billy, going home quite sad, all like a silly 
elf, sir, 

In firing at a poor old goose, oh Lord! he shot 
himself, sir. 

Oh dear, oh dear, &c. 


POPPI PPE? 


COME, LET ME TAKE 
BREAST. 


Air—** Cauld Kail.’’—( Burns.) 


CoME, let me take thee to my breast, 
And pledge we ne’er shall sunder ; 
And I shall spurn as vilest dust 
The warld’s wealth and grandeur : 
And do I hear my Jeanie own 
That equal transports move her ? 
I ask for dearest life alone, 
That I may live to love her. 


THEE TO MY 


Thus in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure ; 
I’ll seek nae mair 0’ heav’n to share, 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure : 
And by thy e’en, sae bonnie blue, 
I swear I’m thine for ever! 
And on thy lips I seal my vow, 
And break it shall I never. 


GILL LISP? 


FILL THE SPARKLING BUMPER HIGH. 
(T. Jones.) 


WINE, ae me wine; come, ‘ill the sparkling 
glass, 
Brisk let the bottle circulate ; 
Name, quickly name, each one, his fav’rite lass, 
Drive from your brow the clouds of fate. 
Fill the sparkling bumper high, 
Let us drain the bottom dry. 


Come, thou grape-encircled boy, 
From the blissful seats above, 
Crown the passing hour with joy, 
Bring me wine, and bring me love. 
Fill the sparkling, &c. 


Bacchus, o’er my yielding life 
Spread the produce of thy vine ; 
Love, thy arrows gently dip, 
Temp’ring them with gen’rous wine. 
Fill the sparkling, &c. 


GPLIELIEOP 


PROTECT THY BRITAIN’S FAVOURED 
ISLE. 


O THOU, of all the sov’reign Lord, 
Our altars to thy name we raise ; 
A name by worlds nnknown adored ; 
Of gratitude we hymn the praise. 
O, still beneath thy fost’ring smile, 

Protect thy Britain’s favoured isle. 


While ravaged realms no more rejoice, 
Whose hills with sounds of horror ring ; 
Of Peace we hear the dove-like voice, 
Defended by her guardian wing. 
O, still beneath, &c. 


From realms where mounts the orb of day, ~ 
To those that see his setting beam, 
Our Britain holds a glorious way, 
Of Fame’s loud trump the constant theme. 
O, still beneath, &c. 


POLI LIDS 
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PADDY ROACH’S MISFORTUNES 
(T. Scarneil.) 


ON the night coach, one morning, from Dublin, so 
gaily 
I set off, ‘and walked every step of the way ; 
All the money I had was a thumping shellelagh, 
Which brought me no more than a dirty half- 


ay. 
Oh! ter a lad I have paid with it nately, 
Made him cry out for mercy, bawl out he was 
dead ; 
Stole his cash, though he had none, then tript of 
so sweetly, 
And knocked ont his brains, though he had 
none in his head. 
With whack, &c. 


I shall never forget, no, not while I remember, 
The misfortunes that happened to myself, Paddy 
Roach ; 
Summer weather it was, in the month of Decem- 
ber, 
When first I fell sea-sick a-top of the coach. 
I whispered aloud, ‘< take me back to the Liffey :” 
They ne’er heeded my cries, but much faster 
did send, : 
When smack from the coach I was thrown in a 


jiffy, 
And buried alive in a bog full of mud. 
With whack, &c. 


Oh! Paddy, said I to myself, as I lay in 
The mud, which had blackened my fine rosy 
face ; 
Thow’rt yet but, however, get up, and don’t stay 


in, 

But trudge back to Dublin, thy own native 
lace. 

Bad luck to the hour which first made me leave it, 

My bones I’ll get mended, made sound and 
complate ; 

No longer I’ll travel; no, don’t you believe it, 

But when I next do, faith, I'll ride on my feet. 
With whack, &c. 


PIP IP IFS 


COME, MY CORINNA, COME, LET’S GOE 
A-MAYING. 


_ (Herrick, 1648.) 


GET up, get up, for shame, the blooming morne 
Upon her wings presents the god unshorne. 
See how Aurora throwes he faire 
Fresh-quilted colours through the aire ; 
Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew-bespangling herbe and tree. 
Each flower has wept, and bowed toward the east, 
Above an houre since, yet you not drest ; 
Nay, not so much as out of bed, 
When all the birds have matteyns sayd, 
And sung their thankfull hymnes ; ’tis sin, 
Nay, profanation, to keep in, 
When as a thousand virgins on this day, 
Spring sooner than the lark to fetch in May. 


Rise, and put on your foliage, and be seene 
To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and 
greene, 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels, for your gowne, or haire ; 
Fear not, the leaves will strew 
Gemms in abundance upon you ; 
Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 
Against you come, some orient pearls unwept, 
Oome, and receive them, while the light, 
Hangs on the dew-locks of the night ; 
And it«m, on the eastern hill, 
Rtires nimselfe, or else stands still, 
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| Till you come forth, wash, dresse, be biief in 


ee es 
Few beads are best, when once we goe a-maying, 
Come, my Corinna, come; and, coming, marke 
How each field turns a street, each street a parke, 
Made green and trimm with trees; see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough, 
Or branch ; each porch, each doore, ’ere this 
An arke, a tabernacle is, 
Made up of whitethorn, neatly interwove, 
As if here were those cooler shades of love ; 
Can such delights be in the street 
And open fields and we not sce’t? 
Come, we’ll abroad, and let’s obey 
The proclamation made for May, 
And sin no more, as we have done, by staying, 
But, my Corinna, come, let’s goe a~-maying. 


There’s not a budding boy, or girle, this day, 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 
A deale of youth, ’ere this, is come 
Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 
Some have dispatcht their cakes and creame 
. Before that we have left to dreame ; 
And some have wept, and woo’d, and plighted 
troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth 5 
Many a green gown has been given ; 
Many a kisse, both odde and even ; 
Many a glance, too, has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s firmament ; 
Many a jest told of the keye’s betraying 
This night, and locks pickt ; yet w’are not a-may- 
ing. 
Come, let us goe while we are in our prime, 
And take the harmlesse follie of the time. 
We shall grow old apace and die 
Before we know our liberty. 
Our life is short, and our dayes run 
As fast away as does the sunne ; 
And, as a vapour or a drop of raine, 
Once lost, can ne’er be found againe ; 
So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade 5 
All love, all liking, all delight 
Lies drowned with us in endless night, 
Then, while time serves, and we are but decaying, 
Come, my Corinna, come, let’s goe a-maying. 


GOEL EE LF 


THE WIND BLEW FRESH AND FAIR. 


THE wind blew fresh and fair, 
And blew a towering gale, 
The sun shone bright and clear, 
When blithely we set sail. 
Our ship was heart of oak, 
To quarters was the cry, 
We drink, we sing, we smoke, 
And such a lad am J. 
With a turi lal luri Jal lil, 
With atura, &c. 


We cruised before the wind, 
Still kept a good look out, 
Our foe kept off with fear, 
To ’scape a drubbing bout. 
At length from the mast head 
The swabs we did espy, 
’T was grog, *twas beef and bread, 
To all the crew and I. 
With a turi lal, &c. 


They felt inclined to run, 

They courage couldn’t find ; 
We didn’t like the fun, 

So made ’em haul their wind. 
Yard-arm and yard-arm laid, 

To board him was the ery ; 
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My lodging good I made, 
And the first on board was I. 
With my turi lal, &c. 


GIP LIL PS 


BELIEVE ME TRUE. 
( Upton.) 
O YES, believe, believe me true, 
Though falsehood’s tongue our loves would sever, 


The world must change ere I from you, 
And every pulse be cold for ever. 


O yes, believe, believe me true, 
Though friends to part us may endeavour, 

The breast, fond breast, that throbs for you, 
Can leave thee, dearest, leave thee never. 


O then believe, believe me true, 

Let come what may, I’ll love thee ever ; 
While life is mine [ live for you, 

And nought but death our hearts can sever. 


GPILIPLIPP? 


rHOUGH FATE, MY GIRL, MAY B1D US 
PART. 


(T. Moore. ) 


THOUGH fate, my girl, may bid us part, 
Our souls it cannot, shall not sever, 

The heart will seek its kindred heart, 
And cling to it as close as ever. 


But must we, must we part indeed ? 
Is all our dream of rapture over? 

And does not Julia’s bosom bleed, 
To leave so dear, so fond a lover? 


Does she, too, mourn? Perhaps she may, 
Perhaps she weeps our blisses flecting. 
But why is Julia’s eye so gay, 
If Julia’s heart, like mine, is beating ? 


I oft have loved the brilliant glow 
Of rapture in her blue eyes stealing; 
But can the bosom bleed with woe, 
While joy is in the glances beaming ? 


No, no; yet, love, I will not chide, 
Although your heart were fond of roving; 
Nor that, nor all the world beside, 
Could keep your faithful boy from loving. 


You'll soon be distant from his eye, ~ 

And with you all that’s worth possessing; 
O, then it will be sweet to dic, 

When life has lost it’s only blessing. 


GPEC LAE? 


ECHO, DELIGHTED, CRIES HARK, HARK 
AWAY. 


HARK away, my brave boys, to the cry of the 
hounds, 
How blithesome o’er hill and through dale, 
Sweet Echo, delighted, the music resounds, 
And wafts it o’er mountain and dale. 
Mellow sounds the blithe horn 
In the morning so gay, 
And Echo, delighted, cries hark, hark away! 


‘hen haste, haste away, ’tis the enlivening view 
hollow, x 
See renard breaks covert and flies, 
The hounds true to scent his tracks quickly follow, 
And loud tallyhoes rend the skies. 
Mellow sounds, &c. 


Then leave to dull care all the sons of the day, 
Let them labour and toil, while we follow 
The sweet swelling cry of the musical hound, 
And the voice of the huntsman’s sweet hollow. 
Mellow sounds, &c. 


SLIP IIEP 
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THE MERMAID IN CHANCERY. 


A WONDER once they showed about, 
Which every one has seen, sirs, 
It was a monster new, no doubt ; 
Of mermaids quite the queen, sirs ; 
With jaws so wide and wond’rous tail, 
When from the sea she parted, 
Lord how the mermen did bewail, 
And all seemed broken-hearted. 


SPOKEN.] Ah, she little thought that she was 
like a young bear, with all her troubles before her ; 
she no sooner came to London than she set the 
lawyers at work. Counsellor Brief rises in the 
Court of Chancery, and addresses his lordship 
thus :—My lud, I am counsel for the plaintiff in 
a most intricate case ; this is Helery versus Eels, 
eh! eh! eh! all in the fish way. Now the cause 
of this action is a marine cause, because the 
subject is amphibious ; it is a new-never-thought- 
of-non-descript animal, called, and commonly 
known by the title of a mermaid, otherwise, a 
maid of the ocean, a sea-maid, such a maid as was 
never seen; or, perhaps, we may prove her no 
maid at all—thereby hangs a tail, as Shakspeare 
has it. Now plajntiff, my client, who claims a 
part of this fish, has proved himself no flat fish, 
tor he comes forward at a good time to throw out 
his net for defendant, and says that defendant 
owes him seven-eighths of this same beautiful maid 
or fish, since he bought seven-cighths of the vessel 
she came to England in; not for the value of the 
delicate female, but for her modesty and want of 
self-conceit ; for, believe me, my lord, this lady 
is not like the generality of her sex, for she has 
never been known to use comb or brush, nor yet 
to put her hair in paper; and it is supposed that 
she was thus careless of her angelic person, because 
she knew that the land-maids, or, at least, the 
land-ladies, used them sufficiently without her aid. 


‘| Now, my lord, ‘* jisho, fiesho, mermaido,”’ as it is 


justly set forth in Judge Dace’s Institutes, ‘cap. 
19,439, page 2,004. Upon his authority I wish 
for a rule to show cause why this said mermaid 
should not be kept still, quiet, and unremoved, 
instead of being moved about for defendant’s pro- 
fit, and exhibited as a common puppet-show. 


For O, she is a mermaid, 

A most bewitching mermaid ! 
She’ll be a ward in Chancery, 
As sure as she’s a mermaid! 


Such pros and cons the lawyers. make 
About this new-canght beauty, 
With hems and haws they stately speak, 
To serve, they think, their duty. 
They’re all alive and full of glee, 
And are true powdered sparks, sirs, 
But little does Miss Mermaid think 
She’s got among the sharks, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] My lord, says lawyer Quibble, I am 
counsel for defendant, and in this case we are all 
in the fish way, or, as Counsellor Eelskin says, in 
his law-book, ‘* fino, scalo, bono, trouto.” Lama 
queer fish, Counsellor Brief is an odd fish, the plain- 
tiff is a flat fish, my client is a rich fish, and the 
mermaid is no fish at all. True itis that she has 
an affinity to my learned brother, for she is all jaw 
and tail. But plaintiff is a greedy fish, for he 
wants seven-eighths of that which is both fish and 
flesh. My client is willing to accede in some mea- 
sure, though not exactly seven-eighths, for that is 
out of all measure. Besides, the mermaid is only 
termed the eighth wonder of the world, and how 
can plaintiff take seven eighths out of one? ‘The 
thing is impossible, and being impossible, I say 
the thing cannot be done ; nor can your lordship 
grant arnle, when hal: the fish is flesh, and halt 
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the fiesh is foul ; and since your lordship will never 
sanction cutting and maiming, the plaintiff must 
be non-suited. 

For O, she is a mermaid, &c. 


And now the sharks have got the maid, 
They’ll take the founders in, sirs, 

For griping hard you’ll own’s their trade, 
And that they think no sin, sirs. 

But like each witty speech and pun, 
’Tis all an imposition, 

And both the mermaid and the dun 
Are all a composition. 


SPOKEN.] Now we shall hear his lordship’s de- 
cision :—Gentlemen, since this maid of the sea» 
this wonder of wonders, whose ¢aii has moved me, 
has neither father, mother, uncle, brother, sister, 
cousin, friend, or relation, and as she is a rarity, 
and I find her not only fish and fiesh, but likewise 
discover something scaly in the case; I say, since 
we have entangled her in the net of the law, where 
many queer fish have been served in the same 
way, allI have to say in answer to my learned 
friend is, that I will not sanction cutting and 
maiming; still, as she is all head and tail, and 
both come in contact with me, as pugilists would 
say, I must put them both in chancery, and to this 
end, the mermaid shall be my ward; and Ill be 
bound to say, she’s the only one that will submit 
to my authority with becoming silence, or allow 
me to do as I please without complaining. 

For O, she is a mermaid, &c. 


PIGPOFP IS 


HIGHGATE PROBATION. 
(Dibdin.) 

SCARCE come up to London a country lout, 
From father’s snug cottage, at Ryegate ; 

To qualify I in the world to set out, 
I went to be sworn at Highgate ; 

So I took’t an oath that I thow’t mighty queer, 
But I said that I’d keep’t by the letter, 

That all my life through I’d prefer strong beer, 
Unless I lik’d small beer better. 


I saw’d what it meant, though I but a clown ;— 
The oath, you see, meant self-denial 5; 
And ’tis proper enough, for when folks come to 
town, 
Their honesty’s put to the trial ; 

Now you see, to be honest’s the small beer of life, 
’Tis poor, but one’s conscience *tw’on’t fetter ; 
So who wool may drink strong beer and get into 

strife, 
I likes quiet and small beer better. 


’Fore now I’ve been offered both money and geer, 
My neighbour to cheat of his treasure ; 

But diamonds and gold may be purchased too dear, 
And with pain we too often buy pleasure. 

I do like pleasure, too; but, softly and fair, 
Don’t of honesty be the forgetter ; 

But take her advice, and of strong beer beware, 
When she bids you like small beer better. 


So in this ’versal world, you do see ev’ry man 
Maunt guzzle as thof he were bursting ; 

But drink of his own what he honestly can, 
And not for another’s be thirsting. 

Ods waunds! if a man gets a thousand a year, 
Let ’m spent ev’ry doit to the letter , 

But if more than his own it would cost for strong 

beer. 

Let ’m smile and like small beer better. 


COULD YOU TO BATTLE MARCH AWAY. 
A DUET. 
(G. Colman.) 
She.—CouLp you to battle march away, 
And Jeave me here complaining, 
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I’m sure ’twould break my heart to stay, 
When you were gone campaigning. 

Ah non, non, non, pauvre Madelon 
Would never quit her lover : 

Ah non, non, non, pauvre Madelon 
Would go with you all the world over. 


He.—Cheer, cheer, you shall not grieve, 
A soldier true you'll find me ; 
I could not have the heart to leave 
My little girl behind me. 
Ah non, non, non, &c. 


She.—And can you to the battle go, 
To woman’s fears a stranger ; 
No fears my breast will ever know, 
But when my love’s in danger. 
Ah non, non, non, &c. 


Both.—Then let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forsake us ; 
We both shall be as happy still 
As love and war can make us. 
Ah non, non, non, &c, 


FASHION’S FOOLS; 
OR, WE ALL KNOW WHO MUST THRIVE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


WHO is’t increases two-tailed wigs, 
Whose wearers clapper claw 

For pretty little guinea pigs ? 
O, law! O, law! O, law! 

Who is’t empowers the crafty quack 
In chariot gay to ride, 

While unassuming worth, good lack ! 
Walks pensive by its side ? 

But Fashion, madam Fashion, and 
Good trade she’ll ever drive ; 

For while there’s fools to swarm the land 
We all know who must thrive, 

We do, 

We all know who must thrive. 


Who is it parts the wedded pair, 
And Doctors’ Commons throngs, 
Drives humble merit to despair, 
And laughs at virtue’s wrongs ? 
Who is’t bids blockheads duels fight, 
Or boxers fame pursue, 
Great folks in coachmen’s clubs unite, 
And coachmen’s manners too, 
But Fashion, madam Fashion, and 
Good trade she’ll ever drive ; 
For while there’s fools to swarm the land 
We all know who must thrive, 
We do, 
We all know who must thrive. 


PPL LL PS? 


WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH 
I LOVE. 


(Allan Ramsay.) 


WHEN absent from the nymph I love, 
I’d fain shake off the chains I wear ; 
But whilst I strive these to remove, 
More fetters I’m obliged to bear : 
My captived fancy, day and night, 
Fairer and fairer represents 
Belinda, formed for dear delight, 
But cruel cause of my complaints. 


All day I wander through the groves, 
And, sighing, hear from every tree, 

The happy birds, chirping their loves, 
Happy compared with lonely me. 

When gentle sleep, with balmy wings, 
To rest fans every weary wight, 

A thousand fears my fancy brings, 
That keeps me watching all the night. 
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Sleep flies, while like the goddess fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 
With melting smiles and killing air, 
Appears the cause of all my pain. 
Awhile, my mind delighted, flies 
O’er all her sweets with thrilling joy, 
Whilst want of work makes doubts arise, 
That all my trembling hopes destroy. 


Thus while my thoughts are fixed on her, 
I’m all o’er transport and desire, 
My pulse beats high, my cheeks appeas 
All roses, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to myself I turn to view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan : 
‘Lhus whilst my fears my pains renew, 
I scarcely look or move a man. 


GPPP LLL? 


THE ORIGIN OF GROG. 
Air—“ A plague on those musty old Lubbers.” 


CoME, listen awhile to my story, 
There’s something I wish to explain, 
Which when I have laid it before ye, 
Perhaps you may like it again: 
When sailors had rum, you may think it, 
It always would set them agog ; 
Till Vernon, ’tis said, 
¢ Who is long ago dead, 
No lo~ger would let them to drink it, 
And made all their beverage grog. 


It happened at famed Porto Bello, 
To humble*the dons of Old Spain ; 
This whimsical old-fashioned fellow, 
Who our glory would always maintain, 
When sailors had rum, &c. 


This mixture it made them all grumble, 
They vowed they’d not hand, reef, or steer; 
But reason it soon made them humble, 
Though water at first it seemed queer. 
For when they had rum, &c. 


He wore an old grogram cloak, sir, 
Which the sailors all knew very well ; 
So they christened their grog, it’s no joke, sir, 
We all know the name very well. 
Contented at last they all drink it, &c. 


PPE ILL O? 


DO YOU SEE THE OLD BEGGAR WHO 
SITS AT YON GATE? 


(Mrs. Robinson. ) 


Do you see the old beggar, that sits at yon gate, 
With his beard silvered over like snow? 

Though he smiles as he meets the keen arrows of 

fate, 

Still his bosom is wearied with woe. 

Many years has he sat at the foot of the hill, 
Many days seen the summer sun rise ; 

And at evening the traveller passes him still, 
While the shadow steals over the skies. 


Time was, when the beggar in martial trim dight, 
Was as bold as the chief of his throng ; 

When he marched through the storms of the day 

or the night, 

And still smiled as he journeyed along. 

But love o’er his bosom triumphantly reigned ; 
Love taught him in secret to pine ; 

Love wasted his youth, yet he never complained, 
For the silence of love is divine. 


See him now while with age and with sorrow op- 
prest, 
He the gate opens slowly and sighs ; 
See him drop the big tears on his woe-withered 
breast, 
The big tears that fall fast from his eyes : 
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To him all is silent and mournful and dim, 
E’en the seasons pass dreary and slow, _ 
For affliction has placed its cold *etters on him, 
And his soul is enamoured of woe. 


See, the tear which imploring is fearfu. io tol., 
Though in silence he bows as you stray ; 

’Tis the eloquent silence that speaks to the sov', 
Till the star of his slow-setting day ; 

Perchance, ere the May blossoms cheerfully wave. 
Ere the zephyrs of summer’s soft sigh, 

The sun-beams shall dance on the grass o’er !ii 

grave, 7 


And his journey be marked to the sky. 


PPOL POOP 


THE TWIG OF SHELLELAGH. 


MULROONEY’S my name, I’m a comical boy, 
A tight little lad at shellelagh ! 

St. Paddy wid whiskey he suckled me, joy, 
Among the sweet bogs of Killalah. 


The world I began with a prospect so fair, 

My dad was worth nothing, and I was his heir ; 
So all my estate was a heart full of care, 

And a tight little twig of shellelagh. 


Turn, captain, cried dad, and, if kilt in the 
strife ,— 
Success and long life to shellelagh ; 
Your fortune is made allthe rest of your life, 
As sure as there’s bogs in Killalah. 


But, thinks I, spite of what fame and glory be- 
queath, 
How conceited I’d look in a fine laurel-wreath, 
Wid my head in my mouth, to stand picking my 
teeth 
Wid a tight little twig of shellelagh. 


Yet firmly both Ireland and England I’]l aid, 
The lands of oak-stick and shellelagh ; 

For now these two sisters are man and wife made, 
As sure as there’s bogs in Killalah. 


I’ll still for their friends have a heart warm and 


true 5 

To their foes give my hand, for what else can I 
do? 

Yes,—I’ll give *em my hand—but, along wid it, 
too, 


A tight little twig of shellelagh. 


PPIGLIFD? 


MY LOVE, TO WEEP FORBEAR. 
(Mrs. Dickons. ) 


My dearest love, 
O, tell me why, 
Why thus droops my tender fair? 
And why that tear 
Within thine eye? 
And all thy grief declare. 
Believe my soul so much thine own, 
It ne’er can faithless prove, 
This heart has never falsehood known, 
Then weep no more, my love ; 
But smile again, 
For, ah, ’tis pain 
To see thee shed a tear! 
Believe these sighs, 
Or Edgar dies,— 
And thus to weep forbear. 


Then, dearest iove, 
O, tell me why 
The lily shades the rose ? 
Thy pallid cheek ! 
O, quickly speak, 
Whence all thy sorrow flows? 
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What! though I’m destined far to go, 
Can that decrease my love? 
Forbid it, Fate! my Emma, know, 
My faith to thee I'll prove. 
Then smite again, 
For, ah, ’tis pain 
To see thee shed a tear!- 
Believe my sighs, 
Or Edgar dies,— 
And thus to weep forbear. 


CREPE LOP 


THIS WONDERFUL TOWN, 0! 


WHEN from London first I came, 
I wasn’t worth a crown, 
For, though pufiing raised me up, 
The hammer knocked me down; 
So, as ene trade would not do, 
1 resolved to try how two 
Would succeed, in this wonderful town, O 
Opened shop, ladies crop, 
When they’re ill, powder, pill, 
Sell to cure ’em, life insure 7em, 
Either please ’em, soI fleece em ; 
Shave ’em, lather ’em—omnium gatherum, 
Hey down, ho down, derry, derry down! 
Was my way in this wonderful town, 0! 


Being up to every trick, 
I took a shop on tick, 
But they found I couldn’t pay, 
So, egad, I run away, 
And, jogging off, so gaily, 
Was stopped by a bum-bailey, 
"Who met me in this wonderful town, O! 
Lock-up-house had me close, 
Sins to varnish—paid my garnish, 
Bound in fetters—like my betters, 
Couldn’t pay—hanging day, 
Spirits failed me—friendship hailed me, 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 
What a chanee in this wonderful town, 0! 


Thus traders after smashes, 

Like the phenix from her ashes, 

Recover, safe andsound, 

Paying three pence in the pound ; 

So I, from limbo easy, 

And with something new to please ye, 
Send my bills through all this wonderful town, 0! 

Hope you'll stop at Babble’s shop, 

Please to call—serve you all, 

This the place—state your case, 

Loaves and fishes-——just my wish is! 

That’s the whole, upon my soul. 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 

And to satisfy this wonderful town, O! 


PRE? IPE LP? 


THE HARDY SAILOR BRAVES THE 
OCEAN. 


(O’Keefe.) 


THE hardy sailor braves the ocean, 
Fearless of the roaring wind, 

Yet his heart, with soft emotion, 
Throbs to Jeave his love behind. 


To dread of foreign foes a stranger, 
Though the youth can, dauntless, roam, 
Alarming fears paint every danger 
In a rival left at home. 
The hardy sailor, &c. 


CPL PIP OF 
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THE LITTLE WAND’RING NEGRO BOY. 
(Leigh Hunt.) 


CoLD blows the wind, and while the tear 
Bursts, trembling, from my swollen eyes, 
The rain’s big drops quick meets it there, 
And on my naked bosom lies. 
O, pity, all ye sons of Joy, 
The little wand’ring negro boy. 


These tattered clothes, this ice-cold breast, 
By winter hardened into steel ; 
These eyes that know no soothing rest, 
Bunt speak the half of what I feel. 
Long, long I never knew one joy, 
The little wand’ring negro boy. 


Cannot the sigh of early grief 
Move but one charitable mind ? 
Cannot one hand afford relief, 
One Christian pity, and be kind? 
Weep, weep, for thine was never joy, 
O, little wand’ring negro boy. 


Is there a good which men call pleasure ¢ 
O, Ozmyn! would that it were thine ; 
Give me this only precious treasure, 
How would it soften grief like mine. 
Then Ozmyn might be called with joy, 
The little wand’ring negro boy. 


My limbs these twelve long years have borne 
The rage of ev’ry angry wind ; 
Yet still does Ozmyn weep and mourn, 
Yet still no ease, no rest can find 
‘Then Death, alas, must soon destroy, 
The little wand’ring negro boy. 


No sorrow e’er disturbs the rest 
That dwells within the lonely grave ; 
Thou best resource the woe-wrung heart 
H’er asked of Heaven, or Heaven e’er gave. 
Ah! then, farewell, vain world, with joy 
I die! the happy negro boy. 


CFL CFP IOP 


LET’S CHORUS THE PRAISES OF 
GENEROUS WINE. 


(H. Greville.) 


WHEN I cast my eyes round the gay circle of joy, 
This meeting convivial of friendship and mirth, 
Methinks, the rich grape should each sorrow de- 
stroy, 
When ’tis thus the bright portion of honour and 
worth. 
Far away from the soul flies the selfish regret, 
Tn oblivion this day all our woes we consign ; 
And since thus together we’re joyously met, 
Let’s chorus the praises of generous wine. 


When Bellona no longer her standard uprears, 
And her sons are surrounding the gay social 
' board; 
How the soul welcomes pleasure, contrasted from 
cares, 
And the toils late endured enhance rapture’s 
rich hoard 5 
And if Mem’ry recals those brave friends we have 
lost, 
Those friends who now sleep in the lap of Re- 
nown, 
Perhags feeling may mingle a tear with the toast, 
And what heart shall so grateful a tribute dis- 
own? 


The child of Anxiety, nurtured by Grief, 
Awhile steals from Anguish, and hither repairs ; 
In a moment our balsam affords him relief, 
And, discarding all sorrow, our transport he 
- shares. 
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The lover, too, firmly resolving to die, 
First begs from our store a recruit to his nerves ; 
But the juice soon dispels the swain’s amourous 
sigh, 
While it blesses and sweetens the life it pre- 
serves. 


Thus, my friends, have I proved that in every dis- 
tress, 
Our nectar can yield a rich balm to the heart, 
Each care can erase, ev'ry tear can suppress, 
And drive from the bosom all faischood and 
art 5 
O, raise then the goblet, its virtues revere, 
Let its praises on high swelling numbers ascend, 
”Tis the cement that joins us so close to the fair, 
And the bond which unites the warm heart to a 
friend. 


LPOP EP EF 


BILLY ROY. 
(E. Winslow. ) 


DEAR lassie, tell me, have ye seen 
A blithe and merry lad, 
In yonder vale, or on the green, 
His dress is of the plaid? 
What shall I do, ah! wae is me, 
I’ve lost my canty boy, 
Put on ye’re hat, chield, gang and see 
For bonny Billy Roy. 


His cheeks are red as roses gay, 
His hair’s a lovely brown, 
The laddie stole my heart away, 
When he came to our town. 
What shallI do, &c. 


O, look, he’s coming from the fair, 
To meet him let’s a’ flee, 

My mind’s nae longer in despair, 
O, we’ll have muckle glee. 

Come, let the cheerful bagpipes play, 
My heart’s o’ercome with joy, 

Strike up, ye loon, make nae delay, 
For here comes Billy Roy. 


SPL EP IF 


A BUNDLE OF WANTS. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


IF you think it will make you all merry, 
I'll sing you a song about want ; 
Though of wit, Iam sure, I want plenty, 
For, alas, that with me is quite scant. 
But a woman without e’er a tongue, 
She never can scold very loud, 
And a man that is both deaf and dumb 
Can make no great noise in a crowd. 
Fol lol de rol, &e. 


Poor Jack, with no shot in his locker, 
May wander nobody cares whither, 
And there no greater want of a cobbler 
Can be, than his wanting of leather ; 
A man, if he wants but one leg, 
Will make but a pitiful runner, 
And if he should chance want an eye, 
‘He’ll sure make a very bad gunner. 
Fol lol de rol, &c. 


A tailor if wanting a goose, 

Perhaps, may be wanting a dinner ; 
And a woman that riots and scolds 

Wants grace, or else I’m a sinner. 
A brewing, if wanting of malt, 

I’m sare, must prove very bad beer, 
So a woman, if wanting a fault, 

She like a bright star will appear. 

Fol lul de rel, &c. 
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A mountebank without a fool, 

And a courtier turned ont of place, 
Or a tinker without any tools, 

They’re all in a comical case ; 
A soldier, if wanting his pay, 

Perhaps, too, may murmur and curse, 
And a man who is wanting of money 

Can have no great need of a purse. 

Fol lol derol, &c. 


A ploughman without e’er a plough, 
I think he may live at his ease ; 
And a dairy without e’er a cow 
Will not make much butter and cheese ; 
A farmer without any corn 
Can neither give, sell, no, nor lend; 
But a huntsman that’s wanting a horn, 
Why, his wife may perhaps stand his friend, 
Fol lol de rol, &c. 


The wants of your humble are simple,— 
?Tis the favour of your kind applause 3; 
But gratitude never was wanting, 
Nor respect to religion and laws ; 
In the hope, too, that none of my friends 
Will be much displeased at my song, 
Yet, for fear that it should be the case, 
Ill now take my leave and be gone. 
Fol lol de rol, &c. 


PILI SII? 


A DAMSEL STOOD TO WATCH THE 
FIGHT. 


(Planche.) 


A DAMSEL stood to watch the fight, 
On the banks of Kingslea Mere, 
And they brought to her feet her own true 
knight, 
Sore wounded, on a bier. 
O, let not, he said, while yet I live, 
The cruel foe me take, 
But with thy lips one sweet kiss give, 
And cast me in the lake. 
About his neck she wound her arms, 
And she kissed his lips so pale, 
And ever more the war’s alarms , 
Came loudly up the vale. 
She drew him to the lake’s deep side, 
Where the red-heath fringed the shore ; 
She plunged with him beneath the tide, 
And they were seen no more. 


PL PLIECL PD 


GEORGE BARNWELL. 
Air—“* Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


GEORGE BARNWELL stood atthe shop-door, 
A customer hoping to find, sir, 
His apron was hanging before, 
But the tail of his coat was behind, sir. 
A lady, so painted and smart, 
Cried, sir, ’ve exhausted my stock o’late, 
I’ve got nothing left but a groat, 
Could you give me four penn’orth of chocolate. 
Rump ti iddity, &c. 


Her face was rouged up to the eyes, 
Which made her look prouder and prouder, 
His hair stood an end with surprise, 
And her’s with pomatum and powder. 
The business was soon understood, 
The lady, who wished to be more rich, 
Cries, sweet sir, my name is Milwood, 
And I lodge at the gunaer’s in Shoreditch. 
Rump ti iddity, &e. 
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Now, nightly he stole out, good lack! 
And into her lodging would pop, sir, 
And often forgot to come back, 
Leaving master to shut up the shop, sir. 
Her beauty his wits did bereave ; 
Determined to be quite the crack, O, 
He lounged at the Adam and Eve, 
And called for his gin and tobacco. 
Rump ti iddity, &c. 


And now, for the truth must be told, 

Though none of a ’prentice should speak ill, 
He stole from the till all the gold, 

And ate the lump sugar and treacle. 
In vain did his master exclaim, 

Dear George, don’t engage with that dragon, 
She’ll lead you to sorrow and shame, 

And leave yon the devil a rag on. 

Rump tiiddity, &c. 


In vain he entreats and implores 
The weak and incurable ninny, 
So kicks him, at last, out cf doors, 
And Georgy soon spends his last guinea. 
His uncle, whose generous purse 
Had often relieved him, as I know, 
Now, finding him grow worse and worse, 
Refused to come down with the rhino. 
Rump ti iddity, &c. 


Cried Milwood, whose cruel heart’s core 

Was ‘so flinty that nothing could shock it, 
If you mean to come here any more, 

Pray come with more cash in your pocket. 
Make nunky surrender his dibs, 

Rub his pate with a pair of lead towels, 
Or stick a knife into his ribs, 

I’jl warrant he'll then show some bowels. 

Rump ti iddity, &c. 


A pistol he got from his love, 
”T was loaded with powder and bullet, 
He trudged off to Camberwell-grove, 
But wanted the courage to pull it. 
There's nunky as fat as a hog, 
While I am as lean as a lizard, 
Here’s at you, you stingy old dog, 
And he whirs a long knife in his gizzard. 
Rump tiiddity, &c. 


All you who attend (9 my song, 

A terrible end to the farce shall see, 
If you join the inquisitive throng 

That follows poor George to the Marshalsea. 
If Milwood were here, dash my wigs, 

Quoth he, I would pummel and lamb her well ; 
Had I stuck to my prunes and figs, 

I ne’er had stuck munky at Camberwell. 

Rump tiiddity, &c. 


Their bodies were never cut down, 
For granny relates, with amazement, 
A witch bore them over the town, 
And hung them on Thoroughgood’s casement. 
The neighbours, I’ve heard the folks say, 
The miracle noisily brag on, 
And the shop is, to this very day, 
The sign of the George and the Dragon. 
Rump tiiddity, &c. 


VM A COMICAL FELLOW. 
Air—“ Drops of Brandy.”—(E. W. Cox.) 


I’M a comical fellow, d’ye see, 
At least you will say so by’n by, sir, 
For I can, in the hop of a flee, 
Change a gooseberry into a fly, sir. 


Put a box up on top of your head, _ 
And touch it, I’ll make you a bet, sir, 
I’ll change it into a soft bed, 


And on it all London Vil place, sir. 


I’m a wond’rous philosopher, too, 
I can make out the moon to be cheese, sir . 
And every star that you view, i 
I can prove to be nought but dried peas, sir. 


Put a toad in a telescope, now, 

Look through it you’re sure to see me, sir; 
T’ll prove that of oak a large bough 

Was made by the man of the sea, sir. 


I can swallow a church at a gape, 
And with great ease return it again, sir; 
I will make twenty yards of red tape, 
Reach to China and quite back again, sir. 


I once took the world inmy arms, 
And was going to fling it away, sir, 
When the gods, being filled with alarms, 
Did to me for it earnestly pray, sir. 


I can balance St. Paul’s on my nose, 
And the Monument use for a stick, sir ; 
I can cover Pall Mall with my toes, 
And use Bow-bell for my candlestick, sir. 


I have talked with the man in the moon, 

And have seen every mountain and hill, sir * 
And if I’m not stopped I shall soon 

With ink every sea and lake fill, sir. 


The blind man can see me, and he 

Who is deaf, ay, as deaf asa post, sir, 
Can hear me distinctly, ’tis true ; 

And I’ve murdered many a ghost, sir. 


I once took a ride to the sun, 

And what wonderful sights I did see, sir; 
Some creatures they forced me to run, 

And tumbled me into the sea, sir. 


I can with one twist of my hand 
Turn the earth from its sphere, and destroy. 


sir 
With a stamp of my foot all the land 
That reaches from England to Troy, sir. 


You may stare at these things, if you like, 
But I swear they are perfectly true, sir; 

And perhaps if this song you should like, 
I again may repeat it to you, sir. 


All this I can do and much more, 

But should you my name wish to know, sir, 
As I want not to puzzle you sore, 

Vl tell you—’tis NOTHING at all, sir. 


GILPPELPEP 


MY LOVER AND I ARE IN FONDNESS 
UNITED. 


Air—** Hungarian Waliz.”’—( Bryant. ) 


My lover and I are in fondness united, 
We sigh for an hour that is far above this, 
And though ev’ry flow’r in time may be blighted, 
Yet no dark cloud of sorrow shal] banish our bliss, 
For roses may fade 
And the lily may wither, 
But nothing can change the true heart that once 
loves. 


My lover may sigh or with anger repel m2,- 
His brow it may lower if he thinks me unkind, 
But I’ll trust to heaven whose wisdom shall tell 
me, 
That in bosoms sincere you no vice can e’er find. 
For roses may fade 
And the lily may wither. 
But nothing can change the tru >sart that once 
loves. 


SIP OL IIE 
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Begone, dull Care, 
I prithee begone from me. 


BEGONE, DULL CARE. 
A DUET. 


BeGONE, dull Care, I prithee begone from me; 
Begone, dull Care, you and I shall ne’er agree. 
Long time thou hast been tarrying here, 

And fain thou wouldst me kill ; 
But i’ faith, dull Care, 

Thou never shall have thy will. 


Too much care will make a young man gray, 
And too much care will turn an old man to clay! 
My wife shall dance, and I will sing, 

So merrily pass the day, 
For I hold it one of the wisest things 

To drive dull Care away. 


SLIP LILES 


*TIS TIME THIS HEART SHOULD BE UN- 
MOVED. 


( The last composition of Lord Byron. ) 


’TIs time this heart should be unmoved, 
Since others it has ceased to move ; 
Yet, though I cannot be beloved, 
Still let me love. 


My days are in the yellow leaf, 
The flowers and fruits of love are gone, 
The worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone. 


The fire that in my bosom preys 
Is like to some volcanic isle, 
No torch is kindled at its blaze—-. 
-A funeral pile. 


The hope, the fears, the jealous care, 
Th’ exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love I cannot share, 
But wear the chain, 


But ’tis not here—it is not here— 
Such thoughts should shake my soul ; nor now— 
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Where glory seals the hero’s bier, 
Or binds his brow. 


The sword, the banner, and the field, 
Glory and Greece around us see ; 
The Spartan, borne upon his shield, 
Was not more tree. 


Awake! not Greece—she is awake !— 
Awake, my spirit,—think through whom 
My life-blood tastes its parent lake— 
And then strike home 


I tread reviving passions down, 
Unworthy manhood—unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be, 


If thou regret thy youth—why live ?— 
The land of honourable death 
Is here—up to the field, and give 
Away thy breath! 
Seek out—less often sought than found— 
A soldier’s grave, for thee the best ; 
Then look around—and choose thy ground, 
And take thy rest. 


GPPIF IP 


COMICAL LUNNUN;, 
OR, WIT AND MANNERS. 
Air—* Gee ho, Dobbin.”’— (Beuler.) 


To learn wit and manners I came up to town, 
And, thinks I to myself, when at inn I set down, 
As gents with white napkins kept bowing to me, 
La! how witty and civil all cockney folks be ! 
Hey for Lunnnn! 
Oh, rare Lunnun! 
Surely Lunnun’s a comical place ! 


In best clothes out I went, early next day, 
When sweep ran against me, and then ran away ; 


130 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER,; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


*¢ I don’t wonder that you look so black,” said a| I thought ’t best to run, and now Lunnun Pll 
wag, quit, 


“ For I see that young sweepy has gi’en you the | For Iv’e learnt quite enough of its manners and 
bag.” wit. 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. Hey for Lunnun, &c. 
Soon after, a maid, who was washing 4 door, secnncod 
With pail of foul water did sluice me all o’er3 
Tn a pet I turned round, when the impudent slut GENTLE WOMAN. 
Said—* Ne’er mind, my dear sir, it will wash off CW. W.) 


2) 
the soot. GENTLE woman! thine’s the power 


Hey for Lunnun, &e: Still to calm the breast that’s aching 


I walked through the streets till I got pretiy dry, Thine itis, in sorrow’s hour, 
Then went into coffee-house breakfast to buy ; To save the o’ercharged heart from breaking. 
ft seats to serve me out some, when, said Gentle woman! friendship’s best 
cc Vea kg Se ieee’ Be 1 And holiest charm love blendeth ; 
‘ ala i eae : : 
ouve ee sarved out alreadys by what 1 can Its sacred altar thy fair breast, 
see. 


While but with life its blessing-endeth. 


Gentle woman! when the day 

Of want appears, though clothed in terrors, 
Thy sweet love, with heavenly ray, 

Soothes man’s fears—forgets his errors. 


Hey for Lunnuny &c. 


I now saw crowd rutining, and questioned a man, 
To tell me for why they so eagerly ran ; - 
“< Lord! don’t you know?—miy dear boy, push 


alone, waite : ¢ 
S . Se 2 rOHY ee ; 
It’s to seé the poor fellows just going to be hung.” entle woman! be for ever 
Hey for Lunnun, &e, Fraught with such delightful powers ! 
: oS AS a : Blest with thee, a man may never 
went, and saw ’miongst them, a youth in his Feel the force of sorrow’s hours: 
teens, ; 
And they told me the lad had been passing of Ags Nabari 
SCTCENS. BOTT ° 
: : 3 rOoM 
‘* Passing of screens! What, is that. against : 
law?” | OR, TOL DE RIDDLE LT. 
«< ee unrighteous flimsies, you spoon, Johnny (Dibdin.) 
aw. 
' . eaten , : 
Hey for Lunnun, &e. OF ali the lives that e’er was lived, 


i A sailor’s life for I; 

Now, as the young rogue did swing on the noose, Hap what hap may he’s never grieved, 
Tn midst of the people he kicked off his shoes ; But works and bungs his eye ; 

“* The chicken dies game,” said they, but I thought To do his duty never loth, ‘ 


it a shame , , In danger’s face he’ll flys 
Of a man who was dying to be making game. Though certain sure to get popred off, 


Hey for Lunnnn, &c. Tol de riddle liddle, tol tol lol tol, 
«Remember the sweep-cross,” said politely a diddia lndaletiidiest: 
lad, Why when to hand that sail we’d got 
I told bim I would, but no halfpence I had ; All shivered by the foe, 
He thanked me all the same—but this urchin, by Scarce up aloft, a second shot 
gole ! Masts, yards, and all laid low; 
Bemired my clothes, and my handkerchief stole. At the risk of every precious neck, 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. By the run we comed, but I 
I now saw a man in fine gold-laced red coat, Only broke may: arm pica Bie Pats & 
And inquired if he were not some soldier of note ; bak neh ae 
“© A soldier!” cried one, and he stared like a Now there, when I left Poll ashore, 
ghost, Well stored with togs and gold, 
«* Lauk! don’t you know that is General Post ?” And went to sea to fight for more, 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. A jolly tar, and bold, 


A wounded prisoner soon I lay, 
In a dismal plight was I; 
Comed home, I found Poll flowed away. 
Tol de riddle, &e. 


Two big men, who bore kind of watch-box on 
poles, 

Pushed me flat in a fish-woman’s basket of soles ; 

Saying, “‘ Make way for my lord, yon great clod- 


hopping ox,” Then, when my precious leg they lopped, 
Ve Ohare Ee heMNOIS Gore like a jacks she: Just for a bit of fun, 
bow. : I tookt it up, on t’other hopped, 


And rammed it in a gun. 


Hey for Lun 3 “heer i 
y nun, &¢ «© What’s that for?” cries my messmate Dick - 


Young lady, at playhouse, with down tippet and «« What for, you fool?” said I, 
muff, Why, to give Mounseer another kick.” 
Dropped down, and folks said she’d a drop more Tol de riddle, &c. 


than enough ; 

“So,” said I, ** Miss, like your tippet, now you’re 
down too ;” 

Replied she, “* hold your mouth, or Pll tip ié to 


I owns this crazy hull of mine 
At sea has had its share, 

Shipwrecked three times, and wounded nine, 
And blowed up in the air. 


you.” But somebody must pay the cost, 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. I’ve yet my leg and my-eye, 
: tes é The rest f for my country lost. 
She es Ny and squaring, with great deal of Wes abhedidia | Sco, 


Said she was-up to scratch, and she would paint 
my face 


ISOCLL IGG 
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THE ROSE IT DIED, NEGLECTED AND | Discordant singers turn to jars, and some delight- 


ALONE. 
(Hervey. ) 
A ROSE within a garden grew 
In summer beauty bright, 
‘It fed upon the fragrant dew 
And bathed in beams of light : 
The gentlest zephyrs still would creep 
Warm o’er it, from the west, 
And the night-spirit loved to weep 
Upon its beauteous breast ; 
And all the host of insect beaux 
Would pause to trifle with the rose. 


But, ah! it died—one fatal night 
Some demon rode the gale, 

And from his pinions scattered blight 
O’er garden, bower, and vale: 

I saw it in the sunny morn, 
°*T was dying on its stem, 

Yet wore, though drooping and forlorn, 
Its dewy diadem ; 

But ev’ry roving butterfly 

Looked on the rese—and wandered by. 


The beams of morning had no power 
‘Upon its faded cheek Si beg 

The breezes came, and found the flower 
They once had loved—a wreck; 

They were old friends, and when they fied 
And paused no longer here, 

The rose would bow its gentle head, 
And shake away a tear, 

But never raised its timid eye 

To gaze again upon the sky. 


It withered in the summer beam, 
And, when the shadows fell, 
The spirit of the ev’ning came, 
And wept above it still ; 
The moon gleamed sad, the night-breeze sighed 
Above the hapless flower, 
But none who loved its day of pride 
Watched o’er its dying hour: 
The flatterers, they had long been gone, 
It died—neglected and alone. 


PLPIPFPLIEPS 


MORTALS ARE BUT EARTHENWARE, 
THAT CRACK, CRACK, CRACK! 


We’VE changed, with pantomimic art, and think 
it not a mockery, 
A playhouse to a china-shop, and actors into 
crockery ; 
And is it less than likelihood, although it may seem 
droll, sirs, 
if dancers into twmblers turn, and Punch into a 
bowl, sirs? 
Crack, crack, crack ! 
Mortals are 
But earthenware, 
That crack, crack, crack 


Fat Falstaff, as a butter-boat, may in his place be 
seen, sirs ; 

And Quin, that jolly epicure, a turtle-soup tureen, 
sirs ; 

Some rum ones changed to rummers, and many a 
funny elf, sirs, 

Where once he acted Matthew Mugg, is now a 
mug himself, sirs. 

- Crack, crack, &c. 


The tragic arm that formed a spout, while t’other 
was the handle, 

May join to form a tea-pot warm, and aid the 
School for Scandal! 


ful man, sirs, 
Who warbled like Apollo, may have now become 
a Pan, sirs. 
Crack, crack, &c. 


Some cracked-brain Lear may still be here, for. 
gotten all his cares, sirs ; 

Some dozen Millwoods and Jane Shores, all made 
of brittle ware, sirs; 

And Juliet’s sweets, which Romeo once did fondly 
in a dream hug, 

May now a sugar-basin be, her milksop love a 
cream-jug, 

Crack, crack, &c. 


Our actors sometimes will complain, and think, 
no doubt with reason, 

Of being placed upon the shelf for more than half 
a@ season. 

Kind Jaftier Belvidera prized, and did with love 
bewitch her ; 

But here is shelved ?twixt Pierre and her, changed 
to his friend and pitcher. 

Crack, crack, &c. 


Behold Macbeth, a breakfast set, no more with 
horror sups, sirs ; 

Othello mad, with saucer eyes, sees Cassio in his 

"cups, sirs : 

But let ’em still be what they will while our fra 
clay endures, sirs, 

Whatever form you mould us to, we always shal. 
be ewers, sirs. i 

Crack, crack, &c. 


ADIEU! MY MUCH-LOVED GIRL, ADIEU! 
(E. W. Cox.) 


ADIEU! my much-loved girl, adieu! 
My country calls,—T must away. 
Farewell !—mayest thou be ever true 

To him who will be far away. 


The thought of thee will nerve my heart, 
Whilst o’er the battle-field I go; 

Thy lovely form will shield the dart, 
And guard me from the furious foe. 


The soldier’s toil will lightsome seem, 
Whilst thy dear image fills his breast . 
hy smile will cheer his midnight dream, 

As he his wearied limbs doth rest. 


Farewell !—and when again I come 
To clasp thee to this aching heart, 

I ne’er again will from thee roam, 
But we will meet no more to part. 


CLOG LLLP? 


MARGERY GRINDER. 
(Cobb.) 


WHEN I was a mighty smart boy, 
Young Margery came to our town, sir ; 
Oh! how I was bothered with joy, 
Like a kitten I frisked up and down, sir, 
Calling her my sweet pearl, and following after 
behind her; 
For her black eyes, no girl could match my sweet 
Margery Grinder. 


My mother in vain bade me work ; 
Nor work, eat, or sleep, could poor Barney 3 
So she went to ould Father O’Rourke, 
Told her story; and, after some blarney, 
Give me advice, says she, no friend than you can 
be kinder ;— 
Father O’Rourke a shcep’s eye had himself cast 
on Margery Grinder. ; 
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What devil has got in the place? 
The folks are all mad, cries my mother ; 
For there’s Captain Dermot M‘Shean, 
And that deaf lawyer Patrick, his brother ; 
Thedy, the purblind beau, and ould O’ Donovan 
blinder, 
They’re dancing or hobbling—all after pert little 
Margery Grinder. 
This Father O’Rourke gravely heard, 
For grave was the father though frisky ; 
Mrs. Liffey, says he, take my word,— 
But he first took a noggin of whiskey,— 
Barney will have the girl, catch her where’er he 
can find her ; 
So by his advice I was married, next day, to sweet 
Margery Grinder. 


GLPOFL ODF 


WE’LL CHASE THE FLEET HARE BY 
THE DAWN. 


HARK away! hark away! 
We’ll chase the fleet hare by the dawn : 
We’re up, my brave boys, before day, 
Our sports will be over ere morn. 
Pale Echo, who silent has been, 
No longer in slumbers shall lie ; 
But awaked by our dogs on the green, 
From hills to the valleys reply. 


The hare is put up, my brave souls ; 
Lo! yonder she brushes the glade ; 

See Pompey how fieetly he bowls ; 
Poor Puss is most sadly afraid. 


She turns and she doubles in vain ; 
And, hoic! she now loses breath ; 
Hazza! she is flat on the plain, 
We'll revel, my boy, o’er her death. 


GGPOCISD 


CONTENT. 
(Cunningham. ) 


O’ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and 
bare, 
As wildered and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young shepherdess sees my despair, 
And leads me o’er lawns to her home. 
Yellow sheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crowned, 
Green rushes were strewed on her floor, 
Her casement, sweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 
And decked the sod seats at her door. 


We sate ourselves down to a cooling repast 5 
Fresh fruits, and she culled me the best : 
While thrown from my guard by some glances she 
cast, 
Love slily stole into my breast! 
T told my soft wishes; she sweetly replied, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine!) 
I’ve rich ones rejected, and great ones denied, 
But take me, fond shepherd—I’m thine. 


Her air was so modest, her aspect so meek ! 
So simple, yet sweet, were her charms! 
I kissed the ripe roses that glowed on her cheek, 
And locked the loved maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few sheep, 
i And if, yon prattler the stream, 
Reclined on her bosom I sink into sleep, 
Her image still softens my dream. 


- 'Fogether we range o’er the slow rising hills, 
Delighted with pastoral views, 

Or rest on the rock, whence the streamlet distils, 
And point out new themes for my muse. 

Yo pomp or proud titles she ne’er did aspire, 
The damsel’s of humble descent : 

The cottager, Peace, is well known for her sire, 
And shepherds have named her Content. 
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TIS LAUGHING THAT GIVES THE BEST 
FLAVOUR TO WINE. 


As the mind is disturbed or the heart is at ease, 
How diff’rent, how diff’rent the taste of the 
vine. 
Let grave ones then learnedly say what they 
please, 
Tis laughing, tis laughing, ’tis laughing, 
That gives the best flavour to wine. 
Let age give its pity, and call me an ass ; 
In return, I as freely give mine. 
A burst shall succeed and enliven each glass, 
And [ll laugh like a child while I’m drinking 
my wine. 


Let wisdom for ever quote Latin and Greek, 
And to books all their knowledge confine ; 
If claret can’t make me more flowingly speak, 
I’ll laugh like a fool while I’m drinking my 
wine. 


The miser may think himself blest with his store, 
At what have I cause to repine? 
I’ve a bottle and friend, what can mortal wish 
more? 
And V’jl laugh at his dross while I’m drinking 
my wine. 
The lover may sigh for the loss of his heart ; 
Tis this that has free preserved mine ; 
Let him, sobbing, complain of Love’s bow and his 
dart, 
V’ll laugh at such stuff while ’m drinking my 
wine. 


Could a butt of ambrosia be imported here, 
Thongh so much esteemed by the Nine, 
To snarling dull cynic ’twould taste like dead beer, 
While laughing makes nectar of humble port 
wine. 


POLL LP OI-L 


DOCTOR LAST, 
OR, THE PHYSICAL SNOB. 


O! 1 AM a physical snob, 
Can cure every disease very fast ; 
There’s no better hand at a job, 
Nor so clever a man at a last. 
I’m the son of a seventh son, I, sirs, 
Although in no chariot I rolls ; 
As a doctor I’d cure up your bodies, 
And, as cobbler, I’d stitch up your souls. 


SPOKEN.] If you were only now to see me in 
my shop, with my awls and every thing so nice 
about me, and to see how finely I handle and toss 
about the— 

Pols alol, voce 


Your Warwick-lane bred up physicians 
Strut about and look wondersome big ; 

While all their knowledge and skill lies 
In a gold-headed cane and large wig. 

As for me, I can cure all distempers, 
However so great they may be ; 

But, like most of my learned brothers, 
No prescription without I’ve my fee. 


SPOKEN.] No, no, there’s nothing for nothing 
in my shop; I’ll not give you the scraping of a 
gallipot, or a pen’north of ointment, without you 
come down handsomely ; I’m always for touching 
the — Tol, lol, &c. 


My wife, a poor dropsical creature, 
I thought it might be for her good, 
She was so blown and bloached up with water, 
For to let a few ounces of blood. 
My lance it was out of the way, sir, 
But my awl did the bus’ness as well,— 
She died, as a body may say, sir, 
Though the reason I never could tell. 


———————— 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


SPOKEN.] So after her death her friends came 
all te me, and began a weeping; but, says I, my 
good friends, what signifies our grief, we are all 

rass and hay,—here to-morrow and there to-day! 
We must all die, from the king on the throne to 
the pig on the dunghill; but that business made 


me part with my— tT ke 
, oa ¢, 


Tippy Bobby, a crop of the age, 
T’other day in great haste for me sent, 
Lest death should toss him off the stage, 
So straight to my gemman I went. 
I tipt him my lotion for sleeping, 
Which, in a little time after he’d ta’en, 
. It made him to sleep so sound, sirs, 
So sound,—that he ne’er waked again. 


SPOKEN.] So next day I called to see how my 
patient did. I met the girl at the bottom of the 
stairs; so says she, ‘‘ walk in, Doctor Last,” 
with a long face; but what should I see, to my 
great surprise, but my friend Bobby lying on a 
table, covered with a white sheet: ho! ho! thinks 
I, there’s no more use for the doctor here. I saw 
his brother standing at the window, as it might be ; 
but, says I, my dear friend, keep up your spirits, 
for it’s the way we must all go, from the king on 
the throne to the pig on the dunghill. Very true, 
Doctor; but pray what is your bill? Oh! says I, 
never mind that just now. But, says he, the death 
of my brother has made me extremely melancholy, 
and I wish to go to London to try and wear it off. 
Ho! ho! says I, if that’s the case, I tip the gen- 
tleman my bill; so I tipped him the biil, and he 
came down very genteelly, very genteelly, indeed ; 
and I came away, wishing him a good morning, 
and saying, keep up your spirits, sir, for we are 
all mortal,—grass and hay, here to-morrow and 
there to-day! but all that mummery was after I 
touched the— 

Tol, lol, &c. 


GPP PLP OEF 


BRING THE FLASK, THE MUSIC BRING. 
[Enlarged and altered from Bickerstaff. } 


CoME, now all ye social powers, 
Shed your influence o’er us ; 

Crown with joy the present hours, 
Enliven those before us. 

Bring the flask, the music bring, 
Joy shall quickly find us ; 

Drink and dance, and laugh and sing, 
And cast dull Care behind us. 


Love, thy godhead we adore, 
Source of generous passion ; 
But will ne’er bow down before 
Those idols, wealth or fashion. 
- Bring the flask, &c. 


Friendship, with thy smile divine, 
Brighten all our features, 
What but friendship, love, and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures ? 
Bring the flask, &c. 


Why the deuce should we be sad, 
While on earth we moulder, 
Grave or gay, or wise or mad, 
We every day grow older. 
Bring the flask, &c. 


Then, since time will steal away, 
Spite of all our sorrow, 
Heighten every joy to-day, 
Never mind to-morrow. 
Bring the flask, &c. 


PEF ILPOES 
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SWEETLY THE RAY OF MORNING 
SHINES. 


(P. M. James.) 


SWEETLY the ray of morning shines 
On the stream of the tufted vale ; 

And we love to gaze on the western sky, 
When retiring day grows pale. 

But the eye of youth joys more to see 
The dawn of beauty break ; 

And the light that lives in the lover’s soul, 
Is the gleam of a rosy cheek. 


There are gales that bring delight with them, 
From the bowers and the blooms of the west ; 

And rich are the winds that sweep the plains 
Of Araby, the blest. » 

But the charm that wins the youthful mind, 
The incensed gale above, 

Is the sigh that wafts from the virgin’s breast 
The orient freight of love. 


PIFPEPP? 


HOW SHALL WE MORTALS SPEND OUR 
HOURS? 


A GLEE. 


How shall we mortals spend our hours, 
In love, in war, in drinking? 

None but a fool consumes his powers 
In peace, in care, and thinking. 

Time, would you let him wisely pass, 
Is lively, brisk, and jolly ; 

Dip but his wings in the sparkling glass, 
And he’ll drown dull melancholy. - 


PIPL IPL LE 


IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH I OFT 
FELL IN LOVE. 


IN the days of my youth, I remember full well, 
I was frolicsome, frisky, and airy ; 
I oft fell in love, though how oft I can’t tell, 
But remember my first love was Mary. 
But Mary was sly, 
And I read in her eye 
She was plotting some scheme for my ruin ; 
And while she was coaxing, 
I saw ’twas all hoaxing, 
So soon made an end of my wooing. 


The next was Miss Patience, but Patience I found 
Was so vastly impatient to marry ; 
That fearing some mischief, I shifted my ground, 
And left poor Miss Patience to tarry. 
Then Phebe was wild, 
And fair Joan was a child ; 
But at last I found cause for my laughter. 
I was glad that I got her, 
For she was no plotter, 
And she died, worthy soul, ten years after. 


GIP PLOER I 


OH, COME TO ME WHEN DAYLIGHT 
SETS. 


(T. Moore.) 


OH, come to me when daylight sets, 
Sweet, then come to me, 

When smoothly go our gondolets 
O’er the moonlight sea. 


When mirth’s awake and love begins, 
Beneath that glancing ray, 
With sound of lutes and mandolins, 
To steal young hearts away. 
So come to me, &c. 


Oh, then’s the hour for those who love, 
Sweet, like thee and me ; 

When all is calm below, above, 
In heaven, and o’er the sea. 
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When maidens sing sweet barcarolles, 
And Bcho sings again, 

Soswect, that all with ears and souls 
Should love and listen then. 


So come tome, &c. 


FILL L IGF 


HOW HAPPY IS THE SAILOR’S LIFE. 
( Bickerstaff. ) 


How happy is the sailor’s life, 
From coast to coast to ream ; 
In every port he finds a wile, 
In every land a home. 
He loves to range, 
He’s nowhere strange 5 
He ne’er will turn his back 
To friend or foe ; 
No, masters, no; 
My life for honest Jack. 


He loves to range, &c. 


If saucy foes dare make a noise, 
And to the sword appeal, 
We'll out, and quickly larn ’em, boys, 
With whom they have to deal. 
We know no craft, 
But fore and ait 
Lay on our strokes amain ; 
Then if they’re stout, 
For t’other bout, 
We drub ’em o’er again. 


We know no craft, &c. 


Or fair or foul let fortune blow, 
Our hearts are never dull; 
‘The pocket that to day ebbs low, 
‘Co-morrow shall be full, 
For if so be 
We want, d’ye see, 
A pluck of this here staff, 
In Indi—a 
And Americ—a 
We’re sure to find enough. 
For if so be, &c. 


Then bless the king, and bless the state, 
And bless our captains all, 
And ne’er may chance unfortunate 
The British fleet befall. 
But prosp’rous gales 
Where’er she sails, 
And ever may she ride, 
Of sea and shore, 
Till time’s no morc, 
The terror and the pride. 


But prosp’rous gales, &c. 


PEF LL LPF 


THE MAID OF THE BROOK. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


SADLY sat a weeping maiden, 
All beside the rippling stream ; 
Greenthe turf and clear the waters, 
Bright the spangling noon-tide beam. 
To each breeze the maid did sigh, 
Willow, willow, willow; 
Death shall sing my lullaby, 
Willow, willow, willow. 


Lilies white as snow from heaven 
Did this maiden’s cheek outvie ; 
But the rose’s bloom was withered, 
Dew-dank violet was her eye. 
To the brook she made her moan, 
Willow, willow, willow ; 
Death’s for me, now Edrick’s flown, 
Willow, willow, willow. 
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Bright the bed on which the waters 
Did in gentle murmurs glide, 
But this maiden’s locks, more glossy, 
Careless hung adown each side. 
To the rippling sound she’d say, 
Willow, willow, willow; 
Death’s my bride, ah! well away ! 
Willow, willow, willow. 


Thus forlorn, the hapless maiden 
Long did make her doleful wail ; 
Edrick heard, he stood and listened, 

Edrick pitied the sad tale. 
To the maid the swain did cry, 
Cease the sad song willow ; 
Sorrow fled, the maid did sigh, 
And sung no more the willow. 


GFFSF PLE? 


THE GOLDEN DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN 
BESS. 
Air— Ally Croaker.”’—( Collins.) 
To my muse give attention and deem it not a 
mystery, 
If we jumble together music, poetry, and history, 
The times to display in the days of Queen Bess, 
sir, 
Whose name and whose memory posterity may 
bless, sir. 
O the goiden days of good Queen Bess, 
Merry be the memory of good Queen Bess. 


Then we laughed at the bugbears of dons and ar- 
madas, 
With their gunpowder puffs, and their blustering 
bravadoes, 
For we knew how to manage both the musket and 
the bow, ‘sir, ! 
And could bring down a Spaniard just as easy as a 
crow, sir. 
O the golden days, &c, 
Then our great men were good, and our good men 
were great, sir, 
And the props of the nation were the pillars of 
the state, -sir ; 
For the sovereign and the subject one interest sup- 
ported, 
And our powerful alliance was by all powers 
courted, 
O the golden days, &c. 


Then quarter-staff, and cudgel-play, and pitching 
of the bar, sir, 

Were préferred to a flute, to a fiddle, or guitar, 
sir 5 

And they then knew no more of an opera-castrata, 


‘Than a Thames wherry waterman oi the Rio del 


Plata. 
O the golden days, &c. 


‘hen onr streets were unpaved, and our houses 
were thatched, ‘sir; 

Our windows were latticed, and our doors only 
latched, sir, 

Yet so few were the folks that would plunder or 
rob, sir, 

That the hangman was starving for want of a job, 
sir, 

O the golden days, &c. 

Then our ladies with large ruffs tied round about 
the neck fast, 

Would gobble up a pound of beef-steaks for their 
breakfast ; 

While a close quilled up coif their nodales just did 
fit, sir, 

And they trussed up as tight as a rabbit for the 
spit, sir. 

O the golden days, &c. 


Then jerkins and doublets, and yellaw worsted 
hose, sir, 

With a huge pair of whiskers, was the dress of our 
beaus, sir; 

Strong beer they preferred, too, to claret or to 
hock, sir, 

And no poultry they prized like the wing of an ox, 
sir. 

O the golden days, &c. 

Good neighbourhood then was as plenty, too, as 
beef, sir; ; 

And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, 


sir; 
While merry went the mill-clack, shuttle, and the 
plough, sir, : 
And honest men could live by the sweat of their 
brow, sir. 
O the golden days, &c. 
Then the folks every Sunday went twice, at least, 
to church, sir, 
And never left the parson nor his sermon in the 
lurch, sir; 
For they judged that the sabbath was for people to 
be good in, sir, ; 
And they thought it sabbath-breakingif they dined 
without a pudding, sir. 
O the golden days, &c. 


Then a woman with a fortune was reckoned but a 
flirt, sir, 

If she could not make a pudding, make a bed, or 
make a shirt, sir; 

And to do a friend a kindness that wanted a lift, 
sir 

With a (omane out at elbows, aman would make 
a shift, sir. 

O the golden days, &c. 


Thus they ate, and they drank, and they worked, 
and they played, sir; : 

Of their friends not ashamed, nor of enemies 
afraid, sir, 

And little did they tnink when this ground they 
stood on, sir, 

To be drawn to the life, now they’re all dead and 
gone, sir. 

O the golden days, &c. 


GLOLIPFP SS 


THE BOWER OF MOSELLA. 
A PERSIAN MELODY. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


Au, youth, tell one who loves too well, 

In what bright track her steps must stray, 
‘To find a bower in which to dwell, 

Sweet as the bower of Moselila. 


Urged by a father’s sordid mind, 
My cold scorn drove my love away ; 
And where the dear youth dwells Vil find, 
A happicr bower than Moseila. 


Then here, sweet maid, with joy e’erpowered, 
Thy loved one owns his Rosella ; 

Our souls entwined shall here be bowered 
More sweetly than in Mosella. 

No more my pilgrim maid shall rove, 
No more to seek her lover stray, 

For in his fervent heart she’!l prove 
A sweeter bower than Mosella. 

ANOTHER CUP AND THEN, 
( Dibdin.) 

MAT MunDGE, the sexton of our town, 
Though oft a little heady, 

The drink not so his wits could drown 
But some excuse was ready. 
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Mat said the parson loved a sup, 
And eke also the clerk, 

And then it kept his spirits up 
*Mong spirits in the dark. 

Swore ’twas his predecessor’s fault, 
A cursed drunken fellow, 

The very bells to ring he taught, 

As if they all were mellow ; 
Hark, hark! cried he, in tipsy peal, 
Like roaring topers as they reel ; 

Hark! what a drunken pother! 
Another cun and then—-What then ?— 
Anotner. 


For good news Mat got drunk for joy, 
lf he could beg or borrow ; 
Did any thing his mind annoy, 
He drank to drown his sorrow. 
Thus he’d rejoice or he’d condole, 
Cried Mat, be’t joy or grief, 
As the song says, the flowing bowl 
Still gives the mind relief. 
"Twas all my predecessor’s fault, &c. 


Were peace the theme and all its charms, 
Mat filled the sparkling neggin ; 
If war, he drank may British arms 
Still give the foe a flogging. 
The parson once took Mat to task, 
Bid him beware the bow! ; 
Your pardon I must humbly ask, 
Cried he, but ?pon my soul, 
’Twas all my predecessov’s fault, &c. 


And then no liquor came amiss, 
Wherever he could forage ; 
That gave him spirit, wisdom this, 
And t’other gave him courage. 
Thus was he merry and jocose, 
If fortune smiled or frowned ; 
And when he’d fairly got his dose, 
And all the things turned round, 
Swore *twas his predecessor’s fault, &c., 


FIFPIIG LIF 


HOW OFT, LOUISA, HAST THOU SAID. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


How oft, Louisa, hast thon said, 
Nor wilt thou the fond boast disown, 
Thou would’st not lose Antonio’s love 
To reign the partner of a throne! 


And by those lips that spoke so kind, 

And by this hand I pressed in mine,— 
To gain a subject nation’s love, 

I swear I would not part with thine. 
Then how, my soul, can we be poor, 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy ? 
Of this true heart thou shalt be queen, 

And, serving thee, a monarch I! 


Thus, uncontrolled, in mutual bliss, 
And rich in love’s exhaustless mine, 

Do thou snatch treasure from my lips, 
And Ill take kingdoms back from thinc! 


GRP IIS ED 


JABESH HAM; 


OR, THE CATASTROPHE OF A PORK-CHOP- 
DINNER. 
Air—* Goody Burton's Ale.”—(E. J.B. Box., 
A LITTLE Jew I am, 
You'll know dat by my talk, though, 
And, though my name ish Ham, 
[ hates de sight of pork so, 
Dat if I vas quite starve, 
And down to hot pig seated, 
i tinks my nose vould sarve, 
To tempt my teeth to eat it. 
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SPOKEN.] I vas von day call a’ top of a custo- 
mer for business inmy vay, vat ish a nice gentle- 


man ;—ah! ma tear, says he, to his pretty vile, | 


here is my friend, Mr. Jabesh Ham, come just in 
time. He vas just got pig and panc-cakes for din- 
ner. Velden, says I, as you axe, I don’t care if 
I picks a little bit; it smales very nice; it goes 
down charming; a peautiful relish, shicken !— 
Shicken! says he; vhy itis a shicken hatched by 
asow, den—it ish pig. No, itish shicken; peau- 
tiful tish! says I; but you don’t know vat ish 
right shicken like dis! Our people’s often have 
sows vat hatch their shicken for dem. Vel, Mister 
Ham, says he, but dis is real pig. Vel, den, ne- 
ver mind it; I’ll eat it for vat it ish—real shicken! 
He taught vat I vouldn’t, you knows; but, non- 
sense, dat is arl my eye and— 


Rum tum titum rum, 
All’s von, pig or shicken ; 
Smokum, jokum hum, 
Tender tit-bit picking. 


Friend Ham, our Rabbi said, 

Don’t look at pork, ’tis sinning, 
For in a fat pig’s head 

The devil’s always grinning ! 
Says I, that may be true, 

But vere hot pork’s for dinner, 
Vat can a poor Jew do, 

But eat like vicked sinner ? 


SPOKEN.]| Says I, the devil vo’n’t grin me out 
of a good dinner by grinning at my face through a 
pig’s head, pe tam’d vat if he vill; so it is arl non-~ 
sense, vat if he tinks it vill come over Ham dat 
vay atarl. Hold your vicked talk, Jabesh, says 
he; it ish a great vickedness only to tink about 
svines at arl in your head; I shall make you know 
more petter as dat mit yourself; I shall scum-mu- 
nicate you, Mister Ham, out of de synagogue, if 
you defile your head vith the devil pnt in pelly so; 
dere, dere now, take dat. Vell, vell, says I, vat 
can I do, master ?—S’ help my cot, ven de savoury 
steam vas come into my nose, I can’t keep the so- 
lid relish out my stomach, vat arl Icando! Avay 
he run out of my house, mit his hair all bristles, 
swearing vat I vas vorse vicked as Nebuchadnezza ! 
Pe tam’d if I cares at arl about scnm-munication ! 
The devil’s grin vo’n’t frighten my happy-tite avay 
from a good meal, ven is smoking pefore my mout’ 
a nice fat joint of— 


Rum tum ti tum rum, &c. 


Hagar! my vife den fright, 

Her head stand ar! an end vas, 
Cried, vat if here to night 

Old Satan for you send vas 
Says I, if’t happened so, 

Just ven pork-steak vas pop up, 
Py cot, I vould not go 

Until I’d eat my shop up! 


SPOKEN.] Old Satan pe tam’d, saysI; vat dol 
care for him? He isa pig-dealer himself; so he 
vonldn’t pe angry mit pork at arl! I had got a 
nice steaks den hissing hot a’ top o’ the coals.— 
Dere, dere now, says my wife, dat ish just vat 
yourself vill pe made py and py! Hold you tam 
nonsense—Hagar! says I, ’tish a tam lie! for no- 
pody can ever make a pork shops of me! Dere 
now, come, ma tear! now dere it ish,—arl nice 
gravy and every ting; pick a little bit; come, ma 
lofe; only smale it, how it is delicious! Just as I 
vas swallow ma first moutful, vas came a. terrible 
clape o’ tunder; up jumped my vife, and down 
vent de table, mit arl ma pork-shops in de sand! 
avay she vas run, swearing vat the devil come for 
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heels, like a mad vomans! spoiled arl ma nice 
dinner! Tam/’d ill luck to lose arl ma peautiful— 


Rum tum ti tum rum, 
Vat’s arl pork-shop, shicken, &c. 


OPP LIP a? 


THERE’S PLEASURE AND PASTIME IN 
HUNTING THE HARE. 


AWAKE, ye dull sportsmen, bid slumber adicu, 

The huntsman is ready the chase to pursue ; 

The season invites us, the morning looks gay, 

We’re longing to hear the glad sound—hark away! 

Hark away! hark away! my brave boys, to the 
meadows repair, 

There’s pleasure and pastime in hunting the hare. 


The hounds are uncoupled, see, yonder they fly, 
‘They have a strong scent, and are all in full cry; 
Their musical notes in the valleys resound, 
What glorious sport in their pastime is found ! 

2 Hark away, &c. 


Look! yonder puss flies, she scuds o’er the plain, 
And the hounds, in full chorus, pursue her 
amain, 
Till, by eager pursuing, still, panting, she lies, 
She’s caught in a moment, and instantly dies. 
Hark away, &c. 


PLP PIP OF 


GUDEWIFE, COUNT THE LAWIN. 
( Burns.) 


GANE isthe day, and mirk’s the night, 
But we’ll ne’er stray for faut o’light, 
For ale and brandy’s stars and moon, 
And blude-red wine’s the risin’ sun. 


CHORUS. 
Then, gudewife, count the lawin, 
The lawin, the lawin, 
Then, gudewife, count the lawin, 
And bring a coggy mair. 


There’s wealth and ease for gentlemen, 
And semple folk maun fecht and fen’ ; 
But here we’re a’ in ae accord, 
For ilka man that’s drank’s a lord. 
Then, gudewife, count, &c. 


My coggie is a haly pool, 
That heals the wounds o’ care and dool ; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout, 
An’ ye drink it a’ ye’ll find him out. 
Then, gudewife, count, &c. 


GPIPLOPR FS 


WHAT ARE YOU AT?—WHAT ARE YOU 
AFTER? 


Air—“ Merrily danced the Quaker’s Wife.” 
( Moncrieff. ) 


I CAME to town the other day, 
To rest from all my labours, 
And hear what cockneys had to say, 
That I might tell my neighbours ; 
But all 1 heard, upon my word, 
Was this in every quarter, 
Some bawling out—What are you at? 
And some—What are yon aiter ? 
With your tol de col. 


At first, I thonght that they meant me, 
And cried—What’s that to you, sir? 
If you take me a rogue to be, 
VI] let you know who’s who, sir. 
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So, right and left, I laid them flat, 
Says I—You’ve caught a Tartar, 
Now go and cry, what are you at? 
And bawl, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


But, ’cod, for constables they sent, 
And lugged me off to prison ; 
I axed them what it was they meant? 
They said, to stretch my wizen. 
They took me where the justice sat, 
Who gave my purse no quarter ; 
Which made me cry, what are you at? 
Good judge, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


Escaping from the jailor’s paw, 
I walked into the Strand, sir, 
Where soon a charming lass Isaw, 
The fairest in the land, sir. 
Says I, I'll have a kiss, that’s flat, 
For never lass looked smarter ; 
When she squalled out, what are you at? 
You wretch, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


But while I kissed this pretty lass, 
That I the freak might rue, sir, 
She did my fob of gold watch rob, 
And picked my pocket, too, sir. 
So I went home to hang myself, 
From bed-post, in my garter, 
When hostess cried, what are you at? 
Young man, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


This made me turn so very ill, 
I sent the doctor to, sir; 
He gave me blister, powder, pill, 
And draught, and bolus, too, sir. 
But very soon I found myself 
To physic falling martyr, 
Which made me cry, what are you at? 
Doctor, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


So long his bill, to lawyer I 
Sent to reduce his fees, sir; 
But soon I found the remedy 
Was worse than the disease, sir; 
For where the lawyer saved a pound, 
He made me twenty barter, 
Till I cried out, what are you at? 
O, law, what are you aiter? 
With your tol de rol. 


But having now told all I saw, 
And lashed them left and right, sir, 
I think [ll thank you for your law, 
And wish you all good night, sir; 
For if I longer make my strain, 
And urge the songster’s charter, 
You may cry out, what are you at? 
Good friend, what are you after? 
With your tol de rol. 


GLIGVIGF 


VYVE LOVED THEE LONG AND 
WELL. 


(D. L. Richardson.) 


LADY, 


LADY, I’ve loved thee long and well, 
And felt what few can feel or tell, 
Oh! how then can I say farewell 

For ever? 


The youthful heart of faithful mould, 
Its love I ween hath ne’er controlled, 
A look of scorn or farewell cold, 
Would break it. 
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’Tis sweet to scatter mirth and gladness, 

And sweet to cheer the mourner’s sadness, 

But oh, to soothe the lover’s madness, 
Sweeter far! 


Then wring not, wring not this sad heart ; 
Wake not despair’s delirious smart, 
Nor urge again that we must part 

For ever. 


?T will soothe to gaze on that sweet face, 
Where fancy oft may dare to trace 
A transient blush of tenderer grace 

And feeling. 


No, lady ; he who loves so well 

Could never bid his heart rebel, 

”"T' would break as rose the last farewell 
For ever ! 


GPP P PIPL F 


ANGLER’S LIFE HAS JOYS FOR ME. 


AN angler’s life has joys for me, 
When blooming Spring has clad the plain, 
Each spray then sounds with jocund glee, 
For Spring brings pleasure in her train. 


AN 


’Tis then the angler’s truest joy 

To wander by the lonely stream ; 
Success repays his mild employ, 

And pleasure sheds her brightest beam. 


His finny prey he gladly views, 
The glittering dace, the spangled trout, 
The greedy pope with varying hues, 
Together on the grass spread out. 
But trolling for the tyrant pike 
He ever finds his greatest pride ; 
This eager fish he joys to strike, 
The monarch of the freshened tide. 


The angler envies no man’s joys, 
But his who gains the greatest sport ; 
With peace he dwells far from the noise 
And bustling grandeur of a court. 


THE POOR LITTLE SWEEPER UPON THE 
HIGHWAY. 
(T. Jones.) 
LisT, list, ye gay throng, nor pass without heed- 
ing 
The ape who sighs ’mid the frost and the 
cold, 
Whose wants claim your pity, then list to his 
pleading, 


Nor think him intruding—too vain, or too beld. 
While luxury grants to you all your desires, 

And pleasure is calling che whole live-long day, 
Oh yield but a part of what nature requires 

To the poor little sweeper upon the highway. 


The daylight ne’er dawns on this head with such 
pleasure 
As springs from the source of affection and love, 
For ah! in my parents I lost the best treasure 
That man e’er can enjoy from his father above. 
Alone through this life I am doomed to remain, 
Nor taste all the sweets of the season so gay ; 
Then while you are sporting, oh list to the strain 
Of the poor little sweeper upon the highway. 


While gratitude prompts the blest tear of true feel- 


ing, 
Oh, think what a pleasure from charity springs, 
The woes and the wrongs of another while heal- 
ing, : 
The bosom enjoys the best pleasure of kings. 
Then pass not unheeded the poor orphan’s cry, 
But think on the joys of eternity’s day, 
And wipe by your bounty the tear-bedimmed eye 
Of the poor grateful sweeper upon the highway. 


B8 


LOVELY PATTY KAVANNAH. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

SHALL we meet ere evening’s gray, 
Hey Patty, pretty Patty? 

Or when silver moon-beams play, 
Pretty Patty, tell me? 

May I then my love impart, 

Woo you to relieve my heart : 

Shall each give and take a heart, 
Lovely Patty Kavannah ? 


I can boast nor wealth nor birth, 
Hey Patty, pretty Patty; 

Think you these alone have worth ? 
Pretty Patty, tell me. 

Sure.y health, a heart that’s true, 

A hand that can protect you, too, 

Are gems, and these I proffer you, 
Lovely Patty Kavannah. 

What peeps o’er yon hilly spot, 
Hey Patty, pretty Patty? 

The village steeple, is it not? 
Pretty Patty, tell me. 

There’s the church, and here’s the ring; 

Love makes life a constant spring : 

Then haste, for time is on the wing, 
Lovely Patty Kavannah. 


GLLIL IDS 


JOLLY JERRY, OF THE TARTAR 
FRIGATE ; 
OR, ALL ALIVE AND JIGGING. 


Air—* When Ive money I am merry.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


I’M the sailor, jolly Jerry, 
Cruising, boosing, flip or grog, 

Drunk or sober, always merry, 
Senses never in a fog! 

’Fore the mast, or side of Sal; 
Kissing lips or setting sails, 

I never flinched, nor ever shall, 
For jolly Jerry never fails. 

SPOKEN.] I’m the boy for bringing up the lee- 
way,—calm or storm,—blow hard or blow up,— 
ship or shore,—seventy-four or frigate,—broadside 
rattler or longside boose, all the same to Jerry ;— 
sure to bring ’em to,—must strike or sink! I’m 
like an eighteen-pounder, double charged with 
grape-shot; take no denial, d me! Ship in 
stays, or Sal in stowage; gunpowder or grog; 
fighting or fiddling ; Jerry is the boy that’s always 
jolly! All’s one, d’ye see,—there I am~— 

Whether cruizing out at sea, 

Or in harbour, Sal and me, 
Piping, swigeing, 
Dancing, jigeing, 

There, ali alive, you’ll Jerry sec! 





Safe ashore, at anchor riding, 
Sal and I in sailing trim; 
Grog our cargo then dividing, 
In high flood of grog we swim ; 
Then if pirate heaves in sight, 
Hauls his wind,—by Sal lies to ; 
Clear the decks at once for fight, 
First shot his bowsprit splits in two! 
SPoOKEN.] There, you lubber, says I, take that; 
and if you don’t sheer off in the cracking of a bis- 
cuit, why the next broadside if I don’t sink you, 
d me! So you had better crowd all your can- 
vass for a quick run to another port, before I send 
your hulk adrift upon the floor, without rudder or 
compass to steer by! Tips him another shot be- 
twixt wind and water, d’ye see, and then at win- 
dow out he goes to get into dock as well as he can, 
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to repair the damage of his upper works, white 
Sal and I take in another lading of grog. All 
right and tight, Sal, ch? Timbers all sound yet. 
Come, now, Sal, let’s have a jolly jig together! 
Up in acrack, and there Iam, d’ye see? Never 
stumpt! pumps going! Jerry’s the jolly boy for it! 

Whether cruizing out at sea, 

Or in harbour Sal and me, &c. 


A gale one night was heavy blowing, 
I was three sheets in the wind, 
And Sal, water-logged, was towing 
Into port to meet a friend ; 
But in the watch we met a foe, 
We fought and conquered '—_vet, *twas odd, 
They made us both to prison go, 
And d me! locked us up in quod! 


SPOKEN.] ’Twas a sharp engagement, too, 
while it lasted. Poor Sal’s rigging; my eyes! 
how it was shattered! hardly a whole bit of can- 
vass left! Pity; for she fired away bravely. 
Splinter my main beams, how she stood -to her 
guns! Never saw a frigate better fought in my 
life! Oh, d——me! the Mary Ann Clarke and 
the Lady Barrymore frigates are nothing to her ; 
yard-arm and yard-arm! We had beaten ’em out 
of the water, till they hailed another squadron 
that came up and raked us fore and aft! Bad 
birth, says I, Sal; bnt never mind; plenty of 
shot in the locker yet. So took out the swag, 
bribed the officer of the watch-guard; grog was 
served out, and all alive directly ; jolly as reefers 
in the cockpit before daylight. Played the devil 
with royalty though, melted seven sovereigns in five 
hours! No matter, we had a good jig for it; and if 
the Commodore Big-Wig had been there, dare say 
we should have made him dance, too! However, 
we were danced into the Commodore Big-Wig’s 
cabin ; paid the fees, and then danced out again as 
jolly as ever; so I’m just danced here to tell you 
that it’s all one ; jolly Jerry is the boy for it; any 
where for fun; there I am— 

Whether cruizing out at sea, 
Or in limbo, Sal and me, &c. 








PILI LL OR 


PADDY’S TRIP TO WORTHING. 
(Bryant. ) 

WHEN first from Kilkenny I trotted away, 

My respects and my money in London to pay ; 

T rolled myself up in a blanket so warm, 

And set out with my fortune—all under my arm. 
With a diddervo whack, filliloo crack, 
Hubbaboo, brallilugh, sweet Paddy whack. 


As I'd taken the notion my fortune to make, 
Says 1, by the hokey! I’ll just have a rake ; 
So to Worthing I started one sunshiny day, 
Not for drinking or bathing—but raking of hay. 
With a didderoo, &e. 
Now I marched me a walk, then, through village 
and town, 
With no money at all—but a silver half-crown ; 
When I said to a man, which is Leathcrhead, 
pray ? 
Och! says he, touch yow head, and you’ll then 
find the way. 
With a didderoo, &c. 


But as soon as I got to this beautiful place, 

Ochone! how the ladies all stared at my face ; 

And, in troth, such respect to myself they did pay, 

That they always turned back to get out of my way. 

With a didderog, &c. 

Och! bless the dear ladies, how sweetly they 
dress, 

But there’s one thing, I own, which gives me great 
distress ; 
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They’ve a fashion in England I see, far and wide, 
That’s—some meni have got shirts, but they wear 
them outside. 
With a didderoo, &c. 


Now as people in Worthing ride donkeys, you | 


know, 
One day I resolved off to Brighton I’d go; 
When through Lancing we trotted,—och! hubba- 
boo whack! 
Mr. Donkey took fright and left me on my back. 
With a didderoo, &c. 


I talked to myself, and this thing I did say, 

If these are Sais donkeys their capers I see, 

And when I ride again, may the devil ride me. 
With a didderoo, &c. 


But now that I’m safe and alive as you know, 
I’ve a word that I’ll whisper before I do go; 


If your smiles pay my labour, my comfort’s not. 


small, - 
So Pll wish you good by and good luck to you all. 
With a didderoo, &c. 


PIFGLI LISS 


LET LOVE BEAR THEE THROUGH. 
A CANZONET. 


‘THOUGH the storm has come o’er thee, 
Let Love bear thee through ; 
There’s a haven before thee, 
In arms kind and true. 
While the flag of my fate . 
Waves above my despair, 
Let them rage—let them hate, 
Still thy refuge is there. 


To the winds give thy sorrow ; 
Love on and confide ; 
Let thy placid looks borrow 
The smiles of a bride : 
For the feeling alone, 
With which fond hearts entwine, 
Though the world’s laws disown, 
Ts a wedlock divine! 
Be the care, and the strife, 
And the danger with me ; 
Let the sweet’ning of life 
Be the sole charge on thee. 
In a safe bower of bliss 
Be thy gentleness laid ; 
By the balm of thy kiss 
Be thy lover repaid. 


Oh! banish all dread 
Of a change in my truth; 
Though the first fire be fied 
From my swift waning youth ; 
Yet a flame unconsuming 
Of firm faith is mine, 
That shall brighten thy blooming, 
And warm thy decline. 


SPPP4IL AF 


THE BACK AND THE BELLY. 
(Hudson.) 
A sToRY I’m going to tell ye, 
Which, if you'll attend to, you’ll hear in a 
crack, 
“Vis about a man’s hungry belly 
Conversing along with his back ; 
Says the belly, “‘ Here I have been fasting, 
For twenty-four hours and more, 
And if this fun is to be lasting, 
Mr. Death will soon open his door.” 
Says the back, “ You your appetites doat on, 
You’re satisfied never I really do think, 
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Don’t you see that I’ve got a new coat on, 
You can’t expect victuals and drink ; 

I must make a genteel appearance, 
"Tis of no nse your being so hot, 

For the pocket has had such a clearance, 
There’s nothing for you in the pot. 


Says the belly, «¢ Why you have no feeling, 
While at your new coat all the people may stare, 
My rumblings are loudly revealing 
There’s nothing within me but air ; 


| You may set it down really as done, sir, ~ 
Now speechless and frightened, and killed as Flay, | 


If I don’t soon have boiled meat or roast, 
Both of us, as sure as a gun, sir, 
Must certainly give up the ghost.” 


| But the back thought that there was no need on’t, 


And cared not a fig for what belly did say, 


| And the effects of his taking no heed on’t, 


Was, that both of them went to decay ; 
Mr. Death’s name was soon plainly wrote on, 
He nailed ’em without any rout, 


| And now, instead of a fine flashy coat on, 


They’re wrapt in a wooden surtout. 
MORAL. 


| The drift of the story I tell ye, 


Is plain to the eyesight as white is from black, 


| If you do not take care of your belly, 


You soon will be laid on your back ; 


| So enjoy yourselves in moderation, 


Live neither too low nor too high, 


| And then by a clear calculation, 


You'll all of you live—till you die. 


GFIPIP OR? 


MY TREMBLING HAND IN WELCOME 
TAKE. 


(Rodwell. ) 
A DUET. 


She. 
My trembling hand in welcome take, 
’Tis all I have to give; 


My heart is thine, but, oh! ’twill break, 
Should I thy truth outlive, 


He. 
Fear not, thus blest, all troubles o’er, 
For doating on thy charms ; 
I ask no earthly blessing more, 
No heaven but thy arms. 


Both. 
Then may our days in rapture flow, 
Free from all doubt and pain, 
Until we part from earth below, 
To meet in Heaven again. 


PIPL IPP P 


MASTERI WAS AN OPERA SINGER. 


MASTERI was an opera singer, 
Lived in‘an alley called Cranboni ; 
In his ring he wore a finger, 

Much he loved to munch Bologni ; 
Sopped it in vinegrinna ; 

And shake over pepperina : 

Caro then his mouth he’d open, 
With no pia andre. 


(Sings in Italian style. ) 
In the coffee-house, Spring-garden, 
Signor would no spendi farden ; 
At the Orange take his coffee, 
Parnaissamo drinks off he ; 
At the bar whips up a jelli, 
Read the news paperelli ; 
Nice sallad, if he should eye any, 
With penny-o he will buy any : 
If it have dandilioni, 
Saladini, beéetrootini, 
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Endivina, celerini, J 
Napkinnina swingidina, 

Cuto with the knife or forke, 

Jaw to work to draw se corke. 


Flasky, glasky, 

Primo, brimo, 

Brinky, winky, 

Soko, joko; 

As he pass Hay-marketti, 
Horse in carto there he metti 5 
Hair bag full was stuffed with hay, 
Hungry horse drag away. 
Look like ninni, 

Ladies grinni ; 

I approacha, 

Call a coacha; 

To del watermano throw, 
Peny si fortissimo ; 

He steps in, step up I puto, 
On his fingers door I shuto ; 
Squall, whip smacko, 
Pavement cracko ; 
Pall-mall dini, 

Cockspurini, 

Up Strandini, 

From Sanguini ; 

Buy pomatum, 

For my patum ; 

Tavistocko, 

For my blocko 5 

Of Vickeri, 

But false hari ; 

Hardamosi, 

Snuff my nosi ; 

Me a caro, 

Temple baro; 

Fetter lani, 

Sausageni, 

Buy ot Longman, 

Pretty songman ; 

Signor fill his pockets full, 
Sail to Italy backino, 

In his superfine cassino, 
Dere he laugh at Johnny Bull. 


GIPIP PEI? 


FREE-HEARTED MASONS ALL MANKIND 
EXCEL. 


(W. Preston.) 


HERE let no dull face of business appear 
Farewell till to-morrow hard labour and care ; 
This night shall be sacred to friendship and ease, 
Each bosom be open to lighten and please. 


Consider, dear brethren, that masons grow old, 
That relish abates as the blood waxeth cold, 
And if to be happy too long we delay, 

Soon as we attempt, Death cries come away. 


Then, fellows in masonry, let us rejoice, 

In beautiful melody join every voice ; 

Time sha’n’t overtake us before we can say, 
That we have been easy, blithe, social, and gay. 


Adieu, sober thinking, detraction and spleen, 
You ought to be strangers where masons convene ; 
Come Jest, Love, and Laughter, ye joyful throng, 
You're free of the lodge, and to masons belong. 


Set monarchs run mad after riches and power, 

Fat gownsmen be dull, and philosophers sour, 

While the claret goes round, and the company 
sings, 

We’re wiser than sages, and richer than kings. 

Then fill up the goblet and deal it about, 

Each brother will see it thrice twenty times out ; 

Our pleasures as well as our labours can tell, 

How free-hearted masons all mankind excel. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


SWEET CHOICE OF MY HEART. 
[Music, Clementi and Co. Cheapside. } 


SWEET choice of my heart, my Sarah, dear, 
?Twere vain other charms should invite me; 

Thy name can alone more charm my ear, 
Than the sound of soft numbers delight me. 


When far from thy sight, the weary hour, 
And the pulse of my heart move sadly ; 

But hope of return renews their power, 
And my heart and the hour dance gladly. 


The smile in thine eye of welcome kind, 
And its beams through a tear-drop shining, 

A delight so enchanting yields my mind, 
That the pleasure is past all divining. 


PLEL ER PP 


COME AWAY, COME AWAY, HARK! THE 
MELLOW HORN SOUNDS. 


COME away, come away, hark: the mellow horn 
sounds, 

The huntsmen are all gone before with the hounds ; 

Bright Sol now just roused is from Thetis’s lap, 

Where, a the night long, he’s been taking a 
nap! 

Come on, then, my boys, for the pastime pre- 
pare ; 

Hark away, hark, hark, to the fox, or the hare. 

Let the bucks of the town all their pastimes pur 


sue 
We bucks of the field other game have in view. 


Hark! to Rattler hark! hark! I’m sure that : 
good ; 

See, archly she tries back again through the 
wood ; 

Mark Rover, too, doubles, she’s certainly gone, 

But yonder again, see, she scours through the 


lawn. 

‘Gone away, gone away, hark, my boys, hark 
away, 

Follow, follow, the dogs now, and make no ¢ 
lay. 


Let the bucks, &c 


See, Nimrod has scented, and makes her, a 
last, 
Tantivy, tantivy, her courage is past ; 
There’s Rookely and Jowler are down inthe mead, 
She squeaks,—make away—she is dead—she is 
dead. ‘ 
Then halloo, my boys, but no tearing the game, 
We’ve conquered,—and that’s all the honour we 
claim. 
Let the bucks, &c. 


PIPIL IPF 


LOVE AND POVERTY’S FATE IS TURN 
OUT. 


(Kenney. ) 


LovE and Poverty’s fate is turn out, turn ovt, 
Love and Poverty’s fate is turn out! 
But the rich blockhead’s store, 
Alas! opens the door, 
Through which Merit, if poor, must turn out, turn 
out ! 
Through which Merit, if poor, must turn out! 


Great statesmen, when doomed to turn out, turn 
out, 
Great statesmen, when doomed to turn out, 
Though full of their graces 
When snug in their places, 
With very wry faces turn out, turn out, 
With very wry faces turn out. 


Our foes would their neighbours turn out, turn 
out, 
Our foes oft their neighbours turn out ! 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 14] 


But John Bull is so queer, 
He’ll sometimes interfere, 
Like he made each mounseer to turn out, turn 
out, 
Like he made each mounseer to turn out. 


In the playhouse they often turn out, turn out, 
In the playhouse they often turn out . 

And isn’t it boring, 

To hear em encoring, 
While others are roaring turn out, turn out, 
While others are roaring turn out ? 


Poor poets are often turned out, turned out, 
Poor poets are often turned out, 

*Tis e’en, then, with the great, 

So the poet must wait 
To know if his fate is turn out, turn out, 
To know if his fate is turn out. 


GLPLILPOL? 


THE SATLOR’S NOTION. 
(S. B. Frome.) 


Poor Savage compared a lost friend to the eye, 
When losing, by accident, t’other, 
Soon wept itself blind, thus poor Bob would 
descry 
The duty friends owe to each other ; sk 
Now he may be right, yet as I think he’s wrong, 
I’ll tell ye, dear messmates, my notion, 
Though, perhaps, ’twould do better in prose than 
in song, 
Were not we jolly tars from the ocean. 
So my notion’s this, a true lad being dead, 
Who through life acts the man we first find 
him, 
Leaving grief to the women, a tear or two shed, 
Tis to cherish the wife left behind him. 


Sam Tempest, you know, when he saw his Poll 
weep, ; 
Thought as how as her heart was a breaking ; 
But scarce had the tar been three nights on the 

deep, 
When Miss Poll her fond Sam was forsaking. 
So ’tisn’t the tears your fine feelings may shed, 
Which prove that a man does his duty, 
Like preaching advice, when a shipmate wants 
bread, 
Such fellows give all but their booty. 
So my notion’s this, &c. 


For what the world kindness and tenderness call, 
Are but the false colours to pity ; 
She’s an angel; but those, why, they’re nothing at 
all 
But shoals to betray the unwitty. 
A true friend, my lads, like the oak in our ship, 
Should be mellowed by age tu prove steady ; 
Then, too tough to warp, if luck gives you the 
slip, 
To serve you he’ll ever prove ready. 
So my notion’s this, such a one being dead, 
Who through life, &c. 


PHILP OPSD 


WHAT NOTES ARE THESE THAT 
SWEETLY FLOAT ALONG? 


(Miss Bryant.) 


WHAT notes are these that sweetly float along ? 
Tis Laura’s voice, hail, lovely child of song ; 
Thy melting strains have to this bosom stole, 
Like heavenly music to a lingering soul! 

First smoothly passing like the summer sea, 
Then softly, softly breathing melody ; 

Till, in one beauteous thrill, thy notes decay, 
Like hours of pleasure, quickly die away ; 
Alas! so like them each delightful strain, 

We fondly wish them all to breathe again, 


THE FLAG WAVED O’ER THE CASTLE 


WA’. 
Air—“ The Birks of Invermay.”’—( Hogg. ) 


THE flag waved o’er the castle wa’, 
The hind cam lilting o’er the lea, 
Loud joy ran through the lighted ha’, 
An’ ilka ane was blithe but me ; 
For, ah! my heart had tint its glee, 
Although the wars had worn away ; 
The breast that used my stay to be, 
Was lyin’ cauld in foreign clay. 


I looket east, I looket west, 
Isaw the darksome coming even ; 
The wild bird had its cozy nest, 
The kid was to the hamlet driven, 
But house, nor hame, aneath the heaven, 
Except the skeugh of greenwood tree ; 
O, that was a’ the comfort given 
To my three little bairns an’ me. 


I had a pray’r I cou’d na’ say! 

I had a vow I doughtna breathe— 
For aye they led my words astray, 

An’ aye they wer’ connect et baith 

Wi’ ane wha now was cauld in death! 
T lookit round wi’ wat’ry e’e— 

Hope was na there—but I was laith 
To see my little babies dee. 


Just as the breeze the aspen stirred, 
And bore aslant the falling dew, 
I thought I heard a bonny bird 
Singing amid the air so blew; 
It was a lay that did renew 
The hope deep sunk in misery ; 
It was of ane my woes that knew, 
And some kind hearts that cared for me. 


O, sweet as breaks the rising day, 
Or sunbeam through the wavy rain, 
Fell on my soul the cheering lay— 
Was it an angel poured the strain ? 
Wha kens a yearning mother’s pain, 
Bent o’er the child upon her knee! 
O, mine will bless, and bless again, 
The generous hearts that cared for me. 


A cot was reared by Mercy’s hand 
Amid the Grampian wilderness— 
It rose, as if by magic wand, 
A shelter to forlorn Distress! 
An’ weel I ken that Heaven will bless 
The hearts that issued the decree— 
The widow and the fatherless 
Can never pray, and slighted be. 


FFELP IL IP 


SMITHS ARE GOOD FELLOWS. 
_ AN OLD GLEE, 


SMITHS are good fellows, 

They blow their bellows 
While their iron’s hot, 

Though their gains be small. 
My pot and thy pot, 

Come, thy pot and my pot, 

Their hammers call— 
Hallow, hallow, hallow! 

Is the white more fallow ? 

Stand fast while I strike, 
Stand, with a winnion ; 
Sure ’tis but opinion 

Ale hurts the sight, 

For continually 
Come, my pot and thy pot, 
Thy pot and my pot, 

Their hammers call. 
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‘GREENWICH IN AN UPROAR; 
OR, THE HUMOURS OF THE FAIR. 
Air—** The Country Club.” —(Jolly.) 


AWAY with melancholy, 
Come, let us all be jolly, 
And Care drive far away : 

To Greenwich we’ll repair, sirs, 
Where hundreds of the fair, sirs, 
Are seen so spruce and gay : 

Now up London-road, sirs, 
We join the merry crowd, sirs, 
And reach the Bricklayers’ Arms ° 
We make no longer stay, sirs, 
But hasten to the fair, sirs, 
Where noise and tumult reigns. 


SPOKEN.] Valk np, ladies and gemmen, here’s 
the vonderful learned dog, the most butifuilest little 
hanimal that never was seen; he ;ossesses more 
knowledge than ever Sheakspur or Wirgil did ; this 
is the last time you may ever see him again—only 
the small charge of one penny. ( Another voice. ) 
Now’s the time; here’s the vonderful man that 
lives upon fire, and yet he is always as cool as a 
cowcumber ; he keeps a veaving manufactory in his 
mouth sufficient to supply all the girls at the fair 
with vibbins ; he’s one of the vonderfullest men that 
ever vas seen :-—make vay there for that ere young 
lady ; this vay, ma’am :—show ’em in there—just 
a-poing to begin. 

And these are, I declare, 0! 
The rigs and humours rare, O! 
Of famous Greenwich fair. 


Now, to behold the fair, sirs, 
And all the wonders there, sirs, 

A motley group arrive ; 

In their best Sunday clothes, sirs, 
Come lasses with their beaux, sirs, 

And through the crowd they drive: 
Cries one, ‘* O! that’s the griffin, 
And that ere is Miss Biffin. 

O Lord! what sights are those ? 
We shall be sqgueeged to death, sirs, 
O! I’m quite out of breath, sirs, 

Let's get into the shows.” 


SPOKEN.] This way for the players !—this is 
none of your paltry conjuration-shows, for, with- 
out exaggeration, they are all botheration, and 
you cannot gain from them the least information 
cr edification. The name of our piece is “ The 
Fali of the Usurper!” It’s the true representation 
of the events of a nation which long has been held 
in high estimation, who sent a deputation to the 
head of the nation, but his power, you must know, 
was through usurpation. When he saw the depu- 
tation, he was in great consternation, much agita- 
tion, and vast tribulation, and his eye-balls swelled 
with high indignation: so, without procrastina- 
tion, or cool deliberation, he ordered the deputa- 
tion to be sent to a dungeon and die by starvation ; 
but a bold determination was made by the nation 
to resist the usurpation, and set the tyrant’s habi- 
tation in a state of conflagration! which was in- 
stantly done, without hesitation; the sword and 


the pistol made great devastation; the usurper_ 


was slain, and all his relations then followed the 
liberation of the brave deputation. I assure you, 
ladies and gentlemen, that our performers are all 
of the first reputation, they use their endeavours 
to gain approbation, and the picce is adorned with 
superb decorations—so now is your time, or you'll 
lose the gratification of secing 


The rigs and humours rare, O! 
Of famous Greenwich fair, O! 
Of famous Greenwich fair. 
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Now all the merry throng, sirs, 
Fly swift the Park along, sirs, 
And hail the welcome day ; 
While up the hills so high, sirs, 
In haste are seen to fly, sirs, 
The lads and lasses gay: 
And, if they chance to fall, sirs, 
The boys they loudly bawl, sirs, 
And all the merry trains ; 
And thus they all give birth, sirs, 
To joy and harmless mirth, sirs, 
And pleasure solely reigns. 

SPOKEN, in different voices occasionally.|] Vell, I 
declare this is rare vorks, I’m almost choked with 
the dust. Vell, my duck, don’t put yourselves in 
a fantique, if ve goes avay now, ve shall lose all 
the fun—up and vin ’em, up and vin ’em; here’s 
some o’ th’ right sort here—now my pibbles, knock 
one down, have *em all. » Oh, Billy, look’e there 
on the vater, at that ere large ship; I really thinks 
as how it’s a man of var. A man of war! why it’s 
only a fishing-smack. Vell, how did I know. O, 
vat a charming landskip! don’t you see that ere 
house top o’ th’ hill? that’s the observingtory, 
where the ’stronomers make constellations. <‘ Never 
mind the observatory,” cries a loyal citizen, em- 
phatically ; ‘* look at yonder building, where 
every true British seaman, disabled in the service 
of his king and country, receives the reward of his 
courage and loyalty.” 

And these are, I declare, O 
The rigs and humours rare, O 
Of famous Greenwich fair. 


PLaEL EL ER 


THE COTTAGE BEAUTY. 
(Upton. ) 


CALMLY sleeps the cottage beauty 
In the kower with roses twined ; 
Hov’ring doves attend around her, 
Emblems of the virgin’s mind. 
Mary, dearest of the dearest, 
Can, oh can we ever part? 
No; the peerless cottage beauty 
Reigns the mistress of my heart! 


What though wealth may hail me master 
High-born maids, too, court my hand, 
I for thee, the village charmer, 
Can each glittering lure withstand. 
What’s to me the blaze of grandeur ? 
Love must barb the bosom’s dart ; 
Love, that tells the cottage beauty 
Reigns the mistress of my heart! 


Kind and softly blow, ye breezes, 
Lest ye bare her angel-breast ! 

All that’s sweet and all that’s tender 
In that haven deigns to rest! 

Were I king of Ocean’s treasure, 
I for her could with it part, 

Proud to own the cottage beauty 
Reigns the mistress of my heart! 


Se eee 


DENNIS DELANY. 


IN swect Tippcrary, the pride of the throng, 

I danced a good jig, and I’ve sung a good song ; 

On the green where I capered I scarce bent the 
grass 5 

To my bottle a friend, and no foe to a lass. 

At hurling, my fellow could never be found, 

For whoever I jostled soon came to the ground ; 

And the girls all swore that they never met any 

Could tickle their fancy like Dennis De.any. 
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With my whack about, see it out, Dennis, my 
jewel, 

Ah, why will you leave us? how can you be cruel? 

Paddy Whack may go trudge it, with Murrah 
O’Blaney, 

We’ll part with them all for you, Dennis Delany. 


Young Sheelah O’Shannon was so fond of me, 

That whenever we met we could never agree ; 

Says I, ‘‘my dear Sheelah, we'll soon end the 
fray, 

For no longer in Tipperary I’ll stay.” 

When the girls all found I was going to leave 
them, ; 

They swore that from death father John could not 
save them: 

They would part with relations, though ever so 
many, 4 

Ii I’d let them go with me, sweet Dennis Delany. 

With my whack about, &c. 


To the road then I went, and I trudged it along, 

And, by way of being silent, 1 lilted a song. 

«« Hey for Dublin,” says I, ‘‘ where I’ll see some 
fine lasses, 

Get married and drunk, nor e’er mind how time 
passes.” 

But when I arrived, and found ev’ry lady 

Short-waisted, thinks I, they are married already; 

“¢ By my soul now,” says I, “ marriage here is 
the fashion, 

To get young recruits for the good of the nation.” 

With my whack about, &c. 


To the grand panorama, that ev’ry one talks of, 
Away then I.goes, and immediately walks off ; 
But I were astonished as much as e’er man was, 
To see a sea-fight on an ocean of canvass. 
But some were a-weeping, and some were a-wail- 
ing, 
Where Pnton once stood, now to see ships a- 
sailing ; 
But what in my mind made it still seem the stran- 
er, | 
Thongh I stood in the midst, I was still out of 
danger. 
With my whack about, &c. 


As I came back again then, quite sober and 
steady, 

I met three or four buckeens attacking a lady ; 

With my slip of shellelagh I made them forbear, 

For an Irishman always will fight for the fair. 

But the police they called, who came, great and 
small ; 

“* Devil burn me!” says I, “ but I’ll leather you 
all ;” 

And, though I was fighting them, this I will say, 

They were tight active fellows at—running away. 

With my whack about, &c. 


Then, a see a fine play, which I ne’er saw be- 
ore, 
To Crow-street 1 went, with three or four more, 
And up stairs I walked, to see things the better ; 
The play-bill I bought, though I knew not a letter. 
But the crowd was so great, and the players so 
funny, 
I laughed more, I’m sure, than the worth of my 
money, 
Although with their noise they sct me quite mad, 
When the boys above stairs called for Mcl} in the 
Wad. 
With my whack abuut, &c. 
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THE HERO OF CORUNNA. 
(Major Topham.) 


SPAIN, justly famed in gallant story, 
For ages past her course had run, 

And marshalled forth, to deeds of glory, 
Full many a great and gallant son. 


But Fate achieved her vast undoing 
In Vice and Folly’s courtly hour, 

*Till fell Corruption fixed her ruin, 
And gave her to a foreign power. 


But still the Spaniard vowed resistance, 
And swore his freedom to regain, 

While gen’rous Britain gave assistance, 
To free her from the tyrant’s chain. 


On proud Iberia’s stormy coast 
The flower of England’s army landed, 
More proud than all the rest to boast 
The gallant hero who commanded. 


He met the foe—that foe was beaten, 
And driven from the bloody field ; 
France saw her troops again retreating, 

Again her thousands forced to yield. 


But, though triumphant vict’ry crowned him, 
Fate destined this his last career, 

For, while lamenting friends surround him, 
I die, he uttered—leave me here! 


Go! tell my country, as of yore, 
For her her soldiers met the strife ;7 
And tell my mother—he could no more, 
He sighed, and closed his glorious life. 


Then, Spanish soldier, pause a second, 
And view a brother-soldier’s grave ; 
And be it in thy memory reckoned— 
No brighter death can crown the brave. 


From this lone spot, fresh pride assuming, 
A prouder trophy England rears ; 

And greener is that laurel blooming 
That’s watered by a nation’s tears. 


GPIPILFIPOP 


WHEN MY MONEY WAS GONE THAT I 
GAINED IN THE WARS. 


(G, S. Carey.) 


WHEN my money was gone that I gained in the 
wars, 
And the world ’gan to frown on my fate; 
What matters my zeal or my honoured scars, 
When indifference stood at each gate. 


The face that would smile when my purse was well 
lined, 
Showed a different aspect to me, 
And when I could nought but indifference find, 
I hied once again to the sea. 


I thought it unwise to repine at my lot, 
To bear with cold looks on the shore, 

So I packed up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle, alas! was my store. 


A handkerchief held all the treasure I had, 
Which over my shoulder I threw, 

Away then I trudged, with a heart rather sad, 
To join with some jolly ship’s crew. 


The sea was less troubled by far than my mind ; 
For when the wide main I surveyed, 

I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And Fortune a slippery jade. 


And JI vowed, if once more I could take her in 
tow, 
Id let the ungrateful ones sec, 
That the turbulent winds and the billows couk{ 
show 
More kindness than they did to me. 
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THE MISFORTUNES OF MR. GEOFFRY 
MUFFINCAP; 


OR, LOVE IN A MASH-TUB. 
(R. B. Peake.) 


ONE morn, whilst I was brewing, 
My thoughts each thought pursuing, 
First malt and hops, next Molly Popps, 
Thinks I, I’ll go a wooing, 
Indeed I will, O yes, I will, 
Tol lol lol, tol lol lol, tol lol lol, lol lol li do. 


Chance in my brewhouse brought her ; 
Dame Popps, I love your daughter ; 
And feel inclined to tell my mind, 
And cut my longing shorter. 
Indeed I do, O yes, Ido, &c. 


Says she, refrain your twitters, 
lf your mind does not fit hers— 
As like the beer would be your dear— 
She sometimes smacks of bitters. 
Indeed she does, O yes, she does, &c. 


My daughter’s fair to view, sir, 
But she may mischief brew, sir, 
And few can vie with her black eye, 
But yours may be so too, sir. 
Indeed it may, O yes, it may, &c. 


My Molly dear now came in, 
Whilst love my heart inflaming ; 
Her mother said, the lad’s afraid 
His passion you’ll be blaming. 
I’m sure you will, O yes, you will, &c. 


Cried Moll, you stupid rash cub, 
Do you think I’d marry such a scrub ? 
Your hopes desist—and with her fist, 
She rolled me in the mash-tub ! 
Indeed she did! 
O lord! she did, &c. 


OPO LOPLI 


THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 
(Ramsay. ) 


THE Lawland lads think they are fine, 

But, O! they’re vain and idly gaudy ; 
How much unlike the gracefu’ mien, 

And manly looks of my Highland laddie. 


CHORUS. 
O my bonnie Highland laddie, 
My handsome, charming Highland laddie ; 
May heav’n still guard, and love reward, 
The Lawland lass and her Highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to choose, . 
To be the wealthiest Lawland lady, 
I’d tak young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blue and belted plaidie. 
O my bonnie, &e. 


The brawest beau in Burrows-town, 
In a’ his airs, wi’ art made ready, 
Yompared wi’ him, he’s but a clown, 
He’s finer far in’s tartan plaidie. 
O my bonnie, &c. 


O’er Benty-hill wi’ him I’]] run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and daddie ; 
Frae winter’s cauld, and simmer’s sun, 
He’ll screen me wi’ his Highland plaidie. 
O my bonnie, &c. 


A painted room, and silken bed, 
May please a Lawland laird and lady ; 
But I can kiss, and be as glad, 
Behind a bush, in’s Highland plaidie. 
O my bonnie, &c, 


Few compliments between us pass ; 
I ca’ him my dear Highland laddie, 
And he ca’s me his Lawland lass, 
And rows me in beneath his plaidie. 
O my bonnie, &c. 


Nae greater joy I’ll e’er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and steady, 
Like mine to him, which ne’er shall end, 
While heav’n preserve my Highland laddie. 
O my bonnie, &c. 


CIPI PELIF 


MARGERY MUMBLE. 


I MARRIED a wife 
To comfort my life, 
And she was called Margery Mumble ; 
By day and by night 
I gave her delight, 
And yet she did nothing but grumble. 


Such a scold I declare, 
To match her I’d dare, 
With any you’d find in the land here ; 
But the best of the joke, 
It was Welsh that-she spoke, 
And so I could not understand her. 


With an old tabby cat, 
Together we sat, 
In spite of the wind and the weather, 
Till sadly, indeed, 
It by fate was decreed, 
Wife and cat they both fell ill together. 


To a doctor wife sent, 
Whose skill was mis-spent, 
For death in his clutches soon locked her ; 
But what’s strange to tell, 
The old cat grew well, 
For the cat never sent for a doctor. 


GRIP LIPO 


HONEST NATURE ANSWERS, NO. 
( Cumberland.) 


WHAT is love? an idle passion, 
Sage advisers call it so ; 

Can I treat it in their fashion ? 
Honest Nature answers, no. 


Wise ones, cease, in vain your preaching, 
Age has turned your hearts to snow ; 
Can I profit by your teaching ? 
Honest Nature answers, no. 


PL IIPEIPP 


THE MORN, IN RUSSET MANTLE CLAD. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


*¢ THE morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o’er the dew of yonder hill ;” 
And sweetly opening flowers are glad, 
And mist arises from the rill. 
Thou cheerful beam of infant day, 
Oh! let thy all-enlightening ray 
Our gratitude inspire ; 
While, with enraptured eye, we view 
Nature, in all her loveliest hue, 
Illumined by thy fire! 
Night flies away, 
The lark is rising, 
The hunter gay, 
His couch despising, 
Salutes the laughing morn : 
Hark! to his joyous strain, 
Which echo gives again, 
And, hark! his lively horn! 


PPP ELLIO 


——————— 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ‘ 


SN 6 am _ 
f SS a 
—— Rab’ Cruikshank. def. 








OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 145 





3 ae ee 
pane ghosts and dancing demons every night kick up 4 rout, 
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DER FREISCHUTZISM ; 
OR, ’TIS A HIT, 


{Masic, Dover, Chancery-lane; and Williams, 
Strand. | 


OH such an age, so prolific in hobgoblinism, 
Such a rage for horribles was never seen, 
Der Freischutz each audience suits, (it never 
raising any schism, ) 
Jager hunting shooters in their coats so green. 
Incantations, invocations, every kind of horrid 
visions, 
Salmagundi and Valmondi, sepulchres split in 
divisions, 
Grinning ghosts and dancing demons every night 
kick up a rout, 
Owls and griffins, alligators, 
twist about. 


toads and serpents. 


Oh such an age, &c. 


Magic balls, terrific squalls affright us from our 


revelries, 
Blue flame and smoke, without a joke, envelope 
us quite ; 
Red-eyed spectres scowl like Hectors very decent 
devilries, 
Haunt our peaceful pillows each succeeding 


night. 

Shouts of wonder, claps of thunder, rockets whiz- 
zing through the sky, 

Moons of blood on torrent Hood 
entirely ; 

Nodding trees now bow their leaves like master 
of the ceremonies, 

A skeletonian race in clouds contested by a pair of 
ponies. 


eclipse the gas 


Oh such an age, &c, 


All the dreams of Primo James, who wrote on 
Demonology, 
In every modern melodrame seem realized : 
38—VOL. 11. 


griffins, alligators, toads and serpents twist about. 


None i down upon the town allied to cranio- 


ogy, 
Unless * has a character that’s vampyrized. 

Play-wrights play on famed St. Leon seeking to be 
Ad of life; 

Yawning graves give up their spirits now for any 
mischief rife ; 

Such a horrid state of things, 
from our stools, 

In vain the brain is out of man, he frightens still 
and makes us fools. 

Oh such an age, &c. 


Greek fire and gunpowder, too, blast every hope of 
better taste, 
There’s nothing can be done without some grand 
blow up; 
Woods a-blaze create amaze, to playhouses all 
eager haste, 
And supping full of horrors drain to very dregs 
the cup ; ; 
German horrors, church-yard terrors teach us now 
morality, 
Imagination reigns supreme, a fig for all reality ! 
Of golden harvest managers seem now resolved to 
make the most, 
And till they find their coffers 
give up the ghost, 


enough to push us 


empty, never will 


Oh such an age, &c, 


CPP PF PICP 


GOD, OUR KING, AND RIGHT. 
Air—“ The gallant Troubadour.” —~(T. Jones. ) 


FROM birth my native land I’ve owned 
As Liberty’s blest shore ; 

In every heart she sits enthroned is 
And stands at ev’ry door. 

Then, shall we lose our chartered right 
Through base and sordid knaves ? 

No, while we’ve hearts and hands to fight, 
We never will be slaves. 
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Britannia’s sons, with freedom born, 
Ne’er heed a foreign foe ; 
Our fertile fields are gilt with corn, 
And shall we lose them ?—No! 
We love the soil, and will protect 
Or make that soil our graves, 
Nor e’er this sacred truth neglect— 
That Britons can’t be slaves. 


Then, let us raise our bumpers high 
With foaming liquor bright, 

And ev’ty effort still defy 
’Gainst God, our king, and right! 

Join hand and heart with one accord, 
And waft it o’er the waves ; 

By land and sea be this the word— 
That Britons wo’n’t be slaves 


PEE ILE IIS 


THE PHANTASMAGORIA. 
Air—“ Moderation and Alteration.”’-—(C. Dibdin.) 


Come ye for delight who the marvellous stick to, 
Attend to a story, mirabile dictu, i 
It’s of the famed Phantasmagoria a detail, 
Where spirits are dealt in, both wholesale and re- 
tail. 
Conjuration, conjuration, 
Oh, it’s a wonderful conjuration ! 


On this traffic in spirits some punsters are skittish, 
And waggishly ask “ if they’re foreign or British ve 
And with but little thought the reply may be made, 
“© All true British spinits ave substance not shade.” 
Animation, animation, &c. 


On physics, they say, all these spirits depend, 
And they’ll show the features of any dead friend ; 
That’s proof, for what better than physic will do 
To bring the appearance of dead men to wiew ? 
Demonstration, demonstration, &c. 


There are black spirits, blue spirits, white spirits, 
and gray, 
And spectres as grim-looking as quarter-day ; 
But, though they look terrible, yet their power’s 
taper, ‘ 
For, like moderate duels, they all end in vapour. 
Moderation, moderation, &c. 


The grim they’re all beauties to the spirit of law, 

Which even the boldest its horns in makes draw, 

An@ look like a debtor attacked by a dun, 

O1 a fanatic meeting the spirit of fun. 
Botheration, botheration, &c. 


But syavits in this land are not such new jokes, 
For the spirit of hartshorn oft’ plagues married 
folks ; 
They’re spirits of vitriol who to scandal incline, 
And drunkards are certainly spurits of wine. 
Fermentation, fermentation, &c. 


And there are the spirits of truth and of fiction, 
And we all know the spirit of contradiction ; 
Yet rather too far the assertion I’ve carried, 
For faith I forgot we’re not ALL of us married. 
Alteration, alteration, &c. 


PPELRLIL 


THE WAY TO GET MARRIED. 


(Upton. ) 
SWEET girls, shall I tell ye the way to get mar- 
ried ? 
<< Oh yes, to be sure, sir,’ methinks you ex- 
claim ; 
“Tis a way, we confess, that our wishes are 
carried 5 
And why not? pray where is the wonder or 
blame?” 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Pretty dears, neither wonder nor blame need to 
fright ye, 
Tis the rights of your sex, one and all, to love 
man ! 
Who was born to protect, not to injure nor slight 






















vos 
And, therefore, get married as soon as you cane 


And yet, shall I tell ye the way to allure him? 
Then give up some whims, little fancies, and 
airs ; 
Lay your bait-hooks with care, if you hope to se- 
cure him, 
And spread not too freely your wires and snares. 


Though your sweet lips, like spell-charms, are 
pregnant with kisses, 
Those lips can for trifles too frequently pout ! 
Though your eyes, like two diamonds, sparkle with 
blisses, : 
Those eyes (and you know it) can frown, beyond 
doubt. 


Then your tongues—pretty tongues: that ‘can talk 
so endearing, 
(Oh yes! and can sting, too, whenever you 
please !) 
Let me beg you to keep, now and then, out of 
hearing, 
And give up a little your power to teaze. 


Dear creatures, remember, to keep him in fetters, 
The man who adores you must now and then 


rule ! 
And though to your beauty and charms we are 
debtors, 
Affectation and pride may the warmest heart 
cool. 


«Well, then,” you may say, “ Mr. Censor, pray 
tell us 
What is it you wish us in reason to do?” 
<¢ What is it ”” I’ll tell ye, and be not too jealous, 
The task is most easy, yes, easy for you. 


Let smiles and good-nature be ever about ye, 

And be not too often by flattery carried ; 

Show this, and proud man, no, he can’t live with- 
out ye, 

And this is the way, dearest girls, to get married. 


POLILPI SF 


BROTHER JACK. 
(Dibdin.) 

IF the good old maxim’s true, 

That sons of Eve should all be brothers, 
Tars have it to their hearts in view, 

For their first good’s the good of others 
Nay, Jack such narrow love derides, 

_?Midst every danger still contented, 

He the whole family provides 

With every good that heaven invented, 
And, leaving caution to the wind, © 
Risks every chance to serve mankind. 


Away to India, cries the fair, 
To beauty’s voice obedient listen, 
The vessel cuts the yielding air, 
And muslins wave and diamonds glisten. 
Should winter, in its bleak array, 
With chilling frosts and winds alarm her, 
Jack points the prow to Hudson’s Bay, 
And comely furs both deck and warm her; 
And, gaily leaving Care behind, 
Ransacks the world to serve mankind. 
Would cits the rich voluptuous treat, 
Amidst the bustle and the hurry, 
To make the bill of fare complete, 
Jack brings the turtle and the curry ; 
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He fetches tea for maiden aunts, 
Finery and fashions for our spouses ; 
Feeds, clothes us, and supplies our wants, 
And even furnishes our houses :—- 
What thanks for those then shall we find 
Who thus adventure for: mankind ? 


Then be the friendly toast we pass, 
As honest hearts and Nature’s freemen, 
Excluding daylight from the glass, 
Prosperity to English seamen ! 
On danger’s brink who careless found, 
For others make their lives a slavery, 
The very wine that now goes round 
We owe to their adventurous bravery : 
Then drink to those with grateful mind 
Who risk their lives to serve mankind. 


POPP LL LOP 


THE FRENCHMAN AND HIS WIFE. 
Air— La Senateur.””’—( Kenney. ) 


My wife she was s0 pretty, 
So amiable, nice, and sweet, 
From de court, de bar, de city, 
All were kneeling at her feet. 
In de crowd that storm my door 
Was a noble Senateur, 
Oh quel honneur ! 
Quel bonheur ! 
Ah monsieur, le Senateur ! 
Je suis votre humble serviteur, 


Le Senateur, he say to me, 
Venez done a vous chateau, 
Ride on land or sail on sea, 
En voiture, or en baleau. 
Vat shall e’er your fancy strike, 
Ven you're dare do as you like. 
Oh quel honneur, &c. 


My wife had a little boy, 
Charming gargon, plump and fair, 
Papa’s pride and mamma’s joy— 
Mamma/’s eyes and father’s hair. 
Le Senateur he say ha! ha! 
Let me be de god-papa. 
Quel honneur, &c. 


Coming home as dat week end, ah! 
Dere I see de happy two 
Sitting snug, my wife and friend, ah! 
Little bird he say cuckoo! 
Sare, I say, in manner mild, 
Dere’s my wife, and dere’s my child. 
Sur mon honneur, 
A la bonheur, 
Ah, monsieur! le Senateur ! 
Je vous souhaite le bon jour. 


GOLIIL ER 


THE LITTLE CHIMNEY SWEEP. 
(Upton. ) 
*TWAs a keen frosty morn, 
falling, 
When a child of misfortune was thus sadly calling, 
“« Sweep! sweep! I am cold, and the snow’s very 
deep, 
O, pray take compassion on poor little sweep! 
Sweep! sweep !” 


The tears down his cheeks in large drops were fast 
rolling, 

Unnoticed, unpitied by those by him strolling ; 

Who frequently warned him, at distance to keep, 

While he cried, “* Take compassion on poor little 
sweep!” ; 

In vain he implored passing strangers for pity ; 

This smiled at his plaints, and that bantered his 
ditty : 


and the snow heavy 
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| Humanity’s offspring as yet lay asleep, 
| Nor heard the sad wailing of poor little Sweep. 


At the step of a door, half froze and dejected, 

He sat down and grieved, to be shunned and neg- 
lected ; 

When a kind-hearted damsel by chance saw him 
weep 

And resolved to befriend him, the distressed little 
sweep. 


Unmindful of sneers, to a neighbour’s she led him, 

Warmed his limbs by the fire, and tenderly fed 
him ; 

And, oh! what delight did this fair maiden reap, 

When she found a lost brother in poor little sweep ! 


In rapture she gazed on each black sooty feature, 

And hugged to her bosom the foul-smelling crea- 
ture ! 

Who, saved by a sister, no longer need creep 

Through lanes, courts, and alleys, a poor little 
sweep. 


GOP OP SFP CH 


SWEET ECHO WAKES HER MIMIC SONG. 


THE portals of the east divide, 
The orient dawn is just descried, 

Mild and gray. 
The starry fires elude the sight, 
The shadows fly before the light, 

Far away. 
Now, hark! the woodland haunt is found, 
For now the merry bugles sound 

Their sylvan lay. 
As each sweet measure floats along, 
Sweet Echo wakes her mimic sone, 

Far away. 


The-stag now roused, right onward speeds, 
O’er hill and dale, the moor and meads, 
He’s fain to stray. 
His flight the shouting peasants view, 
His steps the dashing hounds pursue, 
Far away. 
All day untired his rout we trace, 
Exulting in the joyous chase 
Of such days. 
At length at mild eve’s twilight gleam, 
He’s taken in the valley stream, 
Far away. 


POR PLIGR? 


OH! BACCHUS, GREAT BACCHUS, FOR 
EVER DEFEND US, 


SINCE there’s no small difference *twixt drowning 
and drinking, 
tes : : =e 
We'll tipple and pray, too, like mariners sinking 5 


Whilst they drink salt water, we'll pledge ’em in 
wine, 

And pay our devotion at Bacchus’s shrine. 

Oh! Bacchus, great Bacchus, for ever defend us, 

And plentiful store of good Burgundy send us. 


From censuring the state, and what passes above ; 
From a surfeit of cabbage, from law-suits and love ; 
From aoe with swords and such dangerous 
things, 
And handling of guns in defiance of kings, 
Oh! Bacchus, great Baechus, &c. 


From riding a horse, that will start at a feather ;> 
Or ending a journey with loss of much leather : 
From the folly of dying for grief or despair, 
With our heads in the water, or heels in the air, 
Oh! Bacchus, great Bacchus, &c. 


CRISP POP 
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THE POOR FORLORN LOVER. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


M9 more let mirth my bosom swell, 
But sadness mark each hour ; 
With me shall pining silence dwell, 
For I’m love’s blighted flower. 


No more will sweet content be mine, 
No more the joyous lay : 

Sad shall my languid cheek recline, 
And sighs tell forth the day. 


Unpitied am I doomed to breathe, 
My falt’ring love-sick tale : 

Around my front I’ll twine a wreath 
Of willow-leaves so pale. 


Wight I intreat of that soft hair, 
One glossy ringlet sweet, 

I’d guard it as love’s relic rare : 
Love should the present greet! 


Frown not, adored, angelic maid, 
At love the most refined ; 
Pity the heart you have betrayed, 
he urchin god is blind. 


Could I in secret breathe a strain, 
To my fond soul’s delight, 

?Twould partly meliorate my pain, 
And cheer the gloom of night. 


For though I lack both wealth and power, 
Nor boast a lineage great ; 

Gold is the phantom of an hour, 
My mind is my estate. 


Riches and titles pass away, 
As shadows in a dream ; 

But virtue, like the god of day, 
Still sheds its glorious beam. 


Then do not bid me pine in vain, 
But pitying, let me prove, 

That lowliness can feel the pain, 
And teach you how to love. 


PPPPLIPIF 


THIS LONDON, AGRAH! 1S THE DEVIL’S 
OWN SHOP. 


(H. Smith.) 


FROM great Londonderry to London, so merry, 
My own natty self in a waggon did ride ; 
In London, so frisky, folks ride in a whisky, 
At Connaught they carry their whiskey inside. 
I jumped from the waggon and saw a Green Dra- 


on ; 
I pled a Blue Boar when I turned to the south ; 
At the Swan with two Throttles I tippled two bot- 
tles, 
‘; And bothered the beef at the Bull-and-the- 
Mouth. 
Ah! Paddy, my honey! look a’ter your money, 
’Tis all botheration from bottom to top. 
Sing didderoo daisy, my jewel, be aisy, 
This London, agrah! is the devil’s own shop. 


The great city wax-work was all a mere tax-work, 
A plan to bamboozle me out of my pelf. 
Says I, Mrs. Salmon, c’up, none of your gammon, 
Your figures are no more alive than yourself. 

I ax’d an old Quaker the way to Long-acre , 
With thee and with thou he so bothered my 
brain, 
After fifty long sallies through lanes and blind 

alleys, 

I found myself trotting in Rosemary-lane. 

Ah! Paddy, my honey! &c. 


At night, O, how silly! along Piccadilly, 
I wandered, when up comes a beautiful dame ; 
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‘ heme Rie’ the lady, ‘ how do you do, Pad- 


Says I, pretty well, ma’am ; I hope you’re the 
same. 
A great hulking fellow, who held her umbrella, 
Then gave me a terrible thump on the nob ; 
She ran away, squalling; I, ‘ watch, watch” was 
bawling ;— 
The devil @ watch was there left in my fob. 
Ah! Paddy, my honey! &c. 


PIPL POIP 


HB THAT’S A FREEMASON IS A TRUE 
SON OF FAME. 


COME, come, my dear brethren, 
Great news I proclaim, 
Our King’s a freemason, 
A mason of fame ; 
And though he’s a king, 
He’s a brother to me : 
No mortals but masons, 
So great, then, can be. 
So great, then, can be. 
So great, then, can be. 
No mortals, but masons, 
So great, then, can be. 


Who would not be proud, say, 
Of such a great name? 
He that’s a freemason, 
Is a true son of fame 3 
Since kings, dukes, and princes, 
Men of high degree, : 
Throw by their distinctions, 
With us to be free. 
With us to be free, &c. 


We’re sons of antiquity, 
But not of pride ; 
The fathers of old, they 
Were all on our side. 
Being struck with surprise, 
z The grand temple to see, 
They all were ambitious 
Freemasons to be. 
Freemasons to be, &e. 


We’re true and we’re trusty 5 
We’re just and sincere 5 
We’re blessed by the poor, 
And adored by the fair. 
Kings are our companions, 
So noble are we, 
Then who would not wish 
A freemason to be? 
A freemason to be, &c. 


Why, then, should we mind 
The reflections of fools, 
Who know not the value, 
Nor use of our tools? 
We keep within compass, 
Our condnct’s square be 5 
To plumb, line, and level, 
Our actions agree.' 
Our actions agree, &c. 


With innocent mirth, 
And with social soul, 
Let’s taste the pure nectar 
Of the flowing bowl. 
Then fill up a bumper, 
My toast it shall be, 
A health to our master, 
Our wardens, and wee 
Our wardens and we, &c. 


PPOPIGIEF 
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THE FEMALE CAPTIVE. 
| Air— Fly from the World, oh! Bessy, to me.” 
(J. A. Pearce.) 


YEs, yes, dearest youth, I’ll e’er remain true, 
Though fortune still proves a-resistance ; 
Though the frowns of the world should ever pur- 
sue, 
And none offer a hand of assistance ; 
For you, my dear Edwin, I frankly confess, 
My fond heart, still a captive detaineth, 
But that (willing pris’ner) its captor doth bless, 
And gladly a captive remaineth. 


Yet need I relate, what, frequent, alas ! 
Those eyes, by their tell-tale expression, 
Expose to your view, that oft in my face _ 
You may read the heart’s tender confession ; 
Then away with your doubts, nor urge me again 
To confess those fond truths, I implore thee ; 
But let this suffice :—I shall ever remain, 
Sincerely, to love and adore thee. 


PIPILFILGPD 
THE TEA-TABLE. 
( Dibdin.) 
THE inquest is set, for the tea-things they call, 
Miss Crab gave the kind invitation ; 
Miss Verjuice, Miss Razor, Miss Spleen, and Miss 
Tiff 
Miss Hartshorn, Miss Scowl, and Miss Mump, 
and Miss Miff, 
Miss Cholic, Miss Nose, and Miss Nerves, and 
Miss Gall, 
As a jury deliberate in grand consultation, 
Not over such stuff as the affairs of the nation, 
But over their neighbours’ reputation. 


SPOKEN. ] You declare, by your forewoman, that 
you will, without hesitation, fear, or favour, rent, 
tear, split, tatter, fritter, transmogrify, torture, 
and disjoint the reputations indifferently of 
friends, foes, strangers, neighbours, young, old, 
rich, poor, single, married, handsome, ugly, 
short, tall; that you return an account of all their 
vices, absurdities, failings, caprices, follies, foi- 
bles, faults, weakness, attachments, hobby-horses, 
wanderings, and backslidings, without hesitation, 
fear, favour, partiality, or affection, as oversaid, 
and this by your forewoman say.—And so you say 
all. 

Take the oath, kiss the cup, 
And thus at each sup, 
As of folly, and whim, and caprice make a handle, 
While round go the muffins, the tea, and the scan- 
f dal. 


Like a torrent let loose, now away go their tongues, 
Swift as winds and as light as a feather, 
New bonnets, the opera, Bath waters, the hour, 
The auctions, the nation, the beasts in the Tower, 
And as in succession they stretch out their lungs, 
The country, black pins, matadores, and the 
weather, 
In glorious confusion they jumble together, 
And scandal let go to the end of its tether. 


SPOKEN.] How do you like your tea?—Vastly 
good.—Where do you buy it?—I buy it at Congo’s. 
—O yes, I recollect, the people that broke.—Sad 
business that of the wife.—Oh, terrible shocking 
woman for intrigues.—I knew her from a girl, al- 
ways as amorous as a cat upon pantiles.—And it 
is impossible to find her out, she has as many wigs 
as would serve to disguise a highwayman between 
Hounslow and Bagshot.—Sad example for the 
daughter. Great pity ; pretty girl.—Pretty! why 
lord, ma’am, she’s flat-footed and hopper-hipped. 
Sad thing for the father, if you will,—Very true : 
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but, lord, ma’am, what can you expect from such 
people? no fashion in life ; the fellow was porter 
to an oil-shop, used to carry out train oil, pickled 
herrings, zoobditty match, and wax flambeaux. 
Vl tell you a comical circumstance——No! true ; 
Well, that’s delightful! he, he, ha! haw! and 
Thus they sip and they sip, 
Have their friends on the hip, 
And of foibles, and faults, and caprice, make a 
handle, 
While round go the muffins, the tea, and the scan- 
dal. 


The tea is removed, and now grave and demure, 
The case bottles are ranged so judicious, 
Noyau, ratafie a la teinture vermeille,: 
Eau de vie, de mille fleur de lis sans pareille, 
And every scarce and expensive liquor, 
They sip and they sip, and each sip find deli- 
cious 





Till they get rather whimsical, queer, and eca- 
pricious, 

And their tongues, if it’s possible, grow more 
malicious. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me, I don’t know what I was 
thinking of, I have a sort of a vertigo.—Only look 
at Miss Cholic.—She certainly had a little drop 
before she came out, or it is impossible.—As to 
me now, who am not accustomed to those things, a 
thimblefull turns me quite topsy-turvy.— Well, la- 
dies, suppose we go to cards.— With all my heart, 
but I shall insist upon your keeping your foot in 
your shoe.—I don’t name any body, but I do know 
people that hold up their fingers behind their fans. 
—And I, madam, for I plainly see you mean me, 
I know of people too that when they are a little 
non se ipse I desire, madam, you will make 
no reflections.—I never indulge myself to an im- 
proper degree.—I have heard of your huskyba to 
be sure.—Yes, ma’am, and tasted it too.— Why, 
yes, I once took a tea-spoonful, just to oblige you. 
—Yes, and a bumper just to oblige yourself,— 
Well, I declare this is beyond bearance ; huskyba 
indeed !—Here Miss Nerves declared she should 
go into hysterics. At last the company interfere ; 
Miss Craik said there was nothing sour in her dis- 
position; Miss Gall said she didn’t like bitter in- 
vectives ; Miss Cholic said it gave her pain that 
her friends should fall out in this manner ; at 
which Miss Razor intreated leave to notice that if 
she had said any thing keen or cutting, she begged 
pardon, and was sorry for it; this was accepted 
as an apology, and the company resumed their 
good humour, 


And they sip and they sip, 
Have their friends on the hip, 
And of foibles, and faults, and Caprice, Make a 
handle, 
While round goes the room, the liquor, and the 
scandal, 





PPPPLC OLS 


HUSHED BE THAT SIGH. 
A CANZONET. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


Ask’sT thou how long my love shall stay, 
When all that’s new is past? 
How long—ah, Delia, can I sa 
How long my life will last? 
Dry be that tear, be hushed that sigh— 
At least, I’ll love thee till I die. 


And does that thought affect thee too, 
The thought of Damon’s death ?— 
That he who only lives for you, 
Must yield his faithful breath ? 
Hushed be that sigh, be dry that tear, 
Nor let us lose our heaven here. 


GIAFIIlsIr 
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- DICK BOOM. 
(R. Morley.) 

DICK Boom was a right jolly dog, 

His heart was of true British mould, 
Loved his friend, his girl, and his grog, 

And in battle was always quite bold, 
That when alongside of the foe, 

To his messmates he’d cheerily sing, 
Load your guns, fire away, yo ho, 

In defence of your country and king, 
With my fol lol, tol de rol, fire away again 
British tars will always be masters of the main. 


When Dick last from Portsmouth set sail, 
To his Poll he these words did impart, 
May I founder the very first gale, 
Or bullet fly spank through my heart, 
If I ever prove false to my love, 
Or take any other in tow 5 
But as true as the needle Pll prove, 
And sing cheerily yo ye yo. 
: nee With my fol lol, &e. 
Soon an enemy’s sail hove in sight 5 
Clear for action, aloud was the cry, 
In two glasses we beat them outright, 
British tars always conquer or die. 
Now arrived safe in port with our prize, 
I’ve plenty of shiners for life, 
Poll of Portsmouth I mean to surprise, 
For to-morrow I’ll make her my wife. 
With my fol lol, &c. 


De ee ee 


MELVILLE KATIE. 
Air—< Loch Erroch-side.”—(W. Glass. ) 


DECEMBER’S winds fell bitter blaw, 
And mountain-taps are clad wi’ snaw, 
The sleet and hail down rattling fa’ 
And a’ things round look dreary ; 
Quo’ I, my lass, the night is cauld, 
The northern wind blaws keen and bauld, 
The sheep are smeared and in the fauld, 
Come to my arms, my dearie. 


O I will clead and mak you braw, 
The sun will soon his gold rays shaw, 
The winter days flee fast awa’, 
And spring maks a’ things cheery ; 
Then on the hill wi’ pipe and plaid, 
I'll sing 0’ you, my bonny maid, 
Though sheep and lambs around were strayed, 
My heart’s ay yours, my dearic. 
.By Melville’s banks where waters glide, 
When you become my bonny bride, 
To kiss and daut will be my pride, 
O’ you I’ll ne’er be weary. 
And should the powers but bless our fate 
Wi’ lads and lasses, my dear Kate, 
Then oh, how happy sic a state, 
When todlin round my deary. 


GPLLIPELF 


WE HASTEN TO FEAST ON THE JOYS 
OF THE CHASE. 


THE splendid monarch of the skies 
Returns the glorious tide of day, 
The jolly sportsmen hail his rise, 
And all to the woodlands hasten away ; 
The echoing horn 
Enlivens the morn, 
All nature is cheerful, and smiling, and gay. 
Then horse, my boys, the game’s in view, 
O’er hill and plain he nimbly flies, 
With horn and hounds the game pursue, 
Till conquered at last, with anguish he dics. 
Then homeward apace, 
With health in our face, 
We hasten to feast on the joys of the chase. 


GLPLL ELS 


yo 
Fill up 
I am going to toast every nymph of my soul to 
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O, NOTHING IN LIFE CAN SADDEN US. 


(T. Moore.) 


O, NOTHING in life can sadden us, 
While we have wine and good humour in store, 
That and a little of love to madden us, 


Say where’s the fool that can labour for more. 


Come, then, bid Ganymede fill every bowl for 


u 
2 brimmer and drink as I call, 


ou, 
Bye by my soul, I’m in love with them all. 
Dear creatures, we can’t do without them, 
They’re all that is sweet and seducing to man , 
Coaxing, sighing about and about ’em, 
We doat on them, die for them, all that we can. 


Here’s to Phillis, whose innocent bosom 


Is always agog to some novel desires, 


To day to get lovers, to morrow to lose ’em, 
Is all that the innocent Phillis requires ; 
Here’s to the gay little Jessy that simpers, 


So vastly good-humoured, whatever is done, 


She’ll kiss you, and that without whining or whim- 


pers, 
And does what she will with you all the day 
long. 


Dear creatures, &c. 


A bumper to Fanny; I know you will scorn her 
Because she’s a prude, and her nose it is curled, 
But if you e’er chatted with Fan in a corner, 
You’d say she’s the best little girl in the world. 
Another to Lyddy, still struggling with duty, 
And asking her conscience still whether she 


should, 


While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty, 


Says, only for something I certainly would. 


Dear creatures, &c. 


Fill for Chloe, bewitchingly simple, 
Who angles the heart without knowing her lure, 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple, 


Nor seeming to feel that she likewise can cure. 


Here’s pious Susan, the saint who alone, sir, 


Could ever have made me religious outright, 


For had I such a dear little saint of my own, sir, 


I’d pray on my knees to her half the long night. 


Dear creatures, &c. 


OPP PL LIP 


THE FIGHT OF WATERLOO. 
(Upton. ) 


O, day of victory! loud and long 
Shall Fame thy warriors’ deeds declare ; 
And many a bard, in martial song, 
Proclaim in triumph, when and where ; 
While History’s pencil, bright and true, 
Records the fight of Waterloo. 


Red Slaughter held its gory reign, 
And Death on all sides waged the fight ; 
While blood-streams deluged field and plain, 
And closed the soldier’s eyes in night! 
From age to age shall History, true, 
Record the fight of Waterloo. 


And oft shall mothers droop their heads, 
And many a maiden’s cheek turn pale, 
And in the glist’ning eye be read, 
The dear-loved youth those eyes bewail ; 
When History’s pencil, bright and true, 
Records the fight of Waterloo. 


To every chief, and every man, 
hat fought in England’s cause that day, 
Let gratitude their merits scan, 
And long their trophied deeds display ; 
While History’s pencil, bright and true, 
Records the fight of Waterloo. 
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KATHLEEN AND PATRICK. 
AN IRISH DUET. 


She.—REMEMBER, as once we sat under an oak, 
How warmly you prest me, how tenderly 
spoke ! 
And begged I’d not let you despair ; 
Recollect then what happened. 


I do, from the grove 
The birds carolled joy and delight to our 
love. 


She.—O, no! from the oak, 
A raven’s hoarse croak, 
Seemed to say, * Foolish Kathleen, beware.” 


Both.—O, no, from the oak, 
Ah! no, from the oak, 
The raven’s hoarse croak, 
Never meant, ‘“* Foolish Kathleen, beware.” 


He.— 


He.—That you never would doubt me, reflect, was 
your theme, 
As we wandered one day by the side of a stream ; 
Ah! why, then, give way to despair? 
She.—I remember an angler his bait threw about, 
And a poor captive fish very soon he drew out ; 
Now plainly I see, 
’Twas a lesson to me, 
That meant, ** Foolish Kathleen, beware.” 


Both.—Now plainly I see, 
I ne’er will agree, 
’Twas a lesson for me, 
That meant, &c. 


OLLI IPOH 


fHOU ART NOT FALSE, BUT THOU ART 
FICKLE. 


(Lord Byron.) 


THOU art not false, but thou art fickle 
To those thyself so fondly sought ; 
The tears that thou hast forced to trickle, 
Are doubly bitter from that thought. 
’Tis this that breaks the heart thou grievest, 
Too well thou lov’st—too soon thou leavest. 


The wholly false the heart despises, 
And spurns deceiver and deceit ; 
But she who not a thought disguises, 
Whose love is as sincere as sweet,— 
When she can change, who loved so truly, 
It feels that mine has felt so newly. 


To dream of joy, and wake to sorrow, 
Is doomed to all who love or live ; 
And if, when conscious on the morrow, 
We scarce our fancy can forgive 
That cheated us in slumber only, 
To leave the waking soul more lonely, 


What must they feel, whom no false vision, 
But truest, tenderest passion warmed, 
Sincere, but swift in sad transition, 
And if a dream alone had charmed ? 
Ah! sure such grief is fancy’s scheming, 
And all thy change can be but dreaming ! 


GRR ELIS? 


WHEN GAY BACCHUS FILLS MY BREAST. 
A GLEE. 


WHEN gay Bacchus fills my breast, 
All my cares are lulled to rest ; 
Rich I seem as Lydia’s king, 
Merry catch or ballad sing : 

ivy wreaths my temple shade, 

Ivy that will never fade. 

Thus I sit in mind elate, 

Laughing at the farce of state. 
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Some delight in fighting fields, 
Nobler transports Bacchus yields. 
Fill the bowl! I ever said, 

Tis better to lie drunk than dead. 


THE AUTHOR’S BRUSH THROUGH LIFE. 
( Collins.) 


SINCE in cradle I rocked, or in go-cart I ran, 
Through life I’ve enjoyed ev’ry inch of my span, 
And my last barleycorn ll employ, if I can, 
To make future time still the pastime of man, 
And through the rounds, and ups and downs, 
Of each revolving day, 
To brush the cares of life away! 


When a stripling, correction could ne’er put a sto 
To my jigging with the girls at a blind fiddler’s 
hop ; 
Though I got, by frequenting the capering shop, 
Knocked about like a ninepin, and larrupped like 
a top ; 
: Yet, through the rounds, &c. 


But what soon put an end to the dance that I led, 
As with food for the mind I’d but scantily been 


fed ; 

While hopping and capering, it popped in my 
head, 

That by slighting my books I might hop short of 
bread; 


And through the rounds, &c. 
And on hearing my friends, when at fools they 


inveighed, 

Say, that no terms with Fortune, that coy jilting 
jade, 

Could, without a good share of assurance, be 
made, 


I resolved to set up with a good stock-in-trade. 
And through the rounds, &c. 


So I chose a merry heart when 1 singled out a 
wife, 


As I wished to live and laugh all the days of my 


life, 
And to shun those edged tools called contention 
and strife, 
Which are sure to cut love ten times worse than 
knife. ; 
Thus through the rounds, &c. 
For, thanks to my stars, I found one to my mind, 
With whose help I can puff off all my sorrows to 
the wind, 
And I ne’er use a spy-glass her failings to find, 
For, if I wink at her faults, to mine she is blind. 
Thus through the rounds, &c. 


And with not much to spend, or to save, or to 
spare, 
Yet, when age and infirmities fall to my share, 
Though pabbling on crutches or pinned to my 
chair, 
’*Twill go hard but I’ll kick up the crutches of Care. 
And through the rounds, &c. 


If my fire burns low, why should that balk my 
mirth, 

While my embers are warm and my friends round 
my hearth ; 

And I know, when my post I must quit here on 
earth, 

About six foot below I shall find a snug birth ? 

Where all the rounds, &c. 


And, as honest Jack Rattling, the sailor, says oft, 
At the great board above if we never have scoffed, 
And our hearts are but sound, if our sconces are 
soft, 
We may hope, from below, to get piped up aloft, 
Where all the rounds, &c. 
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WE ADORE THEE, O MARY. 
[Music, Clementi and Co. 


DEVOTION’S imprest in every breast, 

But manners and time, complexion and clime, 
The idols of worship vary, 
And we adore thee, O Mary. 


The smiles on thy cheek, that tenderly speak, 
The flames in thine eyes, that strike by surprise, 
Transport to the realms of fairy; 
We must adore thee, O Mary! 


THE PATRIOTS FRIEND. 
(Bryant. ) 


CEASE, tempest, cease! allay thy power! 
Nor bid the clouds of darkness lower, 

Or let the vivid lightning play, 

To cheer a pilgrim on his way ; 

For thus o’er barren plains I’ve sped, 

To seek the mansions of the dead, 

And kiss the clay where he may be 

Who sought his grave through liberty ! 


Cease, wind, to blow, ’twixt earth and heaven! 
Unless your moans for him are given, 

Then I in unison will sigh 

Until the night has lingered by ' 

Still I'll proceed, unawed by fear, 

And warm thy»blast with friendship’s tear 4 
For I must know the hero’s doom, 

To breathe my blessings o’er his tomb. 


Cease, hail and rain, to drench my vest! 
Or slumbering Sorrow soothe to rest, 

While I pace many a darkened field, 

To seek, though dead, his country’s shierd. 
For, though no more he lives.to fight, 

But only lives in Memory’s night, 

I at his tomb my vow will seal, 

And o’er his honoured marble kneel. 


Cease, Pleasure, cease! and think of him 
Who ne’er could Freedom’s laurel dim ; 
Nor shall this pause for him be vain, 

For he expired our rights to gain ! 

And, though he lies in yon cold earth, 
‘There Freedom’s fire shall take new birth, 
To seek the clay where he may be 

Who sought his grave through liberty. 


OL EPOL IP 


THE BOSTON POST-OFFICE. 


Air—“* Oh! what a Day.” 
On! what a town the Bostonians have to talk 
about, 
There’s the Bank, the Theatre, the Church, and 
the Exchange ; 
Then so many fine streets for the pretty girls to 
walk about, : 
Or high-day with their sweethearts, when to 
show themselves they range 5 
And then ’there’s the Post-office, where all the 
men of letters go, 
That place of fun and bustle, when election 
time begins, 
And that he’s independent, every man can Ict his 
betters know, 
And settle o’er his pipe and pot who shall be 
outs and ins. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, does the election take place 
to-day? Who’s to come in, pray: Why, that 
gentleman that’s just gone out, sir? And who’s 
to go out, sir? Why, that gentleman just coming 
in. Sir, you’re standing in my way—you're stand- 
ing in my way, sir. Did you speak, sir? Yes, I 
did, sir; you’re standing in the way, and you 
know it; it’s as clear as A BC. So it may be, 













—s 
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sir, but am DEF. (Frenehman. ) Sair, I be 
your pardonne, but when it is quite convenient 

shall tank you to stand off my toes. Oh! I beg 
your pardon, sir—I hope I hav’n’t hurt you in 
toto. Yes, sair, you have, and you have hurt me 
in foot foot, too, and have trod upon my wheat 
wheat. Trod upon your wheat! what the devil 
does the man mean? I mean my corn, sir. Oh! 
is that the case? then I’]l cut you and your corn, 
too, sir. Dat is not good bread at all; you are 
von—von. One what? Von individual. Well, 
and you’re another; so I think I’m even with 


you. 
Oh! what a place the Boston gay Post-office is, 
What a place of bustle when election once be- 
gins. 
Huzza! huzza! the letters they have just come in, 
Two to one there’s one for me, another, too, for 


you ; 
Let us to office haste, ere they to give them out 
begin, 

What a crowd assembled ! how the deuce shall 

we get through? 
I hope they’ll bring a good man in, one who will 
not his conscience sell, 

But act with honour, spirit, and Columbia up- 

hold ; 
And that the voters will not sell their votes, but 
freely poll as well, 

Nor be bought off by interest, intrigue, or foreign 

gold. : 

SPOKEN.] Now, gentlemen, take your letters. 
Fait! and I’ll take mine, if you'll only give it me. 
What name? Pat Mahony. Here’s no Pat my 
honey here—stay, here’s Mr. Patrick Mahony. 
That will do, Patrick’s Pat, all the world over. 
Take your letter, and hand over half-a-crown. 
Well, but Ican’t read, though I can write—that 
is, can make my mark; perhaps you'll read it 
forme. Give us hold; (opens the letter now 
then—( reads. ) 

<¢ Dear Pat, as I understand you want a new 
pair of breeches, I shall send you an old coat, 
which will do as well. There is nothing new in 
this part of the world, except the moon, which I 
saw yesterday on the hill of Houth, and gave 
your compliments to. Your eldest brother lately 
met with an unfortunate accident, so that I am 
afraid you will never see him again—standing on 
a plank talking devoutly to a priest, at a place in 
London, which I think they call the Old Bailey, 
the plank suddenly gave way, and poor Murphy 
broke his neck; but this is private information, 
which I received through the public newspaper. 
It may not, therefore, be true; so when you give 
any body this letter to read, say nothing about it 
to them. No more at present from your absent 
father, having nothing particular, except that I am 
your honoured offspring. 

«© TEDDY MAHONY.” 

There, sir, there’s your letter, and now you must 
pay me half-a-crown. What for, sir? Why, for 
the letter. Pooh! brother, you read the letter—I 
did not. What use is the letter tome now? Pm 
sure youre welcome to it; sell it to somebody 
else, and get as much as you can for it. 

Oh! what a place the Boston gay Post-oflice is, 

What a place of bustle when election once be- 

gins. 
The election done and over, all the folks turn to 
the right about, 

Remarks are made and bets are paid, and alt 

are on the go; 
Those who’re in begin to grin, and those who're 
out to pout, no doubt ; 

Exulting at their conquest—mourning o’er their 

overthrow. 
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The Post-office still keeps alive—the lasses with 
their letters come, 
Heaven first taught letters for some wretches’ 
aid, says Pope; ‘ 
Paper often speaks plain, when the tongue obliged 
is to be dumb, 
And postmen fan the fires of love, and gild the 
beams of hope. 


" SPOKEN.] So Nibble’em has gotin. Yes, and 
we’re all olt, I reckon; he’s got in by a pretty 
considerable d d large majority. Well, I’ve 
lost a cheese on the event, which I betted with 
Commodore Whales, against a pair of half-boots, 
so it’s an i]l wind—Nibble’em secured ’em by one 
thing, I guess. What’s that? I calculate. Why, 
he promised to bring a motion before Congress to 
raise a column five miles high and three miles 
broad, with an inscription, declaring America to 
be the greatest nation in the world, and the Ame- 
ricans twenty per cent. better than any other men 
—that tickled “em, I reckon. Well, I am sorry 
Nibble’em has got in, he’s considerably slick and 
spry in Congress, and a very active man in his 
store; his candles burn better than any’ other 
man’s, I know: in fact, he’s a very genuine cha- 
racter, and so I told him the very last pot of porter 
we took together; but I see my helps waiting, so 
I'll toddle. 
Oh! what a place the Boston gay Post-office is, 
What a place of bustle when election once be- 
gins. 





GIP FLOP 


JULIA. 
(Rannie.) 


COULD worth and beauty shake my faith, 
It soon would yield to those bright eyes : 
But cold, in the abode of death, 
The friend of my affection lies! 


O, could I from my sorrowing heart 
My fixed regard for her remove, 

And bid the dreams of youth depart ;— 
You soon would charm that heart to love. 


But, ah! when death devoured her bloom, 
And filled my soul with fruitless care, 
Love broke his arrows on her tomb, 
And Hope sunk with her anchor there! 


OPP POP IP 


THE MARVELLOUS WELL. 
(Dimond. ) 
A sTORY there runs of a marvellous well, 
Near Florence famed city, (as travellers tell,) 
To St. Agnes devoted, 
And very much noted, 
For mystical charms in its waters that dwell. 


With all new-married couples, the story thus goes, 
Whichever drinks first of the spring there that 
flows, 
Be it husband or wife, 
That one shall for life 
On the other a yoke of subjection impose. 


Yonng Claude led Claudine to church as his bride, 
And wedlock’s hard knot in a twinkling was tied ; 
But the clerk’s nasal twang, 
«* Amen!” scarce had rang, 
When the bridegroom eloped from his good wo- 
man side. 


Away, like a hare from the hounds, started he, 
Till reaching the well,— dropping plump on his 
knee 5 
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““ Dear Agnes!” cried he, 
«« Let me drink of thy tide 


And the right to the breeches establish in me.” 
He quaffed till nigh bursting,—again turned to 


uaff, 


qual, f 
Till the bride in pursuit reached his side with a 


laugh : 
Lifting briskly his head, 
To the lady he said, 


“« I’m first at the well, spouse !—so bow to the staff.” 


The dame to her hubby, replied, with a sneer,—- 
“« That you’re first at the well, after marriage, is 


clear ; 
But to save such a task, 
I filled a small flask, 


And took it to church in my pocket, my dear!” 


PPE PP OPP? 


BEN HATCHWAY. 


THE sea was smooth, the winds were low, 
And from its source the village rill 

Retired with mournful lapse and flow, 
When poor Ben Hatchway ’neath a hill, 

Thus mournful sighed, in deep distress ; 
Alas! my wants go unrewarded, 

For, ah! no heart, with meek redress, 
Relieves the tar when disregarded. 


When, doomed by unrelenting fate, 
Alas! I left my native land, 
What agonies did love create 
When blooming Mary left the strand : 
While hov’ring o’er the vessel’s side, 
I thought my love she then rewarded ; 
But since kind fortune’s me denied, 
My faithful heart is disregarded. 


Shipwrecked, of all I had bereft, 

My life escaped a wat’ry grave ; 
Returned, some cordial still I’d left, 

But found that friendship was a slave 
To avarice’s greedy store ; 

For, ah! my wants went unrewarded, 
And those this hand relieved, when poor, 

By poverty’s now disregarded. 


But who shall still the raging storm 

That spreads ill fate, alas! on me, 
When I, unpitied and forlorn, 

Shall sink beneath life’s ruthless sea ? 
Save happier climes, when troubles o’cr, 

My wants will then be swect rewarded, 


* When black ingratitude no more 


Shall crush the heart now disregarded. 


PIPL ILO OR 


THE BLOOMING SEX!—THE CHARMING 
SEX! 


ANACREON when his looks were sear, 
Could toast the lasses cheerly, 
And I, though in my sixticth year, 
Still love the gay things dearly. 
The grape may sparkle in the bowl, 
With roseate spirit flowing, 
But brighter to the gladdened soul, 
The cheek with blushes glowing. 
The blooming sex !—the charming sex ! 
The dear delightful creatures ! 
Be far from hence the cloud that checks 
The sunshine of their features. 


Their lips are honey still to me, 
Their eyes the suns that light me : 

And summer in the smile I see, 
That dimples to delight me. 

Their voice is music to my ear, 
Apollo’s harp excelling ; 
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And beauty’s twining arms appear 
A heaven for joy to dwell in. 
The charming sex !—tho witching sex! 
The dear delightful creatures ! 
No cloud has life, but that which checks 
The sunshine of their features. 


THE THIRSTY FAMILY. 
(S. Furley.) 


| MY gran’nam, God rest her old soul, often said 

| That sorrow was ever a dry, 

So was frequently lifting the glass to her head, 
And a chip of the old block am I. 

My father, an anchorsmith, swallowed a spark, 
And to quench it through life he would try, 

But in twice twenty years he could ne’er hit the 

mark, . 

And as thirsty a soaker am I. 


My mother loved gin, and the lesson soon caught, 
She vowed to obey when she wed, 

And they neither could see in the other a fault 
When they lovingly staggered to bed. 

My sisters and brothers all prized the good stuff, 
Which they sucked with their milk at the breast, 

And they’d think me a bastard, that’s likely 

enough, 

If I did not drink like the rest. 


At twenty I took for my rib brandy Nan, 
We coupled like birds of a feather, 

Though times they run hard, still this is our plan, 
We hob-nob our glasses together. 

They tell us life’s short, but we laugh at dull 

Care, x 

For we heed not what sober ones say, 

And, let what will happen, we’ll never despair, 

While we’ve liquor to mellow the clay. 















Then tell me not of time’s decay, 
Though threescore years have found me ; 
While thus, to boon my natal day, 
The summer things surround me. 
The lovely things, with smiling eyes, 
’Tis spring while I behold them : 
They circle me with youthful joys ; 
And how can I be old—hem? 
The witching sex !—the inspiring sex ! 
The renovating creatures ! 
No cloud can chill, but that which checks 
The sunshine of their features. 


Yes, one in all, and all for one, 
I love the gay things dearly 5 
And till my life’s last sand is run, 
Will toast them oft and cheerly. 
So pledge the sex (a bumper now!) 
That wrinkling time opposes ; 
That plucks the gray hairs from his brow, 
And covers it with roses. 
The inspiring sex !—the better sex ! 
The renovating creatures ! 
Nought but the wane of autumn checks 
The sunshine of their features. 





I HAE A WIFE O’ MY AIN. THE WISHES. 


I WIsH thou wert a purling stream, 
And I the mild eve’s balmy air ; 
I’d come upon the moon’s pale beam, 
And all that’s pure, and all that’s fair 
In thee, sweet maid, I’d woo: 
On thy bright breast 
In bliss I’d rest, 
There thrilling transports I’d renew, 
Until the dawn 
Of soft-eyed morn 
Aroused me with its fragrant dew. 
Were I a zephyr and thou a stream, 
Thy days should be so smooth and calm, 
That joy, like moonlight’s brightest beam, 
Should lighten thee with life’s sweet balm. 


I HAE a wife o’ my ain, 
I'll partake wi’ naebody ; 
I’ll tak cuckold frae nane, 
I'll gie cuckold to naebody. 


I hae a penny to spend, 
There—thanks to naebody ; 
I hae naething to lend, 
V’ll borrow frae nacbody. 


I am naebody’s lord, 
Tl be slave to naebody ; 

I hae a gude braid sword, 
I’ll tak dunts frae naebody. 


I’ll be merry and free, 
V’ll be sad for naebody ; 

If naebody care for me, 
I’ll care for naebody. 


I wish I were an odorous flame, 
And thou, my lovely angel, there, 
Its silver shrine, its orient frame 3 
How soon should every gloomy care, 
Like nightly vapours, flee! 
And oh how bright 
Should be my light, 
While burning tenderly ; 
How should’st thou prove 
My heart’s warm love, 
Inurned, sweet maid, in thee! 
Were I that. flame and thou its shrine, 
I’d shed such warm beams round thee, 
No cankering gloom, no damp malign, 
Should e’er, my love, surround thee. 


OE ee 


THE CHASE IS 0’ER, THE HART IS SLAIN. 


THE chase is o’er, the hart is slain, 

The stateliest hart that graced the plain ; 
With breath of bugles wind his knell, 
Then lay him low in death’s drear dell! 


Nor beauteous form, nor dappled hide ; 
Nor branching horns can long abide ; 
Nor fleetest foot that scuds the heath ; 


Esc fl h —death. ; : 
apes the Beeret basta raier> I wish thou wert a cowslip-bell, 


And I a little murmuring bee, 
Within thy fragrant breast I’d dwell, 
And there, as zephyr, light and free, 
I’d balmy kisses woo: 
And all the day, 
Till evening grey, 
With bliss and passion true, 
Delight to sip 
From thy fair lip 
The rich warm honey-dew. 


The hart is slain; his faithful deer, 
In spite of hounds or huntsmen near, 
Despising Death and all his train, 
Laments her hart, untimely slain! 


The chase is o’er, the hart is slain, 
The gentlest hart that graced the plain ; 
Blow soft your bugles,—wind his knell, 
Then lay him low in Death’s drear del 
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Were I the bee and thou the flower, 
I’d seize on thee with sweet embrace, 
Nor leave thee in that blighting hour 
When fades thy sweetness and thy grace. 


I wish I were—oh, none of these ! 
I would be only that which best 
Would win thy love, and give sweet ease 
To one, alas! that knows no rest, 
But still feels pain for thee : 
One who would give 
- His heart to live 
Thus happily and free, 
Stealing bliss 
In every kiss 
Of passion’s unity. 
Oh, were but mine such rapturous joy, 


Each day should, like some happy dream, 


Glide, free from sorrow and annoy, 
Adown life’s troublous stream. 


PPPOE PIF 


© 


LET US PLUCK THE FAIREST FLOWERS. 


{An Indian Song, sung at the rising of the full 


Moon. ] 
(E. W. Cox.) 


HAIL! thou glorious orb of night! 

Do not shroud thee from our sight 

Whilst we homage to thee pay. 

Sister of the lamp of day! 

Come, oh come, auspiciously, 

Rise unclouded from the sea! 
Let us pluck the fairest flowers 
That adorn our greenwood bowers! 
Bring a lamb with garlands crowned, 
The whitest fleece that can be found! 
Accept our offering! Do not veil 


Thy face, O Moon! all hail! all hail! ' 


See, she comes, the rites begin! 
Now be absent every sin! 
Let us join the mazy dance, 
That kindly on us she may glance: 
Hush each unpropitious word, 
Avaunt! avaunt! ill-omened bird! 
Let us pluck, &c. 


SLIPE FALE 


GAFFER GREY. 
(T. Holcroft.) 


Ou! why dost thou shiver and shake, 
Gaffer Grey? 
And why doth thy nose look so blue? 
Tis the weather that’s cold, 
Tis I’m grown véry old, 
And my doublet is not very new, 
Well-a-day ! 


Then line thy worn doublet with ale, 
Gaffer Grey, 

And warm thy old heart with a glass. 
Nay, but credit I’ve none, 
And.my money’s all gone ; 

Then say how may that come to pass, 

Well-a-day ! 


Hie away to the house on the brow, 
Gaffer Grey, 

And knock at the jolly priest’s door. 
The priest often preaches 
Against worldly riches, 

But ne’er gives a mite to the poor, 

Well-a-day ! 


The lawyer lives under the hill, 
Gaffer Grey ; 


Warmly fenced both in back and im front. 
He will fasten his locks, 
And will threaten the stocks, 
Should he ever more find me in want. 
Well-a-day! 


The squire has fat beeves and brown ale, 
Gaffer Grey, ; 
And the season will welcome you there. 
His fat beeves and his beer, 
And his merry new year, 
Ave all for the flush and the fair, 
Well-a-day ! 


My keg is but low I confess, 
Gaffer Grey. 
What then? while it lasts, man, we’ll live 
The poor man alone, 
When he hears the poor moan, 
Of his morsel a morsel will give. 
Well-a-day ! 


THE PUBLICAN. 
Air—* Bartlemy Fair.” —(M. M. Bryant.) 


IN a busy public-house, 
Where the customers I chouse, 
The merry landlord I, - 
Keep ’em drinking sly and dry, 
And, while jorums pushed about, 
I rubs the short score out, 
And chalks another in, long and rare, O. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, I manages to give every goose a 
long bill, but, lord! what customers attends my 
house :—Tom Dry drinks like a fish; Tim Dis- 
mal’s always crying for spirits, and Joe Brandy- 
face for rum, though I must own I have more rum 
customers than him too. 

With my glass of gin, 
What a din! 
Black is white, 
Mustn’t fight. 
Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
What a whimsical house is the Bear, O; 


On club-night what a row, 

While the members in we show, 

Bowing, scraping, and all that, 

While I know well who’s the flat, 

To drink and cut a dash, 

While I laugh and take the cash, 
Because I am the host so spruce and rare, O! 


SPOKEN.] Dick Smith always gives me the 
money with an oath, but that is nothing, for every 
one costs a shilling. The Irishman’s an odd fish, 
and swears by his soul that he will have more than 
enough; the Scotchman never pays till he’s quite 
drunk ; and the Welshman goes skippihg home, 
as merry as a goat, with my 

Glass of gin, &c. 


I doctor well the beer, 

Though good it may appear, 

And the spirits, too, likewise, 

For fear that they should rise 

Too soon into the head, 

Which would make my custem dead, 
Though, egad, I well can drive away Care, O! 


SPOKEN.] What’s the news, Mr. Landlord? 
says acustomer. Nothing, sir, says I, only an 
impudent fellow has taken my house off in a song. 
By my soul, then, says an Irishman, he must have 
a devilish heavy load ; but I think you are making 
a bit of a bull; for, from what I see, your house 
is where it was before. Well, says I, that’s all I 
want, so he may sing his song, as long as my 
house stands; and I don’t care how many people 
take me off, so long as they take off my stock-in- 
trade, with my Glass of gin, &c. 
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LEF BEAUTY WITH THE SUN ARISE, 
‘A ®BERENADE. 
(Garrick. ) 


Let Beauty with the sun arise, 
To Shakspeare tribute pay 5 

With heavenly smiles and speaking eyes, 
Give lustre to the day. 


Each smile she gives protects his name, 
What face shall dare to frown? 

Not Envy’s self can blast the fame 
Which Beauty deigns to crown. 


GPL PL OPP 


THE HINDOO MAID. 
(Ryan. ) 


THE Hindoo maid, when her fond lover sails, 
At glory’s call, to tempt the dangerous sea, 

Thus seeks to know if soft propitious gales 
Will rise for him, where’er his vessel be. 


A lamp within a radiant shell is’ placed, 
(In which some sea-god had a fairy dream,) 
And then ’tis launched upon the boundless waste 
Of the bright Ganges’ ever-rolling stream. 


Far as the eye can reach, if the light burns, 
And scorneth from the shell to sever, 

Her love—her enterprising love, returns ; 
But if it sinks, he’s fled for ever! 


Irene’s damsels oft would place the plant 
That nature loves, of purest emerald green, 
Within some fruit-rind or some nut-shell scant, 
Yet poised upright, it was at distance seen. 


Then trembling, hoping, to the Shannon’s stream 
She flies to launch upon the shining tide 

The plant which, brightened by the solar beam, 
Looks like an emerald as on it doth glide. 


The wind blows fresh,—it saileth swift along, 
Fleet from the heart flies all its wonted pain; 

She utters Joy’s tumultuous wild-wove song, 
Her love shall bless her aching eyes again. 


Oh! oft I think how sunless is our stream 
Of life, that runs in passiveness along, 
Though Friendship lend its fading taper beam, 
Or Hope enchants us with her fairy song. 


’Tis only woman’s bright undying smile 
That can illume us as we onward glide, 

Mock at despair, and every grief beguile, 
And light for ever life’s dull languid tide. 


PPILLEPL FP 


LOOK FOR ANOTHER. 


ARRAH, Neddy, my darling, and where are you 
jogging? 
Och, would you leave Judy who gave you a noggin 
Of neat Irish whiskey, and offered herself too, 
With onde thirteens, in good English white pelf 
too: 
Arrah, what will I do in this doldrum? och bother! 
If Neddy wo’n’t have me, I’ll look for another. 
Sing whillalu, fal lal la; Judy, don’t pother, 
If Neddy wo’n’t have you, then look for another. 


When I came first from Ireland, to work at hay- 
making, 

Och, the tight English lads a kiss would be taking ; 

Young Neddy most pleased me, his kiss was the 
sweetest, 

His check shirt, white stockings, and pumps, were 
the neatest 5 

But now I’m left in a doldrum—och, bother, 

1f Neddy wo’n’t have me, I’ll look for another. 

Sing whillalu, fal lalla, &c. 


OLED ELS 


SPIRIT, SWEET ye AWAY THOU’RT 
LE 


(Miss Bryant.) 


SPIRIT, sweet spirit, away thou’rt fled, 

And thy mortal brightness is withered ; 

The flower hath decayed in its earliest bloom, 
And sought the cold shade of a lonely tomb. 
Spirit, fair spirit, the tear in this eye 

Is softly moved by the evening’s sigh ; 

Surely thou’rt not in the playful wind, 
Soothing the woe thou hast left behind. 


Spirit, loved spirit, methinks I view 
The pitying glance in thy eye of blue. 
I madly rush on the meteor fair, 
Seeking joy—but I clasp despair. 


For spirit, dear spirit, thy glances are gone, 
And left thy love—now a lonely one; 

But I court dull sleep, ’tis heaven to me, 
For the visions of night are past with thee. 


Spirit, blest spirit, the passing bell 
Soon must echo thy true love’s knell ; 
List for the sound—for its dullest toll 
Will breathe the rest of a wearied soul. 


A BRITISH SOLDIER IS MY DAD. 
(Cross. ) 


A BRITISH soldier is my dad, 

The couch of ease disdaining, 
And I a true born British lad, 

Like him, live by campaigning; 
Dad makes the enemy retreat, 

His son and heir, I’ve fame in view, 
He ne’er was conquered, I ne’er beat ; 
For when alarms loud call to arms, 

I beat a rub-a-dub and a rat-tat-too. 


Like dad, from love I never fly, 
Its joys are so inviting ; 
He loves old England, so do I, 
And glory take delight in; 
A hero’s name old dad enjoys, 
His son and heir, I’ve tame in view, 
And in the battle make some noise, 
For when alarms, &c 


OLR EPFPIEO? 


THE SEASONS. 
(Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson.) 


In the smiling morn of Spring, 

When the woods were fresh and green, 
And the wild birds round did sing, 

Like the genii of the scene; 
Then my heart was woo’d and won, 
Then its sweetest hopes begun. 


When the summer’s glowing ray 
Waked to life the opening flowers, 
And the glorious god of day 
Smiled upon the new decked bowers ; 
Then my bosom’s fluttering guest 
Owned itself too sweetly blest. 


When rich Autumn’s golden hue 
Gleamed upon the ripened corn, 
And a milder lustre threw 
O’er the blushes of the morn! 
Then my heart’s best hopes betrayed, 
Like autumnal Jeaves did fade! 


When cold Winter’s icy breath 

Froze the stream, and stript the spray, 
And the chilling hand of Death 

Swept the lingering birds away; 
Then my heart’s fond hopes all o’er, 
Withered, sunk, to bloom no more. 
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THE COCK AND THE FOX. 
( Hudson.) 


WHEN birds, beasts, and fishes could talk, 
Which now is a long time ago, 
An old fox went out for a walk, 
As foxes will do you all know. 
Now whether this fox was a he 
Or ashe, why ’tis not here nor there ; 
Your thoughts on the subject are free ; 
For my part I don’t know nor don’t care. 
Tol de rol. 


He wandered the whole of the night, 

Hunger was pressing him hard ; 
Just at the peep of day-light 

He came to a well-known farm-yara 
The streaks of the morning were near, 

With caution the yard he slunk through, 
He started, for close to his ear 

Was a loud cock-a-doodle-dvo! 

Tol de rol. 


At the instant he gave a great jump, 
Then cautiously round he did look ; 
And there stood a cock fat and plump, 
Who cried out Quaa, twook, twook, twook, 
twook. 
The sight of him made the cock stare, 
And set every feather on end ; 
Cries the fox, very sharp, who goes there ? 
Says the cock, very flat, ’tis a friend. 
Tol de rol. 


Says the fox, it would serve you just right 

If I tore your fine body to shreds 5 
For you make such a noise every night, 

You wo’n’t let the folks rest in their beds. 
‘You shall find that I’m not in play, 

But before I do stop your vile breath, 
C’up, tell me what you have to say, 

Why I should not pass sentence of death ? 

Tol de rol. 


O, good sir, pray don’t be so surly, 
I’m only an innocent cock ; 
And I wake every morning so early, 
To serve folks instead of a clock. 
My duties you cannot call crimes, 
Dear me, how my poor neck you jerk ! 
My crowing so loud and betimes 
Is—to make—folks—get up—to—their work. 
Tol de rol. 


Says the fox, I shall here end all pother ; 
You’re not fit to be in this life ; 
For your sisters, your daughters, nay, mother, 
You serve just the same as your wife. 
Says the cock, with a voice very low, 
That’s nature’s fault—not—mine—?’fegs, 
For if—I—did not—serve—them—so, 
My master must—go—without—eggs. 
Tol de rol. 


Cries the fox, O you know that’s all fudge, 
You're the vilest and worst of all birds ; 
A fox is an excellent judge, 
And we foxes don’t live upon words. 
So your practices base I shall check, 
In your sins you sha’n’t be a day older; 
So saying, he broke the cock’s neck, 
And brushed off with him over his shoulder. 


Tol de rol. 


A moral to this I could tell, 

But I hope you my word will not doubt, 
As I think it will be quite as well 

If I leave your own brains to find out. 
You may think the whole story is mock, 

And indeed if yon do you think wrong ; 
But as the fox finished the cock, 

Tis time that I finished my song. 

Tol de rol, 


GRIP IFIF 


THE ROSE-TREE. 
A DUET. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


He.—A rose-tree, full in bearing, 
Had sweet flowers fair to see, 
One rose, beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me ; 
Though eager for to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, fresh, and gay, 
I found a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


She.—How fine this morning early, 
The sun shining clear and bright, 
So late I loved you dearly, 
Though now lost each fond delight ; 
The clouds seem big with showers, 
Sunny beams no more are seen, 
Farewell, ye happy hours! 
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Your falsehood has changed the scene, 


Both.—The clouds seem big, &c. 


PIPIPPOPE IP 


BLITHE, BLITHE, AND HAPPY ARE WE. 
Air— Andrew wi’ his cutty gun.”’—(W. Glass. ) 


BLITHE, blithe, and happy are we, 
Cauld Care is fleyed awa’, 
This is but ae night of our lives, 
And wha would grudge though it were twa. 


The evening shade around is spread, 
The chilling tempest sweeps the sky, 
We’re kindly met and warmly set, 
And streams of nappy rinnen by. 
Blithe, blithe, 


While gettin’ fou, we’re girt I trow 5 
We scorn Misfortune’s sairest bangs ; 
The magic bowl can lift the soul 
Aboon the warld and a’ its wrangs. 
Blithe, blithe, 


The days o’ man are but a span; 
This mortal life a passing dream ; 
Nought to illume the dreary gloom, 
Save love and friendship’s sacred beam. 
' Blithe, blithe, 


Then toom your glass to my sweet lass, 
And neist we’ll turn it o’er to thine ; 
The glowin breast that looes them best 
Shall dearest ever be to mine. 
Blithe, blithe, 


An’ here’s to you, my friend sae true : 
May discord ne’er a feeling wound, 
And shou’d we flyte, ne’er harbour spite, 
But 1n a bowl be’t quickly drowned. 
Blithe, blithe, 


Now rap an’ ring, and gar them bring 
The biggest stoup fu’ yet we’ve seen, 
Why should we part when hand an’ heart 


At ilka bumper grows mair keen. 
Blithe, blithe, 


PLE PII? 


LOVE IS BUT A BUBBLE. 
Air—“ One morn, whilst I was brewing.” 


WHEN first this love I found it, 
Around my heart [ bound it, 
But with its breath 
It deals the death, 
And kills all that surrounds it. 


&e. 


&e. 


&e. 


Indeed it does, oh yes it does, tol, lol, lol, lol, &¢ 


This love is but a bubble, 
Of stings and barren stubble ; 
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For, when it breaks, 
The heart it aches 
With double pain and trouble. 
Indeed it does, oh yes it does, tol, lol, lol, lol, &c. 


Before Miss Doll I quit her, 
Vil cut a suit to fit her 5 
For this Miss Snip, 
Her ladyship, 
Some mad dog must have bit her. 
Indeed there must, I’m sure there must, tol, lol, 
lol, lol, &c.~ 


But how this flame to smother 
That’s raising such a pother, 
Pll turn my coat, 
And so devote 
My heart unto another. 
Indeed I will, oh yes I will, tol, lol, lol, lol, &c. 


MY KINGDOM FOR A HORSE; 
OR, A CHAPTER ON HORSES. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


’TIs horses are now all the go, 
So gaily they come the grand pas ; 
And we all of us very well know 
There’s nothing like horses to draw ; 
Our actors must be saddle-proof, 
For up in the stirrups they’ve got, 
And our bards may go padding the hoof’, 
Unless they can tip the long trot. 
SPOKEN.] Pegasus is properly brought into play 
now, but as all the poets can’t ride the poney at 
once, they must ride and tie, with a tol lol, &c. 


No critic can carp at the bays, ; 
Though jokes on each chestnut he cracks, 
And, should he look blue at the grays, 
Molineaux will stand up for the blacks : 
He may sport on the piebald his puns, 
And make, about roans a great rout, 
But he’ll own that the fine golden duns, 
Are the things to keep other duns out. 


SPOKEN.] They may say dramatic taste is de- 
clining, but it’s only in its infancy, for it’s plain to 
be scen it goes entirely on all-fours; for what’s a 
play without it’s “* Play or Pay;” or a farce that 
ist Four-in-hand? and then, for pantomime, give 
me Harlequin in a hand-gallop, and Columbine in 
acanter. Tol lol, &c. 


So now, then, to horse and away, 
No spur for the purpose we lack ; 
If we can’t bring the manger in play 
We shall certainly all go to rack ; 
The main we must mind, and, to feel 
Your pulse hobby-horses engage, 
And in horse-flesh we’re licensed to deal, 
Who drive the Old Islington Stage. 
SPOKEN.] And “ What’s a stage without 
horses?” especially when it carries so many ele- 
gant inside passengers as I see before me, and 
there are so many booked besides that we must 
harness our hacknies, andehup. Tol lol, &c. 


OLILILLP? 


0, HAPPY, LOWLY, SHEPHERD-BOY. 
(P. M. James.) 


O, HAPPY, lowly, shepherd-boy! 
Ambition’s cares nor Fortune’s billow 
Scares from thy heart its simple joy, 
Nor strew with thorns thy rushy pillow. 


O happy ny the storms of life 
Fly harmless o’er thy lonely dwelling ; 
Nor chill neglect nor envious strife 
Within thy humble breast is swelling. 


The wild gale waves thy locks of gold, 
Thy music is the sky-lark’s singing ; 
Thy pure delight when flocks afold, . 
To hear the village church-bells ringing. 


O, happy, lowly, shepherd swain! 
Remote from haunts of care and folly, 
Thy thoughts rove free from tumults vain, 
Nor sink, like mine, to melancholy ! 


PPLE G LOL? 


WINE 0O’ER THE SOUL SHEDS INFLUENCE 
KIND. 


( Pearce.) 


On bring me wine, bright source of mirth ; 
For, from the favoured lips 
Of him, who joyous sips, 
The jest, the taunt, the song, has birth. 
Wine o’er the soul sheds influence kind, 
And gives a swmmer to the mind! 


When rosy wine is seen to flow, 
The goblin, Care, takes flight ! 
' Just so a fiend of night 
Departs at morn’s celestial glow. 
Wine o’er the soul, &c. 
There’s magic lodged within the grape ; 
It makes the lover view 
His nymph with beauties new, 
Gives softness to her air, her shape. 
Wine o’er the soul, &c. 


PEPE LE IP 


LONG TIME ?VE COURTED YOU, MISS. 
A DUET. E 


LONG time I’ve courted you, miss, 
And now I’m come from sea, 

We’ll make no more ado, miss, 
But quickly married be. 


Sing fal de ral, &c. 


I ne’er will wed a tar, sir, 
Deceitful as yourself ; 
’Tis very plain you are, sir, 
A good-for-nothing elf. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 


I ne’er deceived you yet, miss, 
Though like a shrew you rave ; 
But, prithee, scold and fret, miss, 
A storm I well can brave. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 


False man, you courted Sally, 
You filled with vows her head ; 
And Susan in the valley, 
You promised you would wed. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 


"Tis useless to contend, ma’am, 
So let the storm subside ; 
Our courtship’s at an end, ma’am,: 
You ne’er shall be my bride. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 


My nonsense pray excuse, Sir ; 
Oh! bid me not adieu, 
Aithough I did refuse, sir, 
I mean to marry you. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 


Then, dearest girl, surrender 5 
Yes, love, I’ll be your wife ; 
I’ll be your defender ; 
And Ill be true for life. 
We'll wed, and the bells shall ring, 
And then we’ll merrily sing, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
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AWAY, AWAY, THOU SHALT NOT 
LOVE ME. 


A MADRIGAL, 
(J. Wilbye, 1598.) 


AWAY, away, thou shalt not love me, 
So shall my love seem greater 5 
And I shall love thee better. 

Shall it be so? What say you? 

Nay, then, I know you love me, 

That so you may disprove me. 


PILIPL IS 


OH! FANNY, WILT THOU GANG 
WITH ME? 


A PARODY. 
Air— Oh! Nanny, wilt thou gang with me.” 
(J. M. Flindall.) 


On! Fanny, wilt thou gang with me? 

At Greenwich-hill we’ll tumble down. 
Can dull Chick-lane have charms for thee, 

That stinking cap and greasy gown? 
No; you shall dress in silken sheen, 

Ah! you shali deck with jewels rare : 
Come, hasten to the merry scene, 

And flounce it through the gaping fair. 


And, Fanny, when you’re far away, 
And left those kennels all behind ; 
Wilt thou not hail the parching ray, 
Which in the brick-fields you could find ? 
Say, shall the whip or cursed cane, 
The hardships those in Bridewell bear, 
E’er damp the joys, upon the green, 
Of coal-sack Joe and Fanny fair? 


Oh! Fanny, I love none but you ; 
Through perils keen for you I’d go; 
But if thy Joe mishap should rue, 
Say, would you seek to mill his foe ? 
Or, should the traps your Joe enthral, 
At Hatton-garden wouldst thou swear ; 
And on perdition loudly call, 
If I was ever at the fair? 


And when to Bagnigge-wells we hie, 
Oh! how we'll flash the pilfered wealth, 
While those at Smithfield-fair shall cry, 
“¢ To Fan and Joe we'll drink a health.”’ 
No more you'll wheel the moulded clay, 
Or, for thy hardships drop a tear, 
And but regret each rainy day 
Which keeps two lovers from the fair. 


PIL LILG EP 


THE [IRISH VOYAGE. 


Mr. LEONARD O’LEARY’S my Christian surname, 
And a long while ago from Kilkenny I came ; 

My friends and relations I gave them the slip, 
And went as a bold horse-marine *board a ship. 


On a voyage of discovery we sailed to our coast, 
For we found on this shore that our vessel was lost : 
I looked for myself, grah! as soon as I could, 
And found myself sticking chin-deep in the mud. 


The raat flocked round me, and laughed, ev’ry 
sou 

For I looked all the world like a toad in the hole; 

Says I, ‘* Jontlemen, let compassion prevail, 

And pak bea out my head, for thereby hangs a 
tail.’ 


Against the big rocks the ould ship being staved, 

Not a bit but what went to the bottom was saved : 

Then no soul saved their lives, but myself and 
three more, 

And they were found lying stone dead on the shore. 
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To live with the savages now was my lot, 

And soon found a pretty snug birth I had got ; 

How d’ye think I came over each tawny-faced 
* rogue? 


Why, English I taught with an Irish brogue. 


OPLLL PIL 


THE YOUNG SPANIARD. 
Air— O pescator.”—( Coleridge. ) 


FAREWELL, thou dearest of my heart ! 
The time is come that we must part 5 

Tis the sound of the battle! and I must go 
To fight the Gallic foe, 

To fight the Gallic foe, 

To fight, &c. 


O wilt thou! by this fond adieu, 
Swear to love me ever true? 

When from the wart’s engagement free, 
V’ll come again to thee ; 

I’ll come again to thee, 

T’ll come, &c. 


Here, take this emblem of our love ; 

The gift, though small, is sealed above. 
Remember, when Fame our triumphs bring, 
To kiss that little ring, 

That little sacred ring, 

That little, &c. 


And should I in the battle fall, 
Beneath proud Salamanca’s wall; 
When my last, last breath shall flee ; 
O shed a tear for me! 


One little tear for me : 
O shed, &c. 


Yet spurn that tear, *twould ill become 
The glories of thy warrior’s tomb : 
Remember to tell that I was slain 

For Liberty and Spain ; 

For Liberty and Spain, 

For Liberty, &c. 


IPPOP PRG 


THE LEATHER BOTTEL. 


GoD bless:the cow and the old cow’s hide, 
And ev’ry thing in the world beside ; 

For when we’ve said and done all we can, 
’Tis all for the good and use of man: 

So I hope his soul in heaven may dwell, . 
That first devised the leather bottel. 


What say ye to these glasses fine ? 

Faith! they shall have no praise of mine ; 

For if you touch your glass on the brim, 

The liquor falls out and leaves none therein. 
And though your table-cloth be ever so fine, 
There lies your beer, your ale, your wine ;, 
Whereas, had it been the leather bottel, 

And the stopper been in, why all had been well. 
So I hope his soul in heaven will dwell, ; 
That first devised the leather bottel. 


What say ye to these tankards fine ? 

Faith! they shall have no praise of mine ; 

For when the master doth send his man, 

To fill it with liquor as fast as he can, 

The bearer thereof then runneth away, 

And is ne’er heard again of for many a day : 
Whereas, had it been the leather bottel, 

And the stopper been in, why all had been well. 
So I hope his soul in heaven will dwell, ! 
That first devised the leather bottel. 


What say ye to these black jacks three ? 

Faith! they shall have no praise from me. 

For when a man and his wife are at strife, ) 
Which much too oft is the case in life ; 

Why, then they seize on the black jack both, 

And in the scufile they spoil the broth ; 
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Not thinking that at a future day 


They must account for throwing good liquor awa¥: 


Whereas, had it been the leather bottel, 


And the stopper been in, they could have banged 


away well. 
So I hope his soul in heaven will dwell, 
That first devised the leather bottel. 


And when this bottel is quite grown old, 

And no more good liquor it will hold, 

All off its sides you may cut a clout, 

That will serve to mend your old shoes about. 
T’other end hang it on to a pin, Y 
?T will serve to put your odd trifles in : 

Here’s a saveall for your candles’ ends, 

For young beginners have need of such things. 
Sol hope his soul in heaven will dwell, 

That first devised the leather bottel. 


GIPIGIDPD 


HAIL! SWEET HOPE. 
(Parry.) 
LET every bard attune his lyre, 
Oh! lovely Hope, to thee ; 


For thou dost oft the soul inspire 
Of wretched misery. 


When those we love are wand’ring far, 
And fear some ill portrays, 

Kind Hope, our friendly guiding star, 
The rending thought allays. 


Then hail, sweet Hope! to thee I bend, 
The hero and the lover’s friend ; 
Whilst cheered by thee, the captive lives, 
And bears the pangs that sorrow gives. 
Hail! sweet Hope! 


GFELPIESL 


WITH HAPLESS TEARS ; 
OR, THE ROARING SEA. 


WirTH hapless tears and breaking heart, 
Fair Susan, with affection true, 
Saw William from her door depart, 
And faintly sighed out—love, adieu! 
Poor Inckless maid! the roaring sea, 
Is deaf to pity, love, and thee. 
Stout Ben, bereft of ev’ry joy, 
And struggling with a father’s fears, 
Left his dear wife, and infant boy, 
A poor man’s legacy—his tears. 
Ah! widowed wife, the roaring sea 
Is deaf to pity, love, and thee. 


Each anxious for their wished return, 
Counts every minute of delay : 
All hearts with expectation burn, 
To welcome those so long away. 
Delusive hope, the roaring sea 
Is deaf to pity, love, and thee. 


PILE ILLS 


GIVE ME THE LASS WITH A LANDED 
ESTATE. 


(J. M. Moffatt.) 


GIVE me the lass with a landed estate, 
And Ill take her for better or worse 5 
For whether she’s wise or a mere addle pate, 
I shall doat on the charms of her purse. 
Wit’s but of small value, and beauty will fade, 
A long pedigree would not enchant me ; 
But if she is rich, why her market is made, 
There’s no fault, except pen’ry, can daunt me. 


Give me the lass with a landed estate, 
And III call her my darling or dear, 


Though her beauty be small, if her fortune be great, 


_ Still delightful my lot will appear. 
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I should care not a pin for a Venus or Grace, 


Unless she had acres of money ; 


What’s the worth of a delicate, sweet prey face, 


When the terrors of want come upon ye 


Let me then gain but the maiden who brags 


Of her land, or her gold, or her bank-notes ; 


For my love must be founded on large money-bags, 


Which will always ’gainst beauty get votes. 


When I to the temple of Hymen shall go, 


My desire Fortune’s blessings to share is ; 


To the offer of love in a cot I’d say, no, 


Give me a rich widow or heiress. 


GIIPIFIF 


THE LOVERS’ MEETING. 


THE gondola glides, 
Like a spirit of night, 
O’er the slumbering tides 
In the calm moonlight ; 
The star of the north 
Shows her golden eye, 
But a brighter looks forth 
From yon lattice on high. 


Her taper is out, 
And the silver beam 
Floats the maiden about, 
Like a beautiful dream ; 
And the beat of her heart 
Makes her tremble all o’er ; 
And she lists, with a start, 
To the dash of the oar. 


But the moments are past, 
And her fears are at rest ; 
And her lover, at last, 
Holds her clasped to his breast ; 
And the planet above, 
And the quiet blue sea, 
Are pledged to his love 
And his constancy. 


Her cheek is reclined 
On the home of his breast ; 
And his fingers are twined 
’Mid her ringlets, which rest 
In many a fold 
O’er his arm, that is placed 
Round the cincture of gold 
Which encircles her waist. 


He looks to the stars, 

Which are gemming the blue, 
And devoutly he swears 

He will ever be true ; 
He bends him to hear 

The low sound of her sigh, 
And kiss the fond tear 

From her beautiful eye. 


And he watches its flashes, 
Which brightly reveal 

What the long fringing lashes © 
Would vainly conceal ; 

And reads, while he kneels 
All his ardour to speak, 

Her reply, as it steals 
In a blush o’er her cheek. 


Till won by the prayers, 
Which so softly reprove, 

On his bosom, in tears, 
She half murmurs her love ; 

And the stifled confession 
Enraptured he sips, 

’Mid the breathings of passion, 
In dew from her lips. 


ODILIIIP 
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Vith high and low I can make free, 
And tap ’em on the shoulder. 











SAM SNATCH, THE FASHIONABLE 
BAILIFF. 


(Lawler. ) 


MY name’s Sam Snatch, a grab, d’ye see, 
Never vas a bolder, 
Vith high and low I can make free, 
And tap ’em on the shoulder. 
Vene’er I call they’re not at home, 
Such shy cocks, only mind ’em ; 
But ven to lodge vith me they come, 
Then I know vere to find ’em. 


SPOKEN.] Sometimes though I meets vith a 
troublesome customer. T’other day, ven I vent to 
grab Snip, the tailor, as I vas running after him 
into the cockloft, his vife tore the skirt of my coat 
off. I axed him to come down and sew it on for 
me, but he bolted the trap-door, and said he’d see 
me d d first; so I vas cbliged to valk home vith 

- only half a coat, and sing— 


Fol de dol, de diddle dol, fol de dol, de diddle 
dol, fol de dol de da. 


To quod I never makes ’em trip, 
Vile they can come it freely ; 
And, if they stand a handsome tip, 
I uses ’em genteelly. 
Your singers and musicianers 
I sometimes catch afloat, sirs ; 
They say they do not like my bars, 
And I vo’n’t take their notes, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] Von day, too, I nabbed a poet ; he 
talked about pig-asses, and a mews on Jive; he said 
something, too, about Homer and Wirgil. As to 
Homer and Wirgil, says I, if they’re respectable 
housekeepers, I don’t mind taking their bail, if not, 
you must go to quod, and sing— 


Fol de dol, de diddle dol, &c. 
“Mong bucks of fashion I have plied, 


They found me sly and cunning, 
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And often, ven my nibbs they spied, 
Lord, how I set ’em running ! 

‘Mong dashing whips some sport I’ve made, 
Vith Benjamins and slouches, 

For vine and tailors’ bills unpaid, 
Their tits and their barouches. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, I nabbed one of ’em t’other day ; 
that was prime! I took him to a genteel lodging in 
Chancery-lane. There, says I, now you're bang 


up, and if you can’t come down, you must stay here 
and sing— 


Fol de dol, de diddle dol, &c. 


PLP LEAEL 


BILLY, LET’S THANK PROVIDENCE THAT 
YOU AND I ARE SAILORS. 


Air—** Bow, wow, wow.” 


ONE night came ona hurricane, the sea was moun- 
tains rolling, 

When Barney Buntline turned his quid, and said 
to Billy Bowling, 

A strong sow-wester’s blowin 
hear it roar now? 


Lord help ’em, how I pities all unhappy folks on 
shore now! ; 


g, Billy, can’t you 


Fool-hardy chaps as lives in towns, 
they are all in! 

And now they’re quaking in their beds for fear the 
roof should fall in. 

Poor creatures, how they envies us, and wishes, 
I’ve a notion, 


For our good luck, in such a storm, to be upon the 
ocean. 


what dangers 


Then as to them kept out all day on business from 
their houses, 

And, late at night, are walking home to cheer thei 
babes and spouses, 
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While you and I upon the deck are comfortabl 
M : p y 
yin 


&> 
My eyes, what tiles and chimney-pots about their 


heads are flying ! 


And often have we seamen heard how men are 


killed or undone ‘ 


By overturns in carriages, and thieves, and fires, 


in London ; 


We’ve heard what risks all landsmen run, from 


noblemen to tailors, 


So, Billy, let’s thank Providence that you and I 


are sailors. 


GPLP LPO? 


PRETTY SALLY. 
( Upton.) 


Youne Richard was a peasant born, 
Could tune the reed, and wind the horn ; 
Was first to join the fair or wake, 
Ascend the hill, or leap the brake ; 
Yet would he sing in field or valley, 
His burden song, his pretty Sally. 

O, pretty, pretty Sally. 


Then Richard was the favoured swain 
Of all the girls that trod the plain; 
Nor aught could please at wake or fair, 
If Richard came not, was not there. 
Yet would he sing in field or valley, 
His burden song, his pretty Sally. 
O, pretty, pretty Sally. 


Young Richard saw the cottage-maid, 
Beneath the hawthorn’s blossomed shade, 
And there they fondly did aver 
She lived for him,—and he for her. 
O yes, to sing in field and valley, 
His burden song, his pretty Sally. 

O, pretty, pretty Sally 


OGLE FLIPS 


WOMAN’S FATE IS STILL DISTRESSING. 


RONDEAU. 
(Cobb.) 


WomMAN’s fate is still distressing, 
Be her lot whate’er it will ; 
Man perverts her every blessing 

To a cause of future ill. 


lf with charms her form enduing, 
Nature kindest care employs, 
Man the gaudy prize pursuing, 
Conquers first, and then destroys. 
Riches serve but to entoil her, 
Like the bee with honey stored ; 
Her wealth allures the cruel spoiler, 
And dooms her victim of her hoard. 


PP LLE PIF 


GIVE ME, MY BOY, A JOLLY SONG, THAT 


ENDS WITH TOL DE ROL LOL. 
(Cobb.) 


THE ills of ufe in vain assail, 
I never yet would yield mey 

Nor shall their malice e’er prevail 
Whilst frolic Mirth can shield me. 

Like curs they snarl, but dare not bite ; 
I heed them not at all, sir, 

But laugh at all their harmless spite, 
And still sing tol de rol lol, sir. 


t ever scorned, with face of woe, 
Proud dames to dangle after ; 

With smiles I bent young Cupid’s bow, 
4nd tipt his shafts with laughter. 


Success still marked each merry dart, 
Black, fair, brown, short, or tall, sir, 

I conquered every female heart , 
With tol de rol de rol lol, sir. 


Let first-rate singers stretch their throats 
In fine falsetto squeaking, 

With new and strange unnatural notes, 
Applause from fashion seeking ; 

The blockhead connoisseurs among, 
E’en let them trill and squall, sir, 

Give me, my boy, a jolly song 
That ends with tol de rol lol, sir. 


In spite of dons, so grave and wise, 
Till o’er old Styx I ferry, 

TI always shall most highly prize 
Whatever’s blithe and merry. 

May love and laughter ever be 
Attendant,on my call, sir; 

Here’s what I’ve always loved, d’ye see, 
A glass to tol de rol lol, sir. 


PPG L LIC? 


A DROP OF THE CREATURE TO SWIG. 


(Dibdin.) 
To ask would you come for to go 
How a true-hearted tar youd discern, 
He s as honest a fellow, I’d have you to know 
As e’er stept between stem and stern 
Let furious winds the vessel waft, 
Tn his station a midships, or fore, or aft, 
He can pull away, 
Cast off, belay, 
Aloft, alow, 
Avast, yo ho! 
And hand, reef, and steer, 
Know each halliard and jeer, 
And of duty every rig ; 
But his joy and delight 
Is on Saturday night 
A drop of the creature to swig. 


The first voyage I made to sea, 
One day as I hove the lead, 
The main top-gallant mast went by the lee, 
For it blew off the Devil’s head. 
Tumble up there, bear a hand, turn to, 
While I, the foremost of the crew, 2 
Soon could pull away, &e. 


There was Kit with a cast in his eye, 
And Tom with the timber toe, 
And shambling Will, for he hobbled awry, 
All wounded a fighting the foe ; 
Three lads, though crazy grown and crank, 
As true as ever bumbo drank, ‘“u 
For they’d pull away, &c. 


Then over life’s ocean I’1l jog, 
Let the storm or the Spaniards come on ; 
So but sea-room I get and a skinful of grog, 
I fear neither devil nor don: 
For I am the man that’s spract and daft 
In my station amidships, or fore, or aft. 
I can pull away, &c. 


LOWLAND JANE. 
(T. Jones.) 


A BONNY lad was William, who 
On Dee’s sweet flowery margin dwelt ; 
His een were fair, his heart was true, 
And Jane their force united felt. 
Full oft, when low behind the hill, 
The sun, retiring, fled the plain, 
His pipe would through the valley thrill 
Soft pleasing notes to Lowland Jane. 
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But Fortune did nae mickle store 
To William or to Jeannie give, 
And wealthy hands had sought before 
The prize for which he wished to live. 
The lairdling lasses likewise tried 
The shepherd’s favour to obtain, 
But Jeannie still was all his pride, 
The blithe, the winseme Lowland Jane. 


The morn arose, and lovely May 
Had decked in robes of gayest hue 
Each field around, and blest the day 
When to the kirk these lovers flew. 
The bond of Hymen soon made fast 
Each link of Love’s increasing chain ; 
New joys arise each day that’s passed 
To William and his Lowland Jane. 


GFPPIPLI SP 


HARK! HARK! AWAY, AWAY TO THE~ 
DOWNS. 


HARK! hark! away, away to the downs, 
‘The huntsman has gone just before with the hounds. 
Sol, after taking his last night’s nap, 
Is shaking his ears in Thetis’s lap. 
Come along, my boy,—these are the joys 

That far surpass the delight of your doxies ; 
And it is the sport to which we’ll resort, 

Whether after hares or foxes. 


Dian and her nymphs are all ready dressed, 

Each with her quiver and hunting vest ; 

To follow the sport, they very well know, 

Exceeds the delight of Cupid’s bow. 

The fond loving tool may still play the fool, 
Courting his lass with sighs and tears ; 

But we’ll hunt through the day, at night sing and 

play, 

And pane him by many years, 


Hark! I hear Fury, I’m sure that’s good ; 
Tipsey cries it back of the wood ; 
Dancer doubles, —she’s certainly gone ; 
See! yonder she scours it over the lawn. 
Gone, gone away! hark! gone away! 
Dick, lay in your dogs with a lorry ; 
Prithee, why so fast? not so much in haste ; 
Let them enjoy it without any hurry. 


See how Comely leads them along ; 
True Lad excels them all with his tongue. 
Over, you dog, or I’ll crack your crown— 
Sirrah, get up again,—now you are down. 
Snowball! the way—hark! hark! the way. 
That’s good, my boys, she’s just gone over the 
fallow. 
Try the field around—the sheep have foiled the 
ground : 
D—n those footmen, how they halloo! 


Hold your tongues, don’t make such a rout ; 
Let them alone, and they’ll soon make it out. 
D—n those tossers,—see where they fling ! 
Twinger, ware wing, ware wing, ware wing. 
Mounter, well hit ;—she’s gone through the pit. 
That’s good, my lads,—whip ’em on, you great 
blockhead. 
Windsor, the way !—hark! hark! the way ! 
Yoicks! that’s it, my boys ;—hark! to Thunder 
and Rockwood. 


Hold hard in, don’t ride:so fast; 
See where old Rally works at last ; 
She’s almost spent,—you may know’ by that, 
Try the dogs back,—she’s certainly squat. 
Make good the head—whoop !—ah ! dead! 
Jump off your horses, and save her from tear- 
ing : q 


Whoop, whoop, whoop !—whoop, whoop; whoop ! 


. See where they come! they're quite ont of hear- 
ing. 


Well, my-boys ! ’tis glorious sport ; 
’Tis quite three hours since we did start, 
Let the dull courser beat in the bush, 
And toil all day in the search of a puss. 
With a whoop, whoop, whoop! 

Faith and troth, there’s no picture in it. 


1 Halloo! halloo! halloo’! halleo! halloo! halloo! 


They’re dull for an hour and mad for a minute.. 


GIPBAIL LL 


FLY, DULL MELANCHOLY, FLY. 


WHEN care is drowned in gen’rous wine, 
And beauty ev’ry soul inspires, 
What lip so impious to repine, 
Or breathe a sigh in vain desires. 
Fly, fly, fly! dull Melancholy, fly? 


Pleasure beams from ev’ry eye, 
Then quickly fill the blushing bowl, 
In it, to-night, we’ll fling our woes, 
Sweet pillow to the anxious soul, 
Which, sunk in thee, shall find repose. 
Fly, fly, fly! &c. 


GIPLOPE SP 


HANG ME IF [ MARRY. 
(M. Mendez.) 


DECLARE, my pretty maid, 
Must my fond suit miscarry ? 
With you Ill toy, Pll kiss, Ill play, 
But hang me if 1 marry. 
With you I'll toy, &c. 


Then speak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry ; 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiss, and play, 
But hang me jf J marry. 
With you I'll toy, &c. 


Though charms and wit assail, 
The stroke I well can parry ; 
I love to kiss, to toy, and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 
L love to kiss, &c. 


Young Molly of the dale 
Makes a mere slave of Harry, 
Because when they had toyed and kissed, 
The foolish swain would marry. 
Because when they had toyed, &c. 


These fixed resolves, my dear, 
I to the grave will carry ; 
With you L’ll toy, and kiss, and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 
With you Ill toy, &c. 


CPP IF LOD? 


KISS FOR KISS. 
Air—* Fly not yet.””-—(J. A. Pearce.) 


IN this life you nought can meet, 

That’s half so dear or half so sweet, 

As roving through the fields by night, 

When o’er the scene the moon shines bright, 
With one you truly love. 


Encircling with your arms the waist 
Of one you feel assured is chaste : 
To sit beneath a shady tree, 
Swear mutual truth and constancy, 
By all the powers above. 


Pressing to your beating heart 
Her from whom you ne’er would part ; 
And being pressed to hers again, 
Ts pleasure unalloyed with pain : 
O! nought can equal this. 
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Unless when parting, to behold 
Your charmer’s smiling eyes unfold 
The love, how ardent and how true, — 
She feels for you, and only you, 
And barter kiss for kiss. 


PLL LEL IEF 


JOHN GROUSE AND MOLLY DUMPLING. 


Air—© Billy Taylor.”—(G. Colman.) 


CoME, all ye young and frolicsome lovers, 
Listen awhile unto my rhime, © 
"Tis of two sweethearts, young and tender, 
Who were cut off all in their prime. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Molly Dumpling was a virgin true, 
Lived cook in a great family ; 
One eye was black and the other blue ; 
She was very fat and four feet high. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


John Grouse he was a gardener, 
Healthy he was with manly toil ; 
Cabbage he sold, and for dinner 
Plenty of it cut to boil. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


One night he went to see his Molly ; 
His little dog barked very loud ; 
The night was dark and melancholy, 
And the moon had slid behind a cloud. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


At home and trembling, by the fire 
The lovely Molly Dumpling sat ; 
Much did she wonder and admire 
What her Johnny could be at. 
_ Fol de riddle, &c. 


That night, as she lay in her bed, 
Her chamber-door flew open wide, 
When the gardener’s ghost popped in his head, 
With his little dog trotting by his side. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Tall as a May-pole was his size, 
Green, green his waistcoat was as leeks, 
Red, red as beet-root were his eyes, 
And pale as turnips were his cheeks. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Soon as her true love she espied, 
Poor Molly Dumpling faintly said, 
«¢ What would you, Johnny ?”—He replied, 
«© O! Molly Dumpling I am dead. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


In the flower of my youth I fell ;” 
He spoke in a most dismal tone. 
«© T was not sick, but in a well 
I tumbled backwards and was drowned.” 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


Soon as she heard her true love speak, 
She clasped her hands,—jumped out of bed ; 
She squeaked and squalled, (ah! how she bawled,) 
Then shut her mouth and dropped down dead. 
Fol de riddle, &c. 


PLOLPLIPF 


ANGEL OF LOVE. 
( Rannie. ) 


ANGEL of Love! from heavenly plains, 
Where never-ceasing pleasure reigns, 
Look down, thy grateful son to see, 
From dark despair preserved by thee. 
Angel of Love! though dangerous seas 
But lately shipwrecked all my peace, 
By thee sate piloted to shore, 
Their boisterous rage I dread no more. 


PPLILIIP 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MustUM OF MIRTH. 


THE HUMOURS OF VAUXHALL. 


Air—First and second Parts of “ La Glore,” 
( Guard’s Quadrilles. )—(Beuler. ) 


It’s pleasure’s height » 
_ A summer’s night ; 
To pass in Vauxhall’s fairy garden ground ;_ 
Folks so gay there, 
Ev’ry way. they’re 
Dancing reels and waltzes round. 
Singers in the concert singing, 
Dancers on the tight-rope springing, 
Waiters supper busily bringing, 
Whilst bottles and plates with music sound. 


SPOKEN.] O, dang it, Roger, did ’e ever see 
sich a sight afore? My gom! what a glorious ’lu- 
mination like! My goles! what a mort of gentry-~ 
folk! look, there be a fat-un! My heart! he be 
double you and I; did he pay double to come in? 
O, no, he be a Lunnon alderman, by his corpora- 
tion. A Lunnon old woman! O, dang it, who 
wants old women here when the’re sich a mort of 
prime young-uns? Look a yonder! there be a 
sight of pratty-uns! I dare be sworn they be 
some great ladies, they do look so mortally impu- 
dent. ©, ma’, look at the fiddlers and soldiers up 
there. That’s the orchardstree, my love; and 
them there’ is the Duky York’s bandy musicianers. 
Look, Mr. S. how beautiful! Aye, aye, it’s very 
fine ; so it ought to be; it’s a fine price to come 
in; three-and-sixpence to see a few wariegated 
lamps! Eh! ah! it’s making very light of money. 
Ah! I remember when it was only a shilling. But 


| isn’t it charming? Aye, aye, it’s wery well, but 


wery expensive though. Never mind, listen to the 
singer. How delightfully she sings' Aye, one 
would think she had a nightingale in her throat. 
A nightingale! more likely a thrush. No matter, 
if she but sings with éclat. Eh! aye, leta woman 
alone for a-claw. What, Saveall! _who’d ha’ 
thought to see you here? Aye, aye, youmay well 
ask; my wife persuaded me to come, it’s wery 
fine, but wery expensive though. Never mind for 
once in a way; come and sce the ladies waltz. 
Eh! wery well, come along, I like to see the ladies 
waltz. I like to waltz with ’em myself—but it’s 
wery expensive though. Aye, there they go— 
Waltzing, reeling, 
French quadrilling, 
With steps so light, till peep 0’ day ; 
' Tooral looral, 
Tooral looral, 
Tooral looral looral lay. 


Joy seems to lie 
In every eye, 
For lamps and songs now please both great and 
small ; 
Tight-rope dancing, 
So entrancing! 

And fire-works bright delight them all, 
Mothers look at rockets whizzing, 
Daughters all the beaux are quizzing, 
Sons are in the dark walks miss-ing, 

Whilst little folks grumble at the tall. 


SPOKEN.} Ho! ho! look there. Where? I 
can’t see. Why not? Because, when a body four 
feet by two, like mine, stands behind a body six 
feet by three, like yours, it requires little philoso- 
phy to know which is kept in the dark. What a 
crowd! What a squeeze! Halloh! who are you 
squeezing? There’s a silly question. Mind, take 
care. Take air? I wish I could; Um almost 
stifled. Och! murder! that’s my toe. Is it? I 
took it for a pota-toe. Och! what'll I do with it? 
Put it in your pocket; people shouldn’t bring 
gouty toes to Vauxhall. Och! murder! here it is 
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again: Mind, take ’are. Take hair? well, don’t 
take my wig! Och! mnrder! I took it for my 
pocket-handkerchief. Whiz! There goes a rocket. 
What a shower of sparks! Took, some have fallen 
on that lively lady’s dress. Never mind, she 
came here to catch the sparks. How do you like 
the fireworks, Saveall? Wery well; they’re wery 
fine—but wery expensive though. Now, Dickey, 
let’s go see the volks a-jigging it in that there 
great round-about-room. Aye, it’s because that 
room be round, they do call it a ball-room. . Look, 
Mr. S. what a sweet dress that lady has. Aye, 
aye, it’s wery fine—but wery expensive though. 
Look, Roger, how the ladies and gemmen be hug- 
ging and squeezing one another. Aye, Dickey, 
that be doing the genteel in the fashionable style. 
My goles! if old grandfether were alive, how he’d 
Stare to see ’em— 
Waltzing, recling, &c. 


Now old and young 
To supper throng, 
And soon each plate with ham and chicken teams ; 
Port and sherry 
Make all merry, 
Whilst waiter, waiter, ev’ry one screams. 
Waiter, bring some bottled porter, 
Waiter, waiter, wine and water ; 
Waiter, waiter, what’re you a’ter? 
I sha’n’t get served to night it seems. 


SPOKEN.] Ah, waitar, bring me a bottle of port- 
ah. Porter, sir? No, sir; wine,sir. How’s the 
wine, Saveall? Eh! pretty good—but wery ex- 
pensive though. Waiter! Yes, sir. Here, sir; 
do you call this ham ? it’s nothing but a knuckle of 
bacon, sir. Don’t mind him, waiter, it’s only his 
gammon, Here’s a duck! I can’t carve it. Aye, 
it has been swimming in a chalybeate spring, and 
fattened with cast-iron. Then, I suppose, it was 
intended for a tailor’s goose. Don’t know, but if it 
were a singing bird, it would sing— 

«« My name, d’y’ see,’s Tom Tough, and I’ve seen 
no little sarvice !” 
Never mind, saw away, here goes; give us some 
bread. 7’Gad! that’s stale as Portland stone. 
Aye, it reminds me of the poet’s epitaph— 
«« He asked for bread and he received a stone.” 


Never mind, saw away, hunger will knock down 
stone walls, so here goes, Did you see the trans- 
parencies, Saveall? Aye, aye, every thing’s 
transparent here, except the wine; see, the ham’s 
transparent. So are you, Saveall, for every body 
can see through you. Aye, aye, that’s all wery 
witty ; but I don’t like it at my expense, so. I’il 
go; come along, Mrs. S. O lud! it rains. Then 
we must have a coach, Mr.S. Aye, there you 
go; I suppose, then, we must; but it’s wery ex- 
pensive though. What anumber of beautiful paint- 
ings! Did you notice the subjects painted in the 
supper-boxes? What! the canvass or the ladies ? 
Well, it’s a charming place! a garden of Eden, 
and the company as fine as birds of Paradise. Eh' 
it’s more like the lower regions, for the place is all 
in a blaze. Yes, a blaze of glory, quite a heaven! 
isn’t it, Saveall? Quite; but wery expensive 
though. Steady, Sir Toby; will you be able to 
see your carriage? ( Hiccuping.) I think I shall 
see two; I’m not blind drunk yet. I fear you have 
been in the dark walks, Sir Toby. Ho! ho! fy! 
my lady ; none but light characters are seen in the 
dark walks. 1 think you shine to-night, sir. Ive 
been in the sun, that accounts for it. ( Hiccuping. ) 
Halloh! there’s music! I’ll have a waltz, here 
goes. Waltz away, Sir Toby, mind your partner. 
Yes; here we go. Aye, there you go down. Over 
the lady, by St. Agnes! Help her up; she’s quite 
an angel. Yes; quite a fallen angel. Saveall, 
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here, (whispers, ) how should you like such a 
© chicken for your own private picking?” Wery well ; 
but d—d expensive though. Look, Roger, what a 
queer dress that gemmen’s gotten. That’s what 
be called being a-full-drest, Dickey. A fool-drest ? 
well, he do look a-comical, like a fool-drest, sure 
enough. Look, there go the ladies and gemmen. 
a-dancing and what-you-call-ening it, like man 
and wife. Oh! I’m sure my da’ter sha’n’t be 
hugged and squeezed in that there manner, afore 
me. Molly, stop; I insist upon it, stop. Can’t, 
ma’am, this is not a stop waltz. Molly, don’t let 
him squeeze you so. Hold your tongue, mother ; 
we’re only— 

Waltzing, reeling, &c. 


GRIF POLS 


OH! ’TIS WINE. 
Air—* Oh! tis Love !”—(B. M.) 

OH! ’tis wine, ’tis wine, ’tis wine, 

In crystal vases gleaming, 
Oh! ’tis wine, ’tis wine, ’tis wine, 

From our bright goblets streaming ; 
What yields to mortals pleasure, 

What quick dispels their gloom, 
Obscures each lucid treasure, 

When placed beside its bloom ?— 

Oh! ’tis wine, ’tis wine, ’tis wine, &c. 

Oh! ’tis wine, ’tis wine, ’tis wine, 

That doth the soul inspire, 
Oh! ’tis wine, ‘tis wine, ’tis wine, 

That kindles amorous fire ; 
In grottos cool and shady, ~ 

Where bubbling waters play, 
In arbours gay and leafy, 

"Tis wine alone holds sway. 

Oh! ’tis wine, ’tis wine, &c. 


GILPLP III SF 


POOR TOM! 
Air— Poor Jack !’’—( Collins.) 


Go patter to paper-sculls, saps, d’ye see, 
With your time-serving cant, and the like ; 
A clear head, a true heart, and sound bottom for 
me, 
And to no such palaver I’ll strike ; 
For, in dove-like disguise, though the hawk or the 
kite 
May cajole the whole pigeon-house brood, 
Little time will discover how close he can bite 
When they find he plucks pigeons for food : 
Then, avast! have a care, when you veer out ad- 
vice, 
The right capstern you’re winding it from, 
For, unless to your windpipe your heart you can 
splice, 
You may pipe till you’re dumb for poor Tom. 


I, for pelf, might pretend that I’d found out the 
wa 
How to lend a lame conscience a crutch, 
And such lingo launch out, both to coil and belay, 
That you’d think me, good Lord! a non-such ; 
Full of sweet little maxims, touched up to a T, 
About matters aloft and below, 
And of cherubs perched up, like magpies ina tree, 
On the maintop, to take us in tow: 
But of what’s done above stairs no knowledge I 
claim, 
Nor can I‘overhaul what’s to come ; 
And the tale of a prophet, when profit’s his aim, 
{s the Tale of a Tub to poor Tom, 


When I hear Doctor Stuffgut intemperance decry, 
While his table, from skies, earth, and sea, 
Is decked out with dainties,—sure that’s all my 
eye, 
And his flock, too, what Hats they must be. 
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“Fo be gulled by a thumb-cushion swab, one and | 


all, ; 
When, if service that moment was o’er, 
He’d soon turn his back on Saint Peter and Paul 
For the haunch of a buck or a boar; 
As the cherubs for him are the loaves and the 
fish, 
And for those at the mouth he will foam ; 
But with Benjamin’s mess let him pile up his dish, 
A brown biscuit, well earned, for poor Tom. 


Since life’s but a span, to improve every inch, 
Let the tongue from the heart never trip, 
And, though poverty’s gripe the best cable may 
pinch, - 
Never once let the sheet-anchor slip ; 
And, as to fine stories, to answer fine ends, 
*Tis no matter who tells or who sings, 
The best little cherub a mortal befriends 
Is a conscience that guilt never stings ; 
So when, like poor Davy, washed off from the 
deck, 
My old hulk I at last must pack from, 
With the best birth in view, let me spring from the 
wreck, 
And the Cape of Good Hope for poor Tom. 


SRI A IAP 


MURROGH PHALIM O’SHAUGHNESSY. 
(Stuart. ) 


AN Irishman I am, bekase 

Myself was born at Ballahack, 
In Ireland, that wholesome place, 

Where ould and young sing Paddy Whack 5 
My name ’tis praper you should hear, 

My names £ mean, bekase I’ve three— 
First Murrogh, second Phalim dear, 

And then the third O’ Shaughnessy. 


With Judy Macarnilty’s charms 
Myself was smothered quite in love ; 
Och! such green eyes, and nate red arms, 
Blue lips, and small flat nose above ! 
Such teeth, too, of mock-turtle hue, 
Would charm you, on my soul, to see ; 
And then her heart—’twas soft and true 
To Murrogh Phalim O’Shaughnessy. 


Poor Judy—bless her! when she walked, 
She waddled like a duck, so queer, 
And then, dear jewel, when she talked, 
Full half a mile she’d make you hear. 

But Judy died one day—och, hone! 
No more her beauty shall I see ; 

She’s left her love to howl and moan, 
Poor Murrogh Phalim O’Shaughnessy. 


PPROPLP LO? L 


ALONE FROM ARTS AND SCIENCE FLOW. 


ALONE from arts and science flow 
Whate’er instructs or charms the eye, 

Whate’er can fill the mind with awe 
Beneath yon arched azure sky. 


With heavenly true mechanic skill 
Our great Almighty master wrought, 
And in six days did he fulfil 
What far surpasses human thought. 


Firm in the centre fixed he 

The sun, to guide the rolling spheres ; 
The moon by night a light to be, 

And mark us out the months and years. 


What, though no powerful lever’s seen, 
Nor axle-wheel or pulley there, 

Yet they have ever constant been, 
As time and truth to us declare. 


Just so our true masonic fame 
On lofty, lasting, columns stand, 
Graced by a royal master’s name, 
And reared beneath his ruling hand. 


POPOL IIF 


THE COUNTRY ACTOR. 
(J. Deither.) 


£ AM a country actor, 
And well I tread the stage, 
Whether in light comedy 
Or heavy tragic rage. 
For chasteness and for spirit 
None can with me contend, 
I am a man of merit, 
And only want a friend. 
I at Berwick played like Garrick , 
When at Chard, studied hard 5 
When at Louth, gave it mouth ; 
When at Ware, made ’em stare 5 
When at Rye, made ’em cry 5 
When at Lynn, made ’em grin ; 
When at Hull, rather dull ; 
When at Holt, made a bolt ; 
When at Pinner, scanty dinner 5 
When at Settle, in high mettle 5 
When at Curry, in a flurry 5 
When at Dock, firm as rock 3 
When at Ash, out of cash; _ 
When at Leeds, many needs ; 
When at Poole, played the fool ; 
When at Thame, cnanged my name, 
At Arundel I pleased ’em well ; 
At Appledore I made ’em roar ; 
At famed Sheerness, oh! what a mess! 
At Barton Clay I ran away ; 
At Tunbridge-Wells I pleased the belles ; 
And, when at Lime, all bang-up prime - 
Singing, with glee and merry chime, 
In hopes to please devoting time. 
Now I trust, my friends, you'll all agree 
This is the life for variety. 


Then I set out manager, 
{n hopes of getting on ; 
But a more unlucky one 
Perhaps was never born. 
Few smiles I got from Fortune ; 
More frequent did she frown, 
Although as brave a hero 
As ever took a town. 
I at Burton rose the curtain ; 
When at Slough, made my bow ; 
When at Kew, very few ; 
When at Staines, small my gains ; 
When at Wye, rather shy ; 
When at Leak, no bespeak ; 
When at Stroud, not much crowd ; 
When at Stow, stocks were low ; 
When at Datchet, threw the hatchet ; 
When at Hadley, did but badly ; 
When ac Sutton, ate no mutton ; 
When at Comb, played in room ; 
When at Ross, things went cross ; 
When at Lea, lived on tea; 
When at Bow, made a show 3 
When at Grays, merry days ; 
At Little-Dean, how changed the scene ; 
At Riverhead could scarce get bread 5 
At Hampton-wick they gave no tick , 
At Turnham-green I left a scene 5 
At Barton-mills no cash for bills ; 
And when at Brent hay-making went ; 


My scenes and wardrobe seized for rent, 


So that broke up my management. 
Now, I trust, &c. 
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I once was quite determined 
To lead a quiet life ; 
Fully to accomplish it, 

I thought I’d have a wife. 
There I found, like other things, 
My hopes, alas! were vain, 

Instead of bringing comfort, 
It added to my pain. 

. Lat Cricklade loved a fair maid; 
When at Bromley, thought her comely ; 
When at Eye, gave a sigh ; 

When at Mere, called her dear 5 
When at Usk, met at dusk 5 
When at Diss, stole a kiss ; 
When at Harwich, talked of marriage ; 
When ‘at Tring, bought the ring ; 
When at Reading, fixed the wedding ; 
When at Maidenhead, we were wed 5 
When at Bocking, threw the stocking; 
When at Frome, honeymoon ; 
When at Dover, lived in clover ; 
When at Bury, we were merry ; 
When at Clunn, lots of fun; 
When at Foy, kiss and toy ; 
At Westerham she took a dram ; 
At Chiddingfold she proved a scold ; 
At Turner’s Hill a bitter pill ; 
At Biggleswade a wicked jade ; 
At Mistley-thorn I wore a horn; 
And when at Bray she ran away. 
It was the merry month of May, 
So I again was blithe and gay. 
Now, I trust, &c. 


a ee 


ENGLAND’S WOODEN WALLS. 
A DUET. 
( Upton.) 


Wuat should fire a Briton’s heart 
When his land’s in danger ? 

Courage and his patriot-strength— 
To repel each stranger ! 


Should the foe insult our flag, 
What shall cause his wonder? 
England’s conquering wooden-walls, 
And their deep-mouthed thunder! 


Thus shall England ever prove 
Great in warlike story, 

And her Britons ever shine 
In the page of glory ! 


Heart and hand will e’er unite, 
Fearless what befalls them ; 
Ever ready, day or night, 
“When their country calls them! 


GILL LIL 


OW I HAVE LEARNT THE FRAUD OF 
WOMANKIND. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


LIKE to the damask rose so gay, 

Or like the scented breath of May, 

Or like the lily by the stream, 

Or like a pleasing passing dream, 

Or like at morn the lark’s shrill song, 

Or like the jocund bells’ ding-dong,— 
Pleasing as these, to sight and ear, was she, 
But, Jike these, withered for her perfidy. 


True as the shepherd to his love, 

Or like the constant downy dove, 

Or like the blazing noon-tide sun, 

That ne’er forgets its course to run, 

Or like the varying current’s tide, 

Or like swift time, that still doth glide,— 
i’en, like all these, my mistress once was true, 
But now, grown false, to all she bids adieu. 


Free as the air on desart wild, 

Or free as Fancy, Nature’s child, 

Or free as lark that pipes on high, 

Or free as stars that lace the sky, 

Or free as soul when Death’s chill dart 
The immortal from this frame shali part,— 


Thus, free from. love, unshackled thus my mit»: 
Now J have learnt the fraud of womankind. 


GIP L IIS 


MY ANGER WILL CHOKE ME. 
(Pocock. ) 


My anger, my anger will choke me, 
If thus they combine to provoke me 3 
To worry and vex, 
Disturb and perplex, 
My orders refuse, 
My person abuse, 
And all of it’s done 
By this plague Mr. John. 
Oh, my anger, &« 
The princess herself condescends, too, 
A mechanic to class with her friends, too ; 
To dinner sits down 
With a knave and a clown, 
And bids me be civil 
(Oh, Death and the Devil) ! 
And all of it’s done 
By this plague Mr. John. 
Oh, my anger, &e. 
Is it thus that a chamberlain’s treated? 
By a maitre d’hotel to be cheated : 
The vilest neglect, 
No sort of respect, 
Still heaping disgrace, 
He laughs in my face ; 
And all of it’s done 
By this plague Mr. John. 
Oh, my anger, &c. 


PPL IE OIF 


YON ORGAN! HARK! HOW SOFT, HOW 


SWEET. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


YON organ! hark! how soft, how swect 
The warbling notes ingconcert meet : 

The sound my fancy leads 
To climes where Phebus’ brightest beams, 
Gild jasmine groves and crystal streams, 

And lily-mantled meads ; 


Where myrtle bowers their bloom unfold, 

Where citrons bend with fruits of gold, 
Where grapes depress the vines, 

Where, on the bank with roses gay, 

Love, Innocence, and Pleasure play, 
And Beauty’s form reclines. 


How different tones and measures flow, 
And gravely deep and sadly slow 
Involve the mind in gloom. 
I seem to join the mournful train 
Attendant round the couch of pain, 
Or leaning o’er the tomb. 


To where the orphaned infant sleeps, 

To where the love-lorn damsel weeps, 
I, pitying, seem to stray. 

Methinks I watch his cradle near ; 

Methinks her drooping thoughts I cheer, 
And wipe her tears away. 


Now oud the tuneful thunders roll, 
And rouse and elevate the soul 
O’er earth and all its care ; 
O seem to hear from heavenly plains, 
Angelic choirs, responsive strains, 
And in their raptures share. 
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WOMAN’S ROSY HUMID LIP. 
i (T. W. Kelly.) 
YES, yes! there lurks in wine, my dear, 


Too oft, too oft the maiden’s tear ; 
‘Too often has the goblet’s flow 
Been guilty of a maiden’s woe ; 
Yet on this goblet’s smooth brim fix 
Thy lips, as if the draught thou’dst sip, 
And I will deem 
In that rich stream 
Thy more than honied sweets will mix: - 
For, oh! there is a power divine, 
A sweeter power than found in wine, 
In woman’s rosy humid lip. 


Kiss but the goblet’s brim, my dear, 
The ruby wine shall flow more clear ; 
Like love-smiles to the moody mind, 
Which in the heart leave joy behind, 
That kiss will be, and Zephyrs, love, 
Shall round its brink more lightly trip, 
And breathe perfume 
Of flow’rets bloom, 
As sweet as from some Cassia grove : 
For, oh! there is a power divine, &c. 


GLI OPIEF- 


THE COSTERMONGER. 
Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—( Bryant. ) 


I’M pretty well known here in town 

By all the young girls and the boys, O! 
For a long time I’ve cried up and down 

My fine cabbage-plants and savoys, O: 
The folks say, I’m vastly purlite, 

While I sarves out my peas and my ’tatoes ; 
And I’m striving, by day and by night, 

To get into grace with the ladies. 


SPOKEN.] Yes; of a Monday, I’m so fond of 
business, that you'll always find me in the Com- 
mercial-road ; of a Tuesday, I boxes about at 
Wapping; of a Wednesday, I sells sheep’s heads 
upon Matton-hill; of a Thursday, I sells new 
cheese in Old-street; of a Friday, cries mackerel 
on Fish-street-hill ; and on Saturday, sells off the 
stale poultry, to get a few feathers to fly with on 
Sunday. Singing rump ti udity, &c. 
Then on Sunday with sweetheart, Tll own, 

Having money, we know how to sack it; 

She puts on her fine flow’ry gown, 

And I mounts my velveteen jacket ; 
We takes a walk out to Chalk-farm, 

And no couple, I’m sure, can look younger ; 
Then each gent, as he waiks with his marm, 

Says, look! there’s the genteel costermonger. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, I learnt purliteness in Tothill- 
fields, saved my money in Coldbath-fields, set up 
in business in Spa-fields, finished my edecation in 
St. Giles’s-in-the-fields, and always spends my 
Sundays at Chalk-farm, and that’s in Mary-le- 
bonne-fields, where we sing— 

Rump ti udity,-&c. 

I’ve got a good donkey and cart ; 

And I’m in a right way to do well, sirs ; 
For my sweetheart, tall Sarah, takes part, 

And we’ve plenty of goods now to sell, sirs. 
My garden-stuff’s all very fine ; ; 

hy, my cauliflowers, they're white as snow, 
sits 5 

And Sall’s turnips are all so divine, _ 

That we’re famous wherever we go, sis. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, it was a lucky day when I cab- 
baged Sall’s heart ; she blushed like a carrot ,—her 
eyes watered, just as if she’d been peeling inyons, 
or scraping horse-radish. Noah, says she, Vl 
never give you turn-wps, if I do, smother me in 
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turnip-tops. So she took up 4 cabbage-leaf to fan 
her beautiful face, while her eyes looked like a 
couple of green gooseberries, and her hair hung 
over her forehead, like a bunch of fennel over a 
jowl of salmon, as she went down the street with 
me, crying, ‘* new potatoes, twopence a pound! 
Cabbage-plants and savoys, O!—Cim up!” Sall, 
give him one over the— 

Rump ti udity, &c. 


GPL IPL ELS? 


LONG LIFE TO HIS MAJESTY, GEORGE 
THE FOURTH. 


A GLEE. 


TUMBLED about on the briny wave, 
We British tars the tempest brave, 
While many a gale we weather. 
In peace, we sail upon trading trips ; 
In war, we serve in our sovereign’s ships, 
His enemies to leather. 
For sailors are made, 
As England knows, 
To swell her trade 
And bang her foes. 
And the needle is not so true to the north 
As we to the King, 
While gaily we sing, 
«« Long life to his Majesty, George the Fourth !” 


GPIC FIPS 


KATHLEEN O’REGAN, THE PRIDE OF 
ATHY. 


A BOY in my teens, just before I reached twenty, 
Among the young lasses would cast a hawk’s eye ; 
Fresh lilies, and roses, and posies in plenty, 
Graced Kathleen O’Regan, the pride of Athy. 
She’d Bay, Pat, be asy, ah! why would you tease 
me ? 
I dread to come near you, and cannot tell why ; 
My soul! neither Jenny, nor Nell of Kilkenny, 
Are dear as sweet Kathleen, the pride of Athy. 


Arrah! Pat, you know that my father and mother, 
Both think me too young to be married, oh, fie! 
To stay awhile longer, I know they would rather ; 
Then can’t you have patience? Dear Kathleen, 


not I. 
She smiled like a Cupid, which made me look 
stupid 5 
My eyes fixed with love, when I found she’d 
comply, 


So bloomed every feature, like soft tints of nature, 
O! Kathleen O’Regan, the pride of Athy. 


Then war drove me on to where battle was raging ; 
She kissed me, I pressed her, with tears in each 
eye. 
We sighed, groaned, and blubbered ; she cried, so 
engaging, 
Remember poor Kathleen and once-loved Athy, 
Where oft in its bowers, you’ve pulled me sweet 
flowers ; 
If e’er you forget it, I’ll certainly die. 
My Kathleen, to you, love, I’ll ever be true, love, 
Sweet Kathleen O’Regan, the pride of Athy. 


OF ILGL IL 


OH! MARY, TO THEE MY THOUGHTS 
STRAY. 


(T. Moore.) 


OH! Mary, to thee my thoughts stray, 
Though cold and obdurate that bosom ; 
Though I know all my vows thrown away, 
’Tis exquisite bliss thus to lose ’em. 
Such a charm irresistible lies 
In those lips with a smile when they sever, 
In the sly laughing glance of these eyes, 
Their adorer they bind me for ever. 
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Thus the moth round a tremulous light, 
With a quivering wing still will turn, 
And merely because it is bright, 
Although once he has felt it can burn. 
So by that bright eye’s glowing beam, 
I court, as 1t were, my undoing ; 
And although but to torture they gleam, 
I, knowingly, rush on to ruin. 


Yet still there is something so sweet 
In the fire which I feel to be vain, 
That my heart, though unanswered it beat, 
For no bliss would exchange the loved pain. 
lf, while no compassion you show, 
This bosom still loves, though you spurn it, 
O think with what fervour ’twould glow, 
Would that bosom with love but return it. 


POLI? LAP 


POOR RENARD DIES. 
(Upton. ) 


HARK! hark! the hunting horn, my love, 
Salutes the blushing morn, 
While springing from the corn, my love, 
The sky-lark wings his way. 
Hear! hear! the dogs’ loud cry, 
While men and horses fly, 
Proclaims a fox must die, my love, 
: Must breathe his last to day, to day, 
Must breathe his last to day. 


See! see! how faint he runs, my love, 
Nor can the death-hounds shun ; 
His wily race is done, my love, 
The tear-drop dims his eyes ! 
And hark! the hunters’ shout 
Declares, beyond a doubt, 
His lamp of life is out, my love. 
Poor renard, renard dies, he dies, 
Poor renard, renard dies. 


PPLE GOIL 


SIR TUMBLEDOWN DICK. 
( Arnold.) 


Sirk TUMBLEDOWN DICK was the sweetest of 
men, 
High diddle, ho diddle de, 

He owned to threescore, but he left out the ten, 
Gray as a badger was he. 

He ogled a Quaker, one Dorothy Lum, 

As prim as a poker, and almost as dumb ; 

The knight he said ho! and the maiden said hum! 
High diddle, ho diddle de. 


He hobbled to church like a gouty old spark, 
High diddle, ho diddle de, 
And there sat the parson, and there sat the clerk, 
Pretty and proper to see ; 
But there was no bride for the bridegroom to coax, 
Sir Tumbledown muttered, I don’t like these jokes ; 
Why, surely a Quaker’s not given to hoax, 
High diddle, ho diddle de. 


Her maiden aunt, Bridget, as white as a fleece, 
High diddle, ho diddle de, 

Now entered the church in the place of her niece, 
Full nine and fifty was she. 

Friend Tumbledown, Dolly has played thee a 

trick 5 

Thow wantest a wife, so I come in the nick, 

Methinks I should like to be called Lady Dick, 
High diddle, ho diddle de. 


My niece is too young for you, good knight so 
bold ; 
High diddle, ho diddle de. 
And Bridget, my dear, you’re a d—d deal too old ; 
Though old, I like young girls, d’ye see. 
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The people all shouted, the parson was dumb ; 

The clerk cried amen, Miss Bridget cried hum ; 

The knight cried, the devil take you and Miss Lum. 
High diddle, ho diddle de. 


GLI PL IPP 


YOUNG JOCKEY. 
(Burns. ) 


YouneG Jockie was the blithest lad 
In a’ our town, or here awa ; 
Fw’ blithe he whistled at the gaud, 
Fu’ lightly danced he in the ha’. 
He roos’d my een sae bonny blue, 
He roos’d my waist sae gently sma’ ; 
An’ ay my heart came to my mou’, 
When ne’er a body heard or saw. 


My Jockie toils upon the plain, 

Through wind and weet, through frost and 
snaw 3 

And o’er the lee I leuk fu’ fain, 
When Jockie’s owsen homeward ca’. 

An’ ay the night comes round again, 
When in his arms he taks me a’, 

' An’ ay he vows he’ll be my ain 

As lang’s he has a breath to draw. 


TOM TACK. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 
Tom TACK was the shipmate for duty, 
Till Fortune she gave him a twitch, 
For Tom fell in love with a beauty, 
He’d better have fallen in a ditch ; 
With his fair he could get no promotion, 
So Tom, like a desperate dog, 
He drowned all his care in the ocean, 
But then—’twas the ocean of grog. 


True love when it’s slighted will canker ; 
So Tom, when the boatswain warn’t by, 
Minded less about heaving the anchor, 
Than he did about heaving a sigh. 
Then for the last time to he jolly, 
He invited each soul in the ship, 
With a shot he then finished his folly, 
But—’twas the shot paid for the flip. 


In folly thus faster and faster 
Tom went on in search of relief, 

Till one day a shocking disaster 
Without a joke finished his grief ; 

If his fair one’s heart he couldn’t mellow, 
He’d hang himself often he said, 

So his neck in a noose put—poor fellow! 
In plain English—one day he got wed. 


i 


HOW FLEET ARE THE HOURS SO 
STEALING. 


(E. W. Cox.) 


How fleet are the hours so stealing, 
When winged thus by pleasure away ; 

While the glow of the heart is revealing 
The light that invites us to stay. 


When thy charms, sweet Susan, come cheer us, 
O, ’tis heaven thus to bask in thy smile; 
Time may fly, but he never can tear us 
From looks that enchant us the while. 
Though music’s soft powers may awaken 
The thought of our earlier years, 
When the heart was by sorrow unshaken, 
The cheek was unfurrowed by tears ; 


*Tis thy charms, like the beams of the morning, 
Dispel every shadow of pain, 

And the blush of thy cheek that, in burning, 
Tells of bliss of a happier reign. 


CCF ALA LIT 
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HONEST JOHN, THE BAKER. 
( Andrews.) 


‘ RECITATIVE. P 
I TELL thee, Moll, this canting will not do; 
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[’ll sell my loaves, but not my conscience too. 
Shall I be perjured, wife, and d—n my soul, 


To get a guinea for a penny roll? 


RONDEAU. 
Honest John no bribe can charm, 
His heart is like his oven, warm ; 
Though poor as Job, 
He will not rob, 
Nor sell his truth to fill his fob. 


Tools and hirelings, I’d blackball ’em, 
For to let such rascals sit, 
Is as bad as using alum, 
Or as selling bread short weight. 
Honest John no bribe can charm, 


Though I oft am mealy-handed, 
I am not mealy-mouthed likewise ; 
For a knave I’ll not be branded, 
But declare without disguise. 
Honest John no bribe can charm, 


What because my ontside’s dusty, 
Must my mind be dirty too? 
They, perhaps, will find me crusty, 
Who now think me soft as dough. 
Honest John no bribe can charm, 


I nor mind their balls nor feasting, 
Nor their specious promise heed ; 
What’s the bread without the yeast in? 
What’s the word without the deed? 
Honest John no bribe can charm, 


THE WANDERING GIPSY. 
(Wolcot.) 


A WANDERING gipsy, sir, am I, 

From Norwood, where we oft complain, 
With many a tear and many a sigh, 

Of blust’ring winds and rushing rain ; 
No rooms so fine, and gay attire, 

Amid our humble huts appear, 
Nor beds of down or blazing fire, 

At night our shivering limbs to cheer. 


Alas! no friends come near our cot, 
The redbreasts only find the way, 
Who give their all—a simple note, 
At peep of dawn or parting day. 
But fortunes here I come to tell, 
Then yield me, gentle sir, your hand : 
Amid those lines what thousands dwell, 
And, bless me! what a heap of land. 


Oe ee ee 


CUPID’S CONFESSION. 


I’m Cupid, the boy, the lovely boy, 
Who cause both tears and smiles to rise 
1 Beauty’s eyes can light with joy,— 
A joy that never fades nor dies. 
I’m that sprite that oft lies hid 
In Beauty’s heart, as in some grove 
A bee is found the flowers amid, 
That wounds—but not so deep as love. 


I am that wanton boy, whose dart 


&c. 


&c. 


&e. 


&e. 


« 
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Can pierce the strongest, roughest heart, 


Lie nestling there, and scorn to sever, 
And light or cloud his life for ever. 


I am the boy that mortals yet 
Hymn praises to in ev’ry grove, 

As if the world they would forget, 
And seek no other joy but love. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


MOST PREGNANT IN SIMILE IS A 
. MUSEUM. 


( Holcroft.) 


OF all your poetical twwm and meum, 

Most pregnant in simile is a museum :— 

Brutes, reptiles, birds, plants, are lampoons upen 
life 5 

A husband is hellebore ; wormwood a wife. 



















A vintner’s a jackall ; an author a grub ; 
Coquettes are chameleons ; a beau’s a bear’s cub, 
Till barbers and tailors have licked him to shape, 
And, when metamorphosed, he is but an ape. 


Cuckoo-courtiers are pecked at when too near the 
throne, 

And have mates who but seldom hatch eggs of 
their own ; 

Politicians, like polypi, never can cease, 

For the more you divide them the more they in- 
crease. 


Led captains are snails, that, opposed, still re- 
cede, 

Shrink, pull in their horns, and beslime where 
they feed ; 

A poet, (a modern one,) drone-like, conceals, 

Debases, and lives on the honcy he steals. 


Some call him a spider, whose venom, they say, 

Spun into non-naturals, poisons his prey ; 

Man-tigers are bailiffs, who lurk till they’ve clawed 
yes ; ; 

And suck up your blood ere they mangle your ~ 
body. 


A lawyer a non-descript monster we deem,— 

Shark, whale, or leviathan’s nothing to him, 

His green bag’s a belly which simile mocks, 

For it swallows up houses, fields, forests, and 
flocks ! 


But he who to cite every emblem should dare, 

Of reptile and rascal! of bully and bear! 

While prating of asses, owls, monkies, and goats, 
Might cut his own fingers and other folks’ throats. 


GEL PL LAE 


WINE! WINE! RICH AND ROSY WINE. 


[Translated, by Planche, from the German Opera 
of Der Freischutz. ] 


WINE, wine, rich and rosy wine ! 
In my goblet ever shine ! 

Chief of joys, I prize thee. 
Some to gold may bend the knee, 
But ’tis only sought by me, 

Wine, because it buys thee. 


Wine, thou minister of mirth— 

Wine, thou best boon of the earth, 
Be who will thy foeman, 

Here I vow to stay by thee 

Long as thou wilt stay by me— 
Longer sure can no man. 


PRIPLILSF 


AWAKE! MY DEAREST GIRL, AWAKE! 
(H. V. Smith.) 


AWAKE! my dearest girl, awake! 
And listen to my strain ; 

And, for thy faithful Edwin’s sake, 
Oh listen not in vain. 

The moon with lustre shines so bright, 
The stars o’erspread the sky, 

All hushed in sleep—still is the night, 
No screech-owl vents its cry, 

My love’ 

Oh could I, like the bards of old, 

Instil by music’s aid, 
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Then through my lute I would unfold 
My love tor thee, dear maid. 
Oh from sweet slumber quickly rise, 
And through the lattice peep, 
There see thy Edwin—hear his sighs, 
Who, like THEE, cannot sleep— 
My love! 


SPPL LL LPF 


HARD TIMES; 
OR, THE YEAR 1192. 


TIME was when to offer a cow folks were willing 
For ten-pence, who now sell a sheep for a shilling ; 
An ox very lately was worth eighteen-pence, 
Now they charge half-a-crown, without any pre- 
tence ; 
As to bread, we to eat it must very soon cease, 
For double peck loaves are three farthings a-piece. 
Oh! well-a-day! what shall we do, 
In this year “leven hundred and ninety-two? 


What, though wages rise, and a stout man, they 
say, 
uf ites aaae earn near a penny a day, 
For which I have bought forty capons, or more ; 
Now, the villanous rogues charge as much for a 
score 5 
And wine, upon which, in old time, I intruded, 
Is four-pence a dozen, no bottles included. 
Then, ah! well-a-day ! what shall we do, 
In one thousand one hundred and ninety-two ? 


Since times are so bad, and all things go awry, 
And, as there’s no living, ’tis better to die ; 
And, since I can’t stay to enjoy it myself, 
To my pretty Elgiva I leave all my pelf; 
Dear me, how she’ll weep, when my fate she shall 
hear, 
And find herself worth two pounds seven a-year. 
Oh dear! what shall we do, 
In this year, “leven hundred and ninety-two? 


As for raiment, what I shall do nobody knows, 
But my master, the baron, provides me in clothes: 
Cloaks, jerkins, and doublets, maintain such a 
rice, 
es ates must be turncoats, and make ’em serve 
twice 5 
And as for small garments that haven’t a name, 
They’re five groats a pair, and I’m sure that’s a 
shame ! 
Then, oh! well-a-day! what shall we do, 
In one thousand one hundred and ninety-two ? 
KATHLEEN MA VOURNEEN CUSHLAH 
MA CHREE. 


Air—* The Humours of Glen.” 


O DISTANT, but dear, is that sweet island, wherein 
My hopes, with my Kathleen and kindred, 
abide 5 
And far though I wander from thee, emerald Erin, 
No space can the links of love’s chain divide. 
Fairest spot of the earth, brightest gem of the 
ocean, 
How oft have I wakened my wild harp to thee ; 
While with eye of expression, and heart of emo- 


tion, 
Listened Kathleen ma vourneen cushlah ma 
chree. 
The bloom of the moss-rose, the blush of the 
morning, 


The face of my fair one discloses their dye ; 
What ruby can rival the lip of ma vourneen? 
What diamond in dazzle can equal her eye ? 
Her silken hair vies with the sunbeams in bright- 
ness 3 
Her bosom is white as the surf of the sea; 
And the footstep is like to the fairies in lightness, 
Of Kathleen ma vourneen cushlah ma chree. 
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{ Fair muse of the minstrel! beloved of my bosom» 


As the song of thy praise and my passion I 
breathed, 
Thy fair fingers oft, with the triad-leafed blossom, 
Sweet Erin’s green emblem, my wild harp hath 
wreathed ; 


While with soft meltiny murmurs the bright river 


ran on, 
That by thy bower follows the sun to the sea: 
Then, O! soon dawn the day I review the sweet 
Shannon, 
And Kathleen ma vourneen cushlah ma chree. 


PIII ILL #E 


WITH WINE AND FLIP I DRINK AND 
SING. 


(T. Inskip.) 


THE hardy sailor, glory’s son, 
Secure amidst all arms, 
Ne’er seeks the hostile foe to shun, 
But braves the worst alarms. 
His mind is social, gay, and free; 
He gains his friend’s esteem ; 
All day he sings with jocund glee, 
And this his fav’rite theme : 
With wine and flip I drink and sing, 
The bliss of friendship prove, 
Protect my country, serve my king, 
And prize the girl I love. 


When grappling with the hostile foe, 
Undaunted still and brave, 
Should angry fate direct the blow, 
He finds a watery grave. 
But should he live—triumphant still, 
He braves the boisterous main ; 
Whilst riches all his coffers fill, 
He tunes his fav’rite strain. 
With wine and flip, &c. 


And when each toilsome danger’s o’er, 
And furious discords cease, 
He seeks again his native shore, 
To eat the bread of peace. 
The happy spot he left behind, 
With fresh delight he views, 
And whilst new pleasures fill his mind, 
His fav’rite theme pursues. 
With wine and flip, &c. 


OLLI L LLP? 


THE CONSTANTINOPLE TRUNK-MAKER. 
( Allingham. ) 
AT Constantinople a trunk-maker dwelt ; 
Ali Noisy, a turbulent Turk, 
with his hammer : 
And of him oft ’twas said, 
That to get his daily bread, ~ 
He made a vast deal more noise than work, 
with his hammer 
Thumping, rapping, knocking, 
The din he made was shocking ! 
Oh! what a row with Ali and his hammer! 


The neighbours, at length, with Ali went to law, 
For thumping ’em out of their lives 
with his hammer. 
Ali then his trade declined, 
And sought to divert his mind, 
By marrying two couple of wives,— 
with his hammer— 
Left off rapping, knocking, 
Yet a noise was heard more shocking, 
What a row with his wives, without his hainmer. 


Four wives requiring that Ali should bestir, 
Why he soon fell to work as before, 
with his hammer: 
Making as much noise as ever, 
Yet the neighbours heard it never, 
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The ladies contrived to make a little more 
than the hammer, 

All the thumping, all the knocking, 
Was drowned by noise more shocking, 
His four spouses were too loud for his hammer ! 


GPLPPEI POR? 


MAN OF SORROWS, GONE FOR EVER. 
Air—* Ah! Perdona.”—(Miss Bryant.) 


MAN of sorrows, gone for ever, 
Art thou, to the lonely tomb ; 

Thy lays again will glad us—never, 
Though thy laurelled wreath shall bloom. 


How that heart that e’er could slight thee, 
Now must feel the throb of pain ; 

If Fate, at least, moves on to right thee, 
Peace it ne’er canst know again. 


Yes, thy breast’s wild throbs are over, 
Mortal ills no more thou’lt know ; 

E’en Pity scans thy follies over, 
?T'was not well to spurn thee so. 


Could a bosom e’er adoring, 
Still a ruthless dagger leave ; 
Man may err,—but faults deploring, 
Woman’s right is to forgive. 


Doomed in distant lands to wander, 
Glory’s sun beamed o’er thy mind, 

Though thy heart was torn asunder, 
By a fragile love unkind. 


Forced at once from dreams of pleasure, 
How thy mournful lyre awoke ; 

Notes of deepest, saddest measure, 
Till the lyre and heart were broke. 


But thou art gone, ah! words of sorrow, 
Gone to slumber with the dead, 

And the cause must wake, each morrow, 
From a ruthless widowed bed. 


Grecian thoughts fly sadly to thee ; 
Grecian prayers ascend on high ; 

Shades of heroes fondly view thee 
Wand’ring in eternity. 

Though thy many faults defaced thee, 
All have faded in the tomb ; 

And the muse that sweetly graced thee 
Only makes thy virtues bloom. 


But, fare thee well! thou’rt gone for ever! 
Nations breathe it with a sigh; 

And though grief thy heart could sever, 
Yet thy fame can never die. 


GLILPFIIIP 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE PASTRYCOOK. 
Air— Monsieur Nontongpaw.” 


MOUNSEER, grown tired of fricasee, 
Vowed Old England he would see ; 

To London came, where roasted beef 
And puddings large, pass all belief. 
Mounseer found fault with all he saw, 
He swore we eat our meat quite raw ; 
Then out he pulled his pocket-book, 
And wrote, “ de English no can cook.” 


Before the "Change this Frenchman stood, 
Says he, “ I do smell something good 5” 
His nose then led him slap-bang pop 

Into famed Birch’s pastry-shop. 

Some soup he took, and then a puff, 

A tartlet, and a pinch of snuff: 

“* Ma Foi,” says he, ‘ vere is my book, 
Me mark dis Birch, the pastry-cook.” 


Famed Bethlem next to view he went, 
In front there stood a regiment ; 
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“« Sure invalids,” says he, “ might do 

To guard such lunatics as you ; 

Your colonel, vat is his name ?” 

Birch, ‘* Vat, Birch, the pastry-cook?”’ 
very same. 

“‘ Mon Dieu!” says he, “ vere is my book? 

Vat, Colonel Birch a pastry-cook ?” 


To Guildhall next his way he steered, 

When bawling loud on high appeared 

An orator, who loudly spoke 

Of Britain’s claims,—her hearts of oak! 

«¢ Dat orator, vat is his name ?” 

Birch. ‘‘ Vat, Birch, de pastry-cook?”” The 
very same. : 

<« Parblieu,” says he, “ vere is my book? 

He’s orator, colonel, pastry-cook.” 


The 


St. Paul’s he next, with wonder, viewed, 

The school he entered—no boy rude ; 

‘« How quiet,” says he, << just like von church !” 
For this, says one, thank old Tom Birch. © 

<« Vat, Birch again? you joke,” cried he ; 

But they all cried, O, monsieur, oui! 

<¢ Professeur! he will fill my book, 

De orator, colonel, pastry-cook !” 


To Drury-lane he bent his way, 

The Adopted Child was then the play ; 

He then cried out give me von book, 

And found ’twas wrote by Birch, the cook ; 
<« By gar! ven Monsieur Birch shall die, 
In lead his bones vill surely lie ; 

To Vestminster they vill him took, 
Although he is von pastry-cock !” 


In Cheapside next he took his stand, 

To view the Lord Mayor’s Show so grand ; 
«© Ah, ah!” cried he, ‘‘ give me my book. 
Vat is his name ?””—Why, Birch, the cook. 
<¢ By gar! dis Monsieur Birch no fool, 
Him vell know how the roast to rule: 

In state him live, and great him look, 
Right Honourable Pastry-cook.”’ 


PLP OC PR aI- 


THE DAYS OF OUR HAPPINESS. 


HE days of our happiness gliding away, 

A year seems a moment, and ages a day ; 
But fortune converting our smiles into tears, 
What an age a diminutive moment appears ! 


Ah, fortune! possessed of so fickle a name, 


‘Why only in this art thou ever the same? 


Oh, change! and bid moments of pleasure move 
slow, 
And give eagle-plumes to the moments of woe. 


PPGIL IP IF 


MRS. DICK DOBBINS AND THE MALI- 
CIOUS SERGEANT. 


Air—‘* Gee up Dobbin.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


DOWN in Zomerzetshire, where I lived, do ye zee, 

All alone ’long o’ mother as znug as might be, 

I wur counted top hond by the zide o’ cart-wheel, 

And at plough-tail behoind, that Old Captain 
could feel. 


SPOKEN.] He always knowed my crack 0’ t’ 
whip! By goish! how an would ztart, cock his 
rump, and prick up his ears, as much as zay, Oa! 
thee be’st there, then, be’st thee ? the marment he 
wur yeard my— 

Gee whoap, Captain! hey whoap, Captain! 
Gee whoap, Captain! gee whoap, gee woa! 


As in managing Captain, I wur zo well zkilled, 

To my word of command, farm and field zo well 
drilled ; 

I’d a notion a wife I might drill just the zame, 

If [ took one quite young, as most yeazy to tame. 
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SPOKEN.] If I can get one, zays I to myzen, 
what yean’t had her mouth hardened wi’ v’ bit, 
when I’s once getten her in gearings, I’ll zoon 
bring zhe to t’ whip an’ reins like t’ old horse, 
when zhe vinds I’m her— 

Gee whoap, Captain! &c. 


Zoa next vfair I looked round, when a tight lass I 
zeed, 

What, thought I to myzen, would make just a nice 

breed ! 

When I axed would zhe loike I her Captain zhould 

be? 

.* Ees, I zhould, Dick, and zoon, too!’ zaid Ra- 
chel, zaid she. 


SPOKEN.] By gom! says I, then it be all agreed, 
right and tight as ’twur. I ha’ gotten t’ ring all 
ready ; zoa we'll put the barns up a Zunday in 
church, and then we’ll— 

Gee whoap, Captain! &c. 
Now, to zhorten my teal, zoon we two wur made 
one, 
When I found zoon my captainship all wur nigh 
: gone ; 
Though zhe wanted no whip for the virst month 
or two, 


At last neither whip, rein, nor the curb-bit would 


do. 


SPOKEN.] I’s tell thee what, Mistress Dick 
Dobbins, zays I, I'll teake thee zome day to plough 
wi’ me, for a bit of a lesson how I manages dril- 
ling wi’— 

Gee whoap, Captain! &c. 
Zoa I did, but, by gom! ’stead of drilling o’ zhe, 
Zhe wur took’t as her lesson for drilling o’ me. 
Zays I, Mistress Dick Dobbins, come, that wonna 


fit, 
Zoa V’ll try thy hard mouth wi’ a double curb-bit. 


SPOKEN.] I tried it on, you zee, but it would 
na do; she wur too strong o’ the jaw for me; zoa, 
as I could na meark a good job on’t, I vound ita 
dom’d bad job at last altogether! for zhe wanted 


herzen to be the— 
Gee whoap, Captain! &c. 


Though, at last, by my drill bad no better would 


get, ' 
What’s the last o’ my teal is the worst to come 
yet 5 
For zhe arter wur wanted to work my disgrace, 
Wi’ a malicious sergeant, what lived in our place. 
SPOKEN.] By gom! comed whoam one night a 
little groggy wi’ a drop of malt, from zign o’ t’ 


Ploughshare, and vound a long swad by Rachel’s: 


side. There wur zhe and t’ malicious sergeant 
quite znug, as abody may zay. Dang my buttons, 
Mistress Dick Dobbins, says I, what be thee at 
now? Sergeant wur wanted to march, but ztop, 
says I,.a bit; I zhall gi’ thee a bit of a drilling 
first ; zoa,— 

Gee whoap, sergeant! hey whoap, sergeant ! 

Gee whoap, Rachel! gee whoap, gee woa! 


Now, then, Mistress Dick Dobbins, zays I, d’ye 
see, 
As thic be the last drilling thee’ll e’er get 0’ me, 
Wi’ thy malicious sergeant, here take my drill- 
rope, 
And while door’s now wide open together elope. 
SPOKEN.] Zoa I gi’d em béth another tip for 
luck loike, as I wur bundled ’em out together to 
meark the best they could on’t! Dom my old 
hatchet! says I to myzen, but I ha’ getten a new 
lease 0’ my loife now, howsomdever! Zoa, you 
zee I wur mearde a mortal good job at last o’ my 
Gee whoap, drilling! hey whoap, drilling ! 
Gee whoap, drilling! gee last, gee woa! 


173 


WHY ARE YOU WANDERING HERE, 
IPRAY? 


(Kenney. ) 


WHY are you wandering here, I pray? 
An old man asked a maid one day. 
Looking for poppies so bright and red, 
Father, said she, I’m hither led. 

Fie! fie! 

She heard him cry, 
Poppies, ’tis known to all who rove, 
Grow in the fields, and not the grove, 


Tell me again, the old man said, 
Why are you loitering here, fair maid? 
The nightingale’s song so sweet and clear, 
Father, said she, I come to hear. 
Fie! fie! 
She heard him cry, 
Nightingales all, so people say, 
Warble by night, and not by day. 
The sage looked grave, the maiden shy, 
When Lubin jumped over the style hard by ; 
The sage looked graver, the maid more glum, 
Lubin he twiddled his finger and thumb. 
Fie! fie! 
The old man’s cry, 
Poppies like this I own are rare, 
And of such nightingale’s songs beware. 


JOHN STRONG, 
(Hudson. ) 


THE day that John Strong, poor lad, took him a 
wife 
Was a monstratus unlucky sad day for he ; 
For she brought wi’ her nonght but trouble and 
strife, 
And made him as wretched as wretched could 
be. , 
Before time for bed, her nose had got red, 
She was drunk as a pig, which to John gave niuch 
pain: 
Says she, my dear John, pray don’t ye take on, 
And I vow that I never will do it again. 


A week after marriage and she did not mend, 
John and her quarrelling day after day ; : 

He wished for his charmer the devil would send, - 
For no other gentleman would she obey. 


She staid out all night, and next morn in John’s 
sight 
He quickly broke out in a passionate strain 5 
Says she, my dear John, now don’t ye take on, 
And I vow that I never will do it again. 


But John still persisted, and raged more and more, 
His passion boiled over, and words begot blows, 
And down in the scuffle they fell on the floor, 
And there, O, most shocking! she bit off his 
nose. 
John struggled and cried, and to help himself 
tried, 
And he squalled, and he bawled, and he bel- 
lowed with pain; 
Says she, my dear John, now don’t ye take on, 
And I vow that I never will do it again. 


0, MARIAN, THE MERRY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

O, MARIAN, the merry, who gave you that fairing? 

The lasses all envy, lads jealously view ; 
That true lover’s knot, on your bosom, too, wear- 

ing 

O, say, blushing Marian, who gave ’em to you? 
O, the knot and the fairing were given to me 
When the golden-haired laddie came over the lea. 
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O, Marian the Merry, why now sad and sighing, 
Your tresses, neglected, are sport for the breeze, 
The villagers’ pastimes why foolishly flying, 
O say, silly Marian, what symptoms are these ? 
O, the knot and the fairing no longer please me, 
For the golden-haired laddie’s gone over the lea. 


O, Marian the merry, again sweetly smiling, 
Again like the fawn tripping lightly along, 
What innocent hope, all your sorrows beguiling, 
O, say, happy Marian, enlivens your song ? 
O, the knot and the fairing again pleasure me, 
For the golden-haired laddie’s come over the lea. 


POI L IL IF 


PUSH ABOUT THE BRISK BOWL, ’TWILL 
ENLIVEN THE HEART. 


(M. Mendez.) 


PusH about the brisk bowl, ’twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we sit down on the grass ; 

The lover who talks of his suffering and smart 
Deserves to be reckoned an ass, an ass, 
Deserves to be reckoned an ass. 


The wretch who sits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wishes to add to’the mass, 

Whate’er the curmudgeon may think of himself. 
Deserves to be reckoned an ass, an ass, &c. 


The beau who so smart with his well powdered 
hair, 
An angel beholds in his glass, ' 
And thinks with grimace to subdue all the fair, 
Deserves to be reckoned an ass, an ass, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Croesus the wealth to surpass, 

And oft while he’s wandering, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the ass, an ass, &c. 


The lawyer so grave when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with brass, 
Though he talks to no purpose, he pockets your 
fee, 


Then you, my good friend, are the ass, the 


ass, &c. 


The formal physician, who knows every ill, 
Shall last: be produced in this class 5 
he rich man awhile may confide in his skill, 
But Death proves the doctor an ass, an ass, &e. 


Then let us, companions. be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and lass, 

For he who his pleasure puts off for a day 
Deserves to be reckoned an ass, an ass, &c. 


GILL IP?ER 


A MAROON SONG. 
(P. M. James.) 


HasTE, haste, my companions, the night-dewS 
are o'er, ° 
From the mist-skirted mountains the shadows are 
flown ; 
The day-star invites to the chase of the boar, 
And the rocks’ secret echoes are waiting his 
groan. 
O’er the deep-tangled thicket our toils shall pre- 
vail, A 
In vain to the steep cliff the savage shall run, 
Where the cocoa waves gay to the balm-scented 
gale, 
And the aloe expands 1ts tall spires to the sun. 
Ye spirits, that triumphed in death o’er your foe, 
But left the dark sons of your race to complain , 
Ye that bade in your-anguish the heirs of your 
woe 
Be the heirs of your freedom, the chiefs of dis- 
dain; 
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If. ye sail in your pride on the sun’s slanting beam, 

If ye robe your stern shades in the mist’s fleeting 
form, 

Or if rather ye joy in the lightning’s fierce gleam, 

And stride on the whirlwind, and trample the 
storm, 


O come on your clouds o’er the wide rolling wave, 
To the hills of our freedom in triumph repair ; 
For the blue-mantled mountains are trod by the 

brave, 
And the dark dwelling sons of defiance are 
there. 


Hark! the horn’s swelling tones call to danger 
away, 

And when the stern course of our pleasures is 
ast, 


Though the whirlwinds of heaven wake around us 


their sway, 
We heed not the tempest, and sing to the 
ast. 


Hark, hark, my companions, the night-dews are 


o’er, 
From the mist-skirted mountains the shadows 
are flown, 


The day-star invites to the chase of the boar, 


And the rocks’ secret echoes are waiting his 
groan. 


PLAIGI?I SF 


THE ADVENTURES OF MARCOFF. 


AT school, sir, when a boy, 
Misfortune did annoy, 
And things ran so contrary, 
I oft got in a quandary, 
For whatever mischief planned, 
I still in it had a hand, 
For a frolic, few like me was the boy, sir ; 
Slyly prig 
Master’s wig, 
Leap-frog, 
Hog dog, 
Cricket, kite, 
Ball,. quoite. 


SPOKEN.] But at last I was near paying for all; 


for, having stolen a basket of grapes from an oid 
woman, 1 was pursued, but on turning a corner, 
slipt into a cake shop, while they meeting one of 


my schoolfellows, swore the robbery to him. He 


got flogged, and I escaped, singing 


Hey down, ho down, derry, derry, down, 
' To get clear none like me was the boy, sir. 


Grown up, I went to place, 
When so cruel was my case, 
With a miser, sir, I got, 
Who seldom boiled the pot ; 
Brimfull of jealous fears, 
While the mice looked up with tears, 
Oh, this was a place of no joy, sir. 
Musty gold, 
Silver mould, 
Stuffed bags, 
Want, rags, 
Empty plates, 
Cupboard, yrates. 


SPOKEN,| Ah! there want made me turn thief ; 
for a friend having sent my master some stewed 
fish, I contrived to steal a march; but had scarce 
taken a mouthful, when old Gripus entered the 
kitchen ; fright made me drop the tureén—swash 
it went—I blamed the cat, she got hung, and Iran 
away, singing 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


LIL OLAE 
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AMINTAS IS NOT, CAN’T BE FALSE 
TO 


(Mrs. Aphra Behn, 1685.) 


AMINTAS is not, can’t be false to me ; 
Amintas, he on whom my panting breast 
So oft has leaned his sighing head, 
And things so soft, so tender said ; 
_As robbed me of my heart and robbed me of my 
rest. 
So oft he vowed,. that I believed ; 
For with that tongue the world might be deceived. 


Oh! Heaven! to this poor absent swain 
Grant all the blessings in your powers ; 
Health to his flocks, and may no stain 
Of falsehood blot his much-loved name, 
That name Urania so adores ; 
Give him a fairer nymph,—almost, she said ; 
But stopping, cried, 
Give him a thousand thousand joys beside. 


PPI PLE PL SP 


THE FRIGHTENED HUSBAND; 
OR, SIGNS OF BAD WEATHER. 


FARMERS Marco and Pedro were jogging along, 
They had both been to market together, 
They grumbled that this thing and that thing was 
wrong, 
And they grumbled about the dry weather ; 
Then they talked of the wars; of the times, old 
and new ; 
They talked of their saints and their sins, not a 
few ; 
And they prayed to those saints for a shower or 
two, 
As they, grumbling, jogged on together. 
The saints heard their 
to cloud, 
They were both of them put to their tether, 
For the rain pattered down, and the thunder 
roared loud, : 

And they wished them at home safe together. 
But now to a church by good luck they came nigh, 
And in the church-porch for shelter they hie, 
And they talked of those folks who round them 

did lie, 
Regardless of wind or of weather. 
Said Marco, “ this shower will glorious be found, 
My heart is as light as a feather, 
Twill shortly bring every thing out of the ground, 
Yes, all things will spring up together.” 


prayers—for the sky ’gan 


«« Lord forbid !” said old Pedro, ‘¢ what would be | 


my lot? 
Two wives in this church-yard snug buried’ I’ve 
got: 
Should it rain cats and dogs I’ll not stay in this 
spot,” 


So he scampered off, spite of the weather. 


PPILS PL LEP 


THE MARINER. 
[Translated, by Bowring, from the Russian. ] 


RUDDERLEsS, my shattered bark, 
Driven by wild fatality, 

Hurries through the tempest dark, 
O’er the immeasurable sea. 

Yet one star the clouds shines through ; 
Little star, shine on, I pray ; 

Oh, that star is vanished too— 
My last anchor breaks away. 


Gloomy mists the horizon bound, 
Furiously the waters roar, 

Frightful gulfs are yawning round, 
Fearful crags along the shore,— 
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Then I cried, in wild despair, 

<¢ Earth and heaven abandon me ‘” 
Fool! the heavenly pilot there 

May thy silent helmsman be. 


Through the dark, the maddened waves, 
O’er the dangerous craggy bed, 

Midst the night-enveloped graves,— 
Lo! I was in safety led 

By the unseen guardian hand,— 
Darkness gone, and calm the air,— 

And I stood on Eden’s land,— , 
Three sweet angels hailed me there! 


Everlasting fount of love! 
Now will I confide in thee: 
Kneeling midst the joys above, 
Thy resplendent face I see. 
Who can paint thee ?—fair and bright! 
Thy soul-gladdening beauty tell? 
Midst heaven’s music and heaven’s light, 
Purity ineffable ! 


Oh, unutterable joy! 
In thy light to breathe—to be! 
Strength, and heart, and soul employ, 
Oh my God ! in:loving thee. 
Though my path were dark and drear, 
Holiest visions round me rise, 
Stars of hope are smiling there,— 
Smiling down from Paradise. 


OLE LLIOP 


DEAR MARY, MY LOVE. 
(J. Shield.) 


OH, where art thou straying, dear Mary, my 
love ! 

Our meeting delaying, dear Mary, my love! 

By the brook, on whose margin green willows hang 
weeping, 


In the deep lonely dell, where the echoes are 
sleeping, 
And by the steep cliff, which the hawk’s wing is 
sweeping, 
in vain have I sought thee, dear Mary, my 
love! 


Oh, grief for thy staying, dear Mary, my love 


Upon me is preying, dear Mary, my love! 


Though joy in each bosom triumphant is reigning, 
Yet mine to despondence a prey is remaining, 
Dejected I wander, thus sadly complaining, 

Oh, why art thou absent, dear Mary, my love! 


PLL PPLE L PE 


OLD FATHER ANTIC—THE LAW. 


OLD father Antic—the law, 

With his wig full of wisdom and awe, 
He’ll coax and amuse ye, 
Confound and confuse ye, 

Till fast you get fixed in his claw; 
Then lofty or low be, 

He’ll tickle your toby, 

Will old father Antic—the law. 


Old father Antic—the law, _ 

Will chatter like any jack-daw, 
While justice is waiting, 
With parchment and prating, 

Descant on each quibble and flaw ; 
So quick in his notions, 

So slow in his motions, 

{s old father Antic—the law. 


Old father Antic—the law, 

If once he can catch Johnny Raw, 
In fighting his battles, 
His goods and his chattels 
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He’ll swallow all into his maw, 
For Sin is his mother, 
And Beelzebub’s brother 

Is old father Antic—the law. 


GC PLLEL AF 


HARK, THE CONVENT BELLS. 
PORTUGUESE AIR. 


HARK, the convent bells are ringing, 
And the nuns are sweetly singing, 
<¢ Holy Virgin, hear our prayer.” 
See, the novice comes to sever 
Every worldly tie for ever ; 
<< Take, O take her to your care.” 
Stull radiant gems are shining, 
Her jet black locks entwining, 
And her robes, around her flowing, 
With sunny tints are glowing : 
But all earthly rays are dim: 
«« Splendours brighter 
Now invite her, 
While we chant our vesper hymn.” 


Now the lovely maid is kneeling, 
With uplifted eyes appealing ; 

«* Holy Virgin, hear her prayer.” 
See the abbess, bending o’er her, 
Breathes the sacred vow before her, 

<¢ Take, O take her to your care.” 
Her form no more possesses 
Those dark luxuriant tresses 5 
The solemn words are spoken, 

Each earthly link is broken, 
And all earthly joys are dim: 
«© Splendours brighter 
Now invite her, 
While we chant our vesper hymn.” 


GP PPIAGLP 


IN PARIS, AS IN LONDON. 
(Dibdin. ) 
In Paris, as in London, 
Vice thrives, and virtue’s undone, 
Errors, passions, want of truth, 
Folly in age, as well as youth, 
Are things by no means rare ; 
But honest usurers, friends sincere, 
And judges with their conscience clear, 
C’est. qu’on ne voit guere. 


In Paris all things vary, 
Sixteen and sixty marry, 

Men presuming on their purse, 
Heirs with their estates at nurse, 

Are things by no means rare ; 
But doctors who refuse a fee, 

‘And wives and husbands who agree, 

C’est qu’on ne voit guere. 

In Paris idle passion 

And folly lead the fashion, 
Attention paid to show and dress, 
Modest merit in distress, 

Are things by no means rare ; 
But friendship in sarcastic sneers, 
And honesty in widow’s tears, 

C’est qu’on ne voit guere. 


OIL PLE LP 


SHE’S GONE, THE DARK-EYED MAID OF 


LOVE. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


Sue’s gone, the dark-eyed maid of love, 
Gone from this heart, and many a token 
Too truly tells I’m doomed to rove 
In sorrow, till this heart is broken. 


And was thy young heart vainly sought, 
And did you fondly bid me cherish 


The sweetest hopes, but to be taught 


That both thy vows and I must perish? 


Oh! when a smile played o’er thy cheek, 
Though it were cold as breeze of even, 

Still, like that breeze, thy smile could speak, 
Though cold, alas, ’twas sweetly given. 


But, fare thee well, false maid of love, 
Thus, thus each worldly tie must sever ; 

Thou’rt gone in paths of joy to rove, ~ 
While peace shall beam on me—ah! never. - 


OFFI IFIF 


SUCH AN ACTOR I DID GROW. 


Air—** Such a Beauty I did grow.”—(J. Bruton.) 


WHEN I wur a little boy, 
And used to stump the sod, 
At our village of Hoy’s Norton, 
They called me Tony Clod. 
Such an.actor I did grow, &c. 


I being thought a lad of parts, 
A diamond of the age, 
Dad clapt I on the Lonnun coach, 
To bring me on the stage. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


I went before the manager, 
Who my appearance lack’d, 
And ax’d me, being a lad o’ parts, 
What parts I’d like to act? 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


Why, please you, manager, said I, 
D’ye see, I'm always civil, 
Nothing to me e’er comes amiss, 
I can play the very devil. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


A piece was wrote expressfully 
. For my attempt to make in; 
And it was called the bacon-frier— 
No—it was a Frier Bacon. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


I felt all over flusterified, 
And at first to appear was loth; 
And manager said I was down-hearted, 
Though my heart was in my mouth. ee 
’ Such an actor I did grow, &e. 


But 1 mustered somehow courage up 
When I heard the people shout 5 
And going up to make a bow, 
I fell down, and broke my snout. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


I once play’d Harry with King Dick, 
Who stuck I in a fit, 

And bellowed out, “© Down, down to hell!” 
When I rolled into the pit. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


But on the world’s extensive stage, 
Where’s many drollish dogs, 
The best of spouting I can larn 
Is how to spout my togs. 
Such an actor I did grow, &c. 


GIL PILL P 


HERE’S A HEALTH TO ALL GOOD 
LASSES. 


HERE’Ss a health to all good lasses, 
Pledge it merrily, fill your glasses, 
Let the bumper toast go.round 5 

May they live a life of pleasure, 
Without mixture without measure, . 
For in that true joys are found. 
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Pray, goody, please to moderate the rancour of your tongue: 
ash those sparks-of fury from your eyes ? 


Sa aS 


PRAY, GOODY 
(O’ Hara. ) 


PRAY, goody, please to moderate the rancour of 


your tongue : 


Why flash those sparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember, when the judgement’s weak, the pre- 


judice is strong ; 
A stranger why will you despise ? 
Ply me, try me, 
Prove, ere you deny me ; 
If you cast me off you blast me, 
Never more to rise. 


Pray, goody, please to moderate, &c. 


GPIPLLIIEF 


MY MORNING PRAYER TO HEAVEN IS 


FLOWN. 
( Arnold.) 


My morning prayer to heaven is flown, 
To which you point the way, 

To call a special blessing down, 
On this your natal day. 

May all the bliss you widely spread, 
Like heaven reflected here, 

Be paid by blessings on your head, 
For many a lengthened year. 


My morning hymn to heaven is flown, 
And such my evening lay, 

To call a special blessing down, 
On this your nuptial day. 

And still may both your years be crowned 
With undivided bliss ; 

And every future day be found 
As rich in joy as this. 


COPPLIGS 
MASTER FROST AND MISS SNOW. 


(Rhodes, ) 


SINCE marriage is deemed a great pleasure, 
And the happiest station in life, 
40--VOL, 1. 


Then who but would have such a treasure, 
__A companion, a friend, and a wife? 
Both dukes, lords, and commons, 
Obey Love’s summons, 
And to Hymen’s blest altar they go: 
But strange names we find, 
That to wed are inclined, 
Master Frost and the charming Miss Snow 


In winter they travel, I’m told, 

And companions together they go, 
But the lady thought Frost was too bold, 
For he wanted to roll in the Snow. 
His heart melted, they say, 

Like an icicle away, 
To find his intentions so crost : 
Like an ague, then, he shook, 
And he gave the maid a look ; 
Miss Snow did the same to Master Frost. 


A rival there was to this match, 
Who wanted to find out a flaw; 
To her virtue some blame he attached, 
And this enemy was called Master Thaw, 
They grew warm at his name, 
And each thought the same, 
If he conquered they surely were lost ; 
But they soon made him rue, 
And without more ado, 
Miss Snow became a part of Mr. Frost. 


This couple did some months in the year 
Very constant to each other prove ; 
When, lo! wicked Thaw did appear, 
Who seduced Mrs. Frost from her love. 
They then crossed the sea, 
Frost followed, they say, 
And ’twas thought all the party were lost; 
But his wife he did recover, 
And on Christmas-day came over 
From the north, Mr. and Mrs. Frost. 
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PUSH ABOUT THE JORUM. 
(K. O’ Hara.) 


WHEN bickerinys hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at Gamiorum ; 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
Is—push about the jorum. 


When fist on jug, 
Coifs who can lug, 
Or show me that glib speaker, 
Who her red rag, 
In gibe can wag, 
With her mouth full of liquor. 


FLIPELES 


THOSE HOURS ARE DEAR TO MEMORY. 
( Arnold.) 


OH! I could weep for those past hours, 
Which bound in chains our mind, 

As lightly as the wreaths of flowers 
That round thy brows I twined ; 

How fresh the garlands that we wreathed, 
And sweet those flowers we wove ; 

And dear those moments—oh! they breathed 
Of happiness and love. 


Those wreaths are faded now, and dead, 
And scattered on the plain ; 

Those happy times, alas! are fled, 
And ne’er return again ; 

Yet, though for ever fled,—those hours 
Are dear to memory ; 

As those neglected, withered flowers 
Still yield a fragrancy. 


PPL PELE 


THE BRITISH TRUE BLUE. 
Air—“ On board of a Man of War.” 


WHEN the drum beats to arms each bold British 
tar 
Bids farewell to his girl, wife, or friend, 
Courageously flies to the dangers of war, 
His country and king to defend ; 
His heart burns for victory, for honour and gain, 
Determined his foes to subdue, 
Thus flies to the bulwarks that sails on the main, 
None can equal the courage of true blue. 


How noble is the sight of the grand British fleet, 
As down Channel their course they do steer, 

Hach true British tar longs his enemy to meet, 
No storms nor no dangers does fear ; 

His heart burns for victory, for honour, and gain, 
Determined his foes to subdue, 

Thus flies to the bulwarks that sails on the main, 
None can equal the courage of true bjue. 


If our enemies should dare for to meet us once 
more, 
Like lightning to our quarters we’ll fly, 
Like thunder in the air our great guns they shall 
roar, ° 
Determined to conquer or die ; 
Our officers and tars, they are valiant and brave, 
_ Our admirals are loyal and true, 
They die by their guns, Britons’ rights to maintain, 
None can equal the courage of trne blue. 


If yard-arm and yard-arm alongside of our foes 
Our strong floating batteries should lie, 

If our enemies should sink and chance down to go, 
To our boats then we instantly fly ; 

In time of distress all assistance we give, 
All dangers we eagerly pursue, 

Our foes for to save from their watery grave, 
None can equal the courage of true blue. 
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When our prize we have taken and made acer our 
own, 
For some port our ship gloriously steers, 
When the harbour we’ve gained and arrived safe 
at home, 
We give our admiral three cheers, 
We drink a good health to our kind loving wives, 
And each pretty girl that’s constant and true: 
Now this is the way that we spend our lives, 
None can equal the courage of true blue. 


GPBEPEO PPP 


*TIS WINE, ’TIS WINE, CAN GRIEF DEFY 
( Upton.) 
CHARGE your glasses, fill them high, 
*Tis wine, ’tis wine, can prief defy, 
And drown the greybeard Care ; 
’Tis sparkling wine, like crystal bright, 
That puts the gloomy elves to flight, 
And kills the fiend Despair. . 
Then charge your glasses, fill them high, 
For wine, for wine, can grief defy. 


Charge your glasses, fill them high, 
- ?Tis wine, ’tis wine, like beauty’s eye, 

That makes the night divine ; 

And ere the bird of eve takes wing, 

We'll bring the beams, the sunbeams in, 
With women, wit, and wine. ~ 

Then charge your glasses, fill them high, 

’Tis wine, ’tis wine, can grief defy. 


PLIPLPLP LI 


THE CASTLED CRAG OF DRACHENFELS. 
(Lord Byron.) 


THE castled crag of Drachenfels 
Frowns o’er the wide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine ; 
And hills, all rich with blossomed trees ; 
And fields, which promise corn and wine ; 
And scattered cities crowning these, 
Whose far wide walls along them shine ; 
Have strewed a scene, which I should see 
With double joy, wert thow with me. 


And peasant girls, with deep blue eyes, 
And hands, which offer early flowers, 
Walk smiling o’er this paradise ; 

Above, the frequent feudal towers, 
Through green leaves lift their walls of grey ; 
And many a rock, which steeply lowers, 

And noble arch in proud decay, 
Look o’er this vale of vintage bowers ; 

But one thing wants these banks of Rhine,— 
Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine. 


I send thee lilies given to me ; 
Though long before thy hand they touch, 
I know that they must withered be ; 
But yet reject them not as such, 
For I have cherished them as dear, 
Because they yet may meet thine eye, 
And guide thy soul to mine even here, 
When thou beholdest them drooping nigh, 
And knowest them gathered by the Rhine, 
And offered from my heart to thine. 


The river nobly foams and flows, 
The charm of this enchanted ground, 
And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round ; 
The haughtiest breast its wish might bound, 
Through life to dwell delighted here ; 
Nor could on earth a spot be found, 
To nature and to me so dear, 
Could thy dear eyes in following mine, 
Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine. 
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PITY THE SORROWS OF A POOR OLD 
MAN, WHO FEARS HE SHALL DIE 
SINGLE. 


(Beuler.) 


© PITY the sorrows of a poor old man! 
I will no longer tarry ; 
Oh! say you’ll wed—I’ll put up the bans, 
And we will go and marry. 
When I was young, I often ran 
With girls to dance and mingle ; 
Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
Who fears he shall die single. 


When young, a maid made me afraid, 
Lest she should pop the question ; 

But now I’m old I am more bold, 
Oh! wedded life’s the best one. 

i’m growing tired, I’ll change my plan, 
A singie life is folly ; 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
Who’s getting melancholy. 


At night, black sprites give fears and frights, 
I’m poor with all my treasures ; 
i’m cold, I’m worse, I want a nurse, 
I want sweet wedlock’s pleasures ; 
I mope and mump, do all I can, 
For want of woman near me. 
Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
I want a wife to cheer me. 


When I go out the people shout, 
Pull, push, and tease, and flout me ; 
{ have no son, I have no one 
That cares at all about me; 
T’ll have a wife, whate’er her tan, 
V1l have a son and daughter. 
Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
Don’t let him die a martyr. 


I’m not much more than seventy-four, 
So now’s your time, young ladies ; 

Though old, I’m young, I feel quite strong, 
Then d me! who afraid is? 

Oh! give a smile behind your fan, 
Remember, time is precious. 

Oh! oh! pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 
And let the parson bless us. 





GRILLE LOH 


THE CHEERFUL HORN THAT HATLS 
THE MORN. 


SEE! from her rosy portal, 
The smiling morning peeps, 
And cries to each dull mortal, 
Supine in sloth who sleeps, 
Awake! nor vainly dreaming, 
Neglect the sweets of May. 
O’er all creation gleaming, 
Behold the glance of day, 

See, Phoebus shows his radiant face, 
While forward springs the lusty bound, 
The jocund-hunt, with keen-nosed hound, 

The cheerful horn, 
That hails the morn, 
And urges on the chase. 


The vocal copse, whose bushes 
The breeding throng provoke, 
Where morning hymns of thrushes 
Yield to the woodman’s stroke, 
In vain affords a cover 
To hide the panting game : 
Tom, Ringwood, Shock, or Rover 
The flying prey proclaim : ; 
Trembling he leaves his lurking place, 
While through the trees now following bound, 
The jocund hunt, with keen-nosed hound, &c, 


The shadows now are lengthening, 
And now the lusty hind, 

Nature’s resources strengthening, 
On homely meal had dined ; 

While the exulting hollow, 
Which first we faintly hear, 

At length, as close they follow, 
Comes pouring on the ear. 

And now, while they his footsteps trace, 
Their dying prey, with lusty bound, 
The hunters seize, with keen-nosed hound, &c. 


SLIP IPLEIL S 


I OFT HAVE TOLD THEE THAT I LOVE. 
(daik.) 


« OFT have told thee that I love, 

, And oft we vowed, in thee believing ; 

But thy caprice has made me prove 
Thy smiles to me were all deceiving. 


How could’st thou thus my passion slight ? 
How could’st thou my hopes beguiling ? 
Ah! what has made thee thus delight 
To rend my heart, when thou’rt smiling. 


1 tell thee, fair one, thou shalt see 

A heart too true thou hast been tearing ; 
At every pore it bleeds for thee, 

Though thou for me art nothing caring. 


Yet, false one, know the day shall be 
When, lovers from thy presence flying, 

Thou lt breathe a plaintive sigh for me, 
To calm thy griefs when thou art dying. 


PPI LaAIGL SH 


NOCTURNAL SPORTS ; 
OR, A GAME VISIT TO BOW-STREET. 
Air—“* Love and Whiskey.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


I’M a jolly blade, 

Full of life and wigor, 
A tailor I’m by trade, 

No swell in Bond-street’s bigger. 
At night high-vater mark, 

Togged out in gemmen’s garment, 
Bang up, for bit o’ lark, 

I mills the. vatchmen-varment. 


SPOKEN,] ’Cause, ye sce, I hates your cust 
charleymen; “cause vhy, they’re alvus so d—d 
troublesome vhen a body vants to vhipstich up a 
bit of a spree for a lark; an’ that’s vhat no gem- 
man don’t like to be hintarupted in, ye see. So vhen 
I’m up to fun, I’m alvus down upon takin’ measure 
o’ they off hand to begin vith. I say, you Char-~ 
ley, vhat are you Aup to vith that there vench. 
That there’s my vife, my rum un, so that suit 
vo’n’t fit, you see. I sees vhat you’re arter, but 
the cut vo’n’t do, demme. Arrah, now, if that’s 
the case of it, Mister Cut, says Charley, you’re 
cutting yourself out for a watchhouse fit; for if 
this strumpet-robber’s your wife now, I’ll be giving ~ 
myself charge of you as her accomplish, so here’s 
for it! Yes, says I, an’ here’s get for it, Charley, 
without a word more. Tip. his light-box a rattler- 
smash at once; in goes the horn, out goes the 


j candle-end, away flies his lantern, up goes his 


rattle, and down goes Charley, sprawling in the 
gutter. Hurra! go it, for a jolly Drury mill, Lady 
Barrymore, blue-ruin, and Bow-street! Give the 
nabs the double though, after taking measure, and 
generally cut out escape before I’m stitched up in 
eee and pressed off! So, ye see why I’m 
alvus 


Ri tum ti tum tum, 
To mill the vatchmen-varment 
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I knows vnat’s hall the go, 
Hamongst your bloods 0’ fashion ; 
So, vonce got in a row, 
Through thick and thin I dash on; 
Vhativer scores I owes, 
Vhereiver I’ve been lushing, 
I pays, the covies knows, 
Vith a good fistic brushing! 


SPOKEN.] Comes the ’igh go; the flash swell, 
ye see, with ”em gammons vaiters, an’ queers the 
tavern coves! I say, you sir, you vaiter; bring 
me a weal-cutlet, done with the gravy in it, and 
not too brown, demme! Stop, bring me a bottle 
of sherry first, to start with. Brought the sherry. 
That’s a trump; now sherry to the cook. Sir, 
ve’ve no cutlets. No; that’s a bad cut, demme! 
what, not a shred left? cutting too close to mea- 
sure, left no cabbage then, eh? Sir, there’s a 
leg and two wings of goose, if—O, bring ’em in; 
that’s a tight fit! let me ’ave the leg an’ wings ; 
nothing better than goose, and I like something to 
fly vith. There, that ll do; now tip us a thim- 
bleful o’ brandy to finish off the last stitch. All 
right ! now walk off till I call you to run to the 
Bank, as I vants change? Vell, gemmen, you 
looks at me as if you vas up; no matter, I’m 
down upon ye. I say, old gemman in the corner 
there, vhat d’ye think 0’ the times? Why, sir, I 
think the times and that seems rather loose, and I 
—O, demme, don’t talk 0’ loose seams, it puts 
a body in mind so of a mending job. Vell, 
vaiter, vhat’s matter? any think broke? I vas just 
going to ring ; so tip us another bottle o’ bang-up, 
Billy; a’n’t your name Bill? eh! O yes, I see, 
got it in your hand. Vhat’s a stitch dropped? 
Why, sir, master says your bank’s all gammon, 
he thinks, and There, didn’t I tell you so? 
Tell me what, sir? What, sir, vhy that 1 vants 
change. O, I’ll go an’ patter to the ‘cove myself. 
Insult a gemman, demme! I say, Mr. Grumstick, 
can you give change for a fifty? Yes, sir, directly. 
Vhy then, take reckoning out 0’ these two fives di- 
rectly. Tips him the daddle-fives, right an’ left 
at once; drops him at bar-door in a minute, and 
bolts into the street. Long legs an’ light heels for 
ever! No use sending nabs arter me vith the 
change ; the vatch knows vhat’s 0’ clock. Demmed 
unlucky vone night though. Had just tipped the 
cove o’ the ken a muzzler, an’ floored him vith a 
rattler on the lug; made fair start; but in my 
bolt knocked down an’ tumbled over an old voman’s 
oyster-stall, rolled my flash-toggery in the mud, 
and split my new shallow against the lamp-post. 
However, jumped up in a moment, an’ made my 
lucky out o’ sight through a blind alley, arter 
settling my lush-score as usual, all 


Ri tum ti tum tum, 
Vith a game fistic brushing. 





The prowerb ve hall knows 

Says, has by Visdom spoken, 
The pitcher that oft goes 

To the vell may come back broken. 
So my two pals and me, 

As men vhen drunk ’ave slow feet, 
Ve couldn’t run, so ve 

Vas forced to valk to Bow-street. 


SPOKEN.] There vas Billy Bluestrip, myself, 
and Frank Flamcracker, three as prime sprigs as 
hiver smashed a lamp, bilked a gin-spinner, hor 
milled a Charley; bang up! ripe fora grand go, 
vone night, prime twig for an “igh lark! Go it, 
vas the vord, and ve did it in ’igh style. Vheel- 
barrows and vatch-boxes, stalls, stools, and paper 
lanterns, hall vent to wrack! My heyes, vat a 
night’s fun! Got clear of hivery think too, till 
cume to the finish for a jolly booze arter our ’ard 
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night’s vork! Wanted to bolt, made a push for 
it, but couldn’t ; too lushy to come it; so grabbed 
by the vaiters at last ; the landlord held us by the 
collar, an’ svore he’d stick to our skirts, and so 
he did, demme! Handed us hover to the vatch, 
an’ booked us for a night’s lodging in the nab-crib. 
Puzzled all night to think vhere ve vas. Next 
morning, Bow-street Hoffice, didn’t like the looks 
o’ the beak in the big-wig at all; queered us vith 
his law-grammar, haxing hus demmed cramp ques- 
tuns ve couldn’t hunderstand, till he came to the 
pint, an’ talked ’bout the tread-mill for a month. 
Begged hard to be excused; but he vouldn’t listen 
to averd ; stuck to the month, though ve offered 
to keep his small-clothes in order gratis for an ole 
year, only to be let hoff. Came about arter all 
though, an’ settled it vith a fine and all expenses ; 
satisfying landlord, an’ security for good behaviour. 
Hard upon us! though ve jumped for joy, an’ said 
ve vas demmed sorry for it! Though a bad game, 
it turned to a better spec than ve hexpected, vhen 
ve for onr game 


Ri tum ti tum tum, 
Vas forced to valk to Bow-street. 


GIPPLIP LS 


V’LL BE WITH YOU SOON, MY DEAR. 


THE last chime of the village-bell 

Was heard o’er mountain, vale, and dell, 
And brightly shone the moon, 

When lovely Jane was heard to say, 

I can’t come yet, but prithee stay, 
And I’ll be with you soon, my dear. 


My father’s just gone off to bed, 

And mother’s night-cap’s on her head, 
And no light but the moon ;. 

Speak softly now, speak softly pray, 

I can’t come yet, but prithee stay, 
And T’ll be with you soon, my dear: - 


PREP L IIE F 


BEND TO THEE, BLEST MASONRY. 
Air— The Mulberry- Tree.” 


YE sons of fair Science, impatient to learn 
What’s meant by a mason, you here may discern : 
He strengthens the weak, he gives light to the 
blind, 
And the naked he clothes, is a friend to mankind, 
All shall yield to masonry, 
Bend to thee, 
Blest masonry, 
Matchless was he 
Who founded thee, 
And thou like him immortal shall be. 


He walks on the level of honour and truth, 
And spurns the wild passions of folly and youth, 
The compass and square all his frailties reprove, 
And his ultimate object is brotherly love. 

All shallyield, &e. 


The temple of knowledge he nobly doth raise, 
Suppported by Wisdom, and Learning its base, 
When reared and adorned, strength and beauty 
unite, 
And een the fair structure with conscious de- 
ight. 
All shall yield, &c. 


With Fortitude blessed, he’s a stranger to fears, 
And, governed by Prudence, he cautiously steers, 
Till Temperance shows him the port of Content, 
And Justice unmasked gives the sign of consent. 
All shall yield, &c. 


Inspired by his feelings he bounty imparts, 
For Charity ranges at large in our hearts, 
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And an indigent brother relieved from his woes 
Feels a pleasure inferior to him who bestows. 


All shall yield, &c. | 


Whus a mason I’ve drawn and exposed to ‘your 
view, 

And Truth must acknowledge the figure is trne ; 

Then members become, let’s be brothers and friends, 

There’s a secret remaining will make you amends. 


All shall yield, &c. 


PSPIG PL IPL 


IRELAND FOR EVER. 


ATTEND to me, landsmen, and sailors, and others, 
My ditty appeals to your courage and sense ; 
Come round me, my lads, Jet us shake hands like 

brothers, 
And join one and all in old Ireland’s defence. 
Though foemen by tricks to seduce us endeavour, 
We’ll stand by our king and Old Ireland for ever. 


Our forefathers fully considered the cause 
Of justice, of wisdom, of honour, and fame, 
Then wisely and bravely established such laws 


As raised above others Hibernia’s great name; - 
») 


Then shall we lose sight of them? 
never! 
Huzza for our king and Old Ireland for ever. 


Never, boys, 


Ye sons of Hibernia, come join hand in hand, 

We'll drive all invaders quite out of the land, 

And, when o’er the grog, the first toast that is given, 

Shall be plenty and peace to the land that we live 
in. ; 

Though foes by their tricks to seduce us endeavour, 

We’ll stand by our king and Old Ireland for ever. 


GPLOLLIPH 


THOUGH THY EYE, LOVE, BE BRIGHT. 
(Clark. ) 


THOUGH thy eye, love, be bright 
As the meteor that glanceth ; 
Though thy heart, love, be light 

As the sun-beam that danceth; 
That eye may be gloomed, 

Ere one moment, with sorrow, 
That gay heart entombed 

Ere the lapse of to-morrow. 


Though thy breast, love, be fair 

As the white snow, wind-driven ; 
Though thy breath, love, be air, 

Sighed from flow’rets in heaven ; 
Ere the morn, the grave-clay 

That cold breast may be clothing, 
And e’en Love turn away 

From thy sweet lip with loathing. 


Though thy voice, love, be sweet 
As the white swan when dying, 
Though thy feet, love, be fleet 
As the antelope flying; 
That tongue may be cold 
Ere one instant of warning, 
Those fair lips be mould 
Ere the sun of the merning. 


Then come, love, while here 
Let us blest be in blessing ; 
We have naught, love, to fear 
While carest and caressing ; 
Then I swear by this kiss 
We’ll have nothing to sigh for ; 
If we die in such bliss, 
Tis what angels would die for. 


CLASP LIF 
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DICKY GOSSIP IS THE MAN. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


WHEN I was a younker, [ first was apprenticed 
Unto a gay barber, so dapper and airy ; 
I next was a carpenter, then turned a.dentist, 
Then tailor, good Lord! then an apothecary. 
But for this trade or that, 
They all come as pat 
As they can; 
For shaving and tooth-drawing, 
Bleeding, cabbaging, and sawing, 
Dicky Gossip is the man. 
Though tailor and dentist but awkwardly tether, 
In both the vocations I still have my savings ; 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 
For barber and carpenter both deal in shavings. 
So for this trade or that, 
They all come as pat, &c, 


But blunders will happen in callings so various ; 
I fancy they happen to some who are prouder 5 
I once gave a patient, whose health was preca- 
rious, 
A terrible dose of my best shaving powder. 
But no matter for that, 
My trades come as pat, &c. 


GIFP CIPI P 


THE ROSY BRIER. 
Air—“ I wish my love was in a myre.” 
(Burns. ) 


O, BONNIE was yon rosy brier, 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o’ man; 
And bonnie she, and, ah! how dear! 

It shaded frae the e’enin’ sun. 


Yon rosebuds in the morning dew, 

How pure amang the leaves sae green! 
But purer was the lover’s vow, * 

They witnessed in their shade yestreen. 


Allin itsrude and prickly bower, 

That crimsoned rose, how sweet and fair . 
But love is far a sweeter flower, 

Amid life’s thorny path o’ care. 


The pathless wild, and wimplin’ burn, 
Wv Chloris in my arms, be mine ; 
And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 

Its joys and griefs alike resign. 


GLLPLP LP PE 


THE DRUMMER. 
(Dibdin. ) 


DAPPER Ted Tattoo is my natty name, 
For a roll or a trevally, 
Among the girls loud sounds my fame 
When I their quarters rally ! 
For with fife and drum 
I smirking come, 
Leer, cock my hat, 
Swear and all that, 
Nor never dread 
A broken head, 
Where the cause of strife’s a doxy. 
But as for wars, 
And wounds and scars, 
And fighting foes, 
And thumps and blows, 
I’d rather fight by proxy. 


When chiefs and privates mingled lie, 
And gasp without assistance ; 
In baggage-waggon, perched up, I 
Stand umpire at a distance, 
And with fife and drum, &c, 


Thus through the world I make a noise, 
Where’er I’m a sojourner, 
The mighty wonder and surprise 
Of every chimney-corner. 
Where with fife and drum, &c. — 


P4GOLIIPF 


YET AWHILE, SWEET SLEEP, DECEIVE 


° 


(Garrick. ) 


YET awhile, sweet sleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 

Let not Care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent charms. 


I, a turtle, doomed to stray, 
Quitting young the parent’s nest, 

Find each bird a bird of prey, 
Sorrow knows not where to rest. 


CLPaAIPLIIF 


LOVE AND WINE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


I VOWED, while I drank of the wine-mantled 
cup, 
No thought of my love on its surface should 
swim ; 
I vowed, and I drank it, but, oh! ’twas in sips, 
For her name, 
As a flame, 
Played around its rich brim, 
And kindled the thought of her kiss on my lips. 


Then another I drank, and I hoped it would 
drown 
The mellifiuous glances that soften her smile, 
But changed was the spell, for her bright azure 
eyes 
With a tear 
Would appear 
By a glance to beguile, 
Or tell me to pledge them as Love’s sweetest 
ties. 


T filled it again, and I cried, ’tis Love’s dream, 
Her tears are the pearls of this bright purple 
wave, 
And draw light from her smiles, as, unconscious, 
they rove, 
And her sigh 
Seems as nigh 
As the soft sigh she gave, 
Ere in whispers she first fondly murmured her 
love. 


Oh! if these be the dreams o’er the lover that 
steal, 
When he quaffs the rich tide of the nectar- 
crowned bowl ; 
Let him prize every goblet, nor fear an alloy, 
Let him deem, 
In that stream, 
That his sensitive soul 
Tias a paradise found which will ever yield joy. 


OFFI LIL LIS 


WEIGH ANCHOR, HEAVE HO! 
(Rannie.) 
THE breezes blow fresh from the sea, 
And we sail with the refluent tides ; 
Let the gales swell the sails, 
And away, my brave boys, 
To the waves where our light vessel rides. 
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Weigh anchor, weigh anchor, heave ho! 
We encounter delight in the ocean’s ceep roar, 
While we toil for asmile — 
Of the dear lovely girls that we have left on the 
shore, 
Weigh anchor, weigh anchor, heave ho! 


What’s the danger we tars undergo, 
Whilst we glide o’er the perilous main, 
While we still can fulfill 
Our bold task, my brave boys, 
In the hope of returning again. 
Weigh anchor, &c. 


PILI EL EF 


CUPBOARD COURAGE; 
OR, CHING, CHING, CHERRY. 
( Moncrieff. ) 


To ’scape danger him always alert, 

For him own, though it may excite laughter, 
Quanko cry out before him is hurt, 

Tis useless, him tink, to cry after. 
Yet him courage enough, to be brief, 

For him boldly will say, spite of scandal, 
Him don’t mind attacking a thief, 

Dat is if him one thief in de candle. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, him don’t want for courage ; for, 
simple as him stand here, him would’t even mind 
attacking a baron or a sir, providing baron was 
baron of beef, and sir sirloin. Oh! how himlike 
to charge a goose now; datis, if him not charged 
mit it himself. Quanko wish him had one before 
him dis very moment ; he soon salt and pepper 
him; him try him with his teeth ; run him through 
with spit; hang him, like traitor, in jack chain; 
draw him in-dripping-pan ; and quarter him with 
carving-knife. O, him seen a great deal of duty 
in victualling department, under provisconal govern- 
ment, on de home-service. Him once blowed up 
a copper, besieged a beer-barrel, and made a breach 
in the bung-hole. 


Dat is de fighting 
Him delight in, 
Glory him don’t care much for ; 
For if him fall, 
Den glory’s all 
Ching, ching, cherry, O! ching, ching quaw. 


Quanko always de first in a feast, 

But him ever de last in a battle ; 
Because why ; him a very keen guest, 

But him dull fighter when chariots rattle. 
Before a fight him run away, 

Him might not be able p’rhaps after ; 
For many who take to arms may 

To dere legs take a plaguy deal faster. 


SPOKEN. ] It all very easy to talk, but not quite 
so easy todo. Quanko like to fight him battles 
wid him tongue, over nice can of wine, for den 
him words never lead to blows. Him like fighting 
very well, when it of right sort. Him wouldn’t 
mind undertaking to baste a bullock—dat is, if 
him was roasting before fire, and he had good la- 
dle in his hand. Talk of enemy’s ship! him would 
rather board a good fat farm-house, and gammon 
de bacon into melting mood ; him tink a round of 
beef better dan all de rounds dat ever were fought 
in a ring; and, as for turning horse~soldier— 
mount him on a saddle ef mutton him say; ecod! 
see how him cut away den. And, talk of banging 
only hear him bang a door when him in passion. 


Dat is the fighting, &c. 


DE PM LEI E 
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IN VAIN ALL HEAVEN AND EARTH 
LOOK GAY. 


(Rodwell. ) 


IN vain all heaven and earth look gay, 
If she I love be far away ; 

Her smiles alone can joy impart, 

And give a sunshine to the heart. 


In vain the rippling streamlets flow, 
In vain the roses sweetly blow, 

All beauties cease to charm my view, 
Unless she’s by to see them too. 


GLE PCP? 


"TIS FANNY, THE PRIDE OF THE DELL. 
(Mrs. Brooke. ) 


How blest our condition, how jocund our day! 
Ye swains, can our pleasures be told ? 

To range in sweet order the rows of new hay, 
To lead the strayed lamb to the fold. 


To fetch up the kine for the maidens we :ove, 
And guard her from noon’s burning beam ; 
To guide her dear steps when she leads through 
the grove 
The heifer which pants for the stream. 


To carry her pail when with milk it o’erflows, 
To wait while she rests on the stile ; 

To gather the king-cup, the woodbine, or rose, 
To make her a posey the while. 


’Tis Fanny, the lovely, who causes my smart, 
Tis she does all maidens excel ; 
If you ask her dear name who has conquered my 
heart, 
Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 
Tis Fanny, sweet Fanny, 
Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 


PLP LPLEPM 


FIG FOR ALL YOUR RAGE, HA! HA! 
HA! 


(Cobb.) 


OOD sir, in vain you bend your brow, 
And look so queer, I know not how, 
And set your arms a-kimbo : 
My laughter you provoke, 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
So pleasant is the joke. 


If, sir, I chose to try my skill 
Of fencing, soon you’d have your fill; 
But, mighty Signior Whiskers, 
With you I won’t engage, 
Oh: ho! ho! ho! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
A fig for all your rage. 
Nay, prithee friend, don’t draw your sword ; 
I sha’n’t draw mine, upon my word ; 
Nor could I fight for laughing, 
Were I to look at you: 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
And so, sweet sir, adieu. 


Aaaaeeaad 


HOW TO BE HAPPY. 
( Collins.) 


IN a cottage I live, and the cot of content, 

Where a few little rooms, for Ambition too low, 
Are furnished as plain as a patriarch’s tent, 

With all for convenience but nothing for show ; 
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Like Robinson Crusoe’s, both peaceful and plea- 
sant, 
By industry stored, like the hive of a bee ; 
And the peer, who looks down with contempt ona 
peasant, 
Can ne’er be looked up to with envy by me. 


And when, from the brow of a neighbouring hill, 
On the mansions of pride I with pity look down, 
While the murmuring stream, and the clack of the 
mill, 
I prefer to the murmurs and clack of the town ; 
As blithe as in youth, when I danced on the 
green, 
I disdain to repine at my locks growing gray ; 
Thus the autumn of life, like the spring-tide se- 
rene, 
Makes approaching December as cheerful as 
May. 


I lie down with the lamb, and I rise with the lark, 
So I keep both disease and the doctor at bay, 
And I feel on my pillow no thorns in the dark 
Which reflection might raise from the deeds of 
the day ; 
For, bi i neither myself nor ‘my neighbour at 
Strife, 
Though the sand in my glass may not have long 
to run, 
I’m determined to live all the days of my life, 
With content in a cottage, and envy to none! 


Yet, let me not selfishly boast of my lot, 
Nor to self let the comforts of life be confined, 
For how sordid the pleasures must be of that sot 
Who to share them with others, no pleasure can 
find. 
For my friend I’ve a board, I’ve a bottle, and 
bed ; 
Aye, and ten times more welcome that friend if 
he’s poor 3 
And for all that are poor, if I could but find bread, 
Not a pauper, without it, should budge from my 
door. 


Thus, while a mad world is involved in mad broils 
For a few leagues of land, or an arm of the sea, 
And Ambition climbs high, and pale Penury toils 
For what but appears a mere phantom to me ; 
Through life let me steer with an even, clean hand, 
And a heart uncorrupted by grandeur or gold ; 
And, at last, quit my birth when this life’s at a 
stand, 
For a birth which can neither be bought nor be 
sold. 


GLGLFLOLR? 


PARDONNEZ-MOI, MI LOR ANGLAIS. 
( Bellchambers. ) 


Mi Lor Anglais, at Dieppe he land, 
And cry, “* Frosine, vous etes jolie |” 

But if Mc Lor he squeeze my hand, 
Ce ne’st qu’une petite galant’ rie. 

A leetel love, en badinage, 

No harm in dat,—car je suis sage ; 

So ven he beg von kiss, me say, 

“« Pardonnez-moi, Mi Lor Anglais.” 


Mes Lors Anglais, at dis Hotel, 
Vil, tres-sowvent, deir love declare ; 

La fille-de-chambre she know vel 

le ne’st qu’une passion passugere. 
It happen vonce dat ven Mi Lor 
Mak love to me, un peu trop fort ; 
So den me slap his face, and say, 
** Pardonnez-moi, Mi Lor Anglaas.” 


PIO CI LI? 
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HARK! THE OWL, ROUND HIS LONE 
TOWER. 
A DUET. 


{'Translated, by Planche, from the German Opera 
of Der Freischutz. ] 


HARK! the owl, round his lone tower, 
On the night breeze slowly sailing, 

Breaks the silence of the hour. 
Ah! how dismal is his wailing ! 

Now the sun hath set, 

And the stars have met, 

While around us all reposes, - 

I will wreathe the hermit’s roses. 
Said he they in Syria grew? 

Yes, beside the tomb so holy, 
Sought by pilgrims meek and lowly, 
Which from far he sped to view. 

Hark! 'Time’s iron tongue is telling 
Nine, and Wilhelm is not here; 
On the night breeze slowly swelling, 
Like a knell it wounds mine ear. 

Where’s the use of meeting sorrow? 
Let us laugh while we may ; 
Short is life’s summer day ; 
Drive wrinkled Care away :— 
Should he beset you, 
And dare to fret you, 
Answer him always, pray— 
“‘ I’m engaged, sir,—call to-morrow.’ 
They who know what ’tis to languish 
In a hopeless lover’s chain, 
Will not wonder that my anguish 
Ev’ry aid rejects as vain. 


? 


PLEPGEL PD 


ALL THE FAIR ONES A 
DIER’S THE TRADE IS. 


(J. Boaden.) 


To win all the fair ones a soldier’s the trade is, 
His knocking down gentlemen pleases the ladies, 
With a whack, fal de ral, de ral, 
A soldier’s the trade is, 
Whack, fal de ral, de ra, 
To please all the ladies. 


TO WIN SOL- 


When we slay all their foes, women then must be 
willing ; 
At least they must own that our manners arc kill- 
ing. 
With a whack, &c. 
The dear creatures are charmed with a captain 
done fighting, 
Yor, thumped black and blue he must look so in- 
viting ! 
With a whack, &c., 
Then in friendship and love may he ne’er meet 
vexation 
Who fights in the cause of his king and his nation. 
With a whack, &c. 


LIL EL IE? 


THE LOVE CHILD. 


(J. Hogg.) 
FAIR was thy blossom, tender flower, 
That opened like the rose in May, 
Though narsed beneath the chilly shower 
Of fell regret for love’s decay. 


How oft thy mother heaved the sigh 
O’er wreaths of honour early shorn, 

Before thy swect and guiltless eye 
Had opened on the dawn of morn. 


How oft, above thy lowly bed, 
When all in silence slumbered low, 
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The fond and filial tear was shed, 
Thou child of love, of shame, and woe! 


Her wronged but gentle bosom burned 
With joy thy opening bloom to see,-— 

The only breast that o’er thee yearned, 
The only heart that cared for thee. 


Oft her young eye, with tear-drops bright, 
Pleaded with heaven for her sweet child 
When faded dreams of past delight 
O’er recollection wandered wild. 


Fair was thy blossom, bonny flower, 
Fair as the softest wreaths of spring, 

When late I saw thee seek the bower, 
In peace, thy morning hymn to sing. 


Thy little foot, across the lawn, 

Scarce from the primrose pressed the dew ; 
I thought the Spirit of the Dawn 

Before me to the greenwood flew. 


Even then the shaft was on the wing, 
Thy spotless soul from earth to sever, 
A tear of pity wet the spring 
That twanged and sealed thy doom for ever. 


I saw thee, late, the emblem, fair, 
Of Beauty, Innocence, and Truth, 
Start, tiptoe, on the verge of air, 
*Twixt childhood and unstable youth. 


But now I see thee stretched at rest, 

To break that rest shall wake no morrow! 
Pale as the grave-flower on thy breast, 

Poor child of love, of shame, and sorrow ! 


May thy long sleep be sound and sweet, 
Thy visions fraught with bliss to be ; 

And long the daisy, emblem meet, 
Shall shed its earliest tear o’er thee ! 


PLOIP LEP 


MISS POLLY JONES AND MR. PLOD. 
(Kenney.) 


BEFORE young madam, now-a-days, her pretty 
sweetheart blesses, 

He sobs, and swears, and sighs, and calls it pay- 
ing his addresses , 

With their interviews and billy-doos, and all such 
kick-shaw stuff, 

Before they go to church they’ve had of loving 
quite enough. 

With their tiady dol, &c. 


But when I courted Mrs. Plod, Miss Polly Jones 
as was, 

Now, if so be as you like me, says I, Ill have 
you, poz; 

So then, says Polly Jones, says she, I’ll ax my 
pa’s consent ; 

And then she gave a smiling look, and I knowed 
what she meant. 

It was tiddy dol, &c, 


Then in the Morning Post you’ll see, while modern 
gentry faulter, 

That Mr. this will shortly lead Miss t’other to the 
halter ; 

But Poll and I we kept things hush,— I’m sure the 
plan was wiser, 

And, just when over, clapt it in the Daily Adver- 
tiser. 

With a tiddy dol, &c. 


PPL PELPOF 


THE ROSE OF THE LOVES LET US 
MINGLE WITH WINE. 


THE rose of the loves 
Let us mingle with wine ; 
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And the pride of the groves 
On our temples entwine ; 
Whilst the bliss of the mind 
Is with nectar combin’d, 
The fair green of spring 
Blushing perfumes, we sing 
That with gods her delightfulness prove. 


E’en when Venus’s boy 
To the Graces’ dance goes ; 
See his brows, bright with joy, 
Are enwreath’d with the rose : 
In thy haunts then, O sire, 
As I sing to my lyre, 
Bind with roses my head, 
Whilst the grass light I tread 
With the maiden whose charms cannot cloy. 


SPPEPPIISP 


THE FORECASTLE SAILOR. 
(Dibdin.) 


THE wind blew a blast from the northward, 
When we steered from the Cape of Good Hope, 
Ihe sky looked quite pitchy and wayward, 
And the sea o’er our weather-bow broke, 
The boatswain pip’d all hands to bale her, 
And I came down the back-stay so glib ; 
For I am a forecastle sailor, 
You may see by the cut of my jib. 


Start my timbers, cried Ned Junk of Dover, 
Plump to me as I landed on deck, 
With us it will soon be all over, 
For the guardian must quick go to wreck ; 
Well, well, we sha’n’t live to béwail her, 
Cried I, and I patted his rib ; 
Come—work like a forecastle sailor, 
If I don’t, the gale shiver my jib. 


We were running at nine knots an hour, 
When ’bout two leagues to leeward we spied, 
An island of ice like a tower, 
And on it our ship quickly hied ; 
But now ’twas no use for to bale her, 
The water gained on her so glib; 
So each like a true-hearted sailor, 
Waited for to shiver his jib. 


Some took to the boat, do you mind me, 
While some on the vessel’s deck stood, 

Cried I, may old Davy Jones take me, 
If I sail from my captain so good. 

Now Providence helped us to bail her, 
And we managed to patch up her rib 5 

Safe arrived is each true-hearted sailor, 
To rig up his weather-beat jib. 


Ye 


WHEN MY LOVED JAMIE IS NEAR. 
(T. Jones.) 


To the youth that I love bear this soft sigh away, 
Breathe this kiss from my lips to my dear ; 
Let my heart know the pleasures, ye zephyrs that 
play 
Feel while my loved Jamie is near. 
May the transports of love be for ever his lot, 
May that heart feel no anguish severe ; 
And may I share those transports in some rural 
, cot 
Blest—while my loved Jamie is near. 


DELIGHTS OF LONDON. 
(Lawler. ) 


WHAT shows and what sights, what a round of 
delights, 
You’ll meet in the gay scene of London; 


ar 
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How charming to view, amusements still new, 
Twenty others you’ll find soon as one done. 

At the gay scene at court, peers and gentry resort, 
In pleasure you’ll never miss one day, 

There’s the Opera treat, the parade in Bond-street, 
And the crowd in Hyde-park on a Sunday. 


SPOKEN.] “£ Good morning, Sir Charles, how 
do, Park quite full of fashion ?—ah! Lady Betty, 
how do you do? why, I protest you look more 
charming than ever,” then there’s— 


Tandem drivers, random riders, 
Booted jockeys, powdered lacqueys, 
Curricles and ridicules ; 
Dashing sparks and barbers clarks, 
Such a scene you’ll not find out of London. 


At Exeter "Change, ’mongst wild beasts you may 
range, 
For a shilling see Constantinople, 
Then at Westminster-hall, you may now and then 
call, 
And be merry with other folks’ troubles ; 
In September, oh! rare, we’ve Bartholomew fair, 
In November the Lord Mayor’s show, sir, 
Masquerade too and ball, and charming Vauxhall, 
Which you'll surely allow is the go, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Here, waiter, bring supper for half-a- 
dozen, and some champaigne—* Well,” says Miss 
Harriot, ‘* what a very pretty song that was Miss 
Squall sung, wasn’t it ?’”—*‘ Aye,” says the Alder- 
man, ‘‘ the song was very pretty, aye, aye, and 
our old friend Crotchet is not so much amiss—come, 
come waiter, bring the ladies? supper,” — then 
there’s 


Pretty ladies, witty ladies, 
Smiling lasses, quizzing glasses, 
Stolen glances, reels and dances, 
Suppers fine, fowls and wine, 
Such a scene you'll not find out of London. 


Wine, coffee, and news, magazines and reviews, 
And the playhouses too in addition, 

In summer so gay, sailing matches bear sway, 
And the Somerset-house exhibition 5 

Our playhouses so sly, are determined to try, 
If horses won’t draw more than men, sir. 

And for pleasures inclined, any dearth should find, 
You may all come to Vauxhall! again, sir. 


SPOKEN.] “ Well,”’ says Mr. O’Flarthy, (just 
arrived from Dublin,) “‘ sure, this Vauxhall-gar- 
dens is the most delightful spot upon earth—oh! 
murder, look at all the musicians all of a row, 
one above the other, with their hautboys and fid- 
dles, and other wind instruments ; and, besides, 
there’s snch a number of lamps, that it makes it 
a most agreeable little place by candle light—and 
then there’s such a number of 


p « Pretty ladies, &c.” 


PPEFLRLOL 


THE MERRY OLD MAID. 
(Vint. ) 


THERE was an old maiden of seventy-six, 
With scarcely a tooth in her head, 
Who, swerving a little from prudish tricks, 
Conceived a strong passion to wed. 
And cheering her fancy with splendid views, 
With mighty conceit of herself, 
She thought that no man in the world could refase 
A maiden with plenty of pelf. 
Sing fal de ral, old and tongh, 
A premium will be paid, 
To any old bachelor bold enough, 
To marry a merry old maid. 
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O yes! O yes! said the crier aloud, 
Come, bachelors, be not afraid, 
Her treasures will render him wealthy and proud, 
Who marries a merry old maid. 
And money, you know, makes the matter a joke, 
Though gain’d with a frisky old trapes, 
Who’d rather be bound in a conjugal yoke, 
Than afterwards leading of apes. 
Sing fal de ral, old and tough, &c. 


Behold her bedizened in juvenile wig, 
Instead of her tresses of gray ; 

Like hoary December, in frolicsome rig, 
Assuming the visage of May. 

How happy the man to obtain such a wife, 
‘Vhose age will divest him of care, 

for no hazard he’ll run in the course of his life, 
Of joining the group at Horn fair. 

Sing fal de ral, old and tough, &c. 


GPL EL ORL 


WE FOLLOW THE SOUND OF THE HORN. 


SEE, ruddy Aurora begins to appear, 
And chases from hence the dull night ; 
The huntsmen are up and the hounds ’gin to cheer, 
Ye gods, what a glorious sight! 
Yoicks. 
Jowler and Sweetlips, hark forward, away ! 
Tantara we’ll hail the sweet morn, 
To join in such pastimes no longer delay, 
But follow the sound of the horn, 


The fox is unearth’d, and the chase is begun, 
Pursuing is each hound and steed ; 

He doubles, and tries by his cunning to shun 
His fate, and now skims o’er the mead. 

There, closely pursued, by the river he aims 
To escape to the other side lawn ; 

But, alas! he’s o’erta’en, and the huntsman pro- 

claims 


His death by the sound of the horn. 


Then while all your coxcombs and sweet-scented 
beaux, 
Who delight in the noise of the town ; 
Iiunt fashion and folly and such foolish shows, 
In pursuit of which oft they are thrown ; 
Like them, where such stupid dull pastime abounds, 
So idly to waste time we scorn, 
But pursue rosy health, while with horses and 
hounds 
We follow the sound of the horn. 


GPPEL LLL SF 


THE TRUMPET OF GLORY. 
(T. Moore.) 


On! think, when a hero is sighing, 
What danger in such an adorer ! 
What woman can dream of denying 
The hand that lays laurels before her? 
No heart is so guarded around, 
But the smile of a victor will take it ; 
No bosom can slumber so sound, 
But the trumpet of glory will wake it! 


Love sometimes is given to sleeping, 

And woe to the heart that allows him! 
For, ah! neither smiling nor weeping 

Have power at those moments to rouse him. 
But, though he were sleeping so fast, 

That the life almost seem’d to forsake him, 
Believe me, one soul-thrilling blast 

From the trumpet of glory would wake him! 


VON AWLITZ THE COBBLER. 
(C, Kemble.) 


Von AWLITZ, the cobbler, was as poor as a rat, 
And fed upon bear’s flesh for dinner ; 
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‘Quoth he, by St. Crispin, to laugh and grow fat, 


Ts better than cry and grow thinner. 
His wife in the girdle was lank as a hurdle, 
And turned up her nose at his revels ; 
She seemed with her mumps, and her lumps, and 
her dumps, 
The bluest of all the blue devils. 
He laughed, ha, ha, ha, and she sigh’d 
heigho, 
Oh, rat-a tat-a heigho. 


She hated to see him grow big as a bear, 
And cried, in an elegant flutter, 
Lord, Mr. Von Awlitz, I vow and declare, 
You’re as fat as a firkin of butter. 
Now Mr. Von Awlitz a quizzer was he, 
And cried, for he swore he should catch it, 
To-morrow we dine on the bark of a tree, 
Pray lend me your pliz for a hatchet. 
He laugh’d, ha, ha, ha, &c. 


She scolded him thin in a twelvemonth I trow ; 
They grumbled and growled in their gizzards, 
And Mr. and Mrs. Von Awlitz are now 
As lean as a couple of lizards. 
Let each merry grig, who wants to look big, 
When single take care to grow fatter ; 
One get’s a lean face when the parson says grace, 
For marriage is no laughing matter. 
We don’t laugh, ha, ha, ha, but we sigh 
heigho, 
Oh, rat-a tat-a heigho. 


GIL LLODP 


THE WASP. 
( Upton.) 


’TWAS summer, and sol in his glory all bright, 
When Fanny repaired to the bower, 

So lovely, so fair, like an angel of light, 
She look’d in the noon-burning hour. 


The harbour with woodbine was latticed about, 
And green was her pillow of rest ; 
Not a thing that had life seem’d within or with- 
out, 
To ruffle her peace-swelling breast. 


She slept, but, O short, was the sleep of the fair, 
A wasp from its covert took wing ; 

And lurking around her, now here and now there, 
Impress’d on her bosom its sting. 


She woke—and in pain caught the venomed-tongue 
foe, 
Yet Fanny the reptile set free! 
Nay ; bade it “ to others, for Pity’s sake show, 
«¢ More mercy than thou hast to me.” 


PILL ILE 


LEARNED MEN, NOW AND THEN, YIELD 
TO VERY ODD VAGARIES. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
LEARNED men, 
Now and then, 
Yield to very odd vagaries ; 
And, though grave, 
Still I have 
Whimsies of my own. 
Palpitations, 
Sweet sensations, 
Skip about my heart like fairies. 
Who, viewing, 
Beauty suing, 
Can its power disown? 
For learned men, &c. 
By surprise, 
Flora’s eyes 
Caught my fancy at Toledo ; 
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When we wed, 
Neighbours said, 
<¢ What a charming pair!” 
Flora scolding, 
Soon beholding 
Nought to conquer me could she do, 
Took to crying, 
I complying, 
Kiss’d the weeping fair. 
For learned men, &c. 
Flora died! 
How I cried! 
And I vow’d that I’d live single: 
Some said, I 
With one eye 
Cried, and laugh’d with t’other! 
But Lucetta, 
Who knew ketter, 
Came, her sobs with mine to mingle ; 
Talk’d of Flora, 
And wept o’er her, 
Till we wed each other. 
For learned men, &c. 


GPL ILIL SD 


THE OLD SHEPHERD’S DOG. 
( Wolcot.) 


THE old shepherd’s dog, like his master was gray, 
His teeth all departed, and feeble his tongue ; 
Yet, where’er Corin went he was followed by Tray, 
Thus happy through life did they hobble along. 


When fatigued, on the grass the shepherd would 
lie 
For a ‘nap in the sun, midst his slumbers so 
sweet, : 
His faithful companion, crawled constantly nigh, 
Placed his head on his lap, or laid down at his 
es # 


When winter was heard on the hill and the plain, 
And torrents descended, and cold was the wind ; 

If Corin went forth ’mid the tempest and rain, 
Tray scorned to be left in the chimney behind. 


At length, in the straw, Tray made his last bed, 
(For vain against death is the stoutest endea- 
vour, 
To lick Corin’s hand he reared up his weak head, 
Then fell back, closed his eyes, and, ah! closed 
them for ever. 


POL IP OLS 


PADDY’S DESCRIPTION OF LODOISKA. 
Air— Derry down.” 


I wAs set down in Holborn one Saturday night, 
By a fellow who called himself bang-up and 
tight ; ; 
But as to his tightness I know not of that, 
Very loose to the women I’m sure he did chat. 
Derry down, &c. 


I was wet to the skin, and I felt very cold, 

Not a drop of the crater was there to be sold ; 

But, on turning about, I heard a man say, 

A load of whiskey that night was to be at the 
play. 

Derry down, &c. 


Then, faith, I set off with a mighty big race, 

And Paddy got into a very good place, 

By giving a thirteen to a man in the stocks, 

Who immediately put it in his money-box. 
Derry down, &c. 


When the curtain drew up, to my great surprise, 
A troop of fierce fellows I saw ’fore my eyes ; 


Thinks I, now the whiskey is smuggled, and 
these _ 
Are blackguard excisemen, who come for to seize. 
Derry down, &c. 


But soon they went out, and the Count he came 
in, 
And a beautiful song *bout love did begin ; 
Load of whiskey they heard him so loudly bawl, 
That they thought that they’d just turn back and 
give him a call. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then the servant came in, with a load on his 
- back; 
But the bog-trotters set off with it in a crack ; 
Then the Count fell a fighting the biggest of all, 
And made him for mercy most lustily call. 
Derry down, &c. 


Now the Count was in love with a lady shut up, 
And her keepers axed him for to step in and sup; 
But, while they were boiling the murpheys for sup- 


per 
The Count was dangling at the lady’s crupper. 
Derry down, &c. 


The distillers took him for an imposter, no doubt, 
When they heard him for the load of whiskey 
bawl out ; 
And, for fear he should gain, from the girl, infor- 
mation, 
They very soon expressed their disapprobation. 
Derry down, &c. 


The excisemen, who long had been lurking 
about, 
To try if they could but find the distil out, 
Broke into the house, in the dead of the night, 
And began for to set the whole building alight. 
Derry down, &c. 


Now the whiskey exploded, and blew up the 
floor, 

Then the Count, with his sweetheart and several 
more, 

Ran down to the light over those that were dead ; 

I wished ’em good night, and went home to my 
bed. 

Derry down, &c. 


PIPL LFE BS? 


FULL MANY A GLORIOUS MORNING, 
(Shakspeare. ) 


FULL many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-top, with sov’reign eye, 

Kissing, with golden face, the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchymy. 


Ev’n so my sun, one early morn did shine, 
With all triumphant splendour on my brow; 
But out, alack, he was but one hour mine, 
The region cloud hath masked him from me 
now. 


GLILAIIF 


AND WASN’T SHE A TIDY ONE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I MARRIED a wife, and who cares, said I ; 
A pattern she was of good breeding, O ; 
The pink of feeling and delicacy, 
And she learned it from novel reading, O ; 
A rose once bloomed on her lovely cheek, 
And so stick to her book did this pride o’ one, 
She wash’d her face but once a week, 
And wasn’t she a tidy one? 
A tidy one! 
And wasn’t she a tidy one ? 
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While dressing the dinner one day, she’d got 
A novel she was concluding, O,. 
Quite absent, with soap-snds she filled the pot, 
And in it boiled the pudding, O ; 
My shaving-brush mislaid had I, 
When a novel all day she’d cried o’er one, 
And I found the brush in the beefsteak-pye, 
O, wasn’t she a tidy one? 
A tidy one, &c. 


My tea she sweetened once with salt, 
Put cayenne in a custard, O 3; 
Mistaking ever meal for malt, 
She brimstone mixed for mustard, O ; 
I asked her a cravat to wash for me, 
When a novel I had denied her one, 
So she clear-starched the cravat in camomile-tea, 
And wasn’t she a tidy-one ? 
A tidy one, &c. 


O’er “ the Victim of Feeling” she, snivelling, 


Sat, 
While the child in the fire chanced falling, O ; 
And she, feelingly, bawled out, <‘ O, curse the 
brat ! 
The devil can’t read for his squalling, 0.” 


MORAL. 


Ye fair, there’s for all things time and place, 
And a GooD novel may be the pride o’ one ; ° 
But don’t set down to read till you’ve washed your 
face 
Or lud help him that gets such a tidy one! 
Such a tidy one, &c. 


ILO PFE EP 


A SOLDIER’S GRATITUDE. 
(Pocock. ) 


WHATE’ER my fate, where’er I roam, 
By sorrow still oppressed, 

Ill ne’er forget the peaceful home 
That gave a wand’rer rest. 

Then ever rove life’s sunny banks, 
By sweetest flow’rets strewed ; 

Still may you claim a soldier’s thanks, 
A soldier’s gratitude! 


The tender sigh, the balmy tear, 
That meek-eyed Pity gave, 
My last expiring hour shall cheer, 
And bless the wand’rer’s grave ! 
Then ever rove, &c. 


PPL EL ILE 


HARK! THE CHASE IS BEGUN. 


RECITATIVE. 
Now faintly glimmering in the east, 
Sol brings on the ling’ring morn, 
As loth to quit fair Thetis’ breast, 
While dew bespangles every thorn ; 
The herald lark salutes the skies, 
And bids the jocund sportsmen rise. 


AIR. 
Hark! the chase is begun, 
See, yonder they run, 
And fleet as the wind the stag flies 
O’er mountain and dale, 
Through woodland and vale, 
His pursuers awhile he defies. 


But in vain is his speed, 
They faster proceed, 

In hopes to o’ertake him anon; 
While Echo around, i 
With the horn and the hound, © 

Responsive replies ton ta ron. 
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Thus we pleasure obtain, 
Free from sickness or pain, 
What ruddiness smiles on each face ; 
Ye jemmies prepare, 
Mount the steed if you dare, 
And overtake health in the chase. 


SPILL LO? HP 


ENGLAND AND HER CASTLES ON THE 
MAIN. 


(Pearce. ) 


SHOULD danger e’er approach our coast, 
The inbred spirit of the land 
Would animate each heart, each hand! 
Would bind us in one general host! 
England ! 
- England, a world within itself, shall reign 
Safe in her floating tow’rs, her castles on the main 


Our isle’s best rampart is the sea ;— 
The midnight march of foes it braves ; 
And heav’n that fenced us round with waves, 
Ordain’d the people to be free! 
England ! 
England, a world within itself, Sc. 


ODL ILP PIF 


‘MILITIA MUSTER FOLK. 
Air—“* Hey for the Life of “a Soldier.” 

CoME, militia men so gay, 

Bring your drums, your guns, and sabres, 
While the fife shall briskly play, 

Assemble all your neighbours. 
See the officer is near, 
See the troops in crowds appear, 
Every soldier now is near, 

To prosecute his labours. 


SPOKEN.] ‘* Now, gentlemen, to prevent fallim 
out, 1711 thank you to fall in.—Form a line, if you 
please—why, bless me, do you call that a line, 
why you’re crooked at both ends, and not straight 
in the middle—Now, do alter that, gentlemen— 
Why, neighbour Swigger, don’t you see your in- 
side is quite hollow, it wants filling up.”—‘“ Yes, 
and so would yours, too, if you had come from 
home without your breakfast as I have.”—** Stand 
at ease.—Why, neighbour Shuffle, you don’t stand 
at ease.”—‘* No, I can’t, for I’ve got a pebble in 
my shoe.”—** Eyes right.”—* That’s a thing I 
shall like to do,” says Gazeall, “ and, perhaps, 
Mr. Officer, you’ll tell me how to manage it; for, 
look, I squint.”—** That’s true,” says Rattlepot, 
‘« and that’s the reason you always look so cross at 
the Captain when he commands you.”—‘* Now, 
gentlemen, you with the guns come forward, you 
with the umbrellas wheel to the right, and you with 
the bean-stalks go to the left; now shoulder— 
there now, I didn’t say arms.”—‘* Well, never 
mind, you might have said it, you know.”— 
<‘ What brings you from the ranks, Blairall ?”,—~— 
“« T only came out, Captain, to ask you if there is 
any news.”— “ Pooh! pooh !” 

Thus they exercise away, 
And you'll say it is a joke, sirs, 
For I’ve been on many a day, 
With militia muster folk, sirs. 


Now they halt, and now they dress, 

Now they march and countermarch, sirs , 
See they on each other press,” 

With chins bedeck’d with starch, sirs. 
Now the Captain calls aloud, 
While each hero looks so-proud ; 
How they eye the gaping crowd, 

And quiz the girls so arch, sirs. 

SPOKEN.] “ Halt! halt! halt!—Why, gentle 


men, you’ve left the rear guard behind.” —* Yes 
so we have, we’re beforehand with them.”—** Now 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 189 


gentlemen, we're going to exercise; and, in order 
that all may be correct, Ill give the word from 
my book of the New System.—Stand at ease! At- 
tention! Shoulder arms! Fix bayonets !”—« Why, 
Captain, how are we to fix bayonets when our 
guns are on our shoulders ?””—** Oh, I beg pardon, 
I’ve turn’d over two leaves at once—order arms— 
unfix bayonets.”—“* Why, we hav’n’t fixed them 
yet, Captain.” — That’s true, but never mind— 
ground arms.—Why, bless me, brother Shiver, 
you’ve tumbled down—I hope you hav’n’t hurt 
yourself ?”—** Yes, I’ve cut my nose and bled a 
bushel, I guess.”—** Yes, he’s wounded in the 
service, and has bled in the cause, I calculate.” 
—** Yes, and there’s one gentleman has run his 
bayonet into a very tender part of my frame, and 
I’ve only to inform this here corps that I’m not 
bomb proof.”—‘ What have you put up your um- 
brella for, Drybones?”—<* Because I guess we 
shall have a very particularly damn’d heavy shower 
of rain.”—‘* I say, Little, how long are you in 
this regiment ?”—<¢ Five feet nine without my 
shoes ; how long are you?”—** Six feet three.” 
“‘ A pretty size for a coffin.”—< Pretty well, I 
guess.”’—** Quick, march !” 
Thus they exercise away, &c. 












































Now all formed, to work they go, 

And no regiment e’er looked prouder ; 
I’m sure their looks would scare a foe, 
_ When they’re supplied with powder. 
All are ready for the fray, 
All exclaim, come don’t delay, 
All prepare to fire away, 

And where’s the corps fired louder. 


SPOKEN.—“ Gentlemen, you in the front row 
must kneel, and you in the second row must stand 
up—this is what we call platonic firing ; but mind, 
the gentlemen in the second row are not allowed 
to shoot the gentlemen’s heads off in the front 
row—and if any of the gentlemen in the front 
should fall down, the persons behind shall pick 
them up again.—Now, return ramrods — what, 
what are you doing there ?”—‘* Why, I’m return- 
ing the ramrod, I borrow’d it of Graball, and ’m 
doing as you bid me.”—* Gentlemen, if any of 
you should bite your cartridge at the wrong end, 
Just be kind enough to spit out the ball again.— 
Make ready—/( one of them discharges his prece )— 
Who’s that firing before his time ?—Present'!— 
( Another fires )—Really, gentlemen, this is a waste 
of powder.—I never heard any thing so bad as— 
(another fires.) There, again.—Now, gentlemen 
—Fire—( they fire one after the other. ) Really, I 
never heard such irregular firing in a regular regi- 
ment.—Why, gentlemen, what are you all dancing 
about—Stand at ease—(they knock the muskittos off 
with their hands), Attention!—Oh, the muskittos 
—(they still keep knocking them off.) Shoulder 
arms.”’—( The singer here knocks the muskittos off 
his shoulders, arms, legs, 8c. ) 

Thus they exercise away, &c. 


GILL LISP 


COME LELIA FILL THE GOBLET UP. 
A GLEE. 
[From Carlisle’s Specimens of Arabian Poetry. | 

Come, Lelia, fill the goblet up, 
Reach round the rosy wine, 

Think not that we will take the cup 
From any hand but thine. 

A draught like this ’twere vain to seek, 
No grape can such supply , 

It steals its tint from Lelia’s cheek, 
Its brightness from her eye. 


Sa ee 


A CHIP AM I OF THE OLD BLOCK. 
(J. C. Cross.) 


LorpD! I amas jolly a fellow 
As e’er handled chisel or saw ; 
St. Monday’s the night to get mellow, 
And never I'll break a good law. 
Old dad used to smoke, joke, and booze it, 
The bumpers about he would knock; 
It’s my turn, and zounds I’1l not lose it, 
«A chip am [ of the old block. 
Chip-a-chow, cherry chow, &c. 


When in England no chip was more jolly, 
A good shop of work made me gay ; 
To be idle I thought idle folly, 
So hammered and planed it away. 
But somehow the rhino ran taper; 
For handling of other folks’ chink, 
Over seas they sent me to caper, 
Where still half-seas over I drink. 
Chip-a-chip, cherry chow, &c. 


*Bout temperance some folks keep magging, 
Would fix us by maxims and rules; 

But, lord! now, with all their great bragging, 
No mechanic can work without tools. 

At England, or Botany Bay here, 
No greater enjoyment I seek, 

That St. Monday, as long as we stay here, 
Should come every day in the week. 

Chip-a-chip, cherry chow, &c. 


GPAIPL OPED 


COUSIN JOHN. 
(Cumberland.) 


TELL me, tell me truly, gentle cousin John, 
He is blind, but you can see, 
Where is little Cupid gone? 
Let him fly, but not to me— 
When that wicked brat is flown, 
Then good morrow, cousin, cousin John. 


Love has bow and arrows, gentle cousin John : 
Should he aim a shaft at you, 
Arrows mortal every one ; 
That same shaft may wound me too. 
When that cruel deed is done, 
Then good evening, cousin,- cousin John. 


Love has chains and fetters, gentle cousin John, 
Hymen is a cruel knave, 
For he puts those fetters on ; 
Makes his best of friends his slave. 
Farewell love when this is done ; 
Then good night, dear cousin, cousin John. 


GLILIL POR 


MY PEACE OF MIND’S RUINED. 
[Translated from Goethe’s Faustus. | 


MY peace of mind’s ruined, 
My bosom is sore, 
I ne’er meet him now, 
I shall ne’er meet him more. 


When he is not present, 
A dark grave I see; 
The universe round 
Is a prison to me, 


My poor shattered reason 
Is quickly departing, 

And my foolish heart 
With sorrow is smarting. 


My peace of mind’s ruined, &c. 


- Open my window, 
And watch him from there, 
go forth and wander, 
And search every where 
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I thought the crew were devils too, the master 


His firm, stately tread, 
captain Belzebub. 


His form, manly and high, 
The smile on his lip, 
And the fire of his eye, 


And his eloquent tongue, 
Dropping accents of bliss, 
His hand’s gentle pressure, 
And, ah me! his kiss. 
My peace of mind’s ruined, &c. 














Oh, what a row, &c. 


Wife to me so lovingly says now’s your time to pick 
a bit, 
The dinner’s serving up below, and we must fly. 
Says I, my dear, I’m very queer, I’m going to be 
sick a bit, 
I’m seized with a dizziness, I faint, I die; 
I cannot eat, I loathe my meat, I feel my stomach 
failing me, 
Steward, hasten, bring a basin, what the deuce 
is ailing me ; 
If ’tis handy get some brandy, the malady to 
quench unable, 3 
Down I lay for half a day, in pickle quite unmen- 
tionable. Oh, what a row, &c. 


As to dinner I’m a sinner if I touched a bit of it; 
But anchor cast and home at last, I’m safe once 
more, 
In the packet such a racket, crowding to get quit of 
it; 
Like cattle on a coaster we’re hailed on shore : 
With how d’ye do, and how are you, 1 see you’re 
better physically, 
Zounds, be still, I’m very ill, you’re always talk- 
ing quizzically ; 
Some with glee may go to sea, but I shal! not be 
willing, sirs, 
For such a day again to pay just two pounds fifteen 
shilling, sirs. Oh, what arow, &c. 


My wild bosom swells 

At the thought of his coming ; 
Oh, could I but clasp him, 

And keep him from roaming, 


And give him one kiss, 
As I should then so madly, 
And receive but his kisses, 
I would die then how gladly ! 
My peace of mind’s ruined, &c. 


GPIIPCLAIL® 


ADVENTURES IN A STEAM-BOAT. 
Air—© Tortoiseshell Tom-Cat.” 


On, what a row, what a rumpus, and a rioting, 
Those endure, you may be sure, who go to sea ; 
A ship is a thing that you never can be quiet in, 
By wind or steam tis all che same, ’twas so with 
me. 
Wile and daughter on the water said they’d like 
to sail a bit, 
I consented, soon repented, and began to rail a bit ; 
Papa, now pray do go to day, the weather’s so 
inviting, lauk! 
1’m sure ’twill do such good to you, they feed you 
like a fighting-cock. 
Oh, what a row, &c. 


In a boat I got afloat as clumsy as an elephant, 
So spruce and gay to spend the day and make a 


THE FARMER’S BOY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
INDEED my simple tale is true, 
A farm my father had, 


And laboured hard to make it do, 
For it was small and bad ; 


splash, Hers ; ; And labour too, was mother’s joy, 
Indeed it’s true, I did it too for stepping in I feil off Nor idle I, the farmer’s boy. 
on’t, 


My father died—affairs went wrong, 
And mother lost the farm ; 

Nor did she live to grieve it long, 
Or shelter me from harm 3; 

And now distressed without employ, 

An orphan see the farmer’s boy! 


And overboard, upon my word, I went slap dash. 
Wife squalling, daughter bawling, every thing 
provoking me, 
Called a hog or poodle-dog, all the sailors joking me, 
Dripping wet, in a pet, with many moré distressibles, 
A fellow took the long boat-hook and caught my 
inexpressibles. O, I can drive the team at plough, 
From corn the birds can keep ; 
To help at harvesting know how, 
And how to ’tend the sheep : . 
In charity, then, give employ, 
And save from want, the farmer’s boy. 


Oh, what a row, &c. 


Such a gig without a wig on deck I was exhibited, 
Laughed at by the passengers, and quizzed by 
the crew, 
Raved and swore that on shore I’d rather have 
been gibbeted, 
Than thus half-drowned by all around be roasted 
too. 
Danger past, and dry at last, indulging curiosity, 
I stared to see the vessel flee with such a strange 


PIL LILLE SF 


WINE, A TOAST, AND A CHORUS OF 
GOOD JOLLY BOYS. 


So ’tis with mortals in every degree, 


velocity We all have our sorrows and joys; 
Pray, said I, to/one hard by, what power can im- seas re RES aie bors bowl give me, 
pel us so? , Cie : ca eas 
The smoky devil goes by steam, at least the sai- Par Ea me sgt oper Bnd 2 SOaet, 
lors tell us so. Oh, what a row, &c. i iat bet Mu 


For life is a burden without we enjoy it, 
And each has his hobby, they say ; 
Why then, after business, to pleasure employ it, 


Not a sail to catch a gale, yet magically on I went, 
’Gainst wind and tide, and all beside, in wonder 


quite, And mine is to drink it away. 
Cast my eye to the sky, and tall as London’s mo- Rorthere’s siete 1 oe eee 
nument SOL ies 


Whilst others with care and sad sorrow oft pine, 
And know not the value of life ; 
We brave Bacchanalians delight in good wine, 
And in that drown our cares and our strife. 
For there’s nothing like wine, &c. 


Thus time passes swiftly, nor ever can grieve us, 
For wine even makes cowards brave ; 


I saw the kitchen-chimney smoke as black as ink. 
People toiling, roasting, boiling, bless us such a 
rookery, 
They’d soup, and fish, and fowl, and flesh, a Lon- 
don-Tavern cookery, 
Then the noise of men and boys, a din to rival an 
hubbub, 
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But till life is a shadow, and that shadow shall 
leave us, : 
Let us drink, and ne’er think of the grave. 
For there’s nothing like wine, &c. 


GPE P PPLE 


SPIRIT OF LOVE! THE HEART STILL 
DECEIVING. 


A TRIO. 
(Rev. G. Croly.) 


SPIRIT of Love! the heart still deceiving, 

Still on the dim eye delicious dreams weaving, 

Still with sad pleasure the torn bosom heaving. 
Go! I’m thy slave and thy victim no more. 


Spirit of Hope! from thy light pinions shedding, 
Flowers where the steps of young Passion are 
treading, 
Sunny hues over life’s sullen clouds spreading, 
Here live or die at thy shrine I adore. 


Spirit of Joy! on those bosoms descending, 
Come, iike the day-star the weary night ending ; 
Come, like the bow with the summer storm blend- 
ing, 

Bid all the anguish of true love ke o’er. 
Love, from my bosom the traitor disdaining, 
If I am scorned I shall die uncomplaining ; 
No bitter tear must those rich cheeks be staining ; 


No thought of woe must those young cheeks be 


paining. 
Spirit of Love, &c. 


GPP PIPI IP 


TO LONDON TOWN I’LL HASTE AWAY. 


To London town I’ll haste away, 
A little rural maid, 
A country life I hate, 
And rural joys upbraid ; 
To London town I’! haste away, 
Where every thing is new, 
Fly to the opera, park, and play, 
And do as London lasses do. 
Sing trol, lol, lolly, lol, lol, lol, &c. 


I scorn the shepherd’s pipe, 
The rustic dance despise, 
Dull praise from clownish lip, 
Nor rural song I prize. 
To London then, &c. 


In town all joys combine, 
All dress, all noise, all show 2 
Each maid’s a lady fine, 
And every swain’s a beau. 
To London then, &c. 


GLPRPIVIL FL 


THE MONKEY WHO HAD SEEN THE 
WORLD. 


( Reynolds. ) 


ONCE on a time a pert young ape 
To travel did determine ; 
No more he’d hide his make and shape 
’Mongst brutes and such low vermin. 
Modern air, 
High-bred stare, 
Lolling—sighing, 
Yawning—spying, 
With clothes well made, and hair well curled » 
The monkey went to see the world. 
Fal, lal, lal, la. 
The monkey went to see the world. 


Awhile at Paris ladies glanced, 
And pug would yield to no man, 
And still as modern beau had pranced, 
But for a sly old showman ! 


High-bred stare, 
At a fair, 

Caged and sighing, 
Others spying, 


Behold through bars, from conquest hurled 
The monkey who had seen the world. 


Fal, lal, lal, la. 
The monkey who had seen the world, &c. 


At length dismissed for something new, | 
He sought his woods with pleasure, 
And there, as other travellers do, 
Told stories without measure. 
High-bred stare 
Wo’n’t do there, 
Arch and cunning, 
Grinning, funning, 


<< We hear,” they cried, as round he twirled, 
«« The monkey who had seen the world.” 


Fal, lal, lal, la. 
The monkey who had seen the world, &c. 


GPIP LES 


COME, MAIDS, MILK BELOW. 
(S. Thomas.) 


I LOVE a lass from Clwyd’s sweet stream, 
More charming than the morning, 

When gently waking from her dream, 
And ey’ry flower adorning. 

Her charms my senses quite enthral ; 
Her eyes are like the sloe ; 

And dear to me her winning call, 
Of—come, maids, milk below! 


And though I am but a dairy boy, 
I soon may roll in riches ; 

I save my pence,—and, ah! what joy, 
For her my soul bewitches. 

And soon my Jenny she may be, 
A wife to soothe each woe ; 

And then I’ll listen, with what glee, 
To—come, maids, milk below. 


And we will wed on Taffy’s day, 
We'll live in peace and clover ; 
And to our native home we'll stray, 

When youth’s warm glow is over ; 
And there we’ll own a little cot, 

Near where the Clwyd doth flow, 
But never be the charm forgot, 

Of—come, maids, milk below ! 


GPP IEPLOF 


PUSH ABOUT THE PITCHER. 
Air—‘* My Friend and Pitcher.” 
THE silver moon, that shines so bright, 
I swear, with reason, is my teacher, 
And, if my minute-glass runs right, 
We’ve time to drink another pitcher. 
*Tis not yet day, "tis not yet day, 
Then why should we forsake good liquor, 
Until the sunbeams round us play, 
Let’s jocund push about the pitcher. 


They say that I must work all day, 
And sleep at night, to grow much richer ; 
But what is all the world can say, 
Compared to mirth, my friend, and pitcher? 
°Tis not yet day, &c. 


Though one may boast a handsome wife, 
Yet strange vagaries may bewitch her ; 
Unvexed, I’ll lead a cheerful life, 
And boldly call for t’other pitcher. 
’Tis not yet day, &c. 


I dearly love a hearty man, 
(No sneaking milksop—Jemmy Twitcher,) 
Who loves a lass and loves a glass, 
And boldly calls for t’other pitcher. 
Tis not yet day, &c. 
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MATRIMONIAL. DEAFNESS. 


Two ears at a time are too many for use 
When they’re only the inlet for strife, 
But few they are found who, though wise, would 
refuse 
To possess the fair organs of life. 
Yet deafness sometimes of advantage is found— 
Misfortunes may turn to a blessing, | 
For, when nonsense distracts, or when tumults 
surround, 
They then lose the power of distressing. 


Hence I wisely am taught to be deaf of one ear, 
While the other for use I employ ; : 
One gate I shut up against trouble and care, 
And the other keep open for joy. 
When my consort begins her loud windpipe to 
clear, 
With a peal would the world rend asunder, 
Serenely I sit, and I cock a deaf ear, 
Unmoved midst the roar of the thunder. 


T’other day comes a dun, with—‘‘ Good sir, you 
well know”— 
<¢ What say you ?—speak louder a little.” 
«© You know, sir, you borrowed, three twelve- 
months ago”— 
«* Alas' friend, I can’t hear a tittle.” 
«‘ You owe me ten pounds!” then louder he cries, 
And repeats it as strong as he can ; 
I point to my ears, and I lift up my eyes, 
Till he hardly can think me the man. 


I, as grave as a Don, cry, “ my hearing’s quite 
lost.” 
<< And my money,” says he, “ too, I fear, 
Deuce take him, ’tis folly to talk to a post!” 
So he leaves me, aS mad as a hare. 
Thus my life, night and day, in soft indolence 
flows, 
Scolding, dunning, nor brawling I fear. 
Ye married men all, as ye wish for repose, 
Be sure to be deaf of one ear. 


GOLPILEIII-F 


MY TOCHER’S THE JEWEL. 
( Burns. ) 


O MEIKLE thinks my luve o’ my beauty, 
And meikle thinks my luve o’ my kin ; 
But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie, 
My tocher’s the jewel has charms for him. 
It’s a’ for the apple he’ll nourish the tree ; 
It’s a’ for the hinny he’ll cherish the bee ; 
My laddie’s sae meikle in luve wi’ the siller, 
He canna hae luve to spare for me. 


Your proffer o’ luve’s an airl penny, 
My tocher’s the bargain ye wad buy; 
But an’ ye be crafty, I am cunnin’, 
Sae ye wi’ anither your fortune maun try. 
Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood, 
Ye’re like to the bark o’ yon rotten tree ; 
Ye’ll slip frae me like a knotless thread, 
And ye’ll crack your credit wi’ mae nor me. 


PO a ee 


HERE’S A HEALTH TO THOSE FAR AWAY. 
A GLEE. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 
HeRE’s a health to those far away, 
Those who are gone to war’s fatal plain ; 


Here’s a health to those who were here t’other day, 
But ne’er may be with us again—no, never! 


’Tis hard to be parted from those 
With whom we for ever could dwell ; 
But bitter indeed is the sorrow that flows 
When, perhaps, we are saying farewell—for 
ever, 


Yet we hope some guardian divine 
Will each youth from danger defend, 

Whilst Glory for them bright laurels shall twine, 
Whose beauty no perils can end—no, never ! 


Though those whom we tenderly love 
Our tears at this moment may claim, 

A balm to our sorrows this truth sure must prove, 
They’I!l live in the record of Fame—for ever ! 


GPLIIGIOP 


CONTENTED I KNOW I’M AN OLD 
EVERGREEN. 


(Dimond. ) 


On, when I was young how I kissed and I toyed, 
The lasses, sweet creatures! my time quite em- 
ployed ; 
I wrote them such posies, 
?Bout sweet briars and roses, 
When dancing their pride was with me to be seen ; 
Though now run to seed, 
And called an old weed, 
Yet I do as I please, 
Still enjoying heart’s ease, 
And, contented, I know I’m an old evergreen. 
Shut up in this place, as though under a frame, 
My trunk remains firm, yet my sap a’n’tthe same, 
There’s not a day passes, 
Bat all the young lasses, 
Like ivy, cling round me wherever I’m seen ! 
Though grown somewhat old, 
My heart’s not yet cold ; 
I’m as blithe and as gay 
As a daisy in May, 
And my love for the lasses remains evergreen. 


PPILPPIIF 


THE ROSE OF THE VALLEY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


THE rose of the valley in spring-time was gay, 

The rose of the valley it withered away ; 

The swains all admired it, its praises repeat, 

An emblem of virtue, so simple and sweet, 

But the blight marred the blossom, and soon, well- 
a-day, 

The rose of the valley it withered away. 


The rose of the valley a truth can impart, 

By the rose of the valley I picture my heart ; 
The sun of content cheered the morn of its birth, 
By innocence rendered a heaven on earth ; 

But Virtue and Peace left the spot, well-a-day ! 
And the rose of the valley it withered away. 


GIIFIIIF 


THE COTTAGE OF JOY. 
Air—* The Valley below.””—(Symms. ) 


THOUGH grandeur and wealth are my lot, 
And Fortune on me deigns to smile, 
My pride is the maid of the cot, 
Whose heart is a stranger to guile ; 
She’s pure as the dew-drop or snow, 
No vices her charms e’er destroy, 
Her breast is forsaken by Woe, 
For she lives in the cottage of Joy. 


Her station’s inferior to mine, 

Yet her virtue I’ll never betray, 
But lead her to that happy shrine 

To which Cupid dictates the way. 
United, all pomp Pll deride, 

And with her my sweet hours employ, 
Then naught shall I covet beside, 

Blest with her and the cottage of Joy. 


OPLIELIFF 


ee 
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Talk of the devil, he’s sure to come; the door at that moment flew back, man, 
There stood the drayman, allso glum, and he looked quite blue at the black man 


BARCLAY AND PERKINS’S DRAYMAN, 
Air— Merrily danced the Quaker’s Wife.” 
( Hudson.) 


NEAR Southwark-Bridge, on the Surrey-side, 
Lived a widow, who much did lack man, 
Her lily-white haad she'd long denied 
To one John Brown, a black man; . 
This John Brown stuck to her tight, 
Her heart was another way, man ,; 
Her thoughts by day, and dreams by night, 
Was on one of Barclay and Perkins’s dray- 
men! 
This drayman was more than six feet high, 
A proper great broad-backed man ; 
She thought him best, her reason why, 
He was twice as big as the black man! 
His face was like the full moon just ’rose, 
More like a priest than a layman, 
The eyes they sparkled, and so did the nose, 
Of Barclay and Perkins’s drayman. 


The black was a footman, and wore a cocked hat, 
Of dressing he had the knack, map. ; 
Ronnd his neck was a white cravat, 
That set off the face of the black man ; 
At the shape of his legs he looked with pride, 
Though they had no shape to display, man ; 
And he looked, when he grinned, with his mouth 
so wide, 
As if he could swallow the drayman. 


This black man, Brown, did not despair, 
He was a decent clack man, 

And said, ‘‘ Me know dat my face not fair, 
Dat’s cause me such a black man; 

But black nor white finger can’t feel, 
In de dark dis all one same man 3 

Me tink me mush great more genteel, 
Dan Barglay Berkins’s Drayman.” 
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Says she, ‘© We never can make a match, 
Yourself you off may pack, man, 
I should think I’d got in the arms of Old Scratch, 
If I went to bed with a black man.” 
Says he, “ O, scatch dat out of your head, 
Dow my colour is black, I’m agay man, 
You’d fin it worser to go to bed 
Wid Barglay Berkins’s drayman.” 
Says she, “ If truly my mind I tells, 
I don’t wish your feelings to rack, man, 
But really there is such nasty smells, 
What comes from every black man, 
You can’t think how my nose it pains, 
Though I turns it another way, man.” 
Says Brown, “ Dan ’t so bad as de stink of de 
grains 
From Barglay Berkins’s drayman.” 
Talk of the devil, he’s sure to come ; 
The door at that moment flew back, man, 
There stood the drayman, all so glum, 
And he looked quite blue at the black man ; 
«« That there lady,” says he, “ is free, 
If she likes to have you she may, man, 
But don’t you come here to tell lies about me,” 
Says Barclay and Perkins’s drayman. 


Poor Mr. Brown was petrified, 
His courage went not to come back, man; 
He sighed and groaned, and softly cried, 
«« Me wish me wan’d a black man.” 
His eyes did roll, and his teeth did grin, 
Says she, ‘‘ You may go your way, man!” 
«« And don’t let me catch you here agin,” 
Said Barclay and Perkins’s drayman. 
IN YOUNG LIFE’S MORNING. 
Air— Irish Melody.”—( Arnold.) 
IN young Life’s morning, 
Hope, Reason scorning, 


He hears not the warning 
Of future storms. 
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’Till, unreflecting, 
No fears protecting, 
The clouds collecting, 
The scene deforms. 


Yet who possessing 
One present blessing, 
Would cease caressing 
A joy so dear? 


Ah! sure ’twere madness 
'To cloud with sadness 
The hours of gladness 
From future fear, 


How oft, friends meeting, 
Our hearts are beating, 
Lest joy, so fleeting, 
Too soon be flown. 


Yet why should sorrow 
Our transports borrow, 
Which, ere to-morrow, 
May all be gone? » 


We wisely measure 
Life’s dearest treasure 
Who taste the pleasure 
While yet ’tis ours. 


For, while bright gleaming, 
The sun is beaming, 
Who would be dreaming 
Of future showers? 


FOI PIP IF 


FLASHEY JOE. 
(R. Morley.) 


As flashey Joe one day did pass 
Through London streets, so jolly, 
A crying fish, he spied a lass, 
?Twas Tothill’s pride, sweet Molly! 
He wiped his mug with apron blue, 
And cried,—come, buss your own dear Joe; 
When she turned up her nose, ’tis true, 
And bawled out—here’s live mackerel, O! 
Four a shilling, mackerel, O! 
All alive, O! 
New mackerel, O! 


Says I,—Miss Moll, den’t tip this gam, 
You knows as how it will not do; 
Pray didn’t I mill dustman Sam, 
For making your black eyes turn blue ? 
Vhy, then you swore you would be kind, 
But you are grown so queer of late, 
And always changing like the wind, 
So now I’Il brush and sell my skate ! 
Buy my skate, &c. 


She cried,—now, Joe, vhy treat me ill? 
You know I love you as my life! 
When I forsook both Sam and Will, 
And promised to become your wife, 
You left me then for Brick-dust Sall, 
And went to live with her in quod! 
So ’ll be off with my mack’ral, 
And you may bolt with your salt cod! 
Ye’re mack’rel, &c. 


I could not part with Moll, d’ye see, 
Because that she began to snivel ; 
I melted like an anchovy, 
And swore I’d love her like the devil ! 
Vhy, then, says she, come, tip’s your dad, 
And let us take a drap of gin, 
And may I choke with hard-roed shad 
If I forsake my Joe Herring. 


Four a shilling, &c. 


SLIP L IFS 


GENTLEMEN, WHAT ARE YOU DOING? 
( Upton.) 
GENTLEMEN, what are yon doing, 
Thus to let me come a wooing ? 
Tell me truly, should it be? 
Maids and bachelors, they say, 
Should to Hymen’s laws obey, 
Yet no one will wed with me ; 
Ah! poor I, left to sigh! 
Gentlemen, what are you doing, 
Thus to let me come a wooing? 


Gentlemen, I can assure you, 
Women have a way to cure you; 
And must tell you, frank and free, 
When you trifle with our hearts, 
We can show our stings and darts ; 
Yet I hope to wedded be: 
Ah! poor I, left to sigh! 
Gentlemen, what are you doing, 
Thus to let me come a wooing? 


PLP OP PLP? HL 


THE INDIAN MAID’S WELCOME TO THE 


WHITE CHIEF. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


OH! welcome to the southern isle, 
Where the spicy breezes flow, 
Where skies for ever wear a smile, 

And flowers for ever grow ! 
Feast on our milky cocoa-nuts, 
On our yams and plantains feed, 
And soon, for you, shall the bread-fruit fall, 
Soon shall the wild hog bleed! 
Welcome, fair stranger, welcome, 
To our shores of sun and balm, 
Safe from the wild sea’s peril, 
Far from the rude world’s harm, 


We'll, like our chiefs, array you 
In the matted robe of fear ; 
With the crimson plume we’ll crown you, 
And arm you with the spear; 
While, at nightfall, to the reedy flute, 
We the Keiva dance will weave, 
And, with madd’ning draughts of the ava root, 
Forbid your heart to grieve. 
Welcome, fair stranger, &c. 


PPIIEFIP IS 


HERE’S A LOVER, HA, HA, HA! 
A DUET. 
(Beuler. ) 


He.—Au! demme, madam, how d’ye do? 
Beauty’s warming—you look charming } 
Let me send you a billet-doux, 
For, ’pon my soul, I love you. 


She.—I really can’t think what you are! 
Turn about, sir—can’t find out, sir; 
Your wit and figure seem at par ; 
I really don’t approve you. 


He.—Not approve, ma’am, ha, ha, ha! 
Can’t I move, ma’am? ha, ha, ha! 
Wo’n’tI do, ma’am? ha, ha, ha! 
You’ve no gout, ma’am, ha, ha, ha 


She.—Here’s a lover! ha, ha, ha! 
Look him over! ha, ha, ha! 
Must approve him! ha, ha, ha! 
Weavers wove him! ha, ha, ha! 


Both.-—Ha, Was ha! 
Fal la ral la! &e. 
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He.—Pray, ma’am, don’t you like my eyes? 
Now look at them, now look at them. 
She.—-They’re like a gosling’s, when he flies, 
For they can only match them. 
He.—You’re struck with wonder, I surmise ; 
Do but watch them, do but watch them: 


Both.—Don’t they strike you with surprise ? 
Prithee, do look at them. 


He.—Don’t they smile, ma’am? ha, ha, ha! 
She.—All the while, sir, ha, ha, ha! 
He.—Don’t they sparkle? ha, ha, ha! 
She.—Just like charcoal! ha, ha, ha! 
He.—Can’t I ogle? ha, ha, ha! 
She.— Like a bogle! ha, ha, ha! 

He.—Bright in colour! ha, ha, ha! 
She.—Nothing duller! ha, ha, ha! 
Both.—Ha, ha, ha! 

Fal la ralla! &c. 
He.—Would you like to see me dance? 
Voulez-vous danser ? voulez-vous danser ? 


Bien de grace las ala France! 
Mademoiselle, avancez. 


She.—Ha, ha! an ape would dance as well ; 
You are no dancer,—you are no dancer! 
At that you’ll never bear the bell, 
Oh, no, you have no chance, sir! 


He.—But I can fence, ma’am, sa, sa, sa! 
She.—You can fence, sir! ha, ha, ha! 
He.—And I can sing, ma’am, la, la, la! 
She.—You can sing, sir! ha, ha, ha! 
He.—You’ve no taste, ma’am! ha, ha, ha! 
She.—You’ve no waist, sir! ha, ha, ha! 
He.— Vous etes stupide ! ha, ha, ha! 
She.—You’re a Cupid! ha, ha, ha! 


Both.—Ha, ha, ha! 
Fal la ral la, &c. 


PLeF LEAF 


OH, MASONRY, OUR HEARTS INSPIRE, 


OH, masonry, our hearts inspire, 

And warm us with thy sacred fire ; 

Make us obedient to thy laws, 

And zealous to support thy cause ; 
For thou and virtue are the same, 
And only differ in the name. 


Pluck narrow notions from the mind, 

And plant the love of human kind, 

Teach us to feel a brother’s woe, 

And, feeling, comfort to bestow ; 
Let none unheeded draw the sigh, 
No grief unnoticed pass us by. 


Let swelling pride a stranger be, 

Our friends composed humility, 

Our hands let steady justice guide, 

And temperance at our boards preside ; 
Let secrecy our steps attend, 
And injured worth our tongues defend. 


Drive meanness from us, sly deceit, 
And calumny and rigid hate ; 
Oh! may our highest pleasure be 
To add to man’s felicity ; 
And may we, as thy votaries true, 
Thy paths, oh! masonry, pursue. 


CH LP4 PCOS 


MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
.ONDON LASSES., 
Air— Roy’s Wife ° 


CUPID, to fulfil a duty, 
Lately from Idalia passes ; 
Hovering o’er the isles of beauty, 
Gave “* the palm ”’ to London lasses. 
O! the dear, delighting lasses, 
Who compare with London lasses ; 
Wit and beauty both combine, 
And sweetly shine in London lasses, 
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Venus, with a view to teaze him, 
Sent him next to Mount Parnassus ; 
De’il a damsel there could please him, 
Like our charming London lasses. 
O! the dear, delighting lasses, &c. 


Love is theirs, blest boon of nature, 
Tended by the kindred graces ; 
Each endearing glance and feature 
Binds the heart to London lasses. 
O! the dear, delighting lasses, &c. 


Music may have charms for many, 
Others stifle care o’er glasses ; 
My delight and boast is Fanny, 
Fairest of the London lasses. 
O! the dear, delighting lasses, &c. 


Sigh who will for golden treasure, 
Mine’s a gem that gold surpasses ; 
Fanny’s smiles give wealth and pleasure, 
Gifts reserved for London lasses. 
O! the dear, delighting lasses, &c. 


POP LIPGPR 


WHIMSICAL PADDY. 


I’M a Paddy you see by the sight of my trogue, 
And my name’s Master Roderick O’Macwhac- 
fenugino : 
I was born with no shirt in sweet Ballanahog, 
And christened by Father O’Domini Jugino. 


SPOKEN. ] Now, upon my conscience, Master 
Roderick, you are a devilish queer fellow, and, 
devil burn me, but I see you are bent upon getting 
drunk to night, but I’ll take care of you. 

With my duderum, daderum, fuderam, 
faderum, St. Patrick’s day in the morning. 


The reverend father got wondrous frisky, 
He liked holy water, but he mixt it with whis- 
key ; 
And in past’ral ale gave me this ghostly warning, 
If yon’re drunk over night, you'll be dry the 


next morning. 


SPOKEN.]| During the time that my father’s tell- 
ing the story, I looked about me, and, devil burn 
me, but he’s at my cupboard taking aswig at my 
bottle: Oh, says I, dear father, what are you 
about? Oh, you hard-hearted Christian, an’t I 
the keeper of your conscience, and, devil burn me, 
but I take all the sin upon myself; and devil burn 
me, father, but you take all the whiskey, too, 
upon yourself. 

With my duderum, &c. 


Then he told me the list of his pedigree fait, 
Said his blood was as thick as the best Jord’s in 
Christendom : 
Says I, that accounts for your thick-headed pate ; 
Then he told all his ancestors’ names while I 
listened him. 


SPOKEN.] Now, upon my conscience, stop a 
bit, and I’ll give you a toast :—‘“‘ Here’s, may the 
hard-hearted father never know what it is to have 
a child.” 


With my auderum, &c 
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He got them all but save the father, poor elf, 

Caase the mother of him wa’n’t quite certain her- 
self ; 

And this from the father was all he could gather, 

He must be 2 wise man that knows his own father. 


SPOKEN.] Devil burn me if I know what to say 
to it, for you know, and I know, and, upon my 
sovl, every other body knows. 

With my duderum, &c. 


PPIPP PELL 


WANDERING DOLLY. 
(Rannie.) 


YE youths and virgins, lend an ear, 
To hapless Dolly’s mournful ditty ; 
My heavy tale of sorrow hear, 
And drop the tender tear of pity! 


While yet a child my parents died, 

And left me without friend or guide ; 

An orphan, o’er the world to stray, 

Of poverty and grief the prey. 

I left their poor, though blissful cot, 
The lonely child of melancholy ; 

Ah! bitter since has been the lot, 
And sad the heart of wand’ring Dolly. 


Now destined o’er the world to go, 
My daily means of life to borrow; 

{ drink from the full cup of woe, 
And eat the bitter bread of sorrow. 


Deprived of all my heart reveres, 
The morning rises on my tears ; 

And night, the balm of others’ woes, 
To me; alas! brings no repose. 


For, since I left my blissful cot, 
The lonely child of melancholy ; 
Ah! bitter still, has been the lot, 
And sad the heart of wand’ring Dolly. 


GOLEPOPOR 
«e 


WITH THIS REWARD IN VIEW, WHAT 
MANLY BOSOM FEARS. 


(Cobb.) 


AH! when safe at home arrived at last, 
Where oft the maid you love has heaved the 
secret sigh, 
She fondly hears your tale of dangers past, 
How sweet to kiss the tear from beauty’s eye! 
With this reward in view, what manly bosom fears 
To brave the various war which skies and waters 
wage ; 
The winds, the thunders roar, unmoved he hears, 
While future calms of love his hopes engage. 


Beauty then shall bend at mirth’s gay shrine, 
Shall hail the festive hour, and mock her fond 
alarms ; 
Your bumper as she fills the nectared wine, 
Becomes the happy mirror of her charms. 
With this reward in view, &c. 


THE HUMOURS OF A THEATRE. 
Air—“ The Nightingale Club.” —(C. Letts.) 


Now to see Drury-lane it is a great treat, 
To see the performance is greater ; 
The crowds waiting at the doors to get a good seat 
Would fill any amphitheatre. 
The doors are thrown open, the crowd make a 
rush, 
Those who go to a play must put up with the crush. 
SPOKEN.] Buy a bill of the play, Common-gar- 
den, Dury-lane, buy a bill, Lank a daisy me! 
what crowds there is round the doors. Come this 
way, lassie, here’s a prime standing seat here. 
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What time is it by your watch? I'll tell you if 
you'll watch the doors. Oh! bad luck to ’em, 
they are now opening. Then I’ll pocket my watch, 
and watch my pockets. Take care of your pockets ! 
(Loud voice.) Vat does he say? take care of your 
pockets! egad, I’ll take care of vat’s in ’em too: 
tor there’s my dear little Peggy’s napkins in mine, 
and they comes expensive to buy. Oh, dear! oh, 
my gracious me! J shall be squeeged to death; and © 
here’s this great ugly man behind has got his hand 
in my pocket-hole, an himperant willain. Never 
mind, miss, he can’t steal your pocket-hole. I 
say, Tom, shove that fat un a von side, and get 
afore him. Bravo! ve’ve got the fust seat at last; 
vat a sight of times I’ve tried to get it, but vas 
alhust behind before. Come out o’ that, you sir, 
that be my seat. I wish you may git it. Any 
fruit, ladies and gentlemen, bill ot performance. 
I say, Moll, have you got any buns? Only one in 
the house, which is too valuable to be offered for 
sale. Perhaps it’s a cross bun. No, indeed, it’s 
a Bunn that will give general satisfaction. Moosick, 
strike up, you parchment rapper. I zay, Tummas 
lad, wur you ever in sich a pleace as this here 
afoore? Noa; what do ’em do, Wullum? I 
heerd a gellaman zay as how, zumbody be a going 
to stoop down and conker. Ecod, I hope ’em 
wo’n’t come anighst here, lod, for I hate foighters, 
um be such depredators. Strike up, you cat-gut 
scrapers. I say, Jack, the bell’s rung. Oh! has 
it, then just stop your clapper ; down there, will 
you, push him down; do sit down, vo’n’t you? 
(Loud voice.) Blood and thunder! if you do’n’t 
every soul of you set down in front there directly, 
a go home again. Ha‘ ha! ha! I think after that 
oll— 


We'll drin) all their healths, sure we cannot do 
less, 

And may their new pieces be crowned with suc- 
. cess. 


The curtain is up, such a clapping and row, 
Get up fees don’t scroudge, and all that ; 

‘ O Lord: I am fainting.—* Perhaps you'll allow 
Me, sir, to take care of your hat?’ 

No sooner off than off with it he biked, 

And left Master Wiseman to do as he liked. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! vat have they done vith my hat? 
Neyer mind your hat, sir, as long as you’ve got 
your head. No, I shouldn’t mind it so much, if 
it vas my own. A borrow’d concarn, ha! ha! 
ha! Order. I say, father, shall we see Mr. Make- 
ready. in this? Mac Greedy you mean, dear; 
down, down there, will you, it’s d d hard you 
wo’n’t sit down. It’s d d hard when I do sit 
down. Give that dog a bone. Oh! I shall faint. 
Has any one got a smelling bottle for my wife; a 
gin bottle will do? Take your hand away, vill 
you? Ican’t see. My hand do’n’t do no harm. 
But your arm does. Why cannot you be still? 
We ben’t making half zo much noise as they be 
on the stage. Sit down, boy, sit down, I say; 
d—n the boy, he’s as deaf as a post. He’s a post- 
boy, and that accounts for it. Shall I trouble you 
to take off your vig as vell as hat, sir? your brute- 
ass sticks up, I can’t see when I’m down. Well, 
you've no business to venture out till you’re nine 
days old. Hush! silence! Pray, sir, can you in- 
form me what’s the play? She stoops to—d—n 
them fellows in the gallery, they’re always throw- 
ing their orange-peel in the pit—quite a nuisance. 
I say, young hooman, pul off your bonnet, I can’t 
see. Feel then. Oh, for shame! sister, in such 
a public place. Order, you sir, with the pig’s 
trotter. Trot him out. Oh, mother, isn’t that 
Mr. Bray, the donkey man? Don’t pint! it is so 
wery wuigur. Yes, it is him, ma, and little 
Jimmy. Say James, my dear, Jimmy sounds so 
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much like a sheep’s head. Pray, sir, can you tell 
‘me vat’s the arterpiece? ve lost my bill, sir. 
Here am I, papa. Not you, my dear ; bless his 
neart, what innocent simplicity, ’ent it, sir? Yes, 
ne takes after his father for that. What! are you 
oing, Mr. Day? Yes, I must, good night; I’m 
going— 
To drink all their healths, as we cannot do less ; 
And may their new pieces be crowned with success. 


Third act over, gods are so uproarious, 
Parsons are swearing at the Lord knows who ; 


“ Blood and wounds! here’s a fight.’—‘ Is there ?. 


oh, how glorious! 
I like to see a good one, sir ;—what say you?’ 
The music strikes up, but the gods increase their 
noise 5 
Oh, these are the Humours of a Playhouse, my 
boys. 


SPOKEN.] Well, how did you like the play? 
Very much. How do you like Liston? Why, I 
think he’s best on the list. Holloa! what’s the 
row? A fight, a fight! Go it, my pibbies; d—me 
I'll back you. You shouldn’t stand in front to 
back him. Now just shut your fists, and you shut 
your mouth, for you’ve got a rum ’un for a rasp- 
berry tart; now, if you mind your eye and fight 
low, you'll Cribb a little of his wind ; that’s right, 
go it! Spring upon him; if you was but Sharpe 
and hit him a Neate one on his box o’ dominoes. 
Do, do, it’s a rare sarcy box. Order, the bell’s 
rung; turn’em out. Give that bone a dog. I 
say, Jack, L wish Herring was here as well as the 
rest of the odd fish. Vell, he may, some of these 
odd nights; they’ve a clever little Fisher here. 
Silence! Cot tam dem tieves, dey have run away 
wid my pockets, and von side of my preeches, de 
tam tieves, more vork for de tailor man. Order. 
Order, inteed, order dem tieves out of de house. 
Ah, Mr. Snip, how do you do? Among the mid- 
dlings. Did you go to Common-garden that night? 
Oh, yes, did. What amused you most? Why, 
I liked Mr. Sing Clear best. Bad luck to you, 
where are you shoving to? ll over, sir, all over. 
Sure and it’s no reason you should tread on my 
corns ; if you do it again, by the powers! but Ill 
speak to my brother Pat. Pat, here’s this chap 
behind treading on my toes. I say, brother, be 
after hitting him a kick, and I’ll pay you again, 
honey. Oh, what’ll I do, what’ll I do? there’s 
that fingermonger run away with my best tippet. 
Which man, when did he do it, where is he? 
That’s him; just this minute; there he is; a 
wagygabone. Come, you, sir, tip over my vife’s 
tippet, or I’ll tip it you in Tipperary stile. I 
think you are tipping your gammon. Well, Mrs. 
Bullseye, how did you like it? Oh, sir, it is the 
finest formance, and most elegantest treatre I ever 
seed. Coach, your honour, coach to the city? 
No. 27. Law, pa, vat a great large big coach it 
must be to hold so many. Your little one was 
quite amused, sir. LEes, sur, he wur, and he will 
ha’ it all off as pat as possible in the mournin, al- 
though at present he looks as hignorent as 
Yourself, sir; so good night, and success to Old 
Drury— 

So vals drink all their healths, as we cannot do 
ess, 
4nd may their new pieces be crowned with success. 





PIPL EFP OID 


AR IN YON DALE STANDS MY LOWLY 
COT. 


Air— Far over Land.”—(J. Bruton.) 


FAR in yon dale stands my lowly cot, 
Where the fomd ivy round is wreathing, 
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Where the woodbine fair doth wantonly sport, 
And roses—fragrance breathing. 


*» 


And in that cot—blest elysian spot! 

My Sally dwells, heaven’s fairest maid, 
In humble lot, to pride forgot, « 

In rustic simple charms arrayed. 


Fainly would I resign all wealth, 
If blest with lovely Sally, 
To live, amid content and health, 
In yonder peaceful valley. 
For, in that cot, &c. 


GPE LP IOI? 


THE WASHERWOMAN’S LAMENT, 
OR, STEAM-WASHING-COMPANY. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Adieu, my Native Land.”—(Miss Bryant. \ 


ADIEU, my weekly wash, adieu! 

A weeping heart thy loss bewails ; 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Thy stiffened collars, draggled tails; 
No, thou art fled—my only hope, 

Thy smoke and dirt are lost to me; 
Adieu to pearlash, farewell soap, 

Oh, base Steam-Washing-Company! 

Adieu, my weekly wash, &c. 


No more I’ll be a laundress gay, 
And get a lunch and cheerful sup, 
Or rub for half-a-crown a day ; 
My broken bits, my snuff’s knocked up. 
No more with jokes the hours I’ll cheer, 
Fled, fled’s my darling cup of tea, 
For Fate has taken all, oh dear, 
To the Steam-Washing-Company ! 
Adieu, my weekly wash, &c. 


Oh, how I wish there ne’er was smoke, 
And I should then not live on air; 
I’d keep my-tub, I’d crack my joke, 
And in my boils I’d drown despair. 
But Fortune looks just like stone blue, 
And Poverty is wringing me, 
But every joy has left my view 
For thee—Steam-Washing-Company! 
Adieu, my weekly wash, &c. 


GOPEP LISP 


BRIGHT PHGBUS, THE PATTERN OI 
POETS BELOW. 


BRIGHT Phebus, the pattern of poets below, 
Assist me, ye archers, to sing, 
For thou art accounted the god of the bow 
As well as the god of the string. 
Twanging god. 


The practice of shooting ’twas you that began 
When you shot forth your beams from the sky ; 
Young Cupid was first in adopting the plan, 
Next the goddesses shot with their eye. 
The bright dames. 


On beautiful Iris Apollo bestowed 
A bow of unparalleled hue ; 
’Twas her hobby long, and, as on it she rode, 
Like an arrow shot from it she flew. 
Gaudy dame. 


Diana, who slaughtered the brutes with her darts, 
Ne’er shot but one lover or so, 
For Venus excelled her in shooting at hearts, 
And had always more string to her bow. 
The sly jade. 


T'o earth came the art of the archers at last, 
And was followed with eager pursuit, 
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But the sons of Apollo all others surpassed, 
With such monstrous long bows did they shoot. 
Lying dogs. 
Ulysses, the hero, was known long ago 
In wisdom and strength to excel, 
So he left in his house an infleazble bow, 
And a still more inflexible belle. 
Lucky dog. 
The Parthians were archers of old, and their pride 
Lay in shooting and scampering too, 
But Britons thought better their sports to divide, 
So they shot—and their enemies flew. 
The brave boys. 


Then a health to all true British bowmen be 
crowned, 
May their glory ne’er set in the dark, 
May their bows be all strong, and their strings be 
all sound, 
And their arrows fly straight to the mark. 
British boys. 


PILL ILI? 


THE INDIAN JASMINE-FLOWER. 
(Ryan.) 

How lovely the jasmine-flower 

Blooms, far from man’s observing eyes, 
And, having lived its little hour, 

There withers—there, sequestered, dies! 
Though faded, yet ’tis not forgot ; 

A rich perfume, that time can’t sever, 
Lingers in that unfriended spot, 

And decks the jasmine’s grave for ever. 


Thus, thus should man, who seeks to soar, 
On Learning’s wing, to Fame’s bright sky, 
Far from his fellows seek that lore, 
Unheeded live—sequestered die. 
Thus, like the jasmine, when he’s fled, 
Fame’s rich perfume will ever keep 
Ling’ring around the faded dead, 
As saints that watch some infant’s sleep. 


A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW OF A BATTLE. 
(Cobb. ) 


OH, what a sight it was to see, 

Oh, what a din, what a glorious rattle! 
And I so snug, perched up in a tree, 

Had a bird’s-eye view of the battle. 
Ambition is a hero’s boast, 

Therefore I chose so high a post. 

To be calm and cool 

In the midst of a fray 
Is a hero’s rule, 

Then tell me, pray, 
Where could I be 
So cool as in a tree? 
And, near to the top, 
I was safe from a pop. 

Oh, what a sight it was to see ; 

Oh, what a din, what a glorious rattle! 
Ever give me a post in a tree, 

With a bird’s-eye view of a battle. 
There were Chicksaws and Cherokees, 
And Mohawks and Miamis, 

And Shenectaws and Catabaws, 
All with their sachems and their squaws! 
Oh, what a sight, &c. 


PLL POE 


FLY TO MY ARMS. 
( Upton.) 

FLY to my arms, my dearest, fly, 
And leave the world behind thee! 
Fly to my arms, 

With all thy charms, 
And nought of ill shall find thee. 


Fly to the breast that throbs for thee, 
And throw thy fears away, love. 
Fly to my breast, - 
And on it rest, 
Secure by night and day, love. 


Fly from the town and scenes of noise, 
And peace shall hover round thee, 

Fly to my heart, 

And Sorrow’s dart 
Shall never, never wound thee. 


THE THUNDERBOLT FRIGATE. 
( Beazley.) 


SCARCE out of short coat 
I learnt sailing by rote, 
So I cut me a boat, 
And I set it afloat, 
And learnt while a younker to rig it ; 
And though not so high 
As a handspike, said I, 
My fortune V’]l try 
On the sea far and nigh, 
So I sailed in the Thunderbolt Frigate. 


I called them all asses, 
That talked of the lasses, 
Or thought in their glasses 
That time gaily passes, 
While dancing on dry land they jig it ; 
For I had a notion 
Of gaining promotion 
By giving a potion 
To foes on the ocean, 
While on board of the Thunderbolt Frigate. 


They talk of the prattle 
Of pretty lips’ tattle, 
But give me the rattle 
: Of guns in a battle, 
When an enemy’s standard we twig it ; 
When woman I tried her, 
I ne’er could abide her, 
For nothing can guide her, 
Not e’en a broadsider 
From the guns of the Thunderbolt Frigate. 


GIPGL EL I- 


HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR 
STRIFE. 


Air—“ My Jo, Janet.””—( Burns.) 


HUSBAND, husband, cease your strife, 
Nor longer idly rave, sir; 

Though I am your wedded wife, 
Yet I am not your slave, sir. 


One of two must still obey, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Is it man or woman, say, 
My spouse, Nancy? 

If ’tis still the lordly word, 
Service and obedience ; 

I'll desert my sovereign lord, 
And so good by, allegiance! 


Sad will I be so bereft, 
Nancy, Nancy; 

Yet I’ll try to make a shift, 
My spouse, Nancy. 


My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hour I’m near it 5 

When you lay me in the dust, 
Think, tl.ink, how you will bear it. 


I will hope and trust in heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy; 

Strength to bear it will be given, 
My spouse, Nancy. 
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Well, sir, from the silent dead, 
Still V1] try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 


I'll wed another, like my dear 
Nancy, Nancy; 

Then all hell will fly for fear, 
My spouse, Nancy. 


GLIL IIL 


LET EACH TAKE HIS GLASS, AND DRINK 
TO HIS LASS. 


PHYSICIANS may talk of their ills, 
And parsons look wondrous grave, 
I hate all their sermons and pills 
Designed for the fool or the knave. 
Let each take his glass, 
Filled up to the brim, 
And drink the dear lass 
Intended for him. 


For never did Bacchus of old 
Repent of his quaffing good wine, 
Or Momus, for so we are told, 
At mirth and good humour repine. 
Let each take his glass, &c. 


‘Dull souls the best liquor decline, 
And think they’re undone if they taste, 
While we, my boys, live on good wine, 
And think we’re undone if we waste. 
Let each take his glass, &c. 


IL IPIPFI? 


NO, NO, FAIR HERETICK, IT CANNOT 
BE. 


(Suckling, 1659.) 


No, no, fair heretick, it cannot be 

But an ill love in me, , 

And worse for thee ; 

For were it in my power 

To love thee now this hour 

More than [ did the last, 

’Twould then so fall 

I might not love at all ; 
Love that can flow, and can admit increase 
Admits as well an ebb, and may grow less. 


True love is still the same, 
The torrid zones 
And those more frigid ones 
It must not know ;’ 
For love grown cold or hot 
Is false, and friendship not ; 
The thing we have for that’s a flame would die, 
Held down or up too high ; 
Then think I love more than I can express, 
And would say more could I but love thee less. 


GLLIEFILEOL 


ALL HANDS UNMOOR, 
OR, THE SHIPWRECK. 


ALL hands unmoor, proclaims a cry, 

All hands unmoor, the rocks reply ; 

Rouzed upon deck, the sailors swarm, 

And lovers soon the windlass arm. 

Reluctant, from its oozy cave, 

The anchor rises from the wave: 

On slippery masts the yards ascend, 

And high the canvass wings extend. 
Whilst o’er the bosom of the faithless tides, 
In silent pomp, the cumbrous vessel] glides. 


But see, now borne before the blast, 
Clouds roll on clouds, the moon o’ercast, 
The glarivg orb, condensed with haze, 
Emits arc ind a sanguine blaze, 


The ocean curls, the winds arise, 
The scud in swift suceession flies ; 
A storm, deep low’ring, blots the sky, 
Reef topsails, reef, is now the cry, 
So, steady meet her, watch the blast behind, 
And steer her right before the seas and wind. 


Now, winged with ruin from on hich, 
Through the rent clouds the lightnings fly ; 
A piteous groan is heard behind, 
A flash has struck the helmsman blind : 
A billow, with tremendous roll, 
To ruin seems to doom the whole ; 
While from the yard, oh! dire to tell, 
Three sailors to the ocean fell : 
High o’er their heads the rolling billows sweep, 
And down they sink to everlasting sleep. 


As o’er the surge the mainmast hung, 

The seamen on the rigging clung, 

While yet they hug the floating mast, 

Or to the cordage grapple fast, 

Their wives and children—Nature’s chain, 

Tug at their hearts, with powerful strain ; 

Now on the waves on high they ride, 

Then downward plunge beneath the tide : 
The hostile waters close around the brave, 
And prove the ocean is the seamen’s yrave. 


GLI LELF 


LIFE HAS ONE COMFORT FOR MAIDS 
OF THREESCORE. 


( Andrews.) 


A SWEET-SCENTED courtier once gave me a kiss, 

And promised me mountains, if 1 would be his 

But soon I found courtiers were callous to shame, 

And mountains and mole-hills with them were the 
same. 


SPOKEN.] For, that very night, when I was at 
my favourite amusement, listening, I heard a 
rustling of silks upon the stair-case, there was my 
spark making love to my lady’s maid, rigged-out 
in an old cast-off of her mistress’s ! so— 


Soon I found courtiers were callous, &c. 


A widow, whose tears were unceasingly shed 

For her spouse, her protector, her‘all, that was 
dead ; 

Made me wonder the dame should such sorrow 
survive, 

Till I found that she had a kind cousin alive. 


SPOKEN.] For, calling one day with some bom- 
bazeen to renew her weeds with, I overheard a 
parley in the back drawing-room, ‘‘ Come, widow, 
don’t carry on this farce any longer, it’s trouble- 
some to be squeezing out tears from morning to 
night ; marry me at once—you know my merit,— 
I managed your late husband’s business the last 
five years of his life.” 


No longer I wondered the dame should survive, 
When [ found that she had a kind cousin alive< 


A maiden of sixty, so pure and so prim, 

As tall as a May-pole, and nearly as slim; 
Protested her pleasures in life were all o’er, 

At length I perceived she’d one comfort in store. 


SROEAN | For, being invited to a snug dish of 
tea, anda little scandal, I chanced to go some- 
what sooner than I was expected; and, passing 
her chamber, J heard the corner cupboard unlock, 
and the following soliloquy,—‘*‘ Come to my heart, 
my ,best supporter! man, faithless man, has 
slighted and deceived me! you are the only warm 
friend I have.” 


So I plainly perceived, though laid flat on the floor, 
Life still has one comfort for maids of threescore. 
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FRIENDSHIP, THOU SOCIAL BOND OF 
LIFE, WITH HARMONY COMBINED. 


A GLEE. 
(Harris. ) 
FRIENDSHIP, thou social bond of life, 
Yielding to nought but love alone; 


By thee, secure from pain and strife, 
Let us approach thy sacred throne. 


Next, heaven-born Harmony, thy aid we ask, 
Propitious thou, be ours the task 

To blend thy notes in one continued whole, 
And pour the melting strain upon the soul. 


Thus the gay hours shall glide away, 
Nor leave a thorn behind, 

Where gen’rous Friendship bears the sway, 
With Harmony combined. 


PIIFPOELO 


ROSA AND WILLIAM. 
(W.H. Ireland.) 


ROSA sat sighing beside the clear brook, 
Sing hey, lillo, ho, lillo, lee: 
Pale was her cheek, and dejected her look, 
On the green bank lay her basket and crook 5 
She sighed forth, alas! woe is me; 
Ah! why did he stray 
From me far away? 
Never, poor Rosa, wilt thou see him more, 
Willy, the swain, whom thy soul doth adore! 


Her ringlets fell loosely o’er her white breast, 
Sing hey, lillo, ho, lillo, lee; 
Her heart, once so gay, was Misery’s nest, 
And on her temples she wore a sad crest ; 
’T was plucked from the pale willow-tree ; 
That moss-banked willow, 
Which served for a pillow, 
Whose wide branches sheltered poor Rosa’s head, 
Rosa that sighed—ah! my William is fled. 


Worn out with anguish, now Rosa doth stray, 
‘Singing lillo, hey lillo lee; 
Her notes breathe sadness, and this is her lay, 
My swain has fled from me, alack, well-a-day, 
And sorrow, poor Rosa, ’s for thee! 
Alack! woe is me, 
Hard-hearted Willie ! 
And she sighed forth these words, faint grew her 
breath, 
And Rosa, poor Rosa, now sleeps in death. 


OLOLLCOLSF 


MY CONCERT’S A CHORUS OF DOGS AND 
A GUN. 


EVERY mortal some favourite pleasure pursues, 

Some with cash run for play, some to Peele’s run 
for news, 

At Liston’s queer phiz others thunder applause, 

And some triflers delight to hear musical noise 5 

But such idle amusements I carefully shun, 

And my pleasures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Pheebus has finished his summer’s career, 

And his maturing aid blest the husbandman’s care, 

When Roger and Sue have enjoyed harvest-home, 

And, their labour being o’er, are at leisure to 
roam, 

From the noise of the town and its follies I run, 

And I range o’er the fields with my dog and my 
gun. 


When my pointers around me do cheerfully stand, 

And none dares to stir but the dog I command, 

When the covey he springs, and I bring down my 
bird, 

I’ve a pleasure no pastime besides can afford ; 
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No pastime or pleasure that’s under the sun’ 
Is equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I’ve thinned, to the woods I re- 


pair 

And I brush through the thickets, devoid of all 
fear ; 

There I exercise freely my levelling skill, 

And with woodcocks and pheasants my bag often 
fill, 

For death, where I find them, they seldom can 
shun, 

My dogs are so sure, and so fatal my gun. 


My spaniels ne’er babble,—they’re under com- 
mand, 

Some range at a distance, and some hunt at hand ; 

When a woodcock they flush, or a pheasant they 
spring, 

With heart-cheering notes how they make the 
woods ring ; 

Then for music let fribbles to playhouses run,— 

My concert’s a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When, at night, we chat over the sports of the 
day 
And spread o’er the table my conquered spoils 


lay, 
Then I think of my friends, and to each send a 
part 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart : 
Thus, the vices of town and its follies I shun, 
And my pleasures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


GPEPLPLLIEP 


OH, WAKE THEE, DEAREST MAID! 


WAKE, dearest maid! ’tis Love's hallowed hour, 
All Nature around thee her vigil is keeping ; 
The Zephyr breathes soft on the dew-spangled 

flower, 
Which, like Beauty, seems bright through the 
tears it is weeping. 
Nights like this, of moonlight bliss, 
For lovers’ vows were only made,— 
Then, dearest, wake, e’er morning break, 
And in day-light blushes the moon-beams fade. 


Per IG EP? ? 


AND WOULD YOU NOW HAVE ME 
BELIEVE. 


A DUET. 
Air—‘ .4 Shepherd once.” 


She.—And would you now have me believe 

Your fal, lal, &c. 

hat with which ali men deceive, 
Their fal, lal, &c. 

No, I will not your passion share, 

So get you to some other fair, 

Who may not be so well aware 
Of your fal, lal, &c. 


He.—Though tipsy, I none else will woo, 
With my fal, lal, &c. 
And drunken men you know speak true, 
With their fal, lal, &c. 
My love is great, though you are small, 
And long ’twill last, though yon’re not tall, 
I’ll love you with heart, soul, and all, 
My fal, lal, &c. 


She.—But, ah! a little bird did say, 
With his fal, lal, &c. 
That he did hear you, t’other day, 
With your fal, lal, &c. 
All in the grove, when none was by, 
In Fanny’s ear so gently sigh. 


He.—The little bird then told a lie, 
With his fal, lal, &c. 
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TRUE DELIGHT. 
( Dibdin. ) 
OH, the delight of a copious libation, 
With spirits like fire, and a union of hearts, 
Where every free pulse beats in generous vibra- 
tion 
And the toast to the wine higher flavour im- 
parts. 
True toper regale, in thy bins deeply burrow, 
Thy enjoyments so godlike, thy orgies divine, 
Yet one single round drop wiped from Care’s aged 
furrow 
Shall more rapture impart than an ocean of 
wine. 


Oh, the delight, fresh and fragrant the morning, 
While hounds snuff the air and the fox pants 
for breath, } 
High health and fierce spirits all obstacles scorn- 


ing, 
Till the horn winds his knell as we’re in at the 
death. 


True sportsman, hark forward! let all vermin’ 


perish, 
Reason sanctions the sport ; yet improve on thy 
art— 
To hunt Vice to the toils and fair Honour to che- 
rish, 
Is Virtue’s trne chase and the health of the 
heart. 


Oh, the delight to accumulate treasure, 
Dear gold, loaded bags, in large masses that 
lie, 
That all human wishes replenish the measure, 
And that place, power, and fame, and even 
conscience can buy. 
True, muckworm, gold’s tempting, yet, miserable 
sinner, 
Poor Mammon, mean Creesus, though indigence 
self 
Broach thy heart and thy bags, give the hungry a 
dinner, 
Or thou’lt never taste joy in thy ill-gotten pelf. 


To-know true delight is to know no excesses, 
But to give mutual aid in this world where we’re 
thrown ; 
’Tis in morals a theft, while the world know dis- 
tresses, 
To withhold others’ due, and to lavish our own. 
Ne’er be, toper, from reason by drunkenness hur- 
: ried ; 
Hunt villany, sportsman, or take leave of mirth; 
Turn generous, Hunks, for, if gold must be buried, 
”T were better ne’er dug from the bowels of earth. 


FLIP L IGP 


THE BOWER ON THE BANKS OF THE 
CALM BENDEMEER. 


(T. Moore.) 


THERE’S a bower of roses by Bendemeer’s stream, 
And the nightingale sings round it all the day 
long ; 
In the awe of my childhood "twas like a sweet 
dream, 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s song. 
That bower and its music I never forget, 
But oft, when alone, in the bloom of the year, 
I think—is the nightingale singing there yet, 
Are the roses still bright by the calm Bende- 
meer ? 


No; the roses soon withered that hung o’er the 
wave, 
But some blossoms were gathered while freshly 
they shone, . 
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And the dew was distilled from the flowers that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer 
was gone. 
Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies, 
An essence, that breathes of it many a year ; 
Thus bright to my soul, as *twas then to my eyes, 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bende- 
meer. 


PLPPILP IPL 


MY HEART WILL BEAT QUICK TO THE 
RUB A DUB DUB. 


(G. Colman.) 


A TIGHT merry soldier, I’ll swagger away, 
And threaten the foes of Old England to drub ; 
I'll rise, for parade, by the break of the day, 
When roused by the sound of the rub a dub dub. 


In camp, I’ll be merry, and, each afternoon, 
When duty is over, and nothing to do, 

I'll cry, “ Little Fifer, come, strike up a tune !” 
And jig it away to his too ta too too. 


To be clean on the march will be always my pride ; 
My spatterdash neat, and my hair in a club; 

And if my dear lover should march by-my side, 
My heart will beat quick to the rub a dub dub. 


PIEPOP IPP 


PADDY O’DONNELLY IN THE KING’S 
BENCH. 


WHEN first I come to London town, I was both 
spruce and fine, sir; 

The men I thought all true of heart, the women 
all divine, sir: 

I with the ladies was in luck, my company was 
courted— 

But Fortune is a fickle jade, and has with Paddy 
sported. 

Then nk you lads, who live so blithe and bon- 
nily, 

On the misfortunes of Paddy O’Donnelly. 


I had not toyed and dallied long among the pleas- 
Ing set, sir; 

When to my great uneasiness, I found myself in 
debt, sir: 

T lost my credit—lost my friends—i’ faith I lost 
my wench, sir; 

And so, d’ye see, Collegians, they popped me in 
the Bench, sir. 

Then think, you lads, who live, &c. 


When first I entered on the spot, my bosom felt 
quite bulky ; 

Ana for a day or two, d’ye know, I was mdeed 
quite sulky : 

They charged me ten and twopence for coming 
through the door, sir; 

To pay for entering into jail, I never heard before, sir. 

Then think, you lads, wno live, &c. 


They teazed and bothered me, agrah! about what 
they called chumming, sir ; 

That the devil take ’em all, I thought them merely 
humming, sir; 

They asked me what I'd pay for bed? says I, the 
devil a rap, sir! 

So observe, I was befriended--by sleeping in the 
Tap, sir. 

Then think, you lads, who live, &c. 


Next morning, sure, they called me up, my honest 
face to view, sir, 
And bid me read a paper, stuck up in the clerk’s 
ew, sir; 
Before I’d read.a dozen lines, they told me I had 
done, sir: 
Bad luck to their nonsense! but I thought them 
making fun, sir. 
Then think, you lads, who live, &c. 
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Well, then I trotted up and down what they call 
that same Parade, sir, q 
Where I met some disconsolate, and many a swag- 

gering blade, sir ; 
But if one is in prison, I readily must own, sir, 
It’s at least some consolation, one is not quite 
alone, sir. 
Then think, you lads, who live, &c. 
But now, d’ye see, my gall is broke, I am not so 
uneasy ; 
At first it entered in my head I certain should run 
crazy 5 
I take my glass, I smoke my pipe, and sing my 
awkward song, sir; 
And hope my brethren in distress will not remain 
here long, sir. 
Then think, you lads, who live, &c. 


They told me friendship was a name! I found the 
Saying true, sir; 

For when distress first showed her head, away my 
comrades flew, sir. 

IT lost what property I had, and almost lost my 
reason ; 

Yet, missing friendship out of doors, I found it in 
a prison. 

Then think, you lads, whé live, &c. 

Then let us take a cheerful glass, and may this be 
our toast, sir; 

That Britain’s navy long remain onr country’s 
pride and boast, sir; 

And may the senate all unite to give us liberation ; 

Oh! wo’n’t we be the happiest dogs of any in the 
nation ! 

Then we will all march out so blithely and so bon- 


nily ; 
And who d’ye think will lead the way? Why, 
Paddy O’Donnelly ! 


PRPIL IPE R 


HONEST JACK EITHER CONQUERS OR 
DIES. 


(Cumberland.) 


WHEN our vessel is moored, 
And the grog safe aboard, 
No wind comes amiss that can blow, 
Till the boatswain sings out, 
Wheel the capstan about ! 
Heave hoa, my gay fellows, heave hoa! 


Hark! the whistle is heard, 
All hands is the. word, 
Bustle, bustle, boys! up and away! 
Lo, the anchor is free, 
The ship swings to the sea, 
Huzzah! for Old England, huzzah! 


Then main-top ahoy ! 
Rouse up, my brave hoy, 
To mast-head, and look out for a prize: 
Not the devil can scare 
A true-bred British tar : 
Honest Jack either conquers or dies. - 


PIPER PCL? 


FANNY OF THE DALE, 
(Cunningham. ) 
Let the declining damask rose 
With envious grief look pale ; 
The summer bloom more freely glows 
In Fanny of the dale. 
Is there a sweet that decks the field, 
Or scents the morning gale, 
Can such a vernal fragrance yield 
As Fanny of the dale? 


The painted belles, at court revered, 
Look lifeless, cold, and stale ; 

How faint their beauties when compared 
With Fanny of the dale. 
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The willow binds Pastora’s brows, 
Her fond advances fail; 

For Damon pours his warmest vows 
To Fanny of the dale. 


Might honest truth at last succeed 
And artless love prevail, 

Thrice happy could he tune his reed 
With Fanny of the dale. 


THE TWO PHYSICIANS. © 
(Hudson. ) 


A RICH old gent was taken ill, 
And sent for two physicians, 

To come with haste, or Death would kill, 
And stop all his petitions. 

They came together to the time, 
For both kept stylish coaches ; 

With canes and wigs of wisdom prime, 
The sick man’s bed approaches. 


SPOKEN.] Ah, Doctor Bolus, good morning, 
have you been here before? Oh no; do you know 
the case? No. Come, let us examine the patient. 
Ah! sirs, poor master is very bad! I don’t think 
he’ll ever recover. Nonsense, woman, do you 
think I have no skill? Aye, woman, and do you 
think I have no ability?) Oh, law! when two doc- 
tors are sent for Woman, we are not doctors, 
but physicians. Ah! dear me! so much the worse. 
it has a shocking deathy appearance to see two in 
a house. 





Come, rich and poor, and low and high, 
Good folks of all conditions ; 

You have only when you wish to die, 
To send for two physicians. 


Doctor Bolus first drew near, 
And felt his pulse—* O, fever!’ 
Says t’other, « Sir, O dear, O dear! 
In that I’m no believer. 
You surely have no skill at all, 
I can’t think how the plague you 
Can with sense a fever call, 
What is so plain an ague.’ 


SPOKEN.] An ague! zounds, sir; the patient 
is in a very high fever, and unless that is abated 
he is a dead man; therefore, he must lose nine-~ 
teen ounces of blood, have six leeches, four blis- 
ters, three emetics, and two cathartics; he must 
then put his feet in hot water, and immediately 
be wrapped in sixteen blankets; after which—— 
Why, sir, you would physic him to death first, 
and smother him afterwards; in my opinion it isa 
plain ague, he must have all the clothes off the 
bed, and all the windows thrown open. Sir, if 
this is your skilful mode of practice, no wonder 
your patients never recover. Sir, there’s not one 
of my patients can say I ever treated them im- 


properly. Right, sir; churchyard, eh? dead tell 
no tales. Sir, this is not to be borne! but I’ll be 
cool. Sir, do you remember Sir Simon Gorge, 


who died of a surfeit, through your giving him the 
liberty of eating what he had a fancy for? And, 
sir, do you recollect the Countess of Caudle, 
whom you kept on a water-gruel diet for the cure 
of a consumption ; every one of the faculty know 
that she died for want of nourishment. Sir, ig. 
norance like yours cannot form a judgement on a 
case in which all the disorders incident to the hu- 
man frame were amalgamated ; but, sir, I have 
given my opinion in this case, and, unless my pre- 
scriptions are immediately followed, the patie 
must die. And, sir, if my course is not directly 
adopted, he cannot live. 

Come, rich and poor, &e¢ 
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For full an hour they jawed away, 
Not forwarder, though tired ; 
Meantime, as grim Death would not stay, 
The patient had expired. 
But still with force did each persist 
To call each other ninny ; 
And then with grace held out his fist 
To touch the golden guinea. 


SPOKEN.] Well, sir, your assertions of your 
mode of préctice have almost persuaded me that 
you cannot be compos mentis. And, sir, I have 
that opinion of your skill, that, were you to follow 
your own prescriptions, it would have an excellent 
effect pro bono publico. Sir, ’tis only wasting time 
and breath to talk with you; but, sir, when I hear 
of a patient sending for you, I shall certainly in- 
form the coroner, who will, without doubt, bring 
him in guilty, felo de se. And, when a person 
sends for you, I shall certainly conclude him a 
downright madman, and fit for no other course of 
medicine than a strait waistcoat and Bedlam ! Sir, 
your affectation of wit is as weak as water-gruel. 
And yet, sir, my water-gruel wit has put youina 
fever, which will require some real water-gruel to 
allay. Sir, I scorn it; for nothing you could say 
could affect my natural serenity ; ‘but, sir, your 
conversation is like an emetic, nor can your asser- 
tions make any impression on my mind. Right, 
sir; for your mind is too full of ignorance to find 
room for truth ; and as to its being an emetic, it 
may make you sick of hearing your want of know- 
ledge exposed. Sir, it would puzzle you to expose 
your knowledge, for your head is like a gallipot 
filled with hog’s lard. And yours is like a galli- 
pot empty. 

Come, rich and poor, &c. 


GPLELOOL 


ISABEL. 
(T. Jones.) 


IN youth when love assailed my mind, 
My transports none can tell, 

Till riper years to me consigned 
The lovely Isabel. 


Nor can May morn such charms disclose, 
When birds their matins swell, 

Or night’s tear, sparkling on the rose, 
Compare with Isabel. 


PLL PIPL LHL 


SUSAN’S DIARY. 
(Arnold. ) 


Air—* The Dusty Miller.” 


Got this morning early—twenty lads’ petitions, 

Made old Williams surly—with the girls’ commis- 
sions ; 

All things went unlucky :-—first the old mare stum- 
bled, 


Then I called for Sukey—then old Williams grum- 


ed. 
Called for this, and that—and t’other—cou’dn’t 
get ’em, 
Next I lost my hat—and dropped my gloves, and 
wet ’em ; 
Called on Kitty Clover—asked her to the wedding, 
Next on Mrs. Dover—found her ill a bed in. 
Bought some marmalade—from pretty Patty Per- 
kins, 
Found I’d got instead—a pot of pickled gherkins ; 
Giving sour for sweets—or verjuice *stead of honey, 
Ne’er will suit the treats—prepared for matrimony. 


Patty may be pretty—but, if she’ll so treat her 
Lover—to be witty—he’ll look sour to meet her; 
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So I hurried back—and had with her a tustle, 

Scolding is my knack—when I’m in such a bustle 

Ordered from Miss Gibbon—two score wreaths ix 
classes, 

Twenty yards of ribbon—favours for the lasses ; 

Drove the old gray mare—full three long miles 
fetch ’em ; 

Latitat was there—a courting I did catch ’em. 

Fie! Miss Gib, I said’s—this all that comes of 
grave airs, 


Stead of to the maids—to give the men your fa- 


vours ? 
So with her again—I had another tustle, 
Flirting with the men !—and I in such a bustle: 


PI XP OL LOL 


FI DONC! AH, MON AMI. 
C. Dibdin. 


YouneG Lubin loved the fair Lisette, 
. And tapping at her window came ; 
The sun had barely risen yet— 
She peeped and cried, ** O, fie for shame !” 
“« Sweet maid,” says he, “ ’tis smiling May, 
Come, let us rove.” ‘‘ Indeed,” said she, 
“« So soon—What will the neighbours say ? 
fit done! fi donc! ah, mon ami.” 


Still Lubin soft persuasion tried, 

And fair Lisette at last, content, 
Forgot the neighbours, ceased to chide, 

Stole out, and with him Maying went. 
And oft a stolen kiss he caught ; 

Lisette, no doubt, displeased would be, 
Yet only said, whate’er she thought, 

“« Fi done! fi done! ah, mon ami.” 


He talked of love, “ come, let’s away ;” 
She cried, yet loitered, silly thing ; 

He pressed her, too, to fix the day, 
And on her finger placed a ring. 

She started, blushed, and hung her head, 
Yet very angry tried to be, 

But only sighed and softly said, 
“* Fi done! fi donc! ah, mon ami.” 


GIO LLL IF 


A LIGHT HEART AND THIN PAIR OF 
BREECHES. 


[From an Old English Opera, entitled PERSEUS 
and ANDROMEDA. } 


How pleasant a sailor’s life passes 
Who roams o’er the wat’ry main ; 
No treasure he ever amasses, 
But cheerfully spends all his gain. 
We’re strangers to party or faction, 
To honour and honesty true ; 
And would not commit a base action 
For power or profit in view. 
Then why should we quarrel for riches, 
Or any such glittering toys ; 
A light heart and thin pair of breeches 
Go through the world, my brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enriched with-the blessings of life ; 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty, too often breeds strife. 
When terrible tempests assail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But skilful industry steers right. 
Then, why should we quarrel for riches, &c. 


The courtier’s more subject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the state 5 

Than we, who to politics strangers, 
Escape the snares laid for the great ; 


The various blessings of nature, 
In various nations we try ; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then, why should we quarrel for riches, &c. 


OPLIELISF 


SPEAK ON, SPEAK THUS, AND STILL 
MY GRIEF. 


Air—“ Wae’s my heart that we should sunder.” 
(Allan Ramsay.) 


SPEAK on, speak thus, and still my grief, 
Hold up a heart that’s sinking under 
These fears that soon will want relief, 
When Pate maun from his Peggy sunder 
A gentler face, and silk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty’s blossom ; 
Alack, poor me, will now conspire, 
To steal thee frae thy Peggy’s bosom. 


Na mair the shepherd wha excelled 
The rest, whase wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy’s praises tell, 
Ah! I can die, but never sunder. 
Ye meadows, whare we aften strayed, 
Ye bauks, whare we we’re wont to wander ; 
Sweet scented rucks, round which we played, 
You'll lose your sweets when we’re asunder. 


Again, ah! shall I never creep 
Around the knowe wi’ silent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while asleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty. 
Hear, heaven, while solemnly I vow, 
Though thou should’st prove a wand’ring lover, 
Through life to thee I shall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


OP PLE PI OF 


STRANGERS AT HOME. 
(G. S. Carey.) 


Now, we’ve drank to the King, to our lasses, and 
; friends, 

And the muses appear as the liquor ascends, 
Setting fancy a-wing, or, on tip-toe, to roam, 
For a song, or a catch, to make strangers at home. 


May the man be despised, of whatever degree, 

Who has wealth, without feeling, to make a friend 
free ; 

May his wife, night and morning, his caput well 
comb, 

Who’s in want of a heart to make strangers at 
home. 


Or the boor that will frown when an alien appears, 

Whose heart fills his bosom with national fears ; 

That encloses his door, if, from Paris or Rome, 

Some poor stranger might knock, who’s in want of 
a home. 


Or, when merit appears in her scanty attire, 

That may want a good meal, or the warmth of a 
Dre: 

May the wretch that denies her, ne’er enter this 
dome, 

To chill the warm hearts of us—strangers at home. 


And, may he that’s a stranger to friendship and 
love 

Be denied all those blessings we hope from above ; 

May his mind be perplexed by some spell-setting 
gnome, 

Who cannot, as we do, make strangers at home. 


Let us join all our hands, with a bountiful mind, 

And each, to his neighbour, be cordial and kind ; 

May the spirit of light, which we’ve raised from 
the tomb, 

Sive us all a free welcome—as strangers at home. 
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I DEARLY LOVE A WEDDING. 


O How I like a village wake! 
I dearly love a wedding! 
Where each seems pleased for pleasure’s sake, 
For favours, favours shedding ; 
While all day long, in distant sound, 
The pleasing parish bells ring round, 
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight 
Ting tang, ting tong, ding dang, ding dong! 
And as the passing breezes swell, 
Then louder comes bing, bim, beam, bell; 
Ting tang, ting tong, bing, bim, boam, bell! 
All ranks and trades together throng, 
See bakers, tailors, weavers! 
E’en butchers join the festive song, 
And bring their bones and cleavers ! 
In merry tone, hear the marrow bone! 
Ting tang, ting tong, ding dang, ding dong! 
Ting tang, ting tong, ding dang, ding dong! 
See how the jovial rustic crowd, 
With hearts elate now laugh aloud! 
And as the passing breezes swell, 
Then loudly comes bing, bim, boam, bell! 
Ting tang, &c. 
To feats of youth see age aspire, 
Boys fight for fun or wagers ; 
While ringers shake the gothic spire, 
With triple bobs and majors ! 
Hark! how they ring in mystic change! 
Tang ting, dong ding, ting tang, ding dong ; 
Tang ting, &c. 
Now hear the pipe and tabor play! 
See the damsels skip and dance away! 
Fal, lal, lal, lal, &c. 
And as the passing breezes swell, 
Tnen louder comes bing, bim, boam, bell! 
Ting, tang, &c, 


PIPPI IGLP? 


PERUVIANS! WAKE TO GLORY! 
A PARODY. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 
PERUVIANS! wake to glory! 
Hark! what myriads bid ye rise ! 
Your children, wives, and grandsires hoary, 
Behold their tears, and hear their cries! 
Shall fell invaders, mischief breeding, 
With Spanish hosts, a ruffan band, 
Affright, and desolate the land, 
While peace and liberty lie bleeding ! 
To arms! to arms! ye brave! 
The avenging sword unsheath ; 
March on! all hearts resolved 
On liberty, or death! 


Oh, liberty ! can man resign thee, 
Once having felt thy generous flame ? 
Can Spanish bolts and bars confine thee, 
Or whips thy noble spirits tame ? 
Too long Peru has wept bewailing, 
The savage power her conquerors wield, 
But freedom is our sword and shield, 
And all their arts are unavaling ; 
To arms! to arms! &c. 


PIP PP LPP PL 


THE RIDDLE. 
( Dibdin.) 

Miss Arabella Brilliant, boasted beauty and goos 
sense 

But she was most admired because her fortune 
was immense ; 

She cut her various lovers short, as they were on 
her gazing, 

Cried she, explain what I propound, or take yours 
selves a grazing ; 
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What thing is that which small begins, then | Yet who would not turn, 


grows complete and round, 

Phen by degrees, shrinks and recedes, and then 
no more is found ? 

He who shall to its full extent, this riddle under- 
stand, 

Shall be the happy lover to possess my heart and 
hand. 


Shall be the happy lover, &c. 


i see your drift, cried Harry Hope, your riddle is 
the moon, 

That a mere nothing shows itself, and then en- 
larges soon ; 

Then at the full, by slowedegrees it lessens our 
delight, 

Till, losing even the smallest ray, at length it’s 
out of sight : 

Pray stand aside, cried Ardent Ned, I say the 
riddle’s fire, 

That from a spark expands itself, and soon grows 
higher and higher, 

When engines to extinguish it employ the utmost 

ain, 

Tili their exertions conquer it even to a spark 

again. 


You’re wrong, cried she, both wrong, nor can my 
cunning drift explain, 

”Tis not the moon, nor is it fire, you’d better guess 
again ; 

Your moon’s i’ the wane, your fire’s gone out, nor 
have you yet divined 

The truth, that fondly speaks itself in my expect- 
ing mind. - 

Sweet, cried Will Worthy, I’ll be bound, your 
meaning well to prove, 

The thing that comes, increases, and dies away, 
is love. 

Death only can extinguish it, say, do I under- 
stand ; 

You, you, cried she, and only you, 
heart and hand. 


GILPIPEP? 


HARK! THE HILLS AND DALES 
RESOUNDING, 


HARK! the hills and dales resounding, 
Thrilling to the huntsman’s cry ; 
See the villagers surrounding, 
At the hounds and horns reply. 
Swift as lightning see aspiring, 
Hounds and hunters in full flight ; 
Woods, and grots, and groves retiring, 
Hunting is the buck’s delight. 


View, so fleet, the hounds pursuing ; 
Renard, faltering, out of breath ; 
Vig’rous chase is strength subduing, 
In we break upon the death. 
Joyous next, with rosy lasses, 
See around the social board, 
Drinking, singing, o’er full glasses, 
All that hunting joys afford, 


POLIO LP PF 


THE LIFE-BOAT, 
A DUET. 
(T. Moore.) 


Tis sweet to behold, when the billows are sleep- 
ing, 
Some gay-coloured bark, moving gracefully by ; 
No damp on her deck, but the even-tide’s weep- 
ing, 
breath in her sails, but the summer-wind’s 
sigh, 


then take my i 
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with a fonder emotion, 
To gaze on the life-boat, though rugged and 
worn 
Which often hath wafted o’er hills of the ocean, 
The lost light of hope to the seaman forlorn? 


Oh, grant that of those who, in life’s sunny slum- 
ber 

Around us, like summer-barks, idly have played, 

When storms are abroad, we may find in the num- 
ber 

One friend, like the life-boat, to fly to our aid! 


GPEPELPOD 


POOR TRUTH! BAW! AN OBSOLETE 
WHIM-WHAM. 


(Holcroft.) 


OF ups and downs we daily see 
Examples most surprising, 
The high and low, of each degree, 
Now falling, are now rising : 
Some up, some down ; some in, some ont , 
Some neither one nor t’other ; 
Knaves, fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, 
And jostle one another ; 
With my heigho! 
Gee-up! gee-ho! 
Higgledy-piggledy ! 
Truth, honour, honesty ! 
Trim-tram ! 
Your honesty’s scarce, 
Honour’s grown a meer farce, 
And poor truth! baw! an obsolete whim-wham ! 


By ups and downs some folks, they say, 
Among grandees have got, Sir 5 
Who were themselves, but yesterday, 
The Lord knows who or what, sir! 
Sans sense or pence, in Merit’s chair 
They doze and dream, supine-o! 
But how the devil they came there— 
That neither you nor I know! 
With my heigho! &e, 


Your country maid comes up to town, 
A simple, awkward body ; 
Tn half a year again goes down, 
No peacock half so gaudy. 
Lord, ma’am, exclaims the lawyer’s wife, 
With scandal ever ready, 
You see the ups and downs of life 
Have made our Meg a lady. 
With my heigho! &c, 


Virtue and Vanity lately are grown 
Mere buckets in a well, sir, : 
The last gets up, the first gets down, 
As all the world can tell, sir: 
So many downs poor Virtue meets, 
Her ups so very few, sir, 
*Tis said she’s naked met i’ the streets— 
But that is nothing new, sir. 
With my heigho! &c. 
Oh, what an age of ups and downs! 
Hey, seven’s the main, my lord thrice knocks, 
And lands and liberties, manors and towns, 
Are rattling in the dice-box! 
Up fly the fools, on ruin bent, 
While they are full in feather ; 
Get plucked, then rumbling down are sent 
Whoop! pell-mell! all together ! 
With my heigho! &c. 


GPRILGI LIF 


THE BIRTH OF THE ROSE, 


ONE day, as gay Bacchus a nymph was pursuing, 
The fair one precipitate fled his embrace, 
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Though ripe for the joys he in fancy was viewing, 
«« By Styx,”’ cried the god, “‘ I must give up the 


chase.” ! 
She looked back disdainfully, and smiled at his 
reeling, 
While her loose flowing robes by a briar were 
caught ; Reel 
He quickly approached, and, his wishes reveal- 
ing, 
Her charms were, he told her, the source of her 
fault. 
He bade her not fear, but partake of love’s plea- 
sure, 
And, patting her cheek, swore he’d do her no 
wrong ; 


Avowed himself god both of wine and of pleasure, 
And that Fate had decreed he should ever be 
young. 
Overawed with respect, many favours were given, 
She at last grew inclined to bestow him a kiss ; 
At which he exclaimed, ‘‘ There is pastime in 
heaven, 
But earth is the region of exquisite bliss !”” 


He then cried, *‘ Sweet briar, I grant, as I’ve 
power, 
Thy fame shall surpass ev’ry shrub of the vale, 
At Spring’s fair return thou shalt bear a sweet 
flower, 
Its odour shall perfume the swift-passing gale, 
Its bloom shall outvie the bright tints of the morn- 


ing, 
To resemble the blush which her cheek did dis- 
close 
When aie smiling, consented, abjuring proud 
scorning, 
And mortals shall prize it—and call it a rose.” 


ORE PPIE IE 


MY DOXY. 
Air—“ My Mother.”’—(J. Bruton.) 


WHO banged my eyes and cracked my snout, 
And tore my hair by handsfull out, 
And shoved my togs all up the spout ? 
My doxy. 
Who, when I lets a murmur drop, 
Does me into the coal-hole pop, 
Or with the poker does me wop ? 
My doxy. 
Who daily guzzles rum and gin, 
And duns my ears with doleful din, 
And beats till black and blue’s my skin ? 
My doxy. 
Who pinches me of proper prog, 
And calls me devil, dolt, and dog, 
While she is fat as any hog? 
My doxy. 
Who makes me often dress the fish, 
And skim the milk, and wash each dish, 
And do whatever she doth wish ? 
My doxy. 
Who makes me scrub and beat the mat, 
And empty pails, and comb the cat, 
And off the broth to skim the fat? 
My doxy. 
Who beats me often with the birch, 
And makes me carry clogs to church, 
And leaves me often in the lurch? 
My doxy. 
Who makes me slave from morn till night, 
To wash her coats and stockings white, 
, And rub the knives and forks all bright ? 
My doxy,. 
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Who, while IJ was at sea, begat, 
By that long Ivish plasterer Pat, 
A little squalling ugly brat ? 
My doxy. 
All ye who wedlock have in view, 
May ye be blest, nor have to do 
With such a d d outrageous shrew 

As my doxy. 





LOVE IS NOT JOY, SWEET MAID. 
(Ward.) 


WHEREFORE, sweet maid, sigh you so? 
Why does your soft cheek fade ? 

Is it for love /—Is it for woe ? 
Love is not joy, sweet maid. 


What has he for whom you sigh, 
That is not also mine? 

A bosom where you'll safely lie, 
A heart—but that is thine. 


Therefore, sweet maid, sigh not so, 
Nor let your soft cheek fade ; 

Prithee then, love, no more for woe, 
But love for joy, sweet maid. 


I, MYSELF, ME, AND US; 
OR, RINGING THE CHANGES. 
Air—“ Thinks I to myself, thinks I.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


I SAID to myself, «* Oh! ho!” 
Says I, “‘ How do you do ?”—** Se, so nat 
Said myself, then to me, “ for, of late, 
“« In my purse 
<< I’m got worse 
«* Than in pate !” 
*« Then, in purse,” says I, “soon you must mend, 
‘© If you don’t through this world you can’t 
waddle ; 
“¢ On the purse ’tis all wise men depend, 
<< And ’tis fools only trust to the noddle !”’ 


SPOKEN.] Now, that’s exactly what I said to 
myself; pretty good advice, too, was not it? But 
he didn’t take it; too proud, I dare say, to try the 
right method; and so J said to myself; quite an- 
gry, I know he was; talked about the city and 
the squares; full stomachs and empty attics—more 
room in the garrets than where they put their 
kitchen stuff—that purses were easier filled than 
pates, and soon; asked me if J meant to insult 
him? J was quite surprised at myself asking me 
such a question as that; so 


T said to myself—** Oh! no;” says I, 
«< T insult you! not me, 
“« For, could such a thing be, 
«« Why myself would not take it !”? says I. 


Then myself, in reply, said—‘‘ Oh! 
“*« You have too much respect, I know ; 
«© And J never can quarrel excite, 
“‘ While we’re free, 
«« To let me 
« Put us right!” 
Now, thus J, and myself, me, and us, 
(And a judge could not arbitrate better, ) 
Can a quarrel decide, without fuss, 
While we’re all four in one to the letter! 


SPOKEN.] So we agree pretty well, while we 
are ringing the changes; generally keep tolerably 
in tune when we have a major bob in hand; /, 
myself, me, and us, commonly make agrecable har- 
mony enough ; but sometimes, when J would be 
in a sharp key, it happens that me is made a flat 
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third, which being resolved into a false fourth in 
us, again is ultimately resolved into the full dis- 
cord of the flat seventh; that is to say—a carpen- 
ter’s Saturday after a bad week’s work. Bad mo- 
dulation that; for then, J, myself, me, and Us, 
soon find ourselves in the minor key, four flats in 
F, fasting, with great difficulty of transition into 
the major keys B and G—bub and grub; and, 
although we have one sharp, hunger, which ought, 
at least, to bring us into E minor—eating a litite, 
our fate is to feel the power of the accidental sharp 
on D—done out of E, or eating. A hard case 
that, too; and nothing in it either! However, to 
comfort myself, me, and us, as much as J can, I 
will sometimes ring the changes with 


“«« The fiddle-strings down, I know,” says I, 
«< The bow is no use 3 
«« When the cat-gut is loose, 

«« All’s grumbling discord below,” says J. 


So then said myself to me, 
“« Come, let us all and one agree, 
‘* That no friend can be more true than J; 
“© Who will friends, 
“© When life ends, 
«© With me die!” 
Soon ’twas all agreed never to part, 
Since affection so joined us together, 
That myself, I, and me, with one heart, 
Were in us all one head of same leather! 


SPOKEN.] All a skin of the same calf, wearing 
the same horns, and cutting veal (when it came 
in the way of us) with the same knife and fork! 
What a pity, says I to myself, that fortune is not 
a little more kind to us, for it would be infinitely 
gratifying to me, if I could find myself every day 
seated at table, cut and come again, with my 
friends, to a smoking hot joint before us, then J 
could joyfully say to myself, this is just the thing 
for me, and sing—Oh! the roast beef of Old—. 
but I can’t sing that now, for the sound creates 
such a powerful appetite that the strength of my 
stomach overwhelms the weakness of my voice. 
Sad thing to lose a full meal, by finding an empty 
pocket ; can’t ring the changes without a bob to 
‘ingle ; no metal, no peal. However, I once rung 
a change, the lord forgive me for it, for Z shall 
never forgive myself; that is, a single change into 
a double one, by taking a wife; and, at first, I 
thought it a good change, till, at last, I found in- 
stead of making good better, she made bad worse ; 
for, by ringing the devil’s changes in my ears, she 
made me so deat in one, that I could not hear with 
the other; and I now only wish for one more 
change, which is, that she were either dumb or 
dead ; the latter would, to me, be preferable, be- 
cause more beneficial to myself, in being the thing 
I most wish for, to close all accounts between us! 
In fact— 

Her knell is the change I now most crave, 
For all changes past, 
Through that change comes the last, 
Changing to dust in the peaceful grave! 


GLILSPP LO 


MRS. CASEY. 
(O’Keefe.) 


THE British lion is my sign, 
A roaring trade I drive on, 

Right English usage, neat French wine, 
A landlady may thrive on. 

At table d’hote, to eat and drink, 
Let French and English mingle, 

And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glasses jingle ; 
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Your rhino rattle, come, 
Men and cattle, come 
All to Mrs, Casey ; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
T warrant I’ll make you easy. 


When drest and seated in my bar, 
Let squire, or beau, or belle come, 
Let captains kiss me if they dare, 
It’s, sir, you’re kindly welcome, 
On shuffle, cog, and slip I wink, 
Let rooks and pigeons mingle, 
And if to me, they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glasses jingle. 
Your rhino rattle, &c. 


Let love fly here on silken wings, 
His tricks I still connive at ; 
The lover who would say soft things 
Shall have a room in private. 
On pleasures I am pleased to wink, 
So lips in kisses mingle, 
For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glasses jingle. 
Your rhino rattle, 


PILL IPP? LF 


I DON’T BELIEVE A WORD ON’T, 
. (Dibdin. ) 
THAT all the world are up in arms, 
And talk of nought but Celia’s charms, 
That crowds of lovers, near and far, 
Come all to see this blazing star, 
Is true—who has not heard on’t? 
But that she all at distance keeps, 
And that her virtue never sleeps— 
I don’t believe a word on’t. 


That for one lover had she ten, 

In short, did she from all the men 

Her homage due each day receive, 

She has good sense, and, I believe, 
Would never grow absurd on’t ; 

But for soft dalliance she’d refuse 

Some favourite from the crowd to choose— 
I don’t believe a word on’t. 


That in the face of standers by, 
She’s modesty itself’s no lie : 
That then were men rude things to say, 
’T'would anger her—O, I would lay 
A bottle and a bird on’t ; 
But to her bedchamber, d’ye see, 
That Betty has no private key, 
I don’t believe a word on’t. 


&ec. 


GILL LPL PP 


HAIL TO THE MERRY HARVEST 
HOME. 


HAIL! hail to the merry harvest home, 
To sports, and song, and nappy ale; 
Let every friend and neighbour come, 
No proud distinctions here prevail. 
Hail, hail, 
The master and the humble hind, 
Here pass the jest with equal glee, 
The wife is as the master kind, 
And all is hospitality. 


HAIL! 


&e. 


Hail, hail, &c. 
Now rustic Robin sings of love, 
And giggling Jane approves the lay, 
Anon the merry dancers move, 
While gaily glide the hours away. 
Hail, hail, &c. 
United each tongue, unlocked each heart, 
Good humour uncorrupted fiows, 
No grief till daylight bids them part ; 
Such joys the harvest home bestows. 
Nail, hail, &c. 
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NED BRANAGHAN AND NELLY 
MULLIGAN. 

Ou! listen tv a doleful tale, twill almost make 
you blubber, 

About a lad and dainty lass, who lived in Balin- 
tubber ; 

Miss’s father was a cruel man, in troth so was her 
mother, 


And ’cause she loved Ned Branaghan, they sorely 
her did bother. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Now Ned he was a handsome youth, and funny 
was and frisky, 

He loved sweet Nelly Mulligan as well as he loved 
whiskey ; 

His heart was like a red hot pratie, whene’er he 
saw his charmer, 

Miss Mulligan she smiled upon him, which surely 
did not harm her. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


At last Ned swore by allthe saints, he’d run away 
with Nelly, 

But Nell another lover had,called Timothy O’Kelly ; 

Ned, when ’twas dark, would climb a wall to see 
this lovely lass, 

In kissing, toying, and so torth, they many a night 
did pass. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


One woful night, when Nell’s papa was snoring in 
his bed, 

To his fa one to take a trip, Ned took it in his 

ead ; 

But Tim, of whom we’ve sung before, had heard 
of all these doings, 

And swore the lovers soon should rue their billings 
and their cooings. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


Then wickedly he placed a tub, which he with 
water filled, 

That Ned might tumble into it, and cruelly be 
killed ; 

So when upon the wall Ned stood, he without much 
hubbub, 

Gave a hop, step, and a jump, and rolled into the 
tub. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


Nelly seeing what had happened to her own true 
love, 

Cried, now or never, Mulligan, now you’re a con- 
stant dove ; 

Into the tub she made a plunge, and as she could 
not swim, 

She kicked, she died, and disappointed wicked 
Mr. Tim. 

. Fol de rol, &c. 


PLPLOEIE?P 


ONE KIND LOOK FROM THEE, MY LOVE. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


‘THOUGH winds should roar, 
And torrents pour, 
I’d traverse land and sea, my love, 
And think each ill 
O’erbalanced still 
By one kind look from thee, my love! 


The while he spoke, I ne’er should hear 
The roaring of the billow; 

The rudest rock would down appear, 
Were his kind arm my pillow. 


No grief mine eyes could e’er betray, 
If joy in his were beaming ; 
And if I kissed his tears away, 
?Twould stop my own from streaming. 
Though winds should roar, &c. 
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HEIGHO! FOL DE RIDDLE DOJ DEE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


Or mirth and care a life I’ve led 
Through many a motley day ; 
From earth and air I earn my bread, 
By my spade and my birds so gay : 
My fire of youth has gone and fled, 
And water’s too cold for me, 
So I’m forced to drink good wine instead, 
Heigho! fol de riddle dot dee. 


To three fair maids, as blithe as May, 
In wedlock I was bound, 

One scolded, one tippled, and one ran away, 
But I popped ’em all in the ground 5 

A fourth I tried, which lovely bride 
Beat all the other three! 

She’d have beat me too, but, alas ! she died, 
Heigho! fol de riddie dol dee. 


Thus earth with air, and mirth with care, 
And grief 1s mixed with joy, 

Water with wine, and women so fine, 
Still mingle some alloy ; - 

The birds they sing, and the neighbours cry, 
When my sexton’s face they see ; 

So I tunes my pipes, while I pipe my eye, 
Heigho! fol de riddle dol dee. 


OLIPPOP IF 


WHAN MAGGIE A* 77 WAR ACQUAINT. 


WHAN Maggie and I war acquaint, 
I carried my noddle fu’ hie ; 
Nae lintwhite on a’ the gay plain, 
Nae gowdspink sae bonnie as she. 
1 whistled, I piped, and I sang, 
I wooed, but J cam nae great speed 5 
Therefore, I maun wander abroad, 
And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 


To Maggie my love I did tell ; 

My tears did my passion express : 
Alas! for I lo’ed her owre weel, 

And the women lo’e sic a man less. 
Her heart it was frozen and cauld, 

Her pride had my ruin decreed ; 
Therefore, I maun wander abroad, 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 


PPLOP PEP 


COME, BATHE THE SOUL IN YONDER 
BOWL. 


COME, bathe the soul 
In yonder bowl! 
Nay, never fear what cynics say, 
If wine invite 
Our lips to night, 
Ah! wherefore look another way ? 


For what is sober sadness 

To wine’s delicious madness* 

Or where’s the ray 

Which shines by day, 

That’s half so bright with gladness? 


Though woman’s eye 
And summer’s sky 
Are beautiful, they’re changing, too: 
But ne’er did wine 
In splendour shine 
To mock the lip with sparkling hue! 
For what is sober sadness? &c. 


a 
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T believe you are an honest man. Do you hear? bring me an old silver candlestick .««-« 
Then to my box I creep, and then fall fast asleep, 
St. Paul’s strikes one. 





THE WATCHMAN. 
_(Dibdin.) 


A WATCHMAN I am, and I knows ail the round, 
The housekeepers, the strays, and the lodgers, 
Where low devils, rich dons, and high rips, may 

be found, 
Odd dickies, queer kids, and rum codgers ; 
Of money and of property, I’m he that takes the 
care, 
And cries, when I see rogues go by, hey! what 
are. you doing there? 


SPOKEN.] Only a little business in that house : 
—You understand me? Understand you! well, I 
believe you are an honest man. Do you hear? 
bring me an old silver candlestick. 


Then to my box I creep, 
And then fall fast asleep. 
St. Paul’s strikes one! 
Thus, after all the mischief’s done, 
I goes and gives them warning, 
And loudly bawls, 
As strikes St. Paul’s, 
Past one o’clock, and a cloudy morning. 


Then, round as the hour I merrily cries, 
Another fine mess I discover, 
For a curious rope-ladder I straightway espies, 
And Miss Forward expecting her lover, 
Then to each other’s arms they fly, 
My life, my soul, ah! ah! 
Fine work, Miss Hotupon’t, cries 1, 
Vl knock up your papa. 


SPOKEN.] No, no, you wo’n’t. -I shall; wor- 
thy old soul! to be treated in this manner! Here, 
here, take this. O, you villain, want to bribe 
an honest watchman; and with such a trifle too! 
Well, well, here is more. More! you seem to be 
a spirited lad; now do make her a good husband ; 
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Tam glad you tricked the old hunks: good night ; 
I wish you safe at Gretaa-Green. 
Then to my box I creep, 
And then fall fast asleep. 
St. Paul’s strikes two, 
The lovers off, what does I do, 
But gives the father warning, 
And loudly bawls, 
As strikes St. Paul’s, &c. 


Then towards the squares from my box as I looks, 
I hears such a ranting and tearing ; 
"Tis Pharoah’s whole host, and the pigeons and 
rooks 
Are laughing, and singing, and swearing. 

Then such a hubbub and a din, 
How they blaspheme and curse 5 
That thief has stole my diamond pin; 

Watch, watch, I’ve lost my purse! 

SPOKEN.] Watch, here, I charge you. And I 
charges you. *Tis a marvellous thing that honest 
people can’t go home without being robbed. 
Which is the thief? That’s the thief that tricked 
me out of two hundred pounds this evening. Ah, 
that you know is allin the way of business ; but 
which is the thief that stole the gentleman’s purse ? 
That’s him. What, Sam Snatch? Give it to me, 
Sam. He has not got your purse, you are mis- 
taken in your man. Go home peaceably, and 
don’t oblige me to take yon to the watchhouse. 


Then to my box I creep, 
And then fall fast asleep. 
St. Paul’s strikes three— 
Thus from all roguery I gets free, 
By giving people warning, 
And loudly bawls, 
As strikes St, Paul’s, &c. 


CIP PLES PF 


210 
BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 
(Lord Byron.) 


THERE was a sound of revelry by night, 
And Belgium’s capital had gathered then 
Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave 
men 3 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
Music arose, with its voluptuous swell, 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merrily as a marriage-bell ; 
But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a 
rising knell ! ois 


Did ye not hear it?—No: ’twas but the wind, 
Or the car rattling o’er the stony street. 
On with the dance! let joy be unconfined ; 
No sleep till morn when youth and pleasure 
meet 
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet. 
But, hark !—that heavy sound breaks in once 
more,” 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 
And nearer, nearer, deadlier than before ! 
Arm! arm! it is !—it is!—the cannon’s opening 
roar! 


Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 

And cheeks all pale, which, but an hour ago, 

‘Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness ; 

And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking 

sighs, 

Which ne’er might be repeated : who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 
Since upon nights so sweet such awful morn 

could rise ? 


And there was mounting, in hot haste, the steed ; 
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pouring onward, with impetuous speed, 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; _ 
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar ; 
And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Roused by the soldier ere the morning star ; 
While thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 
Or whispering, with white lips,—‘‘ The foe !— 
they come! they come !”” 


And wild and high the Cameron’s gathering rose ! 
The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s hills 
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon 

foes. 
How, in the noon of night, that pibroch thrills, 
Savage and shrill! but, with the breath which 
fills 
T.:ei¢ mountain-pipe, so fills the mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instils 
The stirring memory of a thousand years, 
And Evan’s, Donald’s fame rings in each clans- 
man’s ears. 


And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves, 
Dewy with Nature’s tear-drops, as they pass 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, 
Over the unreturning brave,—alas ! 
’¥ire even:ng to be trodden like the grass, 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe, 
And, burning with high hope, shall moulder 
cold and low. 


Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,— 
Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay ; 
The midnight brought the signal sound of strife, 
The morn marshalling in arms,—the day 
Battles magnificently—stern array ! 
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The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which, when 
rent, 
The earth is covered thick with other clay, 
Which her own clay shall cover, heaped and 
pent, 
Rider and horse,—friend,—-foe—in one red bu- 
rial blent ! 


GPP ELI LIP 


PETER PALLET WAS THE LAD FOR THE 
LADIES. 


(T, Dibdin.) 
PETER PALLET to publicans furnished White 
Tarts; é 
Black Swans, Red Lions, Green Men, and Blue 
Postesses, 


| Could knock off a Saracen’s Head with much art, 


And oft hung in frames both his host and his 
hostesses. PH 
So varied his taste, and to Nature so true, 
No matter whose likeness it was that he drew; 
What he pencilled for me might be taken for you, 
With a long nose, short nose, double chin, squint- 
ibus, 
He was the lad for the ladies. 
Once an innkeeper’s widow he painted so grand, 
With his varnished Vandykes, his vermilion and 
verditer,- 


| The crook on her back he transferred to her hand, 


For she had declared ‘< She’d be painted like 
Perditter.” 
A critical cobbler left reading the news, 
And, finding nought else in the work to abuse, 
Showed Peter the best plan of mending her shoes, 
With his long nose, short nose, double chin, squint- 
ibus, 
Cobbling a critical trade is. 


Next, says Crispin, “ that’s not like my landlady’s 


? 
Could ladies blush loud all the town might have 
heard her— 
As she cried— “ Mr, Shummaker, sir, I must beg 
You'll stop where you are, and not venture ne 
furder ;”” 
And Pallet, whose patience was pretty well past, 
Growled—‘* Good Mr. Lapstone, you prattle tog 
fast ; 
Your first hint I took, but pray stick to your last,” 
With your long nose, short nose, double chin, 
squintibus, 
Each one knows best what his trade is. 


GPPPIL LLL? E 


THE SAVOYARD. 
(C. Shannon.) 
[Music, Clementi and Co. Cheapside. } 


COLD wintry winds blew hard, 
Fast fell the rain,— 

A poor wand’ring Savoyard 
Crossed o’er the plain: 

Grief, more than time, had prest 
Age on his brow ; 

And his sad strain confest 
Heart-rending woe! 


Pity my fate, he’said, 
Friendless I roam ; 

Shelter the hoary head, 
Far, far from home : 

Soon in the grave I’ll rest, 
There tears are 0’er— 

There will this throbbing breast 
Sorrow no more. 


GLIAL LIIL ST 
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ALL NATURE SALUTES THE NEW 
DAY. 
( Upton. ) 
ARISE, jolly sportsmen, the sun-beams of morn 
Illumine the mountains, and crimson the thorn ; 
The lark spreads his wings, and to heaven’s porch 
flies 
As the dew-drops of night on the forest-leaf 
dies! 
The liunet’s sweet carol resounds from the spray, 
And nature, all nature, salutes the new day. 


Arise, jolly sportsmen, the dogs are awake, 

And the birds, in full chorus, from brier to 
brake ! 

Lhe ploughman is whistling, the mill-clapper 


goes, 

And the blush of Aurora, more fresh than the 
rose ! 

From the light rays of morning the owl flaps 
away, 

And nature, all nature, salutes the new day. 


Up, up, my brave fellows! the fox has broke 
ground, 

And the hare from her form looking fearfully 
round ; 

The hawk-butcher’s mounted the regions of air, 

While the victim-bird trembles with fear and 
despair. 

Every hill, field, and valley, looks cheerful and 


gay, 
And nature, all nature, salutes the new day. 
GPLOEPPP OP? 


WHEN LAST IN THE DREADFUL YOUR 
HONOUR SET SAIL. 
(Dibdin.) 
WHEN last in the Dreadful your honour set sail, 
On Newfoundland banks there came on a hard 
gale ; 
There was thunder, red lightning, and cold whist- 
ling hail, 
Enough the old gemman to scare! 
One who threatened your life, dashed below by a 


wave, 
Your own hand I saw snatch from a wat’ry 
grave! 
And you said ’twas well done, for that still with 
the brave 


The noblest of glory’s to spare. 


When yard-arm and yard-arm ’long side of a 
foe,— 
When the blood from the scuppers rained on us be- 
low,— 
When crippled enough to be taken in tow, 
To strike we saw mounseer prepare ; 
If a broadside below, or a volley above, 
The men were all ready to give her for love, 
How oft has your honour cried— Not a hand 
move, 
A hero’s true glory’s to spare.” 


PLILEL LF 


A BUMPER OF GOOD LIQUOR. 
: A TRILO. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


A BUMPER of good liquor 

Will end a contest quicker 

Than justice, judge, or vicar ; 
So fill a cheerful glass, 
And let good humour pass, 


But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why, sooner drain the barrel 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH, 


Than be the hateful fellow 
That’s crabbed when he’s mellow. 
A bumper, &c. 


GLPLIP PO? 


WE ALWAYS ARE FREE, AND BROTHER 
HELPS BROTHER. 


Air—‘* Hearts of Oak.” 


No sect in the world can with Masons compare, 
So ancient, so noble, the badge is they wear, 
That all other orders, however esteemed, 
Inferior to Masonry justly are deemed. 


CHORUS, 
We always are free, 
And for ever agree, 
Supporting each other, 
Brother helps brother ; 
No mortals on earth are so friendly as we. 


When first attic fire mortals’ glory became, 
Though smali was the spark, it soon grew toa 
flame ; 
As Phebus celestial, transcendently bright, 
It spreads o’er the world a fresh torrent of light. 
We always, &c. 


The greatest of monarchs, the wisest of men, 
Freemasonry honoured again and again; 
And nobles have quitted all other delights, 
With joy to preside o’er our mystical rites. 

We always, &c, 


Though some may pretend we’ve no secrets to 
know, 
Such idle opinions their ignorance show ; 
While others, with rapture, cry out—© They’re 
revealed !” 
In Freemason’s bosoms they still lie conccaled. 
We always, &c. 


Coxcomical pedants may say what they can, 
Abuse us, ill use us, and laugh at our plan, 
We’ll temper our mortar, enliven our souls, 
And join in a chorus o’er full-flowing bowls. 

We always, &c. 


PGP PIPL? 


TO THEE, SWEET BIRD OF SORROW. 
(Arnold.) 


RECITATIVE. 
YE gentle hours, when we together heard 
The sweetest warblings of night’s lonely bird ! 
Say, will you e’er return to bless mine ear 
With ands so sweet—my heart with thoughts so 
dear ? 


AIR. 

To thee, sweet bird of sorrow, 
I pour the mimic strain ; 

And strive from thee to borrow 
A solace for my pain! 

For, though thy mournful measure 
May tell of woes from thine, 

It breathes a chastened pleasure 
On softened hearts like mine. 

Thus e’en from songs of sadness 
The breast may learn to glow, 

And feel one throb of gladness 
Amid the pangs of woe. 


POLI I IE? 


DECEPTION, I FIND, IS THE RULE OF 
THE DAY. 


DECEPTION, I find, is the rule of the day, 
And, therefore, the folks to surprise, 

I must tell them my show-box can treasure display, 
That never yet met human eyes. 
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By silence, great orators oft will conceal 
That dullness their speeches would quickly reveal ; 
With caresses a wife will her husband beguile, 
And be hatching his horns while she gives him a 
smile. 

Then where can be 

The sin for me, 

To stand and cry 

To passers by ? 


SPOKEN.] Here, ladies and gentlemen, take a 
peep into my show-box, and you'll see such sights 
as yoa never saw before: here you’ll see young 
widows, who prefer weeping over their husbands’ 
tombs to listening to the vows of new lovers. Here 
you'll see a man just exalted to a high station, 
with more modesty than he had before ; a miser 
satisfied with the wealth he has amassed ; an au~ 
thor more wealthy than the miser ; and two oppo- 
nent candidates on a county election each anxious 
for the other’s success, 

Thus I’ll make my promise true, 
Things like these can be but new ; 
New they sure must be to you, 
For Solomon would think so too. 


Deception, I find, is the trade of the times, 
And therefore each man takes a right 
To draw gold from the purse of the few who are 
rich, 
By deceiving that sense called the sight. 
By the gift of a bauble seducers oft gain 
That affection their ardour would never obtain ; 
But their love, all their love is a mere puppet 
show, 
Like a crown made of tin on a doll’s empty brow. 
Then where can be, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Here, ladies and gentlemen, take 
another peep into the box of wonders : here you'll 
see two great men disputing amicably on matters 
cf religion; a Jew, who has a real antique for 
sale ; a married man, who never casts his eyes at 
the maid-servants ; an antiquated virgin, who re- 
mains single through choice ; London milk without 
water, and unadulterated foreign spirits. 

Thus I’ll make my promise true, &c. 


GIFLFEAS 


THE CALEDONIAN MAID. 
(Upton. ) 
O, FLY to me, my blushing dear, 
Nor breathe a sigh, nor start a tear, 
No ill shall come to thee, lassie. 
My love shall put thy fears.to flight, 
And tend thy steps by day and night, 
If thou wilt live with me, lassie. 
‘Sweet lassie! bonny lassie! 
If thou wilt live with me, lassie! 


The flatterer’s tongue is fraught with sting, 
And slander ever on the wing, 
To prey on sweets like thee, lassie { 
But love will bring its guardian aid, 
To watch the Caledonian maid, 
If thou wilt live with me, lassie. 
Bonny lassie! sweet lassie! 
If thou wilt live with me, lassie ! 


Then haste, O, hasten to my breast, 
And hush, O hush thy fears to rest, 
My arms thy shield shall be, lassie, 
O haste, sweet Caledonian maid, 
And love for love shall be repaid, 
If thou wilt live with me, lassie, 
Sweet lassie! bonny lassie! 
7" dhou wilt live with me, lassie! 


OPIIF IL IF 
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WO’N’T YOU YIELD, LEPORELLO? 
Air— Mister Mug.” 


By profession I’m a servant—Leporello is my 
name, 

To attend upon my master, from London town I 
came 3 

I met the patrol just now, who quickly made me 
bellow, 

For with his great large thumping stick he beat 
poor Leporello. 

Crying—Wo’n’t you, wo'n’t you, wo’n’t you, 
wo’n’t you yield, saucy fellow ? 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you 
yield, Leporello? 


My skin was lily white—but soon he made it black, 
Each time that his great thumping stick struck on 
my tender back ; 
I slipped past him once or twice, and dodged him 
all around, 
Then tripping up his heels, I laid him sprawling 
’ on the ground, 
Crying—Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, &c. 


By tripping up his heels, he was now within my 
power, 

And I, with his great thumping stick, on him my 
blows did shower ; 

He cried out, pray have mercy, sir!—says I, be 
quiet, saucy fellow ; 

As you had no mercy on my back, you’ll get none 
from Leporello. 

He kept crying—Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t 

you, wo’n’t you, have mercy, my dear fellow ? 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, 

have mercy, Leporello? 


Having given him almost enough, I thought it 
best to run, 

For if his friends they should arrive, why that 
would spoil my fun ; 

Then in : hollow tone I cried, listen unto Lepo- 
rello, 

If at any time we meet again, don’t call me saucy 
fellow. 


SPOKEN.] Then, giving him a parting blow, 
just to keep him from going to sleep in the main 
road, I left him lamenting his hard fate ; but, for 
my part, all the way I came, I couldn’t forget his 
crying— 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n't you 
yield, you saucy fellow? 

Wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you, wo’n’t you 
yield, Leporello ? 


GPL IIL IF 


THERE 1S A SWEET AND PLEASING 
HOUR. 


(T. Blake.) 
[Music, Clementi & Co. Cheapside. | 


THERE is a sweet and pleasing hour, 
Secure from ev’ry evil power, 
Replete with joys like those above,— 
’Tis the sweet hour of mutual love. 
This time, to youth and beauty dear, 
Is oft embittered by a tear, 

To think that beauty’s fragrant flower 
May fade and wither in an hour. 


Then, as the charms of youth must fade, 
And lie forgotten in the shade, 
Let’s catch love’s moments ere they’re passed, 
Nor miss them, for they cannot last, 
There is a sweet, &c. 


De ee a 


| 
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} STILL PREFER THE MERRY BOTTLE. 


CONJURER. 
(W. R. Spencer.) 


MY master may boast 
All the charms of a ghost, 


And court supernatural merits ; 


But still, to my mind, 
In a bottle I find 


The best and the choicest of spirits. 


These spirits possess 
Such a magic address, 


They can turn a dry crust to a feast, sir! 


They make me cry, they make me sing, 
They make me greater than a king, 


And, sometimes, they make me a beast, sir! 


Then let his highness make a stir 
About his fogrum sorcerer ; 

To all the trade I still prefer 
The merry bottle-conjurer ! 


Neat spirits from France 
Can make the blood dance, 


And make the mind buxom and skittish, 


But to comfort the heart,, 
And true valour impart, 


The best of all spirits—are British. 


PIP FP IPO 


ALL COMBINED IN HER I LOVE. 
( Arnold.) 


*TIs not her beauty that I prize ; 
Though she has beauty might compare 
With those who are most brightly fair! 

*Tis not the lustre of her eyes ; 
Though she has eves to wake desire, 
And set a world of hearts on fire ; 
Though in her form the Graces move,. 
*Tis not for these alone I love. 


*Tis not her dazzling wit that charms ; 
Though she has wit that lightly plays, 
And darts, unwounding, by its rays! 

Tis not her sterling sense that warms : 
Though sense and judgement govern sti!l 
Each word and action at her will ! 

Not beauty, wit, nor sense could move, 
Yet all combined in her I love. 


GIPP EP EP 


0, ’M A JOVIAL MIDSHIPMAN. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


I’M here or there a jolly dog, 

At land or sea I’m all a-gog, 

To fight, or kiss, or touch the grog, 
For I’m a jovial midshipman, 
A smart young midshipman, 
A little midshipman! 

To fight, or kiss, or touch the grog, 
O, I’m a jovial midshipman. 


My honour’s free from stain or speck, 
The foremast men are at my beck, 
With pride I walk the quarter-deck, 
For I’m a smart young midshipman, &c. 


I mix the pudding for our mess, 
In uniform then neatly dress ; 
The captain asks, no need to press, 
Come, dine with me, young midship- 
man, &c, 


When Royal William comes on board, 

By England’s navy all adored, 

From him I sometimes pass the word, 
Though I’m an humble midshipman, &c. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


THE SENSITIVE HEART. 
(T. Jones.) 


THE rose on her bosom had faded, 

Though warmed by the beams from her eye ; 
The flower seemed to droop, as persuaded 

Its charms with her cheek could not vie! 
Yet when I perceived the fair swelling 

Which heaved its soft bed of repose, 
How I envied the drooper its dwelling, 

And wished myself blest like the rose. 


Sure the hand that could gather the flower, 
And place it so fondly to rest, 

May incline, in some fortunate hour, 
To give me a place in that breast! 

My happiness, then, were completed, 
I'd ne’er from that harbour depart ; 

Nay, I’d bloom, though the rose has retreated, 
In the warmth of her sensitive heart. 


GIP LP POL? 


O, TIS GOLD, ’TIS GOLD, ’TIS GOLD. 
Air—* O, ’tis Love.” —(Beuler. ) 


O, ’TIs gold, “tis gold, ’tis gold! 
That rules us all completely ; 
O, with gold we soon get bold, 
Make friends, and conquer foes. 
What is’t that makes people civil, 
Though they wish us every spite ? 
What makes men, known to be evil, 
Seem pure as angels in white ? 
What makes one stare 
At London Lord Mayor’s show 4 
What makes the Mayor? 
And what the mare to go? 
O, *tis gold, ’tis gold, *tis gold, &c. 


What is it makes misers deaf to 
The poor man’s tale of wreck ? 
What is it that tempts the thief, too, 
And sometimes saves his neck ? 
What makes young Cupid 
Despised in some folks’ eyes ? 
And what makes the stupid 
So oft seem sharp and wise ? 
O, ’tia gold, &o. 


What is it makes counsellors, clever, 
Prove just a knavish cause ? 
What is it makes doctors endeavour 
To save us from death’s jaws? 
What makes damsels rapt in 
Old husbands’ with’ring arms? 
And what makes the captains’ 
Regimentals have such charms ? 
O, tis go.d, &e 
What is it, to booby or baby, 
Makes weak the strongest walls ? 
What lets us see Westminster- Abbey, 
The Tower, and great St. Paul’s? 
What makes patric’s waver 
And partisans saange sides? 
What gets us grace and favour, 
And—every thing else besides ? 
O, ’tis g».d, Src. 


PILL ELE? 


THE WARRIOR’S GRAVE. 
(D. L. Richardson. ) 


THE years of vanished life 
The gun’s loud voice hath told; 
The breast that dared the batfle strifs 
Is motionless and cold! 


The muffled drum’s dull moan, 
The requiem of the brave, 

Rath ’woke the deep responsive groan 
Above a warrior’s grave. 
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He lies on his dark bed, 
With cold, unconscious brow, 
For sleep’s eternal spell is spread 
Around his pillow now. 


Behold the crimson sky, 
And mark yon setting sun, 

For, like that orb, once bright on high, 
Was he whose race is run. 


A few short moments’ flight 
Hath wildly changed his doom ; 
fhe worm shall be his bride:ta night, 
His home the cheerless tomb. 


The midnight blast shall howl, 
The dews his cold limbs steep, 
The wolf and wild dog loudly growl, 
Nor wake his dreamless sleep. 


And vain the dirge of woe 
That haunts his place of rest ; 

The spirit smiles in glory now; 
In regions of the blest. 


GOI PIPEIPP 


LOVE SMILES ON LAUGHTER AND 
WINE. 


A CHORUS. 
[Translated from Weber. ] 


THE stars that in clusters shine o’er us; 
To earth lend a soul-cheering glow ; 
Though darkness brood dimly before us, 
Our pathway grows. bright as we go. 
As stars gem the azure of heaven, 
That else were mere darkness and night, 
So Hope’s starry beams have been given 
To shine where Joy loses her light. 


But brighter than all the stars o’er us; 
Or Hope, in Misfortune’s dark night; 
Is Love, sitting smiling before us, 
In Beauty’s majestical light. 
To earth Fate awarded three treasures; 
Like stars on life’s darkness to shine ; 
And mortals may taste those three treasures, 
When Love smiles on laughter and wine. 


POPPI PID 


HOME. 
(G. B. F.) 


HomE! sweet attractor, magnet strong; 
While on life’s current borne along, 
Whate’er our stations be, 
In winter’s cold, in summer’s heat; 
in conquest bright, in dark defeat, 
Our souls still turn to thee. 


Though fortune’s smiles may all be o’er; 

And trouble’s wildest tempests roar, 
Thou still canst charm the heart, 

Canst bid one smile the cheek illume, 

One ray of hope burst through the gloom, 
And blunt the lifted dart. 


PIPL HIG? 


WILL WADDLE; 
OR, LODGINGS TO LET 
(G. Colman.) 


Wuo has e’er been in London, that overgrown 
place, 

Has seen “* Lodgings to let ” stare him full in the 
face ; 

Some are good, and let dearly, while some, ’tis 
well known, 

Are’so dear and so bad, they’re best let alone. 

Derry down. 
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Will Waddle, whose temper was studious and 
lonely, 

Hired lodgings that took single gentlemen only ; 

But Will was so fat he appeared like a tun; 


| Or, like two single gentlemen rolled into one. 


Derry down. 


He entered his rooms, and to bed he retreated, 


| But, all the night long he felt fevered and heated : 
| And, though heavy to weigh, asa score of fat 


sheep, 


| He was not, by any means, heavy to sleep. 


Derry down. 


Next night ’twas the same, and the next, and the 
next : 
He perspired like an ox; he was nervous and 
vexed : 
Week passed after week, till by weekly succession, 
His weakly condition was past all expression. 
Derry down. 


/In six months his acquaintance began much to 


doubt him, 
For ee like a lady’s loose gown, hung about 
im ; 
He sent for a doctor, and cried, like a ninny, 
“«T have lost many pounds—make me well—there’s 
a guinea.’ 
Derry down: 


The doctor Idoked wise :— A slow fever,” he 
said ; 
Prescribed sudotificks, and going to bed ; 
“* Sudorificks in bed,” exclaimed Will, “ are hum- 
bugs, 
I’ve enough of them there without paying for 
drugs.” 

Derry down: 


Will kicked out the doctor—but,; when ill indeed, 
E’en dismissing the doctor don’t always succeed ; 
So, calling his host—he said, ‘‘ Sir, do you know; 
I’m the fat single gentleman, six months ago! 
Derry down. 


“¢ Look, landlord, I think,” argued Will, witha 


grin, 


“« That with honest intentions you first took me in ; 


But, from the first night— and to say it I’m bold— 
I have been so d——d hot that I’m sure I caught 
cold.’ 


Derry down: 


Quoth the landlord—* Till now I ne’er had a dis- 
pute; 

I’ve let lodgings ten years—I’m a baker to boot ; 

In airing your sheets, sir; my wife is no sloven, 

And your bed is immediately over my oven.” 

Derry down. 


«‘ The oven!” says Will—says the host, « Why 
this passion? 

In that excellent bed died three people of fashion ; 

Why so crusty, good sir?”’—** Zounds!” cries 
Will, in a taking, 

«© Who wou’dn't be crusty with half-a-year’s 
baking?” 

Derry down, 


Will paid for his rooms; cried the host witha 
sneer, 

“¢ Well, I see you’ve been going away half-a 
year.” 

«< Friend, we can’t well agree—yet no quarrel ”’- - 
Will said ; 

«‘ For one man may die whete another makes 
bread.” 


Derry down 


PREC IISF 
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THE INDIAN MAID’S GOOD NIGHT TO 
THE WHITE CHIEF. 


(Moncrieff, ) 


GooD night! sweet be thy slumbers ; 
May no rude storms annoy, 
But the merry mockbirds’ numbers 
Attune thy rest to joy. 
fay thoughts of home still sweeten 
Thy stay in the southern isle ; 
And some bright dream of England 
Make thee waken with a smile. 
Good night, we to our leafy bed, 
’Neath the plantain’s shade, will creep, 
And breathe prayers to the mighty Spirit 
To preserve thee on the deep. 
Good night! 


May no mosquito sting thee, 
No poison plant give pain; 
But the airs of morning bring thee 
Health, strength, and joy again. 
For then I’ll chase the wild goat, 
That thine her milk may be ; 
While our youths shall climb the cocoa, 
And pluck its nuts for thee. 
Good night, we to our leafy bed, &c. 


CPP PILI? 


PADDY BULL’S EXPEDITION. 


(Collins. ) 


WHEN I took my departure from Dublin’s sweet 
town, 
And for England’s own self through the seas I 
did plough ; 
For four long days and nights I was tossed up and 
down, 
Like a quid of chewed hay in the throat of a 
cow 3 
While afraid off the deck in the ocean to slip, sir, 
I clung like a cat, fast hold for to keep, sir, 
Round about the big post that grows out of the 
ship, sir ; 
Oh! I never thought more to sing Langolee. 


Thus standing stock-still all the while I was 
moving, 
Till Treland’s coast I saw clean out of sight ; 
Myself the next day a true Irishman proving, 
When leaving the ship on the shore for to light, 
As the board they put out was too narrow to quar- 
ter, 
So the very first step I took I was in such a totter, 
That I jumped upon land to my neck up in water ; 
Oh! that was no time to sing Langolee. 


But, as sharp cold and hunger I never yet knew 
more 
- And my stomach and bowels did grumble and 
growl 
. I thought the best way to get each in good humour, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my 
sowle ; 
So I went to a house where roast beef they pro- 
vide, sir, i 
With a whirligig which up the chimney I spied, 
sir, 
And which grinds all their smoke into powder be- 
side, sir. 
’Tis as true as I’m now singing Langolee. 


Then I went to the landlord of all the stage 
coaches, 
That set sail for London each night in the week, 
To whom I obnoxiously made my approaches, 
As a birth a board oné I,came for to seek ; 


I 
21e 


But as for the inside, I’d no cash in my casket, 
So, says I, ‘with your leave, I make bold, sir, 
to ask it, 
When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes 
the basket? 
For there I can ride and sing Langolee. 


After making his mouth. up—‘ The basket,’ savs 
he, ‘sir, 

Goes after the coach a full hour or two ;’ 

‘ Very well, sir,’ says I, ‘that’s the thing then for 
me, sir :” 
But the devil a word that he told me was true ; 
For the one went before and the other behind, sir, 
They set off cheek by jowl at the very same time, 
sir, : 

So the same day at night, I set off by moon shine, 
sir, 

All alone by myself singing Langolee. 


Ough! long life to the moon for a fine noble crea- 
ture, 
That serves us for lamplight each night in the 
dark ; 
While the sun only shines in the day, which by 
nature 
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ; 
But, as for the moon, by my sowle, I’ll be bound, 
sir, 
It would save the whole nation a great many 
pounds, sir, 
To subscribe for to light him up all the year round, 
sir, 
Or Ill never sing more about Langolee. 


PPI G27 E? 


HOW THE DEER FALLS, HARK! HOY 
THEY. RING. ‘ 


HAYMAKERS, rakers, reapers, and mowers, 
Wait on your summer queen ; 
Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers, 
Daffodils strew on the green ; 
Sing, dance, and play, 
- Tis holiday, 
The sun does bravely shine 
On our ears of corn, 
Rich as pearl 
Comes ev’ry girl, 
This is mine, this is mine, this is mine! 
Let us die ere away they are borne. 


Bow to the sun, our queen, and that fair one 
Come, behold our sports ; 
Each bonny lass here is counted a rare one, 
As those in princes’ courts ! 
These and we, 
With country glee, 
Will teach the woods to resound, 
And the hills with echoes hollow; 
Skipping lambs, 
Their bleating dams, 
’Mongst kids shall skip it round, 
For joy thus our wenches we follow. 


Wind, jolly huntsmen, your neat bugles shrilly ; 
Hounds, make a lusty cry ; 
Spring up your falconers the partridges free.y, 
Then let your brave hawks fly. 
Horses amain, 
Over ridge, over plain, 
The dogs have the stag in chase, 
’Tis a sport to content a King! 
Soho, ho! through the skies, 
How the proud bird flies, 
And, sowcing, kills with a grace, 
How the deer falls, hark! how they ring, 
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THE BIRD’S NEST. 
(Upton. ) 
ALL blind and unfledged, see the children of 
song 
Just broke from their egg-shell, and creeping 
together ; 
To the red-breasted minstrel the strangers be- 
long, 
To robin, the herald of winterly weather. 


Wide and distant she travels to cater for food, 
Her piercing eye darting on this, that, and 


t’other ; 
On the spread wings of joy hastens home to her 
brood, 
Fond robin, their guardian, protector, and 
mother ! 


Oh! let no rude hand, when that mother’s away, 
Either take or destroy the beloved ones she’s 
feeding ; 
And Gratitude’s carol will, joyful, repay 
The heart that forbore to set others a bleeding. 


The time will come round when their clothes will 
appear, 
And then, though the creatures of lucre may 
slight you, 
The notes of the nestlings may break on the ear, 
And the song of young robin be heard to delight 
you. 


FOUR IN HAND; 
OR, LIFE’S PICTURE. 
(Male.) 


LIF¥’s picture ajourney may suit, 
Through which each as he walks, rides, or 
drives, O, 
Tries foremost to put his best foot, 
Or to stick his foot.in it contrives, O ; 
Like Jehus some dash for applause, 
Some jog on queer ponies with ill pins, 
And some are complete Johnny Raws, 
And others right down Johnny Gilpins !— 


SPOKEN.] Mount more than they can manage, 
and go further than they intended ; let go the reins 
and hold by the mane; and then down they come 
with a ye’ap. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Like hacks some drudge early and late, 

Like hunters the game some concern, sir ; 
Some are racers who dash for the plate, 

Get dished, and then jockey in turn, sir; 

Some are saddled, and don’t like the fit ; 

Some want stirrup-leather so idle ; 

And while some have plenty of bit, 

There are others who bite at the bridle. 


SpokEN.] The monopolist makes us all bite at 
the bridle ; bunt may justice clap a curb upon him, 
and Jack Ketch bring him up with a bearing rein, 
and then set him off with a ye’ap. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Good fellows are sociables all, 
Your coxcombs are tandem and gigs, sir, 
To upstarts your phaetons fall, 

And dog-carts to puppies and prigs, Sir ; 

A barouche mark of consequence wears, 

Convenience a body-coach bulky, 

Married folks run in curricle pairs, 

And a bachelor nods in a sulky. 


SPoKEN.] And there let him nod, till the blue 
devils put a spoke in his wheel, tilt him over 
and shoot him out on.Muckslush-Heath, with a 
ye’ap. 

Rumpti iddity, “ec. 
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Bang-up! seems the watch-word to be, 
From one tip-top driver to t’other ; 

And in life, through each rank and degree, 
All are bang-up to some mark or other ; 

And some get bang-down, too, in time, 
For phaetons oft have a fall, sir; 

But the lawyer is sure to be prime, 
For he gets the whip-hand of us all, sir. 


SPOKEN.] But a lawyer is as necessary as a 
rough rider, for if we will shy at justice, or kick 
down credit fora caper, why, we must be brought 
up to the mark ; and we shall find Johnny Doe no 
Johnny Raw, and that when Richard Roe mounts 
the box, it’s all dickie with us,—they’ll tonch us 
up with a ye’ap. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


GILLI L EL a 


THOSE EVENING BELLS. 
(T. Moore.) 


THOSE evening bells! those evening bells! 
How many a tale their music tells 

Of youth and home, and that sweet time 
When last I heard their soothing chime! 


Those joyous hours are passed away, 
And many a heart that then was gay 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bells, 


And so ’twill be when I am gone, 

That tuneful peal will still ring on, 

While other bards shall walk these dells, 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells. 


LIP HELIS FE 


TO LOVE AND TO DRINK ARE THE 
BLESSINGS OF LIFE. 


A TRIO. 
( Bentley. ) 


THOUGH womansh and wine be de blesshings of 
laife, 
Yet monish ish moche more delighting— 
For dese are de caushes of quarrelsh and shtraife, 
But for dis we can cheat vedout faighting. 


If the blessings of life be but women and wine, 
Ne’er quarrel, but part them between us : 

The joys of the rosy-cheeked Bacchus be mine, 
And do you take the pleasures of Venus ! 


To love and to drink are the blessings of life, 
When your wine than your mistress is older ; 
But so new is my wine, and so antique my wile, ~ 

My sole pleasure in drink is to scold her. 


GPOPL EL OF 


THE CONSCIENTIOUS CARPENTER. 
( Dibdin.) ° 
A CARPENTER, who for two gibbets, long used, 
Could never his money obtain, 


When ordered to make a third gibbet, refused 
To work at the job flat and plain. 


The hangman and jailer both equally blamed, 
That this hanging was thus at a stand, 
Laid the fault on the carpenter, who, they ex- 
claimed, 
Had been ordered to do’t out of hand. 


«¢ Look you here,” cried the carpenter, ‘ friends, 
’tis no joke, 
Two gibbets already I’ve made, 
And to make you another I’ll not strike a stroke 
'TH for the first two ve been paid.” 
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He was brought ’fore the judge, while he shook in 


his shoes, 
Who cried— Fellow, ’tis by my command 
That this gibbet you make,—then no longer re- 
fuse, 
But do it at once out of hand, 


«« My lord,” cried the carpenter, ‘* ’tis very true, 
On the hangman and jailor’s bare word, 

Since I had not been paid for the making of two, 
I swore that I’d not make a third. 


But now ’tis a different thing, quite and clean, 
Had they made me at once understand 
That the gallows, in 
been, 
Lord love ye! I’d done’t out of hand.” 


GPILIYLIOs? 


YO YEA! 


FAtR blew the wind, and the morn was serene, 
When orders were given to prepare us for sea ; 
lhe topsails were loosed and already were seen, 
Heave short, went the word, and we an- 
swered 
Yo yea! 


My heart beat a stroke while at every pull 
At the windlass I hove, the anchor to weigh ; 


For my girl was in view, with her eyes brimming 


full, 


And she sighed every time that she heard 
Yo yea! 
At length, under weigh, she waved her white 
hand, 


As smoothly before it we put out to sea § 
From the top I beheld her loved form on the 


strand, 
And still went my heart to the tune of 
Yo yea! 
Though long we’ve been parted, my love is the 
same 


In every clime, dear Anna, for thee 5 
When the dark beating storm o’er. us threat’ngly 
came, 
Still I remember our parting 
Yo yea! 
But what sweet delight steals over my mind , 
As homeward we’re steering our prosp’rous 
way ! 
My Anna to meet, and to find her still kind, 
Makes my heart dance for joy, while singing 
Yo yea! 


PLPILFOPPOR 


ALL THE WORLD IS A CHASE. 


ALL the world is a chase, 
Game springs up a-pace, 

After trifles we start in view hollo! 
Through rough brambles and brakes, 
O’er life’s hills, dells, and lakes, 

The horn’s cheering tone bids us follow! 

Come follow, come follow, 


When our game is in view, 
With what zeal we pursue 2 
When o’ertaken we hoop and we hollo! 
Then quite altered the case, 
And we slacken our pace, 
Till the horn to fresh sport bids us follow ! 
Come follow, come follow, &c. 


Is not courtship a race 
In wedlock’s full chase ? 
To be in at love’s death we all folio ' 


point, for your lordship had 
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On jealousy’s grounds 
Some leap constancy’s bounds, 
And horns join the husband’s hoarse hollow. 
Horns hollow, close follow, &c. 


GLILP IP +O 


THE HOME OF MY FOREFATHERS. 
(T. Campbell.) 


AT the silence of twilight’s contemplative hour 

I have mused, in a sorrowful mood, 

On the wind-shaken weeds that embosom the 
bower 

Where the home of my forefathers stood : 

All ruined and wild is their roofless abode, 

And lonely the dark ravens’ sheltering tree, 
And travelled by few is the grass-covered road 
Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode 

To his hills that encircle the sea. 


Yet, wandering, I found on my ruinous walk, 
By the dial-stone, aged and green, 
One rose of the wilderness left on its stalk, 
To mark where a garden had been ; 
Like a brotherless hermit, the last of its race, 
And wild in the silence of Nature, it drew 
From each wandering sunbeam a lonely embrace, 
For the night-weed and thorn overshadowed the 
place 
Where the flower of my forefathers grew. 


Sweet bud of the wilderness, emblem of all 

That remains in this desolate heart, 

The fabric of bliss to its centre may fall, 

But patience shall never depart, 

Though the wilds of enchantment, all vernal and 
bright, 

In the days of delusion by fancy combined, 
With the vanishing phantoms of Jove and delight, 
Abandon my soul like a dream of the night, 

And leave but a desert behind. 


Be hushed, my dark spirit, for Wisdom condemns 

When the faint and the feeble deplore ; : 
Be strong as the rock of the ocean that stems 

A thousand wild waves on the shore. 

Through the perils of chance and the scowl of dis- 
dain, 

May thy front be unaltered, thy courage elate 
Yea, even the name I have worshipped in vain, 
Shall awake not the sigh of remembrance again ,— 

To bear is to conquer our fate, 


PIPL ILS GS 


LIST! NOW LIST! THEY MUST BE NEAR; 
A GLEE, 
(Pocock. ) 


List! now list ! they must be near, 
The signal swells upon the breeze 
No, ah no! we only hear 
The cold winds whistle through the trees. 


The screech-owl, from her dark abode, 
Sends forth an omen dire ; 

The kelpie, glancing o’er the sod fe 
Emits a lambent fire. 


The moon glares red upon the hill, 
The deer hath ceased to roam, 
The night-wind whistles loud and shrill, 
But Ranald comes not home. 
Fist! now list! &c, 


PPP PPIP OR? 


THE IRISH BELLMAN. 


MY name it is Pat, I was born in a bog, 

My father he married his wife and a hog, 

‘or a hog was her portion, she had it in pork, 
\nd a fine sausage ditty she bawled about Cork, 
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So they lived by their wits, and had nothing to 
spare : 
And unto all their savings myself was born heir , 
My father he taught me the three rules of life,— 
To drink whiskey, get money, and master my wife. 


When I grew to aman, mother gave me advice, 
Says she, take advice, and be blest in a thrice 5 


For a wife that is virtuous will love you most dear, | 


And such a one all your misfortunes will bear. 


Well, I married a wife, and we could not agree ; 

Says mother, what ails you? says I, gramachree ; 

As for bearing misfortunes, 1 cannot well guess, 

But she’s borne me a daughter in six weeks or 
less. 


' So I slipped off from home, and left wife in the 
lurch 

And, meeting with friends, I got into the church, 

And more people heard me than the priest, all 
can tell, } 

For my province, my dear, was to pull the big 
bell. 


Well, you see of this pulling I had such a knack, 
That I thought to one pulling another I’d tack, 
So I turned a tooth-drawer and barber likewise, 
And in business was now almost up to my eyes. 


So, as I’d got so high, I thought higher I’d climb, 
So I made an eye-water of essence of lime, 

The eyebrows replaced with decoction of soot, 
And covered bald skulls by the inch or the foot. 


But one day turned me bankrupt, by burning the 
shop, 

Though ’twas Providence thus to my trade put a 
stop, 

For the fuel was lightning, the notice a crash, 

And [had just time to escape in a flash. 


But the worst was, the steeple had shared the same 
fate, 

And my fine bumble bell had been shivered to 
slate 

So this ding-dong tinkler they put in my hand, 

Saying—still I should make no small noise in the 
land. 


Says they—cry away, boy; says I—sure I can’t, 
I've laughing by nature, but crying ne’er learnt ; 
Oh bother, says they— it’s tospeak when you ring— 
Old Nick take the crier, and God save the king. 


So to this bell confined is now all my hope, 

And I’m well content I’ve escaped from the rope ; 
And now I have only one thing more to tell, 

I want you to acknowledge that I bear the bell. 


GPL EILOPR 


THE KISS. 
(J. Edge.) 
HvuMID seal of soft affection, 
Tend’rest pledge of future bliss, 


Dearest tie of young connexion, 
Love’s first snow-drop—virgin kiss. 


Speaking silence, dumb confession, 
Passion’s birth and infant’s play, 
Dove-like fondness, chaste confession, 

Glowing dawn of brighter day. 


Sorrowing joy, adieu’s last action 
When ling’ring lips no more can join, 

What words can ever speak affection, 
So thrilling and sincere as thine ? 


PLOEL ERI L 


THE FARMER. 


HERE’s to each jolly fellow 
That loves to be mellow, 


Attend unto me and sit easy ; 
For a bottle in quiet, 
My boys, let us try it, 
For dull thinking will make a man crazy °* 
Whilst here I am king, 
Let us laugh, dance, and sing ; 
Let no mortal appear as a stranger ; 
But show me the ass 
That refuses his glass, 
And I'll order him grass in a manger. © 
Vial de lal, &c. 


By reaping and mowing, 
By ploughing and sowing, 
Dull nature supplies me with plenty ; 
I’ve a plentiful board, 
And a cellar well stored, 
And my garden supplies me with dainties ; 
I have land, I have bowers, 
I have fruits, I have flowers, 
And I’m here as Justice of Quorum ; 
In my cabin’s far end 
I’ve a bed for a friend, 
With a clean fire-side and a jorum. 
Lal de lal, &e. 


Was it not for my seeding 
You would have poor feeding, 
For indeed you would soon starve without me 
My mind is content 
When I pay my own rent, 
And I’m happy when friends are about me. 
Draw near to my table, 
Ye boys that are able, 
Let us hear no more words of complaining, 
For the ringing of glasses 
All music surpasses,— 
I long to see bottles a draining. 
Lal de lal, &e. 


Let the mighty and great 
Roll in splendour and state, 
For I envy no mortal, I swear it ; 
For I eat my own ham, 
My own chicken and lamb, 
And I shear my own sheep and I wear it : 
I have all things in season, 
Such as woodcock and pheasant, 
And the lark is my morning alarmer, 
So may each good fellow 
That loves to be mellow 
Drink the plough and the good honest farmer. 
Lal de lal, &c, 


GOLIPL LOLI? 


TELL, 0, TELL ME, IS IT LOVE? 
(Upton. ) 

Why so hot, my beating breast ? 
Morning, noon, nor night at rest ; 

E’er the same, asleep or wake! , 
Bold disturber, tell me true, 
Why this fluttering wild ado? 

Why my tranquil moments break ? 
Tell, O, tell me, is it love? 

Is it love? O, tell me, tell me. 


Why so restless, busy thought, 
Blighting hope with pleasure fraught ? 
Hope, the child of fancy born! 
Why to Care a slave am I, 
That, till now, ne’er breathed a sigh, 
Proudly treating grief with scorn ? 
Tell, O, tell me, is it love? &c. 


What, if I have Rosa seen, 
Angel-like in shape and mien! 
So have thousands seen her, too. 


' What, though she be peerless fair, 


Why should I her fetters wear? 
Why should she my peace undo? 
Tell, O, tell me, is it love? &c. 
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THEN MERRY ROUND THE WORLD 
WE’LL GO. 


A DUET. 
((x, Colman.) 


He.—AND will my love contented be 

To dwell a while in camp with me? 
She.— With you around the world I’d roam, 

Nor ever waste a thought on home. 
Both.—Then merry round the world we’ll go, 

While gaily singing nonino. 

He.—But, if retiring from the wars, 

Grown old, and covered with my scars? 
She.—Then sitting by the cottage door, 

We'll tell old stories o’er and o’er. 
He.—Then I will quaff—She.— And I will sing. 
Both.—Happy the evening of our life, 

The ancient soldier and his wife, 
As happy as a queen and king. 
Then merry round the world, &c. 


GLPLLEILG?OL 


HARRY BLUFF. 
(Pocock. ) 
WHEN a boy, Harry Bluff left his friends and his 


home, Gd. 
And his dear native land, on the ocean to roam : 
Like a sapling he sprung, he was fair to the view, 
And was true British oak, boys, when older he 


grew. 
Though his body was weak, and his hands they 
were soft, 
When the signal was heard, he the first went aloft, 
And veterans all cried, he’ll one day lead the van ; 
For though rated a boy, he’d the soul of a man, 
And the heart of a true British sailor. 


When in manhood promoted, and burning for 
fame, 

Still in peace and in war Harry Bluff was the same ; 

So true to his love, and in battle so brave, 

The myrtle and laurel entwine o’er his grave. 

For his country he fell, when by victory crowned ,— 

The flag shot away, fell in tatters around : 

The foe thought he’d struck—but he sung, avast! 

And the colours of England he nailed to the mast. 

Then he died like a true British sailor. 


GILLI LLL FL 


BARNEY M‘KERNING, THE IRISH PIPER. 
Air—* As beautiful Kitty.”—(W. L. Canton.) 


As I Barney M‘Kerning was homeward returning, 
iis my pipe I’d been playing at Donnybrook- 
air, 
I was dancing so neatly, and playing so sweetly, 
That I bothered the hearts of all the gay fair. ' 
I met sweet Patty Speering, and I twigg’d her a 
leering, 
So in order to please her I struck up a strain; 
It set her a dancing, and her heart sweetly 
prancing, 
That she begged I the tune would play over 
again. 
I sat down beside her, no favour denied her, 

Took out my pipe, and played the same strain ; 
Oh! Barney, my jewel, I’ll call you quite cruel, 
If you leave off till you’ve eased me of pain. 
My jewel, I’ll ease you, 1’ll not cruelly tease you, 

As you are the darling I wish to obtain. 
Oh! if you mean that sincerely, play what I love 
dearly ; 
So to please me once more play it over again. 
To oblige this sweet creature, I played it much 
sweeter, 


That her eyes plainly told me I bothered her 
quite 5 ° 
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Says she, my heart’s thrilling, with love how I’m 
filling, 
From that pipe of yours, Barney, that affords 
such delight ; 
I'll wed you to-morrow, if you’ll ease all my sorrow, 
And, whenever I wish it, will play the same 
strain. 
She to marry consented, and has never relented, 
For the tune night and morn I play over again. 


POL ILL IGS 


THE FAREWELL. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


AH! could I then, could I then bid thee farewell ! 
No, no, lovely girl, something wrong appears 
in it, 
Or why does it sound on my heart like a knell? 
Why could I not bid thee farewell every mi- 
nute ? 


Yet, dearest, I could, and how sweet would the 
sound be 
Of farewell, if whispered to meet thee again ; 
To meet thy pure love in the charms that surround 
thee, 
And know that my passion is breathed not in 
vain ! 
And, oh! I could love thee, yes, love, though 
rejected : 
Like Adam, when sadly from Paradise driven, 
To gaze on his home, he turned lone and dejected, 
So could I gaze on thee, my Eden, my heaven! 


And when for some rival, your coldness dis- 
misses 
My love, as transgressing, annoying, and vain, 
Should I once be refreshed by the dew of your 
kisses, 
I’m sure IT should sweetly transgress, dear, 
again. 
For in my fond bosom eternally lies 
A feeling spell-bownd, but I cannot tell whether 
’Tis charmed by thy lip, or the star of thine eyes, 
But I know that ’twill make me adore thee for 
ever. 


PLIGG IPT? 


THE THREE PHYSICIANS. 


THREE physicians of London to Yorkshire set out, 
Where an earl’s noble stomach was stormed by the 
gout 
And to guard the good peer from all future as- 
sault 
”Cod, they gallopped him into the family-vault. 
Derry down, &c. 


Well paid by the heir, they departed for town, 

Saying, we’ll travel up, since my lord’s travelled 
down ; 

And at Newark we’ll sup, where let each down 
his throttle 

Pour a large dose of port, without shaking the 
bottle. 

Derry down, &c. 


At the inn, two roast fowls Doctor Calomel chose, 

Which fat Doctor Fingerfee did not oppose ; 

And Isaac bawled out, though he was a Jew, 

Pray garnish dem fowls with a sausage or two. 
Derry down, &c. 


Though the wine was as thick as the three doctors’ 
heads, 

They fuddled their noses, then called for their 
beds ; 

Molly chambermaid stared when, with look mighty 
grand 

Doctor Calomel bid her pull off his right hand. 

Derry down, &c. 
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When Calomel’s hand was pulled off and put by, 
Fat Fingerfee roared, hussey, pull out my eye; 
But Isaac, more mild, cried, rap dem dare tings 
in towels, 
And mind not to touch dem, my dear, dere my 
powels, 
Derry down, &c. 


In the pantry the chambermaid stowed all the ar- 
ticles 

Of the three learned doctors, profound in cathar-. 
ucles ; 

But a hound, while they slept, and ne’er dreamt 
of the matter, 

Gobbled up all the property out of the platter. 

Derry down, &c. 


Invention arose ’midst the chambermaid’s crosses, 

And bid her repair, not weep o’er her losses ; 

A blind thief there hangs up on a gibbet hard by, 

I can get there a hand,—but how get an eye? 
Derry down, &c. 


By chance a tom-cat had expired in the night, 
Whose eye served for Fingerfee’s lost orb of 
sight ; 
Thena hog ‘had been butchered, a porker well 
grown, 
Whose chitterlings e’en Jews might mistake for 
their own. 
: Derry down, &c. 


Doctor Calomel rose, in this farce the best actor, 
And clapped on the hand of the blind malefac- 


tor! 

Next Fingerfee rose, drew his purse from his 
pocket, 

Tipt Molly, then popped the cat’s eye in his 
socket. 


Derry down, &c. 
Isaac tacked in the bowels,—all three Ieft the 


inn ; 
I’ve cheated two Christians, thought Moll, with a 


TIN 5 
ARALOW REVO AP abate w aula 8s Hake 
know 
That half his inside was hog’s liver and crow. 
Derry down, &c. 


Soon a dame, grown with plethora, red in the 
| iface, 
Called the three doctors in to consult on her case ; 
They withdrew, with great pomp, and said d—n 
it, let’s cup her,— 
But what news since we all met at Newark at sup- 
per? 
Derry down, &c. 


Doctor Calomel whispered, I can’t understand, 
Since we came from the north, what can ail my 
right hand ; 
Not content with its fee, as I walk in the street, 
*€od, it dives in the pockets of all that I meet. 
Derry down, &c. 


My disorder, cries Fingerfee, claims more re- 
mark, 
I never can close my right eye in the dark; 
And so watchful I grow, that, last night, in my 
house, 
I jumped out of bed, from my wife, at a mouse. 
Derry down, &c. 


Cries Isaac, dear friends, this don’t matter von 
d—m ; 
You see, my dear brothers, how dirty I am; 
*Tis a vonderful ting that I can’t pass a slough 
But I rolls myself in it, just like an old sow. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Drink success to the learned of famed Warwick- 
lane, 

Lest they think that their skill by this joke was 
profane ; 

Doctors’ great hands and eyes are good emblems 
well taken, 

And hogs’ liver and crow very oft saves our bacon, 

Derry down, &c. 


OPP PF IPD 


O, ERIN, THE LAND OF THE FAIR AND 
THE BOLD. 


(W. F. Collard.) 
[Music, Clementi and Co. Cheapside. ] 


FaIR lake, whose bright crystal of beautiful wa- 
ters, 
Reflecting the autumn’s rich ruby and gold, 
Is only surpassed by the eyes of thy daughters, 
O, Erin, the land of the fair and the bold! 
Take, take the warm tribute of one who, behold- 
ing 
The sights of enchantment which circle thy 
brink, 
A paradise sees in thy brightness unfolding, 
And fountains from which none but angels should 
drink. 


O, could the first moment when ardent affection, 
Responsive, breaks forth from the eye and the 
heart, 
Be passed near thy waters, whose glowing re- 
flection 
Can charms-so unearthly to nature imput! 
Methinks, *twere a boon too delicious for grant- 


ing, ‘ 
A gift for a lover too blissfully high ; - 
Ina moment so blest, ’midst a scene so enchant- 
ing, 
To clasp his beloved, and in clasping her—die ! 


ALL SHALL JOIN IN JOLLY SONG. 


HARK! for sure I hear the horn’s melodious 
sound! 
Then come, come, come, join in 
The cheerful merry din 
Of the hounds in concert shrill, 
Heard round from hill to hill. 
All shall join in jolly song, 
Noble sports to us belong, 
Hail the morning’s ruddy face, 
Now begins the sprightly chase. 


Then out renard strong 
And nimbly darts along, 
To climb the neighbouring hill, 
Or leap the purling rill. 
All shall join, &c. 


Boys, follow, then, with speed, 
As we have thus agreed ; 
Then come, come, come, mend your pace, 
And follow brisk the chase. 
All shall join, &c. 


We soon shall see him lag, 
Like deer or hunted stag ; 
Then press him hard, my bloods, 
We’ll drive him to the floods. 
All shall join, &c. 


O’er floods, o’er rocks, and hills, 
And over purling rills, 
We will pursue the game, 
Till renard, stout, we tame. 
All shall join, &c. 
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Ah, see in vain his flight, 

His heart is broken quite ; 

And as he gasping lies, 

He pants, he struggles, and he dies. 
All shall join, &c. 


GPORPIIVIPE 


MY NANIE’S AWA. 
Air— There’ll never be peace,” §c.—( Burns. ) 


Now in hergreen mantle blithe nature arrays, 
And listens the lambkins that beat o’er the braes,- 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it’s delightless—my Nanie’s awa. 


The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn, 
And violets bathe in the weet o’ the morn ; 

They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o’Nanie—and Nanie’s awa. 


Thou, lav’rock, that springs frae the dews of the 
lawn 

The shepherd to warn o’ the grey-breaking dawn ; 

And thou, yellow mavis, that hails the night fa’, 

Give over for pity—my Nanie’s awa. 


Come, autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and grey, 
And soothe me with tidings 0’ nature’s decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alane can delight me—now Nanie’s awa. 


GRIF AP IF 


’TIS NOT FOR THE GENERAL, ’TIS ALL 
TO PLEASE ME. 
(Dibdin. ) 

WHEN in order drawn up, and adorned in his 
best, 

If my soldier appears, with more grace than the 
rest ; 

If his gaiters are jet, his accoutrements fine, 

If his hair’s tied up tight, and his arms brightly 
shine 

Let him Garpe wheel, or face, march, kneel, stoop, 
or stand, 

Anxious still to obey every word of command, 

Erect, like an arrow, or bending his knee, 

’Tis not for the general, ’tis all to please me. 


If with smoke, or with dust, covered over, by 
se eetUurNs:, 
To gain a sham height or false bastion he burns ; 
If of danger, in spite, or regardless of fear, 
He rushes to fight when there’s nobody near. 
In short, let him turn, &c. 


GLIAL IGAG 


MERRY MASONS, DRINK AND SING. 
A MASONIC GLEE, 


LIGHTLY o’er the village-grees 

Blue-eyed fairies sport unseen, 

Round and round in circles gay, 

Then at cock-crow flit away ; 

Thus, ’tis said, though mortal eye 

Ne’er their merry freaks could spy; 

_Elves for mortals lisp the prayer, 

Elves are guardians of the fair; 
Thus, like elves in mystic ring, 
Merry masons drink and sing. 


Come then, brothers, lead along 
Social rites and mystic song, 
Though nor madam, miss, nor Bess, 
Could our mysteries ever guess ; 
Nor could ever learned divine 
Sacred Masonry define, 
Round our order close we bind 
Laws of love to all mankind. 
Thus, like elves, &<¢. 
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Health, then, to each honest man 

Friend to the masonic plan; 

Leaving cynics grave to blunder, 

Leaving ladies fair to wonder, 

Leaving Thomas still to lie, 

Leaving Betty still to spy, 

Round and round we push the glass, 

Round and round each toasts his lass. 
Thus, like elves, &c, 


PLO LIGLH 


THE HEART OF A LOVER MUST NEVER 
KNOW REST. 


(Dimond.) 


: RECITATIVE. 
YE silent stars! free air! and boundless sky ! 
From pleasure’s hateful glare to you I fly: 
From buzzing tongues, fsom Folly’s deaf ’ning 
crowd, 
To you I fly, to you I call aloud. 


AIR. 
Yon blue beauteous sky is with stars sparkling 
o’er, 

And with white tender moonlight the ground ; 
Dews, silently dropping, faint Nature restore, 

An4d -yinds breathe like hushed infants around : 
All, all is at peace, save this desolate breast, 
And there beats a heart that may never know rest, 

No, never !—No, never! 

The heart of a lover must never know rest! 


I gaze on the lovely deep calm of the hour, 
Yet woo its still spirit in vain ; 

Though this infinite world be as Eden’s first bower, 
Here, here, storm and darkness remain ; 

I pray for repose, but my prayer is unblest, 

For here beats a heart that may never know rest. 

No, never !—No, never! 
The heart of a lover must never know rest. 


PLOIFPPIP 


THE MASQUERADE. 
Air— Mutton Pies.”’—( Bryant.) 


OH! a song is a comical thing, 
Which comical people oft wry 

So as comedy prompts me to sire 
Why tragedy’s now all my eye 

But since subject’s the fountain of au, 
And of that we are mostly afraid, 

Pll try if I’m able to bawl 
Concerning a gay masquerade. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, how do you do? Allow 
me to introduce Mrs. Popps to your notice. Mrs. 
Popps, Mr. Wildfire—Mr. Wildfire, Master Popps 
—Miss Popps, Alderman Gobble—Alderman Gob- 
ble, Miss Swig—Miss Swig, Mrs. Gobble—( Mrs. 
G. old lady.) Ah, Miss Swig, I am glad to see 
you; but bless me, you’re not disguised! Not 
disguised ! says the beadle ; yes she is, or I’m no 
judge of a belle, for she’s disguised in liquor. Oh, 
monster! says Miss Swig, thus to abuse female 
delicacy ' when down she went in a swoon, and 
the band struck up— 





Fol, lol, &c. 


At a masquerade feast, you must know, 
There are actors, Turks, Christians, and tailors ; 
There are soldiers who fighting wo’n’t go, 
And stout talking fresh-water sailors ; 
There are butchers who ne’er killed a pig, 
And-actors who ne’er learned their letters ; 
There are barbers who ne’er dressed a wig, 
And puppies affronting their betters. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, what character do you 
bear? Sir, I’m a lawyer, and mine being a 
1 grave profession, I bear no character. Pray, Mr. 
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Figgins, who is that fat man yonder? <* He is a 
man, ‘take him for all in all, you will not look up- 
on his like again ;” he is a tripe merchant. Where 
are you pushing, sir? Sir, I am not pushing, sir; 
but you, sir, are pushing my wife, sir. Yes, so 
he is, lovey; and he has just given me such a 
drive in the stomach, that I can’t speak a word— 
that’s what I .can’t. Let him just come in the 
saloon, and I’ll have satisfaction. Sir, you are a 


booby. Iam not, sir; Tama parson. A parson! 
you are much more like a Jack-ass! A Jack-ass, 
sirrah! how mean you that, sirrah? . Because a, 


Jack-ass is made to bear, and so are you. Then 
the parson calls out ‘a horse, a horse, my bible 
for a horse,’ and the ballad singers struck up 

Fol, lol, &c. 


We’ve philosophers’ heads without brains, 
Barbers’ clerks dressed as aldermen, too ; 
The miser caressing his gains, 
And the Frenchman who France never knew : 
There’s a Bourbon who ne’er fought a battle, 
A Hamlet as deaf as a beetle, 
A watchman who ne’er sprang a rattle, 
And a tailor who ne’er used a needle. 


SPOKEN.] Now, den, whose for character dresses | 
Here I am, Isaac Simons, from _ 


or dominos? 
Duke’s Place, ready to take any body in ready 
dressed. Pray, sir, can you give me a dress that 
will make me look like a blackguard? Isay, Isaac, 


brush the chap’s clothes for him ; send him in as: 


he is, and he’ll be all right for the character. I 
say, mister, are you the good Christian that stands 
here to take gentlemen in? No, sir, I am the ho- 
nest Jew, come here to get vat I can by my con- 
science. But you are an Irishman, I believe. 
Yes, I am Mr. Delaney O’Flaherty M*‘Crowdie, 
of the county of Tipperary, come here on purpose 
to break a head or two; therefore, take off my 
clothes and redress me, or, by the powers, Ill 
strip you stark naked, and wo’n’t leave any clothes 
upon you, and I’ll break every bone in your car- 
cass without giving you no redress at all, Then 
the Jew took up his bag, while Delaney wheeled 
his shellelagh and sang— 
Tol, lol, &c. 


So now I have said what I could 
Concerning the fun of the town, sirs, 
I wish I could call my song good, 
And escape both the hiss and the frown, sirs ; 
For let me have said what I may, 
To offend I am always afraid, sirs ; 
So now we'll lay by, for a day, 
The sports of our gay masquerade, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] And now, surrounded as we are by 
glistening eyes and cheerful countenances, let good- 
nature triumph over every disguise, and while we 
think of the various sports of life, let us not forget 
that we wander through the world like so many 
masqueraders, and change characters and situa- 
tions more frequently ; therefore, as you may think 
me an odd character, I’ll prove a rum subject; 
and while I thus go off with spirit, I’ll sing 

Tol, lol, &c. 


OPEL LILI 


LIKE TO THE FALLING OF A STAR. 
(Francis Beaumont, 1600.) 


LIKE to the falling of a star, 

Or as the flight of eagles are ; 

Or like the fresh spring’s gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew ; 

Or like a wave that chafes the flood, 
Or bubble which on water stood : 


Even such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in and paid to night ; 
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The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring entombed in autumn lies ; 
The dew’s dried up—the star is shot ; 
The flight is past—the man forgot, 


GPOEPL III 


THE CURLY-HEADED BOY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
My father was a farmer, and father’s son am I, 
And down in these parts I were born, 
When but a saucy urchin, not half a handful high, 
I tended the sheep night and morn. 
Both dad and mammy spoiled me, I was their 
only joy, 
And they called me their pretty little curly- 
headed boy ; 
So I played and pranked it prettily, for life was 
but a toy 
To the very merry, pretty little curly-headed 
boy. 
But soon I shot up taller, ill weeds they grow 
apace, 
Then who were so likely as I? 
The ruddy glow of healthfulness stood laughing 
in my face, ° 
And I reckon I looked pratty sly ; 
For our village girls would titter, and would cry, 
with seeming joy, 
See there goes the pretty little curly-headed boy ; 
So I kissed and romped it prettily, for love was 
but a toy 
To the very merry, saucy little curly-headed 
boy. 
Now dad and mam are dead and gone, the little 
farm’s my own, 
But so stupid’s a bachelor’s life, 
Ize resolved for sure and sartain Ize no longer live 
alone, 
So in that case must get me a wife. 
Then the image of his dad, I shall see to crown 
my joy, 
On my knee another pretty little curly-headed 
boy ; 
O, Ize nurse and teach it prattily, while wife will 
cry wi’ joy, 
** How like his dad’s the pretty little curly- 
headed boy !” 


PPOIP IPG? SL 


A BOAT SONG. 
(P. M. James.) 


Row gently, ye rowers, as lightly we glide, 

Like a bird on the air, o’er the crystalline tide ; 

See the wave through its depths its dark treasures 
unfold, 

Its pavement of marble, its pebbles like gold: 


Not yet hath mild evening her mellow dews shed, 

Not yet hath the shadow veiled Snowdon’s hoar 
head ; 

Yon ERS the day lifts its ruins sublime, 

Like a year-stricken Druid, grown hallowed with 
time. 


His own mountain mists distant Trivaen enshroud, 

Pen Llider looks forth from his curtain of cloud ; 

Glyder-bach’s gloomy caverns awake to the call 

Of dark Caunant’s wild waters, that foam as they 
fall. 


Then hail to the mountains and hail to the tower 
Where liberty fled from the tyrant’s fell power ; 
Her eagle spread darkly its blood-bedewed plume, 
And nurtured its brood amidst darkness and gloom. 


O loud rung the echoes with liberty’s horn, 
When she rushed on her foemen with battle and 
scorn ; 
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Rome’s legions fled vanquished, with murderous 
rout, 

And loud rung the echoes with victory’s shout! 

The tramp of the warrior is hushed on the rock, 

The echoes resound not with battle’s rude shock ; 

Yon tower lifts its ruins in lonely decay, 

And the fame of the hero hath faded away. 


Now white are the flocks on the mountain so green, 

And the shepherd-boy roves where ’twas death to 
be seen; 

The hunter’s loud horn, and the hound’s gallant 
cheer 

Play round the rude cot of the bold mountaineer. 


Yet the gale from the mountain, the roar from the 
river, 

The voice from the fountain, flow wildly as ever ; 

The glooms and the caves hold their ancient con- 
trol, 

And the shadows of ages rest dark on the soul. 


Thus freighted with pleasure, thus sailing in pride, 

Row gently, ye rowers, as lightly we glide ; 

Tell me not that the wave hath white foam on its 
crest, ; 

I love the dark lake with a storm on her breast. 


CPI PIG IF 


PRETTY PATTY AND JERRY GROUT. 
Air—** The Garland of Love.””—( Smith.) 


WITH this pink par’sol as I trotted down Holborn, 
I saw a young man from Fleet-Market come 
out 5 
He said, ‘* My dear Patty, my bosom does so 
burn, 
Oh, pity the pangs of thy true Jerry Greut : 
I'll buy thee a locket, 
A new-fashioned pocket, 
A blue worsted tippet, 
Some scissors to nip it, 
A regency bonnet, 
A bow to stick on it, 
A white mnslin apron, 
At top through with tape run, 
For Patty’s the girl my heart tells me I love.” 


I flopped it down so, that he might not a view get, 
But he through the veil so sweetly did woo, 
That, when we both got to the corner of Newgate, 
I cried, ‘‘ Mr. Grout, I don’t care if you do.” 
So he buys me a locket, &c. 
And cried, ‘‘ Pretty Patty’s the girl that I love.” 


PILI CLAS 


BY THE PURE LIGHT OF LOVE. 


By the pure light of love that now beams from 
thine eye, 
By the fragrance that beams in the balm of the 
sigh, 
By the edae charms that lie hidin thy smile, 
By the bend of thy brows’ irresistible wile, 
I swear, dearest maid, I adore thee ! 


By those dark raven locks, that so gracefully flow 
In luxuriant wreaths on thy forehead of snow, 
By the love and the lures in those dimples that 
stray, 
And by = the bright charms thy perfections dis- 
ay, 
I “alt od dearest maid, I adore thee! 


PII LIPS CP 


VYLL LOVE THEE FOR EVER, MY DEAR 
IRISH BOY. 


Air—‘* Cushlamachree.”’—( Miss Bryant.) 


THE moon from the mountain was slily a peeping, 
The sun took his night-cap and jumped into bed, 
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My dad and my mammy were soundly a sleeping, 
When I thought through the window my Pat 
popped his head ; 
“‘ Arrah, Paddy,” cried I, ‘do you mind wha‘ 
you’re doing, , 
Tis past twelve at night, and you know, by the 
mass, 
If the window you break, it will be my own ruin :” 
But there he stood staring, the fool, like an 
ass. 
Sing och, botheration, my dear little honey, 
Without him I ne’er could see happiness, joy ; 
I’d pennyless take him without any money, 
And love him for ever, my dear Irish boy. 


I scolded him well, joys, but nothing still saying, 
I stared in his face, and it looked very big, 
“© Och, Paddy,” says I, ‘‘ don’t be silly jokes 
playing, 
My father may wake, faith, and bother your 


81g 5 
He put his head closer, his breath smelt so charm- 
ing 


He snuffled, I thought that he whispered quite 
low 
Then I Hated him, but, och, with what terror 
alarming, 


For who had I got but OX Norry, the cow ? 
Sing, och, botheration, now wasn’t it funny, 

I was fainting and frightened so terribly, joy, 
To think that a cow I should take for my honey, 

A sweet pretty man like my dear Irish boy. 


Eger heard the old saying, each one to their 
iking, 
As the old woman cried when she did the same 
thing, 
But in ugly dun cows, sure, I see nothing striking, 
If I thought so my sorrows I never would sing. 
But Norry walked off in the midst of the pother, 
And Paddy downright soon stood there in her 
stead, 
And, though I made bulls of cows, he said devil 
another 
Should marry himself, either living or dead. 
Singing, och, botheration, he’s sweeter than 
honey, 
His own father’s sons cannot equal him, joy ; 
And now we are wedded, a fig for the money, 
For I’m Mrs. Pat to the dear Irish boy. 


GPLEPRPLLCOFP 


LET BUMPERS QUICKLY BUMPERS 
CHASE. 


MY joyous blades, with roses crowned, 
Who quaff bright nectar at its spring, 

Dispute not if the earth goes round, 
But hear a thirsty poet sing. 


All take your glasses, charge them high, 
Let bumpers quickly bumpers chase, 

Each man drink fifty, soon they’ll spy 
The earth wheel round with rapid pace. 


GILPOLIF 


PLL TAKE MYSELF OFF. 
(Barrett. ) 


My massa’s a Saracen, cruel and bold, 
Him huff and him swagger, him swear and look 
grim ; 
To de devil him send us, we often are told, 
But me much rather tink now the devil have him. 
Then de poor lady Zulima, shut in yon cell, 
Him swear shall see day-light nor freedom no 
more ; 
Oh! curse him hard heart, him another tale tell, 
If him fall in the hands of her lover the Moor, 
With his ting, ting, &c. 
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What! though me look black, yet no black deed 
me do 3 
And though born a slave, feel for those should 
be free ; 
Reft of freedom, poor misse her fortune must rue, 
So some plan must be hit on to save her by me. 
Both hungry and dry she must be by this time, 
So dis basket me bring full of meat, wine, and 
bread ; : 
But should massa discover me, straight him in- 
cline 
My pity to pay with the loss of my head. 
ceeds) And sing ting, ting, &c. 
But me much puzzle find out de way to get in; 
Oh! stot bit—de guard I see coming this way : 
Perhaps him me coaxee my purpose to win, 
And get him de food to poor lady convey. 
O me much glad me find you, my lord send me 
here, ; 
To tell you give this—nay, my message don't 
scoff 5 spol 
De poor lady Zulima’s wants it will cheer 5 
He’s got it, and now—I will take myself off. 
Singing ting, ting, &c. 


THE EXILED BAND. 
(C. Kemble.) 


RECITATIVE. 
THE trumpet sounds, but sounds no more to arms: 
The exiled band, unawed by war’s alarms, 
Rushed forth, impetuous, on the tyrant foe, 
To end, by victory or death, their woe. 


AIR. 

My beech-clad hill, my native vale, 
Where peace and virtue reign, 

I bad ye oft in misery—hail! 

And fancy soothed my pain. 

She showed me Federowna’s bowers, 
And led me through their shade 

With her, the sweetest of the flowers, 
A fair, but cruel, maid. 

Again the martial trumpets sound, 
And freedom greets the gallant band ; 
ur hearts, in joy transported, bound 
With ardour tow’rds our native land. 


OOOREIIF 


MY UNCLE. 
Air—‘* My Mother.” 
WHO lives where hangs three golden balls, 
Where Dick’s poor motner frequent calls, 
And leaves her dickey, gowns, and shawls ? 
My uncle. 


Who, when you’re short of the short stuff, 
Nose starving for an ounce of snuff, 
Will ¢ raise the wind’ without a puff? 


My uncle. 
Who, when I want a glass of gin, 
Will take my ragged jacket in, 
And keep it till I call again ? 

My uncle. 


Who takes my cullender full of holes, 
And lends to maids who leave their soles, 
To raise the dust to buy the coals ? 
My uncle. 


Who takes the linen clean or soiled, 

And lace that oft in coffee boiled, 

In short, takes all except the child ? 
: My uncle. 


Who does all this, and think’st no sin, 
And, would he yield a glass of gin, 
‘Would take the very devil in? 
My uncle, 


MY BONNY HIGHLAND LADDIE. 


By moonlight on the green, 
Where lads and lasses stray, 

How sweet the blossomed bean ! 
How sweet the new-made hay ! 

But not to me so sweet 
The blossoms on the thorn, 

As when my lad I meet, 

More fresh than May-day morn: 

Give me the lad so blithe and gay, 
Give me the tartan pladdie ; 

For spite of all the wise can say, 
I’ll wed my Highland laddie, 
My bonny Highland laddie, 

My bonny Highland laddie, 
My bonny, bonny, bonny, bonny, 
Bonny Highland laddie. 


His skin as white us snow, £ 
His een are bonny blue, 
Like rose-bud sweet his mou’, 
When wet wi’ morning dew. 
Young Will is rich and great, 
And fain would ca’ me his ; 
But what is pride or state, 
Without love’s smiling bliss ? 
Give me the tartan pladdie, &c. 


When first he talked of love, 

He looked sae blithe and gay, 
His flame I did approve, 

And cou’d na say him nay. 
Then to the kirk I’1] haste, 

There prove my love and truth; 
Reward a love sae chaste, 

And wed the constant youth. 

Give me the tartan pladdie, &c. 


PaPL CII 


MY HEART IS THINE FOR EVER. 


Ou, life is like a summer flower, 
Blooming but to wither ; 

O love is like an April shower, 
Tears and smiles together. 

And hope is but a vapour light, 
The lover’s worst deceiver ; 

Before him now it dances bright, 
And now it’s gone for ever, 


O joy is but a passing ray, 
Lovers’ hearts beguiling ; 

A gleam that cheers a winter’s day, 
Just a moment smiling. 

But though in hopeless dark despair, 
The thread of life may sever ; 

Yet while it beats, dear maid, I swear 
My heart is thine for ever. 


PLIIP LIE 


I NE’ER COULD ANY LUSTRE SEE. 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


I NE’ER could any lustre see 

In eyes that would not look.on me : 
I ne’er saw nectar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to sip. 
Has the maid who seeks my heart 
Cheeks of rose untouched by art? 

I will own their colour true, 

When yielding blushes aid their hue. 


Is her hand so soft and pure? 

I must press it, to be sure; 

Nor can I e’en be certain then, 
Till it grateful press again. 
Must I with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving bosom sigh ? 
I will do so—when I see 

That heaving bosom sigh for me. 
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Oh ! the Roast Beef of Old England! _ 
And oh! the Old English roast beef. 








O! THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND! 


RECITATIVE. 
’TWAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where sad Despair and Famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madam Grandsire’s cook, 
As home he steered, his carcass that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of famed Sir-loin, 
On whom he often wished, in vain, to dine. 
Good Father Dominick by chance came by, 
With rosy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye ; 
Who, when he first beheld the greasy load, 
His benediction on it he bestowed, 
And, as the solid fat his fingers pressed, 


He licked his chaps, and thus the knight addressed : 


Air—** A lovely Luss to a Friar came.” 

Oh, rare roast beef, loved by all mankind, 
If I were doomed to have thee, 

When dressed, and garnished to my mind, 
And swimming in thy gravy ; 

Not all thy country’s force combined 
Should from my fury save thee. 

Renowned Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of English ballad, 

On thee e’en kings have deigned to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman’s palate ; 

Then how much more thy taste exceeds 
Soup-maigre, frogs, and salad. 


RECITATIVE. 
A half-starved soldier, shirtless, pale, and lean, 
Who such a sight before had never seen, 
Like Garrick’s frighted Hamlet, gaping stood, 
And gazed with wonder on the British food : 
His morning’s mess forsook the friendly bowl, 
And in small streams along the pavement stole, 
He heaved a sigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declared his grief :— 
Air—‘* Foot’s Minuet.” 
A sacre Dieu! vat do me see yonder, 
Dat look so tempting red and vite ? 
Begar it is de roast-beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von litel bite. 
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But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis boon denies, 
' In kind compassion, unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feast mine eyes. 


RECITATIVE, 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whose brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn’s fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honest means to gain his daily bread, 
Soon as the well-known prospect he descried > 
In blubb’ring accents dolefully he cried— 


Air—“ Ellen-a-Roon.” 
Sweet beef, that now causes my stomach to rise, 
So taking thy sight is, 
My joy that so light is, 
To view thee, by pails-full run out of my eyes. 
While here I remain my life’s not worth a far- 
_ thing ; 
Ah, hard-hearted Lewy, 
Why did I come to ye? 
The gallows, more kind, would have saved me from 
starving. 


RECITATIVE. 

Upon the ground, hard by, poor Sawney sate, 
Who fed his nose, and scratched his ruddy pate ; 
But, when Old England’s bulwark he espied, 
His dear loved mull, alas! was thrown aside : 
With lifted hands he blest his native place, 
Then scrubbed himself, and thus bewailed his 

case :— 


Air—* The Broom of Cowden Knowes.”’ 
How hard, O Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was so blithe of late, 
To see such meat as can’t be got, 
When hunger is so great. 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roasted nice and brown ; 
I wish I had a slice of thee, 
How sweet it would gang aown. 
Ah, Charley! hadst thou not been seen, 
This ne’er had happed to me. 
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» lf wou’d the de’el had picked mine ey’n 
Ere I had ganged with thee. 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 
But see, my muse to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty socially unite ; 
Where smiling Freedom guards great George’s 
throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not. 
known. 
That Britain’s fame in loftiest strains should ring, 
In rustic fable give me leave to sing :— 


AIR. 
As, once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing on the wide plain, 
He boasted his size he could quickly attain. 
Oh, the roast beef of Old England, 
And oh the Old English roast beef. 


Then eagerly stretching his weak little frame, 

Mamma, who stood by, like a knowing old dame, 

Cried, son, to attempt it you’re surely to blame. . 
Oh, the roast beef of Old England, &e. 

But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirst, 

An effort he ventured more strong than the first, 

Till swelling and straining too hard made him burst. | 
Oh, the roast beef of Old England, &c. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 

The ox is Old England, the frog is Monsieur, 

Whose puffs and bravadoes we never need fear. 
Oh, the roast beef of Old England, &c. 


For, while by our commerce and arts we are able, 
To see the Sir-loin smoking hot on our table, 
The French must e’en burst, like the frog in the 
fable. 
Oh, the roast beef of Old England, &c. 


GPL OP PLE 


BOLIVAR, 
OR, THE HERO OF LIBERTY! 
( Upton.) 
HAIL! intrepid warrior, hail! 
Spread your triumph wide and far ; 
Madrid’s sceptered wretch turns pale ; 
Hail! illustrious Bolivar! 


Washington’s glory lives in thee! 
Lives and lights Columbia’s star! 
Friend of man and liberty, 
Hail! illustrious Bolivar! 


Where is now Oppression’s power ? 
Dungeon-chains and Tyranny’s bar? 

Broken—snapt in Freedom’s hour ; 
Hail! illustrious Bolivar! 
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Live, great Liberator, live! 
Ride supreme in Victory’s car ; 
Myriads shall the joy-strain give— 
«¢ Hail! illustrious Bolivar !” 
Myriads shall exulting cry—- 
«< Nought can man’s prerogative mar ; 
Free we’ll breathe, or free we’ll die!” 
Hail! illustrious Bolivar! 


Sound the trump of deathless fame, 
Glorious shines the Southern star ! 
Liberty gems the patriot’s name ; 
Hail! illustrious Bolivar! 
THE SUNDAY CONCERT. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
WOULD you a Sunday concert make, 
First of all you’ll please to take 
A room capacious, yet not near 
Enough to hold the friends so dear ; 
The favourite, small, selected few 
Who, by the hundred, visit you, 
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With Bow-street-officers quant. suff 
And then you'll be genteel enough. 
Then take a fiddle, harp, and lute ; 
A pair of double drums, a flute ; 
Two cymbals, castinet, bassoon 5 
Triangle, tambourine, trombone ; 
Three Opera warblers, and some elf 
Of fashion, who would rank himself 
With Ambroghetti, and amaze ye, 
Like Naldi, Banti, Camporese ; 
And then beyond with any thing 
That is not English thus to'sing— 

O pescator del onda, &c. 

La ci darem, &c. 

Vive Enrico, &c. &c. 


| Then stun all the neighbours with bravo! bravo! 
| And this is a concert complete—comme-il-faut. 


OG LOL SLC 


| ALL AMONGST THE LEAVES SO GREEN 0! 


(0’Keefe. ) 


In the forest here hard by, 
A bold robber here was 1, 
Sword and blunderbuss in hand, 
When I bid a traveller stand ; 
Zounds, deliver up your cash, 
Or straight I’ll pop and slash, 
All among the leaves so green O! 
D me, sir, 
If you stir, 
Sluice your #eins, 
Blow your brains, 
Hey down, 
Ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All amongst the leaves so green O! 


Soon I’ll quit the roving trade, 
When a gentleman I’m made; ~ 
Then so spruce and debonnaire, 
’Gad Ill court a lady fair ; 
How I’ll prattle, tattle, chat, 
How [ll kiss her, and all that, 
All amongst the leaves so green O! 
How d’ye do? 
How are you? 
Why so coy? 
Let us toy, 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 
But, ere old and gray my pate, 
T’ll scrape up a snug estate ; 
With my nimbleness of thumbs, 
I’1l soon butter all my crumbs. 
When I’m justice of the peace, 
Then Ill master many a lease, 
All amongst the leaves so green O! 
Wig profound, 
Belly round, 
Sit at ease, 
Snatch the fees, 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


THE MAID OF VALDARNO. 
(W. F. Collard.) 
[Music, Clementi & Co. Cheapside. ] 


CHEERILY as the lark she sings, 
Maid of sweet Valdarno ; 
And hark! what sounds of hope she flings 
From out her lyre of silver strings, 
That fast and fond her lover brings 
Towards the waves of Arno. 


Merrily now her faithful swain 

Joins the vocal measure ; 
And long may such fond hearts remain 
Untouched by sorrow, fear, or pain, 
To sing so sweet and blithe a strain 

To Love’s unequalled pleasure. 
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LIFE, SOME SAY, IS NOUGHT BUT WOE. 
(L. Wymark.) 
LIFE, some say, is nought but woe,— 
With them Ill not agree ; 
Life has a many pains, I know, 
Yet gleams of bliss there be! 
Come, be contented with our lot, 
’T will make our sorrows lighter ; 
Of trifles—prithee heed them not, 
And prospects will grow brighter. 


As life is short, then, pleasure take, 
And pass in joy the day ; 
For why should we more sorrows make 
When we’ve enough alway ? 
So brood no longer o’er our cares, 
It will not make them lighter ; 
Arise, I'say, dry up your tears, 
And prospects will grow brighter. 


OPPPOC OF 


HARK FORWARD, THE STAG APPEARS 
TO OUR VIEW. 


(Rannie. ) 


Er¥ the sun drives away the pale shadows of 
night, 
And smiles on the balm-breathing morn ; 
From health-yielding slumber, we spring with de- 
light, 
When roused by the sound of the horn. 
Sweet, sweet to the ear 
Is the sound of the horn ; 
And grateful to health 
The fresh breezes of morn! 
To the chase of the mountain lead on, 
Hark! the cry of the hounds 
Through the valley resounds, 
Impatient, they pant to be gone. 


Hark forward! the stag appears to our view, 
To the chase of the mountain away ! 
Determined on death, the fleet hounds pursue, 
And eagerly rush on their prey. 
Up the hill, o’er the plain, 
Down the mountain amain, 
The valley resounds with their cries, 
See, see, nearly spent, 
Now, breathless and faint, 
He sinks—he surrenders—he dies. 


CHORUS. 
Now they rush on their prey, 
My brave comrades away, 

To the chase of the mountain lead on, 
Hark! the cry of the hounds, 
Through the valley resounds, 

Impatient, they pant to be gone. 


THE BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR. 
(Crawford. ) 


HEAR me, ye nymphs, and ey’ry swain, 
T’ll tell how Peggy grieves me; — 

Though thus I languish and complain, 
Alas! she ne’er believes me. 

My vows and sighs, like silent air, 
Unheeded, never move her ; 

The bonnie bush aboon Traquair, 
”Twas there I first did love her. 


That day she smiled, and made me glad, 
No maid seemed ever kinder ; 

I thought myself the luckiest lad, 
So sweetly there to find her. 

I tried to soothe my amorons flame 
In words that I thought tender ; 

If more there passed, I’m not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 





Yet now she, scornful, flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If e’er we meet she shows disdain, 
She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonnie bush bloomed fair in May ; 
Its sweets I’ll ay remember : 

But now her frowns make it decay ; 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural pow’rs who hear my strains, 

Why thus shonld Peggy grieve me? 
~O! make her partner in my pains ; 

Then let her smiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn despair ; 
My passion no more tender ; 

I'll leave the bush aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds I’ll wander. 


OPPPEP EP 


SWEET IS PLEASURE AFTER PAIN, 
( Dryden.) 


Baccuus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did first ordain ; 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


CHORUS. 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


GIPPE OPP 


WITH JOY AND BLESSING THIS 
CONQUEST TO CROWN. 
A TRIO. 


(Morell. ) 


| Lixra bright cherub, some mortal befriending, 


Mercy now glides from the empyreal throne ; 


Hope, her winged herald, glad omens portending, 


With joy and blessing this conquest to-crown. 


| Great is the victor, all rancour resigning ; 


Raising the conquered, with unlooked-for joy ; 
To the sweet dictates of Mercy inclining, 
When Fate vouchsafes him the power to de- 
stroy. 


Thus when the night, all in darkness involving, 
Holds for awhile her disconsolate reign ; 
Sol’s radiant beams the thick vapours dissolving, 
Burst through the gloom, and gave daylight 
again. 


Like a bright cherub, some mortal befriending, 
Mercy now glides from th’ empyreal throne ; 

Hope, her winged herald, glad omens portending, 
With joy and blessing this conquest to crown. 


PPEP PIE? 


AS I’M A CURIOSITY, COME AND SEE 


(C. Dibdin.) 


ANTIQUARIES, what creatures to please ! 
Their fancies are cast in a droll die ; 
Their standard for every thing’s cheese, 
The better the more it grows mouldy. 

A rusty old coin they love so, 
They'll any time, bargain to make, 
Give a three shilling piece that will go 
For a farthing that nobody’ll take. 
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SPOKEN. ] As if a bright picture of King George, 
heaven bless him! wasn’t better than all the old 
worm-eaten coins of all the outlandish emperors 
in the world; but, as times go, I may be an em- 
peror, my comical phiz be stuck on a farthing, 
and somebody be fool enough to give a ha’penny 
for it. 

For folks curiosities love to see, 
And, as I’ma curiosity, come and see me. 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Dearly purchased, and far-fetched, we’re told, 
Is the thing that most pleases the ladies ; 
Good with antiquaries “twill hold, 
Since to buy dear and scarce things their trade 


is 5 

But the ladies have far the most sense, 
And for what’s of some use alone call, 

While the others with useful dispense 
For what’s of no service at all. 


SPoKEN.] Of what use is Mercury without 
heels, or a Venus without a head? then they prefer 
a cockleshell to a cockle, and an alligator’s toe toa 
pig’s foot! what’s a dried scorpion to a dished lob- 
ster, a stuffed snake to a stewed eel, or a rusty 
pike to a pike with a pudding in its belly? then a 
mummy; O, that’s all very well, because, as the 
Irishman said, it teaches one how to keep people 
alive an hundred years after they’re dead,—that is 
a curiosity. 

And folks curiosities, &c 


I’ll have a museum myself, 
And carry the rarity rage high ; 
Pray, sir, what is that on the shelf ? 
Ma’am, one of the Anthropophagi. 
Why, bless me, sir, that’s a hard word ! 
O, yes, ma’am, it’s true heathen Greek, 
But ’twere with scientifics absurd 
Ever like other people to speak. 


SPOKEN.] What’s a curiosity without a hard 
name? that tremendous animal you see there is an 
Aldiberontiphoscophornio. Dear me, sir, I should 
have taken it for an old daddy-long-legs ; see what 
itis to be a scollard! That tree, ma’am, is the 
most wondrous wonder of all wonderfuls! you 
read of it in Hollingshead’s Chronicles, and it was 
exhibited some time since intown. What tree is 
it, sir? A barnacle tree. What, does it bear 
spectacles? No, geese. Geese! a goose grow on 
a tree! Yes, a goose, ready roasted, stuffed with 
sage and onion, a plate under its arm, and a knife 
and fork in its pocket ; and if that isn’t a curiosity, 
‘{ don’t know what is. 

And folks curiosities, &c. 


PIG O LEI 


GOOD HUSBANDS COME NOT EVERY 
DAY. 


( Upton.) 
THE man that loves me for myself, 
And nobly scorns the lure of pelf; 
To him my hand I’ll give for life, 
And change the maiden for the wife! 
For this, dear girls, I’m bound to say, 
Good husbands come not ev’ry day. 


The fop that runs from fair to fair, 
Some tell-tale nonsense to declare, 
With proud contempt should treated be ; 
O, give me him that loves but me! 
For this, dear girls, &c. 


Sweet maids, beware, and take advice, 
Be not too forward, cool, nor nice; 
When worth and honour forms the man, 
Secure and chain him while you can! 
For this, dear girls, &c. 
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PADDY’S DESCRIPTIONS. 
Air—“ Barney Bodkin.” 


"WHEN back to Munster I do go, 
The girls they will all bother me 
About big London town—but blow 
Me, if I know half I see: 
The first thing I did chance to spy 
Wasa balloon, when out of sight ; 
I saw the moon eclipsed one day, 
And the sun shine bright at night. 
Sing whack, row de diddy di, 
Pat will never tell a lie; 
For if he’s luck, he means to live 
Ten years after he does die. 


I saw a brother Pat one day 

In Hyde-Park, naked, ’mong some rogues, 
And to the spalpeen I did say, 

Which is the thief that stole your brogues ? 
They said he was a- Killus named, 

And that the ladies placed him there. 
Said I, they ought to be ashamed 

To let his latter end go bare. 

Sing whack, &c. 


I saw the wild beasts in the Strand, 
A tiger, tame as any duck, 
Jonteelly took me by the hand, 
And asked me to take pot-luck. 
At supper-time I chanced to go, 
And then—oh, wonderful to tell, 
An elephant his nose did blow, 
And for the cook now rang the bell. 
Sing whack, &c. 


GLELPIIGD 


LOVE 1S A HUNTER BOY. 
(T. Moore.) 


LOVE is a hunter boy, 

Who makes young hearts his prey, 
And in his nets of joy 

Ensnares them night and day. 
In vain concealed they lie, 

Love tracks them every where ; 
In vain aloft they fly, 

Love shoots them, flying, there. 


But ’tis his joy, most sweet, 
At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty’s feet, 

And give the trembler chase. 
And most he loves through snow 
To track those footsteps fair, 

For then the boy doth know 
None tracked before him there. 


GLOLIIPS 


TRAVELLERS ALL. 
Air—* Fishermen aill.”—( Bryant. ) 


SoME men, you'll confess, must travel by stealth, 
The world, too, they see as they travel about ; 
While others they travel, improving their health, 
But mostly improving their pockets, no doubt. 
Travellers all, tol de rol. 


The soldier he travels to conquer the brave, 

The sailor for prize-money buffets the storm ; 

The old man is travelling into the grave, 

And the stoic is seeking a climate that’s warm. 
Travellers all, &c. 


The lawyer he travels to gather his fees ; 

The preacher he travels to find out new grace ; 

A vixen will travel her husband to teaze, 

And a statesman will travel to better his place. 
Travellers all, &c. 
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The husband he travels for comfort and peace ; 
The lady she travels new fashions to find ; 
The rake goes a trav’lling, his joys to increase ; 
And the wisest of men travel out of their mind. 
Travellers all, &c. 


The author he travels for subjects so rare ; 
Your composer will travel to pick up new notes ; 
Your lover he travels, although in despair; ; 
And your singers all travel to strengthen their 
throats. 
Travellers all, &c. 


Your miser he travels in poverty’s ways ; 
Your spendthrift he travels to make himself 
oor ; 
Our Sadan they travel, well laced up in stays ; 
While the aged are travelling fast to death’s 
door. 
Travellers all, &c. 


Your parson he travels with mitre in view ; 
Your farmer he travels new tithes to procure ; 

Your creditors travel for debts that are due ; 
And your patriots travel their rights to ensure. 
Travellers all, &c. 


Your gambler travels his money to lose ; 
A sinner he travels without much belief ; 
Some tourists will travel all lands to abuse ; 
And a judge often travels to halter a thief. 
Travellers all, &c. 


The merchant oft travels his fortune to mend, 
The Frenchman he travels with capers and 
shrugs ; 
The pawnbroker travels his money to lend ; 
And the chymist he travels by nothing but drugs. 
Travellers all, &¢ 


A king, if he travels, is very much prized ; 
Some trav’llers at sea they are oft taken ill; 
A wife, if she travels, is soon advertised ; 
And some folks now travel into the tread-mull. 
Travellers all, &c. 


The player he travels for frolic and fun ; 
Ambassadors travel to set nations right ; 
The poor man oft travels to get from a dun; 
And watchmen they usually travel by night. 
Travellers all, &c.. 


Now I have been travelling far from my friends, 
Still, I trust, they oft travel to me for good 
cheer ; 
And if by my adventures I make them amends, 
I shall hope long to see them all travelling here. 
Travellers all, &c. 


PLOL POP L 


HUSHABY! HUSHABY! POOR SAILOR 
B 


A GLEE. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


SAILOR boy! sailor boy !—sleep, my sweet fellow, 
O’er thy rocked vessel, when thunderbolts roll, 
Wild though the ocean rave,—loud though winds 
bellow, 
Calm be thy bosom, for pure is thy soul. 
Hushaby! hushaby! poor sailor boy! 
Let not the tempest thy slumber destroy, 
No terrors of conscience thy bosom annoy ; 
Then hushaby ! hushaby ‘ poor sailor boy. 


Shepherd boy! shepherd boy! while your sheep 
tending, 
If you are pure as the lambs that you fold, 
Heed not the snow-storm, for angels descending, 
Shall spread their white pinions to guard you 
from cold ; 
Then hushaby' hushaby! poor shepherd boy! 
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COME, YE MASONS, HITHER BRING. 
Air—* Come, thou rosy dimpled Boy.” 


CoME, ye masons, hither bring 

The tuneful pipe and pleasing string, 
Exalt each voice, 
Aloud rejoice, 

And make the spacious concave ring ; 
Let your hearts be blithe and gay, 
Joy and mirth let all display ; 

No dull care 
Shall enter here, 
For this is mason’s holiday. 


Friendship here has fixed her seat, 
And virtue finds a calm retreat ; 
Go, tell the fool, 
’Tis wisdom’s school, 
Where love and honour always meet. 
Let your hearts, &c. 


Social pleasures here invite, 

To fill the soul with sweet delight ; 
While, hand in hand, 
Our friendly band, 

In love and harmony unite. 


Let your hearts, &c. 
May we oft assemble here, 
And long the badge of honour wear ; 
May joy abound, 
And we be found 
For ever faithful and sincere. 
Let your hearts, &e. 
Take the flowing glass in hand, 
And drink to your provincial grand ; 
Long may he reign, 
The cause maintain, 
And lodges flourish through the land. 
Let your hearts, &c. 


OP YP LOL OOF 


TO LOVE, AND YET OUR LOVE CONCEAL. 
(Arnold. ) 


To love, and yet our love conceal ; 
To slight the heart by trial proved ; 
Be loved, and yet be forced to feel 
We merit not to be beloved : 
Can Fate have other pangs in store, 
More deeply keen, more sharp than this; 
To shun the object we adore, 
Possessing, yet avoiding bliss? 
Oh! never more my heart shall prize 
Its former peace, or transport know ; 
The early hope that, blighted, dies 
Can ne’er again be taught to glow. 


GIL IPL ER 


MISS MUZ, THE MILLINER, AND BOB, 
THE BARBER. 
(Dibdin.) 
NOTED for lasses kind and sweet, 
The neighb’ring hamlets used to name us 
And then good-natured, trim and neat, 
Our little town for lads was famous + 
All went on quietly and well, 
We dressed on holidays and highdays, 
And listened careful to church bell, 
On Sundays, Saints’ days, and Good Fridays 
Till, on a sudden, came from town, 
I wonders how we gave them harbour, 
Two toads, to turn us upside down, 
Miss Muz, the milliner, and Bob, the barber 


Away these devils went to work, 

The men this fine Miss Muz ran after - 
And as for Bob, the terrible-Turk, 

He courted ev’ry mother’s datur « 
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For Miss was dressed from head to feet, 
So white, so slim, and fine, and smirking, 
Zummet, d’ye see, like a white sheet, 
That I have seed’um stand at kirk in ; 
Then he’d so dress, and sing and play, 
That ev’ry creature gov’d “um harbour, 
Till through the town ’twas who but they, 
Miss Muz, the milliner, and Bob, the barber. 


Short coats and trousers now must deck 

The clumsy limbs of ev’ry bumpkin, 
While a towel formed about the neck 

A double chin, just like a pumpkin ; 
Till the stumping awkward boors 

Became such cap’rers and such jig-tails! 
I’ve heard of dancing dogs for sures, 

But we had dancing clowns with pig-tails ; 
Such stuff might make the devil sick, 

I wonders how they gov’d ’um harbour, 
But all the tippy and the kick 

Were Miss Muz, the milliner, and Bob, the 

barber. 


The women’s hair seemed gnawed by rats, 
Instead of ringlets careless flowing ; 
The pratty streamers on their hats 
Were turned to posies all a blowing ; 
With flurrigigs, beflounced and twirled, 
See, while in crowds, their fans they dandle, 
So white, they looks for all the world 
Just like a walking pound of candles ; 
And then to see each bumpkin gape, 
Agog such stupid stuff to harbour, 
Dear, dear, tis so genteel to ape 
Miss Muz, the milliner, and Bob, the barber. 


At last we found that all this pride, 

These flappets, trinkets, beads, and lockets, 
Were not fit sport for clowns, beside 

It fairly emptied all our pockets : 
And so the plough that had stood still, 

The wheat in barns that wanted thrashing, 
The lazy team, the idle mill, 

We took to as a better fashion : 
The nine days’ wonder o’er, each clown, 

Resolved no more reproach to harbour ; 
And so we hooted out of town 

Miss Muz, the milliner, and Bob, the barber. 


PIGPPODE? 


COULD I CALL BACK THE PLEASURES. 
(G. E. Giffard.) 
| Music, Clementi and Co. Cheapside. } 


COULD I call back the pleasures 
When infancy’s smile 

Bore resemblance to virtue, 
Untainted with guile! 

Felt in days when no sorrow 
Invaded my rest ; 

When no looks fostered envy, 
No sighs e’er oppressed. 


O, I’d welcome each moment, 
Though such be their stay, 
As the bright gems of morning 

Soon vanish away, 
And forget, while they lasted, 
My care worn-out heart, 
With what sorrow ’tis blended, 
For joys they impart. 


GOOD DRINKERS ALL ARE FREE. 


(J.. Kerr.) 


AT all times wine is good, 
To old folks it gives youth ; 
It does enrich the blood, 
And makes the tongue tell truth. 
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When love we would pursue, 

Wine can alone subdue, 

And beauties, young and old, 

To wine are quickly sold! 

For when we’ve drank a cup or two, 
We have no fears, 
We know no cares, 

Nor future hours of woe in view. 


Wine is a cordial fine, 
Nought with it can compare ; 
A receipt, at ev’ry time, 
To dissipate dull care! 
Wine renders indiscreet, 
Tis calumny I weet ; 
For what is life; as on we pass, 
If ne’er refreshed by cheering glass ? 
Good drinkers all are free! 
They have no fears, 
They know no cares, 
But bid the happy moments flee. 


GIPLPOFP LF 


THE JEW’S DESCRIPTION OF HIS THREE 
GRACES. 


(T. Dibdin. ) 


FIRST, dere vash Miss Devy, pretty Miss Devy, 
O, vat a Miss Devy vas she! 
Her eyes vere such pretty little rollers, dey soon 
got de better of me; 
She vas all over so charming, and lovely, and kil- 
ling, 
She cut ma heart in two, all de vorid so it vas a bad 
shilling. 
O, vat a charming girl. 
So nothing hindered our marriage, but only tink 
such a girl should deceive ye, 
She came to’me von morning, and, says she, my 
dear Mr. Aaron, don’t let it grieve ye, 
But I vash married yesterday to somebody else, 
and dere vash anend of Miss Devy. 
O, vat a naughty Miss Devy. 


Den dere vash Miss Rachel, taper Miss Rachel, so 
tall from de head to de feet, 

You may go from St. Paul’s to Long-Acre before 
such a lady you'll meet. 

Her fader sold vatches and rings, and had a mighty 
pretty shop of it, 

And de first time 1 saw her pretty little face behind 
the counter, I fell in love a-top of it. 

O, de charming girl! 


So Imadé her all de love vat I could, and her 
heart vasn’t made of ice, 

For, like astick of Dutch shealing wax, it melted 
in a trice, 

And dere vas noting to do, but buy de ring out 
of her fader’s shop—but ve couldn’t agree 
about de price. 

O, vat a gauky Miss Rachel. 


Den dere vash Miss Moses, jolly Miss Woses, vat 
a Miss Moses vas she 3 

I believe vat deres very few ladies mit snch lips 
and such noses you'll see, 

Her broder vash mighty rich, and got money in the 
shtocks, 

He vasn’t so vulgar to get it by trade, but taught 
de great people to spar and to box! 

O, vat a charming yirl. 


So Miss Moses took lessons of her broder, how to 
use de pretty little fist of her own, 
And I vash obliged to leave off ma visits at dat 
end of de town, 
For though married people may spar a little, I 
shouldn’t like a wife to knock ma down. 
O, vat atumping Miss Moses. 
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HE DIES, BUT HE DIES IN THE MIDST 
OF RENOWN. 


HE dies, but he dies in the midst of renown, 
In the first dawn of life and of glory cut down, 
His name shall for ever be heard in the song, 
And bards yet to come shall his praises prolong. 


Like a young tree he falls, with its beauty 
around, 

While its leaves are yet fresh, and its branches are 
sound, : 

That has never been nipped by the cold winter’s 
blast, 

But whose verdure and fragrance remain to the 
last. ‘ 


But I, an old oak of the forest, must stay 

Till my branches and leaves are all faded away ; 

And when on the earth I lie mouldering and 
dead, 

Not a sigh shall be heard, not a tear shall be 
shed. 


O, unlovely and dark is the season of age, 

When the spring-time is past, and the winter’s 
winds rage, 

When we see our friends wither and die on the 
stem, 

And wish, but wish vainly, to perish with them. 


PILL ISI F. 


THE FLY POWDER-MONKEY. 
Air—“ The Little Amethyst.” —( Male.) 


Ou! when first my jolly dad he rigged me out for 
sea, 
No higher than a marline spike, or so, 
He was gunner of the Fly,—a powder-monkey 
me, 
To serve the men with dressings for the foe. 


SPOKEN.] Lord bless your dear eyes, if you 
could but have seen me skipping about with my 
bucket on my arm, and my fist full of gunpowder 
tea, how you would have sniggered—tumble up 
there, you little thundering powder-monkey, (bawls 
the boatswain,) be alive, and see your mother die, 
you son of a sea-cook.—Here you are, my noble 
master, says 1; go your lengths, and tip it ’em 
home, with your 


Ri tol diri di dol, &c. 


I learned to chant rum staves, roll my quid, and 
swig my flip, 
And trip the merry hornpipe too—my eye— 
I was foremost in a gig, the darling of the ship, 
For none was half so gay as little I. 


SPOKEN.] Dad always used to say to I, that 
life’s nothing without fun; so, d’ye see, I made 
up my mind to follow his maxim, and keep the 
game alive.— You must know that we had but one 
buffer aboard who could scrape the catgut, and he, 
of all the fellows in the world, happened to be a 
cook—a sort of akind of a plum-pudding cook— 
half black and half white,—yet, d—me, he was 
as stanch a fellow, after all, as ever fished a lump 
of junk from a ship’s kettle; so, d’ye see, we used 
to call him Old Snowball, the strillsman, and, 
lord, how his elbow would jiggle about when he 
saw me ready to begin my 

Ri tol di ri di dol, &c. 


As I grew up, then, in years, I caught the love 
of fame ; 
My bosom swelled with emulative glow, 
For the honour of my country and a Briton’s 
name ,— 
*T'was my glory for to mect the haughty foe. 
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SPOKEN.] Meet ’em! Why, lord bless your 

dear souls! it’s meat, drink, washing, and lodging 

to a British sailor if he can only get within sight 

of their precious ugly mugs, and then he’s sure to 
begin singing 

Ri tol di ri di dol, &c. 

O, the first brush that I had, lord! what a piece 
of fun 

To see the mounseers skip about so grim, 

We peppered them so well, they were glad to make 
arun, 

And those were sure to sink who couldn’t 

swim ! 

SPOKEN.] Sink? Why, yes; if they can stand 
against the fire. of a British crew, why, then, 
d—me, I know nicks of the matter, that’s all— 
but then, when we see the poor devils afloat, and 
struggling *twixt life and death, d—me, somehow 
or other we forget the enemy, and think only of 
the man; and, though the scuppers of cur eyes 
overflow while we tender them the hand of preser- 
vation, we can’t help singing, with hearts full of 
glee, when we stow them safe up, 

Ri tol di ri di dol, &c. 
Now, returned to Old England, with shiners in 
galore, 

I fly to bless the darling of my heart, 

As the little Fly as tight, from which I’ve comed 
ashore, 

And, d—me, but Ill play a Briton’s part. 


SPOKEN. ]| Lord bless her darling soul! my Nan’s 
the tightest, prettiest little frigate that ever hove 
out asmile to win the heart of a British tar; and 
when we are safe moored in the harbour of matri- 
mony, why, if I don’t stick to her as true as the 
needle to the pole, then, d—me;—and when we 
are laid up snugly for life, we’ll teach our young 
powder-monkeys to fight for their king and countr Ys 
and sing 

Ri tol di ri di dol, &c. 


GPLILP PPO 


THE PEARLY DROP. 
(T. Jones.) 


I sAW my Julia’s sparkling eye, 
Like glist’ning dews at morn appear ; 
But, ah! her bosom heaved a sigh, 
And dimmed the glist’ner with a tear. 


The pearly drop that lingered there, 
Was surely armed with Cupid’s dart, 

And falling on that breast so fair, 
First taught me how to feel its smart. 


LL POLIT IS 


THE WISDOM’S IN THE WIG. 
(Dibdin. ) 


WALK in, walk in, each beau and belle, 
Here wisdom, virtue, truth, we sell, 
Nay, think not I a falsehood tell— 
I deal not, sir, in raillery—- 
I deal in wigs, a curious ware, 
In which gray, red, black, brown, and fair, 
May suit their features to a hair, 
In this our gay wig gallery. 
When portly parsons claim their pig, 
Or guttling aldermen look big ; 
I do not say they are not wise, 
I only say, in vulgar eyes, 
The wisdom’s in the wig. 


See, in this jazey, what a twirl, 
"Twill suit a young or ancient girl ; 
Sly Cupids lurk in every curl, 

The ribbon Venus’ zone is: 


MUST THOU GO, MY GLORIOUS CHIEF? 
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Rouse then, old men, throw by your staff, 


Regard not how your neighbours laugh, 
When but a guinea and a half 

Will make you an Adonis. 
The wig’s the thing, the wig, the wig; 
Be of the ton a natty sprig, 

The thing, the tippy, and the twig ; 
Nor care who are the truly wise, 
For, after all, in vulgar eyes, 

The wisdom’s in the wig. 


Cries Verjuice, pointing at the play, 

Is that your wife intriguing, pray ? 

Oh, no, my lovely’s hairs are gray, 
That woman’s hair is flaxen 5 

Then say, who would not be a wife, 

To lead an unsuspected life, 

And cure all foul and jealous strife, 
By wearing of a caxon? 

The wig’s the thing, the wig, the wig ; 
Then hey for fun, and rig, and giz,— 
Who for dull morals cares a fig? 

"Tis useless to be truly wise, 
For, after all, in vulgar eyes, 
The wisdom’s in the wig. 


Thus armed, your lovers do not spare, 

At will a hedgehog or a bear, 

A Friezland hen, a Flanders mare, 
Whate’er you wish will suit us ; 

The lawyer’s flaw shall find a patch, 

A bob the knowing head shall thatch, 


The hen-pecked husband wear a scratch, 


His wife, a monstrous Brutus. 
The wig’s the thing, the wig, the wig ; 
Who’d in the mines of learning dig, 
Or Heliconia’s potions swig, 
Or study to be truly wise, 
When, after all, in vulgar eyes, 
The wisdom’s in the wig. 


GIGIPLIPP 


(Lord Byron.) 


Must thou go, my gloriaus chief, 
Severed from thy faithful few? 
Who can tell thy warriors’ grief, 
Madd’ning o’er that long adieu? 
Woman’s love and friendship’s zeal, 
Dear as both have been to me 5 
What are they, to all I feel, 
With a soldier’s faith for thee ? 


Idol of the soldier’s soul, 
First in fight,—but mightless now ; 
Many could a world control ; 
Thee alone no doom can bow. 
By thy side for years I dared 
Death, and envied those who fell, 
When their dying shout was heard 
Blessing him they served so well. 


Would that I were cold with those, 
Since this hour I live to see ; 

When the doubts of coward foes, 
Scarce dare trust a man with thee, 

Dreading each should set thee free. 
Oh! although in dungeons pent, 

All their chains were light to me, 
Gazing on thy soul unbent. 


Would the sycophants of him, 

Now so deaf to duty’s prayer, 
Were his borrowed glories dim, 

In his native darkness share? 
Were that world this hour his own,— 

All thou calmly dost resign,— 
Could he purchase with that throne 


Hearts like those which still are thine ? 





My chief, my king, my friend, auieu! 
Never did I droop before,— 
Never to my sovereign sue, 
As his foes I now implore. 
All I ask is to divide 
Every peril he must brave ; 
Sharing, by the hero’s side, 
His fall, his exile, and his grave. 


PPL IPLaOCF 


THE STREAMLET THAT FLOWED ROUND 
HER COT. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


THE streamlet that flowed round her cot, 
All the charms of my Emily knew ; 
How oft has its course been forgot, 
While it paused her dear image to woo! 


Believe me, the fond silver tide 

Knew from whence it derived the fair prize, 
For silently swelling with pride, 

It reflected her back to the skies. 


De ee ae 


THE WEDDING OF TAFFY REES. 
Air—* The Wake of Teddy Roe.” 


In London’s great city of riches and fame, 
A Welshman there lived, Taffy Rees was his name, 
The milk-girls all loved him, high, low, rich, and 
poor, 
And foe round poor Taffy all the way to his 
oor. 


With high Monday collar quite up to his ears, 

And fascinating looks he captured the pretty dears ; 

They all peeped through their fingers, like a lady 
through her fan, 

And all declared, in truth, he was a pretty man. 


SPOKEN.] Come over here, Morgan, I want to 
speak to hur; bring your lummy and mocho cart, 
for we are all going to the wedding of Taffy Rees. 
Who’s going? What’s that to hur! isn’t it enough 
for hur to know that I am going, and all the qua- 
lity ; and amongst them is the amiable and accom- 
plished— 

Miss Davis, and Miss Jones, Mr. Watkin Evan 
Morrice, 

Who are all going in your cart to the wedding of 
Taffy Rees. 


To church in merry mood the company all start, 

And soon arrive at Hymen’s altar in this mocho 
cart 5 

Poor Taffy’s heart now beat with such a joyous 
flame, 

To think that he was going to change a lady’s 
name. 


The girls began to leer when the parson read the 
rayer, 
And all declared he had both pretty eyes and hair; 
But let them do and say, and make what remarks 
they can, 
They can make nothing more of him—than a very 
pretty man. 


The wedding now is over, and homeward they 
start, 

And grace London streets in a mocho cart ; 

Curds, whey, and leeks, for supper they prepare, 

And make a sumptuous feast for the new married 
pair. 


SPOKEN.] Much joy and happiness to the new 
married couple, and to the amiable and accom- 
plished— 

‘ Miss Davis, and Miss Jones, &c. 


PaLaLIFT 
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MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS’ LAMENT IN 
THE CASTLE OF LOCHLEVEN. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


ROUND this dungeon, damp and dreary, 
Ott I bend my aching eye, 

Till my troubled soul, grown weary, 
Vents its anguish in a sigh. 

Men, alas! there’s no believing, 
All are cruel and unkind ; 

Here there’s naught but false deceiving, 
Man’s more wav’ring than the wind. 


Did the secret sigh of anguish 
Reach my cruel sister’s ear ; 

Did she see me pine and languish, 
Could she view this falling tear ; 

Then her flinty heart might borrow 
Gentle Pity’s tender sigh ; 

Then the silv’ry drop of sorrow 
Soon would grace her pensive eye. 


Will no stranger hear my ditty ? 
Must I pine in silence drear? 
Will no female melt with pity ? 
Will no hand assuage the tear ? 
No, ’tis o’er,—my fate’s decided ; 
Languid beats my breaking heart; - 
Forgot by friends, by fate derided, 
Life and Mary soon must part. 


GPL IPEL IP 


THE TRAVELLER. 
Air— Here I am poor Jack.” —(R. C. Fair.) 


WHEN I was but a boy 
I was a rambling blade; 
In learning took no joy, 
But often truant played : 
And when (to manhood come) 
I might have lived in clover, 
1 gladly left my home 
To see the wide world over. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


To Greenland first I went; 
And, having landed there, 
My course due-north I bent, 
And touched the pole, I swear. 
And, looking from a rock 
Of ice, (the tale ar’n’t false, sir,) 
I saw the Horse-~Guards’ clock, 
And the dome of famed St. Paul, sir. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


From thence I travelled on 
Through tracts of ice and snow, 
Where (me excepted) none 
Has ever dared to go. 
A bear I hugged to death, 
?Cause in my way he’d come, sir; 
I stopped a tiger’s breath, 
And kicked a lion’s hum, sir. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


At Buenos Ayres I 
Arrived, and thought it odd 
They took me for a spy, 
And popped me into quod ; 
Till, from my jail broke out, 
One night, with joy half frantic, 
I jumped into a boat 
And crossed the Atlantic. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


° Through Afric’s deserts dread 
To Barb’ra’s coast I past ; 
Thence, swimming, without fear, 
On Turkey’s shore was cast. 
Such ladies there are kept, 
Oh! matchless I declare ’em ; 


And (’tis no lie) I slept 
Once in the sultan’s harem. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


I next repaired to Rome, 

In arts and arms once great, 
And viewed, with pensive gloom, 

The ruins of her state. 
High honour I acquired, 

They begged I would adopt ’em ; 
Nay, I was so much admired, 

They offered me the popedom. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


At Paris, to be grand, 
To the king I made my bows ; 
He took me by the hand, 
And led me to his sponse ; 
Enraptured with her charms, 
[ took my station nigher, 
When she clasped me in her arms,— 
Or else IT am a liar! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


GPP PE LIEP#P 


TOO WELL ’VE MARKED THE GLANCES 
GIVEN. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


Too well I’ve marked the glances given 
From eyes which once I fondly thought 
Were lit with the pure light of heaven, 
And beamed, with love and beauty fraught : 
Too well I feel, 
Though I conceal 
The pangs those looks of scorn have wrought. 


The averted eye, the altered glance, 
The frown, where late such sweet smiles played, 
I’ve marked them all, and rued the chance 
That made me love thee—altered maid! 
Thy scorn I feel, 
Though I conceal 
How breaks the heart thou hast betrayed. 


Oh! keep no more that frowning eye, 
That distant look, that glance severe, 
Beauty may passion’s flame deny, 
And still its look of beauty wear ; 
Still, still advance 
A favouring glance, 
Though false it be, ’twill still be dear. 


GOP LIOOH 


WITH HORNS AND WITH DOGS LET US 
BOLDLY PURSUE. 


WHAT raptures ring around, 
The woods and vales resound, 
All cheerful is the morn ; 
O’er distant plains 
The jolly swains 
Attend the huntsman’s horn. 
Follow, follow the chase while the game is in 
view! 
With horns and with dogs let us boldly pursue! 


PPE LP OOF 


RING, RING THE BAR-BELL OF THE 
WORLD. 


RING, ring the bar-bell of the world, 
Great Bacchus calls for wine, 

Quick pierce the globe. its juices drain, 
To wet him ere he dine. 


Have you not heard a bottle cluck 
When first you pour forth,— 

The globe shall cluck as soon as tapped, 
To brood such souls of mirth. 
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When this world’s out more worlds we’!] find : 
Who dare oppose the call? 

If there were twice ten thousand worlds, 
Ere night we’d drink them all. 


See, see our drawer, Atlas, come, 
The cask upon his back ; 

Now, boys! we’ll suck, we’ll swig, we’ll drink 
Till all our girdles crack. 


Apollo cried, “ fill bumpers round, 
Lest Time should go astray.” 

«¢ We’ll make Time drunk,” the rest replied, 
“< We gods can make a day.” 


Brave Hercules, who took the hint, 
Required Time to drink, 

And made him gorge such potions down, 
That Time forgot to think. 


Unthinking Time, thus overcome, 
And non-plussed in the vast, 
Dissolved in the etherial world, 
Sighed, languished, groaned his last. 


Now Time’s no more, we’ll bouse amain, 
Hang flinching, make no words ; 

Like free-born Bacchanalian souls, 
We'll get as drunk as lords. 


PEEP PIOFS 


ARALELLA. 
Upton, 


Say, have you seen my Arabel, 
The Caledonian maid ? 

Or heard the youths of Scotia tell 
Where Arabella’s strayed ? 

The virgin is of angel-mien, 

_ With sad and downcast eyes ; 

The shepherds call her Sorrow’s queen, 
So pensively she sighs. 


But why those sadly swell ? 
Or why her tears so flow? 
In vain they ask the lovely girl, 
The innate cause to know. 
Ere Reason formed her tender mind, 
The maiden learnt to love ; 
Compassion taught her to be kind ; 
Deceit she was above. 


And, had not War’s terrific voice 
Forbid the nuptial bands, 

Ere now had Sandy been her choice, 
And Hymen joined our hands ! 

But, since the sword of war is sheathed, 
And peace resumes its charms, 

My every bliss is now bequeathed 
To Arabella’s arms ! 


IPO PILE 


STARVATION ; 
OR, THE LAND OF PLENTY. 
(T. Jones.) 


AS a poor donkey lay, on a sun-shiny day, 
In the centre, between two fine trusses of hay, 
He first looked on this side, and then turned to 


at, 
Undetermined which truss he first would have 


at; 
Till, at length, he set up a lamentable bray, 
Ech-aw, ech-aw, ech-aw, 
As, poor donkey, he lay ’twixt the trusses of hay. 


His ears he erected, and stared with his eyes, 

On each side he saw what his heart did most 
prize ; 

And, whatever possessed him, it so came to pass, 

He proved in the end a most ignorant ass,— 
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Who continued his tone, a lamentahie bray, 
Ech-aw, ech-aw, ech-aw, 
As, poor donkey, he lay ’twixt the trusses of hay. 


The time he thus lost, in doubt turned and tossed, 


| Was the height of all folly, he found to his cost ; 


’T was a folly indeed thus to lie there and starve, 
?Cause he liked each so well he knew not which to 
carve : 
Till the farmer, hard by, heard his terrible bray, 
Ech-aw, ech-aw, ech-aw, 
Had his cart drove that way for the trusses of hay. 


Thus a lesson he learnt, and its wisdom combines, 
Tis always to make your hay while the sun shines. 
Ah! never again, said the poor hungry elf, 
Will I where there’s plenty be starving myself. 
Then he deepened his tone, and, with horrible 

bray, 

Ech-aw, ech-aw, ech-aw, 

Went reluctant away, lamenting the hay. 


PHOS IPF F 


CHING, CHING, CHERRY 0O! 
(TI. Dibdin.) 
BETTY see de Buckra white, 
Ching, ching, cherry O! 
Dress him all in colour bright, 
Bells ring merry O! 
Fear he hurt him if he fall, 
Cravat stuff him neck so small, 
And never show him chin at all, 
Ching, ching, cherry 0! 


Betty see great lady big, 
Ching, ching, cherry O! 
Paint de cheek, and wear de wig, 
Bells ring merry O ; 
Hair and colour go to rack, 
And Buckra lady, like poor black, 
Nothing put upon her back, 
Ching, ching, cherry O! 
Home if Betty go again, 
Ching, ching, cherry 0! 
Tell all dis to Blackee man, 
Bells ring merry O! 
Neger people so surprise, 
Dey tink poor Betty's tongue no wise, 
For telling Blackee man white lies, 
Ching, ching, cherry 9 ! 


POPP IOES 


SOLDIER, WAKE—THE DAY IS PEEPING. 


(Sir Walter Scott.) 


SOLDIER, wake—the day is peeping, 
Honour ne’er was won in sleeping ; 
Never when the sun-beams still, 

Lay unreflected on the hill ; 

?Tis when they are glinted back 

From axe and armour, spear and jack, 
That they promise future story ; 

Many a page of deathless glory, 
Shields that are the foeman’s terror, 
Ever are the morning’s mirror. 


Arm and up—the morning beam 

Hath called the rustic to his team, 
Hath called the falc’ner to the lake, 
Hath called the huntsman to the brake; 
The early student ponders o’er 

His dusty tomes of ancient lore. 
Soldier, wake—thy harvest, fame, 

Thy study, conquest—war thy game ; 
Shield that should be a foeman’s terror, 
Still should gleam the morning’s mirror. 


Poor hire repays the rustic’s pain, 
More paltry still the sportsman’s gain; 


== 


—_—~ ee, ee 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Vainest of all the student’s theme, 

Ends in some metaphysic dream ; 

Yet each is up, and each has toiled, 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled, 
And each is eagerer in his aim 

Than he who barters life for fame : 

Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror, 

Be thy bright shield the morning’s mirror. 


PIPL IIE LL HP 


SEA-GIRT ENGLAND. 
A CHORUS. 
(G. Colman.) 


SEA-GIRT England—fertile land, 
Plenty, from her richest stores, 
Ever with benignant hand 
Her treasure on your bosom pours. 
England, to yourself be true ; 
When your realm is truly blest, 
?Tis when 4 monarch’s love for you 
Is by your loyalty confest. 


GIPIPOVCII- 


AN ODD FISH FOR SUPPER; 


OR, RALPH RAWBONES AND THE TWO GHostTs!!! } 
Air— ? Twas on Christmas-day.””—(E. J. B. Box.) | 


RALPH RAWBONES, as ta-ale goes, 
Be t’ ztory truth or lic, 

All’s one for that thee kno-aws, 
Thee’lt ha’t as cheyap as 1; 

Ralph Rawbones wur, ’tis zaid, 
Pride of all t’ lasses he-arts ; 

For Ralph from yheel to yhead, 
A lad wur 0’ gre-at pa-arts ! 


SPOKEN.] He wura mortal rare felly ’mongst 
lasses! He’d sitch ga-ame notions wi’ un loike, as 
V’ze yheard mother tell on un; sitch a rum un for 
vfun! Lord love their little merry he-arts! the 
ladies darn’t often meet wi’ sitch un as he wur to 
tickle up their pretty fancies for un a bit, when 
they be gayish minded to ’t, or zoa, for a-a— 

Fiddle de diddle de dum, 
’ Ti rump ti tum ti he; 
Tiddle de riddle de rum, 

Ti rump ti come to me! 


For cudgels all the goa, 

At Devon vfair, or wa-ake, 
And wrostling for prize thro-aw, 

He zure wur t’ win the sta-ake : 
Then through our village known, 

Sitch woundy ga-ames Ralph played, 
That though t’ place wur’ fish-town, 

’T was mortal scarce 0’ maid ! 


SPOKEN.] You zee Ralph wur sitch a love-con- 
juror loike amongst ’un; a zort 0’ vartue-lo-adstone, 
as a body may zay, what lectar-vied ’un all over at 
vfirst zque-exe 0’ t’ hand, as ’twur; an’ vfirst ho- 
ney-touch o’ t? mouth made un zmack their zwe-et 
lips for a month’s ta-aste arterwards; an’, by gom! 
a noine-month’s ta-aste fore twur over wi’ zome 
on un! Poor Maud Mullet; that wur a stone- 
hard-hearted case on ’t wi’ zhe! He wur sitch a 
cruel deep un wi’ um, poor things, that they never 
once drea-amed 0’ what would be t’ end of his 

Fiddle de diddle de dum, 
Ti rump ti tum ti he ; 

Tiddle de riddle de rum, 
Ti bump ti come to she! 


A rich old maiden zhe, 

Wur ’t last wi’ Ralph so ztruck, 
For love she married he, 

And he wed zhe for luck! 





Now Madam Rawbones’ ’state 
Made Ralph gre-at as a lord ; 

Yet still hunged o’er his pate, 
Wur t’ de-adly curse 0’ Maud! 


SPOKEN.] And a deadly curse ’twur zure enow, 
you zee; for zhe zweared sitch a blood-thirsty re- 
volution to her-zen, to ha’ revenge for being brought 
to zhame zoa, as never wur! Zoa, what does 
Maud do, but ta-akes chance-luck for it? And 
while Squire Rawbones wur gone out a badger- 
baiting, Maud wur gone into t’ house and throttled 
old Madam Rawbones in a minute, croaking dead 
as a raven springle-choked! Honey-moon all over 
wi’ zhe that time! And then poor Maud at once 
hunged her own-zen up to t’ bacon-rack, dead and 
stiff, in her red garters; zoa when Squire Ralph 
comed whoam, they wur a pretty pair of specta- 
cles for un to zee ; and all ma-ade out o’ his own 
false-hearted 

Fiddle de diddle de dum, 
Ti rump ti tum ti slight ; 

Tiddle de riddle de rum, 
Ti bump ti come to light! 


They’d buried been three weeks, 
When zhivering cold one night, 
Wa-aked by two piercing shrieks, 
Ralph zeed a vfreezing zight! 
’Twur t’ ghosts of Ma’am an’ Maud, 
All brimstone burning blue ; 
Zcre-amea, Come wi’ we !—O lord ' 
Cried Ralph, d——d if I do! 


SPOKEN.] Poor Ralph wur hair-an-end, all 
over ice-sweat wi’ vfright, to be tooken away no- 
lens volens loike! But t’ case wur loike a pawn- 


_broker’s zign, two to one against un; zoa no use 


to be stropulous *bout it, you zee, for they comed 


| ’tarmined to ha’ him out-an’-out at once: and, for 
zure on ’t, Maud’s ghost brought wi’ her her vfey- 


ther’s, Old Mullet’s, salmon-tackle to pop him in 
yhead-and-yheels, loike a turbot in t’ kettle !— 
Ralph zoon zeed ’twur all over wi’ him then, as 
the two ghosts wur clawing him wi’ their red-hot 
nails into t’ salmon-net, and singing thic fishing 
duet, all t’ while off hand, how he sweat— 


Air— The Fishing Duet.” 


For ghosts in this world upper, 
This fishing is hot toil; 

But, down below for supper, 
To-night this fish must broil ! 


SpoxEN.] O lord! O lord! Do-an’t ye talk about 
it; for marcy sa-ake do-an’t now! I con not bear 
it, indeed [ con not; I wur always zo mortal 
vfrightful o’ fire'!—roared out Ralph at t’ end on’t, 
when wur comed sttch a flash, and down all three 
went, net and all, ina blue blaze. Next morn- 
ing, my dear eyes! what a hue-and-cry, when 
Ralph wur missed, and Maud’s vfeyther, Old 
Mullet, wur raving crazy “bout t’ place, that some 
?un had stoled his nets and all his salmon-tackle 
together! That’s no lie now, that’s de-adly truth 
on ’t all; but, if you do-an’t believe I, go an’ ax 
Old Mullet ’bout un ; or goa to Rawbones’ house 
an’ you'll vfind how t’ fact there smells strong of 

Fiddle de diddle de dum, 
Ti rump ti tum smoke ; 
And tiddle de riddle rum, 
All hum-fumado joke! 


THE TATTLING TEA PARTY. 
Air—‘** Barney Bodkin.” 


Mrs. CLACK a party had, 
Of tattling dames who came to tea ; 
Each lady smiled and seemed quite glad, 
A company so large to see. 
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The tea poured out, to comfort them, 
Mrs. Clack, with serious air, 
Said, ladies, tattling I condemn, 
But I expect a fine affair. 
Then all at once the ladies prate, 


Nods, and winks, and shrugs abound, 


And scandal, at a driving rate, 
Together with the tea, goes round. 


I something know which gives me pain,— 
I saw enough the other night 5 
Pray don’t mention it again,— 
Mrs. B is very light. 
But as she is a friend of mine, 
Her character I would not stain ; 
Such goings on are very fine,— 
Things, I think, are very plain. 
Then all at once, &c. 


Mrs. Sharp, the lawyer’s wife, 
Protests she somehow often thinks, 
Yet would not, for the world, cause strife, 
That Mr. Murphy’s lady drinks. 
Another says, ’tis true, no doubt, 
For Mrs. Murphy’s friend, Miss Hood, 
With Mrs. M. is always out, 
And she is not a bit too good. 
Then all at once, &c. 


And then there’s blushing Mrs. O, 

Who constantly her church attends ; 
Although to plays she will not go, 

Has got some very flighty friends. 
Miss Jemima Frumpy thought, 

But could not pretend to say, 
That Miss Amelia Mary Gort 

Was really in the fam’ly way. 

Then all at once, &c. 


Mrs, Envy tossed her head, 
And of Mrs. Higg inquired, 
What she thought of Mrs. Ted, 
And others whom the men admired. 
Think, indeed, cried Mrs. Higg, 
Indeed, to tell the truth, [ think 
She’s quite a fright and wears a wig, 
And thickly paints both white and pink. 
Then all at once, &c. 


Mrs. Milton might have grace, 
But gracefulness, well, what of that? 
She has a downright Chinese face, 
Her nose it is so broad and flat. 
Mrs. Envy said, Miss Pine 
Had got a mouth just like a horse ; 
Some folks might think her skin was fine, 
But *twas, in fact, extremely coarse. 
Then all at once, &c. 


Another subject’s soon advanced, 

The servant girls are brought to book : 
Sally is an idle jade ; 

A saucy hussy is the cook. 
Mary don’t rise soon enough ; 

Ellen with the men is bold ; 
Beckey steals the kitchen stuff ; 

Susan is a downright scold. 

Then all at once, &c. 


GIA PLIIPH 


THE DANDY BEAU. 


WHAT’s that skipping to and fro? 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, Dandy Beau. 
Eye-glass ready 
For each lady, . 
And e-legance to show— 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, are you there? 
How you make the la-dies stare ; 
See they smile now, 
All the while now, 
Hod-dy, dandy, oh beware! 


Still they wonder, still they gaze! 
What can so the ladies please ? 
Now I have it, 
?Tis his cravat, 

Tied so nice with taste and ease ; 
Squeezed up tight in stays, he tries 
To attract the ladies’ eyes— 

Hid-dy, hod-dy, 
Dandy body, 
Yon wo’n’t do, you’re not the size. 


Every day he changes clothes, 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, flirting goes ; 
All frivolity, 
Aping quality, 
Lilliputian prince of beaux! 
Stature under five feet two! 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, struts to woo— 
Vastly witty, 
Tight and pretty, 
High-heeled boots, but all wo’n’t do. 


Hod-dy, dandy, modern beau! 
Can you tempt the ladies so? 
Tip of fashion, 
Raising passion, 

As you haunt them to and fro. 
Promenading through the streets, 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, when he meets 

Little misses, 
Pants for kisses, 
As their jeering smiles he meets. 


At the concert or the play, 
Hid-dy, hod-dy, struts so gay, 
Box or lattice, 
All his chat is, 

«« Charming—’pon my soul, he, he;” 
How it makes me laugh to see, 
Perched upon a lady’s knee, 

Hid-dy, hod-dy, 
Little body, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, he, he, he. 


GPLEOLOP ER 


GWYNNITH AND HOWELL. 
(Boaden.) 


THE sun was set, the night was gray, 
When Gwynnith, at the cottage-door, 
Saw Howell push the boat away, 
And slowly leave the black’ning shore ; 
Long had he loved the beauteous maid, 
She blest him with an equal flame 5 
They waited but the church’s aid, 
To make them one in heart and name. 


At morrow dawn she sought the coast, 
She ran, she climbed a stranded wreck : 
She shrunk at what she might have lost, 
And sunk upon the slippery deck ; 
She called him in his wat’ry grave, 
An answering cry her soul alarms ; 
A sailor struggled through the wave, 
And Howell caught her in his arms, 


GIP EL EL 


THEN WE’LL DRINK AND BE MERRY. 
(C. Letts. ) 


’TIs of wine, ’tis of wine, ’tis of wine that I sing, 

’Tis liked by the beggar, ’tis liked by the king, 

And its virtues are many, as the produce of spring, 

Then we’ll drink, we’ll drink, we’ll drink and be 
merry. 


Its names are so various, and likewise its hues, 
Resistance is useless, you cannot refuse, 
But a sparkling bright bumper directly must 
choose, 
And we’ll drink, and drink, &c. 
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It drives away sorrow, it relieves you of pain, 

And gives you fresh vigour, if rightly ’tis ta’en ; 

Then a fool must that man be who treats with dis- 
dain, And wo’n’t drink, &c. 


Then fill, fill a bumper, drink it off in a trice, 
More bottles we’ll empty, ne’er mind, boys, the 
rice ; 
Pevcis'a health to Great Britain, we’il drink to 
her thrice; 
And we'll drink, we’ll drink, and we’ll drink and 
be merry. 


SWEET JANE OF GRISIPOLY. 
(O’ Keefe.) 


OH! had I Allan Ramsay’s art, 
To sing my passions tender, 
In ev’ry verse she’d read my heart, 
Such soothing strains I’d send her ; 
Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio’s aid, 
To show, is all a folly, 
How much I love the charming maid, 
Sweet Jane of Grisipoly. 


She makes me know what all desire 
With such bewitching glances ; 

Her modest air then checks my fire, 
And stops my bold advances. 

Meek as the lamb on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquered wholly, 

For sometimes sprightly as the fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Grisipoly. 


My senses she’s bewildered quite, 
I seem an amorous ninny ; 

A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy, I sign Jenny. 

Last Sunday, when from church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 

I cried, when asked the text to name, 
°Twas Jane of Grisipoly. 


My Jenny is no fortune great, 
And I am poor and lowly ; 

A straw for power and grand estate, 
Her person I love solely: 

From ev’ry sordid, selfish view, 
So free my heart is wholly, 

And she is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Grisipoly. 


OP IPP EHS EG 


THE ADVENT’ROUS FALCON TAKES HIS 
FLIGHT, 


THE advent’rous falcon takes his flight, 
And high in air surveys around ; 

Darts on each nest his piercing sight, 
In hopes that prey may soon be found. 


If once the wished-for bird he spies, 
Together swift his strength he calls ; 
Downward on rapid pinions flies, 
And on the trembling victim falls. 


GOP IL EIRP S 


CUPID IS THE CHIEF OF CUNNING 
KNAVES. 


( Holcroft. ) 


CuPID, sure, of cunning knaves 
Is the chief, sir! 
All his subjects are but slaves, 
To their grief, sir: 
A slipp’ry, fripp’ry, foolish band ; 
or whim and gold, 
Bought and sold ; 
By this mad blind boy trepanned ; 
In his pound 
When they’re found, 
Why then! fa, la, la, la, la, oh! the thief, sir. 


Did you see him huff and ding, 
When he’s sullen! 
Whimper, caper, curse, and sing, 
Talk of killing ; 
Whistle, nestle, come and go, 
Fume and fret, 
His will to get, 
Meaning yes, and answering no, 
Till at last, 
The frolic past, 
Why then! fa, la, la, la, la, oh! the villain! 


When a maid is young and coy, 
If the lover 
Symptoms of the bashful boy 
Should discover ; 
He'll loiter, titter, hide and seek, 
Nudge and dodge, 
And rap and tap; 
If pursued, will squeal and squeak ; 
But should the boy 
Prove too coy, 
Why then! fa, la, la, la, la, oh! the rover. 


When a youth is warm and bold, 
4 Strong, unruly, 
And the maiden fair, but cold, 
Then, why, truly! 
Swearing, tearing, sighing, dying, 
Silly, sad, 
. Sullen, mad, 
Wearied with so much denying, 
Death’s the word ! 
Draws his sword— 
But then! fa, la, la, la, la, oh! the bully! 


All his antics pray relate, 


They who can, sir : 


Young and old, and small and great, 
To trepan, sir: 

How he’ll juggle, jeer, cajole, 

Plague and please, 

Entice and teaze, 
Till they’re under his control ; 

Now his speech 

Will men bewitch, 
And then! fa, la, la, la, la, the necromancer! 


SIP PEP PLO? 
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WHERE THE BANNERS OF GLORY ARE 


STREAMING, 
A BRAVURA. 
(Rose. ) 
WHERE the banners of glory are streaming, 


Her image still lingers above ; 
And her eyes seem all terribly gleaming, 


Which glowed but with transports of love. 


Deeds of arms my soul inspire 

As the battling thunders roll ; 

She and fame my bosom fire, 

And to conquest light my soul: 
And mid Slaughter madly wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans resounding, 

Armour clashing, 

Lightning flashing, 
Angel pinioned o’er her lover, 
With protecting wing she’ll hover ; 
Valour’s genius—Memory’s pleasure, 
Guardian of life’s sacred treasure. 


What can check the soldier’s course, 
Who, where War delights to rove, 
Strikes with more than mortal force, 
Urged by fame, impelled by love? 


GIL ILIGOF 


GOD SPEED THE PLOUGH. 
(J. Knight.) 


GIVE me my good plough and my song, 
In the fields shall my time pass away ; 
With the larks and the linnets among, 
Will I cheerfully sing through the day. 
About three I return to my stud, 
And unharness the team for a time, 
Cheer the lad with best praise for his load, 
And then on sweet bacon to dine. 


Full of health and good spirits I find, 
Nor doth Care ever wrinkle my brow, 
I’ve content and a sound peace of mind, : 
And a competence joined to my plough ; 
Still abroad, with the gay circling sun, 
Let me breathe wholesome air to life’s close, 
And each night, when my labour is done, 
Have uninterrupted repose. 


To my work, when from home I repair, 
List the woodlark’s soft note, and the dove’s, 
While the lad, whistling, thinks not of care, 
And the nightingales sing through the groves ; 
While the thrush, warbling loud from the tree, 
And the blackbirds melodiously sing, 
While the flocks all around me do play, 
What joys like the joys of the spring ! 
When my master to market will go, 
With the fruit of our industry joined, 
O’er a bow! of good liquor to show, 
In return is good Providence kind ; 
His barns are well filled with good store, 
And his cattle all healthy and strong ; 
No disaster is found the whole o’er, 
To injure the praise of my song. 


When bright Phebus each morn do arise, 
And cheers the day-scene with his ray, 
From my bed I as cheerfully rise, 
And join in glad thanks for the day; 
For my health, my wealth, and my song, 
And content, that smiles on my brow; 
And at night, with my plough-mates among, 
For my song— sing God speed the plough!” 


GPLIPELEI PS 


LOVE AND FAIR PROMISES WO’N’T PAY 
RENT AND TAXES, 


A COMIC DUET. 
( Arnold.) 


She.—AH! maidens, of your peace beware, 
When men with flattery charm you; 
Oh! guard your feeble hearts with care, 
Lest love at last disarm yon. 


He.— Ah! tradesmen, of your shops beware, 
When men with custom greet you; | 

Oh! guard your co~nters well with care, 
Lest rogues at las¢ should cheat you. 


She.—Men promise fair, to gain their wills, 
Till love your guard relaxes. 

He.—Fair promises wo’n’t pay your bills, 
Nor words your rent and taxes. 


She:—Then, maidens, never trust their arts, 
When fickle men are suing ; 
Or you—when they have gained your hearts, 
May weep for your undoing. 


He.—Then, tradesmen, ne’er at counsel kick, 
Nor trust for words of honey, 
Or you—when they’ve your goods on tick, 
May whistle for your money. 


Both.—Thus men in money never trust, 
Or love—howe’er they hanker ; 
Unless you’ve paid a visit first 
To parson or to banker. 
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PAINT THE CHARMS OF HER I LOVE, 
( Dermody.) 


SWEET is the woodbine’s fragrant twine, 
Sweet the ripe burden of the vine, 

The pea-bloom sweet that scents the air, 
The rose-bud, sweet beyond compare ; 
Sweet the perfume of yonder grove, 
Sweeter the lip of her I love. . 


Soft the rich meadow’s velvet green, 
Where cowslip-tufts are early seen ; 
Soft the young cygnet’s snowy breast, 
Or down that lines the linnet’s nest ; 
Soft the smooth plumage of the dove, 
Softer the breast of her I love. 


Bright is the star that opens the day, 
Bright the mid-noon’s refulgent ray, 
Bright on yon hill the sunny beam, 
Bright the blue mirror of the stream, 
Bright the gay twinkling fires above, 
Brighter the eye of her I love. 


To match her grace, with idle pain, 

Through Nature’s stores I search in vain: 

All that is bright, and soft, and sweet, 

Does in her form concentred meet : 

Then, muse, how weak thy power must prove 
To paint the charms of her I love. 


PPP PLIEP HP 


THE ADVENTURES OF A SLEEPY 
CHARLEY, 


A FROLICSOME party one night, 

Having made rather free with the glass, 
Sallied forth, just to crown their delight 

With such mischief as might come to pass. 
The first thing discovered by them 

Was a watchman asleep in his box; __ 
*Twas easy some trick to play him 

Without waking the sleepy old fox. 


SPOKEN.] One proposed taking away his lantern 
and pole; d me, says another, snatching up 
his rattle, let us play you a tune upon your own 
instrument, old boy ; and a third hero proposed 
nailing up his box and leaving him to get out how 
he could, like a rat in a bird-cage, singing— 

Tol de rol, &c. 





O’Conner was one of the party, 
A humourous blithe witty fellow, 
He tipped them the gab plain and hearty, 
The wine having made him quite mellow ; 
While they were devising a plan 
For fun on this old snoring elf, 
Mr. Patrick O’Conner began, 
Saying, stop till I do it myself. 


SPOKEN.] Arrah, be aisy, and don’t be talking 
about it as long as a parish vestry ; blood and ouns, 
and is it not best to take him and his house too, as 
yon would a snail, with all his goods and chattels, 
clear off the premises at once? Oh, by Jasus, you 
shall ride, sure enough, my jewel; I believe it is 
a little the mother of you ever thought you would 
have the honour of sitting in a sedan and being 
carzicd by Mr. Patrick O’Conner, .a gentleman 
every.inch of him, so be quiet, and don’t trouble 
your head about waking and rubbing your eyes, 
and all that; d’ye hear me? For, if you do, may 
Ibe d d but you will be after spoiling a good 
joke, and that is no joke at all at all; so let us get 
a couple of poles, and we will treat him with a 
nice easy jig-me-jole kind of a 





Tol de rol, &c. 


Now as wist asa thief in a mill, 
This cargo they soon bore away ; 
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Says Pat, you old snorer, be still, 
And don’t teaze us with waking, I pray. 
When arrived in a field near the town, 
And chose out an excellent place, 
They cautiously set their load down, 
Then tumbled him slap on his face. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, and he soon scrambled up again, : 
as if waking from a dream, and began calling out, | 
Past ten o’ciock, and a windy morning. Odds fire 
and smoke! how the wind must have blown, to have 
upset my box this way; eh! why it has blown all 
the lamps out too; why, I can’t be awake, sure! 
yes Iam: this is not London, this is the country : 
I do verily believe my box has got legs, and has 
taken a walk to get fresh air; how, when, or 
which way could I come here: I am certainly be- 
witched ; aye, this comes of meddling with that 
old woman I carried to the watch-house; I thought 
as how she was a witch; an old she-devil, if I 
catch her again I’ll give her such a 

Tol de rol, &c. 


The watchman, in this wretched state, 
Began calling out for assistance, 

When, at length, in the midst of his fate, 
A lantern he saw at a distance ; 

And, thinking it must be his own, 
He to get it ran off in a crack, 

When, as if ’twas this rare joke to crown, 
In a ditch he fell up to his neck. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, there he lay, sure enough, and 
must have been smothered in mud and water, had 
not the authors of his misfortune proved the in- 
struments of his preservation. Here, come, says 
Pat, and help one to lug this old cock salmon out 
of the mud; come now, Mr. Rattle-Trap, you 
shall go and drink something to keep you ‘sober; 
you are moist enough on the outside of you, so if 
you moisten the in, you will be both sides alike, 
as the tailor said by his cloth; there is nothing 
like wetting both sides of yourself, if you wish to 
be comfortable, so, if you will come with me, you 
shall be seasoned like a mackerel; never mind 
being overtaken by a whiskey-fever, it will bother 
you into a kind of a 

Tol de rol, &c. 


PPIIPP PEP? 


DELTA. 
(Cunningham. ) 


THE gentle swan, with graceful pride, 
Her glossy plumage laves, 

And sailing down the silver tide, 
Divides the whisp’ring waves, 

The silver tide, that wand’ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird must he! 

But not so sweet,—blithe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit-tree sung, 

And still the pendent nest she viewed > 
That held her callow young : 

Dear to the mother’s flutt’ring heart 
The genial brood must be: 

But not so dear (the thousandth part !) 
As Delia is to me. 


The roses that my brow surround, 
Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce plucked, and ina garland bound, 
Before their sweets grew pale! 
My vital bloom would thus be froze, 
If luckless torn from thee A 
For what the root is to the rose, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new-fallen snow, 
So white the beauteous pair! | 
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The birds to Delia I’ll bestow, 
They’re like her bosom fair ! 

When in their chaste connubial love, 
My secret wish she’ll see ; 

Such mutual bliss as turtles prove, 
May Delia share with me. 
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AND HEAVE AND WEIGH THE ANCHOR 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


IN Fortune’s face let who will fly, 
A tar must always thank her, 

Not weigh a care nor heave a sigh, 
But heave and weigh the anchor. 


Aloft or below, 
While the breezes blow, 
’Tis luff! belay! 
Yo, ho! yo, yea! 
Then he’ll drink his grog, 
Like a jolly dog, 
And heave and weigh the anchor. 


For Britain ev’ry thing he’ll dare, 
In Fame’s best list to rank her; 

In every storm his dearest care 
To bring her to an anchor. 


Aloft or below, &c. 


PPE SGP IP? 


YOUTH AND AGE. 
(Ryan. ) 
YOUTH and Old Age went out one day, 
Upon a stroll together, 
But had not long began to stray 
Ere heaven changed the weather. 
So, swift they knocked at Friendship’s gate, 
And she came out that minute, 
And hoped she had not made them wait! 
But Love, who was within ats 

Had long been trying to persuade 
A girl of beauteous feature, 

That Love and Friendship could not fade, 
And were the self-same creature. 


The girl saw Age, as he came in, 
And, fearing he might scorn her, 

Placed Love her apron-folds within, 
And sought a shady corner; 

Then Youth and Age together drink; 
But scarce had Youth his duty 

To Friendship gave, when, sad to think, 
The boy discerned, the beauty. 


Such eyes, such cheeks, such lips of flame, 
O, not for worlds he’d miss her! 
He longs to ask the damsel’s name, 
And longs, O shame! to kiss her. 
Age’s mind was.’woke from its repose, 
And he looked black as thunder, 
And clapped his glasses on his nose, 
To view this earthly wonder ; 
And said, no wondrous lips to kiss 
He saw, he-could not view them ; 
His glasses they were right, and this 
One time Youth might look through them. 


Now Youth the glasses took, with pride, 
And said he did not doubt them; 
But ’twas a thing he often tried, 
And stil saw best without them! 
Then Age got in a furious rage, 
But Friendship breathed her sweetest sighs, 
And whispered, in the ears of Age, 
** Youth never sees with Age’s eyes.” 


PAOLPIO?P 
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A COMIC MEDLEY. 


Last Tuesday I’d a holiday, 
And went to see the play, 

And flashed my sweetheart Molly by my side, 
And in the shilling gallery— 


I met old king Cole, that merry old soul, 
For a merry old soul was he ; 
He called for his lass, 
And he called for his glass, 
And he called for— 


The flaxen-headed plough-boy, that whistled o’er 
the lea, 
The pretty little plough-boy, that whistled— 


Away with melancholy, 
Nor doleful changes ring, 
On life and human folly, 
Then merrily, merrily sing— 


Barney Bodkin broke his nose, 
Want of money makes— 


Young Love live in an humble shed, 


With four-and-twenty tailors all of a row, 
' Four-and-twenty tailors all of arow— 


One caught a louse, and another let him go, 
Another swore he’d knock him down with— 


An old woman, we’ll bless her, 
She cocked her leg—~ 


Over the mountains, and over the moor, 
Barefoot and wretched I’ve wandered— 


Far over land, far over sea, 
A pilgrim am I roaming, 
O’er mountains high— 


Where that sweet little cherub sits smiling aloft, 
To keep watch for— 


A long tail pig, or a short tail pig, 
Or a pig with a curly tail, 

A sow pig, no, it was a boar pig— 

For he kissed and he prattled with fifty fair 
maids, 

And changed them as oft, d’ye see ; 

But of all the young damsels that danced on the 

green— 


What do you think of— 


An old woman clothed in gray, 
Whose daughter was charming and young, 
And she was deluded away— 


By jolly Dick, the lamplighter, 
They say the sun’s my dad ; 
And truly I believe ’tis so— 


For I was the boy for bewitching them, 
Whether good humoured or coy, 
They all cried, while I was beseeching them— 


Oh, pray be easy, 
And do not tease me, 
Let me alone—I pray, forbear, 
Pray be easy, 
And do not tease me— 


For, if you love me, banish hence 
Lovers, and their fond pretence, 
The maid replied— 


Don’t I look spruce on my neddy, 

In spite of his kicking and prancing? 
Come hither, gee wo, and go steady— 
Steady, boys, steady, 

We always are ready, 

To fight and to conquer-— 
The tight little lads of the island, 
Oh, it’s a tight little island— 
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For when absent from her whom my soul holds 
most dear— 


What a medley, whata medley, 
What a medley of passions is here— 


I lie alone to die 

Beneath the woodbine’s fragrant shade, 
Oh, come and be my bride,— 
Oh, come and be my bride— 


From all that’s fresh, from all that’s fair, 
I culled those sweets, to deck with care— 


Moll Brook, who lived in a garret, 
Moll Brook, who lived in a garret, 
Moll Brook, who lived in a garret— 


Sing heigho, heigho, 

Heigho, for a husband, pretty maids, 
Fal lal la la la, 

Heigho, for a husband, O! 


Mind, rum buckle John 
Was a brave young mon, 
And he ganged with a lass 
Who was blithe and bonny— 


O, come, said she, 
With a heart full of glee, 
Come, play me a tune with your— 


20, 18, 16, 14, 12, 10, 8, 6, 4, 2, none, 
19, 17, 15, 13, 11, 9, 7, 5, 3, and 


Merrily, merrily, merrily, O, 
Merrily O, merrily O, 
Merrily, merrily, merrily, O, 
Merrily QO, merrily O— 


Cease, rude Boreas, blust’ring railer, 
List, ye landsmen, all to me ; 
Messmates, hear a brother sailor 
Sing— 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never, never shall be slaves. 


Rule, Britannia, &c. 


GLIPPIPAS 


FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 
( Gall.) 


SCENES of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew ; 
Scenes of woe, and scenes of pleasure, 

Now a sad and last adieu! 
Bonnie Doon, sae sweet at gloamin’, 
Fare thee weel before I gang! 
Bonnie Doon, where, early roaming, 
First I wove the rustic sang ! 


Bowers, adieu! where love, decoying, 
First enthralled this heart 0’ mine, 
There the saftest sweets enjoying, 
Sweets that Mem’ry ne’er shall tine ! 
Friends, so near my bosom ever, 
Ye hae rendered moments dear 5 
But, alas! when forced to sever, 
Then the stroke, O, how severe! 


Friends! that parting tear reserve it, 
Though ’tis doubly dearto me! 
Could I think I did deserve it, 

How much happier would I be! * 
Scenes of woe, and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew ; 
Scenes of woe, and scenes of pleasure, 

Now a sad and last adieu. 


GPL aIL IP PF 
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O, Tommy! Tommy, pretty dear, Miss Tabitha sat crying ; 
And hast thou left thy mistress here? I little thought thee dying! 





THE DEATH OF TOMMY. 
(Upton. ) 
O, TomMy! Tommy, pretty dear 
Miss Tabitha sat crying ; 
And hast thou left thy mistress here ? 
I little thought thee dying! 


My arms, that never mun caressed "5 
(Nor any reptile like him,) 
Have held thee to my throbbing breast, 
That oft were raised to strike him. 
My voice has in thy praises sung ! 
My virgin-knees have nurst thee ; 
Around your neck I’ve fondly clung, 
And oft my lips have bussed thee! 


A bandbox shall thy coffin prove, 
And lined from feet to head be; 

And, Tommy, to confirm my love, 
Phy grave beneath my bed be. 


Nor shalt thou want an epitaph, 
Thy worth to tell and laud too ; 

No, darling, no!—thongh folks may laugh, 
Thy virtues I’1l record too. 


THE EPITAPH. 
Here rests in peace the gentle Tom, 
Who ne’er to vice was prone; 
He Tibby Tortoiseshell came from, 
So leave his bones alone. 


He never murdered mouse nor rat, 
Nor aught in life could sour him : 

In truth, there ne’er was such a cat, 
So let the worms devour him. 


THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 
(Rev. Charles Wolfe. ) 
[Music, Welch and Hawes, 246, Regent-street. ] 


Nor a drum was heard, nor a funeral note, 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ; 
44—YOL. 1. 
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A 


Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero was buried. 


We buried him darkly at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning,— 
By the struggling moon-beams’ misty light, 

And the lantern dimly burning. 


No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Nor in sheets, nor in shrouds we bound him ; 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 

With his martial cloak around him. 


Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow ; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead, 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 


We thought, as we hollowed his narrow bed, 
And smoothed down his lowly pillow, 
That the foe and the stranger would tread on hia 
head, 
And we far away on the billow. 


Lightly they’II talk of the spirit that’s gone, 
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 

But nothing he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 


But half of our heavy task was done, 
When the clock told the hour for retiring ; 
And we heard, by the distant and random gun, 
That the foe was suddenly firing. 


Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 
We carved not a line—we raised not a stone,—~ 
But we left him alone in his glory. 


GPP P LIL EOF 


THIS ROSE, PLUCKED BY AFFECTION’S 
HAND, IS ALL THAT HAND CAN OFFER. 


(H. Napier. ) 


NOR gems, nor wealth, can I command, 
On this blest day to proffer ; 


¥ 
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This rose, plucked by affection’s hand, 
Is all that hand can offer ; 

The flower was culled when morn’s first ray 
O’er fell and flood was creeping ; 

Ere yet the sun had kissed away 
The tears that it was weeping. 

I know your heart will not despise 

The gift, while you the giver prize, 
And such I’m proud believing ; 

And as the sun the dewdrop dries, 
Your smile, my tears relieving, 
Has calmed my bosom’s grieving. 


Ere evening’s veil o’er earth shall close, 
This flower with transient fleetness, 
Though fresh and sweet as yet, will lose 

Its freshness and its sweetness ; 
But, ever while this heart shall beat, 
Though long this flower be perished— 
Yes, while fond mem’ry holds her seat, 
Shall all your love be cherished. 
Warm gratitude, unlike this flower, 
Will bloom till life’s departing hour 
Shall spread its shadows round me : 
Though fate should frown, though fortune lour, 
The ties that here have bound me, 
Shall still through life surround me. 


GRIP IL PL 


THE AGE OF HORRORS. 
Air—** Sure such a day.”’—(Beuler.) 


SucH awful sights we now behold, 
Wood-demons, fiends, and terrors ; 
Valmondies to the devil sold,— 
It’s quite an age of horrors. 
We’ve been Freischutted, Frankensteined, 
And Vampired ’nough t’ alarm any ; 
And if we chance to lay one fiend, 
Another comes from Germany. 
Ri doodle, doodle, diedle, 
Dum dum diedle, &c. 


We’ve seen Don Juans burnt to death, 
Wood-demons burnt to charcoal, 
And Vampires, with blood-thirsty breath, 
All taken to the dark hole. 
One Vampire came, I’ve understood, 
T’ eat the virtuous of the nation ; 
But.found such scarcity of food, 
He died of sheer starvation. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


There was Frankenstein, who made a man, 
His way was rather dark though ; 

His creature’s hide was blue-green tan, 
Like Achilles in Hyde-park, now: 

And, like the ladies who subscribed 
This statue for the nation, 

When he was made, he could not ’bide 
To see his own creation. 


Ri doodle, &c 


As Frankey found his monster-man 
Did slaughter his relations, 
He tried to kill him, and he ran 
Towards the polar regions, 
Where Frankey died amongst the ice, 
But left his brute behind him ; 
And Captain Parry, I surmise, 
Is now gone out to find him. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


No sooner rid of Frankenstein, 
Than over comes Der Freischutz, 
All grimly from a German mine, 
To prove Old Nick’s a sly boots. 
A huntsman there in dark deeds plots 
With devils in their glory ; 
And sells his soul for some few shots— 
A very ikely story: 
Ri doodle, &e, 


He, wanting more shots, tries to raise 
Old Nick by incantations ; 
The old one rises ’midst a blaze 
And sulphurous fulminations : 
Then ghosts, dead bodies, sculls, and ribs, 
Owls, bats, and demons frightful, 
Dance in blue flames, fires, and squibs, 
So horrid and delightful. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


Then Old Nick, who’s a crooked one, 
A tempter and informer, 
To nick Der Freischutz, gets a gun 
That shoots him round a corner. 
So then Der Freischutz’s doomed to fry, 
In frightful confiagrations, 
’Midst horrors ’nough to satisfy 
All warm imaginations. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


Now nought but red-hot fiends go down, 
Der Freischutz has us undone, 
And caused those fires, Ill bet a crown, 
In Edinburgh and London. 
Nay, now our water-company fiends 
Have caught this hydrophobia ; 
With fiends of fire they have made friends, 
And will send their water no where. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


All’s horrid now, and has nick names! 
Printers will have devils ; 
Light females are flash fellows’ flames ; 
Hells are gamblers’ revels. 
The ladies, a la Freischutz, pant 
For satin, and besides, sirs, 
They choose a dress of flaming tint, 
And buy the stuff ell-wide, sirs. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


One Dr. Freischutz caused remark, 
He played a Vampire’s part, sirs 5 
He, ’stead of praying in his kirk, 
Preyed on a maiden’s heart, sirs. 
We are all turned fire-worshippers— 
In gas and steam we’re Swimming 3; 
And some esteemed philosophers 
Are turned steam washerwomen. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


Amidst yas, steam, great fires, and smuts, 
Carouse our city souls now ; 
And I am sure it is Freischutz 
Keeps up the price of coals now. 
I hope these horrors will be soon, 
With fiends and demons grand, sirs, 
Transported in a fire-balloon 
Unto Van Deiman’s Land, sirs. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


Then may we never meet like fiends, 
But as familiar spirits, 
All trusting, at our latter ends, 
To die without demerits. 
And may we never act like brutes, 
But keep our reasons’ levels, 
And then we'll ne’er, like Der Freischutz, 
Slave the horrors and blue devils. 
Ri doodle, &c. 


FIIPIL PI? 


THE LOVER TO HIS BIRD. 
Portuguese Air.—(W. Ball.) 
[Music, Chappell and Co. Bond-street. ] 


Ir thou love me, feathered minion, 
In compassion to my prayer, 

Spread, oh! spread thy beauteous pinion, 
Haste, and seek my absent fair! 
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Learn what happy, happy bowers 
From my search the maid conceal ; 

Speed thee, and, with fairy powers, 
Nysa’s sweet retreat reveal. 


Sing of me, and when, replying, 
Love and life her lips impart ; 

Sweet one! heed,—then, hither flying, 
Come, and nestle in my heart! 


PREF LL IF 


WHY DIDST THOU LEAVE ME, LOVE? 
( Arnold.) 


WhHy didst thou leave me, love? 
Why didst thou leave me? 

Did it not grieve thee, love, 

From me to roam? 

Long did I pray thee, love, 
Nothing could stay thee ; 
Could’st thou be happy from me, 

And from home ? 


I'll not upbraid thee, love ; 
Ill not upbraid thee, 
Though thou hast made me, love, 
Thy loss deplore : 
Since now I hold thee, 
Fondly to fold thee, 
Nothing shall force me to part 
From thee more. 


GPLPLELL PP? 


HARK! THE HIRAM SOUNDS TO CLOSE. 
A MASONIC CATCH. 


HARK! the hiram sounds to close, 
And we from work are free ; 
We'll drink and sing, and toast the king, 
And the craft, with a hearty three times three. 
Hark! the clock repeats high twelve, — 
It can’t strike more, we all well know; 
Then ring, ring, ring, ring, ring the bell, 
For another bowl before we go. 
Coming, coming, coming, sir! the waiter cries, 
With a bowl to drown our care. 
We’re a hearty set, on the level met, 
And we’ll part upon the square. 


PIIPIOCLPS 


THE SAPLING. 
( Dibdin. ) 

IN either eye a lingering tear, 

His love and duty well to prove, 
Jack left his wife and children dear, 

Impelled by honour and by love. 
And, as he loitered, wrapt in care, 

A sapling in his hand he bore, 
Curiously carved, in letters fair, 

«© Love me, ah! love me evermore !” 


At leisure to behold his worth, 
Tokens, and rings, and broken gold, 
He plunged the sapling firm in earth, 
And o’er and o’er his treasure told ; 
The letters spelt the kindness traced, 
And all Affection’s precious store, 
Each with the fav’rite motto graced,— 
«« Love me, ah! love me evermore !” 


While on this anxious task employed, 
Tender remembrance all his care, 
His ears are suddenly annoyed, 
The boatswain’s whistle cleaves the air. 
’*Tis duty calls—his nerves are braced, 
He rushes to the crowded shore, 
Leaving the sapling, in his haste, 
That bids him love for evermore. 
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The magic branch, thus unreclaimed, 
Far off at sea, no comfort near, 
His thoughtless haste he loudly blamed 
With many a sigh and many a tear. 
Yet why act this unmanly part ? 
The words the precious relic bore, 
Are they not marked upon my heart ?— 
** Love me, ah! love me evermore !”’ 


Escaped from treacherous waves and winds, 
That three years he had felt at sea, 
A wondrous miracle he finds— 
The sapling is become a tree ; 
A goodly head that graceful rears, 
Knlarged the trunk, enlarged the core, 
And on the rind, enlarged, appears, 
«< Love me, ah! love me evermore !”’ 


While gazing on the spell-like charms 
Of this most wonderful of trees, 
His Nancy rushes to his arms, 
His children cling about his knees: 
Increased in love, increased in size, 
Taught from the mother’s tender store, 
Each little urchin, lisping, cries, 
«< Love me, ah! love me evermore !” 


Amazement seized the admiring crowd : 
«« My children,” cried a village seer, 

“« These signs, though mute, declare aloud 
The hand of Providence is here, 

Whose hidden, yet whose sure, decrees 
For those succour who implore, 

Can still the tempest, level seas, 
And crown true love for evermore !” 


GLIPIPIDF 


WHEN FROM HIS PALACE FORTH HE 
COMES. 


( Holcroft.) 


YOUR mountain, sack, and frohtiniac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, sir, 
Your sherry, and perry, which make men merry, 
Are deities I adore, sir. 
And well may port 
Your praise extort, 
When froin his palace forth he comes, 
And glucks, and gurgles, fumes, and foams. 


Old rum, arrack, and cogniac, 
Are known for men of might, sir; 
Nor shall Sir Francis Florence lack 
A place among my knights, sir. 
Don Calcavella 
Is a noble fellow, 
When from his palace, &c 


Madeira! monarch! him I sing, 
And old hock, lo! another ; 
Champagne is my most Christian king, 
And Burgundy’s his brother ; 
Bold Bordeaux, too, 
Shall have his due, 
When from his palace, &c. 


If, singly, thus, each champion may 
So many laurels gather, 
Gods! what a glorious congress they, 
When all are met together! 
When high in state 
Each potentate 
Forth from his palace, 


&e 
"TWAS YOU THAT DID IT. 
(Upton. ) 

YOUNG Love, one day, in sportive way, 
Flew out, in sunny weather, 


And with his darts transfixed two hearts, 
Till then as light as a feather 
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““ Ahme! oh dear!” soon met his ear, 
Nor did the rogue forbid it, 

But laughed, and why? to hear them cry— 
<< °Twas you, *twas you that did it.” 


Then Love, bold boy, elate with joy, 
The while he hovered round them, 
By Venus sent, on mischief bent, 
With Hymen’s fetters bound them. 
Yet still, forsooth, the maid and youth, 
As thought or fancy bid it, 
Were heard to cry, “‘ "T'was you, not I, 
’T'was you, “twas you that did it.” 


OPLIL +L 


DERMOT O’PLOTT. 
(T. Jones.) 


Vr. DERMOT O’PLOTT was a nate Irishman, 
And sure none than him was more frisky ; 
He loved a fair maid, and he loved a full can, 
And was partially fond of good whiskey ; 
Young Sheelah, the nymph who enslaved his fond 
heart, 
Loved the cratur, it can’t be denied ; 
And when she got the bottle, with it she’d not 
part, 
Although Dermot stood by her, and cried— 
‘* Arrah! Sheelah, my dear! ’tis my turn, d’ye 
hear ?”” 
She cared for such blarney no jot, 
She’d drink it quite dry, and then, winking her 


eye 
Would say—“ That for you now, dear Dermot 
O’Plott.” 


One day a large bottle of whiskey he had, 
And determined to swig it himself ; 
But Sheelah, for drinking quite thirsty and mad, 
Stole the big bottle from off the high shelf ; 
But ere he came home, his sad loss to deplore, 
Off to bed she contentedly hied, , 
And presently kicking, there lay on the floor, 
Myself Dennis, his darling and pride ; 
«« Arrah! Sheelah, my dear, pray, what have we 
here ?” 
She replied not a sentence, I wot ; 
So he picked up myself—then looked on the shelf, 
“« Och! the whiskey stick by you,”’ said Dermot 
O’Plott. 


Many squabbles they had about drinking, ’tis 
said, 
And frequently fingered their blows, 
And, one day, when Sheelah had broke Dermot’s 
head, 
Faith, he flattened the bridge of her nose. 
Then in bed she would snore, while Dermot would 
Troar— 
“Och! lay quiet, or I cannot wink ;” 
Till one night she hickupped she’d do so no more, 
And ’twas true, for she died in her drink. 


In the morning they said that my mother was 


dead, 
And tried to wake her, but could not; 
She was dead as the door—though we hallooed and 
swore 5 


And thus went the wife of poor Dermot O’Plott. 


PPI LPL IIH 


' DIANA IS HUNTING, THE FOREST 


RESOUNDS. 


DIANA is hunting, the forest resounds, 
The hart or the hare is in view ; 


Sweet Echo, she joins with the horns and the 


hounds, ‘ 
While the nymphs of her train all- pursue, 
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The mountains are gilded by Pheebus’s rays, 
And dewdrops bespangle the thorn; 

Ye sportsmen, then, join in the huntress’s praise, 
And in chorus let’s hail the blithe morn. 


O’er hills, dales, and valleys how nimbly they 
Vis 

Increasing their sports and their speed, 

Their shouting and hootings make vocal the cry, 
No pastime their joys can exceed ! 

Health waits on their exercise, lovely and gay, 
Like roses and lilies combined, 

And when they have done with the sports of the 

day, 

At night what sweet slumbers they find. 


PPP PP ELS 


TITUS TIT’S CHEF-D’QUVRE; 
OR, A COAT OF THE LAST NEW FASHION, 
Air—“ Betty Brill.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


I’m high-style Titus Tit, 
A tailor of great note ; 
For dandy fashion fit, 
No snip so cuts a coat. 
No snip, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Look at mine ; ecce signum. 


Small clothes of largest size, 
Sack-shaped, and tight-stay vests; 
Who in my flash-shop buys, 
Comes out in prime twig dressed ! 


S oxen.) Excepting the head; ecce caput lig- 
NUM 


For trimmings gay 
Make asses pay, 
Whom I fit ont with toggies. 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Tit, I thinks these inexpressibles 
rather too tight a fit; I likes my inexpressibles 
toute facile, Monsieur Tit ; quite eaey a-la- Russe. 
Oh, sir, they are as easy asarush! Those inex- 
pressibles are inexpressibly easy; quite elegant’ 
charming fit; can’t be better; and for ease, you 
look as handsomely easy in them as a cucumber in 
a cabbage-net; prime stuff—never put goose to 
better material! High dash! top swell! I assure 
you. Down he tips the cash, and start’s all new 
trimmings, starch, and staytape! The go!—the 
gaze !—the stare! Something made of nothing, 
you see, by my polishing the exterior of the thing. 
But that is the way I—I make, 


In Bond-street, fine, 
Goose-carcass shine, 
Of him whose head a log is! 
Of him, &c. 


An order once in haste 
Came in; a coat bespoke, 
Cut out in finished taste, 
Sent home—a master stroke ! 
Sent home, &c. 


SPOKEN. | Of infinite judgement ; in modus sa- 


pientissimus : 


For one of Fate’s odd drolls 
Had so my taste bewitched, 
That in the pocket-holes 
?Twas found the arms I’d stitched ! 


SPOKEN.] Rather a blunder; erratum stultisst- 
mus ! 


So coat returned, 
While in it burned : 
Monsieur with vast high passion‘ 


SPOKEN.] Never shall forget Monsieur le Comte 
de Dindon’s strutting into my shop like a peacock, 
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vith the tail-flaps spread over his shoulders, his 
arms through the pocket-holes, and the cape hang- 
ing down to his heels! What a figure he cut! the 
cat of the coat was nothing to it! Going to a de- 
jeune a-la-fourchetie; afraid of being too late,— 
ready dressed,—coat arrived just in time,—popped 
it on, and started in a hurry ;—people hooted ;— 
wondered. what was the matter; at last, saw him- 
self in a glass through a shop-window ; changed 
his rowfe,—made his way throngh the cunaille to 
my shop, puffing with rage! Sacre marbleu! Mon- 
sieur Teete ; cot d—n! voici ma figure ; vat is dis? 
Mort de ma vie! Je vous n’entend pas ; vat you mean, 
monsieur, d—n? Me vant etre au fait; vhy, you 
ave no as vell put my head in my bresh as my arm 
through my poke-eat! Smoothed him down ina 
minute, by soning the gammon-goose over him; 
‘it was the high-tip! so went away in the coat as it 
was, not only quite contented, but quite delighted 
with it; for— 
Said I, dear sir, 
You can’t demur, 
It is the last new fashion! 
It is the last, &c. 


Although his name is up, 
Tit ne’er till noon yet lay, 
But ready for each pup, 
He measures all the day! 
He measures, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Know the cut of time ; tempus utilitas 
sciens. 
Prime stitch of all the west, 
None there out-measure me, 
Where often nobles dressed 
At my expense you'll see! 
















SPOKEN.] Many flash it in my ornaments ; in 
oreditum repens. 


All outward show 
The go you know! 
Trust, craft, and blacklegs cunning, 


SPOKEN.] Mr. Tit, I understand you are a 
capital fit; I am recommended by his Grace 
the Duke of Dullwits to try your superior cut! 
You could not have cut better, sir. His Grace 
does me great honour. Those haut de chausses of 
his Grace’s, Mr. Tit, are an excellent fit indeed ; 
quite a hit! the duchess is ravished with them! so 
send me home five pair, exactly same cut, to Lar- 
rou’s Hotel ; by six o’clock let them be there, and 
I'll be there. They were there,—he was there,— 
I was there,—and the bill was there by six o’clock, 
but called sixty times withcut getting sixpence for 
my cut; for he cut at last and so I am often cut; 
it is the cut of trade now; quite common! 

So half of trade 
Now up is made 
Of call again and dunning ! 
Of call again, &c. 





CPL EPI ID 


THE KISS. 
(T. Moore.) 


GROW to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 

On which my soul’s beloved swore | 
That there should come a time of bliss 

When she would mock my hopes no more : 
And fancy shall thy glow renew 

In sighs at morn and dreams at night, 
And none shall steal thy holy dew 

Till thou’rt absolved by rapture’s rite. 
Sweet hours, that are to make me blest, 

Oh! fly, like breezes, to the goal, 

And let my love, my more than soul, 
Come panting to this fevered breast ; 
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And while in every glance I drink 

The rich o’erflowings of her mind, 
Oh! let her all impassioned sink, 

In sweet abandonment resigned, 
Blushing for all our struggles past, 

And murmuring, ‘‘ I am thine at last!”’ 


GIOPLPFILAF 


CUPID AND PAN. 
(C. B.) 


THREAT me not, little boasting ape ; 
Though with your magic darts you can 

Cause even Jove to change his shape, 
You ne’er shall make a fool of Pan. 


Thus spoke the Arcadian, whom, we hear, 
Was half a goat and half aman, 

To that winged imp whom ladies fear, 
Who thus returned his taunt,--How, Pan. 


And do you doubt my power? then know, 
Since to defy me you’ve began, 

Ill soon convince you, aye, and you 
Shall change your shape, too, Mr. Pan. 


Straight flew the dart—just then the maid, 
Syrinx, by chance, close by them ran ; 

Pan, growing warm, thus soon was made, 
By Cupid’s power, a warming-pan. 


Frightened to see his cloven feet, 
Off flew the nymph as fast as bran 
Before the wind, and Pan’s fierce heat 
Now changed him toa frying-pan. 


Cupid to stop yet didn’t choose, 
Determined still the flame to fan; 

While t’other, fearing he should lose 
The maid, became a stewing-pan. 


To put himself out of this stew, 
To follow her he fast began : 
Before him, swift, fair Syrinx flew ; 
Behind her, swifter, followed Pan. 


Syrinx, at last, to end the game, 
Reaching the water, into’t ran, 

And straight a bunch of reeds became, 
Just as she was embraced by Pan, 


But Love, t’ have one more feat to boast, 
To cool the flame of the poor man, 

Pushed him in after where he soused, 
And then came out a dripping-pan. 


GPLIL LEP 


I LONG TO CROSS THE THREATENING 
DEEP. 


(Bryant. ) 


THE vessel now appears in view, 

And I must bid my friends adieu ; 

Some weep, some sigh, some calmly stand, 

And mock the waves that wash the strand. 

But, ah! the climax of my grief 

Is near, and offers no relief! 

My wife, with visage wan, is nigh, 

My children, too, heave many a sigh. 
But though they sigh, and though they weep, 
I still must cross the threat’ning deep. 


From sighs and tears I now am torn, 
And to the floating bark I’m borne - 

Just like a lifeless corpse I see 

My wife, and think she’s lost to me; 
The children kneel in deep distress, 

A suffering parent’s brow to bless ; 

While I, with bosom beating sore, 

Observe the fast, fast fading shore. 

For though they sigh, &e, 
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and to the cot wherein they dwell, 
Yes, and yon spire, I bid farewell! 
Ah, now I lose those scenes of bliss, 
Where all was ease and happiness. 
For here our bark on billows high, 
In fear appears to kiss the sky! 
As the dull scene would feign impart 
A husband’s care, a father’s heart. 
But all may sigh, and all may weep, &c. 


But now we’ve many a peril past, 

And I have gained a port at last, 

Where, e’en in thought, my bliss shall be, 

My dearest wie, to think of thee. 

My children, too, shall claim my care, 

And Hope shall banish dark Despair! 

For soon I’ll cross the foaming main, 

And live with those I love agaia. 
No more to sigh, no more te weep, 
I long to cross the threat’ning deep. 


GIEIL ILL? 


JUPITER’S TWO WALLETS. 
( Hudson. ) 


WHEN Jupiter first made man, 
And fixed on the earth as his place of abede, 
About him so wildly he ran, 
That he seldom kept in the right road. 
As man was a mortal, and mortals are frail, 
The god thongnt his passions might sometimes pre- 
vail, 
So endowed him with reason to tighten the rein, 
And thought farther perfection was vain. 
From errors to save, two wallets he gave, 
And plainly and quickly his wishes made known ; 
The one to contain his neighbour’s faults vain, 
And the other to hold his own. 
But he to his own was blind, 
Though he soon of his neighbour’s collected a 
store ; 
For he threw his own wallet behind, 
Whilst his neighbour’s he carried before. 


He set off with a pretty good pace, 
And after his neighbour he wandered about ; 
If a pimple he had on his face, 
He was certain to find it out. 
He soon got so kind, he was certain to find 
Those faults which his neighbour would, hap- 
less, expose ; 
And how could he help it? his own were behind, 
Whilst his neighbour’s were under his nose. 
He, so clever, could smell out his neighbour’s so 
well, 
That he not only found what real faults he had 
got, 
And magnified them, but would after condemn 
The poor devil for what he had not. 
Thus he to his own was blind, 
Whilst his neighbour’s large wallet contained 
such a store 3 
And, having no eyes behind, 
He looked at his neighbour’s before. 


These wallets were thus begun, 
And, spite of reflection, or reason, or sense, 
Have descended from father to son, 
And will for some hundred years hence. 
If a man has two coats to his back, he may brag, 
And think himself favoured by heaven much 
more 
Than another poor devil who has not a rag 
To cover behind and before. 
And some folks in keeping in practice so doat, 
They think it is just the reverse of a sin, 
lf they cannot find a hole in your coat, 
To try and make one in your skin. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


We’re all to our own faulis blind, 
And our neighbour’s large wailet contains such 
a store, 
’Tis of no use our looking behind, 
Whilst we see such a budget before. 


Thus man to man is a glass ; 
To bad imitation we’re all of us prone ; 
We have but to see our friends pass, 
And view their faults as our own ; 
Or, at least, be so just, if find fault we must, 
To see if our own wallets nothing contains ; 
But to think so is stuff, we have all got enongh, 
If to find ’em we will take the pains. 
But the current of Nature’s so rapid and strong, 
It makes man’s worst passions a wrong course 
to steer, 
And to stop them, while thus they are driving 
along, 
You might as well bite your ear. 
For we’re all to our own faults blind, 
But our neighbour’s large wallet contains such a 
store, 
”Tis of no use our looking behind 
Whilst we see such a budget before. 


CPL PEII ST 


THE PITCHER OF WATER. 
(Upton. ) 


<< AND where are you going so fast, pretty maid ?”” 
Said Harry to me t’other day. 

«« For a pitcher of water,” says I, “ to the well, 
So, prithee, don’t stop me, I pray.” 

“« For a pitcher of water! is that all?” says he, 
<« Fhen I am much stronger than you, love, 

So give me the pitcher, Fl get it for thee, 
For dearly I love you, and true, love!” 


The place was not far, ard he ran to it straight, 
And bade me wait for him close by 5 
The weather was hot, so I sat on the gate, 
And the church, I must own, pleased my eye. 
At length he returned; but, oh, shocking to tell, 
With a sigh, he said, ‘* What ean I do, love? 
The crazy old pitcher has dropped in the well, 
And I had near fell in it, too, love.” 


“© Oh mercy!” says I, “* then I’m ruined indeed 
Now where shall I go, or what do, sir? 
I promised my mother to be back with speed, 
And this comes by trusting to you, sir.” 
Says he, ‘* go with me to the church, then, my 
life 
And doubt not but I’ll bring you through, love ; 
Ne’er mind the old pitcher, Il] make youa wife ;” 
Which he did!—and I’m blest with my true 
love ; 
Through the pitcher am blest with my true love 


PIPL aLaAF 


POOR CLEMMY. 
Air—“* Poor Dickey.” —(W. T. Moncrieff. ) 


Goop Lord! who a parish-apprentice would be, 

Did they know half the miseries suffered by me? 

Here and there, every where, I’m at each beck 
and call, 

And whatever I do is for nothing at all. 

Many masters I have, who all bring me to book, 

There’s father, and son, sister, daughter, and 
cook ; 

I must sleep while they wake, must be dumb while 
they talk, 

While they eat I must starve, while they ride I. 
must walk, 

Poor Clemmy, poor Clemmy! 


T ne’er get a belly-full, save ’tis of blows, 
And though oft overburdened, it isn’t with clothes, 
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Ill fed, worse taught, still I must, while I’m able, 
Open shop, run on errands, clean knives, wait at 
table ; 
Whatever wind blows, ill or well, smooth or fair, 
Do all that’s to do, and bear all that’s to bear: 
Yet, whatever I do, they are sure to condemn, 
And any thing’s good enough thought for poor 
Clem. 
Poor Clemmy, poor Clemmy! 


CPI PLLIF 


THE CARLE HE CAME O’ER THE CRAFT. 
(Allan Ramsay.) 


THE carle he came o’er the craft, 
And his beard new shaven ; 
He looked at me, as he’d been daft, 
The carle trows that I wad hae him! 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na, forsooth, I winna hae him; 
Though his beard be new shaven, 
Ne’er a bit will I hae him. 


A siller broach he gae me neist, 
To fasten on my curtchea nooked ; 
T wor’t a wee upon my breast, 
But soon, alake! the tongue o’t crooked ; 
And sae may his; I winna hae him, 
Na, forsooth, I winna hae him! 
Ane twice a bairn’s a lass’s jest, 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him. 


The carle has nae fault but ane ; 

For he has land and dollars plenty ; 
But wae’s me for him! skin and bane 

Is no for a plump lass o’ twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 

Na, forscoth, I winna hae him! 
What signifies his dirty rigs 

And cash, without a man wi’ them? 


But shou’d my cankered daddie gar 
Me take him ’gainst my inclination, 
I warn the fumbler to beware 
That antlers dinna claim their station. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na, forsooth, I winna hae him! 
I’m flee’d to crack the haly band, 
Sae Lawty says, I shou’d nae hae him! 


PLILPLEPD? 


THE WAR-SONG OF OUTALISSI. 
(T. Campbell.) 


AND I could weep! th’ Oneyda chief 
His descant wildly thus begun, 
But that I may not stain the grief, 
The death-song of my father’s son, 
Or bow this head in woe! 
For, by my wrongs, and by my wrath, 
To-morrow Areonski’s breath, 
That fires yon heaven with storms of death, 
Shall light us to the foe! 
And we shall share, my Christian boy, 
The foeman’s blood, the avenger’s joy. 


To-morrow let us do or die; 
But when the bolt of death is hurled, 
Ah, whither, then, with thee to fly, 
Shall Outalissi roam the world ? 
Seek we the once-loved home! 
The hand is gone that cropped its flowers ; 
Unheard, their clock repeats its hours ; 
Cold is the hearth within their bowers! 
And, should we thither roam, 
Its echoes and its empty tread 
Would sound like voices from the dead. 
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Or shall we cross yon mountains blue, 
Whose streams my kindred nation quaffed, 
And by my side, in battle, true, 
A thousand warriors drew the shaft? 
Ah! there, in desolation cold, 
The desert serpent dwells alone, 
When grass o’ergrows each mouldering bone, 
And stones themselves, to ruin grown, 
Like me, are death-like old. 
Then seek we not their camp, for there 
The silence dwells of my despair. 


But, hark the tramp! to-morrow thou 
In glory’s fires shall dry thy tears ; 

F’en from the land of shadows now 
My father’s awful ghost appears, 

Amidst the clouds that round us roll! 
He bids my soul for battle thirst, 
He bids me dry the last, the first, 
The only tears that ever burst 

From Outalissi’s soul! 
Because I may not stain with grief 
The death-song of an Indian chief ! 


GIP aIP LIF 


SET THE BELLS RINGING, OLD AND 
YOUNG SINGING. 


A DUET. 
(Dimond. ) 


He.—Set the bells ringing, 
Old and young singing, 
This would be a bedlam, and all its folk 
mad. 
She.—Crowds flock to meet us, 
Merry hearts greet us, 
Yet none half so frisky as I and my lad. 


Both.—We’ll rant it, and flaunt it, 
We'll dance it, and prance it, 
To tabor and pipe, by the bonny moonlight ; 
With ding-dong and sing song, 
With kisses and blisses, 
From night to blue morning, from day back 
to night. 


She.—Gadabout lovers, 
Cease to be rovers, 
And soberly settle in husband and wife. 
He.—Wedded, still wooing, 
Billing and cooing, 
To ease and to please all our conjugal strife. 


Both.—We'll rant it, and flaunt it, &c. 


GPL PPP? 


TELL ME WHY MEN WILL DECEIVE US. 
( Upton.) 


«« CoME, tell me,” says Julia, ‘* and tell me sin- 
cerely, 
Why men are so prone to deceive us? 
So cruel to make us believe they love dearly, 
And then can perfidiously leave us ?”’ 
«« Fair censor,” I answered, ‘‘ though such there 
may be, 
Yet judge not of all so unkindly ; 
The heart that beats loyal, as mine does to thee, 
Can never turn rebel so blindly.” 


<‘ IT grant so,” 


fairly, 
Some few may be free from the treason ; 
But then, to our sorrow, we find it so rarely, 
To doubt and mistrust ye, we’ve reason !” 
«* Not quite so,” I told her, “‘ the love that’s sin- 
cere 
Can but with existence be parted ; 
Like the fond turtle-dove, will be true to its dea, 
And never, no-never, false-hearted.” : 


she answered, ‘‘ and yield to it 
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She smiled, and yet blushed, like a rose in full 
bearing, 
And seemed from her doubts to awaken ; 
Then owned, freely owned, like an angel de- 
claring, 
“« She might, to be sure, be mistaken ” 
QO, yes, and so sweetly her eyes made it known, 
Not a glance but a god might set store by ; 
And Fate from that moment enchained me her 
own, 
And her lip was the altar I swore by. 


GPELEP LPF 


PADDY’S TRIP TO ALGIERS. 
(T, Dibdin. ) 


THE sun shining bright, ’twas from Cork I set 
sail, 
Sing fal lalla, 
In a ship called the Dolphin, as big as a whale, 
Sing fal lal la; 
But, by some odd mistake, the whale met a shark, 
For a pirate, by moonlight, we saw in the dark. 
Sing fal lal la. 


I was sold to the Dey, in a terrible plight, 
Sing tal lal la, 
In Turkey a dey is an Algerine knight, 
Sing fal lal la ; 
His ladies they saw, through a hole in the wall, 
I was Ivish—and tipped me a wink one and all. 
Sing fal lal la. 


Among the dear creatures I somehow got hid, 
Sing fal lal la, 

No one but themselves ever knew what I did, 
Sing fal lal la ; 

Every night, by moonlight, oh, I gave them three 

cheers, 

And,"so funny, each day—’twas a day of all jeers. 

Sing fal lal la. 


This life was too merry to last very long, 

Sing fal lal la, 
So there was an end both of that and my song, 

Sing fal lal la ; 
Lord Exmouth he blew ’em up one windy day, 
And, triumphant in love and war, Pat came 

away. 
Sing fal lal la. 


GLROP POF 


TIE HUNTSMAN’S CHEERING STRAIN. 
(Male. ) 


RECITATIVE, 
WHEN bright Sol first quits his lovely Thetis’ 
bed, 
With refulgent glories crowned his heavenly head, 
Yn awful splendour, majestically rise, 
And gild, with glittering streaks, the purple skies, 
Hilo, ho, hark! the cheerful huntsman cries. 


AIR. 
While, then, the silver sweet-toned hom 
Breathes forth its cheering notes aloud, 
Brisk neighing steeds salute the morn, 
And yelping hounds around him crowd! 
Hark! hark! to cover—to it again! 
Hillio! hark, to cover! to cover! 
Hark! hark! hark'—the huntsman’s cheer\ng 
strain! 


That soon they gain the scent we find, 
By their shrilly notes and clear, 

The fleetest soon are left behind, 
The echoing horn still greets the ear! 

Hark! hark forward! hark, hark again! 

Millio! hark forward! hark, hark forward ! 

Hark! hark! hark!—the huntsman’s cheering 
‘strain! 
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Each heart with rapt’rous joy beats high, 
Our foaming steeds scour o’er the ground, 
Winged with the arrow’s speed they fly, 
And o’er the highest barriers bound! 
Still hark! hark forward! hark again! 
Hillio! hark forward! hark, hark forward! 
Hark! hark! hark!—the huntsman’s ch eeriny 
strain! 
The crafty victim far away, 
Now thinks himself secure again ; 
The scent is lost—the dogs at bay, 
But Sharpnose opens soon the strain! 
Hillio! hark forward! echoes again ! 
Hillio! hark forward! hark, hark forward ! 
Hark! hark! hark!—the huntsman’s cheering 
strain ! 


Now roused again, he forward bounds, 
Through streams, o’er hills, through wood an 
dell, 
Till, compassed by our deep-mouthed hounds, 
The joyous horn shrill sounds his knell ! 
Hillio! hark forward! echoes amain ! 
Hillio! hark forward! hark forward ! 
Hark! hark! hark!—the huntsman’s cheering 
strain ! 


PPP IL EPS? 


THE LADIES’ BUNDLE OF TRUTHS. 
(Miss Bryant. ) 
GROS DE NAPLE’s all the rage, 
Gentlemen are very vain, 
Ladies seldom tell their age, 
Men seldom tell the truth again! 
White veils often spoil the face, 
Green ones are the very best, 
Old ladies wear both rouge and paste, 
A foolish lover is a pest. 
Right fol de riddle ell, 
What this is ’tis hard to tell ; 
Not forgetting thitherum too, 
Ladies, it is made for you. 


The Great Unknown writes clever works, 
Moore very often Little looks ; 
Byron died among the Turks, 
Ladies all are fond of books! 
Stephens sings both sweet and fine, 
Actresses will often roam, 
Tree has left us, though divine, 
And Clari now is not at home. 
Right fol de riddle ell, &c. 


Cheapside to shop is rather dear, . 
Oxford-street must bear the belle, 
Or if a lounge you wish it near, 
Seek the shade of sweet Pall Mall. 
Ladies Jove a handsome youth, 
But often find they can deceive ! 
The men swear false, and vow ’tis truth, 
And foolish women still believe. 
Right fol de riddle ell, &c. 


Irving’s left all in the lurch, 
Novelty the fancy suits, 
And thousands wander from the church, 
To gaze on Faustus and Freischutz ! 
There’s naught but scandal now in town, 
The gaping people think it fun ; 
But this is stupid, I will own, 
Dear ladies, so my song is done. 
Right fol de riddle ell, &c. 


a a 


THE UNIVERSAL WISH—LIBERTY. 
(Rev. 'T. Browne.) 


WHAT may the Muse presume to call 
The universal wish of all? 
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The wish of all will, surely, be, 
If I mistake not,— Liberty ! 


Of life it is the sweetest zest, 

Not monarchs are without it blest ; 
The peasant eats, with greater glee, 
His crust of bread in—Liberty ! 


Yon birds that flutter in the cage, 
And peck their prison-bars in rage, 
Their only wish is to be free,— 
Such are the charms of—Liberty! 


Old Roger, wearied with the life 

He leads with Kate, his scolding wife, 
» Sighs to himself, ah, woe is me! 

Was I but once at—Liberty ! 


The thief, in grated room confined, 
Sighs after freedom in his mind ; 
And if some wealthy cit he see, 
Cries,—were I but at—Liberty ! 


The wealthy ward, from window high, 
Beholds her lover passing by ; 

Oh, was I but of age, cries she, 

I then should be at—Liberty ! 


The schoolboy, for some heinous fault, 
Shut up in dark coal-hole or vault, 
Impatient, hears his comrade’s glee, 
And pants to be at—Liberty ! 


The miser’s hoard, with longing eyes, 
The heir-presumptive views,—and cries, 
Oh, would the old curmudgeon die, 

I then should be at—Liberty ! 


Behold, on Britain’s ample plain, 

Content, and Wealth, and Commerce reign ; 
Around the waving harvests see, 

And all the joys of—Liberty ! 


That Britain long may flourish fair, 
Is every Briton’s wish and care ; 
And may we live from factions free, 
And ne’er misuse our—Liberty ! 


- Ye gods! your crowns, and wealth, and power, 
On those who wish them plenteous shower ; 
And only grant, I pray, to me, 

Health, and the goddess— Liberty ! 


GPRPL LIP LR 


CONSTANT WILL I PROVE TO HER I 


LOVE SO DEARLY. 
(Arnold.) 


THE moon her tranquil course has run, 
While fairy stars attend her ; 

Now brightly beams the morning sun, 
In rich and golden splendour. 


They all are bright, they all are fair, 
Which heaven displays so cheerly ; 

Yet, not can heaven itself compare 
With her I love so dearly. 


Her eyes than morning sun more bright, 
Across the landscape starting ; 

Her mind more tranquil than the light 
From star or moonbeam darting. 


Yes, all is bright in her we love, 
When loving so sincerely ; 

And all as constant will I prove 
To her I love so dearly, 


PLPELIIO 
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PRIVATE THEATRICALS ; 
OR, A TOUCH AT AMATEUR ACTORS. 


Air—* Picture of a Playhouse.” —( Lacey. ) 


PRIVATE actors we have—good, bad, and all sorts, 
All panting for Garrick’s high name ; 

We have Romev’s strut in dandyfied Coates, 
And applause is a burlesque for fame. 


Billy Dip was well known as a spruce spouting 
blade ; 
Private acting was all his delight, 
Stage-combats he studied far more than _ his 


trade, 
And ever was happy to fight. 
Sigh saare Billy Dip was a stage-struck tallow- 
chandler. Billy had ever an eye to the drama, 


though, unfortunately, he had but one. Mr. Dip 
was an actor of all-work, and the manager of a 
tastefully fitted-up private theatre in the back-slums, 
well known in the Holy Land. Billy considered 
that the performing of a melting tragic character 
was by far more delicious than the melting of a 
hogshead of tallow ; the fact was, Billy was deter- 
mined to be an actor, and not lose his sweet name. 
Dick Wildfire was a tragedian of much fiery pro- 
mise ; Dick was a gunpowder-maker by trade, and 
was a very touchy spark, as he would often blow-up 
his brother-performers for not going off the stage 
after they were dead. Miss Nancy Lovetrue, a 
straw-bonnet maker’s apprentice of Cranbourne- 
alley, was announced for the part of the love-sick 
Juliet. It must be understood, that Miss Nancy 
carried on a little private business of her own, so that 
she was enabled to cut a dashing appearance. 
Bobby Stitch, the tailor’s apprentice of Thread- 
needle-street, was to be the Romeo; but, on the 
night of performance, a sad disappointment oc- 
curred ; Bobby was compelled to sit on his master’s 
shopboard, and finish a pair of gentlemen’s inez- 
pressibles, (vulgarly called breeches; ) when the 
news reached the theatre, all the rest of the per- 
formers were dressed for their parts. Mr. Dip, 
however, undertook the character at five minutes’ 
notice, and, from the inimitable style in which he per- 
formed the part, proved himself tobe as much supe- 
rior to any other actor as the brilliancy of gas is toa 
Jarthing rushlight. Jeremiah Rhubarb, an assistant 
to Doctor Bolus, of Camomile-street, was, likewise, 
to be an assistant in Romeo and Juliet. Jerry was 
to perform the half-starved apothecary in the tra- 
gedy—his very appearance indicated that he was in 
the last stage of a consumption; however, it must 
be confessed, that he looked the part to admira- 
tion. 


Private acting, you know, is now all the go, 
Where all ranks they promiscuously mingle, 


Peter Puff was a barber of shaving renown, 
Many dandies he took by the nose ; 

Had a taste for the stage, ’twas very well known, 
Private playing was what Peter chose. 


Jack Flourish in private had got a great name K 
Such an actor, sure, never was seen ; 
King Richard, the tyrant, obtained him high 
fame, 


And, by’s friends, called superior to Kean. 


SPOKEN.] Peter Puff was a theatrical barber, 
and had a propensity for | sini acting; he pre- 
ferred outting a figure in Brutus to cutting the crop 
of a Brutus ; however, it was allowed by every 
one that Mr. Puff used to dress his characters in 
good style, (which, by-the-by, is a valuable re- 
quisite in a performer;) his Dicky Gossip, in 
“© My Grandmother,” was a most finished and na- 
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tural performance,—he played and looked the Vil- 
lage Barber to life. Jack Flourish was a dashing 
lawyer’s clerk. Mr. Flourish studied more the 
pages of Shakspeare than the pages of Coke and 
Lyttleton. Jack had an elegant figure, with a 
handsome person ; the actresses in private felt much 
pleasure in his company; in short, Jack Flourish 
was the iife and soul of the theatre: he was de- 
nominated the ladies’ fancy man. Miss Maria Ner- 
vous was a lady’s maid of the new school. Miss 
Maria had.a touch of the theatrical mania; she 
was a tragic actress of first-rate parts. Miss Ner- 
vous had such fine feelings that the sound of a 
dustman’s bell, or the springing of a watchman’s rat- 
tle, would occasion her to fall into hysterics. How- 
ever, it was a great consolation to think that a drop 
of the bottle (known by the name of Jackey ) would 
at all times bring Maria to herself again, and invi- 
gorate her with fresh spirits. The performance of 
the “‘ Road to Ruin” was a death-blow to the pri- 
vates. Soon after the comedy had began, some 
traps in the shape of police-officers made their debuts 
on the stage, and were greeted with loud hésses by a 
discerning audience. The prompter was awake , 
he gave the performers their cue—some bolted, and 


some were nabbed. The ladies were put to their | 


shifts ; though, unfortunately, some of them were 
destitute of that modest apparel. Whe celebrated 
tread-mill was the fate of the captured. Thus much 
for private theatricals and amateur actors. 


Private acting, you know, &c. 


a ee 


THE SHADE OF LEILA. 
(Lord Byron.) 


I cLAsp—what is it that I clasp? 
No breathing form within my grasp, 
No heart that beats reply to mine 5 
Yet, Leila! yet the form is thine! 
And art thou, dearest, changed so much, 
As meet my eye, yet mock my tonch? 
Ah, were thy beauties e’er so cold, 
I care not so my armsenfold ! 
The all they ever wish to hold 
Alas! around a shadow prest, 
They shrink upon my lonely breast ; 
Yet still ’tis there, in silence stands, 
And beckons with beseeching hands ; 
With braided hair, and bright black eye,— 
I knew ’twas false—she could not die. 
They told me wild waves rolled above 
The face I view, the form I love! 
They told me—’twas a hideous tale, 
I’d tell it, but my tongue would fail! 
If true, and from thine ocean-cave 
Thou com’st to claim a calmer grave, 
Oh! pass thy dewy fingers o’er 
This brow, that then will burn no more ; 
Or place them on my hopeless heart ! 
But, shape or shade, whate’er thou art, 
In mercy, ne’er again depart, 
Or farther with thee bear my soul 
Than winds can waft or waters roll. 


OL LIL ILL? 


WHILE PENSIVE I THOUGHT ON MY 
LOVE. 


(G. Colman.) 


WHILE pensive I thought on my love, 
The moon on the mountain was bright ; 
And Philomel, down in the grove, 
Broke sweetly the silence of night. 
O, I wish that the tear-drop would flow! 
But I felt too much anguish to weep, 
Till, worn by the weight of my woe, 
I sunk on my pillow to sleep. 


se > 


Methought, that my love, as I lay, 


His ringlets all clotted with gore, 


In the paleness of death seemed to say, 


«© Alas! we must never meet more! 


Yes, yes, my beloved, we must part; 


The steel of my rival was true ; 


The assassin has struck on that heart 


Which beat with such fervour for you.” 


PPP P+OF 


YORK, YOU’RE WANTED. 
Air—** Bow wow.” 


FROM York I comed up to get a place, 
And travelled to this town, sir, 

In Holborn I an office found, 
Of credit and renown, sir: 

Says I, pray, sir, get me a place: 
Says he, your pray'r is granted ; 
And when I meet with one that suits, 
Ill tell yon—York, you’re wanted. 


A gentleman soon hired me, 
I found he was a gambler ; 
Says he, I want a steady lad, 
Says I, sir, I’m no rambler: 
But, if you want a knowing one, 
By few I am supplanted ; 
Oh! that is just the thing, says he, 
So, Mr. York, you’re wanted. 


Now, I knew somewhat of a hoye, 
And measter just the same, sir; 
And if we didn’t do the fools, 
?Ecod we’d been to blame, sir. 
At races then we both looked out, 
For cash each bosom panted, 
And, when we thought the flats would bite, 
The word was—York, you’re wanted. 


A maiden lady, you must know, 
Just sixty-three years old, sir, 
There fell in love with my sweet face, 
And I with her sweet gold, sir. 
She said, the little god of love 
Her tender bosom haunted,— 
Dear sir, I almost blush to own, 
But, Mr. York, you’re wanted. 


In wedlock’s joys, you need not doubt, 
Most happily I rolled, sir, 

And how we loved, or how we fought, 
Shall never now be told, sir; 

For Mr. Death stepped in one day, 
And swift his dart he planted : 

I wiped my eyes, and thanked my stars, 
”T'was Mrs. York he wanted. 


So, ladies, pray now guard your hearts, 
A secret while I tell O; 

A widower with half a plum 
Must needs be a rich fellow. 

With fifty thousand pounds, I think, 
I ought not to be daunted ; 

Some lovely girl, I hope, ere long, 
Will say, sweet York, you’re wanted. 


CIOL IL IEF 


THE MILLER’S ASLEEP IN HIS MILL. 


(Garrick. ) 


MY eyes may speak pleasure, 
Tongue flow without measure, 
Yet my heart in my bosom lies still ; 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller’s asleep in his mill. 
Though lovers surround me, 


With speeches confound me, 
Yet my heart in my bosom lies still ; 
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Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller’s asleep in his mill. 


The little god eyes me, 
And thinks to surprise me, 
But my heart is awake in my breast ; 
‘Thus boys slily creeping, 
To catch a bird sleeping, 
But the linnet’s awake in his nest. 


PPP PLIIF 


MAY WE NE’ER WANT A FRIEND, NOR 
A BOTTLE TO GIVE HIM. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


SINCE the first dawn of reason that beamed on my 
mind 
And taught me how favoured by Fortune my 


ot; 
To share that good fortune I still was inclined, 
And impart to who wanted what I wanted not. 
Tis a maxim entitled to ev’ry one’s praise, 
When a man feels distress, like a man to relieve 


him ; 
And my motto, though simple, means more than 
it says— 
<< May we ne’er want a friend, nor a bottle to 
give him!” 


The heart, by deceit or ingratitude rent, 
Or by poverty bowed, though of evils the least, 
The smile of a friend may invite to content, 
And we all know content is an excellent feast. 
Tis a maxim, &c. 


GPOPLOEL LSS 


THE BRITISH TAR. 
(R. Beal.) 


I’m a son of old Neptune, to tell you my mind, 
At his bulwarks I always am ready ; 

Though surges roll high, and hard blows the wind, 
Mind me, lads, I like to be steady. 

Our captain, no sneaker, his duty well knew, 
Wouldn’t suffer the purser to cozen 5 

Beloved by us all, so he liked the crew, 
For he ne’er caused the seamen a dozen. 


The French hove in sight, and the day fine and 
clear, 
A thought just then struck my fancy,— 
Thinks I to myself what have I to fear ? 
There is one will take off my Nancy. 
For battle prepared, soon blood stained the deck, 
Our pendant was near shot away, 
But we plied well our guns, and soon laid them a 
wreck,— 
British glory then shone through that day 


Now hark ye, my lads, when the conflict is o’er, 
And the grog we tossed about with delight, 

British tars, well you know, at sea or on shore, 
They can love as well as they fight. 

Their king and their country they nobly defend, 
At the risk of a limb or their lives ; 

Then ne’er let it be said that the tars wanta friend, 
Who protected your children and wives. 


GLOL LIPO 


I FEARED MY TREACHEROUS HEART 
MIGHT GRANT HIM MORE. 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


WHEN sable night, each drooping plant restoring, 
Wept o’er the flowers her breath did cheer, 

As some sad widow, o’er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear ; 

When all did et whose weary hearts did borro 
One hour from love and care to rest, : 
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Lo! as I pressed my couch in silent sorrow, 
My lover caught me to his breast : 

He vowed he came to save me 

From those who would enslave me ; 
Then, kneeling, 
Kisses stealing, 

Endless faith he swore ; 
But soon I chid him thence, 
For, had his fond pretence 
Obtained one favour then, 
And he had pressed again, 

I feared my treacherous heart might grant 

him more. 


PRIL LIL IPL 


MY GRANDMOTHER’S ADVICE. 


Now listen to what I will say, 

And you will learn, all ina trice, 
How you may ’scape each wicked way— 
T’ll tell you grandmamma’s advice : 

Yes; she first said, 

Don’t be afraid, 
Don’t be too gay, nor yet too dull; 

The next thing— 

Don’t be a king, 
Nor Pope of Rome, nor Great Mogul ; 
Don’t think about love’s fal de rals, 
Have naught to say to naughty girls, 
Or they will make you, in a trice, 
Forget your grandmamma’s advice. 


The next thing that my granny said, 
Was never once to play at dice, 
And more of cards to be afraid, 
Was some of grandmamma’s advice ; 
Although yow’re bent 
On Parliament, 
A member I must never be, 
Nor counsellor, 
Nor emperor 
Of Russia nor of Muscovy. 
Of this, said she, you’ll make a note, 
Don’t go too near a petticoat, 
Or you'll repent, boy, in a trice, 
Neglecting grandmamma’s advice. 


When you take yourself a wife, 
Pray try her temper once or twice, 
Or you will lead a sorry life ; 
Remember grandmamma’s advice ; 
She then did cry, 
Don’t look too high 
Above yourself, for that wo’n’t do ; 
An empress, 
Nor a princess, 
Must never be a wife for you. 
Don’t teaze the cats, nor liquor quaff, 
Nor at old women ever laugh : 
Repeat what I’ve said once or twice, 
And study grandmamma’s advice. 


GCL LOGLIL FL 


HE IS GONE ON THE MOUNTAIN. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


HE is gone on the mountain, 
He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain, 
When our need was the sorest : 
The font re-appearing, 
From the rain-drops shall borrow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 
To Duncan no morrow ! 


The hand of the reaper 
Takes the ears that are hoary, 
But the voice of the weeper 
’Wails manhood in glory ; 
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The autumn-winds, rushing, 
Waft the leaves that are searest, 

But our flower was in flushing 
When blighting was nearest. 


Fleet foot on the correi, 
Sage counsel in cumber, 
Red hand in the foray, 

How sound is thy slumber! 
Like the dew on the mountain, 
Like the foam on the river, 
Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone—and for ever! 


ORIP FE PLP 


DAME DURDEN. 
A GLEE. 


DAME DURDEN kept five serving-girls, 
To carry the milking-pail ; 
She also kept five labouring men, 
To wield the spade and flail : 
?Twas Moll and Bet, 
And Doll and Kate, 
And Dorothy Draggletail ; 
And John and Dick, 
And Joe and Jack, 
And Humphrey with his flail ; 
"was John kissed Molly, 
And Dick kissed Betty, 
And Joe kissed Dolly, 
And Jack kissed Kitty ; 
And Humphrey with his flail ; 
And Kitty she‘was a charming girl to carry the 
milking-pail. 
Dame Durden in the morn so soon 
She did begin to call, 
To rouse her servant-maids and men 
She then began to bawl. 
?Twas Moll and Bet, &c. 


*T'was on the morn of Valentine, 
The birds began to prate, 
Dame Durden’s servant-maids and men 
They all began to mate. 
?Twas Moll and Bet, &c. 


OIF PIPELEF 


THE LIFE OF ALL LIVES IS A SOLDIER'S. 
(Dimond. ) 


IN life’s fresh May, the peasant boy, 
Heart-weary of plough and tillage, 

Springs from his toil with eager joy, 
When soldiers march through the village— 

Boid captains come— flags flaunting high— 
In gay gallant trim appearing— 

Who’ll fist ?—Who’ll list ?—the sweet fifes cry— 
Who’ll venture volunteering ? 

The peasant boy resolves to roam, 
Disdainful of rustic labours— 

Farewell! he cries, my simple home, 
Farewell! old friends and neighbours. 

Ah! beat the drum—ah! blow the fife ! 

Hail! jocund, jovial, joyous, life! 
The life of all lives is a soldier’s. 


Some battles lost—some battles won— 
As fortune frowned or befriended, 
Then foes shake hands—the wars are done, 
The soldier’s race hath ended! 
Time changed, the wanderer homeward turns, 
Youth’s rose on his cheek has faded ; 
Life’s first mad blood no longer burns— 
Gray hairs his forehead have shaded ! 
Still, blithe and lusty lasts his age, 
Old scenes fresh pleasures bringing ; 
And whilst he broods o’er memory’s page, 
The veteran oft is heard singing— _. 
Ah! beat the drum—ah! blow the fife, &c. 
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BANG-UP IN THE CITY. 
Air—“ With Spirits gay.” —( Lawler.) 


TAKE life throughout, both high and low, in every 
rank and station, 

Where’er you look you'll find that folks are led 
by imitation ; 

Thus four-in-hand while at the west, so prime 
they dash away, 

You'll find us east of Temple-bar as knowing ‘ads 
as they ; 

For each one now-a-days to ape his betters will be 
striving, 

And ’prentice boys, as well as peers, will have a 
touch at driving. 


SPOKEN.] There was Tom Ledger, Billy Poster, 
and I, were three as prime lads as any in the 
city—we were the boys for keeping it up of an 
evening—billiard-tables, knock about the balls— 
half-price at the play—oysters, spruce beer, bot- 
tled porter and pipe, turn out about three, quite 
frisk, break lamps, rings bells, knock down watch- 
men, home to bed, got the key, all snug, count- 
ing-house next morn:ng at nine, bang-up. 


Then keep it up, it’s all the go, such natty lads 
and pretty, 

Whatever other bucks may say, we’re bang-up in 
the city. 


The alderman’s fat wife, you know, must copy 
from my lady, 

With coneert, ball, and crowded rout, she’ll often 
keep a gay day ; 

At Easter Monday’s ball she’ll mix with city belles 
so dashing, 

And stand a scrouging all the while, because it is 
the fashion. 

Thus mounted on our Sunday nags, like Rosinante 
and Dapple, 

Soon Rotten-row and Bond-street, too, will scarce 
eclipse Whitechapel. 


SPOKEN.] Ay, we’re knowing dogs at Hounds- 
ditch, and deep files at Wellclose-square ; in Can- 
non-street they’re all prime; and about St. Mary 
Axe they are as keen as a hatchet. 

So keep it up, it’s all the go, &c. 


Like western bucks each sport and rig we’d ever 
be enjoying, 

But business, a needful bore, our day will keep 
employing ; 

But business ’tis that brings supplies, so that’s a 
grief we pass, 

And sometimes though the cash runs shy, we’re 
never out of brass ; 

So push along, and add each day to fashion’s raw 
recruit, sir, 

And down Cheapside parade it in new toggery and 
boots, sir. 


SPpokEN.] Ah! Tom, how do this morning ?— 
Oh! d d bad; up late last night, was chair- 
man at the Cat and Fiddle; we had some rum 
singing and good fun. What did you do with your- 
self?—Oh! I had a ticket for the readings and 
music, but went to the debating society,—quite a 
spree, marched into the room, threw down my 
bob; hats off; cried, question ; took snuff; quizzed 
the president ; called to order, and kicked up a 
row 3 was quite prime—that’s your sort. 

So keep it up, it’s all the go, &c. 





GPL LLAE ST 


THE FAIRY WREATH. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


Kinocur, daffodil, and rose, 
Shall the fairy wreath compose ; 
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Beauty, sweetness, and delight, 

Crown our revels of the night: 
Lightly trip it o’er the green 
Where the fairy ring is seen, 
So no one step of earthly cread 
Shall offend our lady’s head. 


Virtue sometimes droops her wing, 
Beauty’s bee may lose her sting, 
Fairy land can both combine 
Roses with the eglantine : 
Lightly be your measures seen, 
Deftly footed o’er the green ; 
Nor a spectre’s baleful head 
Peep at our nocturnal tread. 


POLO LIIR 


WINIFRED AND CADWALL. 
( Boaden.) 


WHEN the rude voice of war I no longer shall 
hear, 

And my Cadwall’s restored to the arms of his 
dear, 

To the harp will I sing at our cottage turfed door, 

And my Cadwall shall leave his fond Winny no 
more ! 

To our parent, to good Shenkin, the blithe ballad 
Vl troll ; 

"Twill be thankful, ’twill be grateful, oh, "twill 

flow from the soul! 

There’s no peasant,. there’s no monarch, can than 
me be more blest, 

By good Shenkin still protected, by my Cadwall 
carest ! 


When the rude voice of war I no longer shall hear, 

And my Cadwall’s restored to the arms of his 
dear 

To the harp will I sing at our cottage turfed door, 

And my Cadwall shall leave his fond Winny no 


more ! 
RELICTS OF MY LUCKLESS CREW. 
(Cumberland. ) 


RELICTS of my luckless crew, 

Take, oh! take my last adieu! 
Heaven alone, when thus we part, 
Knows what anguish wrings my heart. 


Here to cluse our wretched lives, 
Torn from parents, children, wives ; 
Better had we met onr graves, 
Whelmed beneath the surging waves. 


Still, whatever may betide, 
Virtue is by sufferings tried ; 
Patient let us meet our doom— 
Happier life is yet to come. 


Fear not, friends! the truly great 
Soar superior to their fate ; 
Soul-enslaved we cannot be, 

Our own virtue sets us free. 


OPLLPLOP 


PADDY WHACKMACRACK’S VISIT TO 
LONDON. 


To London town I lately came, 
A stranger I declare ; 
The London folks all stared at me, 
But I returned the stare. 
For one whole day I roved about, 
Amidst the noise and din ; 
Though many a house I might have found 
To take a stranger in. 


At length, night coming quickly on, 
‘And hunger coming too, 


I stepped into the first cook-shop 
That came within my view ; 
And sitting down I boldly cried, 

Here, waiter, do you see, 
Bring me a mutton-chop for one, 
And parates, lad, for three. 


Here, Betty, cried the waiter, straight 
Put on the frying-pan, 

And I myself will lay the cloth 
For this Irish gentleman. 

Whilst I, confounded at his sense, 
Just begged him to explain 

How he could know my country when 
He never heard my name. 


The waiter, he replied to me, 
He was a London rogue, 
Lord, sir, I never miss to know 
When gemmans got the brogue. 
The brogue? says I, I’m sure I speak 
Plain English, like a man; 
Detect me talking any foreign 
Lingo if you can. 


The waiter brought the dinner in, 
And, smiling, set it down ; 

And when I’d eat the dishes clean, 
Thus spoke the saucy clown— 
The brogue is sure upon your teeth, 

If not upon your tongue ; 
For you’ve eat pratys now for three, 
Although you’re only one. 


Not mighty pleased, you may be sure, 
At this douce in the chops ; 

It being night, I went to take 
A peep at the fine shops: 

But night, dear honey, there was none, 
For it had come to pass, 

The lamps had all contracted for 
Their oil from Mr. Gas. 


At length I got to the play-house, 
And, lord, how I did stare; 
They thrust me into China, lad, 
As sure as you are there ; 
But what do you think cleared my mistake, 
In China, girls are shy ; ; 
But in this London China shop, 
Oh! blushing’s all my eye. 


I’d heard the London ladies went 
Full dressed to see the shows ; 
But here half-dressed I saw them sitting 
All along in rows. 
And seeing me a stranger, lad, 
They were so vast polite ; 
Scarce one but asked me if I’d got 
A lodging for the night. 


Well said, thought I, night’s coming on, 
And I’ve not got a bed; 
I’m very glad the ladies put 
This thought into my head. 
So out I ran, and giving two 
Thirteens to a spalpeen, 
He lodged me dry, I went to roost, 
And dreamt of what I'd seen. 


GPLIIIIIS 


THOUGH ALL THE WORLD DRINK, ’TIS 
NOT ALL THE WORLD LOVE. 


(Cobb.) 


IN vain whining lovers their Cupid shall prize, 

And boast that his Godship’s derived from the 
skies ; 

Though divine was the birth of the young God of 
Love, 

Our Bacchus, we know, was the son of great 
Jove : " 
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Let us number Love’s vot’ries, I think we can 
prove, 

That though all the world drink, ’tis not all the 
world love. 

When malicious young Cupid o’erwhelms us with 
grief, 


In the comforts of Bacchus we find sure relief ; 
Though Chloe, disdainful, deny you her charms, 
When, glowing with rapture, you rush to her arms, 
Pay your court to a bumper, and there you will 
: find 

A gay smiling mistress eternally kind. 


Nay, when chilling age, like bleak winter, comes 


on, 

And the sunshine of beauty and love shall be 
gone, 

Still constant, your bumper will smile to the end, 

And supply both the places of mistress and friend. 

Let us number Love’s vot’ries, I think we can 
prove, 

That though all the world drink, ’tis not all the 
world love. 


PPOIP LES 


THE SLEEPING MAID BY THE RIVER’S 
SIDE. 


[From the Italian ] 
Air—“< Sul margine d’un rio.” —(T. W. Kelly.) 


By the river’s side, where flowers 
Form with circling trees a shade, 
(Like fair Venus in her bowers, ) 
I behold a sleeping maid ; 
And her sleep upon my heart 
Such a strange impression makes, 
I shall feel Love’s keenest smart, 
When this beauteous nymph awakes. 


Her fair cheek of vermeil glows, 
Resting on her lily hand, 
Looks like April’s budding rose, 
When its blushing leaves expand 3; 
Or else like the crimson hue 
Of the morn, as bright it breaks ; 
But my heart her sleep will rue, 
When this heavenly maid awakes. 


Then while slumber’s downy wing 
Shall her dark brows sweetly shade, 
In her beauties slumbering, 
I will contemplate this maid. 
Morpheus, oh! be thou but kind, 
Let her sleep, for pity’s sake * 
I shall lose my peace of mind, 
Should this lovely nymph awake. 


I would pledge my heart’s esteem, 
Fain would on her lips impress 

One warm kiss, but should she deem 
This too rude—then what redress ? 

Ah! ’tis done, and I’m resigned, 
Love my part in pity takes ; 

See! she smiles! and, oh! my mind 
Is at peace, now she awakes! 


SLPPLILEH 


OH! THE DEUCE TAKE THE FIRST OF | 


SEPTEMBER. 


AT the glittering dew which bespangled the lawn 
Aurora was taking a peep, 

To rouse the keen sportsman, broke forth the clear 

dawn, 

When up started Colin, as brisk as a fawn, 
Leaving Chloe, unconscious, asleep ; 

And, opening the casement, he cried out to John, 
His servant and old sporting crony, 
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“* See, the sun’s getting up, and ’tis time we were 
gone, 
So uncouple the pointers, young Ponto and Don, 
And saddle the black shooting pony.” 


Awaked by the noise, Chloe, rubbing her eyes, 

Which might rival the basilisk’s charms, 
Exclaimed—* What’s o’clock ?” then, with well- 

feigned surprise, 
“<¢ *Tis not five! why, my Colin, so soon dost thou 
rise, 

And quit thy poor Chloe’s fond arms?” 

Colin quick snatched a kiss, smiled, and, shaking 
his head, 

Cried—* The day, my sweet Chloe, remember.” 
The disconsolate fair one, then tossing in bed, 
Again courted sleep, but, with pouting lip, said— 

“‘ Oh! the deuce take the first of September !”’ 


GIPPLIS? 


TELL ME, LOVE, THE DEAREST 
HOUR. 


A DUET. 


(Terry.) 

OH, tell me, love, the dearest hour 
The parted, anxious lover knows,— 
When passion, with enchanter’s power, 
Across his faithful memory throws 

Its softest, brightest flame. 


OH! 


?Tis when he sings on some lone shore 
Where Echo’s vocal spirits throng, 
Whose airy voices, o’er and o’er, 
On still and moonlight lake prolong, , 
One dear, loved, thrilling name. 


GIPPLILP PF? 


A SUP OF GOOD WHISKEY. 


A suP of good whiskey will make you glad ; 
Too much of the creature will set you mad ; 
If you take it in reason ’twill make you wise ; 
If you drink to excess it will close up your eyes 5 
Yet father and mother, 
And sister and brother, 
They all take a sup in their turn. 


Some preachers will tell you, to drink is bad ; 
I think so too—if there’s none to be had: 
The swaddler will bid you drink none at all, 
But, while I can get it, a fig for them all ; 
Both layman and brother, 
In spite of this pother, 
Will all take a sup in their turn. 


Some doctors will tell you ’twill hurt your health, 
And Justice will say twill reduce your wealth ; 
Physicians and lawyers both do agree, 
When your money’s all gone, they can get no fee ; 
Yet surgeon and doctor, 
And lawyer and proctor, 
Will all take a sup in their turn. 


If a soldier is drunk on his duty found, 
He to the three-legged horse is bound, 
In the face of his regiment obliged to strip ; 
But a noggin will soften the nine-tailed whip! 
For serjeant and drummer, 
And likewise his honour, 
Will all take a sup in their turn. 


The Turks who arrived from the Porte Sublime, 
All told us that drinking was held a great crime ; 
Yet, after their dinner, away they slunk, 
And tippled their wine till they got quite drunk : 
The sultan and Crommet, 
And even Mahomet, 
They all take a sup in their turn. 


The Quakers will bid you from drink abstain, 
By yea and by nay, ’tis a fault in the vain; 
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Yet some of the broad-brims will get to the stuff, 
And tipple away till they’ve tippled enough 3 
For Stiff-rump and Steady, 
And Solomon’s lady, 
Will all take a sup in their turn. 


The Germans do say they can drink the most, 
The French and Italians also do boast ; 
Hibernia’s the country (for all their noise) 
For generous drinking and hearty boys; 
There each jovial fellow 
Will drink till he’s mellow, 
And take off his glass in his turn. 


GLOPOEIIP 


ON FREEDOM’S HAPPY LAND. 
(Sir H. B, Dudley.) 


On Freedom’s happy land, 
My task of duty done, 

With Mirth’s light-hearted band, 
Why not the lowly woodman one? 


Though Fortune’s smile our groves forsake, . 
Mirth may be left behind ; 
For wealth can neither give nor take 
This treasure of the mind! 
On Fréedom’s happy land, &c. 


Come, Cheerfulness, with blithesome gait, 
Trip by the peasant’s side ; 
While Care, in cold and sullen state, 
Sits on the brow of Pride. 
On Freedom’s happy land, &c. 


POOP PPI? 


WHEN STATIONED AT THE CANNON’S 
SIDE. 


Air—“ The Sailor’s Journal.” —( Male.) 


WHEN stationed at the cannon’s side, 
(Sam Stay-sail first his country calling,) 
Beheld his messmates fall, and sighed, 
The fate of war his spirits galling ; 
A comrade once laid low for death, 
Caught his cold hand, and sadly sighing, 
Bear to my Nan my parting breath, 
Tis Love’s last prayer, for glory dying. 


He caught the fire, a hero shone, 

Despising balls that flew around him, 
Bade haggard Fear far hence begone, 

Nor death or danger could contound him ; 
In many a fight the foe he’s faced, 

For England’s honour brave contending : 
In war, the lion ne’er disgraced ; 

In peace, the lamb with valour blending. 


And now the fools and fops may plead, 
Admire my form, extol my beauty, 
No folly shall my mind mislead, 
Or force me to forget my duty 5 
Secure the tar who roams for fame, 
In British females safe relying, 
Are well assured their godlike name 
Lives in our breasts, all art defying. 


COLI LLIF 


A LARK AT CAMDEN TOWN ; 
OR, THEATRICALS EXTRAORDINARY. 
Air—“ The Calais Packet.”—( Bryant. ) 


My name’s Billy Quiz, I’m a man of renown, 
sirs, 


And I'll tell you a thing that occurred t’other 
day ;— 
T live in a ‘place which they_call Camden-Town, 
sirs, 


And one evening I went off to look ata play. 
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I called for Miss Wiggins and Dorothy Spriggins, 
And snug in the boxes we sat a long while, 
Where we took gin and cake, all for harmony’s 


sake, 
And laughed, talked, and oft at each other did 
smile. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me, says I, how comfortable 
we are, ladies. So we are, says Miss Wiggins ; 
this here is much more pleasanter thaa: serving snuff 
in that ’are shop of mine. True, says Miss Sprig- 
gins, I likes agood play better nor work, and if my 
business fails in the haberdashery line, Ill turn 
hactress, and supprise the natives 0 Camden-Town. 
Then the music struck up. Sit down, says Stitch, 
the tailor. Bravo! saw away, cries Bore, the 
carpenter. Then the curtain ruse, and we gazed 
like so many stuck pigs. 


And there, all sohearty, 
We formed a snug party, 
To see all the players at famed Camden-Town. 


Then the lights looked so pretty, the speeches were 
witty, ~ 
The ioielee looked fine, and the feathers so 
white ; 
Then the ladies looked rosy, and we were quite 
cosey, 
And we thought to be happy, I’m sure, on that 
night. 
There was Mr. Magwag, with a nice little party, 
With his wife and fat daughters, all sat very 


snug 3 
While Mugwell, the surgeon, and Mr. Car- 
mudgeon 
Were drinking cold punch, 


and they pushed 
round the jug. 


SPOKEN.] Lud! lud! says Mrs. Widemouth, 
how that surgeon drinks; he’s quite a beast. Yes, 
says Mr. Pun, his wife says he’s been one a long 
time. Bless my heart, says Mr. Squeak, what a 
noise there is behind the scenes. You're right, sir, 
says a Bow-street officer, and there will soon be a 
riot before, for there’s no life without us, so we’ve 
come to make a bit of a lark at Camden-Town. 
What do you mean, cries Mrs. Twitter? Why, 
I mean that you must all go with me to the watch- 
house. So there was the tailor and the barber tied 
together ; the butcher and the doctor were hand- 
cuffed with a rope; while Mrs. Twinge, the sur- 
geon’s aunt, fainted in the arms of a watchman ; 
Miss Silence screeched; Miss Patience wept till 
her eyes were sore ; and I bawle¢ so much that the 
watchman stuck his rattle in my throat. 


And there, all so hearty, &c. 


' But some wags, who were sparkish, and felt rather 


larkish, 
Went under the stage, to see what could be 
done ; 
They managed it dryly, and went rather slyly, 
All anxious to fix ona fine bit of fun ; 
Now stages, ’tis known, both in country and town, 
sirs 
Are patched up, and pieced up, for purposes 
ood ; 
Just to let the ghosts up, or to let the ghosts down, 


sirs 
So shortly [ll tell where the constables stood. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, there was one standing on the 
place where Hamlet’s father often stood ; another 
took the spot where the gravediggers so often have 
amused ; and a third fixed himself on a trap used 
for taking down lumber; so that all the traps were 
upon the trap-doors handcuffing the characters for a 
dungeon-scene, when every trap was entrapped 
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through the trap-doors, and the audience were run- 
ning about like mice from traps, singing— 
And there, allso hearty, &c. 


Now the gents and the ladies were tied all to- 
gether, 
And off, in procession, to watchhouse they go, 
Some in silks, and in satins, and others in pat- 
tens, 
Were tearing their hair, and were crying with 
wo. 
Then after we there for a long night had tarried, 
To a magistrate all in a body we went, 
When some thought to jail they’d be instantly car- 
ried, 
And some said to Brixton they’d surely be sent. 
SPOKEN.] The surgeon declared he was quite 
cut-up, and swore the watchman mangled him se- 
verely; the tailor declared he was as stiff as a 
sleeve- board ; the shoemaker said he hoped there 
would be an end put to the affair, and declared, 
upon his sole, he spoke for awl; Clay, the under- 
taker, hoped the thing might be buried; while 
Mumble, the baker, swore they’d got into bad- 
bread; and he felt rather crusty at being thus 
treated ; while the magistrate, with great humanity, 
fined them one shilling each, as they had been in 
jail all night, and sent them home to work after 
their play. 
And there, all so hearty, &c. 


GLILCLPIPOP 


RING THE BELL, AND FILL THE BOWL. 


RING the bell, and fill the bowl, 
Wine inspires the jovial song ; 

Care shall never dare control 
While liquor can our mirth prolong. 


Come, ye youths, who sigh and pine 
For some silly fickle fair ; 

Come, and drown in sparkling wine 
All your folly, all your care. 


Ye wretches, on whom Fortune frowns, 
Whom duns and creditors beset, 

Good store of wines will troubles drown; 
Come, drink yourselves quite out of debt. 


Ye husbands, who have scolding wives 
Come here, and leave the shrew behind ; 

With Comus lead more happy lives; 
Come, haste away, O, prithee, come. 


OLIPIPIL IPH 


THE BLIND BEGGAR AND HIS DOG 
TRAY. 


Air—“* Contented I am.”’—( Anderson. ) 


OVER fern-clad high mountains, and through the 
long vales, 
On paths wild and dreary, dejected I roam ; 
Exposed to the sun, or the sharp wintry gales, 
Unknowing my course, and imploring a home ; 
With no guide to protect me, or point out the way, 
But my friend and companion, my poor faithful 
Tray. 
What boots it to say, for my country I bled, 
The pitiless world seldom lists to my prayer ; 
’Tis the fate of the bravest to wander for bread, 
While the worthless, too often, ev’ry luxury 
share ; 
But my dog, ever faithful, no want can dismay, 
And ’twere well for mankind, could they copy poor 
Tray. 
They tell me of sights I’m forbid to enjoy, 
I hear of soft pleasures I never can taste ; 
An exile--no kindred! no neighbour! have I, 
And the world is to me but a dark dreary waste ; 
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Yet a crust from a cottage can still make me gay, 
When I share the sweet morsel with poor honest 
Tray. 
On the dull road of life we observe nature’s law, 
From the censure of mortals we wander stil. 
free ; 
I pat his rough back, and he gives me his paw, 
Which is more than the hand of a monarch to 
me ; 
For he fawns at my call, nor would lead me astray, 
And my comfort of life is my poor honest Tray. 


Fond guide of my steps, soon I find we must part, 
For age numbs the hand that our pittance has 
shared ; 
But oh! when life ceases to warm this sad heart, 
Who thy wants and thy wailing will ever regard ! 
’Tis this pains my bosom so oft through the day, 
To leave thee, old comrade, my poor faithful 
Tray. 


Haste, haste on thy course, ere quite wearied, my 
friend, 
And lead to some hut that may own me its guest ; 
For I feel it is night, now the chill dews descend, 
But sooth my sad spirits with hopes to find rest. 
Though wretched, yet thousands, ere life’s latest 
day, 


May envy the beggar and his faithful dog Tray. 


“PIP FIL IF 


COME AWA WI ME, JENNY. 


O COME awa, come awa, 
Come awa wi’ me, Jenny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 
Whase smiles ance ravished me, Jenny. 
If you’ll be kind, you’ll never find 
That aught sall alter me, Jenny ; 
For you’re the mistress of my mind, 
Whate’er you think of me, Jenny. 


First when your sweets enslaved my heart, 
You seemed to favour me, Jenny ; 
But now, alas! you act a part 
That speaks unconstancy, Jenny. 
Unconstancy is sic a vice, 
Tis not befitting thee, Jenny ; 
It suits not with your virtue nice 
To carry sae to me, Jenny. 


GLI IL IEF 


GIRLS, LOOK ERE YOU LEAP, 
(Wastell. ) 


A PLAGUE upon man, and his flattering tongue ; 
What a fool is a maid to believe him : 
If she plays well her cards while she’s handsome 
and young, 
She’ll laugh at his oaths, and deceive him. 
But when she’s a wife, 
Every comfort in life 
She must yield to her tyrant tormentor. 
Sure wedlock to me, 
Seems a patent to be, 
And the devil himself the inventor. 


Why should woman submit to man’s slavery still, 
When it needs but a little resistance, 
To teach the proud tyrant to bend to her will, 
And to beg in good turn for assistance ? 
Then, girls, single keep, 
Or look well ere you leap ; 
Or, if husbands you have, vex and fret ’em : 
And remember this rule, 
Ever marry a fool, 
And hold fast by the reins when you get ’em. 


GIP LILI 
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Gaffer Grist, Gaffer’s son, and his little Jackass, 
Trotting along the road. 


TROTTING ALONG THE ROAD. 
(YT. Dibdin. ) 


GAFFER GRIST, Gaffer’s son, and his little Jack- 
ass, 
Trotting along the road, 
Through a gossipping straggling village must pass, 
Before they could reach their abode. 
Master Johnny rode Jackey, which old Gaffer led : 
The villagers thought the boy monstrous ill-bred, 
So they made honest Gaffer get up in his stead, 
Trotting along the road. 





They didn’t go far, ere they heard people talk, 
Trotting along the road, 
As how it was stupid for either to walk, 
Before they could reach their abode. 
So they both rode, when, proud of his horse and 
his pelf, 
A farmer cries, “‘ Down! would you kill the poor 
elf? 
«< If you was an ass, would you like it yourself?” 
Trotting along the road. 


Next they carried the Jack-ass, who never said 
nay, 
Trotting along the road, 
But all changes endured, like the Vicar of Bray, 
Before he would quit his abode. 
Yet e’en this wou’dn’t please ev’ry ill-natured tyke, 
And, therefore, this moral must forcibly strike, 
We should manage our Jack-asses just as we like, 
While trotting along the road. 


PIILLL IF 


THE TARTAN SOLDIER. 
(Upton. ) 
THE. inoon, in all her beauty bright, 
Arose to gild the shades of night, 
When, loud and clear, was heard to sound 
The war-tongued trumpet’s blast around. 
45--VOL. 11. 








From Jenny’s love and Jenny’s charms, 
The mountain-hero rushed to arms ! 
”[Twas Honour’s voice, *twas glory’s sway, 
That called the Highland lad away! 
The braw and gallant Tartan soldier. 


«© One kiss,” she cried,— one kiss, and then, 

Ere the shrill trumpet sounds again, 

A gift of love thy neck shall bind, 

To think of her you leave behind !” 

She sighed,—and as the starting tear 

Betrayed for him a trembling fear, 

He kissed the pearl-drop from her eye, 

And, struggling, bade his Jane—good-bye ! 
The braw and gallant Tartan sold:er, 


The war-trump blew,—the battle raged, 
And man to man, in fight engaged ; 
Pale Death, in triumph, stalked around, 
When the shrill clarion ceased to sound! 
’Twas Peace that now her white flag waved, 
And Jenny’s Highland laddie saved ! 
To Scotland’s hills returned again, 
No more to part from lovely Jane, 
The braw and gallant Tartan sol ier. 


PII? PLP SF 


KNIGHTS ERRANT OF OLD. 
Air—“ Troubadour.”—( Reynolds, ) 


KNIGHTS-ERRANT of old, 
By their titles we’re told, 
Thought more of their stomachs than fare, 
Each knight from some treat, 
Some plant or some meat, 
Uncourteously borrowed his name. 


Scotch Air—‘‘ Corn Rigs.” 


De’el burn you all, quoth St. Andrew, 
Let other knights gang whistle , 

The bonny Scotsman kens his foes, 
And scratches with his thistle. 


Welsh Air—* Ar hyd y nos.” 
Now, cotsplood, quoth St. David, 
Oh, pless the leek ! 
Inteed, the Welsh knight peats the Scot; 
Oh, pless the leek! 
Milk, cheese, and curds, and nanny goats, 
With other treats we Taffies view, 
And tear, and swear, and fight, look you, 
Oh, pless the leek! 


French Air—‘ Young Colin stole my heart away.” 


St. Dennis di, mes chere amis, 
En verite behold a me, 
We French knights dance away, d’ye see, 
And fight for frogs and fricassee. 
Trish Air—‘‘ Alley Croker.” 
St. Patrick, hot as lightning, with whiskey and 
old Bumbo, 
Cried out, ‘* don’t bother thus, with noise and 
Hurlo Thrumbo ! 
Here’s one with his shellelagh will suddenly all 
beat ye, 
Unless your frogs and thistles yield to Pat and his 
potaty ! 
Oh, the plump potaty, 
The pretty plump potaty.” 


English Air—‘“ Rule Britannia.” 


When errant knights, in proud array, 
Assembled first on Clermont’s plain, 

This was the burden of their lay, 
And ev’ry champion joined the strain! 
St. George for ever! for ever live the chief, 
St. George, Old England, and roast beef ! 


Old Air. 


Oh, the roast beef of Old England! 
And, oh, the Old English roast beef! 


CLO L ILLS 


THE LEARNED PIG; 
OR, THE FORTUNE-TELLER ON ALI. FOURS! 
Air— Hark, hark, away, boys.” 
(W. Woodfall.) 


You all must have heard of the learned Pig, 
a little one in size, but in science very big ; 
Then what would you say to a pig of my own, 
To whick this pig is no more than a drone? 
For a Cock-lane ghost, 
In wainscot or post, 
With a knock or a scratch, to answer was wont, 
Sirs, 
So my pig, too, 
Will answer as true, 
Crying no, with a snort, and yes with a grunt, 
sirs ! 
Tol lol de rol, tol de rol, tol de ra, &c. 
The parson of the parish, a pious man, 
Cried, ‘‘ pray, Mr. Pig, resolve me, if youcan ; 
“Though I christen, and I bury, and I preach, and 
I pray, 
And I constantly keep every festival day , 
Pray shall not I 
Be a bishop by-and-by, 
And from dioeese to diocese to Canterbury pass, 
sir” 
<« No,” (snorts, ) says the pig; 
Cried the parson, looking big, 
¢¢ Sir, you are an imposter, and your pig is but an 
ASS, Site 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 
Next, Sir Guttle-belly Gobblewell, who never 
banlked his glass, 
Cried, (hic) “ d—me, an’t it hard for a sot that 
I must pass? 
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Yet though I’m thus abused, Mr. Pig, by my 
wite, 
Did (hic) 
life ? 
Piggy grunted so loud, ( O whee! ) 
That the rest of the crowd 
All gaped and stared, like stuck pigs, I vow, sir; 
When Old Beosey, in a pout, 
Turned about and (hic) hiccupped out, 
«* D—me, (hic ) but your pig is as drank as David’s 
sow, sir |’? 


you ever see a soberer man in yorr 
a 


Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then “Peon refugee, who was jealous of his 
rib, 
And knowing that my pig at an answer was glib, 
Cried, ‘‘ Monsieur, repondez-moi, sans facon, 
Am me a cookold, sieur, oui or non?” 
<< Owhee!”’ was the reply. 
“* Begar, siewr, you lie: 
My vife, to be sure, she no care for me von fig, 
sieur 5 
Yet though me vear de horn, 
No Frenchman ever born 
Vill suffiere to be call von cookold by a pig, sieur !”” 
Ton ton de ron ton de merlin ton de ra, &c. 


Now a punning philosopher standing by, 
Who Pythagoras’s doctrine held, by-the-by ; 
Very gravely exclaimed, ‘‘ I can easily trace 
A metempsychosis in this pig’s face! 

For pig’s but a name, 

And man’s but the same, 
And in teansmigration, if I be not mistaken, 

This learned pig must be, 

By consanguinity, 
Descended from the great Lord Bacon.” 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then my pig, at a joke so humorous and blunt, 
Cried, “* O whee, O whee, O whee!’ as loud as he 
could grunt ; 
Which showed that ke knew, though a four-footed 
elf, 
His pedigree as well as Cadwallader himself ; 
And my life will I pawn 
That, when collared into brawn, 
He who eats but his fill, though at college never 
bred, sirs, 
As an egg’s full of meat, 
Will with learning be replete, 
For he’ll have it in his belly, if not in his head, 
sirs. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


GPO LOPIFS 


ALL IS NOT TRUE THAT LOVERS TELL. 


Air—“ Giovinetto Canalier,”-—from “ Il Crociate 
in Egitto.”’—(W. Ball.) 


[Music, Chappell & Co. Bond-street. ] 


EVENING breathed each soft delight 
Through the myrtle’s bow’ry grove, 
Where a gay and youthful knight 
Sat beside his lady-love. 


As she meets his tender gaze, 
Ardent sighs his bosom move, 

On his heart her hand he lays, 

‘* And here, what tumult here!” he says, 
<< *Tis love, dear maid, true love.” 


Ah, maidens fair! bethink ye well, 
All is not true that lovers tell! 


SAIL L ILS 
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THERE’S A TEAR THAT FALLS WHEN 
WE PART. 


(Arnold. ) 


THERE’S a tear that falls when we part 
From a friend whose loss we shall mourn ; 
There’s a tear that flows from the half-broken 
heart 
When we think he may never return—oh, never. 
’Tis hard to be parted from those 
With whom we for ever could dwell, 
But, bitter, indeed, is the sorrow that flows 
When, perhaps, we are saying farewell—for 
ever. 


There’s a tear that brightens the eye 
Of the friend, when absence is o’er! 
There’s a tear that flows not for sorrow, but joy, 
When we meet to be parted no more,—oh, 
never ! 
Then all that in absence we dread 
Is past, and forgotten our pain ; 
For sweet is the tear we at such moments shed, 
When we behold the loved object again—for 
ever. 


GLP ILIEPD 


PAT AND THE PRIEST. 


Pat fell sick on a time, and he sent for the 
priest, 

That, dying, he might have his blessing, at 
least ; 

And to come with all speed, did humbly implore 


1m 
To fit him out tight for the journey before him. 
Derry down, &c. 


The good father the summons did quickly obey, 
And found Paddy, alas! in a terrible way ; 
Fixed and wild were his looks, and his nose cold 
and blue, 
And his countenance wore a cold church-yard-like 
hue. 
Derry down, &c. 


The good father bid Pat to confess all his crimes, 
To think of his sins, and forget them betimes ; 
Or else, *twould be his fate, like other vile souls, 
To be flayed, and be salted, then roasted on 
coals! 
Derry down, &c. 


Oh, think, my dear Pat, on that beautiful place, 
Where you'll visit St. Patrick, and see his sweet 
ace ; : 
*Tis a country, my jewel, so charming and sweet, 
Where you’ll never want praties, nor brogues to 
your feet. 
Derry down, &c. 


Well, well, then, says Pat, with inquisitive face, 
That country must, sure, be a beautiful place ; 
St. Patrick, no doubt, he will give us good cheer, 
But, d’ye think, has he got any ould whiskey 
there ? 
Derry down, &c. 


The good father, with wonder, amaze, and sur- 
prise, 

Clapped his hands, ana next turned up the whites 
of his eyes; , 

“* Oh, vile sinner,” says he, ‘* can you hope to 
be forgiven, 

If you think there’s carousing and drinking in hea- 
ven ?” 


Derry down, &c. 


_“ Well, well, then,” says Pat, « though I can- 
_ _ not help thinking, 
If in heaven they can do without eating and drink- 
ing, 
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(‘Though I don’t mane to say what you tell is a 
fable, ) 
’T would be dacent, you know, just to see a drop 
on the table.’ 
Derry down, &c. 


PLILSP IIH 


HARK! AND HEAR THE LINNET’S LAY. 
( Upton.) 
THE aerial linnet, tunefnl bird, 
Salutes the breezy morn of day ; 
And from the leafy bush is heard 
To warble forth its dulcet lay. 
Sing on, sing on, so clear and sweet, 
Each note prolong, each strain repeat, 
While ev’ry list’ner seems to say, 
Hark, hark, and hear the linnet’s lay. 
Hark, hearken to the linnet’s lay. 


The day declines, and evening gray 
Brings on the dark approach of night ; 
Yet still the linnet tunes his lay, 
And fills the valleys with delight. 
Sing on, sing on, &c, 


PPRPELLE? 


A REASON FAIR TO FILL MY GLASS 
AGAIN. 
(Captain Morris. ) 
I’VE oft been asked, by prosing souls, 
And men of sober tongue, 
What joys there are in draining bowls, 
And tippling all night long ? 
But, though these cautious knaves I scorn, 
For once I’l] not disdain 
To tell them why I drink till morn, 
And fill my glass again. 


"Tis by the glow my bumper gives 
Life’s picture’s mellow made ; 

The fading light then brightly lives, 
And softly sinks the shade: 

Some happier tint still rises there 
With every drop I drain, 

And that, I think, ’s a reason fair 
To fill my glass again. 


My muse, too, when her wings are dry, 
No frolic flight will take, 
But round the bowl she’ll dip and fly, 
Like swallows round a lake ; 
Then if the nymphs will have their share, 
Before they'll bless their swain, 
Why that, I think, ’*s, &c. 


In life I’ve rung all changes through, 
Run ev’ry pleasure down, 
*Mid each extreme of folly, too, 
And lived with half the town; 
Fore me there’s nothing new orrare, 
Till wine deceives my brain, 
And that, I think, ’s, &e. 


There’s many a lad I knew is dead, 
And many a lass grown old, 
And as the lesson strikes my head, 
My weary heart grows cold ; 
But wine awhile drives off despair, 
Nay, bids a hope remain, 
Why that, I think, ’s, &c. 


I find, too, when I stint my glass, 
And sit with sober air, 
I’m posed by some dull reasoning ass, 
Who treads the path of care ; 
Or, harder still, am doomed to bear 
Some coxcomb’s fribbling strain, 
And that, I’m sure, ’s, &c. 
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Though hipped and vexed at England’s fate, 
In these convulsive days, 
I can’t endure the ruined state 
My sober eye surveys ; 
But, through the bottle’s dazzling glare, 
The gloom is seen less plain, 
And that, I think, ’s, &c. 


But now I’ll tell, to end my song, 
At what I most repine ; 
This war has been, as other wars, 
No friend to good port wine ; 
For port, they say, will soon be rare 
As juice from France or Spain, 
And that, I think, ’s, &c. 


LCPIPEPEAIPFS 


POOR BEN. 


THREE happy years had Ben the sailor 
Called his loving Nancy wife ; 

As he was true, and she no railer, 
Both escaped the squalls of strife ; 
Just from a cruise, in haste, returning, 

Ben to love in transports flew, 
But ev’ry joy was changed to mourning 
When he sighed the word adieu! 


All hearts, perturbed as the ocean, 
Sigh for pledges left behind ; 

A sail in sight gives new emotion, 
Glory fortifies the mind ; 

Each man of war the foe engages, 
Cannonades invade the sky ; 

Now, now, the heat of battle rages, 
Hark! the shouts of victory ! 


Swift with the news to England sailing, 
Britain’s genius joined the strain ; 

But struck the notes of deep bewailing, 
Songs of pity for the slain ; 

Poor Nancy, with her infants screaming, 
Wandered on the rocky shore! 

She asked of all, if he were coming, 
But her Ben was now no more. 


Convulsive sobs each word suppressing, 
Fixed her in a wild despair ; 
A form so piteous and distressing, 
Craved a Briton’s fost’ring care : 
For Charity, from heaven descended, 
Long has dwelt in Albion’s isle ; 
The sad is soothed, the oppressed befriended, 
And Want is given fair Plenty’s smile. 


PPI LFII POP 


THUS DO WE JOLLY HUNTSMEN LIVE. 


“Soon as Aurora gilds the day, 
And on the hills sits, gaily drest, 
My horse I take and ride away, 
While cits lie snoring in their nest! 
I envy not the pomp nor pride 
Of kings and princes, no, not T; 
With hunting I am satisfied, 
And blest as Jove, that rules the sky. 


From every care my bosom’s free, 

But that which waits upon the chase ; 
For deer, stag, hare’s alike to me, 

And health sits blooming on my face : 
Affairs of state I never mind ; 

Emprres or kingdoms rise or fall; 
My g.ory’s to be unconfined, 

And that to me is all and all. 


When tired with labour of the day, 
Beneath some tree 1 lay me down; 

Hesine me, Jowler, Dido, Tray, 
\Witn Puss, my happiness to crown! 


Thus do we jolly huntsmen live, 

Amidst the cries of hounds and horn 5 
With spouse at night a cup receive, 

And think of next returning morn. 


GPLP LPP PD? 


THE ROWDY DOWDY DOW. 
( Dibdin. ) 
THUS, my lads, we soldiers.live, 
We live a life, 
Like man and wife, 
Now making love, now in a row, 
A noble, glorious trade we drive, 
From morn till night 
We love and fight, 
And follow the noisy rowdy dowdy dow. 


Now courting honour in some trench, 
And now some willing comely wench ; 
To victory leading now the way, 

Now leading at some ball the hey ; 

To the fair now kneeling for some boon, 
Now at the head of a platoon; 

Ever equally delighting, 

Now in love, and now in fighting. 


SPOKEN.] Charge the enemy’s right fiank.— 
My dear angel, how I adore you!—They fly! fol- 
low up the pursuit.—My life, my love, my soul! 
permit me to lay my laurels at your feet. 


Thus, my lads, &c. 


In peace the sprightly fife and drum 
Diffuse delight where’er we come ; 
The serjeant first, neat as my nail, 
With brandished cane, and dangling cane, 
Careless around saluting all, 

With ti direroree, and tel lol lol, &c. 


While wonder sits on every face 
Throughout the astonished market-place ; 
Did you ever see the like of this? 

To mamma, in raptures, cries ou Miss. 
While Clodpole cries, with chiselled phiz, 
What a nice way of walking marching is. 


SPOKEN.] I zay, zarjent, if it were not for the 
wooden legs and the arms, I wish I may die, if I 
don’t think I should list. Wooden legs and arms, 
my fine fellow, what signifies such trifles as those? 
why, you have made a shift all your life with a 
wooden head. Come, my angel, persuade your 
sweetheart to go with us. Come, my lads, if 
you are for honour and fame, follow us to the field, 
where you shall be all covered with wounds and 
glory, and where, if you should chance to get 
killed, d—me, you'll live for ever. 


Thus, my lads, &c. 


But when the trumpet sounds afar, 

And we let slip the dogs of war, 

Then to see the dead and dying, 

Hear bullets whistle as they’re flying ; 
Oh, what delights so sweet, so glorious, 
That proudly cover the victorious ; 
Hacking, heeding, cutting, slashing, 
Killing, wounding, mincing, mashing ; 
While drums, and fifes, and cannons loud 
Upon the astonished senses crowd, 

And strike the ears with hideous yell, 
As if it were the yawn of hell, 

Of the dying to sound out the knell, 


SPOKEN.] Ods wounds and fire, sargint, what 
comical things vou soldiers do see! See! why I 
once saw*a cannon-ball take off a steeple, with 
eight men ringing the bells. Cannon! dom’t, I do 
believe that cannon be a gun. But the drollest 
thing I ever saw in my life was a lawyer’s head 
that was knocked off, and placed upon a tailor’s 
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shoulders,—ruined poor dear Snip: the poor devil 
has never spoken a word of truth since. 


Thus, my lads, &c. 


PIP LIOL? 


TWO ORPHAN GIRLS, THE OTHER DAY. 
A DUET. 
(Arnold. ) 


Two orphan girls, the other day, 
Their story told to me ; 

In one lone grave their parents lay, 
Beneath the willow-tree. 

Received by one whose heart was kind, 
At gentle pity’s shrine ; 

Say, does your heart no likeness find ? 
Tis deeply fixed in mine. 


He raised them with a father’s love 
Through all their infant years ; 
He taught them every joy to prove, 

And smiles instead of tears: 
For ever blest that heart shall be ; 
That heart so blessed is thine! 
Do you not yet the likeness see ! 
Tis deeply fixed in mine. 


GILLI LS 


O, MERRY MARRIED PEOPLE, 
(Dimond. ) 


WHEN first I filled my mother’s lap, 
A little sprawling boy ; 
I chuckled as I eat my pap, 
And crowed aloud for joy. 
When grown a man, the self-same plan 
Directed still my life ; 
And climate’s cold but made me beld 
And take a warming wife. 
Summer’s day—frost away, 
O, merry married people! 
Draw the ring—stocking fling— 
Bells jingle from the steeple ; 
Their chime how clear and mellow ; 
Sing ding, ding, dong! sweet ding, ding, dong, 
O, what a happy fellow! 
Avaunt, then, Care—though coarse his fare, 
The hind enjoys his state; 
In lowly cot, content’s his lot, 
He envies not the great, 
He toils away through hours of day, 
And labours long and hard; 
But then at night, his slumbers light 
Dispense a sweet reward. 
Pretty wife—balm of life ! 
O, merry married people, &c. 


GPLOP IRIS 


SAW YE MY FATHER. 


O, saw ye my father, 
Or saw ye my mither, 
Or saw ye my true love, John? 
I saw nae your father, 
I saw nae your mither, 
But I saw your true love, John. 


It’s now ten at night, 
And the stars gie nae light, 
And the bells they ring, ding dang ; 
He’s met wi’ some delay, 
That causes him to stay, 
Bat he will be here ere lang. 


The surly auld carl 
Did naething but snarl, 

And Johnnie’s face it grew red ; 
Yet, though he aften sighed, 
He ne’er a word replied, 

ill a’ were asleep in bed, 


261 


Then up Johnnie rose, 
And to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin ; 
The lassie taking tent, 
Unto the door she went, 
And she opened and let him in. 


And are ye come at last, 

And do I hold you fast, 
And is my Johnnie true? 

I have nae time to tell, 

But sae lang’s I like mysel, 
Sae lang sall I like you. 


Flee up, flee up, 
My bonnie gray cock, 
And craw when it is day ; 
And your neck shall be 
Like the bonnie beaten gold, 
And your wings like the silver gray. 
The cock proved fause, 
And untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour owre soon 3 
The lassie thought it day, 
When she sent her love away, 
And it was but a blink of the moon. 


GPP PPL EOS 


ERIN GO BRAGH! 
(Bryant. ) 
Go to Munster, to Leinster, to Connaught, or 
Kerry, 
An Irishman, sure, you will always find merry ; 
Give him whiskey to drink, and paraties galore, 
He’ll fight till he dies, aye, and twenty years 
more. 
Oh, then his shellelagh 
He flourishes gaily, 
With rattle ’em, battle ’°em, crack and see-saw ; 
Och, liberty cheers him, 
Each foe to it fears him, 
While he roars out the chorus of Erin go Bragh! 


If you’ve nothing to eat, go to Ireland so friskey, 
Each cabin will give you potatoes and whiskey ; 
And, while you are eating, each friend will par- 
take, 
And will cry, if you die, we’ll be all at your wake. 
Och, then each shellelagh, &c. 


Och, Ireland’s the place, ‘sure, to live and be 
jolly, 
Its girls are so fair, and its boys free from folly ; 
They ne’er will refuse while they’ve got it to give, 
And they never will die while they’re able to live, 
But still each shellelagh, &c. 


PPI PO LPL 


CUPID, PLAGUE THEE FOR THIS 
TREASON. 


(T. Lodge, 1615.) 


Now I find thy looks were feigned, 
Quickly lost, and quickly gained ; 
Soft thy skin, like wool of wethers, 
Heart unstable, light as feathers ; 
Tongue untrusty, subtle-sighted, 
Wanton will, with change delighted ; 
Siren Pleasant, foe to reason, 
Cupid, plague thee for this treason. 


Of thine eyes I made my mirror ; 
From thy beauty came my error ; 
All thy words I counted witty, 
All thy smiles I deemed pity ; 
Thy false tears, that me aggrieved, 
First of all my heart deceived. 
Siren Pleasant, &c, 
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Feigned acceptance when I asked, 
Lovely words with cunning masked, 
Holy vows, but heart unholy ; 
Wretched man! my trust was folly! 
Wit shall guide me in this durance, 
Since in love is no assurance. 

Siren Pleasant, &c. 


Prime youth lasts not, age will follow, 
And make white those tresses yellow ; 
Wrinkled face, for looks delightful, 
Shall acquaint thee, dame despiteful! 
And, when Time shall date thy glory, 
'Fhen, too late, thou wilt be sorry. 

Siren Pleasant, &c. 


CL LIPL FL S 


HAIL! STAR OF BRUNSWICK. 
A GLEE. 
( Young.) 
HAIL! Star of Brunswick ! 
If war’s ordained, 
This Star darts its beams 
Through that dark cloud 
Which, rising from the Thames 
With thunder, formed 
Of Brunswick’s wrath, 
Is sent to claim the seas 
And awe the continent. 


Hail! Star of Brunswick! 

This shall direct it 

Where the bolt to throw: 

A star for us—a comet to the foe. 

If peace shall smile, 

By this shall Commerce steer 
A steady course, in triumph, round the sphere, 
And, gathering tribute from each distant shore, 
In Britain’s lap the world’s abundance pour. 


PIPPI IF 


TO KISS “EM ROUND SO SWEETLY. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


LIKE my dear swain no youth you’d see, 
So blithe, so gay, so full of glee ; 
In all our village—who but he 
To foot it up so featly ? 
His lute to hear, 
From far and near 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame, 
And all his boon, 
For every tune, 
To kiss em round so sweetly. 


While round him, in the jocund ring, 
We nimbly danced, he’d play or sing ; 
Of May the youth was chosen king, 
He caught our ears so neatly. 
Such music rare 
In his guitar ; 
But touch his lute 
The crowd was mute ; 
His only boon, 
For every tune, 
To kiss em round so sweetly. 


PIL OL LE L 


FREEMASONRY ; 
OR, FILL UP A BUMPER, AND LET IT GO ROUND. 


ComE, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 
Let mirth and good fellowship always abound, 
And let the world see 
That freemasonry 
Doth teach honest souls to be jovial and free. 


Our lodge now composed of honest free hearts ; 
Our master most. freely each secret imparts ; 
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And so we improve 
In knowledge and love, 
By help from our mighty Grand Master above : 


Let honour and friendship eternally reign, 

And let each brother mason the truth maintain, 
That all may agree 
Great freemason 

Doth teach honest souls to be jovial and free. 


In mirth and good fellowship we will agree, 

For none are more blest or more happy than we ; 
And thus we’ll endure, 
While our actions are pure, 

Kind heaven those blessings to us doth insure. 


PIPPI LPEL 


V’LL ASTONISH THE PEOPLE OF 
LONDON. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


IF this leg had but once a good footing in town, 
Half the girls there would surely be undone ; 

And when for the gemman I put off the clown, 
Ill astonish the people of London. 


To dress in the fashion should first be my care, 
Without dress all my prospects were undone, 
So I’d lengthen my whiskers and shorten my hair, 

To look like the people of London. 


I’d kick up a dust when I went to the play, 
Where I’m told there’s a vast deal of fun done ; 

I’d sit up all night, and sleep soundly all day, 
Like other great people of London. 


Perhaps I might come to be Parliament-man, 
As before me there’s many a one done; 

If ever it happens, Ill do all I can 
For the good of the people of London. 


GPLAP LIP? 


THE HOUNDS THE LUSTY STAG HAVE 
SLAIN. 


THE chase is o’er, and on the plain 
The hounds the lusty stag have slain ; 
Let the horns, with sprightly tone, 
All onr sportive pleasure crown. 


Like Britons, thus the ancient race, 
With nervous toil pursued the chase ; 

By no ungenerous thought controlled, 
Their hearts were honest, free, and bold. 


Like them, again, no slaves to courts, 
Let Britons still pursue their sports ; 
Like them, again, shall Britons be, 
As brave, as honest, and as free. 


GPIP ILE? 


THE WARNING. 
(Cunningham. ) 


YOuNG COLIN once courted Myrtilla, the prade : 

If he sighed or looked tender, she cried he was 
rude ; 

Though he begged, with devotion, some ease fer 
his pain, 

The shepherd got nothing but frowns and disdain ; 

Fatigued with her folly, his suit he gave o’er, 

And vowed that no female should fetter him more. 


He strove, with all caution, to ’scape from the 
net, 

But Chloe soon caught him,—a finished coquet! 

She glanced to his glances, she sighed to his sighs, 

And flattered his hopes—in the language of eyes. 

Alas! for poor Colin, when put to the test, 

Himself and his passion proved both but her jests 


By the critical third he was fixed in the snare ; 
_ By Fanny—gay, young, unaffected, and fair! 
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When she found he had merit, and Love took his 
part, 

She dallied no longer, but yielded her heart ; 

With joy they submitted to Hymen’s decree, 

And now are as happy—as happy can be. 


As the rose-bud of beauty soon sickens and fades, 

The prude and coquet are two slighted old maids ; 

Now their sweets are all wasted, too late they re- 
ent 

For Games untasted, for moments mis-spent ' 

Ye virgins, take warning, improve by my plan, 

And fix the fond youth when you prudently can. 


PPLE FIT F 


MARATAN AND ADILA. 
(Dibdin.) 


WIDE over the tremulous sea 
The moon spread her mantle of light, 
And the gale, gently dying away, 
Breathed soft on the bosom of night: 
On the forecastle Maratan stood, 
And poured forth his sorrowful tale, 
His tears fell unseen in the flood, 
His sighs passed unheard in the gale. 


Ah, wretch! in wild anguish he cried, 
From country and liberty torn! 
Ah, Maratan! would thou hadst died, 
Ere o’er the salt waves thou wert borne! 
Accurst be the merciless band 
Who his love could from Maratan tear! 
And blasted this impotent hand, 
That was severed from all I held dear! 


Through the groves of Angola I strayed, 
Love and Hope made my bosom their home; 
There I talked with my favourite maid, 
Nor dreamt of the sorrow to come : 
From the thicket the man-hunter sprung, 
My cries echoed loud through the air ; 
There were fury and wrath on his tongue, 
He was deaf to the shrieks of despair! 


Flow, my tears! down my cheeks ever flow! 
Still let sleep from my eyelids depart, 
And still may the arrow of woe 
Drink deep of the stream of my heart. 
But, hark! on the silence of night, 
My Adila’s accents I hear; 
And, mournful, beneath the wan light, 
I see her loved image appear ! 


Slow o’er the smooth ocean she glides, 

As the mist that hangs light on the wave, 
And fondly her lover she chides, 

That lingers so long from his grave. 
“«‘ Oh, Maratan, haste thee!”’ she cries, 

<« Here the reign of Oppression is o’er, 
The tyrant is robbed of his prize, 


And Adila sorrows no more !”” 


Now, sinking amidst the dim ray, 
Her form seems to fade on my view : 
Oh, stay thee!—my Adila, stay !— 
She beckons, and I must pursue. 
To-morrow the white man in vain 
Shall proudly account me his slave ; 
My shackles I plunge in the main, 
And rush to the realms of the brave! 


THE FLAME THAT PASSION LIGHTS AND 
VIRTUE LOVES. 
(Miss Chambers. ) 


As Ellen to her lute one day, 
Of Pity’s purest pleasures sung, 
Sly Cupid near, in ambush lay, 
And magic arts around her flung ; 
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Laughing, he heard the gentle strain, 

Unseen he crept, new-strung the lyre ; 
When Ellen struck the chords again, 

Each though¢ was love, each note was are. 


Her heart now echoed to the string ; 
In vain with all her skill she strove, 
She felt avenging Cupid’s sting ; 
Pity, too soon, she found was love. 
Not so the breast that glows like mine, 
With friendship’s flame which steady proves, 
No passions fan that fire divine, 
Which passion lights and virtue loves. 


GOL LO aa 


UM THANKFUL I AM NOT A LAWYER. 
(R. D.) 


A LAWYER is thought to be clever, 
And which I don’t mean to deny, 
From interest he never will sever, 
Give him fees, and he'll never grow shy. 
Rich clients, involved in the law, 
Are things which a lawyer desires, 
And to lay on them softly his paw, 
Then his costs he genteelly requires. 


SPOKEN.] Here, sir, is my bill of costs, which, 
I conceive, under the circumstances of this case, 
you will not think immoderate. Oh, not in the 
least; here’s a draft for the amount. ‘Thank vou, 
sir, I am extremely obliged to you, and I trust, 
upon a similar or any other occasion, when I may 
have the pleasure of seeing your facé again, the 
like assiduity, attention, and application, will not 
be wanting on my part. 


With his latitat and capias, 
Bills and fieri-facias, 
Parchment rolls and paper slips, 
Honey tongue but lying lips. 
I’m thankful I’m not a lawyer, 
A lawyer, 
A lawyer, 
I’m thankful I am not a lawyer. 


His coat, then, denotes his professio:., 
For in black things a lawyer delights, 
He’s afraid it wo’n’t last till next session, 
When money will put it to rights. 

Oh, how much will his clients now grieve, 
Since this lawyer is going to rack, 

And, unless they give him a reprieve, 
He will not have a coat to his back. 


SPOKEN.] Charity! charity! gentlemen, is the 
noblest passion of man; pray endeavour to get into 
law, and let me endeavour to get you out of it; 
for, believe me, gentlemen, it is an indisputable, 
incontrovertible, and undeniable fact, as times 
now go, that a lawyer can scarcely get an honest 
piece of bread, or corks sufficient to keep his head 
above water. 


With his dedimus and alias, 
Chancery-suits and habeas, 
Old settlements and abstracts, 
Briefs and other rotten tracts. 
I’m thankful I am not a lawyer, &c. 


When a lawyer to lawyer you back, 
Strange things will, no doubt, come to pass ; 
For their in, like their outside, is black, 
Yet more like a fox than an ass. 
Tn the skill which your lawyers produce, 
The physical doctors, don’t doubt ’em, 
Are so equal in virtue and use, 
*Tis a pity we can’t do without ’em. 
SPOKEN.] Oh, doctor, doctor, I am very ill! 
So I perceive you are, sir, and I am persuaded 
that a purging draught will be of infinite service to 
you; but I sincerely regret that my melicine can- 
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not operate so effectually upon the conscience as 
upon the body, for what a wonderful and useful 
medicine would it then be, and of what infinite 
service to the community, in purging the con- 
sciences of qui-tam attorneys, informers, pecula- 
tors, and quack doctors, that, like somany hornets, 
swarm in the country. 


With their rhubarb and magnesia, 
And ointment of Silesia, 
And many others, just as pure, 
The doctors kill more than they cure. 
Be ye honest, ye doctors and lawyers, 
And lawyers, 
And lawyers, 
Be ye honest, ye doctors and lawyers. 


GLLELEOFP 


FROM GOOD LIQUOR NE’ER SHRINK. 


FROM good liquor ne’er shrink, 

In friendship we’ll drink, 

And drown all grim care and pale sorrow ; 
Let us husband to day, 
For Time flies swift away, 

And no one’s assured of to-morrow. 


Of all the gay sages 

That graced the past ages, 

Dad Noah the most did exc.", 
He first planted the vine, 
First tasted the wine, 

And got nobly drunk—as they tell. 


Say, why should not we 

Get as bosky as he, 

Since here’s liquor as well will inspire? 
Then, fill up my glass, 
Pll soon let it pass, 

To the manes of that good old sire. 


GPPFELIOF 


IN POACHING ALL MANKIND DELIGHT. 
(Andrews. ) 


IN poaching all mankind delight, 
Late and early, 
Prizing dearly 
Every scheme by day or night 
To wire-draw one another : 
Friends to trap, the wit will try, 
He tips the wink, and cocks his eye, 
And, while he looks so wouny sly, 
Makes game e’en of his brother. 
Smoke the joke ; 
What fool so dull! 
Always grinning, 
Mouthing, chinning— 
Let us quiz 
His ugly phiz; 
Giggling, whilst he’s grinning— 


See miss and madam lay their snares, 
Painted faces, 
Studied graces, 
All for catching, unawares, 
Flights of gamesome lovers ; 
Madam plays the harpsicols, 
And squalls affected rigmarols, 
While miss in dancing, reels and drolls, 
New steps for lures discovers : 
Head and tail, 
Along she’ll sail, 
Down the middle 
Turn and sidle, 
With a hitch, and capering itch, 
To the true Scotch fiddle. 


a 


THE FRIENDLESS BOY. 
(Upton. ) 
FAR and wide I’m doomed to wander, 
Here and there I beg for bread ; 
Torn from every friend asunder ; 
Place nor home to lay my head. 
Morn and night I sue for pity ; 
Poor, and reft of every joy ; 
To each stranger tell my ditty,— 
O, relieve the friendless boy. 


Looks of scorn, with taunts and sneering, 
Prove, too oft, my hapless lot ; 
Lost to every hope endearing, 
By the world remembered not. 
Pity, then, my sad state pity ! 
You that roll in wealth and joy ; 
Listen to the wanderer’s ditt y,— 
O, relieve the friendless boy. 


PPP PEOOP 


DOLL AND THE SQUIRE. 
( Dibdin. ) 

Youne Doll, a comely village girl, 
Was courted by a huge rich ’squire, 
Who offered diamonds, gold, and pearl, 

Or gossip Fame’s a woundy liar ; 
But to honest Doll 
Virtue was all, 
So he could ne’er get nothing by her ; 
And for all his gear, 
With a flea in his ear, 
She packing sent this huge rich ’squire. 


One day as he had hunting been, 
Came cross the fields this huge rich ’squire, 
On the finest horse that e’er was seen, 
And spying Doll, was all on fire. 
Doll, in a fright, 
Saw him alight, 
And run o’er bramble and o’er briar, 
But in the nick, 
What a cunning trick, 
The gipsy played this huge rich ’squire. 
Finding herself thus overtook, 
‘She cried out to this huge rich ’squire, 
I fear my father sees us—look 
Over the hedge,—a little higher. 
While he upon 
This work was gone, 
Doll mounts his horse, and in the mire, 
Of hope bereft, 
She fairly left, 
To curse his stars, this huge rich ’squire. 


BPP P PILE 


THE BRITISH GRENADIERS. 
(T. Campbell.) 


UPON the plains of Flanders, 
Our fathers long ago, 

They fought like Alexanders 
Beneath old Marlborough ; 
And still in fields of conqnest, 

Our valour bright has shone, 
With Wolfe and Abercrombie, 
And Moore and Wellington. 


Our plumes have waved in combats, 
That ne’er shall be forgot, * 
Where many a mighty squadron 
Reeled backwards from our shot. 
In charges with the bayonet, 
We lead our bold compeers ; 
But Frenchmen like to stay not 
For British Grenadiers, 
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Once vravely at Vimiera 
They hoped to play their parts, 

And sing fal lira lira, 
To cheer their drooping hearts. 

But English, Scotch, and Paddy whacks, 
We gave three hearty cheers, 

And the French soon turned their backs 
To the British Grenadiers. 


At St. Sebastiano, 
And Badajos’s town, 
Though raging like volcanoes 
The shell and shot came down, 
With courage never wincing, 
We scaled the ramparts high, 
And waved the British ensign 
In glorious victory. 


And what could Bonaparte, 
With ai} his curassiers, 

In battle do, at Waterloo, 
With British Grenadiers ? 

Then ever sweet the drum shall beat 
That march unto our ears, 

Whose martial roll awakes the soul 
Of British Grenadiers. 


PLLELLIO? 


SING THE SAILOR’S WELCOME HOME. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


WHEN, first at sea, the sailor lad, 
So timid, views the whitening billow, 
And sighs for cot of mam or dad, 
Where flows the stream beneath the willow. 
But, safe returned—past dangers spurned, 
He laughs at Ocean’s threat’ning foam ; 
Mam, sister, and he, all join with glee, 
To sing the sailor’s welcome home. 


When next at sea, the bolder youth 

No more ascends the mast with terror ; 
Yet, pensive, wishes Mary’s truth 

May clear the rocks and shoals of error. 
His voyage o’er, he comes ashore, 

And finds her heart could never roam ; 
Then Poll and he get wed with glee, 

And sing the sailor’s welcome home. 


GLIFLILOFL 


THE TRUTH OF WOMAN. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


WoMAN’s faith and woman’s trust, 
Write the characters in dust 5 

Stamp them on the running stream, 
Print them on the moon’s pale beam, 
And each evanescent letter 

Shall be clearer, firmer, better, 

And more permanent, I ween, 

Than the thing those letters mean. 


I have strained the spider’s thread 
’Gainst the promise of a maid, 

I have weighed a grain of sand 
?Gainst her plight of heart and hand ; 
I told my true love of the token; 

Now her faith proved light and broken. 
Again her word and troth she plight, 
And I believed them again ere night. 


POLE L ILO? 


THE SHOULDER-TAPPING BAILLIE. 
Air—“* Miss Bailey.”” 


My name it is Sam Catch 

And Lunnun is my quarters, 

I tips the man, and tips the vife, 
And sometimes tips the daughters ; 


Now ven that I does nap my man, 
I says to prison you must go, sir; 
He says, it’s a thing I do not like, 
It is so very low, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Vy then, says I, if you don’t like to 
go to prison, you can goto my house. He replies, 
’tis cursed provoking your stopping me to-day, be- 
cause I vas going out on very particular business. 
Were you, indeed? says I, then I’m very sorry I 
stopped you, because another day vould have 
suited me just as vell as the present. But if—if 
you—he knows vat I vas going to say—so vithout 
any further to do, he slips a ten-pound note into 
my hand—and then 


He runs from the baillie, the shoulder-tapping 
baillie, 
Yes, he bolts from the baillie, the shoulder-tap- 
ping baillie ! 
T does this now and then a second time, 
But never on the third, sirs ; 
For if they then don’t pay the bill, 
I always cage my bird, sirs. 
Thus I get vell paid by both, 
The plaintiff and defendant; 
And I that vas a poor man once 
Am now quite independent. 


SPOKEN.] I knew this for a certain truth, that 
if I had been an honest man, I should have re- 
mained a poor one ; for, looking over my acconnts 
for the last four months, I find the clear profits 
run thus :—Honesty five pounds, and the other 
thing five hundred. How surprised Mr. Giovanni 
vill be ven I goes up to him and puts my hand 
upon his shoulder. He’ll say, “‘ Who the devil 
are you?” WVhat, don’t you know me? says I. 
‘© No,” sayshe. Vhy, then, you must know that 


I am the baillie, the shoulder-tapping baillie, &c. 


CALEDONIA ; 
OR, ECCE AMOR PATRIA. 
Air—* Erin go bragh.””—( Hampton. ) 
CALEDONIA, my country, thy rivers: and foun- 
tains, 
And green fertile valleys, exulting, I sing ; 
How pleasant’s thy sweet-blooming moorlands and 
mountains, 
When drest in the gaudy profusion of spring ; 
Where, fanned by the soft summer sea-breeze thy 
shore is, 
While flocks bleat around us, and woods pour 
their chorus, 
And mild morning-beams gild the landscape be- 
fore us, 
All spangled with dew-drops, how charming the 
scene ! 


Healthy thy clime is, of mild temperature, - 
Remote from the rays of the polar extreme ; 
And distant from regions where languishing na- 

ture 
Melts in the blaze of the sun’s torrid beam : 
Happy land: where no raging volcanoes are pour- 
ing, 
Where no serpents hiss, no fell monsters devour- 
ing, 
No clouds stored with death in thy horizon low- 
ering, 
No pestilence floats on thy soft breezes’ wing. 


While daring, yet prudent, thy sons fill their sta- 
tions, 

Scarcely equalled in arts, and unrivalled in 
arms ; 
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For learning thy fame resounds through all the na- 
tions, 
And peerless thy daughters in virtues and 
charms! 

. From times unrecorded, thy freedom descended, 
Through ages of heroes whose valour defended 
Thy charters, while foes all their vengeance ex- 

pended 
Against thy wild mountains and borders in 
vain ! 


4 


Be plenty, my country, and peace thy possession, 
And Freedom’s bright sunbeams illume thy fair 
day ; 
And far from thy shores be all want and oppres- 
sion, 
While Virtue’s boid streams sweep Corruption 
away! 
May friendship unite, and may love and affec- 
tion 
And virtue, thy children exalt to perfection, 
To guard thy loved shores, be their strength and 
protection, 
While time rolls, through ages unnumbered, 
away ! 


PPOEPIS® 


I ONLY DESIRK SHE MAYN’T HAVE A 
' BEARD. 


(R. B. Sheridan. ) 


GIVE Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast, 

But health and good-humour to make her his 
toast ; 

If straight, I don’t mind whether slender or fat, 

And, six feet or four,—we’ll ne’er quarrel for that. 


Whate’er her complexion, I vow I don’t care ; 

If brown, it is lasting,—more pleasing, if fair: 

And though in her cheeks I no dimples should 
see, 

Let her smile—and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddest that ever were seen, 

And her eyes may be e’en any colour—but green; 

For in eyes,—though so various the lustre and 
hue, 

T swear I’ve no choice,—only let her have two. 


’Tis true, I’d dispense with a throne on her back, 

And white teeth, I own, are genteeler than 
black 5 

A little round chin, too, ’s a beauty I have heard, 

But I only desire she mayn’t have a beard. 


CPL IERLIF 


WITH A ROW-DOW I'LL GUARD YOU. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


Ou! fear not my courage, proved over and over ; 

Your soldier will rout each impertinent lover ; 

With a row-dow I’ll guard you—the foe shall your 
presence fly, 

Who to fall in love here—must have tumbled, faith, 
pretty high. 

With wide-spreading charms, like the Lake of Kil- 
larney, 

Dear creature, O, listen to none of their blarney. 

With a row-dow I'll guard you, &c. 


Your true-hearted lad is come gallopping to you; 

O,the salmon’s leap’s nought to his flight to pursue 
you. - 

With a row-dow I’ll guard you, &c. 


Your short date of beauty—your glib tongue con- 
trasting, 

Like our own Giant’s Causeway, will prove ever- 
lasting ! . 

With a row-dow I’ll guard you, &c. 
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THE WITHERED OAK. 
(Collins. ) 


TWAS autumn—the sun now descending the sky, 
In a robe of bright crimson and gold was ar- 
rayed ; 
While the pale sickly moon, scarcely op’ning her 


eye 
Just peeped through the forest, and silvered the 
glade. 


The voice of the evening was heard in the trees, 
Each chirper, so merry, was seeking its nest; 
The anthems of insects were mixed with the 

breeze, 
And Nature looked pleased—all her children 
were blest. 


E’en the trees appeared dressed in their holiday 
clothes, 
And they waved their green arms, and they 
seemed to rejoice ; 
While, methought, as I listened, at times, there 
~arose, 
From each oak’s ivied branches, a deity’s voice. 


But, ah! there was one that did not appear gay, 
Nor wave his long branches,—now verdant no 
more ! 
The bird, as he views him, soars, silent, away, 
His genius is dead, and his honours are o’er. 


Once green like the rest, strong and lovely he 
grew, 
The warbler once dwelt in each well-covered 
bough 5 
The breezes saluted his leaves as they flew, 
Yes, he has heen—but now, alas! what is he 
now? 


The rays of the morning still shine on the tree, 
And evening still waters the trunk with her 
tears ! 
The wild-flower and wheat-sheaf around 
see, 
But a winterly ruin this ever appears. 


it we 


O, say, is it age that has altered thy form, 
For care and affliction thou never hast known; 
Or hast thou been struck by the pitiless storm, 
That thou thus seem’st to pine and to wither 
alone ? 


Thou art silent—the silence my fancy improve ; 
Come, pause here awhile—it is what thou may’st 
be! 
Ah! oft, in the heyday of pleasure and love, 
Old friend, I shall sigh as I think upon thee. 


PPPOE IL FS 


O, GIVE ME STOUT BROWN ALE. 


WHEN the chill Sirocco blows, 
And winter tells a heavy tale, 
When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, 
Do sit, and curse the frost and snows, 
Then give me ale, 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O, give me stout brown ale. 


Ale in a Saxon rumkin then, 

Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 
Bids valour burgeon in tall men, 
Quickens the poet’s wit and pen, 

Despises fate— 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O; give me stout brown ale. 
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Ale that the ploughman’s heart up keeps, 
And equals it to tyrants’ thrones, 
That wipes the eye that overweeps, 
And lulls, in sweet and dainty sleeps, 
" Th’ o’erwearied bones— 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut-brown, 
O, give me nut-brown ale. 


Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus’ daughter, 
Wine’s emulous neighboar,—if but stale ; 
Ennobling all the nymphs of water, 
And filling each man’s heart with laughter. 
O, give me ale— 
Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut-brown, 
O, give me stout brown ale. 


PPPOL EOF 


COME, TELL ME WHERE THE MAID IS 
FOUND. 


(T. Moore.) 


ComE, tell me where the maid is fonnd, 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 
And I will range the world around, 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 


O, tell me where’s her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ! 
A pilgrimage of years I’ll roam, 
To catch one sparkle of her eye! 


And if her cheek be rosy bright, 
While truth within her bosom lies, 
I’ll gaze upon her morn and night, 
Till my heart leave me through my eyes! 


Show me on earth a thing so rare, 
I’ll own all miracles are true 5 

To make one maid sincere and fair, 
O, ’tis the utmost Heaven can do! 


GIELPIPIP? 


POOR DICKY. 


Dicky TuRF was the son of a sexton at York, 
Who wished him to learn of his trade the ground- 
work ; 
That Dick might dig graves after him in succes- 
BIOL lt 
But Dicky ne’er fancied so grave a profession ; 
A calenderer thought him a good-natured boy, 
And took him most willingly into employ ; 
His time out, to London he sconred away, 
Where he got a good living by dying all day. 
Poor Dicky, poor Dicky. 


Now it chanced that where Dicky had set up in 
trade, 
In want of a husband there lived an old maid ; 
She owned she was fifty, but Dicky thought more, 
In fact, he concluded her nearly threescore : 
Her nose it was short, but her forehead was high, 
Besides, she’d a beautiful cast in her eye ; 
No matter; thought Dick, she has got a long 
purse, 
So Dicky soon took her for better for worse. 
Poor Dicky, sly Dicky. 


The house was soon furnished from kitchen to gar- 
rets, 

With puppies and kittens, cats, monkeys, and 
parrots 5; 

Although at the altar she said she’d obey, 

Mrs. Turf was determined to have her own way ; 

Poor Dicky found out that her temper was bad, 

She squalled and she bawled till she drove him 
quite mad ; 
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Of all the bad bargains man meets with in life, 
The worst is, said Dicky, an old maid for a wife. 
Poor Dicky, sly Dicky. 


He tried every method to silence her tongue, 
But alas, all in vain, ’twas a lasting ding-dong ; 
She rated and worried the unfortunate soul, 
Till he ended his days on the end of his pole ; 
The coroner called—* ’tis apparent,” said he, 
“« The poor fellow was guilty of felo-de-see ; 
But for crossway interment, I think, on my life, 
He’d cross-ways enough when he lived with his 
wife.” 
Poor Dicky, dead Dicky. 


CLPPLOIIPF 


THROUGH CLOUDLESS SKIES, IN SILVERY 
SHEEN. 


(Lord Byron.) 


THROUGH cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams the moon on Athen’s coast, 

And on these waves, for Egypt’s queen, 
The ancient world was won and lost. 


And now upon the scene I look, 

The azure grave of many a Roman, 
Where stern Ambition once forsook 

His wavering crown to follow woman. 


Florence ! whom I will love as well 
As ever yet was said or sung, 

(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from Hel.,) 
Whilst thou art fair and I am young. 


Sweet Florence! those were pleasant times 
When worlds were staked for ladies’ eyes ; 
Had bards as many realms as rhymes, 
Thy charms might raise new Antonies. 


Though Fate forbids such things to be, 
Yet, by thine eyes, and ringlets curled, 
I cannot lose a world for thee, 
But would not lose thee for a world. 


GLPP PEGS 


ASCOT-RACES. 
(Moncreiff. ) 


WITH spirits, then, Dicky mounts, since all are 
in their places, 

So gaily drest, in Sunday’s best, dash off for As- 
cot races ; 

Yet, ’ere I go, I think I’ll show we’re but the 
fashion gracing, 

For high and low, and belle and beau, and all the 
world are racing ; 

Some run the right road, some the wrong, some 
crooked, and some level ; 

The parson races to the sky, the lawyer to the 
devil. 


Young ladies race after dress, their lovers, and 
the fashion ; 

Young men they race after them, and often madly 
dash on; 

The buck runs after curricles, his waist, and high 
shirt collars, 

The tailor races after him, and soon the bailiff 
follows ; 

Some men race after health, some after pleasures 
funny ; 

While other men race after fame,—but all race 
after money. 


The doctor races after fees, in very many cases, 

And Death and Mr. Sexton always after doctor 
races ; 

The British soldiers race the foes, who always run 
before them 3; 

And singers often run away—for audience to en 
core them, 
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Then to the races now I’]] race—zounds! I’ve no 
brains about me, 

For, while I’ve been singing here, ’gad, they have 
raced without me. 


PIP LLP PP PH 


LET MERCY FORBID ME TO SLAY. 
(G. Colman. ) 


WHEN the robber his victim has noted, 
When the freebooter darts on his prey, 
Let Humanity spare the devoted ; 
Let Mercy forbid him to slay. 


Since my hope is by penury blighted, 
My sword must the traveller daunt ; 

I will snatch from the rich man, benighted, 
The gold he denies to my want. 


But the victim when once I have noted, 
At my foot, when I look on my prey, 
Let Humanity spare the devoted ; 
Let Mercy forbid me to slay. 


GLOP PI DL 


TOM SIMPLETON. 
A SERIO-COMIC GLEE, 
(Upton. ) 
Tom SIMPLETON came to his fortune on Sunday, 
And friends came to see him, in dozens, on Mon- 
day! 

On Tuesday were with him to dinner and sup : 
On Wednesday in honour of Tom kept it up! 
On Thursday his friends set the dice-box afloat ; 
On Friday, by some means, he lost his last note ; 
And on Saturday—Saturday Tom cut his throat ! 


GORE IP AA? 


HE, DYING, TRUSTS HIS CHILD TO FAME. 
(Frome. ) 


WHEN low’ring vapours shroud the sky, 

And Death, terrific, rides the surge ; 
When seamen every effort try, 

While bellowing billows sound their dirge ; 
Fond hope inspires the hardy tar 

To snatch from mould’ring time a name, 
Daring the elemental war, 

He, dying, trusts his child to Fame. 


The gulf tremendons meets his view, 
Tossed on the terror-threat’ning wave ; 
His boldness cheers the deluged crew, 
Though ev’ry billow seems their grave : 
As the blast whistles through the sail, 
While lightnings flash their vivid flame, 
Should painful thoughts of home prevail, 
He, dying, trusts his child to Fame. 


Now thick’ning waves break o’er the deck, 
With horrid overwhelming roar— 

The drunken vessel’s splitting wreck, 
Disjointed, sinks to rise no more. 

Can Britons view with careless eyes, 
Or with indifference meet his claim ? 

No; while they soothe the widow’s sighs, 
They raise her orphan child to Fame. 


POOF LIEP 


THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 
Air-— Will you come to the bower ?”—( Hudson. ) 
<¢ WILL you walk into my parlour?” said a spider 
to a fly, 

«<?Tis the prettiest little parlour, sure, that ever 
you did spy 5 

You’ve only got to pop your head within side of 
the door, 

You'll see so many curious things you never saw 
before. 

Will you walk in pretty fly?” 
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«« My house is always open,” says the spider to the 


» 

AAG Nag ghad to have the company of all I see go 
by;’ 

«« They ve in, but don’t come out again—I’ve 
heard of you before ;” 

“Oh yes, they do, I always let them out at my 
back door. 

Will you walk in, pretty fly ?” 


<‘ Will you grant me one sweet kiss, then!” says 
the spider to the fly ; 
ees Be taste your charming lips, I’ve a cu-ri-os- 
i-ty !” 
Said the fly, ‘ if once our lips did meet, a wager 
I would lay, 
Of ten to one, you would not after let them come 
away.” 
«« Will you walk in, pretty fly ?”” 
«© Tf you wo’n’t kiss, will you shake hands ?” says 
the spider to the fly, 
“* Before you leave me to myself, with sorrow sad to 
sigh. 
Says ie fly—‘‘ there’s nothing handsome unto 
you belongs ; 
I declare you should not touch me even with a 
pair of tongs.” 
“« Will you walk in, pretty fly?” 
‘‘ What handsome wings you’ve got,’’ says the 
spider to the fly, 
<< If I had got such a pair, I in the air would fly; 
Tis useless all my wishing, and only idle talk, 
You can fly up in the air, while I’m obliged to 
walk. 
Will you walk in, pretty fly?” 
“« For the last time, now, I ask you, will you walk 
in, Mr. Fly ?” 
“‘No; if Ido, may I be shot; I’m off; so now 
good by.” 
Then up he springs, but both his wings were in the 
web caught fast ; ; 
The spider laughed, “ ha, ha, my boy, € have 
you safe at last. 
Will you walk out, pretty fly ?” 
«< And pray how are you now ?”’ says the spider to 
the fly ; 
“< You fools will never wisdom get, unless you 
dearly buy ; 
*Tis vanity that ever makes repentance come too 
late, 
And you who into cobwebs run, surely deserve 
- your fate. 
Listen to me, listen to me, foolish-fly.” 


MORAL. 
Now, all young men take warning by this foolish 
little fly : 
Pleasure is the spider, that to catch you fast will 


try: 
For, abou you may think that my advice is 
quite a bore, 
Yon’re lost if you stand parleying outside of Plea- 
sure’s door. 
Remember, oh, remember, the 
foolish little fly. 


POOP PLP? 


BUILDING CASTLES IN THE AIR. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


RECITATIVE, 
A SIMPLE maid, child of a rustic pair, 
That cot their dwelling, humble as their fare ; 
A simple maid, Cowslip, laments her state, 
And longs to join and emulate the great ; 
The mimic scene of fancy I'll display, 
Shall paint their idle minds, who pass away 
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Hours of distempered, useless speculation, 
The nervous martyrs of imagination. 

Come, Fancy, then, a mad-cap maze prepare 
For Cowslip, building custles in the atr. 


AIR. 
Gillian was a mad-cap wild, _ 
Hodge and Jannet’s fav’rite child ; 
My lady took her up to town, 
Altered she again came down ; 
Always, since her journey there, 
Building castles in the air. 


Now she loved no more the cot, 
Rural joys she valued not ; 
Rustics are beneath her thought, 
Squire’s son her fancy caught ; 
For him she wasted hours of care, 
Building castles in the air. 


Squire’s son found out her flame, 

First deceived, then left to shame 3 

The village scorn, though once the pride, 
Broken hearted, Gillian died! 

Maidens, ne’er your minds ensnare, 
Building castles in the air. 


PGISPLLER 


ADULTERATIONS. 
Air— Bob and Joan.”’—( Bryant. ) 


I TRY to sing a song, 
And should my lines prove winning, 
I doubt not ere long 
I’]l set your faces grinning. 
My subject is quite old, 
And known to every station 5 
For some, you know, get gold 
By foul adulteration. 


SPOKEN.] Aye, Swipes, the publican, gave 
parson Tithe a dose the other night ; for when his 
reverence called for gin and water, red-nose 
brought him a dose of turpentine. Inbelly, of the 
Elephant and Silk Stockings, was brought «p for 
sending down small beer into his butts, and only 
escaped punishment by proving that it wasn’t small 
beer, but water, which plan he learnt of his cousin 
Sky-blue, the milkman. So the people sang— 

Go it, go it, pray, 
Every occupation 

Should fight by night and day, 
To check adulteration. 


A candidate’s in view, 
All ready for election, 
He’s honest, just, and true, 
Indeed he’s all perfection ; 
But honesty’s my eye, 
Wnen once he gets a station, 
Gad, I’ll show you, by and by, 
’Tis all adulteration. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, he’ll give you fine samples of 
honour and honesty, which, being adulterated with 
a little blarney, will go down like pickled pork and 
mustard, till he is once snug, and then stuff his 
ears with flattery, his mouth with cabinet dinners, 
and his pockets with money, they’ll mix up toge- 
ther like burnt beans and coffee. Still we can 
sing— 

Go it, go it, pray, &c. 

The grocers next appear, 

Tobacconists, 1’ll tell ye, 
Though)snuff is very dear, 

My nose will often smell ye ; 
For though your sugar’s sweet, 

It clings to my quotation, 
And all who drink or eat, 

Cry out—adulteration. 
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SPOKEN.] Ay, it wo’n’t be amiss to tell the 
anecdote of my old friend Zachariah Straighthair, 
who was considered as honest and devout a man 
as any of his persuasion. One day, going in acci- 
dentally, he was calling out to his apprentice, 
Simmy Smuggleface, in these devout and heart- 
piercing words,—Simmy, have you wet the to- 
bacco? Yes, master. Have yousanded or salted the 
sugar? Yes, sir. Have you put sloe-leaves into the 
tea, Simmy? Yes, sir. Have you brick-dusted the 
pepper and watered the vinegar? No, sir. Well, 
do that ; pick the quartern loaves for your mistress 
to make a bread pudding, put a penny-piece under 
the scale, and come up to your prayers. So, asa 
hymn I gave— 

Go it, go it, pray, &c. 


Your baker next I’ll name, 

His character’s so so, sir; 
But still we wo’n’t defame, 

His tricks so well you know, sir; 
Your poet tries to please, 

With rhymes and botheration, 
But look, and you with ease, 

Will find adulteration. 


SPOKEN. ] Ay, Plagiary, the author, for the 
sake of a grin, will lug in the intestines of a comic 
puff with as much ease as if he was burning his 
last production. Dolly, the scullion maid, mixes 
bad potatoes with her kitchen-stuff, and thus by 
the magic art of adulteration, proves the tallow- 
chandler to be in the dark. The drama is adulte- 
rated by foreign translations, public opinion is 
adulterated by false reports, and every good thing 
is adulterated with every thing bad ; so— 

Go it, go it, pray, &c. 


GPLP LOL IF 


I SHALL NOT FORGET THEE, 
(P. M. James.) 


WHEN time shall heal my wounded peace, 
And bid the heart’s repining cease ; 
When the rude storm of memory’s sway, 
Shall die in calm despair away, 

Think not I’ll then forget thee. 


With wasting sighs that ever swell, 

Thou hearest me bid thy love farewell ; 

Thy smiles of fondness I resign, 

The will is heaven’s, the woe is mine, 
For I can ne’er forget thee. 


When youth, amused by joy’s control, 
Shall call to love my drooping soul ; 
And many a smiling form appear, 
They’ll wonder at my starting tear, 
For then I’ll not forget thee. 


The curious breast shall never know 
The griefs that nurse my silent woe ; 
The treach’rous sigh shall ne’er reveal 
The name love teaches to conceal, 

Yet I shall not forget thee. 


I wish not that thy throbbing breast, 

Like mine, shall mourn its banished rest ; 

No nightly tear thine eye should dim, 

Yet thou may’st sometimes think on him 
Who never can forget thee. 


GPP P PLLA 


A BUNDLE OF MATCHES. 
(T. Jones.) 


SINCE a match is my theme, why I’ll not keep 
you long, 

But present yon a bundle tied up in a song: 

Toby Allspice, a cit, fat and frisky, but ol4, 

Married hs in her teens—young and pretty—a 
scold : 
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This wedded pair—enjoyed a share 

Of love, but, alas! with such squabbles and 
scratches, 

Which soon made old Allspice curse unequal 
matches. 


Sam Crotchet Miss Mum led to church as his 
bride ; 

He was music—she discord, it can’t be denied : 

He thought his choice good, but it all proved a 
hum ; 

For, though silent before, when once married, 
Miss Mum, 

Alas! too soon—marred every tune 

That Sam so admired with his scrapes and his 
scratches, 

Till he wished his wife burnt like a bundle of 
matches. 


Pat Delaney, who always loved drinking through 
life, 

Took Miss Max, a right lover of whiskey, to wife ; 

His face glowed the sunshine of Bacchus, no 
doubt, 

And for charms, pray what ruby could vie with 
her snout ? 

For charms and grace—her nose, his face, 

Outshone ev’ry star the philosopher watches, 

For their eyes twinkled brightly at drinking 
matches. 


Obadiah would not let Miss Nancy alone, 

Until she became flesh, aye, and bone of his bone ; 

He woo’d her at morning, at noon, and at night, 

And swore she alone was his heart’s whole de- 
light ; 

But, ah! one day—how strange to say, 

Friend Broadbrim, by chance, in her chamber he 
catches, 

Which, with this loving pair, brought on squab- 
bling matches. 


Having promised before, that I’d not keep you 
long, 

You may fairly expect a quick end to my song ; 

Yet I’ve something to add, you shall presently 
hear ; 

*Tis a wish fram my heart, so believe it sincere : 

The wedded pair—my wish shall share, 

May no discord prevail to my song that attaches, 

And ye single all meet to your minds happy 
matches. 


PILPEL LER 


‘ILD LIES THAT FORM BENEATH THE 
SOD. 


(Dermody. ) 


COLD lies that form beneath the sod 
Where all the graces shone ; 

Cold, too, that breast, a languid load, 
Which virtue marked her own, 


Ah! never shall that sprightly eye 
Illume life’s dreary gloom : 

To silence charm that anguished sigh 
That now bewails thy tomb, 


Ah! never shall thy balmy lip 
Speak comfort to my soul ; 

In ecstasy my troubles steep, 
And every grief control. 


Ah! never shall that heavenly breast 
Support my aching head ; 

Grim horror’s now thy baleful guest, 
Thy train the ghastly dead ! 


GLIAL IEF 


— 


THE COUNTRY MONKEY TURNED a 
BOND-STREET BABOON! 


Air—‘* Madam Fig’s Gala,”’—( Lawler.) 


OF a monkey have you never read, 
Determined the world he would see ? 
He was as conceited, ’tis said, 
As ever a monkey could be. 
To London, said he, I’ll away, 
For there I’ve good fortune in view. 
The monkeys all begged him to stay, 
But, said he, “ I’ll be d dit Ido.” 
; Rumpti iddity, &c. 


A lady beheld Mr. Pug, 
Monkeys were all the fashion, she knew, 
And she tenderly gave him a hug. 
Hug a monkey !—why, that’s nothing new. 
Down Bond-street he soon cut a dash ; 
The tailor contrived, too, to cheat; 
While his quizzing-glass, knowing, he’d flash, 
And, in fact, was a monkey complete. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
He gamed, and the money came flush ; 
With great ones each day took his meals, 
Till he found it convenient to brush, 
When a bailiff was close at his heels. 
He cried, the occasion well suits, 
And back to his kindred he hies, 
With curled whiskers and high polished boots ; 
How they chattered and grinned with surprise. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


O fools! said he, how can you rest 

In this cursed dull country den, 
When men are like monkeys so drest, 

That monkeys may well pass for men? 
Would you stylish become, and polite, 

I'll show you the way very soon. 
So Pug he set off the next night 

With the wife of another baboon. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 





GPPLL PLP H 


ZARA. 
( Brandon.) 


O, MorN’s first beam, o’er Spring’s young rose 
In all thy gentlest softness break ! 

Say, while thy light there chaster glows, 
The tint was caught from Zara’s cheek. 


O, Moon, amid the summer’s sky, 
While the still woods in fragrance rise ! 

Say, thy light beams from Zara’s eye, 
And the wood’s sweetness in her siglis. 


And thou, night’s minstrel, Philomel! 
When thy soft flute, in dirge so sweet, 

Breaks, throbbing, from thy leafy cell, 
Say—Zara sings from thy retreat. 


GPE DLP? ERR 


A TIGHT BOOT’S DREADFUL! 
Air— Love’s a Tyrant.”—(Beuler. ) 


A TIGHT boot’s dreadful, I can show ; 
And now, alas! I feel its pain; 
For I have corns on ev’ry toe, 
Which throb, and throe, and start, and 
strain ! 
But still ’tis so pretty, 
And does so well fit me, 
I cannot take it off again. 
Then a tight boot’s pleasing, 
Although it is teazing,— 
It’s like the sun in a show’r of rain. 


This teazing boot my love is like, 
In her in-flex-i-bil-i-ty ; 
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But from her shape such beauties strike, 

It makes me smile e’en whilst I cry. 
My love exactly suits me, 
Like my boot, she boots me, 

Both look well, although they make me ill. 
Then a tight boot’s pleasing, 
Although it is teazing,— 

Like love, it is a gilded pill. 


PPLIL PILI? 


MY COUNTRY, LOVE, AND LIBERTY! 


YES, yes, I'll join those warlike bands, 
So great, so famed in story, 
Whose loyal hearts, and valiant hands, 
Have raised my country’s glory ; 
When Britain calls, her sons will fly, 
With British hearts, to aid her; 
Will conquer, or will nobly die! 
To crush the proud invader. 
Then, clad in arms, my song shall be, 
My country, love, and liberty ! 


While foes in adulation sing, 
Each despot’s usurpation ; 

We praised our charter, love our king, 
Adore our happy nation : 

These from our hearts, when daring foes 
Would plunder all we cherish ; 

But, whilst one spark of freedom glows, 
We'll keep ’em—or we'll perish. 

Then, clad in arms, my song shall be, 

My country, love, and liberty ! 


When war’s terrific voice shall cease, 
The glorious combat ended, 

We'll shade us in the bower of peace, 
-By sacred laws defended. 

O’er flowing bowls, with patriot pride, 
Our victories reciting, 

We’ll shed a tear for those who died, 
Their country’s battles fighting. 

Then ev’ry Briton’s song shall be, 

My country, love, and liberty! 


PPP PPE POP? 


BACCHUS IS A POWER DIVINE. 


BACCHUS is a power divine, 

For he no sooner fills my head 
With mighty wine, 

But all my cares resign, 
And droop and droop, and sink down dead. 
Then let the pleasing thoughts begin, 

And I in riches flow, 

At least I fancy so; 
And without thought of want I sing ; 
Stretched on the earth, my head all round 
With flowers, weaved into a garland, crowned, 
Then, then I begin to live, 
And scorn what all the world can showor give. 


Let the brave fools, that fondly think 

Of honour and delight, 

To make a noise, a noise and fight, 

Go seek out war, whilst I seek peace, 
Whilst I seek peace, seek peace and drink. 
Then fill my glass, fill, fill it high, 

Some, perhaps, think it fit to fall and die; 
But, when bottles are ranged, 
Make war with me, 
The fighting fool shall see, 
When I am sunk, 
The difference to lie dead 
And lie dead drunk. 


PILL IIPD 


PATTY CLOVER. 
(Mrs. Brooke. ) 


WHEN little, on the village green 
We played, I learned to love her; 

She seemed to me some fairy queen, 
So light tripped Patty Clover. 


With ev’ry simple childish art, 
I tried each day to move her ; 

The cherry plucked, the bleeding heart, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


The fairest flowers, to deck her breast, 
I chose,—an infant lover, 

I stole the goldfinch from its nest, 
To give to Patty Clover. 


PIP LELOF 


FAIR JENNY. 
Air— Saw ye my Father ?’—(Burns.) 


WHERE are the joys I have met in the morning, 
That danced to the lark’s early song? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand’ring 
At evening the wild woods among ? 


No more a-winding the course of yon river, 
And marking sweet flow’rets so fair ; 
No more I trace the light footsteps of Pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 


Is it that summer’s forsaken our valleys, 
And grim, surly winter is near? 

No, no, the bees, humming round the gay roses, 
Proclaim it the pride of the year. 


Fain would I hide what I fear to discover, 
Yet long, long too well I have known 

All that has caused this wreck in my bosom, 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 


Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal, 
Nor Hope dare a comfort bestow ; 
Come, then, enamoured, and, fond of my an- 
guish, 
Enjoyment I'll seek in my woe. 


PLP PIFGL OO? 


LIBERTY’S IN A FLOWING BOWL. 


FARE ye well, all am’rous troubles, 

I’m resolved to shake off Cupid ; 
I'll no more prize 
Belinda’s eyes, 

Those charms that made me stupid! 
Love, depart 
From my heart, 

And release is) free-born soul! 
Liberty ! 
Liberty ! 

Liberty’s in a flowing bowl! 


Love will make the wise man foolish, 
And make us sink to age the quicker ; 
But he grows bright, 
And strong to fight, 
Who drinks the sparkling liquor. 
Love, depart, &c. 


See the whining lover, solus, 
To the woods and rivers sighing ; 
While I, among 
A jovial throng, 
Life’s blessings am enjoying. 
Love, depart, &c. 


GIIIL LEIS 
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GIOVANNI’S ADDRESS TO HIS OPPOSING 
CREDITORS. 


A PARODY ON BRUCE’S ADDRESS. 
* (Moncrieff. ) 


Duns, that give Giovanni trust, 
Duns, doubt not I shall be just, 
But take the benefit I must, 

For ’tis for liberty ' 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour, 

See the bailiff grimly lower, 

See approach the sheriff’s power, 
Writs and slavery ! 


Who would be a debtor, eh? 
Who in the King’s Bench would stay ? 
Who would be confined all day ? 

Let him prisoner be! 


Who for the insolvent laws, 

Freedom’s schedule freely draws, 

Freemen stand in freedom’s cause, 
Come, and on with me! 


PIPL LISS 


COME, CELIA, LET’S AGREE, AT LAST, 
(Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham.) 


CoE, Celia, let’s agree, at last, 
To love, and live in quiet ; 
Let’s tie the knot so very fast 
That Time shall ne’er untie it! 
Love’s dearest joys they never prove 
Who free from quarrels live ; 
Tis, sure, a godlike part of love 
Each other to forgive! 


When least I seemed concerned, I took 
No pleasure, nor had rest ; 

And when I feigned an angry look, 
Alas! I loved you best! 

Say but the same to me, youll find 
How blest will be our fate ! 

Sure, to be grateful, to be kind, 
Can never be too late! 


OLPIL PSP 


BILLY SNIP; 
OR, THE PLEASURES OF MATRIMONY. 
(C. Letts.) 


MR. SNIP, t’other morning, at breakfast was set- 
ting, 
Whilst ee dear little mouth with bohea he was 
wetting ; : 
On the opposite side, with looks rather wrathful, 
Sat dear Mrs. Snip, with hot toast a mouthful. 
: Derry down, &c. 


Mr. Snip was a man whom Nature had stinted, 

He was lame of a leg,—and Mrs. Snip, oh, she 
squinted ; 

From morning till night, through the whole of the 
week, 

Peace-and comfort ’twas useless for poor Snip to 
seek. 

Derry down, &c. 


From some cause or other, by-and-by I'll be tel- 


ling, 

Mrs. Snip’s little bosom with rage was fast swel- 
ling ; 

ee You villain,” cried she, as the toast she was 
eating, 

“« You’ve injured me so that my heart’s almost 
breaking.” 

Derry down, &c. 
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“« My love,” cried Mr. Snip: “ Don’t love me,” 
Says she, 

Then soused in his face a cup of hot tea; 

Seized the tongs from the corner, and instantly 
rose, 

Then pulled, round the room, Mr. Snip by the 
nose. 

Derry down, &c. 
To chastise Mr. Snip she seemed fully bent : 


She swore she was rivalled,—for with others he 
went 5 


“* You cannot deny it,—you rogue, you,—you 
can’t ;”— 

«* Be quiet, Mrs. Snip.” —“ You villain, I 
sha’n’t.” 


Derry down, &c, 


The neighbours came in, in a terrible fright, 
“ ’Twas shocking,” they said, ‘‘ to see peopie 
fight.” 
By dint of persuasion, peace soon was restored, 
And Mrs. Snip she was sorry her husbana she’a 
floored. 
Derry down, &c. 


At breakfast once more they together were seated, 
Mrs. Snip her dear husband no longer ill treated, 
She kissed and caressed him, then bravely she 
swore, 
By the nose, round the room, she’d pull him no 
more. 
Derry down, &c. 


She’d always be kind,, good-humoured as well, 
Provided the affair to no one he’d tell ! 
Mr. Snip he consented, made it up with his wife, 
And happy he lived all the rest of his life. 

Derry down, &c. 


GPLLIP PIP 


MAN, KNOW THYSELF. 
(Montgomery. ) 


OF all that live, and move, and breathe, 
Man only rises o’er his birth ; 
He looks above, around, beneath, 

At once the heir of heaven and earth. 
Force, cunning, speed, which nature gave 
The various tribes throughout her plan, 

Life to enjoy, from death to save, 
These are the lowest powers of man. 


From strength to strength he travels on, 
He leaves the ling’ring brute behind ; 
And when a few short years are gone, 
He soars, a disembodied mind, 
Beyond the grave, with hopes sublime, 
Destined a nobler course to run ; 
In his career, the end of time 
Is but eternity begun. 


What guides him in his high pursuit, 
Opens, illumines, cheers his way, 
Discerns the immortal from the brute, 
God’s image from the mould of clay? 
"Tis knowledge! knowledge, to the sonl, 
Is power, and liberty, and peace ; 
And while celestial ages roll, 
The joys of knowledge shall increase, 


Hail to the glorious plan! that spread 
This light with universal beams, 
And through the human desert led 
Truth’s living, pure, perpetual streams. 
Behold, a new creation rise, 
New spirit breathed into the clod, 
Where’er the voice of Wisdom cries, 
«« Man! know thyself, and fear thy God |” 


PROBE FIPSG 
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lama spirit come for thou, 
You balked me once, but I’ll have you now. 








THE SAILOR AND THE GHOST OF HIS 
DESERTED DEARY. 


TIs of a sailor this song I write, 

Who on the seas took great delight, 
The female sex for to beguile ; 

At length, two were by him with child. 


He promised to be true with both, 
And bound himself all in an oath, 
To marry them, if he had life, 
And one of them he made his wife. 


The other, being left alone, 

Said, oh! you false deluding one, 
By me, you’ve done a wicked thing, 
Which public shame will to you bring. 


Then to a silent wood she went, 
Her public shame for to prevent, 
And soon she finished up the strife, 
And cut the tender thread of life. 


She hanged herself upon atree— 

Two men, a hunting, did her see ; 

Her fiesh by birds was beastly tore, 

Which grieved the young men’s heart full sore. 


Straightway they went, and cut her down, 
And in her breast a note was found ; 

The note was written out at large— 

Bury me not, I do you charge : 


But on the ground here let me lie, 
When every one that passeth by 
May, by me, a warning take, 

And see the folly when ’tis too late. 


So, as he is false, I will be just, 

And here on earth he shall have no rest. 
So, as she said, she plagued him so, 
Till, at last, to sea he was forced to go. 


As he was on his mainmast high, 
A little boat he did espy ; 

And to prevent the wicked thing, 
It made him tremble every limb. 
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Down on the deck this young man goes, 
And to his captain his mind disclosed ; 
There is a spirit coming hence, 

I pray you, stand in my defence. 


Upon the deck the captain goes, 

And there he spied a fatal ghost ; 

Ghost.—** Captain,” said she, ** you must andcam 
With speed help me to such a man.” 


Capt.— In St. Helen’s this young man died, 
And in St. Helen’s his body lies.” 

Ghost.— Captain,” said she, “‘ do not say e¢, 
He is dwelling down in your ship below 

«« And if you stand up in his defence, 

A mighty storm I will send hence ; 

Will cause your men and you to weep, 

And leave you, sleeping, in the deep.’ 


Down from the deck this captain goes, 
And brought this young man to his fers, 
She fixed her eyes on him so grim, 
Which made him tremble ev’ry limb. 


“<¢ It was well known I wasa maid, 

When first by you I was betrayed ; 

I am a spirit, come for thou, 

You balked me once, but I’ll have you how. 


Then, to preserve both ship and men, 

Into the boat they forced him then ; 

The boat sunk down in a flame of fire, 

Which made the sailors all admire. . 


MORAI,. 
All you that do to love belong, 
Now you have heard this mournful sorg, 
Be true to one, lest iil betide, 
And don’t delude poor woman kind. 


PILL IL IF 


HUNTING, LOVE, AND WINK. 


SAY, what is wealth without delight ? 
’Tis dross, ’tis dirt, ’tis useless quite ; 
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Better be poor, and taste of joy, 
Than thus your wasted time employ. 
Then let a humble son of song 
Repeat those pleasures most divine ; 
The joys that life’s best hours prolong, 
Are those of hunting, love, and wine. 


For hunting gives us jocund health, 
We envy not the miser’s wealth, 
But chase the fox, or timid hare, 
And know delight he cannot share! 
Then home at eve we chcerly go, 
Whilst round us comforts brightly shine ; 
With Joy shut in, we shut out Woe, 
And sing of hunting, love, and wine. 


Mild Love attunes the soul to peace, 

And bids the toiling sportsman cease ; 
This softer passion’s pleasing pow’ss 

With bliss ecstatic wings the hours! 
It soothes the mind to sweetest rest, 

Or savage thoughts might there entwine ; 
Thus he alone is truly blest, 

Whose joys are hunting, love, and wine. 


’Tis wine exhilarates the heart, 
When sinking under Sorrow’s smart ; 
’Tis that can ease the wretch’s woe, 
And heighten every bliss we know. 
But wine’s abuse makes man a beast, 
Be all with moderation mine ; 
Life will appear one endless feast, 
While blest with hunting, love, and wine. 


PPE PLIFGE 


REVENGE, HE CRIES, AND THE TRAITOR 
DIES. 


(Arnold. ) 


WHEN Peace has spread, with lib’ral hand, 
Her smiling blessings o’er the land, 
?Tis then the Tartar’s heart may prove 
The gentle joys that flow from love. - 
But when war’s sounding clarion calls him to the 


field, i 
Then ev’ry thought of love must to his honour 
yield. 


So should Insult ever madly dare 

Approach his sacred hearth while Love is there 5 
Revenge he cries, to arms he flies, 

And the rash daring traitor, o’ertaken, dies. 


And thus for her whose love inspired 
My arm with matchless strength was fired ; 
For her alone, my soul’s delight ! 
I slew the dastard in the fight. 
So shall Love, guiding Vengeance, still direct my 
arm, ~ 
And ev’ty foe subdue,—and ev’ry threat’ning 
harm! 
And should Insult ever madly dare 
Approach my sacred hearth while Love is there: } 
For revenge Icry, swift to arms I fly, 
And the rash daring traitor, o’ertaken, shall di. 


GPOPL ILA 


THINE IS THE SMILE, AND THINE ‘HE 
, BLOOM. 


(Lord Byron.) 


THINE is the smile, and thine the bloom, 
Where hope might fancy ripened charm: ; 
Bunt mine is dyed in memory’s gloom ; 
Thou art not in a father’s arms ! 


And there I could have loved thee most, 
And there have owned thou wert so dea , 
That though my worldly all were lost, 
J still had felt my life was here. 
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What art thou now ?—a monument, 
Which rose to weep o’er buried love 5 
A fond and filial mourner gent 
To dream of ties, restored above! 


Thou, dove! who may’st not find a rest, 
Save in this frail and shattered bark, 
A lonely mother’s offered breast ,— 
May Heaven provide a surer ark. 


To bear thee over Sorrow’s waves, 
Which deluge still this world below! 
Till thou, through Him alone that saves, 

A holier Ararat shalt know. 


Nor think me frozen, if for thee 
No earthly wish now claims a part ; 
Too dear such wish ; too vain to me; 
Thou art not in a father’s heart ! 


PIPL IL ES 


THE WAY TO BE EASY AND FREE, 
(T. Dibuin. ) 
BROTHER bloods and tigut fellows, of ev’ry de- 


gree, 

While to dash through the world you are try- 
ing,— 

You'll certainly own, if you reckon with me, 
Tis as well to be laughing as crying! 

Only cast round the world an inquisitive look, 
Mankind you must take as you find em ; 

And if you should meet a few blots in the book, 
The best way is never to mind ’em ; 

Then attend to the maxim my verses display, 
And laugh at the follies you see, 

Let’s be all free and easy, because it’s the way, 
The way to be easy and free. 


Don’t the bumpkin, untaught, when he comes to 
town, 
Find all things perplex and confound him ? 
Till his home he forgets, calls his father a clown, 
And joins in the hurry around him ? 
Don’t he swear, and get drunk, and cry, “‘ d—me, 
it’s life !”’ 
And prove, by some queer calculation, 
That Tiere and his horses, his dogs, and his 
wife, 
Are the best going things in the nation? 
And should friendship deceive him, or wife go 
astray, 
It’s vulgar their follies to see ; 
Thus he’s quite free and easy,—because ’tis the 
way, 
The way to be easy and free. 


Den’t the lawyer, just learning the tricks of his 
trade, : 
First pass for a scrupulous ninny, 
‘all, no longer of squeezing his clients afraid, 
He makes each six-and-eight-pence a guinea ? 
Don’t the doctor, on foot, bleed and blister the 
town, 
Till fame makes his chariot-wheels run ; - 
And, grown great, free, and easy, his med’cines 
go down, 
Killing twenty, where first he cured one ? 
Yet doctors and lawyers may each of them say, 
Why, d—me, it’s nothing to me! 
Let’s be all free and easy,— because it’s the way, 
The way to be easy and free. 


OL ELILAF 


THE RED-HEADED SQUIRE. 
(G. Colman.) 


IT happened one night, in a north-country-inn, 
That a carrotiy ’squire caused a terrible din ; 
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With his cropped curley pole, and his locks all 
so red, 
For, when lighted up stairs was this red-headed 
’squire, 
A wag saw him going, and bellowed out fire ! 
Such a cry, beyond doubt, 
Put the inn in a rout, 
Lords, parsons, and dollies, and riders rushed 


out, 
And met in the passage, half-dressed, out of 
bed. 
The first that came forth,—much more frightened 
than hurt, 


Was a travelling Jew, in a mighty short shirt, 
With his box of sham jewelsh, on which he did 


doat 5 
He tripped up Moll Cook, in John Boot’s leather 
breeches ! 
Then the Jew dropped his treasure, 
A tailor his méasure, 
A Quaker rolled over two ladies of pleasure, 
And a member of parliament knocked down a 
vote. 


The rata being known, a pert limb of the 
aw 
Cried,—* Gentlefolks, all of this business I saw : 
Many actions will lie—many notes, too, I took : 
Here’s a brute of a Quaker—his crime’s somewhat 
rarish, 
Has assaulted two ladies from Marybone parish. 
You’ve been scared out of bed 
By a’squire whose pate’s red ! 
Whilst a ’squire’s weakest part has been libelled— 
his head ; 
And a Jew has unchristianly treated a cook. 


PLP EL ORL 


DEAR FANNY; 
OR, THE FAIR LOGICIAN. 
(Upton. ) 
DEAR FANNY! leave doubting to graver logi- 
cians, ~ 
Nor be by such trifling caught ; 
The love-throbbing passion admits no conditions, 
And life’s, to enjoy it, too short. 
Let cold, passive beings by avarice measure 
The hours that transiently fly ; 
The union of souls is the summit of pleasure, 
And rapture-born, breathes in a sigh, 
Dear Fanny! 
And rapture-born, breathes in a sigh! 


Let stoics, deceived, and to fallacy given, 
Deny there’s a blessing on earth; 
Tis false,—and I’ll prove it ;—thy bosom is hea- 
ven, 
To which ange} Joy owes its birth! 

Thy lips, dearest girl, are the portals of blisses, 
Where Truth sits, endeared, on thy breath , 
And, oh! when I die, let it be with your kisses, 

And monarchs will envy my death, 
Dear Fanny ! 
And monarchs will envy my death ! 


A a 


THE QUIZZICAL, COMICAL FAMILY. 
(Dibdin.) 


My father and Humphrey Hum were like bro- 
thers ;— 
And, when father departed this life, 
To keep up the friendship, I chose, for all others, 
Hum’s daughter, sweet Margery, for wife! 
To pay the first visit, I made no delay ; 
But such people did ne’er mortal see! 
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Humphrey’s neck was awry,—his wife had a hare- 
A. 


hip,— 
Deb squinted,—Tom stuttered,—Mag rose in the 
hip! 
What a whimsical, strange, odd, queer, out 


of-the-way 
Set of frights, were this comical family. 


Of some different liquor did ev’ry one guzzle ; 
Humphrey, hot-pot; his wife, with a grace, 
Tossed off cherry-bounce till she foamed at the 

muzzle ; 
With brown stout, Deb grew black in the face : 
Tom, a fine foaming tankard of ale did dis- 
play ; ! 
Sweet Margery drank nothing but tea ; 
So I drank with them all, hot-pot, mead, tea, and 
beer, 
Cherry-bounce, and three-threads, and looked 
almost as queer 
As this whimsical, strange, odd, qneer, out- 
of-the-way, 
This quizzical, comical family. 


Next we talked about cards—one proposed whisk 
and swobbers, 
And began to slide, shuffle, and cut ; 
They cheated like devils, or gamblers, or rob- 
bers, 
Some at cribbage, and others at put, 
To be mighty agreeable, I was to play, 
Had each game recommended to me; 
I played at Pope Joan, cribbage, put, and all- 
fours, 
Whist, commerce, piquet, beat the knave out of 
doors, 
With this whimsical, queer, strange, odd, out- 
of-the-way, 
This quizzical, comical family. 


Next the company each his own song must be sing- 
ing : 
This satey that squeaked, t’other squalled ; 
One hallooed, till ev’ry glass began ringing, 
While Shock howled, as so loudly he bawled. 
I was asked for my song, so delightful and 
Say» 
Or to join in a catch, ora glee, 
So I tuned up “* Rude Boreas,” ‘* Tom Stitch,” 
“¢ Stoney Batter,” the ‘* Dargle,” <* Green Peas,” 
“«* Gramachree,” 
To keep time with this queer, strange, odd, 
out-of-the-way, 
This quizzical, comical family. . 


At last, *twas all settled that i, the next morn- 
ing, 
Should marry this elegant bride ; 
Out set our community, mockery scorning, 
And two thousand neighbours beside. 
Home to dinner we came, all so blithe and so 
gay, 
As merry as merry could be ; 
We ate, danced, and drank till the stecking was 
thrown, 
And quite used to the queer tricks and fancies I’m 
grown, 
Of this whimsical, strange, odd, zum, out-of 
the-way, 
This quizzical, comical family. 


GISPPL OP 


THE LOVER’S SIGH. 
Air—“ The Soldier’s Gratituae.’—(H. Powel.) 


ADIEU: adieu! dear Jane, adieu! 
By Fate though doomed to part ; 
My love must e’er prove warm to you, 

Since you possess my heart. 


Pai 0) 


Though far from you, dear Jane, I rove, 
The thought shall make me blest, 

That, with the heart of her I love, 
Mine, mine alone doth rest. 


For you, all danger I’ll defy ; 
Bat, should they threaten death, 
For you I will preserve a sigh, 
And that—life’s parting breath. 
Though far from thee, &c. 


PPO LIPLIP 


BRAVO! BRAVO! CALPIGI. 
*( Arnold.) 


ALWAYS a dashing, gay, young fellow, 
But rather troublesome when mellow ; 
Which often chanced my case to be. 
Ahi, Calpigi. 
1 took a wife, to keep me steady, 
A‘ this I found her always ready ; 
But she could drink as well as me. 
Ahi, Calpigi. 
But she had likings beside her liquor ; 
At ogling not an eye was quicker 
Than of that false and cruel she. 
Ahi, pooro Calpigi. 
To take her down a few pegs lower, 
I thought for once I’d try my power ; 
A lucky plan occurred to me. 
Bravo, bravo, Calpigi. 


I found a cruel, whiskered, corsair, 
With heart of flint and tail of horsehair; 
* I thonght him just the man for me. 
Bravo, bravo, Calpigt. 


So, without further words or warning, 
With this corsair I struck a bargain, 
To take my lady out to sea. 
Bravo, bravo, Calpigi. 
The tables quickly on me turning,— 
Kidnapping husbands by me take warning,— 
The slave with whom they set to sea 
; Was none but luckless Calpigi. 


A power with whom he was at war 
Our vessel took, “ere we’d got far,— 
Our conq’ror was the brave Tarrare! 


PLOELLIG? 


BEN BACKSTAY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


BEN BACKSTAY was our boatswain, a very merry 
boy 
For no one half so merrily could pipe all hands a- 
hoy! 
And when it chanced his summons we didn’t well 
attend, : 
No lad than he more merrily could handle a rope’s 
end. 
With his chip-chow, cherry-chow, fol 
lol de riddee row, fol lol de ra. 


Whilst sailing once, our captain, who was a jolly 
dog, 

One day he gave to ev’ry mess a double share of 
BTOS 5 : i 

Ben Backstay he got tipsy, all to his heart’s con- 
tent 

And, being half-seas over, vy, overboard he vent. 

With his chip-chow, &c. 


A shark was on the starboard,—sharks don’t for 
manners stand, 

But grapple all they come near, just like your 
sharks on land ; ‘ 
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We threw out Ben some tackling, of saving him 
some hopes, 3 
But the shark had bit his head off, so he couldn’t 
see the ropes— 
Nor sing out chip-chow, &c. 


Without a head, his ghost appeared all on the 
brihy lake ; 

He piped all-hands-a-hoy! and cried, lads, warn- 
ing by me take, : 

By drinking grog I lost my life; so, lest my fate 
you meet, 

Vy, never mix your liquor, lads, but always take 
at neat, 

And sing chip-chow, &c. 


PIPL aILIFE 


ALL HAIL TO MASONRY. 
Air—** The Rose- Tree.” 


YE free-born sons of Britain’s isle, 
Attend, while I the truth impart, 
And show that you are in exile 
Till Science guides you to our art. 
Uncultivated paths yon tread, 
Unlevelled, barren, blindfold be, 
Till, by a mystery you’re led 
Into the lisht of masonry. 


From chaos this round globe was formed, 
A pedestal for us to be, 
A mighty column it adorned, 
In just proportion raised were we, 
When our Grand Architect above 
An arch soon raised by his decree, 
And placed the sun, the arch key-stone,— 
The whole was formed by masonry. 


It pleased our Sovereign master then 
This glorious fabric to erect 

Upon the square ; let us, as men, 
Never the noble work neglect, 

But still, in Friendship’s bonds unite, 
Unbounded as infinity ; 

*Tis a sure corner-stone, fixed right, 
And worthy of freemasonry. 


In ancient times, before the flood, 
And since, in friendship we’ve adhered ; 
From pole to pole have firmly stood, 
And by all nations been revered. 
When rolling years shall cease to move, 
We from oblivion raised shall be ; 
Then, since we’ve met in peace and love, 
Let’s sing—All hail to masonry. 


PPLE AL IF 


THE MOUNTAIN-SPRITE. 
(T. Moore. ) 


IN yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youth, whose life all had calmly flown, 

Till spells came o’er him, and, day and night, 

He was haunted and watched by a Mountain- 
Sprite. 

As he, by moonlight, went wand’ring o’er 

The golden sands of that island shore, 

A foot-print sparkled before his sight— 

’T was the fairy-foot of the Mountain-Sprite. 


Beside a fountain, one sunny day, 

As, looking down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light, 

And he saw, in the clear wave, the Mountain- 
. Sprite. 

He turned, but, lo, like a startled bird, 

The spirit fled—and he only heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mountain-Sprite, 
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One night, pursued by that dazzling look, 
The youth, bewildered, his pencil took, 
And, guided only by memory’s light, 
Drew the fairy of the Mountain-Sprite. 


“© Oh! thou, who lovest the shadow,” cried 

A gentle voice, whispering, by his side, 

«« Now turn and see”—here the youth’s delight 
Sealed the rosy lips of the Mountain-Sprite. 


“<¢ OF all the spirits of land and sea,” 
Exclaimed he then, “ there is none like thee ; 
And oft, oh! oft may thy shape alight 

In this lonely arbour, sweet Mountain-Sprite!” 


CRLF LE ELE 


HARK! HARK! THE MERRY HORN CRIES 
COME AWAY! 


HARK, hark, the merry horn cries come away! 
Quit, quit the downy bed, 
Break from Amyuta’s arms ; 
Oh! let it ne’er be said 
That all, that all her charms, 
Though she’s a Venus fair, can tempt thy stay. 


Perplex thy soul no more with cares below ; 
For what will pelf avail! 
Thy courser paws the ground ; 
Each beagle cocks his tail— 
They spend their mouths around ; 
While health and pleasure smiles on every brow. 


Try, huntsman, all the brakes,—spread all the 
plain ; 
Now, now she’s gone away ; 
Strip, strip, with speed pursue 
The jocund god of day, 
Who fain our sport would view ; 
See, see, he flogs his fiery steeds in vain! 


Pour down like a flood from the hills, brave boys ! 
On the wings of the wind 
The merry beagles fly ; 
Dull Sorrow lags behind, 
Yet shall echoes reply, 
Catch each flying sound, and double our joys. 


ee oe 


OH! THE PLEASURES OF THE FAIR. 


OH! the pleasures of the fair, 
What fun and frolics there we meet, 
What mirth and noise so glorious. 
First, there’s Lady Holland’s mob, 
In which all sorts and sizes bob, 
And drink and fight so uproarious. 


SPOKEN.| When proclamation’s made, to hear 
the shows invite you:—Walk in, walk in, ladies 
and gentlemen, just going to begin, the splendid 
romantic pastoral gallimaufry of the Horrible 
Secret ; or, Monstrosities made Public: to con- 
clude with the pantomime of Harlequin with his 
Head in his Pocket. Walk in and see the most 
notified Fire-eater in the ’varsal world; he eats 
red-hot charcoal steeped in brimstone, and spits 
black sealing-wax out of his mouth; only one 
penny. Here’s the last new invented animal from 
China, the wonderful Kangwhonghumall ; he laps 
tea with his tail, and cuts watch-papers with his 
hind legs. Don’t miss this opportunity of see- 
ing the noted Indian Tuzzy-nuzzy-muzzy, chief of 
the tribe of Howzy-dowzy’s; whoinhabit an island 
in the burning deserts ot Arabia, where there is no 
water ; they travel on the ice with their heads on 
a sledge, use their hands for wheels, and their 
feet for sky-scrapers. 

Such the wonders so monstrous rare, 
You may see at Bartle’my Fair. 


Here’s Ti-di-dol’s noted spice, 
With sausages fried so nice, 
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Made of ingredients savoury : 

While in the throng and bustle, 

Of your watches they’ll you hustle, 
And queer you with all sorts of knav’ry. 


SPOKEN.] O dear, ma: now I shall see the wild 
beastesses. Pray, sir, what’s that here animal in 
the corner? That’s a Botany-bay goat, ma’am ; 
he makes ladies’ gloves with hairs from his skin, 
and is just about finishing a pair. Vonderful I de- 
clares. I’ll thank you not to quiz that tiger, sir; 
we’re trying to tame him; anda bad joke always 
makes him savage. Bless me, vhy, do the animals 
understand English, Mr. Showman? That lion 
does, ma’am. Dear me, ma, vhich is a live lion? 
That there great creature, Tommy, with his head 
in a brown muff. This here, gemmen and ladies, 
is a monkey from the North Pole; where they 
feed upon plum-pudding, that grows naturally on 
the trees. Oh, ma! how I should like to live 
there. 

Such the wonders, &c. 


Now all the booths are full, 
With every species of John Bull, 
All anxious for the sight ; 
While Dusty Bobs, Jack Scraggs, 
And Black Sals, in best rags, 
Fill the landlords with rapture quite. 


SPOKEN.] Come, Sarah, we’ll finish this here 
half-pint blue ruin, and then go and see the shows. 
If you please, Massa Bob. Hollo, Sarah, drink 
fair. Always do, Massa Bob. Here, my covey, 
what’s to pay? we’ve had one pot of heavy, two 
half-pints ruin, four pipes backy, two slices bees’ 
wax, and a twopenny. That’s two and eightpence, 
sir. Then there’s two bobs, a tanner, and four 
browns. Vell, I likes summat deep in a play, 
summat to cry about. Did you ever see King 
Lear, miss? Don’t leer at me, fellow. Oh, dear, 
dear! that big gemman has trod on my corns. He 
only did it to raise your tragedy feelings, ma’am. 
Vell, Sarah, what thinks youtothis? Very grand 
place, Massa Bob, but I can’t see for that man 
standing up. Never mind him, Sarah, he’s only 
a tailor resting himself; but which of the actor 
men do you like best? O, Massa Bob, little gen- 
tleman in nice painted jacket, and pretty black 
face. What, you mean Mr. Harlekin, Sarah; 
vhy he shakes a toe as vell as you and me does. 

~ Such the wonders, &c. 


POLPIPLP PEP HP 


HEIGHO! O HUR POOR HEART. 
( Boaden. ) 


WHEN she rose in the morning, she brought ou 
the day, 
She smiled, and all nature was instantly gay ; 
When she spoke, solemn wisdom forgot to look 
wise, 
And e’en love fell in love at the sight of her eyes : 
Heigho! O hur poor heart 
It is breaking, breaking— 
Gwynith has left hur, heigho! 


The goats, when they saw her, would instantly 
skip, 
And the oie left their honey to fly to her lip ; 
Than her motion the lily was never more meek, 
And the rose might have blushed at the bloom of 
her cheek. 
Heigho! O hur poor heart, &c. 


No sun gilds my day, and night shuts up her stars, 

In search of my peace, I plunge into the wars, 

My single affection asks Gwynith for wife ; 

And hur dies every day for the loss of hur life. 
Heigho! O hur poor heart, &e, 


PRPAIL EK 
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DERMOT O’DENT. 
Air—‘ Molly O? Rigg.” 
In Dublin lives Dermot O’Dent, 
Who was born near a bog in a tent, 
Where on whiskey and mar, 
And potatoes like wax, 
They feasted young Dermot O’Dent. 
What a fortunate Dermot O’Dent! 


When grown up, young Dermot O’Dent, 
To Dublin his ten trotters bent ; 

Where he carried a hod, 

Or he turned up the sod, 
Like a sturdy young Dermot O’Dent. 
Oh! dig away, Dermot O’Dent. 


Now mark, how poor Dermot O’Dent, 
Of love having once got the scent, 
Courted Norah Mac Swig, 
A young lady as big, 
Quite as big as was Dermot O’Dent ; 
Oh! beware, tender Dermot O’Dent. 


She was first met by Dermot O’Dent, 
At Donnybrook-fair, in a tent, 

Where he gave to the lass, 

Faith! of whiskey a glass, 
Then she swore to love Dermot O’Dent. 
What a beautiful oath, says O’Dent. 


I'll wed you, says Dermot O’Dent ; 
Says Norah Mac Swig, I’m content; 
Twenty friends full of fun, 
Twenty whiskey-kegs run 
At the wedding of Dermot O’Dent. 
Roar away, boys, says Dermot O’Dent. 


Now, a knight of the hod is O’Dent, 
And his Norah sells salt fish in Lent; 
So, *twixt murphies and fish, 
Sure, they cook up a dish, 
Worthy stomachs like that of O’Dent. 
Ocli. .ong .ife to you, Dermot O’Dent. 


PP ERP PEER 


LULLA, LULLA, LULLABY. ; 
(Shakspeare. ) 
4 QUARTETTO. 


Yor Soo.ted snakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen; 
Newts and blina-worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our fairy queen! 
Philows. ~ith melody, 
Sing in your sweet lullaby, 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby! 
Never harm, nor spell, nor charm, 
‘some our lovely lady nigh ; 
So good night, with lullaby ! 


Weaving spiders, come not here ; 
Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence! 
Beetles black approach not near, 
Worm nor snail do no offence. 
Philomel with melody, &c. 


GI IPPL IOP? 


BEGGARS LEAD MERRY LIVES. 


BEGGARS lead merry lives, 
Neither tax, work, nor wives, 
uaugh, quaff, prancing and kissing, oh! 

Their life’s a holiday, 

From morn till night they play, 

Rag-tag begging for me 5--- 

Worshipful, noble sir, 

Give ine 4 penny, for 

The love of heaven, or 

What’s to become of me ? 

Then 1f he will not give, 

Neat in his pocket dive, 


There’s no sin 
Fishing in 
A neighbour’s trout-stream, oh! 


Quick hanas and nimble feet 
Never need want for meat ; 
Laugh, quaff, grub is in plenty, oh! 
Then, if we want to peck, 
Fig for the Harman Beck, 
Laugh, quaff, legerdemain! 
Cacklers that on heaths stray, 
Grunters that meet our way, 
By a sleight we convey ; 
Conj’ring’s no theft, I wis ; 
Hedges that linen bear 
East and West Indies are, 
And our trade’s 
Not afraid 
Of wind and water, oh! 
Beggars lead merry lives, &c. 


IFS OLLI 


WHEN OUR TIME’S COME WE MUST GO. 


(Dibdin.) 
Wu8aTt argufies pride and ambition ? 
Soon or late Death will take us in tow, 
Each bullet has got its commission, 
And when our time’s come we must go. 
Then, drink and sing,—hang pain and sorrow, 
The halter was made for the neck, 
He that’s now alive and lusty—to-morrow, 
Perhaps, may be stretched on the deck. 


There was little Tom Linstock, of Dover, 
Got killed, and left Polly in pain. 
Poll cried, but her grief soon was over, 
And then she got married again. 
Then drink and sing, &c. 


Jack Junk was ill-used by Bet Crocker, 
And so took to guzzling the stuff, 
Till he tumbled in old Davy’s locker, 
‘And there got liquor enough. 
“Then drink and sing, &c. 


For our prize-money, then, to the proctor, 
Take of joy, while ’tis going, our freak, 
For what argufies calling the doctor 
When the anchor of life is apeak ? 
Then drink and sing, &c. 


GRILL IPDS 


THE POTTER’S DAUGHTER. 
Air— The Goddess of the Silver Stream.” 
(E. Bell.) 


NEAR Stafford town, a shady cot, 
- The weary potter’s dwelling, 
Gave birth to Mary’s humble lot,— 
For bread her ware she’s selling. 
Though rustic born, she graceful brings 
The basket, all her care ; 
Then through the village sweetly sings— 
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«* Come, buy my earthenware! 


Sweet as the morn that lights her way 
Goes Mary, with good wishes, 
Entreating all, till close of day, 
To buy her neat made dishes. 
From virtuous deeds what pleasure springs, 
Her duty’s all her care; 
To aid an aged sire, she sings— 
“‘ Come, buy my earthenware !” 


How fickle, sure, is Fortune’s will, 
To share to worth so sparing, 

While crafty knaves their coffers fill 
With riches overbearing ; 


Pus 
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Sweet Mary’s form a goddess, springs, 
Enchanting in her air, 

While through the hamlet as she sings— 
“Come, buy my earthenware!” 


GOP LPL LIF 


THE MERRY SOLDIER. 
(T. Bibdin.) 


“Wuo’Lt serve the king?” cried the sergeant 
aloud ; 

Roll went the drum, and the fife played sweetly ; 

“ Here, Master Sergeant,” said I, from the crowd 

“Ts a lad who will answer your purpose com- 


pletely.” 

My father was a corporal, and well he knew his 
trade 

Of women, wine, and gunpowder, he never was 
afraid : 


- He’d march, fight,—Left, right, 
Front, flank—Centre rank. 
Storm the trenches,— Court the wenches, 
Loved the rattle—Of a hattle, 
Died with glory —Lives in story, 
And, like him, I found a soldier’s life, if taken 
smooth and rough, 
A very merry, hey down derry, sort of life enough. 


“Hold up your head!” said the sergeant at drill: 
Roll went the drum, and the fife played loudly 
<‘ Turn out your toes, sir ;” says I, “ sir, I will ;” 
For a nimble-wristed round rattan the sergeant 
flourished proudly. 
My father died when corporal, but I ne’er turned 
my back, é 
Till, promoted to the halbert, I was sergeant in a 
crack. 
In sword and sash—-Cut a dash, 
Spurred and booted— Next recrnited, 
Hob and Clod—Awkward squad, 
Then began—My rattan, 
When boys unwilling—Came to drilling, 
Till, made the colonel’s orderly—then who but I 
so bluff, 
Led a very merry, hey down derry, sort of life 
enough. 


<‘ Homeward, my lads!” cried the general; huzza! 
Roll went the drum, and the fife played cheerily ; 
To quick time we footed, and sung all the way— 
Hey! for the pretty girls we love so dearly. 
My father passed his time, I’m told, in bustle, 
jars, and strife, 
And, like him, being fond of noise, [ mean to 
take a wife, 
Soon as miss—Blushes yes, 
Rings, gloves,— Dears, loves, 
Bells ringing—Comrades singing, 
Honeymoon—Finished soon, 
Panting, sighing—Children crying ; 
Perhaps a wedded life may prove, if taken smooth 
and rough, ; 
A very merry, hey down derry, sort of life enough. 


PLaLP PCI FT 


OH, BLAME ME NOT THAT SUCH HIGH 
WORTH. 


(Terry.) 

Ou! blame me not that such high worth 

Hath raised of love the gentle flame, 
Yet, as I own it, quicker throbs 

The timid, trembling pulse of shame. 
When Pity dries the falling tear, 

Love, unperceived, will venture in ; 
And kindness to a wounded heart 

Is sure that wounded heart to win. 


My faltering tongue, my downcast eyes, = 
Reveal my bosom’s thoughts too plain ; 


| 
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But where love wore a form so good 
Ah! tell me, could it plead in vain. 

This heart, without a resting-place, 
Was like the wand’ring, weary dove 

Returned from Sorrow’s storms, to seek 
A shelter in the ark of love. 


PILL IEL LL 


WHO WOULD LIVE SINGLE AN HOUR 
(Andrews. ) 


Ou, what a country for people to marry in! 
Love and its comforts they never miscarry in ; 
Miss wants a husband, and master a wife, 
Parents consent, and they’re happy for life ; 

If one bed wo’n’t do, 

They put up with two; 

The good wife loves to roam, 

The good man stays at home; 
At night they retire from their merry go-rounds, 
He’s got a few bottles—she’s lost a few pounds ; 
If such the delights such fond unions bespeak, 
Say, who would live single a week ? 

Happy pair! 

Say, who would live single a week ? 


Fortune, perhaps, the dear couple may smile upon ; 
Field for the fair to show off her grand style upon - 
A coach and six horses—a service of plate, 
A beau for soft service—a dozen for state. 

Should pocket be low, 

To traffic they go, ¥ 

A great rout is declared-— 

A rich faro prepared—- 
The guests return lighter, perhaps, than they 

. went; 
The supper’s discharged—and the hosts are con- 
tent. 
If wedlock such permanent joys can display, 
Pray, who would live single a day? 
Charming scene! 

Pray, who would live single a day ? 


Lucky in these, they have other resources too ; 
Sweet separations, and tender divorces, too; 
If our wife in a friend too much confidence puts, 
We thrust a stiletto straight into his guts : 

They only look big 

By a counsellor’s wig ; 

And the weapon they draw 

Is a limb of the law; 
Both parties for damage good-naturedly sue, 
And their wrongs are set right by a nabob or Jew ; 
If husbands such recompense have in their power, 
Then, who would live single an hour? 

Pleasant rogues ! 

Then, who would live single an hour? 


GLE PLL EF 


CHILDHOOD, HAPPIEST STAGE OF LIFE. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


CHILDHOOD, happiest stage of life, 
Free from care and free from strife ; 
Free from Memory’s ruthless reign, 
Fraught with scenes of former pain ; 
Free from Fancy’s cruel skill, 
Fabricating future ill. 

Time, when all that meets the view, 
All can charm, for all is new: 

How thy long lost hours I mourn, 
Never, never to return. 


Then to toss the circling ball, 
Caught rebounding from the wall ; 
Then the mimic ship to guide 
Down the kennel’s dirty side ; 
Then the hoop’s revolving pace 
Through the dirty street to chase - 
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O, what joy '—it once was mine ; 
Childhood, matchless boon of thine : 
Now thy long lost hours I mourn, 
Never, never to return. 


PRIP FERS? 


A DROP IN THE EYE. 
Air— Love in the Heart.””—(J. R. Planche.) 


WHAT is it that steals from the cheek the red rose, 
Its blossoms displacing to bloom on the nose? 
What is it that sends us with hiccups to bed, 
And wakes us at morn with a pain in the head? 
Tis a drop, a drop in the eye, 
A drop, a drop in the eye! 


And hee makes the legs scarce their burden up- 
old ? 

And what makes us into the kennel get rolled ? 
°Tis a drop, a drop, &c. 

And what is it causes the peaceful to brawl, 

And makes us see double, or else not at all ? 
"Tis a drop, a drop, &c. 


THE BANKS OF THE THAMES. 
Air—* Had I a Heart for Falsehood framed.” 


WHEN last I wandered on thy shores, 
How dreary seemed each hour ; 
Thy silver tide, now unconfined, 
Was bound by Winter’s power : 
Those flowers which throng thy verdant bank, 
And now so freshly bloom 
Around me, as supine I lie, 
Were then in Nature’s womb. 


But Nature’s regent, generous Spring, 
And Summer, queen of flowers ; 
With golden Sol’s creative smiles, 
And Morning’s genial showers, 
Have made thy banks, old Father Thames, 
In rainbow colours glow ; 
And where a single beauty dwelt, 
A thousand others grow. 


Now roses proudly show their charms, 
And bending o’er thy side, 

Send to thy glassy wave their blush, 
And drink thy freshening tide ; 

In turn, thy waves in playful mood, 
Spring up their guests to greet, 

And kiss their cheeks so flushing red, 
And drink their breath so sweet. 


ANNA, MY DEAR. 
(Upton. ) 
THE sun has arisen love, Anna, my dear! 
The horn of the hunter sounds merrily clear ; 


The mists of the night are dispersed far and near, 
And all to enrapture thee, Anna, my dear! 


Awake, love, awaken thee, Anna, my dear ! 
The hounds are at fault till their mistress appear ; 
Swift Mirza is saddled to banish all fear ; 

Then hasten, O hasten thee, Anna, my dear! 


The roebuck has started off, Anna, my dear! 
The light of his eye is bedimmed with a tear ; 
O, come, and thy lover awaits for thee here, 
To join in the gallant chase, Anna, my dear! 


PLPIL PPPS 


WE’LL SWIG THE DOUGH A DORAS. 


CoME, jolly heart, before we part, 
We’ll take the other bumper, 
There raptares lie 
Which cares defv, 
No sorrows thence can come, sir ; 


Whatever blessings life can boast, 
Good whiskey brings before us ; 

Pure Friendship’s holy beam to toast, 
We’ll swig the Dough a Doras. 

Then let the glass of Friendship pass, 
Fresh joys it will ensure us ; 

For hands and mind are all combined 
When swigging Dough 2 Doras. 


The gods, they say, upon a day 
Met in the courts above, sir; 
Youth’s goddess fair 
The cup did bear, 
To serve the guests of Jove, sir; 
.They drank of nectar’s living store, 
Till they were fuddled glorious; 
Then Bacchus brought one bottle more 
To give them Dough a Doras. 
Tken let the glass, &c. 


It is a sign of love divine, 
Which bids all ill defiance, 
And makes the heart 
Its joys impart, 
In friendship’s sweet reliance ; 
Each holy tie of future love, 
Which parting friends insure us, 
More strongly in the heart we prove 
While swigging Dough a Doras. 
Then let the glass, &c. 


GPP PEPE? 


OH! WHAT WILL MOTHER SAY? 


OR, SEMON SAPSKULL’S ADVENTURES AT A 
GAMBLING-HOUSE. 


Air—** I’se Yorkshire too.”’ 


I’m Simon Sapskull, that’s my name, 
As sure as eggs ben’t bacon ; 
From Frome, in Somer’tshire, I came, 
Or else I’m much mistaken ! 
One Monday morn, ’fore mother rose, 
Tis true as grass makes hay, 
I started for London, in Sunday clothes, 
Lord, what will mother say ? 
Lord, what will mother say ? 


I got to town, and called upon coz, 
To show me all the sights, ~ 
The Toms and Jerries, and the buz 
Of Charlies milled—and fights ; 
At a pastry-cook’s, I thought it queer, 
A lady, fine and gay, 
Gave me a card, to come and see her, 
Lord, what will mother say ? 
Will mother say, &c. 


We went toa gambling-house, to try 
Our luck at lose et more ; 
My pockets they emptied—I heard the cry 
Of ‘* Officers at the door.” 
This put me in a terrible fright, 
Coz, with the rest, scampered away, 
So up the chimney I got out of sight, 
Lord, what will mother say ? 
Will mother say, &c. 


I crawled up the chimney, got black as Old Nick, 
A water-spout quickly I spied, 
So down it I went,—the officers tricked ,— 
“ To the Tread-mill we’ll send him,” they 
cried. 
In the street I found coz, while gaping about,— 
Says he,—‘* Where have you been, Simon, 
pray ?” 
Says I,—‘* My dear coz, I’ve been up the 
spout, 
Lord, what will mother say ?” 
Will mother say, &c. 
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Coz laughta, and hoped ’twould be a lesson ; 
Said Simon—-if you will 
Go to the tailor’s, get a dress on, 
We'll go and see this mill. 
Says I, I’m ready in a crack, 
O, what a woful day, 
My coat is split all up the back, 
Lord, what will mother say? 
Will mother say, &c. 


We went to Brixton, saw the mill, 
And Billy Waters treading ; 
Black Sall, with Dusty Bob and Bill, 
All merry as a wedding ; 
To-morrow morn, at half-past six, 
I'll homeward bend my way, 
And when [ tell my London tricks, 
Lord, what will mother say ? ? 
Will mother say, &c. 


PPLE SIF 


OH, LOUDLY, ‘PROUDLY SOUND THE 
SOLDIER’S FAME, 
A DUET. 
(Dimond. ) 
She.—'TELL, soldier, tell, and, mark you, tell 
me truly, 
How oft in battle have you slain a foe ? 
He.—Go, count the leaves, when winds are 
heard, unruly, 
In autumn that from mighty forests blow. 


Sne.—Did e’er a captain, worth a costly ransom, 

Own you his conqueror in the deadly broil ? 

He.—I’ve twigged field-marshals, pickings snug 
and handsome ; 

Twelve waggons now are loaded with my 


spoil ! 
Both.—Oh! loudly, proudly sound the soldier’s 
fame ; 
Oh! flashly, dashly flaunt the soldier’s 
dame! 
She.—Tell, soldier, tell, and, mark you, tell me 
truly, 
Did foreign maids ne’er win your roving 
vow? 
He.—Oh! blood and fire! I swear I can’t speak 
coolly ; 


By Mars, to you, and only you, I bow. 


She.—Say, shall Love’s chain of blossoms hold 
for ever ? 
Nor time nor absence bid its bloom depart ? 
He.—WNot sword, or gun, such magic links can 
sever, 
Or rend from Rosabelle her hero’s heart. 
Both.—Oh! loudly, proudly, &c. 


PIPL ILIPF 


THY BLUE WAVES, OH, CARRON. 
‘ 
(Rannie.) 


THy blue waves, Oh, Carron! 
rene, 
hy hills and thy valleys look fragrant and fair! 
But the angel of bliss,—who gave light to the 
scene, 
When lost in thy flood, left my heart to de- 
spair ! 
On thy green, sedgy margin, enraptured, I stood, 
While hope winged the moments, and love 
charmed the day! 
But now, in affliction, I gaze on the flood, 
And watch thy blue waves, as they wander 
away ! 
I have teaned on the rock which hangs over thy 
caves, 
And ’woke the sweet echoes with love-sounding 
lays; 


flow soft and se- 
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And the silver-haired willow, which droops 0’er the 
waves, 
Records, on its bark, the soft theme of her praise. 
Ir vain I look round, the fair object to see, 
The voice of my charmer no longer I hear; 
And the prospect which once yielded transport to 
me, 
Seems dark as the sable which covered her bier. 
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Yet wind, plaintive stream! thy clear waves to the 
main, 
Responsive to grief, let them murmur and sigh ; 
Their course let thy blue rolling waters maintain, 
And springs, unexhausted, their waste still sup- 
ply. . 
By the sharp frost of winter thy tides may be 
chilled, 
Yet spring’s mellow breath will unbind them 
again ; 
But once let the current of life be congealed, 
To warm it anew ev’ry effort is vain. 


GRP PELE P 


THE LOVER’S DEPARTURE. | 
Air— Ah, Perdona.”’ 


’TIs the hour, and we must part, love ; 
Fate her heaviest sorrow wreaks ; 

And the woe that rends my heart, love, 
Tears, than language, abler speaks. 

Happy moments we have seen, love, 
Ah, how swiftly they could flee ; 

Now the pleasure that has been, love, 
Is but torture unto me. 


Far, perhaps, we’re doomed to sever, 
Long, in absence, to repine ; 

Yet shall time or distance never 

. _ Change this faithful heart of mine. 

Be my pathway dark or bright, love, 
While our wandering shall be ; 

Thou shalt be a star of light, love, 
Still to guide my soul to thee. 


Fare thee well,—I’ll not forget thee, 
Wheresoe’er I chance to rove ; 

Doubts and achings that beset me 
Shall but purify my love ; 

And if we may meet at last, love, 
All our pains and partings o’er, 
Then the sorrow that is past, love, 

Will but make our bliss the more. 


PIL ILEES RS 


THE NIGHT HAS FLED. 


THE night has fled, the morning dawns, ? 
The stag bounds o’er his native lawns, 

And while each zephyr’s on the wing, 

He seeks the soft translucent spring, 

Then strides, with heart devoid of pain, 
Along the verdant, flow’ry plain. 


But, hark! with echoing, noisy clack, 
Behind him comes the panting pack ; 
He starts and turns, with fearless mien, 
As the advancing troop are seen ; 

And now, with dignified disdain, 

He slowly moves across the plain. 


Yet soon he finds his foes draw near, 

And stern contempt gives way to fear ; 
Concealment’s arts, at first, he tries,— 
Discovered soon, he swiftly flies, 

And with such force each nerve doth strain, 
He scarcely seems to touch the plain. 


Still, trembling beast! he’s doomed to find 
The persevering pack behind ; 

Nearer the horrid noise he hears, 

Whilst ten-fold terrors fill his fears ; 

Ne finds his utmost speed in vain, 

And droops, dejected, on the plain. 
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Soon the fierce hounds approach their prey, 
Who nobly tries their force to bay ; 

But from his breast bursts bitter sichs, 

And streaming tears bedew his eyes ; 

Round him fast flock the hunting-train, 

And death seems hov’ring o’er the plain. 


But Mercy does her mandate give, 

And bids the dappled victim live,— 

The disappointed dogs retire, 

A whip has quickly cooled their ire, 
While the poor stag, relieved from pain, 
Once more in peace stalks o’er the plain. 


GEPPLEPFI LP 


THE FASHIONS. 
Air—‘* Yankee doodle.” 


Crops like hedgehogs, small queer hats, 
Whiskers like Jew Moses ; 

Collars padded, stiff cravats, 
And cheeks as red as roses. 


Faces painted deepest brown, 
Waistcoats striped and gaudy, 

Stuffed just like a goose, you’ll own, 
And stays to brace the body. 


Short great coats that reach the knees, 
Boots like French postilion, 

Meant the lofty race to please, 
But laughed at by the million. 


High-heeled shoes, with silken strings, 
Pantaloons loose fitting ; 

Fingers decked with golden rings, 
And small-clothes made of knitting. 


Bludgeons like a pilgrim’s staff, 
Or canes as slight as osiers ; 
Doubled hose, to show the calf, 

And swell the bill of hosiers. 


Curricles so low, that they 
Along the earth are dragging ; 

Hacks that, weary, all the day 
In Rotten-row are fagging. 


Bull dogs fierce and boxers bold, 
In their train attending ; 

Beauty, which is bought with gold, 
And flatt’rers vice commending. 


Married women, who have seen 
The fiat of the Commons 3 

Tradesmen, with terrific mien, 
And bailiffs with a summons. 


Tailors, with their bills unpaid, 
Parasites high feeding ; 

Letters from a chamber-maid, 
And billets not worth reading. 


Perfumes,—wedding Miss to show, 
Many a lady’s favour, 

Bought by every vaunting beau 
With mischievous endeavour. 


Such is giddy Fashion’s son, 
Such a modern lover ; 

Oh! would their reign had ne’er begun, 
And may it soon be over. 


LE1 PRUDENCE STILL CRY—WHO GOES 
THERE? 
(Moncrieff. ) 


Ay, maids! if you would not with happiness part, 
Uf Love, the false traitor, beware ; 

Let Reason a sentinel stand at the heart, * 
And the challenge be still— Who goes there? 
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For whether ne mine it or take it by storm, 
His sway brings us anguish and care ; 

Then be not ensnared by his beautiful form, 
But let Prudence still cry—Who goes there ? 


, a a ae a 


PULL AWAY, AND BE JOLLY, BOYS! 
YEO, HAY! YE, HO! 


(I. C. Cross.) 


To boast what one’s born to is nonsense and 
pother ; 
Tis Providence, sure, takes us-in tow, great or 
small : 
As to luck, I never knew father or mother ; 
It sie good luck, I think, I was e’er born at 
all! 
As to how, when first launched, for I had no rela- 
tion, 
I picked up crumbs, deuce a bit can tell I, 
But this l’ve since learnt, that, whatever one’s 
station, 
If a ball’s born to hit you ’twill never pass by! 
So, d’ye see, I sings cheerly, howe’er the winds 
blew, 
Puli away, and be jolly, boys! yeo, hay! ye, ho! 
I’ve ta’en cruises many, in squalls and fair wea- 
ther ; 
Been loving on shore, boys, and dauntless at 
sea ; 
Made my mind up to take rough and smooth both 
together, 
Set sail, fair or foul, for ’twas all one to me! 
I’m proud but of this, ’tis, whoe’er tells my story, 
Can’t call to his duty one truer than I ; 
And, conquer or fall at the moment of glory, 
If a ball’s born to hit one twill never pass by. 
So, d’ye see, I sings cheerly, &c. 


GPOPIPLIO 


GET THEE GONE, AGE! 
YOUTH! 


GET thee gone, Age! ; 
Thy steps totter slowly ; thy contact is cold ; 
What has warm Youth to do with the frigid and 


COME HITHER, 


old? 

Thy wrinkles are frowns, and thy frowns bespeak 
care: 

Why dost thou interfere with the young and the 
fair? 


Come hither, Youth! 
Thy figure is graceful ; thy attitude free ; 
And the young and the fair will all listen to thee. 
The smile on thy cheek bespeaks happiness there, 
And thy warm address conquers the young and the 
fair. 


Get thee gone, Age! Come hither, Youth' 


a a ee 


RABBIT, PIG, AND PANCAKE! 
OR, NATHAN ZADOK’S DINNER-PARTY-HOAX! 
Air—‘* Let Schoolmasters puzzle the Brain.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


You’VE heard talk about bubble-and-squeak, 
Fish-and-apples-hotch-potch—Salmagundi ; 
Vat a man who vas starve a whole veek, 
Might eat a coot meal of for von day ; 
Mit a Christian, ‘£ hungry he feel, 
Every nice ting goes down as he meet it ; 
But a Jew must make arl his pork veal, 
Before Moses allows him to eat it! 
SPOKEN.] If a nice fat pig vas smoking under 
your chin now, vhile de peautiful savoury steam 
vas going up your nose, vouldn’t you tink it a cruel 
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case vat if a slice must not go down your stomach? | like de other ting vat you sing, dat—vat as vas 


I tinks as vat you vould sing— 


Tish ar] foolery rulery rig, 

Vat in pork can dere be so much harmish, 
Dat a poor little innocent pig 

Vas make a Jew-stomach so qualmish ?” 


Scollops, lobsters, and crabs ve’re denied, 
Eels and oysters, and ar] other shell-fish ; 
Vat if Moses for private use eyed, 
Don’t you tink he vas tamnably selfish ? 
Don’t you tink (though tish prejudice) hard, 
Dat but if a Jew swallow von oyster, 
Or von pancake, vat’s fried mit pork-lard, 
It should be to his stomach a hoister? 


SPOKEN.] S’help ma Cot! dat vas happen mit 
myself von day by akesydent. As I vas travel ma 
rounds in de country ; stop at de sign of de Crow- 
ing-Cock, ma old baiting-house on de road side ; 
tam sharp set I vas! <* Vell, Mrs. Longknop,” 
says I, “‘ vat is you so busy frying dere?” «* Pan- 
cake it ish, Mr. Zadok,” says she. <‘‘ Vell; pan- 
cake! and vat ish it made?” << Flour, milk, and 
eggs, itish.” <«* Oh, dat ish nice; vill you let me 
von of ’*em?”” “To be sure, Mr. Zadok ; dere.” 
«‘ Vell, it ish nicer as vat I ever vas tase! Vill 
you let me anoder of ’*em? Oh! dis looks sharm- 
ing! but vat ish dat nice in de basin you put out 
to fry em mit?” ‘* Pork-lard, Mr. ——” “ Pork- 
lard! ah! ma Cot! you poison, you poison me! 
O, Lard! I have eat a whole von up! Vat shall 
do to keep it down!” Vell, off I vent, mit ma 
box of coots, in a minute, but vasn’t got more as 
a quarter of a mile, Lard, how bad I vas! ven 

dere come a terrible tunder-storm; I vas fright 
out of ma vits, vat Moses vas so angry! den, oh 
dear! anoder such lond tunder-clap vas come over 
ma head, vat it take arl de pancake off ma stomach 
at vonce! So, I tink den vat I vas better, and 
tam arl pig and pancake togeder! though I knows 
its arl de same ting, vat you’d sing, as vat— 


Tish arl foolery rulery rig, &c. 


Von day I vas ax out to dine 
Mit two friends vat makes game of our habits, 
So on table put only two fine 
(Arl smodered mit onions) big rabbits. 
Both ma friends sveared as vat [ must tase, 
Vhile ma stomach turned arl in sick flutter, 
Half a rabbit von threw in ma face, 
Vat ma beard filled mit onions and butter! 


SPOKEN.] O Lard! O dear! I tought arl ma 
heart vas been come up out my mout, as I start 
ma chair back from de table. Dere I vas, a pretty 
pickle for any body! ‘¢ Vell, gentlemans,’’ says 
I, «« I tank you great deal for ma treat; but I’ll 
be ratted vat if you ever rabbit Nathan Zadok 
again, for dis time vat ish; dere now!” Dendey 
vas burst a laugh, and say vat ma chin vas a plas- 
terer’s goot vhitewash brush! told me I vas an old 
Jew fool, and tam ma nice stomach vat vouldn’t 
eat rabbit’s fiesh! Ah, Lard! vat a dickyment, 
vasn’t it, for a poor innocent Jew, ven dey lock de 
door, pocket de key, and svear vat dey’ll ram a 
whole back and ribs down ma troat? Just den I 
vas tink of de pancake, mit ma mout arl rabbit- 
sauce ; plesh ma life, I vas almost drop dead ; so 
fright vat if Moses vould send anoder tunder for 
ma vicked beard. Arl at vonce I vas shump ma 
head out the vindow, and run avay mit ma legs; 
I vas so quick as a hare, till I tumbled over a cat 
in de street, vat looked just like a rabbit in ma 
heels; and dat vas a fresh sickener. O Lard! 
how I did kick ma poor stomach! Never fraget 
it; it took me more as a munt vat to purify ma 
beard, vhile de whole time I vas do noting of any 
ting, but tam arl rabbit, pig, and pancake! Dere 
now ; I knows you laugh vat ish silly Jew stuff, 


say— 
lish arl foolery rulery rig, &c. 


PEI L PIF FP 


AH! WHY THAT LOOK OF SORROW? 
(Arnold, ) 


AH! why that look of sorrow ? 
Those eyes which now decline, 
In other days would borrow 
A beam of joy from mine. 


My heart the same you see, love, 
But thine no love displays ; 
Oh! turn again on me, love, 
A look of other days. 


While thus you coldly meet me, 
And all my bliss destroy, 

Hope whispers, you should grect me 
A messenger of joy ! 


Ah! could I e’er believe it, 
Your heart would prove untrue ? 
Could I love yours—yet grieve it? 
No, no my love—nor you! 


GPPOPP LLP 


TYPICAL ALLUSIONS ; 
OR, THE PRINTER’S SONG. 
(Walker. ) 


YE famed men of letters, companions so jolly, 

Take copy from me, and chase out melancholy ; 

To ne point I’ll soon come, sirs, nor run té on 
ong 

Ere a period I put to the lines of my song. 

Huzza! for the printer, may care never press him; 

But friendship and love ever bless him, huzza! 


On Mersey’s wide margin I went on the tramp, 
My stick in my hand, short of quoins, spirits 
damp 3 
When a fair slender female, of paragon face, 
Began soon to set me in much lower case. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


Her figure was capital—’twas nonpareil, 

Her look—oh! what cut could ex-press such a 
smile ? 

Sprung, she seemed, from no minion, but some 
English earl, 

For her rings were all se¢ with bright diamond and 
pearl. 

Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


In my heart Cupid’s shooting-stick made de\asta- 

And sie ea gained a point of my great admira- 

I discal a column, her gailey-slave I, 

On the rack lest she’d batter my heart with the 
ait Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


Though reduced to a cipher, I soon numbered hopes 


up, 
And sorted, in English, my figures and tropes up ; 
Type, letter, nor manuscript, e’er could record 
Each impressive paragraph, sentence, and word. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


A kiss I imprinted—an impression made ; 

No bar to my wishes, I hot-pressed the maid ; 

My registered vows, as her page, rose above, 

And em-braces soon proved the full token of love. 
Huzza! forthe printer, &c. 


The matter revised, to the chapel we ran, 
Where the father, with book-work, soon bound us in 
one 5 


284 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Made up by the job, I was locked up in joy ; 
No sorrow could get in, my mind to annoy. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


Tis true, she would fret me, with cross-rule and 
clatter, 
And then, to make even. I went on the batter ; 
But my errors corrected, by her admonition— 
Of myself she soon gave me a second edition. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


It may be ont of form, yet a verse I’ll insert— 
May yet still, lads of metal, your metal exert ; 
Composed may the fount of your glee ever flow ; 
May health brace your nerves, and distribute all 
woe. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


If foes to the press, monks or friars, be dreaded, 

Oh! then be your cannon well pointed and leaded : 

The foes to the press, kings or despots anointed ,— 

May you beat them to death with your cannon well 
pointed. 

Huzza! for the lever, slave-fetters to sever ; 

The press, freedom’s bulwark, for ever, huzza 


My song unrevised, sirs, here gives me much trou- 
ble, 
I find in last verse I have made a sad double ; 
But you pressed me to sing, and, though out, I’ve 
no doubt 
You'll kindly o’erlook overs << double” and “ owt.” 
Huzza ! for the printer, &c. 


When your frames become battered with age, and 
look lank, 
May you still have laid up a large heap at the bank ; 
And when to the light-house at evening you start, O ! 
In landlord’s good looks—may you light on a 
quart-o ! 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


Though oft you ¢mpose, in this world, without feel- | 


ing, 
And with hell and the devil have daily some deal- 


ing ; 
’Neath the stone, when in coffin you’re laid, may a 
column 
Your fame and worth publish as long as a volume. 
Huzza! to the printer, &c. 


And now, since we’re met here to feast and to 
drink, 
To a sentiment, sure I’ve a title, I think ; 
Till here for our pudding again we shall hie, 
May you live on the fat of the land without pie. 
Huzza! for the printer, &c. 


OL LEEPER 


THE MISTLETOE. 
Air—© An old Man would be wooing.” —(J. Lambe. ) 
CoME, titt’ring, simp’ring misses, 
Our annual gift bestow ; 
Voluptuous Christmas kisses 
Beneath the—mistletoe. 
Sweet mistletoe, sweet, sweet mistletoe, bliss is 
derived from thee, 
For ’neath thy branch, the coy, the prude, wave 
cold formality. 


For motives, think not sinister, 
Old maids will seek the bliss ; 
Without the aid of minister, - 
Will grant a virgin kiss. 
Sweet mistletoe, &c. 


Old bachelors so fusty, 
Who ne’er would do a-miss, 
Forget their looks so crusty, 
To share the thrilling kiss. 
Sweet mistletoe, &c. 


Young lovers, too, when greeting, 
Scarce own a joy like this! 
Sweet lips, congenial, meeting 
Each sympathetic-kiss. 
Sweet mistletoe, &c. 


Then, hail the happy pow’: 
That bliss to all bestows : 
And may no sadness low’r 
The eve of mistletoe. 
Sweet mistletoe, &c, 


PROPEL EF 


FAIR ELIZA. 
( Burns.) 


TURN again, thou fair Eliza! 
Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rue on thy despairing lover! 
Canst thou break his faithfu’ heart? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza! 
If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 
Under friendship’s kind disguise ! 


Thée, ‘dear maid, hae I offended ? 
The offence is loving thee : 

Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 
Wha for thine wad gladly die? 

While the life beats in my bosom, 
Thou shalt mix in ilka throe: 

Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 
Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 


Not the bee upon the blossom, 
In the pride of sunny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy, 
All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 
Fancy lightens in his ee, 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 
That thy presence gies to me. 


OPES? EPP 


GO, SILLY BOY. 
A DUET. 
( Upton.) 
He.—O Lapy fair! O lady fair! 
The knights their banners wave, 
And through the halls the herald calls, 
Prepare the sports, prepare! 
She.—I come, I come, my gentle page, 
Then quickly hie thee hence ; 
I soon shall find a sweet employ 
In valour’s recompense. 


He.—Sweet lady, let me guide the way, 
And as thy footsteps bend, 
Forgive me, if I boldly say, 
The wings of love attend! 


She.— Hush! hush! no more, my gentle page, 
Of that thou must not speak 5 
In riper years perchance thow'lt bring 
The tear on beauty’s cheek. 
Haste, haste thee away. 


He.—O lady, pray, 
Thy beauteous eyes, 
Like summer skies, 
Their force employ ! 


She.—Go, go, silly boy, 
What means the child? 
Of hope beguiled, 
Essays to tell of what you know. 


He.—-I know, I know, &c. 


She.—It cannot be,— 
From whence, I’d ask, 
You learned this task ? 
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But that I deem the throng so gay, 
Will chide our long and cold delay. 


He.—You need not ask, 
For mine’s no task 
Thy pleasure to obey. 
She.—Then, silly boy, let’s haste away, 
For should we stay, the throng, so gay, 
Will chide our long and cold delay. 


He.—lWady, pray, let’s,haste away, &c. 


PLE FOL EF 


' HE LOVES AND HE CRIES, DUST, OH! 


Air—** He loves and he rides away.” 


AT the widow Wilkinson’s gate there sat 
A boy, with a pony black ; 

A dustman came out, with a broad brimmed hat, 
And gave the pony a whack! 

Though his bell sounded sad, his heart was glad, 
And he sang so merrily, oh! 

How jollily lives the dustman lad, 
He loves and he cries Dust, O! 


The widow peeped out of the attic floor, 
And heard the dustman bellow ; 
The widow bawled out, till her throat was sore, 
«« Stay, oh! stay, my good fellow '” 
And didst thou, then, this falsehood plan ? 
And was it to grieve me so? 
Ah! tarry awhile, my dear dustman, 
In pity don’t cry Dust, O! 
The dustman, taking no heed of her fears, 
His nose did scornfully turn ; 
Then spurring his nag, which pricked up its ears, 
As he cried, ‘* Good by, my old girl.” 
Thus saying, he gallopped off like mad, 
While she told her story of woe. 
Ah, widows! beware of a dustman lad, 
He’ll love,—but he’ll cry Dust, O. 


GOOLE? EF? 


THOUGH BORN IN A STABLE, A MAN 
E VN’T A HORSE. 
(Cross. ) 


OF a great well-known family near Tipperary, 
Who trotted a pole, or who shouldered a hod, 

I was sprung; and so thinking the prospect to vary, 
Left my old ancient ancestors, home, and the 

sod. 

I'd a twist of the brogue, I determined to alter, 
And speak native English jonteely, of course ; 

If bred up a foreigner, why should I falter? 
Though born in a stable, a man i’n’t a horse. 


To be hired for a footman, I’d fixed it complately, 
To a great man who hated a tight Irish lad, 
And would not keep a servant but talked English 
nately, 
If the devil a one upon earth could be had: 
«« What are you?” says he, ‘‘ why an English- 
man, honey ;” 
«¢ Where born ?”’—‘« Why, in Ireland, my jewel, 
of course ;” 
«« That can’t be ;”,—“ it can, sir; I’ll bet any mo- 
ney: 
Bical bon in a stable, a man i’n’t a horse.” 


He gabbed and he chattered his cockneyshire 
blarney, 
Bade me and my brogue to the devil go roam: 
Says 1, ‘* if Bow bell was the lake of Killarney, 
The devil a cockney would be born at home,” 


Cries he, ‘* you pronounce neither one thing nor 
you p 


vother ;” 


Says I, “ I’ve a tongue, sure, for better for 


worse ; 
*Bout pronuncification, then, why make a bother ? 
Though born in a stable, a man i’n’t a horse.” 
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At last all the innkeepers, where’er I entered, 
Bawled, ‘* put down the potatoes,” by way of 
disgrace 35 
Where the devil, thinks I, can their knowledge be 
centred ? 
By my soul, they must see I’ve the brogue on 
my face ; 
So, though I talk English so native and asy, 
My plump Irish features betray me of course ; 
Yet I’ve proved to your faces, as nate as a daisy, 
Though born in a stable, a man i’n’t a horse. 


GPO IIE SF 


FORGET THEE! NO. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 
THEN be it so, and let us part, 
Since love like mine has failed to move thee ; 
But do not think this constant heart 
Can ever cease, ingrate! to love thee. 
No ;—spite of all thy cold disdain, 
I'll bless the day when first I met thee. 
And rather bear whole years of pain, 
Than e’en for one short hour forget thee. 
Forget thee! no. 


Still Memory, now my only friend, 

Shall, with her soothing art, endeavour 
My present anguish to suspend, 

By painting pleasures lost for ever. 
She shall the happy hours renew, 

When full of hope and smiles I met thee, 
And little thought the day to view 

When thou would’st wish me to forget thee. 

Forget thee! no. 


Yet I have lived to view that day ; 

To mourn my past destructive blindness ; 
To see, now turned with scorn away, 

Those eyes once filled with answering kindness 
But go—farewell! and be thou blest, 

If thoughts of what I feel will let thee ; 
Yet, though thy image kills my rest, 

’T were greater anguish to forget thee. 

Forget thee! no. 


GIO L LEIGH 


BACCHUS, DEITY DIVINE. 


BACCHUS, deity divine, 

Kindly pluck the bending vine ; 
Of rich grapes, the choicest cull, 
Squeeze this mighty goblet full. 


On the table, see, it smiles, 
Wine, that all our care beguiles ; 
Sons of Galen, leave your strife, 
This alone can lengthen life. 


Come, my lovely flowing bowl, 
Let me drink without control, 
Till my rosy cheeks proclaim, 
Bacchus rules the human frame. 


OOP I LP 4IFr 


LOVE’S FIRST TEAR. 


LOVE’Ss first tear, full, timid, tender, 
Fond feeling’s purest, pearly gem ; 
Worthless thee, the peerless splendour, 

Of Europe’s mightiest diadem. 


Nature’s pledge, affection’s token, 
‘Tinged by Heaven’s clear beam to prove, 
From the young heart, though blest or broken, 
The spirit and the warmth of love. 


Though vestal fear first strove to chide, 
And colder duty dared forbid ; 

The soul that prompted, ne’er could hide 
Thy tale of truth from beauty’s lid 
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Affection bade thee then bedew 
The native softness of her eye; 

Whilst Pleasure’s smile, and Passion’s hue, 
Oft drove thee, gentle trickler, by. 


And still whatever feelings sway 

Weak Nature’s change, her heart shall e’er 
Retain thy trace, till sorrow’s day 

Confirm thy truth, too, love’s first tear. 


Spring’s morn, or winter’s brightest eve, 
A crystal drop like thine can shed ; 

One dazzling sun-beam takes its leave, 
And all its glittering charms are fled. 


Such is thy date, so sunny, brief, 

Like beauty’s blush or summev’s flower ; 
Whilst trembling on the verge of grief, 

Thou charm’st, blest tear, but for an hour. 


Life’s dear illusions cannot last, 
When young love’s first romance be o’er ; 
When fancy’s sweet enchantment’s past, 
Then, lovely tear, thou art seen no more, 


PI LIE FI OF 


OH, THE DAYS WHEN I WAS MERRY. 
(H. B. Code. 


OH, the time when I was merry, 

With cheeks as red as a cherry, 
And my heart as light, 

And my eyes as bright, 

As bright as sparkling perry ! 
The bells behold me ring, 
With a ding, dong, ding! 

As sexton, all in style, 

See me strutting up the aisle, 
And my politesse to show, 
Hand a lady to her pew; 

As clerk, I sung a stave ; 

As sexton, dug a grave 5 
And the bells did ring, 

With a ding, dong, ding! 

Oh, the days when I was merry ! 

To her pew 

Lady shew ; 

Sing a stave; 

Dig a grave ; 
Bells did ring, 
Ding, dong, ding ; 

While my heart was light, 

And my eyes as bright, 

As bright as sparkling perry ! 


PILI OPE? 


THE SMITHFIELD BARGAIN , 
OR, LOVE IN A HALTER. 
Air-— Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—(T. Jones.) 


?TWAS at Smithfield I saw an odd sight, 

On the morning of one market-day, sir, 
When an ugly and ill-favoured wight, 

Brought his wife there, and sold her like hay, 

SIT 5 

Ffiteen shillings, the price, was paid down, 
"And the husband soon fingered the cash, sir; 
While the wife was led off by a clown, 

Who declared he had settled the hash, sir. 

Rump ti udity, &c. 


To a halter this wife was made fast, 
Disdaining the conjugal noose, sir ; 
The people all jeered as they passed, 
To see how she bore this abuse, sir. 
Some folks they would wonder and stare, 
And the husband to some offered battle, sir ; 
For he swore that the market was fair, 
For the sale of all hornified cattle, sir. 
Rump ti udity, &c. 
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| Now away went the new-coupled pair, 


Well pleased, as we all must needs think, sir ; 
But the bargain they thought not quite fair, 

Until they’d had something to drink, sir; 
So max was the word, hob and nob, 

’T'was a liquor they liked, no one doubts, sir; 
And, to finish completely their job, 

They’d a quartern served round in three-outs, sir. 

Rump ti adity, &c. 


”Twas an Irishman purchased the dame, 
True son of Hibernia, I wist, sir ; 
With whom she established her fame, 
So sweetly she handled her fist, sir. 
A friend, whom they met on the road, 
Asked, sneeringly,—“ Pray, what’s o’clock, 
sir?”” 
She banged her, while Pat loudly crowed, 
Faith, and sure my new wife’s a game cock, sir. 
Rump ti udity, &c. 


But the Irishman soon had to rue, - 
Since she for his arm proved too strong, sir; 
And ’twas certain his words were proved true, 
For he presently altered his song, sir ; 
Poor man, he was forced to sing small, 
For, when she was in her right trim, sir, 
She would be the queen of the hall, 
Or, faith, and sure she leathered him, sir. 
Rump ti udity, &c. 


‘From this time, poor Pat had no rest, 


For this terrible termagant wife, sir; 
Although he once thought himself blest, 

She now proved the plague of his life, sir. 
So said he, toa friend, t’other day, 

V’ll no longer suffer this pain, sir ; 
So I wish you’d just take her away, 

And sell Ler at Smithfield again, sir! 

Rump ti udity, &c. 


PDP EL PPS 


FAREWELL! FORGET ME NOT. 


I SEE the white sails of thy ship, 
The blue depths of the sea ; 

I hear the wind sweep o’er the wave 
That bears thee, love, from me. 

Thy flag shines in the crimson sun, 
Now setting in the brine ; 

That sun will set to morrow there, 
But light no sail of thine! 

Yet, with to morrow’s evening star, 
Again I’ll seek this spot ; 

’T was here I gave my parting charge, 
My last—Forget me not! 


Around my neck there is a band, 
’Tis made of thy dark hair; 

Its links guard my heart’s dear prize, 
A broken ring they bear. 

A like pledge hangs upon thy breast, 
The last sweet gift love gave ; 

We broke that ring, we twined that hair, 
Upon a maiden’s grave! 

A girl who died of broken vows— 
(How can love be forgot ?) 

A fitting shrine for faithful hearts 
To light—Forget me not! 


How can I bear to think on all 
The dangers thou must brave? 

My fears will deem each gale a storm, 
While thou art on the wave. 

How my young heart will cling to all 
That breathes of thine or thee! 

How I will plant thy favourite flowers, 
And nurse thy fav’rite tree! 

And thou, oh, thou! be shade or shine, 
Or storm or calm thy lot, 

Bear on thy heart our parting words— 
Our fond—Forget me not! 
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Nay, pray thee, mother, let me gaze 
Upon that distant sail ; 

What matters that my eye is dim, 
Or that my cheek is pale? 

And tell me not’tis vain to weep 
For him who is away ; 

That sighs nor tears will speed the flight 
Of but a single day ; 

It is not that I hope to bring 
My sailor to our cot, 

But who can say, and yet not weep-- 
Farewell !—Forget me not ! 


GPLIL IO? 


ALL THE WORLD’S AT PARIS. 


Now’s the time {o change our clime, 
Commerce shuts her day-book ; 

Trade forgets his book of debts, 
Pleasure opes h's play-book. 

Age throws off his winter cough, 
Gout forgets his flannel ; 

Small and great, at Dover wait 
To cross the British Channel. 

London now is out of town, 
Who in England tarries? 

Who can bear to linger there 
When all the world’s at Paris ? 


Jockeys, Jews, and parlez-vous, 
Courtezans, and Quakers, 
Players, peers, and auctioneers, 
Parsons, and undertakers, e 
Modish airs from Wapping-stairs, 
Wit from Norton-Folgate, 
Bagatelle from Clerkenwell, 
And elegance from Aldgate. 
London now is out of town, &c. 


City dames the rage inflames, 
(They well know how to time it!) 
Mrs. Sims is full of whims, 
And hates our foggy climate. 
Mrs. Grill is very ill, 
And nothing can improve her, 
Unless she sees the Tuilleries, 
And waddles through the Louvre. 
London now is out of town, &c. 


Lawk! who is that, with monstrous hat, 
Her parasol who handles? 
’Tis Mrs. Flame, the Borough dame, 
Who deals in tallow-candles. 
Nay, Goody, pray, don’t turnaway, 
These mounseers, do not trust ’em ; 
Whene’er we meet in Tooley-street, 
I promise you my custom. 
London now is out of town, &c. 


Prudence chides, and Folly guides, 
We know not which to mind most; 
And fairly bid, as Boney did, 
The devil take the hindmost ! 
Thus we dance through giddy France, 
And when we find the fun done, 
The piper pay, and march away, 
With empty purse to London. 
London now is out of town, &c. 


PLL LIL OF 


THY TRANSPORTS WHO CAN 
TE 


LOVE! 


(Mrs. Brooke.) 


Yer happy pairs, sincere and kind, 
’Tis here you taste each joy refined ; 
“air Truth and Love delight to dwell 
At yonder cottage on the dell. 


How dear sweet Marian’s artless sighs! 
Hers, the mild eloquence of eyes, 
When constancy’s all-cheering ray 
Drives every jealous thought away. 
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Light as the fairy-step at morn, 
Swift-passing o’er the unbending corn ; 
All other pleasures weakly move 

The heart awake to gen’rous love. 


Far hence be doubt and tender fears ! 
How blest the life which love endears, 
When Truth informs the glowing cheek, 
O, Love! thy transports who can speak? 


CHEPLLIIP FL 


PARTRIDGE SHOOTING. 


WHILE the yet standing corn 
Forbids the brisk horn 
To lead us abroad to the chase, 
O’er the fields then we run, 
With our dogs and a gun, 
And the pleasure of shooting embrace. 


When the dogs make a stand, 
We are ready at hand, 

On a sudden the partridges rise : 
Then we fire away—pop! 
Down, down the birds drop, 

And yield us a delicate prize ' 


The reapers cry, hark! 
We hallo out, mark! 
And speedily cross o’er the mead ; 
Follow closely your game, 
Ever true to your aim, 
And with fowl and with fair you’ll succeed. 


GLI? PIL FE 


HIE, BONNIE LASSIE, BLINK OVER THE 
BURN. 


HIE, bonnie lassie, blink over the burn, 

And if your flocks wander I’ll gie them a turn; 
Sae happy as we’ll be on yonder green shade, 
If ye’ll be my dawtie and sit in my plaid. 


A ewe and twa lammies is a’ my hale stock, 
But I'll sell a lammie out 0’ my wee flock, 

To buy thee a head-lace sae bonnie and braid, 
If ye’ll be my dawtie and sit in my plaid. 


I hae a wee whittle made me a trout creel, 
And O, that wee whittle I liked it weel ; 

But I'll gie’t my lassie, and mair if I had, 
If she’ll be my dawtie and sit in my plaid. 


I hae little siller, but ae hauf year’s fee, 
But, if you will tak it, I’ll gie’t a’ to thee, 
And then we’ll be married and lie in ae bed, 
If ye’ll be my dawtie and sit in my plaid. 


LOL aI IL ELH 


A BATCH OF JESTS. 
(Compiled by G. Hex.) 


SINCE jesting’s quite common, among great and 
small, 
A song on that subject I’ll sing to you all, 
Though some may be false, and some of ’em true, 
I suppose if they’re droll, it’s no matter to you. 
Tol de lol. 


At a tavern, a doctor was once heard to say, 
“‘T have three fine daughters, all charming and 


gay, . 
And, when married, for each ten thousand’s their 
due ; 
Cried a Pat, “‘ with your lave, by my soul, Ill 
take two.” 
Tol de lol. 


Once a Paddy was asked, by a son of his mother, 
Which was the oldest— he or his brother? 
‘ “ I’m oldest,” cried Pat, << yet still I presage, 
7 we live a year longer we’ll be both of an age.” 
| Tol de lol. 
4 
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At an auction, one day, a Pat stood at his ease, 

When he cried, ‘* Auctioneer, may I bid what I 
please ?” 

“* Of course!”’ replied he, ‘‘ come, sir, bid away ;’ 

«« Then,” cried Pat, bowing low, ‘I bid youa 
good day.” 


’ 


Tol de lol. 


At Tyburn, one morning, for forgery was hung, 
A young man whose rog’ry had but a short run, 
Cried a Paddy just by, who was shocked at the 
sight, 
«« Arrah! honey, this comes of larning to write.” 
Tol de lol. 


Now I think that it’s time my jesting should end, 

Though the truth is at present no more than I’ve 
penned ; 

And if you are pleased with the ditty I’ve sung, 

I expect your applause—but if nof, hold your 


tongue. 
Tol de lol. 


AH! FRIEND BELOVED, IN THE COLD 
EARTH FADING. 


Air—“ Luggelaw.’’—( Miss Bryant.) 


Au! friend beloved, in the cold earth fading, 
By every fragile mind forgot ; 
Like a drooping tree a dead flow’ret shading, 
My form still bends o’er thy resting spot. 
Not the glance of bliss, or the notes of gladness, 
Can win a thought from the dreams gone by ; 
Even pleasure sinks in the arms of sadness, 
And checks her smiles with a mournful sigh. 


Was the world again like young Eden blooming, 
Ah! who could taste all its joys alone, 

When the pangs of death ev’ry heart entombing, 
Had left behind but a breaking one 3 

No, give me scenes, e’er so dark, uncheering, 
Where youth and beauty meet decay, 

Save but one bosom—still fond endearing, 
And all the world might fade away. 


£ CP PIISI SO 


> NEW INVENTIONS. 
Air— Mrs. M«Clod.” 


A MERRY place we live in, for Christian and for 
Jew, 

We rack our brains from morn till night'to find out 
something new ; 

The coach that I did travel by run six months 

_ , without 

A single stop to grease the wheels, or keep the 
friction out. 

Anti-attrition is now all the rage, 

To keep the wheels a spinning in a water-mill or 
stage 5 

Apply it to a stiff leg, or if you’ve got the gout, 

”Twill make the joint so easy, you may kick the 
devil out. 


Each dashing belle you meet here is rigged out so 
strange, 

Her petticoats are quite long, her knees bound with 
fringe ; 

Her bonnet is so high, and her feathers are so 
long, 

They irae the parish lamps as she’s walking 
through the town. 

To ape the foreign fashions tov, each fashionable 
fo 

'xts riltbord grow upon his face, and makes his 
head a mop ; 
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Buckles on a pair of stays, and if economy he 
follows, 

He has one shirt in seven days to six embroidered 
collars. 


Now Wellington’s immortal nathe in every shop 
they’re hacking, 

By writing on it overalls, garters, boots, and black- 
ing ; 

A new light is thrown upon the people as they 
pass 

Through streets of this enlightened town that’s 
lighted up with gas. 

If you wish to visit Margate, and just go aboard a 
boat, 

And can raise the wind enough to pay as you float, 

Don’t despair of getting there, when breezes do 
not blow, 

For only boil the water and the steam will make 
you go. 

If going on the water with your spirits don’t agree, 

Then show a taste for music, and hear a song from 
me ; 

Or go to France and swallow frogs, and if they 
wo'n’t go down, 

Why decorate your coat with them, and flourish 
back to town. 

And here you may discover, if you look as sharp 
as ever, 

The flat bridge of Waterloo across our natal river; 

And then turn the stile, it squeezes out a penny, 

And proves another arch-way to get your ready 
money. 


Some people have come to such perfection in the 
arts, 

That tea and coffee need no longer come from fo- 
reign parts, 

Sloe leaves are sold as snbstitute for good Souchong 
and Hyson, 

That if you take a cup too much ’twill operate like 
poison. 

The coffee is but horse-beans, ground ta vegetable 

owder, 

And pounded glass is mixed with snuff, to make 
you sneeze the louder ; 

May General Reform conquer General Pollution, 

And General Election restore our Constitution ! 


, a a 


COME, YE PARTY JANGLING SWAINS. 


A GLEE. 


CoME, ye party jangling swains, 
Leave your flocks and quit the plains ; 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here shall spoil your sport ; 
Ever welcome to our feast, 

Welcome ev’ry friendly guest. 


Sprightly widows, come away, 
Laughing dames and virgins gay, 
Little gaudy fluttering misses, 
Smiling hopes of future blisses. 
Ever welcome to our feast, &c. 


All that ripening sun can bring, 

Beauteous summer, beauteous spring, 

In one varying scene we show 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 
Ever welcome to our feast, &c. 


Comus jesting, music charming, 
Wine inspiring, beauty warming ; 
Rage and party, malice dies, 
Peace returns, and discord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feast, &c 


GILL EL IER 
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When he had won the jolly dame; like hook-nose Cesar, great in fame, 
With his veni, vidi, vici, came, and touched Widow Wansley’s shiners. 








WIDOW WALMSLEY’S SHINERS. 
( Dibdin.) 


WIpow WALMSLEY, scarce her husband cold, 


A little worn, and rather old, 
But rolling in her deary’s gold, 

Was open to designers. 
The first week, like th’ Ephesian dame, 
She sunk in grief—the next the same : 
The third, a troop of lovers came 

To touch Widow Walmsley’s shiners. 


The neighbouring squire chased her in view, 
Whose fortune out at elbews grew ; 
And Irish golmen not a few, 

All sapped the fort, like miners : 
They ogled, blarneyed, sung, and dressed: 
She swallowed every fulsome jest, 
Till ’twere a bet, who flattered best 


Would touch Widow Walmsley’s shiners. 


A painter knew what to be at: 

He drew her squirrel and Tom cat; 

A Cupid made her ugly brat ; 
An adept ’mongst designers. 

Gave to each wrinkle in her face 

A softness, symmetry, and grace ; 

Turned rough to smooth at every trace, 
To touch Widow Walmsley’s shiners, 


Vermilion graced her sallow cheek - 
On the canvas, lovely, fair, and sleek, 
A living Venus seemed to speak ; 

Till this pattern of designers, 
When he had won the jolly dame, 
Like hook-nose Cesar, great in fame, 
With his neni, vidi, vici, came, 


And touched Widow Walmsley’s shiners. 


PIPILIIOOF 


47—--VoL. 11. 


NONE TO MY CHARMS NOW BENDING 





( Arnold.) 


Au! where the fairy vision, 
So bright with joy’s elysian, 
Alas! a quick transition, 
Has snatched it all from me, 
And turned to sharp derision, 
What used my pride to be- 
Love, then its dearest treasure, 
Its every sportive pleasure, 
Without alloy or measure, 
Showered plenteously on me. 
Then all my charms admiring, 
Soft love their bosoms firing, 
One gracious smile desiring, 
Their homage paid to me : 
And bashfully retiring, 
Adored I used to be. 
Now what a different scene surrounds me, 
A haughty tyrant’s slave ; 
What cold contempt now wounds me, 
Man’s frown I scarcely dare to brave. 
None to my charms now bending, 
Not joy or woe can I impart ; 
To what an abject task descending, 
I stoop to bow another woman’s heart. 


GCP LEPL OP F 


RICH AND POOR; 
OR, SAINT AND SINNER. 


THE poor man’s sins are glaring 
In the face of ghostly warning, 
He is caught in the fact 
Of an overt act, 
Buying greens on a Sunday morning. 


The rich man’s sins are under 
The rose of wealth and station, 
And escape the sight 
Of the children of light, 
Who are wise in their generation. 
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The rich man has a kitchen, 

Wherein to cook his dinner ; 
The poor who would roast, 
To the baker’s must post, 

And thus becomes a sinner. 


The rich man has a cellar, 
And a ready butler by him; 
The poor man must steer 
For his pint of beer, 
Where the saint can’t choose but spy him. 


The rich man’s painted windows 
Hide the concerts of the quality ; 
The poor can but share 
A cracked fiddle in the air, 
Which offends all sound morality. 


The rich man is invisible 

In the crowd of the gay society ; 
But the poor man’s delight 
Is a sore in the sight, 

And a stench in the nose of*piety. 


PO ILSI OPH 


WILLY, THE FORSAKEN SWAIN. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


Far, far from the gay busy throng, 
Where fashion and folly now dwell, 

Where virtue is deemed an old song, 
And the pleasures of life bear the bell, 


There lived a young maiden, they say, 

Who charmed all the swains of the grove ; 
Far sweeter than flow’rets in May, 

And fair as the mother of Love. 


One eve, as the villagers met, 
Beneath the cool shade to regale, 
Each vaunted his Sue and his Bet, 
While brisk went the cup of brown ale. 


But Willy all pensively sat ; 
He lived but on Marian’s smile, — 
Nor heeded their ale or their chat ; 
These could not the lover beguile. 


His heart, honest swain. felt a charm, 
Nor knew he to stifle its rage ; 

Her shape, her eyes, gave the alarm, 
Ah. who could the torrent assuage. 


But, silly young swain! hadst thou known 
The frailty of all womankind, 

Thou would’st not have called her thy own, 
Or suffered one pang in thy mind. 


For know, that loved Marian so bright, 
As other young maidens will do, 

Met blithsome young Colin that night, 
As, Willy, thou’st reason to rue. 


She plighted her faith and her love, 
Nor heeded the pangs of the clown ; 

They could not false Marian move, 
Who left him to hang or to drown. 


And now, ye chaste swains of the grove ! 
Who pipe and who carol your joys, 

Be cautious, nor trifle with love, 
For the sex are but slippery toys. 


PPO EL ED? 


MR. WALKER, THE TWOPENNY POST- 
A 


_Air—** Garry Owen.” —( Hudson. ) 


VERY near the west-end, though I must not tell 
where, 

A shoemaker married a maiden so fair ; 

Who, a month after wedlock, ’tis true I declare, 
Fell in love with a twopenny postman ! 
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Her person was thin, genteel, and tall, 

Her carrotty hair did in ringlets fall ; 

And while her spousy worked hard at his stali, 
She watched this twopenny postman. 


He was just four feet six in height, 
But a well made figure to the sight, 
He walked like a beefeater, tall and upright, 
Mr. Walker, the twopenny postman. 
His toes turned out, he had bright black eyes, 
His nose was more than the common size ; 
And he really looked, without any lies, 
Too genteel for a twopenny postman . 


Resolved she was to get in his way, 

So, without any trouble, she met him one day, 
And, says she, ‘‘ Have you got e’er a letter, I say, 
For me, Mr. Twopenny Postman?” 

Said he, ‘‘ I don’t know you,” says she, “ good 
lack, 
I lives next door, in the two-pair-back ; 
My husband’s a cobbler,—’tis all in your track.” 
«« Tt’s all right,” says the twopenny postman. 


Next morning, I can’t tell you what she was at, 

She felt her heart suddenly beat pit-a-pat, 

When she heard at the street-door a double rat-tat, 
And in came the twopenny postman ; 

“© Here’s a letter,”’ said he,—the cunning elf, 

“© The postage is paid, so it needs no pelf,” 

In fact he’d written the letter himself, 
And brought it, the twopenny postman. 


With love in his eyes, then he at her did stare, 
Says he, << I ne’er saw a lady so fair, 
I always was partial to carrotty hair, 
I was,” said the twopenny postman ; 
‘© That your husband ill-treats you, I can’t sup- 
pose tha 2 ‘ 
“© Yes, he gives me bad words, and sometimes 
blows, 
He’s an ugly man and has got—no—nose,”’— 
«‘ But [ have!” said the twopenny postman. 


His kindness was such, that it knew no end ; 
And to prove that he really was a real friend, 
He took her spouse three pair of shoes to mend, 
Did Walker, the twopenny postman. 
They were soled and heeled without delay, 
To the cobbler he had so much to say ; 
He got the shoes—but as for the pay, 
’Twas Walker, the twopenny postman ! 


Ever since then, they’ve led cat-and-dog life, 

Their home, bed, and board, has had nothing 
strife : 

The cobbler was done, and—so was his wife, 
By Walker, the twopenny postman. 

For by way of a finish to this vile act, 

The lady (depend on it ’tis a fact) 

Has brought him a boy, the image exact 
Of Walker, the twopenny postman. 


but 


GLLPLOPIP 


WELCOME PLEASURE AFTER PAIN. 
( Arnold.) 


THOUGH sorrow will come, when it will, to annoy, 
And dash with its bitters the cup of our joy ; 
Net thonen the storm lour on our prospects to- 
ay, 
The eve may be fair and the morrow be gay. 
Oh, how brightly, when the clouds are rending, 
Breaks the sunshine after rain 5 
So the heart, when under sorrow bending, 
Welcomes pleasure after pain. 


Then, why should we mourn for the friends far 
away, 

Since to-morrow may bring what we wish for to- 
day ; 


* 
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And life has no charm on the heart to bestow 
More sweet than the joys which from memory 


flow. 
Oh, how brightly, &c. 
THEN DRINK AWAY, AND LAUGH, AND 
PLAY. 


THE BANDIT’S SONG. 


WE prowl all day, in quest of prey, 
Through tangled wild and glen, 

And when night returns, each comrade burns 
To behold his hearth again. 


CHORUS. 
Then drink away, and laugh, and play, 
Despising grief and care ; 
To the next good prize our beakers rise, 
B> cha apoil that we may share. 


W": deaa.y wrath we lurk in the path, 
And pounce on che heed.ess wretch, 
And stifle his cries, till he gasps and dies, 
As his corse on the sward we stretch, { 
Then drink away, ec, 


Tho zh wild are we, and fierce and free, 
Unused to the haunts of men ; 
Yet, when night returns, each comrade burns 
To behold his hearth again. 
Then drink away, &c. 


So we'll rove by day for what we may, 
And be like outlawed men; 
But when night shall return, each breast will burn 
To behold his hearth again. 
Then drink away, &c. 


OL PPOP ER 


TEDDY FLINN AND HIS SWEETHEARTS. 
( Lawler.) 


My name’s Teddy Flinn, if I do not mistake, 
Didderoo whack fillalu! 
To England I came, sure, my fortune to make, 
With my didderoo whack fillalu ! 
By St. Patrick, your Cockneys are comical folks, 
For they laughed at my bulls, and myself they 
would hoax, 
But the only reply that I made to their jokes 
Was hubbubboo whack, bother agra, 
Musha, och, hone, whack fillalu. 


Sure love, don’t they say? is an Irishman’s 
trade ; 
Didderoo whack fillalu! 
But, at first setting out, what a blunder I made, 
With my didderoo whack fillalu! 
I tould the sweet crature with love I was dead, 
When her husband came home, but a word never 


said, 
Til I felt his shellelagh come over my head, 
With a hubbubboo whack, &c. 


Then I courted a maiden, just turned of four- 
score, 
Didderoo whack fillalu, 
That she was as lovely as Vunus I swore, 
With her didderoo whack fillaln. 
Ten thousand her fortune—a mighty nate pray, 
The match was made up, and we’d fixed on the 


day, 
When ee of a Scotchman he coaxed her 
away, 
With his hubbubboo whack, &c. 
Then I married a widow—worse couldn’t befal, 
Didderoo whack fillalu, 
But a bad wife is better than no wife at all, 
With her didderoo whack fillalu. 
She’s beauty it’s true, but it’s all out of sight, 
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Her mark she can make, if she can’t read or 
write, 

And no comfort she gives me from morning till 
night, 


With her hubbubboo, whack, &. 


GLO ROP SD 


YE ANCIENT SONS OF TYRE. 
Air— Ye Mortals that love drinking.” 


YE ancient sons of Tyre, 

In chorus join with me, 
And imitate your sire, 

Who was famed for Masonry! 
His ancient dictates follow, 

And from them never patt ; 
Let each sing like Apollo, 

And praise the royal art. 


Like Salem’s second story, 
We raise the craft again, 
Which still retains its glory ; 
The secret here remain 
Amongst true ancient Masons, 
Who always will disdain 
Those n3w-invented fashions; 
Which we a!. know are vai2, 


Our temp.e nov rebuilding, 
You see grand co.unns rise, 
The Magi they resembling, 
They are both good and wise 5 
Each seems as firm as Atlas, 
Who on his shoulders bore 
The starry frame of heaven ;— 
What mortals can do more? 


Come, now, my loving brethren, 
In chorus join all round, 

With flowing wine, full bumpers, 
Let Masens’ healths be crowned 3 

And let each envious Cowan 
By our good actions see, 

That we’re made free and friendly 
By art of Masonry, 


PPPEP PCS 


THE SPOUTING LIBRARIAN. 
Air— Country Club.” —( Moncrieff. ) 


YES, yes, I’ll off to London, 
Where folks are made and undone : 
There plays for playhouses I’ll write 4 
In dramas, operas, farce, & 
T’ll e’en Shakspeare’s self surpass ; 
Yes, at once I will act and indite : 
For the fair I’1l write romances,— 
My best reward their glances ; 
I'll with horrors their souls tiddivate ' 
And, to insnre they’ll read them, 
With a library T’ll bleed them, 
And small talk with my books circulate. 


SPOKEN.] Good morning, Mr. Libr’ry-man,— 
pray take back these books ; I shouldn’t be able to 
get throngh ¢ Patience and Perseverance’ for a 


twelve-month ; and the ‘ Woman of Ten Thou- 


sand’ has put me quite in arage. Then, I’d re- 


commend you, madam, < Discipline,’ or * Self- 


Control.” No, let me have something new, some- 
thing uncommon. Yes, ma’am; there’s ‘ Disin- 
terested Love ; or, Marriage without Repentance ;’ 
that’s quite new and uncommon. Pray, Mr. Book- 
man, what’s fashionable now? ¢ Crim. Con.’ m 

lady. Well, let me have that, and send the < Di- 
vorce,’ tomy lord. Here, John, take these books 
out directly ;—leave « Travels in Greece’ at the 
tallow-chandler’s; < Killing no Murder’ at the 
butcher’s ; the * Velvet Cushion’ with old Doctor 
Barebones, he wants it very bad ; ¢ Gall’s Cranio- 
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logy’ at Mr. Head’s, the hatter; and ° Scenes in 
High Life,’ at the sponging-house. Go to the 
Three Balls, and take out the ‘ Art of Shooting ;’ 
and call at the Nursery for ‘ Childe-Harold.’ 
How do you find yourself this morning, Miss Gob- 
blegonse? But very poorly,—my nerves are so ex- 


tremely weak ; let me have something very dread- | 


ful; something with ghosts in it. Yes, miss; I 
think, as you are partial to spirits, you’d better 
take the « Lake of Geneva !’—Wish your nerves 
better: drive on, John, for 


[ll off at once to London, 
Where nothing is left undone ; 
There’ with books I’ll small talk circulate. 


In Falconbridge, Othello, 
O, ye gods, how I will bellow! 

In the Stranger I'll be quite at home ; 
In Falstaff 1711 look big, 
In the Grave-digger I’ll dig, 

And most sensibly rant in Mad Tom ! 
I'll play Risk, John Lump, Bob Handy, 
In Sneak be quite the dandy, 

And say if that part a’n’t a tittler ; 
I’ll play Archer, Touchstone, Rover, 
A complete Scrub preve all over, 

But shall shine most in Jeremy Diddler. 


SPOKEN in different voices. | Cousin of  Bucking- 
ham, thou sage grave man,’—* You hav’n’t such 
a thing as ten pence halfpenny about you vr 
«For Othello’s occupation’s gone.’-—‘ Who steals 
my purse steals trash ; ’tis mine, ’tis his.’—¢ ’Tis an 
unweeded garden that grows to seed.’—‘ Come, 
gentle love, let’s in, and then for am’rous sports i 
—<« Sports, d—me, push on, keep moving :’— 
‘ Away, poor Tom’s a cold! Pillicock sat upon 
Pillicock hill! halloo! halloo!—the foul fend 
haunts me.’—* Off with his head!?—* O, Lord, 
sir, spare all I have, and take my life:’—© Life’s 
a walking shadow, a poor player,’—‘ Whose bene- 
fit is fixed for the twentieth of June instant, when 
will be presented the tragedy of Richard the Third.’ 
—‘ My lord, the meee and citizens attend—The 
mayor.”—* A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a 
horse !’—for 


T’ll off at once to London, 
Where nothing is left undone ; 
Then all parts of the play I’ll enact. 


T’ll in Oronooko smoke ’em, 
In Whimsiculo I’ll joke ’em, 
In Sir Giles Over-reach ’em each night. 
In King Lear I’ll rant and rave, 
Look so black in Morton’s Slave, 
I’ll the whole house with terror turn white. 
Then in Romeo I'll love, 
And in Rover nightly rove ; 
Arum Duke prove when in the Honey 
Moon ; 
In Riches Ill get rich, 
In Macbeth the folks bewitch, 
And hum ’em in Macheath to some tune. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ I am thy father’s ghost! doomed 
for a certain time’—‘ to push on, keep moving’— 
« Angels and ministers of grace defend us ;— 
« Thou com’st in such a questionable shape, that 
I will speak to thee, I’ll call thee’—* Jerry, Jerry,’ 
—‘ I’m coming, lovee !!—‘ Coming! d—me, I’m 
going.’—* That it should come to this ; scarce 
three weeks dead ! nay, not three weeks eT hams 

ou, good sir, I owe you one.’—*‘ Choice fruit and 
a bill of the play !’—‘ He poisons him in the garden 
for his estate.’—* The story is extant, and written 
in very choice Italian.’—* What will you lay it’s a 
lie?‘ Rest, rest, perturbed spirit !’—* My soul’s 
in arms, and eager for the fray.’-—* Who waits . 
—* Three more women, with achild a-piece, Cap- 





UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; ORK, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


tain!—Then, tell the sheriff’s officers I’m ready !’ 
for- - 


V’ll off at once to London, 
Where nothing is left undone ; 
There by turns every part I will play. 


OLR LOL LLP L 


DON’T BE FOOLISH, PRAY. 
( Upton.) 


Younce Hoper met Mogg, the miller’s maid, 
Who long his suit defied, 
And, half inclined, and half afraid, 
He scratched his head, and cried : 
“< Now, Moggy, when I love you so, 
Why still our joys delay ? 
Come, dang it, to the parson go, 
And don’t be foolish, pray.”’ 


Sweet Moggy, with an artless blush, 
That shamed the rose’s hue, 
Looked round, and cried to Hodge, ‘ hush, 
hush ! 
Speak softly, softly do! 
We shall be overheard, I know, 
The mill don’t work to day ; 
Be quiet, Hodge,—my hand let go, 
And don’t be foolish, pray.” 


Poor Hodge, thus chid, was at a stand, 
And cried, “ Well, then, good-by ; 

Ise go, and give to Sue my hand, 
Since thou dost cast off I.” 

«© Me cast you off?” says Moggy, “‘ No! 
The mill don’t work to-day ; 

And, therefore, Hodge, to church we'll go, 
So don’t be foolish, pray.” 


POLIEL LPI? 


- 


WHEN DEATH SHALL BRING THEE UP 


(Dibdin.) 


SINCE, Jack, thou art a seaman’s son, 
And born for the good of the nation, 
’Tis pretty near time I begun 
To larn thee a tar’s edication. 
For, when out of port, 
Thou’lt be Fortune’s sport, 
And taste of Sorrow’s cup 5 
Yet in thy power 
Is Hope’s best bower, 
When Death shall bring thee up. 


Love honour as thy life, 
Never do a paltry thing ; 
Protect thy friend and wite, 
Spare foes, and serve thy king ; 
This lesson larn 
Without consarn, 
Thouw’lt taste of Pleasure’s cup, 
F’en to the dregs, 
On thy last legs, 
When Death shall bring thee up. 


And when thovw’st left the sea, 
And time has long broke bulk, 
Grown old and crank, like me, 
And laid up a sheer hulk; 
Teach thy young son 
This course to run, 
To drink of Comfort’s cup ; 
Thy eyes thou'lt close 
In sweet repose, 
When Death shall bring thee up. 


GERercar 
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AMIDST THE MYRTLES AS I WALK. 
A GLEE. 
(Carew. ) 


AmIpsT the myrtles as I walk, 

Love and myself thus enter talk : 

<¢ Tell me,” said I, in deep distress, 
<¢ Where I may find my shepherdess ?” 


ADDITIONAL VERSE.—(Lord Sandwich.) 


Says Love to me, ‘* thou gentle swain, 
Thy search in myrtle-grove is vain ; 
Examine well thy noblest part, 
Thouw'lt find her seated in thy heart.” 


OGL LIGLS 


WHEN A SHOOTING WE DO GO. 
Air—« And a begging we will go.” 


THE season’s in for partridges, 
Let’s take our guns and dogs ; 
_ It sha’n’t be said that we’re afraid 
Of quagmires or of bogs, 
When a shooting we do go, do go, do go, 
When a shooting we do go. 


Now Flora she does beat the scents, 
And after follows Phillis ; 
Through hedge and brake the way let’s take, 
For all our aim to kill is, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


And, should success attend us, 
What pleasure it will prove ; 
J.et’s charge and prime, and lose no time, 
While through the fields we rove, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


It is not for ourselves we shoot, 
’Tis to oblige our neighbours, 
And, when they eat, they may debate 
On the produce of our labours, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


Of shooting, then, let us partake; 
What pastime is so pleasant ? 
The partridge gone, we’ll charge each gun, 
And so proceed to pheasant, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


And when those seasons they are o’er, 
Perchance, if we’ve good luck, 
We’ll take the chase, and never cease 
Till we have shot a buck, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


How sumptuously we then shall feed, 
On ven’son steeped in wine ; 
On danties rare how we shall fare, 
Like Alexanders dine, 
When a shooting we do go, &c. 


In friendship and in harmony, 
Let’s join in social bands, 
And try who most his friends can toast, 
And so unite our hands. 
And a shooting we will go, &c. 


GaP aIOIL 


DAINTY DAVIE. 
(Burns. ) 


Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers, 
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers ; 
And now come in my happy hours, 
To wander wi’ my Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie. 
There I’ll spend the day wi’ you, 
My ain dear Dainty Davie. 


> 


The crystal waters round us fa’, 
'The merry birds are lovers a’, 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A wandering wi’ my Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, &c. 
When purple morning starts the hare, 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then through the dews I will repair, 
To meet my faithfu’ Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, &c. 


When day, expiring in the west, - 
The curtain draws 0’ nature’s rest, 
I’ll flee to his arms I lo’e best, 
And that’s my ain dear Davie. 
Meet me on the warlock knowe, &c. 


CLL PII GE 


LOVE IN ROSEMARY LANE; 

OR, BIDDY FIN AND THE COAL-HEAVER. 
Air—‘* Molly Pops.” —( Bryant.) 

"Twas in Rosemary-lane, sirs, 
Where first my heart felt pain, sirs ; 

I loved a maid in the public trade, 
A pot-girl, to be plain, sirs. 

And that I did, oh dear I did, 

Tol lol de lol de lol de lol tol iddle ol de lido. 


Her name was Biddy Fin, sirs, 
She’d a pretty nose and chin, sirs ; 
She had one fault, if so you call ’t, 
She was devilish fond of gin, sirs. 
Indeed she was, &c. 


Now, ’twas at the Crown and Shears, sirs, 
Where she had passed her years, sirs, 
And this charming fair would ax me there, 
With eyes quite full of tears, sirs. 
Ah, so she did, &c. 


Now, I thought she had grown steady, 
For she said, I’li have you, Neddy; 
So, good night, I cried, and home I hicd, 
But to wed her I was ready. 
Ah, sol was, &c. 


Then my blood was in a fever, 
In case I should deceive her, 
So away I sped, but she was in bed— 
And so was a coal-heaver. 
Indeed he was, &c. 


This Coally boasted science, 
So he bid me defiance, 
He broke my snout, and kicked me out, 
Without my own compliance. 
?Pon my soul he did, &e. 


Folks said, what do you cry at? 
And I was halloed “ fie”’ at, 
When two queer chaps—they call ’em traps, 
They seized me for a riot. 
Oh yes they did, &c. 
Then I looked devilish blue, sirs, 
I was milled and tread-milled too, sirs ; 
And so I swore to love no more, 
And I’m dashed if e’er I do, sirs. 
Oh no I wo’n’t, &c. 


OPAL IIe 


THE DAY OF LIFE, 
(D. L. Richardson.) . 


On! blue were the mountains, 
And gorgeous the trees, 

And stainless the fountains, 
And pleasant the breeze ; 

A glory adorning 
The wanderer’s way, 


In life’s sunny morning, 
When young Hope was gay! 

The blue hills are shrouded, 
The groves are o’ercast, 

The bright streams are clouded, 
The breeze is a blast; 

The light hath departed 
The dull noon of life, 

And Hope, timid-hearted,. 
Hath fled from the strife. 


In fear and in sadness, 
Poor sports of the storm, 

Whose shadow and madness 
Enshroud and deform, 

Ure life’s day is closing, 
How fondly we crave 

‘he dreamless reposing— 
The peace of the grave! 


GIP GLIGF 


MAY BEAUTY CROWN OUR NIGHTS, AND 
WHISKEY OUR DAYS. 
WHEN the bells o’er the plain so merrily ring, 
And the lasses at eve quit their home, 


Ere the owl’s hoarse notes tell the day’s on the 


wing, 
Or dull Care bids midnight to come, 
Pll dance and Ill drink, 
Since ’tis folly to think, 
Whilst from my friends I'll strive to bear off the 
bays; 
And, when snug at my post, 
Be this ever my toast, 
Here’s—may beauty crown our nights, and whis- 
key our days. 
Since whiskey has charms to yield mortals relief, 
And enliven the heart with rich joy, 


O’er good liquor we’ll banish all sorrow and grief, 


Why should dull Care onr pleasures annoy ? 
Since ’tis folly to think, 
Vl sing, laugh, and drink, 
Whilst from my friends, &c. 


COIS LIP PIPL 


REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 
(T. Moore.) 


REASON, and Folly, and Beauty, they say, 
Went on a party of pleasure one day ; 
Folly played 
Around the maid, 
The bells of his cap rang merrily out ; 
While Reason took 
To his sermon-book : 


Oh, which was the pleasanter, no one need doubt, 


_ No, no, no, no, 
Which was the pleasanter, no one need doubt. 


Beauty, who likes to be thought very sage, 

‘Furned, for a moment, to Reason’s dull page, 
Till Folly said, 
Look here, sweet maid: 

The sight of his cap brought her back to herself ; 
While Reason read 

His leaves of lead, 
With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 
. No, no, no, &c. 


Then Reason grew jealous of Folly’s gay cap; 
Had he that oa, he her heart might entrap, 
There it is, 
Quoth Folly, “ Old Quiz!” 
(Poily was always good-natured, ’tis said, ). 
Under the sun 
There’s no such fun 
As Reason with my cap and bells on his head; 
Ha: ha! ha! ha! 
Reason with my cap and bells on his head. 





- When he hears the last “whistle, 
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But Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore, 
That Beauty now liked him still less than before . 
While Folly took 
Old Reason’s book, 
And twisted the leaves in a cap of such ton, 
That Beauty vowed, 
(Though not aloud, ) 
She liked him still better in that than his own P) 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, 
Liked him still better in that than his own. 


GPPPLP IE EPS? 


SAID 4 SMILE TO A TEAR. 
(Kenney.) 


SAID a Smile toa Tear, 
On the cheek of my dear, 
And beamed like the sun in spring weather, 
In sooth, lovely Tear, 
It strange must appear, 
‘Phat we should be both here together. 


I came from the heart, 
A soft balm to impatt, 
To yonder sad daughter of grief : 
And I, said the Smile, 
Phat heart now beguile, 
Since you gave the poor mourner relief, 


Oh! then, said the Tear, 
Sweet Smile, it is clear, 
We are twins, and soft Pity our mother : 
And how lovely that face 
Which together we grace, 
For the woe and the bliss of another! 


SPIO LOH 


THE LAST WHISTLE. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 
WHETHER sailor or not, for a moment avast, 


_ Poor Jack’s mizen-topsail is laid to the mast ; 


He'll never turn out, or will more heave the 


lead, 
He’s now all aback, nor will sails shoot a-head: 
Yet, though worms gnaw his timbers, his vesset 
a wreck, 
he’ll jump upen 
deck. 


Secure in his cabin, he’s. moored in. the grave, 

Nor hears any more the loud roar of the wave : 

Pressed by death he is sent to the tender below, 

Where lubbers and seamen must every one go: 

Yet, though worms gnaw his timbers, his vessel 
a wréck, 

When he hears the last whistle he’ll jump upon 
deck. 


- With his frame a mere hulk, and his reck’ning on 


board, 
At last he dropt down to Mortality’s road ; 
With Eternity’s ocean before him in view, 
He cheerfully piped out—my messmates adieu : 
For though worms gnaw my timbers, my vesscl a 
wreck, 
When T hear the last whistle ’ll jump upon deck, 


CLP LL PPS 


THE HUMOURS OF THE RACES. 
G. Higham. 
Air—* The Mill,” (Anglice,) “4 Fight.’” 


WHAT smiling faces are off to the races, 
But, ere many paces, the party’s upset ; 
Miss Snip in the mire, plump on her her sire, 
But the bloods most admire Snip’s wife in the 
wet: 
Kitty Rees shows her knees, 
Which does so highly please 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; 


The race-going gentry who gather around ; 
Miss Fig is squalling, 
Her mother is bawling, 
As they lie sprawling 

In heaps on the ground. 


SPOKEN. ] I say, Barney, here’s a party who in- 
tended to go down to the races, but are down before 
they get there. Why, yes, they’re downey coves— 
only a dozen of ’em; I wonder who'd like to make 
the thirteenth. I wish as how I was down at the 
Downs. What Downs, sir? Epsom Downs to be 
sure! Where’s that, sir? Why, at the races, 
vere vou’d you have ’um? [I should think myself 
that the races are at the Downs, sir, eh? Vy, yes, 
1’m down there myself; that is to say, not up. 
You don’t say so? Yes, but I do though. Ya 
hip, ya hip, push along there; I say, young man, 
your cattle are d dslow. It’s this young gen- 
tleman in the donkey-cart obstructing the way. 
It’s a lie, I don’t destruct the way ; and if’s to be 
you says as how I does agin, you shall taste what’ 
you can’t eat. O-h, y-e-s! Cup,-cup, old boy, 
let’s ha’ none o’ your sarse, or I’ll come Shakes- 
pur over you. Shakespur! how’s that? Why, 
shoot the action to the deed, I’ll be shot if I don’t. 
Mus’n’t shoot rubbish here, old chap—you wouldent 
report it, would ye ?—because, if you did, it would 
come to smoke. So, so, you smell powder, do you? 
Come, come, let’s have no falling out; I should 
have thought that party who we saw _ falling out of 
the wan would be a warning to you. Go on, Nosey. 
I say, young fellow, who do you call Nosey? I 
begs pardon, my hearty, I sees as how you haven’t 
got none. Now, then, what stops us? Why, it’s 
this waggoner kicking up a dust. Kick upa dust 
in a muddy lane, come, that’s good. A dust, in- 
deed, ecod, it be enow to meake any boddy kick 
up adust. Why, what’s the matter, old Stick-in- 
the-Mnd? Oh! zumboddy ha’ been and ha’ picked 
my pocket of three turnpoike tickets I had in my hat. 
Ha, ha, ha, that’s good again; here, old chap, here’s 
a shilling for yon, to pull up a von side and let us 
pass. Oh, thankee, zur, I be vary much obliged. 
What makes you give your money away so, love, 
eh? Hush, hush, it was a bad one, my dear. A 
bad one, was it?—well, come, that’s a good ’un, 
too. It can’t be a good ’un if it wasa bad ’un. 
But it’s a good joke. You don’t say so? Well, let 
folks say as um pleases, I says as how there’s no 
wehicle so comfortable to go by as a wan; what 
Says you, mum? Why, mem, they are werry 
comfortable certainny, and there’s a deal of com- 
Sortable conversation, and that’s what I likes; com- 
fortable parties, and that’s comfortable you know ; 
comfortable cushens to sit on, and that’s a comfort; 
and then they are all stowed werry comfortable, I 
likes that also; and then the greatest comfort of 
all is a drop of comfort, and that going down the 
throat so comfortable, why, makes every thing else 
comfortable ; and I should, at this present time, 
be werry comfortable myself, if I did but sit com- 

Sortable, but when a boddy sits uncomfortable, why 
that is werry uncomfortable you know, mam. Don’t 
you set comfortable, Mrs. Grimmuzzle? just get 
up, and we'll see the reason. Och, bad luck to 
you, but you’ve been setting on my half-pound of 
butter [ was going to make some bacon sandwitches 
of—sure you can’t put nothing here safe without 
being robbed ; blood and ’ounds, but you’ve spoilt 
my dinner. D—n your dinner, you’ve spoilt my 
wife’s new gownd.—Why didn’t you hold your din- 
ner in your hand? Bad luck to you, how the devil 
could I do that ?—sure, and hadn’t Ia bonnet in 
each hand, and a hat in the other; come, gentle- 
men, be comfortable, if you are gentlemen, pray be- 
have as stch. I say, can you see the races? I 
can, and there’s a vireman on horseback! Ha, 
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ha, ha, that’s one of the jockeys! He, he, he, 
he’s a rum jockey, then. Oh, then I suppose he’s 
a jockey of spirit? so with— 
Spirits gay, cannot stay, 
No time to waste to day, 
As we all haste away, 
Epsom to see. 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Races just ending, great bets are depending, 
People are rending the air with their shouts ; 
I’ve bet on Daizy—my friends bet on Lazy, 
But I’ve bet on Jasey, says Looney M‘Louts : 
Off they go—quite a show, 
Each anxious is to know 
Which of the jockeys comes in for the prize ; 
Some pull long faces, 
Some scramble for places ; 
While some d—n the races, 
And then—their own eyes. 


SPOKEN.] Huzza, huzza! I’ve won my wager, 
and thereby am a luckey fellow.—Who the devil 
could have thought Lazy would have won? Why, 
you thought so, I should think, or you must have 
been out of your mind to bet on an orse you thought 
would lose. Bravo, Lazy’s the boy afterall. 1 
should rather think he was before all if he won. 
Ah! my dear Mr. Dew, how do you do? Exceed- 
ingly damped in spirits. Why, what’s the matter, 
eh ?—did you make any bets, eh? Yes, I bet on 
the Winner? No, the loser. You don’t 
say so’—on the looser, eh?—Let me see, what 
was I going to say?—oh, did you win? No, I lost, 
of course. Oh! then yon’ve been done very fine. 
Pr-pr-pra-pray, sir, ca-ca-ca-can you te-te-tell me 
whi-whi-which horse has wo-wo-won? Sure, and 
they tell me the laziest of the lot; but if he was 
the laztest of the lot, and got first, how lazy they” 
must have been that was behind; but, being ina 
hurry, I’ve only leisure time to tell you I’m in great 
haste, so good day. Goo-goo-good da-day, sir. 
Can you tell me what’s a clock? Yes, it’s an in- 
strument that tells the hour of the day. I suppose 
you call that wit; but I tell you what, if it wasn’t 
for hurting the feelings of that lady at your side, 
I’d soon tell you the hour of night; at least, I 
would throw a shade over your countenance. You 
talk a little too much. Aye, and you talk much too 
little ; that is to say, to the purpose. You don’t 
say so. Mind, duckey, don’t drive so fast, you 
knows you’re not used to it; take the reins in both 
hands. I only wants to git afore this chap in the 
donkey-cart ; I don’t see why an ass should lead 
the way. Ecod, why shouldn’t he, mun, there 
be plenty following. Hallow, what are you at with 
your whiskey? Och, by the powers! what was 
that you said about whiskey ? I wish I had it here, 
it should soon go down my throat. Swallowa 
whiskey! come, that’s a good one. Fire and turf, 
as long as there’s a drop in the bottle, it should 
soon be down my throat. Well, come, that’s a 
good ’un again; how could the whiskey be in the 
bottle if it was down your throat ?—besides, it’s a 
wooden one we mean. Wooden whiskey. by the 
powers, you are going to make it hard of digestion 
now. Pray, sir, how many heats were there? 
Fifteen. Thanke, sir, I didn’t ask for it. For 
what, sir? That lie, sir, and you deserve to lay 
in the mud for it. Jie in the mud, sir, not lay, 
it’s bad grammar. It’s a lie—it’s not lay. Vl lay 
a wager it’s lie. If I had a stick I would Jay it 
across your shoulders for it; perhaps, you don’t 
know you are talking to one of the bar. The steel- 
bar, I suppose, ha, ha, ha—so 

Spirits gay, cannot stay, 

No time to waste to day, 

As we all do haste away, 
Epsom to see. 
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THE UNDAUNTED SOUL WHO DIES FOR 


VIRTUE. 
A BRAVURA. 
( Arnold.) 
RECITATIVE. 
THE bold undaunted soul of him who dies for vir- 
tue 
Soars from the scene of death to realms of bliss 
eternal, 
Far, far, from tyrants. 
AIR. 


What blissful visions open, 
Restoring heavenly calm, 
And on the heart that’s broken, 
Pour a holy balm. 
How vain each threat of lingering torment to awe 
his fearless soul ! 
For there’s a power sustaining, 
Which terrors ne’er control— 
Which banishes complaining, 
Whilst hopes so bright console. 
Honour prizing, 
Thy threats despising, 
Thy murderous steel this bosom braves ; 
With glory swelling, 
Its earthly dwelling 
My soul with joy confiding leaves : 
Whilst thou to passion bowing, 
Art still a slave to care ; 
Within thy bosom glowing, 
Remorse and dread shall share 
Thy guerdon, dark Despair. 


PPP OIPI? SH 


PARIS AND LONDON; 
OLD ENGLAND’S HARMLESS JOKES FOR ME. 


Paris! theme of many a ditty, 

I have seen thy boasted city, " 
Smiling viewed thy mighty Seine, 

And Notre-Dame with eye profane ; 

Thy bridges, too, that change their name 
With every changeful breath of fame ; 

Have walked thy Boulevards green and neat,— 
But London’s troétotrs for the feet ! 

Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be— 

But London comforts give to me ! 


SR, 


How lax thy morals, light thy fare! 
Thy wine how mostly ‘* ordinaire,” 
Save thy Champagne, and that, all own, 
Right worthy of its wide renown. 
Whence comes thy meat, nor boiled, nor roast ? 
Where foams the tankard worth a toast? 
Poor stuff thy finest beer, I trow, 
Compared with that of Meux and Co.; 

Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c, 


Thine is the Tuileries, and thine 
Th’ exhaustless Louvre’s pictured mine ; 
And glorious is the prospect from = 
The column of the Place Vendome— 
Immortal pillar! that may well 
To many an age thy glories tell :— 
Oh‘ it is worthy thine and thee,— 
But Valour’s storied page for me! 

Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c. 


Careless, yet courteous, all we meet, 
No commerce fills thy crowded street ; 
For ever—not to speak the worst— 
With dust or dirt perennial curst. 
Thy daughters are as Dian fair, 
(Oh! could they boast her virgin air!) 
Gay as Thalia, and as free— — 
But live Augusta’s fair for me ! 
Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c. 


Our kitchens boast not of, ’tis true, 
Mice a-la-mode, frogs a ragout ; 
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True ’tis, no Vefour’s or Very’s, 
A crowd of widowed husbands sees, 
Half lost that joy of social life— 
«« Heaven’s last, best gift”—a faithful wife. 
Yet ours as bright and pure may be :— 
England’s domestic joys for me ! 

Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c. 


For ever laughing, light, and gay, 

Alike to them life’s every day ; 

Roulette at morn, at night the dance, 

Alternate court the youth of France: 

E’en Sunday sees the fatal game 

Still heap its tempting gold the same. 

To England turn—how different far !— 

Man quits the field, the beast the car ; 
Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c. 


I, too, thine opera fair have seen, 
Thy sylphid dancers’ Cyprian mien ; 
Marked, too, those wilier scenes of art, 
Which, while they win, corrode the heart; 
Searce known those finer feelings yet 
That swell the breast of Juliet,— 
Love’s hopes—the tear of sympathy : 
Then Avon’s deathless bard for me! 

Yes, Paris, thou may’st fairer be, &c. 


Thy sons, indeed, are brave ; but where 
Find we that independent air, 
Britannia’s birthright? Where the smile 
On beauty’s lip, yet void of guile? 
‘Pheirs be the dubious word that speaks 
The blush of shame on maiden cheeks ; 
Theirs Flattery’s voice, that loves to tell 
What they who hear but know too well ; 
Be ours from such for ever free— 
Old England’s harmless jokes for me! 


THE SKY-LARK. 
(Shenstone. ) 


Go, tuneful bird, that gladd’st the skies, 
To Daphne’s window speed thy way ; 

And there on quivering pinions rise, 
And there thy vocal art display. © 


And if she deign thy notes to hear, 
And if she praise thy matin song, 
Tell her the sounds that soothe her ear, 

To Damon’s native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes arrayed, 
The bird from Indian groves may shine ; 
But ask the lovely partial maid, 
What are his notes compared to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witless beau, 
And all his flaunting race with scorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon’s woe, 
Who sings her praise, and sings forlorn. 


PPaILP LISI 


OUR COUNTRY, FREEDOM, AND 
, LIBERTY. 
(Cunningham. ) 
Nor an hundred years since, when elections wenx 
round, 
Old Honour and Truth were in Burgundy drowned ; 
The sons of Great Britain, both thirsty and wise, 
Wide opened their stomachs, but closed up their 
eyes. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


They were blind to true merit, let party prevail, 
And Judgement no longer right balanced her scale ; 
In wine was fair Freedom remembered no more, 
And Cash kicked Old Liberty out of the door. 
Derry down, &c. 
When the candidate offered, they snatched at the 
coin, 


Nor spared the brown bumper, nor venal sirloin ; 
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Eat and drank when they could, ’twas concluded, 
my friends, 
They might fast when the candidate compassed his 
ends. 
Derry down, &c. 


Let the case now be altered, let talents be tried— 
Let national virtue alone be your guide ; 
Let us scorn to be biassed by party or pelf, 
And vote for our country, forgetful of self. 
Derry down, &c. 


Let no low-minded motives your principles shake, 
But weigh the case well, for your safety’s at stake ; 
Let honour, let honesty stand in our view, 
To Freedom be constant, to Liberty true. 

Derry down, &c. 


GLO FLLOIP?P 


ALL GIRLS. 
(Dibdin. ) 
No more of waves and winds the sport, 
Our vessel is arrived in port ; 
At anchor, see, she safely rides, 
And gay red ropes adorn her sides 3 
The GP are furled, the sheets belayed, 
The crimson petticoats displayed— 
Deserted are the useless shrouds, 
And wenches come aboard in crowds ; 
Then, come, my lads, the flip put round, 
While.safely moored on English ground. 
With a jorum of diddle, 
A lass and a fiddle, 
Ne’er shall care in the heart of a tar be found ; 
And while, upon the hollow deck, 
To the sprightly jig our feet shall bound, 
Take each charmer round the neck, 
And kiss in time to the merry sound. 


Bess hears the death of honest Jack, 

Who swore he’d safe and sound come back ; 
She calls him scurvy, lying swab, 

And then she kindly takes to Bob. 

Ben asks the news of bonny Kate, 

Who said she’d prove a constant mate ; 

But winds and girls are false, for she 

Took Ned the morn Ben went to sea. 
Well, come, says Ben, the flip put round, &c. 


By will and power, when last ashore, 

His rhino Tom to Poll made o’er ; 

Poll touched the prize-money and pay, 

And with the agent ran away : 

And Jenny just as ’cute a trick, 

His back once turned, played whistling Dick ; 
Dick left her clothes to cut a flash, 

She sold em all, and spent the cash: 

But, come, says Dick, the flip put round, &c. 


While feet and tongues like lightning go, 
With—what cheer, Suke ?—and how do, Joe? 
Dick Laniard chooses Peg, so spruce, 

And buxom Nell takes Kit Caboose. 

Thus, ’mong the girls they left behind, 

A lot of true and false they find ; 

While they bewail those shot or drowned, 
And welcome home the safe and sound ; 

Still thankful while the flip goes round, &c. 


| a ae a 


HASTE TO THE SPORTS OF THE FIELD. 


Now the dawn’s peeping over the hill, 
.'To sleep-breaking echoes arise ; 

Hark! the hounds and the hunters loud fill 
The woods with their shouts and their cries, 

Pursue o’er the mountains your prey, 
Be first of the heart-cheering chase ; 

All roused by the toils of the day, 
You'll own the delights of the chase. 
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A hunter, no more you'll complain, 
No spleen-brooding cares shall ye know ; 
A stranger to sickness and pain, 
With life and new vigour youl) glow. 
Then, fly from the pleasures that pall, 
That languor must certainly yield ; 
But wake to the hurn’s early call, 
And haste to the sports of the field, 


POL LIP IP 


WHENCE COMES MY LOVE? 
(Harington, 1564.) 


WHENCE comes my love ?--oh! heart, disclose ! 
*Twas from cheeks that shame the rose ; 

From lips that spoil the ruby’s praise— 

From eyes that mock the diamond’s blaze : 
Whence comes my woe, as freely own— 

Ah me! ’twas from a heart like stone. 


The blushing cheek speaks modest mind— 
The lips befitting words most kind ; 

The eye doth tempt to love’s desire, 

And seems to say—’tis Cupid’s fire : 

Yet, all so fair, but speak my moan, 

Sith nought doth say the heart of stone. 


Why thus, my love, so kind bespeak, 

Sweet eye, sweet lip, sweet blushing cheek ; 
Yet not a heart to save my pain? 

O Venus! take thy gifts again ; 

Make naught so fair to cause our moan, 

Or make a heart that’s like your own. 


PPP PIPE? 


WHEN ROW-DOW BEATS THE DRUM! 
(Upton.) 


MERRY plays the drummer-boy, 
Marching to the march of joy, 
Mirth and music his employ, : 
Never, never glum. 

If on duty here or there, 
Loose and free as mountain-air, 
Oh, what joy his looks declare 

When row-dow beats the drum, 

The drum, 
When row-dow beats the drum! 


Merry do the fifers play, 
To begnile the tedious way, 
On the route, by night or day, 
Never, never glum. 

Soldiers were for battle made, 
Fighting is the soldier’s trade ; 
No, nor never, ne’er dismayed 

When row-dow beats the drum, &c, 


PILL IG OR? 


BILLY LACKADAY’S LAMENTATIONS. 
(Renney. ) 


SURE mortal man is born to sorrow, 

Grief to day and grief to morrow ; 

Here I’m snubbed and there I’m rated ; 

Ne’er was a youth so sitti-wated. 

There’s Mrs. Bell swears none shall nick her ; 

And, if I steeps my nose in liquor, 

For every drop I take she charges, 

And our small ale’s as sour as wargis. 
Lack-a-day! oh, lack-a-day! 
Pity Billy Lackaday. 

Oh, Susan scolds, and, when I’ve heard her, 

I dreams all night of love and murder ; 

I sighs and groans like any pavier, 

Forgetting all genteel behaviour ; 

Miss Fanny, she has quite undone me, 

Like any queen looks down upon me ; 
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Aad, when I kneels to sue for marcy, 
It does no good—but wicy-warsy. 
Lack-a-day! oh, lack-a-day, &c. 


PLEFLIEIP 


ROUND THE BOWL WE MEET, 
BOYS! 


Air—“ To Ladies’ Eyes around, Boys.””—(O’ Meara. ) 


THOUGH ruby wine we prize, boys, 
That Bacchus sips—that Bacchus sips, 
Yet sweeter nectar lies, boys, 
In ladies’ lips—in ladies’ lips. 
With honied rapture flowing, _ 
On Hybla’s hill—on Hybla’s hill, 
No bee, such sweets bestowing, 
Did e’er distil—did e’er distil. 
When round the bowl we meet, boys, 
Be this our toast—be this our toast, 
The lips that yield us sweet joys, 
And kiss the most—and kiss the most! 


WHEN 


When lips, like cherries growing, 

First meet our view—first meet our view, 
And set our bosoms giowing, 

What should we do ?—what should we do? 
Why, kiss them; e’en if pouting 

They would repel—they would repel ; 
Though love’s advances flouting, 

They like it well—they like it well. 

While o’er our bowl, &c. 


Though cares in wine we dip, boys, 
Be sure of this—be sure of this, 
Without sweet woman’s lip, boys, 
There is no bliss—there is no bliss. 
Then, fill your goblets high, boys, 
- No flinching slips—no flinching slips ; 
The beauties in our eye, boys, 
Here’s ladies’ lips—here’s ladies’ lips! 
While o’er the bowl, &c. 


GLIF IL IEF 


AH! CRUEL MAID, HOW HAST THOU 


CHANGED! 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


AH! cruel maid, how hast thou changed 
The temper of my mind! 

My heart by thee from mirth estranged, 
Becomes, like thee, unkind! 


By Fortune favoured, clear in fame, 
I once ambitious was ; 

And friends [ had that fanned the flame, 
And gave my youth applause. 


But now my weakness all abuse, 
Yet vain their taunts on me 3; 
Friends, fortune, fame itself I’d lose, 
To gain one smile from thee! 


Yet only thou should’st not despise 
My folly or my woe; 

If I am mad in others’ eyes, 
”Tis thou hast made me so! 


But days like these, with doubting curst, 
I will not long endure ; 

Am I despised ?—I know the worst, 
And also know my cure. 

Tf false her vows, she dare renounce— 
She instant ends my pain: 

For, oh! that heart must break at once 
Which cannot hate again! 


GIFPIIAF 


THE SOUL OF AN IRISHMAN CENTRES 
IN WHISKEY. 


Air—‘* St. Patrick’s Day.” 
THE soul of an Irishman centres in whiskey, 
And, next to his Kitty, Old Ireland he loves, 
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Though Ellen be peerless, and Nora be frisky, 
His bosom, all fickleness scorning, 
Holds true to his first love steadily ; 
’Mid allurements able to find, 
Though Nora be pretty, 
His own dearest Kitt 
Has smiles on her cheek 
That full eloquent speak, 
And bid his heart always be constant and kind A 
Through life she will bless him, 
Still cheer and caress him 
On Patrick’s day in the morning ! 


O, Ireland, thou ever-blest land in the ocean, 
I'll sing of thee while I’ve a feeling can glow ; 
Thy laughing green vales shall excite my devotion, 

Thy daughters those valleys adorning, 
Whom beauty has made the pride of earth, 
With a frankness height’ning each charm ; 
Thy sons, ever free, 
Serving honour and thee, 
To treachery opposed, 
Wherever disclosed, 
With a firmness and bravery that laughs at alarm: 
While beauty and worth 
Join in innocent mirth 
On Patrick’s day in the morning. 


PHILP PLES 


THE MIDNIGHT HOUR. 
(Collins. ) 


A THOUSAND ways I’ve laboured, 
To cheat old loit’ring Time, 
And ot the ling’ring gray-beard 
Beguiled in prose and rhyme. 
I’ve journals filled with columns, 
To prove invention’s power, 
And pored o’er musty volumes 
Till past the midnight hour. 


I’ve kneeled at evening vesper, 
When curfew-bell was rung, 
As watchful as the hesper, 
To guard my heart and tongue ; 
While snug in pew, some gipsy 
Soon proved temptation’s pow’r ; 
And to her arms, half tipsy, 
I’ve reeled at midnight hour. 


I’ve fashion’s routs frequented, 
Where slander, leagued with tea, 

And hags their tales invented, 
With fame-bespattering glee ; 

I’ve led the sprightly dance up, 
Spurred on by music’s power, 

While Pleasure piped all hands up, 
To hail the midnight hour. 


In orgies wild and rev’lling, 
I’ve drained the copious bow], 
Where uproar, wisdom lev’lling, 
Has ruled witheut control ; 
While babbling Whig and Tory, 
Revived old Babel’s tower, 
And there I thought with glory 
To crown the midnight hour. 


The pharo-bank I’ve courted, 
Time’s vacuum to supply ; 

And there with fortune sported 
Lite’s comforts on a die: 

But shrunk was soon my strong box, 
As frost will shrink the flower, 

And there I found the wrong box 
To pass the midnight hour. 


At length, sweet Flora found me 
A drooping, with’ring weed ; 
When to her heart she bound me, 

And propped the bending reed : 
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1 round her clung like ivy, 
In Hymen’s roseate bower : 
And now, with rapture strive we 
To crown the midnight honr. 


| ine ae 


DICK, THE SAILOR. 
Air-- I’m jolly Dick the Lamplighter.’ 
(Tapsell.) 


I’M jolly Dick, a sailor bold, 
A tight and merry tar, 
Have seen the world, both new and old, 
In ev’ry clime afar: 
My father bred me to the sea, 
A daring gallant blade, 
Who said, a Briton should be free, 
And fighting was his trade. 


I’ve with the foe kicked up a row, 
Have done my duty clean, 

Full well remember gallant Howe, 
And the bus’ness of the Queen ; 

-But what of that, it’s all as one, 
We sailors know no fear ; 

Each, to the last; sticks to his gun, 
And gives the jolly cheer. 


I’ve shipwrecked been, a pris’ner made, 
By France and Holland, too; 
With Duncan, seen Mynheer amazed, 
Who took Winter, with all his crew. 
Have seen to Davy’s locker sink 
The proud and stately Don, 
And saved a brother from the brink 
Of death, and the battle won. 


I love kind Sue, my ditty’s pride ; 
She’s rigged in gallant gear: 

When sailing gaily by her side, 
And Hope brings up the rear, 

I chant a stave, or changes ring 
Of trips and dangers past ; 

Of Nelson’s glory! and my king,— 
But flatt’ry, hold,—avast ! 


Let not a seaman prate, but fight, . 
When England’s right demands ; 
It gives a sailor’s heart delight 
When king and fate’ commands ; 
Long may he live! Britannia be 
The mistress of the main! 
And Britons loyal, happy, free, 
Will ever bless his reign. 


OP LILI LE 


MR. HENRY HASE. 
(Upton. ) 
IN an age when each day teems with wonders 
around, : 

And this thing and that, to surprise us is found ; 
Let me sing, and my song shall the witchery trace 
Of that far and famed sorcerer, Henry Hase! 

O, Mr. Hase! sweet Mr. Hase! 

All the world is in love with the dear Mr. Hase. 


Then this notified man, and I don’t mean to vapour, 
By a magical process, does wonders with paper ; 
And yet, if you copy his works, people say, 
Mr. Henry Hase has a sad hanging way! 

O, Mr. Hase! sweet Mr. Hase! &c. 


That his type is alluring, I’m free to confess, 
And few things more soft than his rag-turned ad- 
dress ! 
Then he sings, that is, warbles, as truth daily 
‘ quotes, 
So charming, there’s nothing can equal his xotes. 
O, Mr. Hase! sweet Mr. Hase! &c. 
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And since that those motes to such pleasing ways 
tend, 
May the friends of humanity find him a friend! 
And the foes to oppression, in this or that place, 
Never want, while they live, Mr. Henry Hase! 
O, Mr. Hase! swect Mr. Hase! &c. 


In a word, that each Briton in Britain’s free land, 
Let us hope this magician Bank sure by will stand! 
And should Fortune’s frowns turn the bolt on the 
pocket, 
May the strong Mr. Hase be at hand to unlock it! 
O, Mr. Hase! sweet Mr. Hase! &c. 


PIPIL LEP 


O’ER A GLASS OF ROSY WINE. 


WHILE the bowl with sparkling liquor 
Gives to life a cheerful zest, 

Drink and pass the glasses quicker : 
Sons of Bacchus ne’er should rest. 

Cheerful, then, our chorus join, 

*Tis to mirth and rosy wine. 


Care to those who thirst for treasure, 
And for sordid gold repine ; 
We enjoy a greater pleasure 
O’er a glass of rosy wine. 
Cheerful, then, &c. 
Let this night dispel all sorrow ; 
Fill a goblet to each friend : 
Drink, and welcome in the morrow: 
Thus our life we’ll gaily spend. 
Cheerful, then, &c. 


PI FP PFS OP 


HAPPY IN OUR HUMBLE COTTAGE. 
(Rannie. ) 
A DUET. 


Both.—HAPPy in our humble cottage, 
We will prove 
The sweets of love, 
Like turtles paired in tender dotage. 


He.—FEach day my peace 
Will yield increase, 
While I possess my darling treasure : 
Each welcome night 
Bring new delight, 
And every morn, return of pleasure. 
Both. —Happy in our humble cottage, &c. 
She.—With joy V’ll trace 
Each opening grace 
Of nature over art prevailing ; 
- And Pleasure here 
New charms will wear, 
When Hymen hovers o’cr our dwelling. 


Both,— Happy in our humble cottage, &c. 


FIIL IE LCR 


PROFESSOR MATHESIS OBTENEBRATO , 


OR, ASYLLABUS OF A COURSE OF LEARNED 
LECTURES. 


Air— O, Lord, what a place is a Camp.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


A LECTURER of the new school, 
In science and logic adept, 
While mounting philosophy’s stool, 
I into new secrets have crept, 
Which Learning has never disclosed, 
Since Wisdom appeared in disguise 
Of doctors, whom fools have supposed, 
Because they looked grave, must be wisc. 


__SPOKEN.] As I shall demonstrate by illustrative 
illustration and semiduplicative perspicacious per- 
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spicuity! You know me, Iam Professor Mathesis 
Obtenebrato, member of the Royal Nugacity Col- 
lege of Scientific Sciences, and L’ Ecole des Arts, 
as the syllabus of my next course of lectures exhi- 
bits, ad multum ad infinitum. Lecture I. will treat 
on the decimals of indivisibility, a plan for doubling 
immeasurable space, contracting the limits of eter- 
nity, and cracking nuts with a steam-engine ; all 
which will be exemplified simply by a complex 
oscillating rotary machine and mucronated hexame- 
ters, proving that all philosophers are mistaken in 
the real— 


Is it becanse I am a slave, 

And you are free, that you behave 
With this unnat’ral malice? 

If once I reach those wicked wings, 

I’ll stitch them to your ribs with strings, 
And cure you of your sallies. 


Once you could nestle in my arms, 
And feign a thousand fond alarms, 
And sigh, as you were dying. 
Then you would promise that your darts 
Should bring me hecatombs of hearts ;— 
Child, you are given to lying! 
Tol de rol lol de rol, &c. 


PALI L&R 


Next clearly my lectures will show 
That Grief is the mother of Mirth ; 
That Death is, the doctors all know, 
The only true proof of man’s birth! 
Thus Science developes the cause 
That’s always produced by effect ; 
For Nature had never made laws 
But that I might her errors correct ! 


EVERY MAN’S FRIEND. 
(Dibdin. ) 


CoME, all jolly topers, the toast as ye pass, 
Who have sworn to keep Bacchus’s laws, 
The conditions repeat,—lay your hands on the 
glass, 
And vindicate wine and its cause. 
So long as the power of gen’rous wine 
Shall the practice of honour inspire, 
Onr affections and passions to rule and refine, 
As goldsissues pure from the fire : 
So long o’er the mind may its empire extend, 
And the generous bottle be ev’ry man’s friend. 












SPOKEN.]| Philosophers, doctors, and professors 
have hitherto all beep in the dark till Lopened the 
windows of science, and let in new light upon their 
obnubilated minds. Lectures II. III. and IV. will 
exhibit a preconceptionable incorporative solution 
of abstruse science, elucidated by conglomerative 
locomotion, on the mutability of immutable mat- 
ter, the perforation of impenetrable substances, 
uniting light and darkness in one simple congestible 
mass, and reducing them to a calx by sublimation 
in a snow crucible, to be explained by paracentri- 
cal logarithms, to prove that the earth is a cubic 
solid of oxygenated gas! and pendulous from the 
sun like a— . 


While in brisk circulation it genially glows, 
Through each sluice of the heart, in full speed, 

Turning sourness to milk in the veinsas it flows, 
The children of sorrow to feed ; 

While its liberal influence, to honour so dear, 
With such pity the heart shall impress, 

As, with Charity’s hand, to wipe off the sad tear, 
That glistens to mark our distress. 

So long o’er the mind may its empire extend, 

And the generous bottle be ev’ry man’s friend. 


But when in the glass the fiend Envy shall lurk, 
Her foul train waiting near at her call, 

On the credulous mind to achieve her fell work, 
And the milk of the heart turn to gall ; 

Then may wine change to poison, and cach canker- 

ous elf, 

Detected, ashamed, and alone, 

Despised by the world, and despised by himself, 
By death for his errors atone - 

So shall wine to the last serve humanity’s end, 
And the generous bottle be ev’ry man’s friend. 


Tol de rol lol de rol, &c. 3 


On podology next I shall treat, 
Phrenologists leaving behind, 

And describe, by the bumps of the feet, 
Man’s organic structure of mind ; 

'That the head is the source I oppose, 
Though the depot I’ll promptly admit 

’Tis ; but wisdom ascends from the toes, 
And the feet are the fountains of wit. 


SPOKEN.] This will be demonstrated by a podo- 
logical sensoriometer and a gravitative transvolving 
pyramidical wheel-apparatus. Lectures V. and 
VI. will embrace a longitudinal procreative digest 
of consolidating immateriality in frigerated solu- 
tion, showing the practicability of incorporating 
exhaustion and repletion, paucity and plenitude, 
in one indissoluble mass; inflatiug time and dila- 
ting vacuum ; of incrassating futurity and liquify- 


Ce a a a 


NOW TO REST—HOW SILENT ALL. 


A CHORUS. 
ing adamant by induration, to be explained and 
illustrated by a tubulated hyperbolical excavator, (Holman. ) 


and by hemispherical heteroptics ; elucidating the 
fact, and proving the truth, that lucid fluids are 
opaque solids, that modern philosophers are the 
ancient peripatetics, and that I am the only real 
metaphysical, polygramical, protreptical, and 
genuine philosophically scientific. 


Tol de rol lol de rol, &c. 


Now to rest—how silent all! 
Solemn is the forest’s gloom :— 
Beams that on yon ruin fall 
Seem like rays that light a tomb. 
Earth our bed, our roof the sky, 
Slumbers sweet our eyes will close, 
While, in vain, the guilty try 
On beds of down to find repose. 


ORO? LEI PR 


CHILD, YOU ARE GIVEN TO LYING. - 


(Cumberland. ) THE MISERIES OF PROSPERITY ; 


OR, THE RAGE OF SPECULATING COMPANIES. 
Air—** Sure sucha Day.” 
RUN, neighbours, run, you’re just in time to geta 


ComE, Love, you little roguish sprite, 
And let me understand you right, 
Why is it thus you treat me? 


Sirrah, attempt not to beguile share 
A native of your mother’s isle, In all the famous projects that amuse John 
Nor think that you shall cheat me. Bull: 
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Run, take a peep on Change, for anxious crowds 
beset us there, 
Each trying which can make himself the greatest 
cull. 
No sooner are they puffed, than a universal wish 
there is 
For shares in Mines, Insurances, in Foreign 
Loans, and Fisheries ; 
No matter where the project lies,—so violent the 
mania, 
In Africa, New Providence, Peru, or Pennsyl- 
vania. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


Folks, for news, very anxious at this crisis are, 
For marriages, deaths, and births no thirst 
exists : 
All take the papers in, to find out what the prices 
are 
Of shares, in this or that, upon the brokers’ 
. lists ! 
The doctor leaves his patient, the pedagogue his 
Lexicon, 
For mines of Real Monte, or for those of Anglo- 
Mexican ! 
F’en Chili bonds don’t cool their rage, nor those 
more romantic, sir, 
For new canals to join the seas, Pacific and Atlan- 
TiC, SITs 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


At home we have projects, too, for draining sur- 
plus capital, 
And honest Master Johnny of his cash to 
chouse ; 
Though t’other day Judge Abbot gave a rather 
sharpish slap at all, 
And Eldon launched his thunder from the upper 


house. 

Investment-banks, to lend a lift to people who are 
undone 3 

Proposals for assurance—there’s no end of that in 
London ! 


And one amongst the number, who in Parliament 
now pass their bills, 
For lending cash, at 8 per cent. on coats and inex- 
pressibles. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


No more, with her bright pails, the milkman’s rosy 
daughter works, 
A company must serve ye now with milk and 
cream 3 
Perhaps, they’ve some connexion with the adver- 
tising Water-Works, 
That promise to supply you from the limpid 
stream 3 
Another takes your linen, when it’s dirty, to the 
suds, sir, 
And brings it home in carriages, with four nice 
bits of blood, sir. 
Another Body Corporate would fain some pence 
and shillings get 
By selling fish at Hungerford, and knocking up 
old Billingsgate. 
Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


When Greenwich coaches go by steam, on roads of 
iron railing, sir, 
How pleasant ,it will be to see a dozen in a 
line ;— 
And ships of heavy burden, on hills and valleys 
sailing, sir, 
Shall pass from British Channel to the Tweed 
or Tyne. 
Amongst the many scheming folks, I take it, he’s 
ne ninny, sir, 
Who bargains with the Ashantees to fish the Coast 
of Guinea, sir! 
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And, though ’tis kept a secret, another brilliant 
view he has 

Of lighting up the famous town of Timbucktoo with 
oil-gas. 

Run, neighbours, run, &c. 

A new company is formed, though not yet adver- 

tising, 
To build upon a splendid scale a large balloon, 

To take up tools and broken stones, fresh M‘Adam- 

izing 
The new-discovered turnpike-roads that cross the 

moon. 

But the most inviting scheme of all, is one propo- 
sed for carrying 

Some furnaces to melt the ice which hem poor 
Captain Parry in: 

They’ll then have steam-boats twice a week, and 
all the news by sea and land ; 

And call for goods and passengers at Labrador and 
Greenland. 

Run, neighbours, run, &c. 


Ye a ee 


MY HEART’S IN THE BUMPER TI PLEDGE 
TO MY FRIEND. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


Wuat fashion calls friendship dishonours the 
name,— 
The cloak of convenience,—the child of ca- 
price ,— 
The phantom of folly,—the compact of shame, 
On prosperity rising, with peril to cease ; 
Such nerveless affections control not my will, 
I glow with an ardour no check can suspend ; 
And when ery the toast, being summoned 
to fill, 
My heart’s in the bumper I pledge to my friend. 


Let worth be the basis, plain-dealing the mean, 
Affection the impulse, and honour the guide ; 
In the compact I glory, nor shift with the scene, 
In prosperity tender, adversity tried ; 
Let him share all my joys, mine his sorrows be 
still, 
His interest and fame mine to watch and de- 
fend ; j 
Thus when friendship’s the toast, being summoned 
to fill, 
My heart’s in the bumper I pledge to my friend. 


PLA L EPR 


THE DAUNTLESS SAILOR. 


THE dauntless sailor leaves his home, 
Each softer joy and ease ; 

To distant climes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the boist’rous seas. 


- His heart with hope of vict’ry gay, 
Scorns from the foe torun ; 
In battle, terrors melt away 
As snow before the sun. 


Though all the nations of the world 
Britannia’s flag would lower, 

Her banners still shall wave unfurled, 
And dare their haughty power. 


But see, Bellona sheathes her sword, 
Hushed is the angry main ; 

The cannon’s roar no more is heard, 
Sweet Peace resumes her reign. 


He hastens unto his native shore, 
Where dwell sweet joy and rest ; 

His lovely Susan’s smiles implore, 
To crown and make him blest. 


# 


Now, all the toils and dangers past, 
And Susan’s love remains ; 

The honest tar is blest at last, 
Her smiles reward his pains. 


IPL PLE 


QUEEN MARY’S LAMENT. 


I SIGH and lament me in vain, 

These walls can but echo my moan, 
Alas! it increases my pain, 

When I think of the days that are gone. 
Through the grate of my prison I see 

The birds, as they wanton in air; 
My heart how it pants to be free, 

My looks they are wild with despair. 


Above, though opprest by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my foes ; 
Though Fortune has altered my state, 
She ne’er can subdue me to those : 
False woman! in ages to come, 
Thy malice detested shall be, 
And, when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart will still sorrow for me. 


Ye roofs, where cold damps and dismay 
With silence and solitude dwell, 
How comfortless passes the day, 
How sad tolls the evening bell! 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds seem to murmur around! 
O, Mary! prepare thee to die! 
My blood it runs chill at the sound. 


PROP? IC? 


THE PRETTY LITTLE MAID OF THE CITY 
OF BAGDAD. 


( Ward.) 


THERE was a maid, a pretty little maid, 
And she lived in the city of Bagdad. 
Now there was a man, 
And it was his plan, 
As I have been told, 
To get hold of the gold 
Which belonged to the maid, the sweet little maid, 
Who lived in the city of Bagdad. : 


A lawyer they knew, 
Who the law-work did do 
For his father and brother, 
And cousin and mother, 
Who owned the young man, 
Who invented the plan, 
And lived in the City of Bagdad. 
A priest they invited, 
And he was delighted 
The lawyer to join, 
And touch up the coin 
Of the father and brother, &c. 


But, ah me! the Cadi © 

Admired the lady, 

And he boldly went 

To get her consent, 
With the priest, &c. 


Then followed the vizier, 
A notable quizzer, 

Who, more than the Cadi, 
Admired the lady, &c. 


But she boldly abused them, 
And flatly refused them ; 
Her suit she soon carried, 
And was happily married, 
But not to the vizier, 

That notable quizzer, &c. 


GI PLL IS? 
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WHEN DEPRIVED OF OUR BREATH. 
Air—‘* Dorothy Dump would mutter and mump.” 
( Poole.) 


WHEN deprived of our breath 
By that harlequin Death, 
His pantomime changes fast follow ; 
First, his magic displaces 
Eyes and nose from our faces, 
And, like this skull, leaves them ghastly and hol- 
low. 


’Tis to him the same thing 
Whether beggar or king : 

Midst his frolics, all share the same fate ; 
And certain it is, 
To a thing just like this 

He transformed Alexander the Great. 


Next, without much delay, 
We’re converted to clay; 
But our next transformation’s a lottery ; 
Some are changed into cans, 
Some to pint pots or pans, 
Some to tea-pots from Wedgewood’s famed pot- 
tery. 


By this rnle we may trace, 
Julius Cesar’s bold face, 
Till we find it i’ the form of a jug ; 
And renowned Alexander, 
The world’s great commander, 
A two-penny earthenware mug ! 


GLPOPPLI ES 


O, NEVER PLAY WITH FIRE. 
( Garrick. ) 


THROUGH all our hearts, philosophers have taught, 
A subtle vapour flies ; 

Warmed in the veins, it kindles quick as thoucht, 
And sparkles in the eyes. 


Be warned, ye fair, and retire, 
Fly far from the flash, 
You'll repent if you’re rash ; 
O, never play with fire! 


If a youth comes, with a grace and a song, 
Like Phebus, decked in Trays, 
Then to your heart the fiery atoms throng, 
And set it in a blaze. 
Be warned, ye fair, &c. 


But should the youth come, with honour and 
truth, 
Fly not your lover’s rays ; 
His heart in a flame, let yours be the same, 
And make a mutual blaze. 


From him we need not retire ; 
If such can be found, 
We may stand our ground, 
O, then we may play with fire. 


PIPPI PPP P 


WHAT A MORAL MAN WAS ADAM, OH! 
Air—* Bow, wow, wow.” 


WHEN Adam wore no morning gown, and never 
fought with bullets, 
Nor breakfasted on roasted corn, nor lunched on 
wine and pullets ; 
A moral man he was, ’tis sure, though naked as 
his rabbits, 
For though he ran full short of clothes,—he never 
had bad habits. 
Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what a moral man was 
Adam, oh! 
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Another truth this makes us own, that marks as it 
bewitches, 
Which is, though Eve had been inclined, she 

could not wear the breeches: 
Then, should laudanum or arsenic be taken by 
one’s wife, sirs, 
Ah! then there was no poison-pump to bring her 
back to life§ sirs. 
Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what a lucky man was 
Adam, oh! 


When Adam lived, there was no friend to give him 
his kind labours, 

For nature gave the horns to bucks, not bucks the 
horns to neighbours : 

And though on strict inquiry, it probably may 
seem, sirs, 

That Adam was blown up by Eve—he never was 

7 by steam, sirs. ‘ 

Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what quiet days were 
Adam’s, oh! 


Pedestrian, too, was Adam sure—Nature, ’twas 
thou trainest him, 

For when he first was clapped on earth, no man 
could walk against him : 

Adam ne’er thought a tunnel would be e’er by man 
begun, sirs ; - 

Which, even if well finished, must be always wn- 
der-done, sirs. 

Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what a sober man was 
Adam, oh! 


He ne’er denied a guinea when a cousin wished to 
borrow ; 

From dabbling in Spanish Bonds he never gathered 
SOrrow : 

He never made inquiries as to what was in the 

moon, sirs ; 

And if madam Eve indulged in airs, ’twas not in 
a balloon, sirs. 

Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what domestic joys had 
Adam, oh! 


Of Adam’s sparks it is but fair to give some pass- 
ing hints, sirs ; 

The sparks of Adam’s days, like ours, all came 
quite fresh from Flint’s, sirs: 

Adam ne’er took a pinch of snuff, nor used returns 


tobacco, 
Nor was he of the Fancy—he ne’er saw Jack 
Macaco. 
Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what a quiet man was 
Adam, oh! 


In Adam’s days, the quiet bears in their forests 
stop, sirs, 


And not, as traps, to catch stray hairs, be placed: 


in barbers’ shops, sirs : 
No works disturbed the highways then with dust, 
and smoke, and smother, 
But now the roads, and highways, too, are railing 
one ’gainst t’other, 
Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what pleasant ways were 
Adam/’s, oh! 


Good Adam let the iron rest in earth entire and 
crusty, 

But now the iron’s worked so much—’tis strange 
it don’t grow rusty : 

Dancing could not then be classed among the 
ladies’ faults, sirs ; 

For though Eve soon used the rocking-step—she 
never learnt to waltz, sirs. 

Oh, Adam, oh! oh, what connubial joys had 
Adam, oh! 


Adam ne’er played a hand of cards, although he 
toiled with spades, sirs ; 

He never broke his wife’s fond heart by flirting 
with the maids, sirs: 


* 
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Adam ne’er thought his namesake Mac would 
treat the stones like rebels, 
And, like a hungry ostrich, to find nourishment in 
pebbles. 
Oh, Adam, oh! oh, the greatest man that 
ever lived was Adam, oh! 


PP IEL LL EF 


NEVER THINK OF LOVE. 
(Prince Hoare. \ 


FULL twenty times you’ve heard my mind, 
You’re not the man I hope to find, 
Or can for life approve ; 
In spite of all that you can say, 
I’m still inclined to answer nay, 
And never think of love. 
Give o’er your teazing, “tis in vain; 
From me your suit will nothing gain, 
My will you’ll never move ; 
When I resign my hand and heart, 
I'll have a lad gay, brisk, and smart, 
Or never think of love. 


FPP PLE PR 


BEN, THE BRICKMAKER, AND SALLY 
OF ISLINGTON. 


Air—© Billy Taylor.”—( O’Brien.) 


THERE was a jolly stout brickmaker 
At Islington, so blithe and gay; 
He loved his Sal, and oft would take her 
With him to work at bricks all day. 
Tol de liddle lol, di Jol lol liddle liddle, 
tol lol di de da. 


No bricks around, so square and pretty 
As Benny’s could at all be seen; 

But Sal she left him, what a pity! 
And the bricks he made disgraced the green. 
+ Tol de liddle, &c. 


He’d look around, and then where Sally 
Worked away close by his side, 
Big tears he’d shed, though when she’d rally, 
He’d do all he could those tears to hide. - 
Tol de liddle, &c, 


Now to pleasure quite a stranger, 
He grew languid, pale, and thin, 
Like a horse before a manger, 
That never had horse-flesh within. 
Tol de liddle, 


Says Ben, adieu, ye fields of pleasure ! 
‘lo me you’re dull, as Sal is gone : 
Then he began a rope to measure, 
And swore he’d hang himself anon. 
Tol de liddle, &e. 


He moaned, he sighed, I saw him shiver ; 
*Tis funny, too, as Benny tells, 
He threw himself in the New River, 
And floated down to Sadler’s Wells. 
Tol de liddle, &c. 


Says Ben, I’m swimming here with pleasure ; 
When Sal she walked down by his side : 
How came you here, says she, my treasure ? 

Says he, I came here with the tide. 
Tol de liddle, &c. 


Ben and Sal went home together, 
And he was in a precious muck ; 
But he cotched no cold in that hot weather, 
Though he for supper had a duck. 
Tol de liddle, &c. 


Now these two folks to Gray’s Inn Lane, sirs, 
Walked, ’tis said, to have some peck ; 
When Ben fell down with an orrid pain, sirs, 
And on the curb-stone broke his neck.. 
Tol de liddle, &e. 





&e. 
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Now Sally a doctor went to find, O! 
But not getting one, like a Jenny-ass, 
She popped her head through a glazier’s window, 
And cut her throat with a pane of glass. 
Tol de liddle, &e. 


So now of a night near Somers’ Town, O' 
Ben’s ghost with a broken neck does stand ; 
While Sally, so pale, does look quite brown, O! 
As she knocks her head about with her hand. 

Tol de liddie, &c. 


CLIC IE PEP? 


YOUR GLASSES FILL, YOUR GLASSES 
FILL. 


Your glasses fill, your glasses fill, 
For thirsty souls like me 

Love to see each brimmer thrill 
The souls of men so free. 


For know, if joy illumes your heart, 
Tis wine infuses wit ; 

Then drink one glass, "twill sure impart 
The social comfort fit. 


But should grim woe prey on your mind, 
And care your heart imbrue, 

The only thing, that e’er you’ll find 
Give joy, are glasses two. 


Then, do not spare this luscious store 
Of wine, for though I think 

A maiden’s kiss can please us more, 
When we’ve not that to drink. 


PL PLEPE IS 


WHAT IF THINE EYE IS BEAMING JET. 
Air—* Ye Banks and Braes.””—(Miss Bryant.) 


Wuat, if thine eye is beaming jet? 
What, if thy tresses beauteous play ? 
What, if thou’rt lovely, dearest, yet 
Those trifling charms must fade away. 
Check vanity, and think them nought; 
Alas! both you and them must die. 
The dream of Beauty’s dearly bought, 
And Time but marks it with a sigh. 


Thou’rt young, ah! seize each fleeting hour ; 
Be to thy outward graces blind ; 
Let reason shed her cooler power, 
And show the beauties of the mind. 
And when the paths of age you trace, 
You'll own, when youth and charms depart, 
Heaven ne’er glances at a face, 
But eyes the erring mortal’s heart. 


CLEP FL OIF 


CUDDEN CLODPOLE. 
Air—** Merrily danced the Quaker.” 
(Male.) 


My mammy she 
Oft says of me, 
Than Cudden none is neater ; 
And so, it’s true, 
She ought to do, 
For Ize a pretty creature ; 
For I’m the smack, 
The village crack, 
None can with me compare, sirs ; 
I cuts the swell, 
And knows full well 
To prattle to the fair, sirs. 
With my tol de rol, &c. 


Then, as I grew 
A man to view, 
So tall, and straight, and handy, 


The lasses sly 
All leered at I, 
And said, I were the dandy ; 
I leered again, 
And eased their pain, 
I gave them kisses sweet, sirs, 
At ev’ry smack 
They vowed, good lack, 
I did it quite complete, sirs. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But, lack-a-me; 
I fell, d’ye see, 

In earnest love downright, sirs, 
With Molly here, 
The pretty dear, 

Who captivates my sight, sirs. 
Let others rail, 
T’ll ne’er turn tail, 

My pretty, do not fear me; 
Come down then, sweet, 
And let me meet 

Thy chaste embrace, my deary. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


GIPLGIPIF 


THE BONNIE BRUCKET LASSIE. 
(Tytler.) 


THE bonnie brucket lassie, 
She’s blue beneath the een ; 
She was the fairest lassie 
That danced on the green. 
A lad he lo’ed her dearly, 
She did his love return ; 
But he his vows has broken, 
And left her for to mourn. 


My shape, she says, was handsome, 
My face was fair and clean; 

But now I’m bonnie brucket, 
And blue beneath the een. 

My eyes were bright and sparkling 
Betore that they turned blue ; 

And now they’re dull with weeping, 
And a’, my love, for you. 


My person it was comely, 
My shape, they said, was neat ; 
But now I am quite changed, 
My stays they winna meet. 
A’ night I sleeped soundly, 
My mind was never sad ; 
But now my rest is broken 
Wi’ thinking 0’ my lad. 


Oh, could I live in darkness, 
Or hide me in the sea, 

Since my love is unfaithful, 
And has forsaken me ! 

No other love I suffered 
Within my breast to dwell ; 

In nought have I offended— 
But loving him too well. 


Her lover heard her mourning, 
As by he chanced to pass, 
And pressed unto his bosom 
The lovely brucket lass. 
<< My dear,” he said, “* cease grieving : 
Since that your love’s so true, 
My bonnie brucket lassie, 
Pll faithful prove to you.” 
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No Monsieur Toason in the varld I known, so dat is clear, sare ; 


Indeed, sare dare no Monsieur Tonson---dere's no Tonson lodges here, 


sare. 








MONSIEUR TONSON ; 
OR, THE PERSECUTED FRENCHMAN. 
Air— Batch of Cukes.”—( Bryant.) 


You all have heard, as well as I, about the Re- 
fugees, sirs, 
Who came to England years ago, for money and 
for ease, sirs ; 
Among the rest, a man there was, and thus my 
tale will run, sirs, 
Because he was a Frenchman, he proved the mark 
for fun, sirs. 
Oh, rare fun, 
London, mighty London, 
Is the place for fun. 


This Frenchman he was lank and lean, and had 
seen many trials, 

So he hired a sort of worn-out house, down in the 
Seven Dials ; 

But wags, you know, will roam about, and they 
will have their fling, sirs, 

So Monsieur we’ll shortly introduce to that sportive 
white, Tom King, sirs. 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


Now Tom King and his friend one night through 
Monsieur’s street were turning, 

When looking up they saw a light in the French- 
man’s window burning ; 

Says King, ‘* egad, some sport I view—a lark we’ll 
have, ne’er fear, sir, 

So faith, I’ll ask (because it’s late) if Thompson 
lodges here, sir.” 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


He knocked—he through the key-hole peeped—and 
viewed the trembling flame, sirs, 
When, in tattered waistcoat, woollen cap, the 
yawning Frenchman came, sirs ; 
Saying, ‘‘ Vat you vant, you come so late? My 
eye can scarcely see, sare ; 
48—VoL. U1. 


Pray tell me, sare, now tell me 
command with me, sare.” 


Oh, rare fun, &e. 


pray, vat your 


Says King, ‘‘ I merely wished to know from you, 
my little codger, : 

If you’ve one Thompson in your house, now living 
as a lodger ?” 

The Frenchman shivered with the cold, and was 
sleepy, it was clear, 

He shrugged out a sigh, and said, « No, sare, no 
Monsieur 'Tonson lodges here.” 


Oh, rare fun, &c. 


Our wag begged pardon, off he went, and laughed 
with great delight, sir, 

Says he, “* Ecod, I’ll break his rest upon some 
other night, sir ;” 

He went again, ere morning’s dawn, and knock- 
ing without fear, 

Once more exclaimed, “ Is there one Mr. 


Thomp- 
son lodges here ?” x 


Oh, rare fun, &c. 


The Frenchman, thus disturbed again, now fal- 
tered with affright, sir, 

And cries, ‘‘ Vy, sare, I’m sure I tell, 
so last night, sir; 

No Monsieur Tonson in the varld 1 know, so dat 
is clear, sare ; 

Indeed, sare, dare no Monsieur Tonson—cere’s 
no Tonson lodges here, sare.” 


Oh, rare fun, &c. 


T tell you 


The third night King went there again to queer 
the poor Monsieur, ; 

Who, coming down, said, ** ’Pon my soul, no 

’ Monsieur Tonson here !” 

But King the fourth night tried it on—when the 
maid said, “* get away, do g% 

When King said, “ Lord, ’m leaving town, and 
first have much to say too.” 

Oh, rare fun, &e. 
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She woke her master—he came down—his face 
seemed long with woe, sir, 

Saying, ‘‘ Sare, now, sare, vy, vat de devil make 
you treat me so, sir? 

Vy, sare, I tell you nights ago, ven you come at 
hours so drear, 

Got tam! I swear, I tell you so, no Monsieur 
Tonson here.” 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


King, true as night, soon bent his way unto the 
Frenchman’s house, sirs, 

And there he heard a precious row between him 
and his spouse, sirs ; 

King knocked—heasked for Thompson—and Mon- 
sieur his torment viewed, sir, 

When, says Tom, ‘ Good friend, Ill call again, 
when yow’re in gentler mood, sir.” 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


The Frenchman, persecuted thus, soon let his | 


house and went, sirs, 
To distant parts, where many years a quiet life he 
spent, sirs ; 
But thinking King might now be dead, he came 
to England’s shore, 


And e’en the house he had at first, he hired again | 


once more. 
Oh, rare fun, &e. 


Tom King had to the Indies been, to make his 

fortune right, sirs, 

And he arrived in London, too, and on this very 

night, sirs 5 

When musing on his former sprees—a lark thinks 

no disgrace, sirs, 

So, says he, ‘¢ Egad! P’ll go and see who holds 
the Frenchman’s place, sirs.” 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


Ile finds the house—knocks as before—Mounsieur 

appears with pain, sir, 

«« By Got,” he cries, ‘‘ here’s Monsieur Tonson! 

he come back again, sir!” 

He gave a start, he gave a screech, he darted from 

the door, sirs, 

Then ran as thongh old Nick pursued —and ne’er 
was heard of more, sirs. 

Oh, rare fun, &c. 


GPLPELOE PP? 


\ 
SWEET MARY, THOU ART DEAD. 
(Rev. C. Wolfe.) 


Ir I had thought thou could’st have died, 
I might not weep for thee ; 

But I forgot, when by thy side, 
That thou could’st mortal be. 

It never through my mind had passed, 
That time would e’er be o’er, 

When I on thee should look my last, 
And thou should’st smile no more. 


And still upon that face I look, 
And think ’twill smile again ; 

And still the thought I will not brook, 
That I must look in vain: 

But when I speak thou dost not say 
What thou ne’er left’st unsaid ; 

And now I feel—-as well I may, 
Sweet Mary, thou art dead. 


If thou would’st stay, even as thou art, 
All cold and all serene, 

I still might press thy silent heart, 
And where thy smile has been ; 

While e’en thy chill bleak corse I have, 
Thou seemest still mine own ; 

But there—I lay thee in the grave, 
And now—I am alone, 
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1 do not think, where’er thou art, 
Thou hast forgotten me ; 

And I, perhaps, may soothe this art, 
In thinking still of thee ! 

Yet there was round thee such a dawn 
Of light ne’er seen before, 

As Fancy never could have drawn, 
And never can restore. 


POPPI EL ES 


THE PLEASURES OF READING THE 
DAILY NEWSPAPERS. 


Air—* When a man weds.” —( Moncrieff. ) 


THE pleasures of reading are all smoke and vapour, 


Unless ’tis of reading the daily newspaper ; 
Oh, ye gods, how I like, as I sip down my tea, 


The Chronicle, Times, Post, or Herald to see! 


As the eye roves along, 

What a various throng 
Of articles charm and delight you, 

While, to vary the scene, 

Betwixt and between, 

Comes a terrible bit to affright you! 

How affairs they maintain, 

In France! Italy! Spain' 

In Germany! Austria! Prussia! 

Of war and of peace, 

In Turkey! and Greece! 

In Portugal! Egypt! and Russia! 

How Parry, brave soul, 

Has got on at the Pole, 

And accounts of the Mexico mining, 

Details, most surprising, 

Of new kingdoms rising, 

And others as strangely declining. 

Pleasing, teazing, 

Queering, cheering, 

Brightening, frightening, 

Magical, tragical! 

Yes, the pleasures of reading are all smoke and 
vapour, 
Unless “tis of reading a daily newspaper ; 

That from first to the last, 

Is truly a mental repast. 

Colony news, 

Planters in stews, 

Negro, free grow, rises 5 

Lots of black looks, 

Get in black books, 

And throat the first dark night surprises : 

What slaughter is made 

In Burmese stockade, 

Popping em aown just like pigeons, 

’Tis caught in our turn, 

Our whiskers they burn, 

Then skewer us up like widgeons : 

Lots of new bubbles, 

To end all your troubles, 

And get a great fortune for nothing ; 

A scheme that, slap dash, 

Will employ all your cash, 
Which is surely a thing monstrous soothing. 

Hummery, flummery, 

Summary, mummery, 

Scribble ’em, quibble ’em, . 

Hoaxing ’em, coaxing ’em, 

Cooking ”em, booking ’em, 

Stuffing ’em, puffing ’em, 

Wake ’em, take ’em, 

Lugging in, tugging in, 

Whimsical, flimsical, 

Pretty list, nothing missed ! 
Quacking doctors, barking proctors, 
Money lenders, blacking venders, 
Pidcock’s monkeys, ladies’ donkics. 
Daring robberies, early strawberries, 
Watering places, pony-races, 
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Famed decoction, sales by anction, 
Wondrous catches, walking matches, 
Vauxhall galas, running tailors, 
Money to lend, and puffs without end ! 
Oh! she pleasures of reading are all smoke and 
vapour, 
Unless ’tis of reading a daily newspaper, 
That from first to the last, 
Is truly a mental repast. 


All that the famed Common-Councilmen say, 
A green turtle dressed in the city to day ; 
A iaux paux in high life, and shocking crim. con. 
My lady eloped with her tall footman, John ! 
Suicides, lottery puffers, 
Gas lights, patent snuffers, 
Births and deaths, extra-extraordinary ; 
_ Going on somewhat further, 
A terrible murder, 
All the magistrates in a quandary. 
Routs in Cavendish-square, 
Parties, heaven knows where, 
And notice that my wife, called Sally, 
Has run off on some pets, 
And I wo’n’t pay her debts, 
Witness my hand, John Cole, 3, Long-alley. 
All you well can desire, 
A terrible fire, 
Enlivening full half the nation; 
- Selling goods at prime cost, 
One hundred pounds lost! 
A guinea reward, on salvation. 
Pleasing, teazing, 
Queering, cheering, 
Brightening, frightening, 
Magical, tragical! 
Yes, the pleasures of reading are all smoke and 
vapour, 
Unless ’tis of reading a daily newspaper ! 
That, from first to the last, 
Is truly a mental repast. 
Dancing taught, new hops bought, 
Kickery, trickery, toe, toe! - 
Old Drury-lane, Kean there again, 
Gallery bawlery, go, go! 
New wigs, whimsical rigs, 
Jobbery, nobbery, I spy! 
Terrible Tories, Joe Millar stories, 
Fibbery, cribbery, fie, fie! 
Prices of stock, Dutch wooden clocks, 
Limeing ’em, timeing ’em, baw, baw! 
Chancery Court, tedious report, 
Drearisome, wearisome, O law! 
Hummery, mummety, 
Flummery, summary, 
Strummery, drummery, 
Scribble ”em, quibble ’em, 
Hoaxing ’em, coaxing ’em, 
Huffing ’em, puffing ’em, 
Bore ’em, floor ’em : 
Lugging in, tugging in, 
Whimsical, flimsical, 
Pretty list, nothing missed : 
Old jokes, new hoax, 
Bow-street, Bench, Fleet, 
Ship news, cheap shoes, 
Mayor, stare, law, flaw, 
Gaze, blaze, balls, squalls, 
Teeth drawn, fine lawn, 
Bills, pills, law, flaw, 
Plays, days, snuffs, puffs ; 
Oh! the pleasures of reading are all smoke and 
vapour, i 
Unless ’tis of reading a daily newspaper ; 
That, from first to the last, 
Is truly a mental repast ! 


CLP L LAL Se 





THEN FAREWELL, HONOUR—FARREWELL, 
LIFE. 


(Arnold. ) 


AS a ray, from heayen’s arch beaming, 
Spreads around its lovely light ; 

So Astasia’s sweet smile, gleaming, 
Sheds virtue’s lustre, pure and bright. 

Truth and honour, there uniting, 
Every breast with awe inspire ; 

To glory’s path the soul inviting, 
Blaze like virtue’s holy fire. 

And must I from such virtues sever, 
Lose my almost angel wife, 

Lose my heart’s adored for ever ? 
Then farewell, honour—farewell, life. 


ORPIP POLS 


CURIOUS COINCIDENCES. 
Air—* Over the Water to Charley.” 


TIS curious to find in this overgrown town, 
While through its long streets we are dodging, 
That many a man is in trade settled down, 
Whose name don’t agree with his lodging ! 
For instance, Jack Munday in Friday-street dwells . 
Mr. Pitt in Fox-court is residing ; 
Mr. White in Brown’s Buildings green-grocery 
sells, 
While Hast in West-square is abiding. 


Mr. Lamb in Red-Lion-street perks up his head, 
To Lamb’s Conduit-street Lyon goes courting ; 
Mr. Bower at Batile-bridge hires a bed : 
While Joon is in Sun-street disporting ; 
Bill Brown up to Green-street to live now is gone, 
In Stanhope-mews Dennett keeps horses ; 
Doctor Low lives in High-street, Saint Mary-le- 
bone, 
In Brown-street one J ohnny White’s door sees. 


But still much more curious it as, when the streets 
Accord with the names of their tenants ; 

And yet with such curious accordance one meets 
Tn taking a town-tour like Pennant’s. 

For instance, in Crown-street, George King you 

may note, 

To Booth, in May-Fair, you go shopping ; 

And Porter, of Brewer-street, goes in a boat 
To Waters, of River-street, Wapping. 


Mr. Sparrow in Bird-street has feathered his nest, 
Mr. Archer in Bow-street woos Sally ; 


| Mr. Windham in Air-street gets zephyred to rest, 


Mr. Dancer resides in Ball-alley. 
Mr. Fisher on Finsbury fixes his views, 
Mrs. Foote in Shoe-lane works at carding ; 
Mr. Hawke has a residence close to the Mews, 
And Winter puts up in Spring gardens. 


In Orange-street Lemon vends porter and ale, 
In Hart-street Jack Deer keeps a stable ; 
In Hill-street, located, you’ll find Mr, Dale, 
In Blue Anchor-row; Mr. Cable. 
In Knight Rider-street you’ve both Walker and 
Day, 
In Castle-street, Champion and Spearman ; 
In Blackman-street, Lilywhite makes a display, 
In Cheapside lives sweet Mrs. Dearman. 


In Paradise-row, Mr. Adam sells figs, 
five in Apple-tree-yard rooms has taken ; 
Mr. Colt-man, in Foley-street, fits you with wigs, 
In Hog-lane you call upon Bacon. 
Old Homer, in Greek-street, sells barrels and 
staves, 
While Pope, in Cross-lane, is a baker; 
In Liquorpond-street, Mr. Drinkwater shaves, 
In Cow-lane lives A, Veal, undertaker ! 
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My jumbles and jingles I’ve now written down, 
But if for their meaning you teaze me— 

That they really have none, I must candidly own, 
And silence will, therefore, best please me. 

If not witty or curious, they’ll answer, I ween, 
To get me “ asked out” by great ninnies— 

And out of the firm of some new magazine 
Procure me a couple of guineas. 


SLL IL ICD 


THE TIGER. 
( Upton.) 


IN jungle-ambush, fierce and wild, 
The deadly tiger screens his head ; 
And should some wand’ring beast, beguiled, 
Or hapless traveller there be led, 
The list’ning murderer makes his way, 
And pounces, pounces on his prey . 
In vain for help the sufferer cries, 
He bleeds, he struggles, falls, and dies. 


PLP FIP PP 


WEDLOCK’S A RANKLING BUR-THISTLE ; 
OR, DOLL, I'LL BE FREE. 
(Rannie. ) 


I’LL kiss and I'll dally as long as you please, 
Care, avant, and for marriage a whistle ; 
The pleasures of free love are sweet as heart’s 
ease, 
But wedlock’s a rankling bur-thistle, 
Still stinging and goading, 
Perplexing, corroding, 
It yields you no moment of ease ; 
But shuts yon from hope 
Till the enemy drop, 
And Death from the contract release. 


The commons and peers, have, within a few 
' years, 
Determined no more to dissolve 
The banns which, for life, unite man and wife, 
The state in more scrapes to involve! 
T’ll, therefore, beware 
Of trying the snare, 
Which, sought, might bring fruitless repent- 
ance 3; 
*"Twere hard, I confess, 
To stay for redress, 
Till tardy Death cancelled the sentence. 


To have, and to hold, whether vixen or scold, 
Your ears with her clamour still racking ; 
O, Job, I am sure, could never endure 
A tongue’s everlastingly clacking ! 
No, Doll, I'll be free, 
So shall you to love me 5 
But with Hymen away, and his fetters ; 
His pomp, and his state, 
And his horn-yielding pate, 
I leave to the dull drones, my betters. 


GPP OL IP 


MAY ENGLAND FOR EVER SUCH UNITY 
BOAST. 


Sam FEARLESS, Ben Steady, and spruce little 
Joe,- 

Were three hearty tars of a jolly ship’s crew, 

Who long had determined to fight hand-in-hand, 

And conquer or die for their dear native land. 

Come, fill up the goblet, and be this the toast, 

May England for ever such unity boast. 


In battle they ever were steady and brave, 
And proud to subdue, but e’er ready to save ; 
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Nor were they dismayed, although dreadful the 
storm, 
All danger they braved whatever its form. 
Then fill up the goblet, &c. 


Dame Fortune has smiled on the three merry tars, 
For wealthy they grew by their prizes in wars ; 
Their bosoms, with feeling and charity blessed, 
They ne’er pass, unheeded, a comrade distressed. 
Then fill up the goblet, &c 


SLE LIE IF 


LET MASONS’ FAME RESOUND. 
Air— God save the King.” 


LET Masons’ fame resound 
Through all the nations round ! 
From pole to pole, 
See, what felicity, 
Harmless simplicity, 
Like electricity, 
Runs through the whole. 


Such sweet variety 
Ne’er had society 

Ever before! 
Faith, hope, and charity, 
Love, and sincerity, 
Without temerity, 

Charms more and more. 


When in the lodge we’re met, 
And in due order set, 

Happy are we! 
Our works are glorious, 
Deeds meritorious, 
Never censorious, 

But always free. 


When Folly’s sons arise, 
Masonry to despise, 

Scorn all their spite ; 
Laugh at their ignorance, 
Pity their want of sense, 
Ne’er let them give offence ; 

Firmer unite. 


Masons have long been free, 
And may they ever be 
Great as of yore ; 
For many ages past 
Masonry has stood fast, 
And may its glory last 
Till time’s no more. 


CLPACLPBGLS 


BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF THY SOUL, 
(Byron. ) 
BRIGHT be the place of thy soul,— 
No lovelier spirit than thine 
E’er burst from its mortal control, 
In the orbs of the blessed to shine ! 
On earth thou wert all but divine, 
As thy soul shall immortally be ; 
And our sorrow may cease to repine 
When we know that thy God is with thee. 


Light be the turf of thy tomb, 

May its verdure like emeralds be ; 
There should not be a shadow of gloom 

In aught that reminds us of thee ‘ 
Young flowers, and an evergreen tree, 

May spring from the spot of thy rest ; 
But not cypress or yew let us see, 

For why should we mourn for the blest ? 


GIP 4E ELE 
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GUZZLING DICK, THE DRUNKARD, 0! 
Air—“ The young May Moon.”—( Bruton. ) 


I’M called guzzling Dick, the drunkard, O! 
That loves a foaming tankard, O! 

And from glass, pint, mug, 

From quart, can, jug, 

I must confess I’ve drank hard, O! 

SPOKEN.] Ay, I can, with verity, vouch that 
drink has been the delight of my days, for I never 
was given to whine when wine was given to me; 
nor nothing could ail me if I got plenty of porter. 
[ am so great a hog alter hock, that I could drink 
a whole hogshead in a week, I believe ; and I, like 
a true toper, avow that drink is the lengthener of 
life, the soother of sorrow, the mitigator of misery, 
and the maker of mirth ; in short, its virtues are 
numberless, so— 


Come, push about the jorum, boys! 
Let all have wet before ’em, boys! 
Then, pray don’t lag, 
For, while we’ve a mag, ° 
We'll have in more gin and more rum, boys. 


Grim Care and Pain may paddle, O! 
You never my head shall addle, O! 
Nor makers of state 
Shall puzzle my pate 
While I can get drink in my daddle, O! 


SPOKEN.] I never pipe my eye if I can get a 
pipe in my mouth, and a little wet to get snuffy 
with. When I’m snuffy, folks begin to smoke me, 
but I always tip ’em returns; for, when they tell 
me I’m in liquor, I tell em they lie, for the liquor’s 
in me; so they call me a rwm fellow, and sneer 
about my brandy proboscis ; but let them sneer as 
they like, I value my sanguinary snout better than 
any thing in the world, except guzzle. The na- 
tion’s weal or woe shall never bother my brains, 
for I’d rather, than be an orator and harangue in 
the house, sit in some alehouse snug chimney-cor- 
ner, and sing— 

Come, push about the jorum, boys! &c. 

Gay Mirth, with phiz benign, come in; 

And Harmony divine, come in, 

To lengthen Life’s lamp 
And dull Care decamp ; 

Then, swig, my boys, and let wine come in. 

SPOKEN.] Wine is my prop of life, in a great 
measure ; for Care would soon send me to pot if I 
did not make a pint of getting muggy pretty often. 
I would have every one that cares about his com- 
fort, to copy my maxim in this troublesome journey 
through life,—to get half-seas-over pretty often, 
yet always stick close to port or mountain ; and may 
every one, ’ere he’s dead (drunk), taste sham pain, 
and when he is dead (drunk) may he have his 
hier. . So— 


Come, push about the jorum, boys! &c. 


PLILL LEI? 


DESIRE AND PLEASURE. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


In yonder bower lies Pleasure, sleeping, 
And near him mourns a blooming maid ; 

He will not wake, and she sits weeping, 
When, lo, a stranger proffers aid ; 

His hurried steps, his glance of fire, 
The god of wishes wild declare ; 

“ Fond Pleasure, wake!” exclaimed Desire, 
And Pleasure woke, to bless the fair. 


But soon the nymph, in luckless hour, 
Desire asleep was doomed to view ; 

** Try, Pleasure, try,” she cried, “ your power, 
And wake Desire, as he woke you.’ 


Fond girl, thy prayer exceeds all measure, 
Distinct his province each must keep, 
Desire must still awaken Pleasure, 
And Pleasure lull Desire to sleep. 


GPLIPOPOL ES 


BRITISH TARS ARE HEARTS OF OAK. 


BRITISH tars are hearts of oak, 
Singing ever merrily ; 
E’en in fight they laugh and joke, 
Meeting danger cheerily ; 
And, though death around him flies, 
Still the dauntless sailor cries, 
«« Sponge the guns, boys, merrily, 
Ram the ball home cheerily, 
Yo, yo, yea; 
Fire away, 
Hearts of oak, right merrily !” 


Wrapt in clouds of thickest smoke, 
Hear him singing merrily ; 
Fearless still, he’ll have his joke, 
Braving peril cheerily ; 
E’en amidst the hottest fight, 
Hear him singing with delight, 
“«« Sponge the guns, boys,” &c. 


PLILPLI- 


PLL DRIVE DULL SORROW FROM MY 
MIND. 


Air— Auld Lang Syne.” 


My wife she died three months ago, 
And left poor I to moan ; 

My wife she died three months ago, 
And now I sleep alone. 


I’ll drive dull sorrow from my mind 
With wetting of my clay; 

And, should I meet a lass that’s kind, 
I'll have a wedding-day. 


Then banish sorrow from my heart, 
Ill be so blithe and gay ; 

And when sly Cupid points his dart, 
I will not run away. 


OLOPEL LE F 


TAKE BACK YOUR PLEDGE, FOR WE 
MUST PART! 


( Arnold.) 


Yes! this is the spot where first we met, 
Where last we,parted, too; 

All here unchanged remains as yet ;— 
Unchanged are you? 


"T'was here we vowed, “twas here we wept, 
When last we bade adieu! 

My heart the vow has fondly kept— 
Has yours been true? 


I would not bind so light a heart, 
Would you those vows renew ; ; 
Take back your pledge, for we must part! 
Adieu! Adieu! 


LOVE ALWAYS TELLS BEST WITH 4 
BOTTLE AND CHICKEN. 
A COMIC DUET. 
(Holman.) 


She.—TIT bits I’ll take care to provide, never fear. 
He.—But the choicest tit bit is yourself, my sweet 
dear. 





She.—With heedless young lovers a pour girl may 
starve, 
They’ve kisses in plenty, but nothing to 
carve 
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He.—Ah' men of my standing are not so absurd, 
They always make love—with a bottle and 
bird. 


She.—How wise is your plan, must be sure under- 
stood, 
For then we are certain of something that’s 
good. 
He.—That mine’s the best maxim, rely on my 
word, 
’Tis wise to make love—with a bottle and 
bird. 
She.—I care little for love, but I love to be pick- 


ing, 
So I’d give Cupid’s wings for the wing of a 
chicken. ‘ 
e.—I’m a vot’ry to love, yet I love to be pick- 


eo 
Love always tells best with a bottle and 
chicken. 


PPLE EAIES? 


BREATHES THERE A MAN WITH SOUL 
SO DEAD. 


(Sir Walter Scott. ) 


BREATHES there a man with soul so dead 
Who never to himself hath said— 

«« This is my own—my native land?” 
Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned 
As home his footsteps he hath turned, 

From wandering on a foreign strand ?— 
If such there breathe, go, mark him well ; 
For him no minstrel-raptures swell. 

High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim, 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch concentrated all in self 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung. 


OPOPLISF 


THE MARRIAGE PORTION , 
OR, PADDY M‘TOOLE’S BIG LUCK! 
Air—** A Frog he would a wooing go.” 

(E. J. B. Box.) 


O’SHANDY was our clargy’s name, 
Och, hurroo, O’Shandy! 
For drinking stiff whiskey he’d mighty big fame, 
When to drive out the Divil from Connaught he 
came ; 
With his praching, taching, 
Frisky with whiskey, 
*Twas och, hurroo! O’Shandy ! 


To feast he cared not where a fig ; 
Och, hurroo, O’Shandy ! 

In the Divil’s back kitchen, on whiskey and pig, 
He’d dine, though blue blazed the whole bush of 
his wig, é 
Amongst sulphur, gulph-fire, 

Whiskey but frisky, 
’Twas och, hurroo, O’Shandy! 
A wedding-trate was his delight, 
Och, hurroo, O’Shandy ! 
\s the bridegroom and bride he together tacked 
tight, 
Iwas a morning short prayer for a long drunk at 
night, s 
With his smoking, soaking, 
Quenching thirst, drenching 
Clay, och, hurroo, O’Shandy! 


When Pat M‘Toole Miss O’Rouke wed, 
Och, hurroo, O’Shandy! 
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Before supper that night was the bride put to bed 
With a thumping young Shandy the priest for her 
made, 
And that horning morning 
Paddy made daddy 
Of-— Och, hurroo! young Shandy! 


Though Pat M‘Toole the boy was styled, 
Och, hurroo, O’Shandy! 
Soon as born the young crature on Old Shandy 
smiled, 
Crying, ‘‘ How-d’-ye-do, father? sure I’m your 
own child, 
As my rosy nosey, 
Like you must strike you, 
Y’m—Och, hurroo, young Shandy!” 


“‘ Och hone!” cried M‘Toole, «© What’s got 
here 2?” 
«« Be asey!” cried O’Shandy ; 
«‘’Tis your bride’s marriage-portion, the thing’s 
mighty clear ; 
And, what’s more, a nate ready-made fat son 
and heir 
To your praties, gratis, 
Given from heaven, 
Arrah, Pat, what’s luck more handy ?” 


CP OL EPI? 


MEMORY DELIGHTS TO TRACE PLEA- 
SURES LONG PAST. 


(Arnold. ) 


WHILST here in anguish 
Sadly I heave a sigh, 
Hopes now that languish 
Shertly to mourn and die, 
Still to those scenes will cling 
I mourn sincerely, 
And to my vision bring 
Joys loved so dearly. 
Mem’ry delights to trace 
Pleasures long past ; 
There still my thoughts T place, 
Firm to the last. 
Or, through the darkest cloud 
Some rays will quickly dart, 
From the sunk sun of joy, 
Warm on the feeling heart ; 
And to the woe-depressed comfort impart. 


PILL PPP? 


MOGGY AND WILLIAM. 
( Dibdin. ) 

YOUNG Moggy met William beside a clear stream, 
Where grew a willow-tree, 

She thought ’twas a phantom, a ghost, or a dream, 
While struck all aghast was he, 

For Moggy, heart-broken, and sunk in despair, 
And slighted by Bob of the lea, 

Had noosed a fine garter, to hang herself there, 
Upon the willow-tree. 


Now William’s surprise was to Mogey’s a-kin, 
For Dolly, a false-hearted she, 

Had, scouting his love, said, she cared not a pin 
For such a dull lout as he. 

So he stole the fine garter she bought at the fair, 
And swore, since twas Fortune’s decree, 

He’d seek out the river, and hang himself there 
Upon the willow-tree. 


Thus William and Mogey, each garter in hand, 
Met under the willow-tree ; 
And while, like two fools, they were both at a 
stand, 
He was vexed, and quite daunted was she : 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSHKUM OF MIRTH. 3b 


But, when in cold blood they considered the thing, 
They struck up a match, frank and free, 

And lett Dolly and Bob, if they chose it, to swing 
Upon the willow-tree. 


PIL O4P A? 


POLL AND POOR JACK. 
A PARODY. 
Air—‘* Poor Jack.”’—( Barton.) 


DEAR Polly, no longer in absence complain, 
While far o’er the ocean I sail, 
I never yet dreaded the storms on the main, 
But whistled or sung to the gale: 
i have sailed to the East, I have sailed to the 
West, : 
To the North and the South I have been; 
No danger alarmed me, no fear filled my breast, 
And safe I returned again: 
My love filled my mind still wherever I went, 
And my courage was never a-back, 
For I thought the god Cupid would make her con- 
tent, 
And preserve my dear Poll for Poor Jack. 


- 


So now ’tis my lot for to quit you once more, 
To fight with the insolent foe ; 

Yet make yourself happy, dear Poll, on the shore, 
For Fate will protect me, I know, 

Death shoots his sharp arrow o’er sea and o’er 

land, . 

And it signifies not where we die ; 

*Tis in vain to repine, when he gives his command, 
it will all be as one by and by: 

Perhaps you may die while I sail far away, 
If you should, may I never come back, 

¥or I never, I’m sure, should survive that sad day 
Which takes away Poll from Poor Jack. 


But away with such thoughts, they are foes to the 
brave, 
Vil think not of what is to come ; 
For glory and honour each son of the wave 
Will fight or will round the world roam : 
The winds may pipe loud, and the billows may 
roar, 5! 
The rocks and the sands may appear, 
Yet love will protect me, I’m certain and sure, 
Once more to return to my dear: 
Then, mark what I say, and believe it is true, 
With grief ne’er be taken a-back, 
As Cupid will surely protect me for you, 
And Poll for her honest Poor Jack. 


Then,-once more, farewell, as the wind it sits fair, 
And the vessel she casts for the sea ; 

Then, cheer up your courage, and never despair, 
And whimper no longer for me: 

My heart shall be constant wherever I go, 
Each doubt and suspicion is vain ; 

I fear not the ocean, I fear not the foe, 
Hope says, I shall come safe again: 

And Cupid, who takes all true lovers in tow, 
From danger will keep me a-back, 

For he will protect me for Poll, I well know, 
And Poll for her honest Poor Jack. 


GLI PLID? 


WHEN MORN APPEARS, TO SPRIGHTLY 
CHASE. 


WHEN morn appears, to sprightly chase 

The neighbouring swains, with joy, repair; 
I, too, set forth, but in my face 

No signs of sweet content appear ; 
Pensive, I ride o’or hill, through grove, 
And mourn, alas! my hopeless love. 


Nor mindful once of horn or hound, 
Or of the cheerful huntsman’s cry, 


Or of the sweet repeated sound 

Of wanton Echo’s kind reply, 
Nor all the various ways that move, 
But mourn, alas! my hopeless love. 


PHILA L AILS 


THE VILLAGE-BELLS. 
( Upton.) 
Hark, hark, the merry village-bells 
Some joyous birth or wedding tells ; 
And, as they ding-dong, seem to say— 
«« This, this is Pleasure’s holiday |” 


Hark, hark! they ring, and seem to call, 
“* Rejoice, be happy, one and all; 

The old shall smile, the young be gay, 
And nought of care be known to day.” 


Hark, hark! how truly sweet they chime, 
All playful as the wings of Time ; 

And, as the chorus sinks or swells, 

Cry, ‘¢ listen to the village-bells.” 


GIIP ELE? 


MONEY HUNTING! 


4 Air— Bartlemy Fair O !”—(Hudson.) 


WITH spirits far from gay, 
I put on my best array, 
And started t’other day, 
For I had a bill to pay: 
I scarce knew which way to steer, 
I was filled with hope and fear, 
And I went along grizzling and grunting 0! 
I soon got to a door, 
Where I’d often been before, 
With the knocker gave a rap, 
My heart went tip-a-tap, 
For I was money, money hunting O! 


SPOKEN.] What do you please to want, sir? 
Mr. Longwind at home? Yes, sir—no, sir—I 
don’t know, but Ill ask: will you give me your 
name? My name is Tick. Oh, Tick, ah—mas: 
ter is gone out, and I don’t know what time he’l! 
be back ; may be half-an-hour, and he may not 
be in all day, just as it happens: did you want to 
see him particularly? Yes, I want to see him 
about business. Oh, what, mayhap you want to 
pay him some money? N-o, I want to receive 
some of him. O-h, I fear he wo’n’t be in all day. 
Thomas, what the devil do you stand gossipping 
there for? Why, that’s Mr. Longwind’s voice? 
Thomas, who’s that at the door? Sir, ’tis Mr. 
Tick, and he wants some money. Oh, d—n it, 
say—I’m not at home. I’ve told him so oncy sir, 
and he wo’n’t believe me again. Well, let him in. 
D—n the fellow, boring for his paltry thirteen 
pounds :—My dear Mr. Tick, I’m very glad to see 
you, how do you do? how is Mrs. Tick, and all 
the little Ticks ?— Do you know, I was just coming 
down to your house, and your calling so oppor- 
tunely has saved me the trouble: I. have a trifling 
favour to beg of you; can you oblige me with the 
loan of five or ten pounds for a few days? Why, 
sir, I came here in the hope of receiving some 
money of you; Ihaveavery heavy payment, and 
I don’t know what to do, I’msoshort. Short! do 
you call yourself short? why, I should think you, 
at least, five feet ten. Sir, I was talking of my 
pocket. Oh, then you can oblige me with five 
pounds,—I can make that do. Why, really, sir, 
I would, but I am so extremely short myself. 
Short again, ha, ha, why, your face alone is as 
long as to day and to morrow. Ah, sir, long cre- 
dit makes tradesmen have long faces: but, Mr. 
Longwind, I came here according to your appoint- 
ment, and I did expect to be paid. Now, Mr. 
liongwind, I never make a promise but I’m sure 
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to perform it, Dear me, that is singular, why, I 
never make a promise that—but do you really 
want the little bill? I do, sir. Well, [ am ex- 
tremely sorry, I have had such disappointments 
that, between you and I, I really have not a pound 
in the house, but you may depend on having it 
very soon.—Oh, has a Mr. Gammon been to you 
for some goods? Does he intend paying ready 
money? Why, I really don’t know, but you may 
as safely trust him as you may me. Good morn- 
ing to you, Mr. Longwind; if he pays as well as 
you, itis enough to make a man 
Go down, low down, 
Derry, derry down, 
The miseries of money hunting O! 
Then, off again I go, 
With a face brim full of woe, 
Running, walking, up and down, 
Half over London town, 
Regardless of the weather, 
And wearing out shoe leather, 
In search of sums, 
And some of them quite bunting O. 


Mr. Brown? Out of town. 
Mr. Stout? Just gone out. 
Mr. Quin? Not within. 

Mr. Sprigg? Hopped the twig. 
Mr. Wright? Out of sight. 
Mr. Soame? Not at home. 
Mr. Neat? Inthe Fleet. 

Mr. Quill? Gone to the mill. 


In the Bench. 
Flash? Out of’ cash. 
Wett? Inthe Gazette. 
Mr. Day? Ran away. 
Mr. Head? Just now dead. 

SPOKEN.] Is your master at home? (old wo- 
man) No, sit: he wo’n’t be at home till night. 
Did you tell him I called? Oh, yes, sir; and he 
said,—-you must not expect it yet, for you had only 
called six or seven times, and if you were paid in six 
months you might think yourself well off. Well, I 
have nothing but disappointments! So much the 
better, sir, trifles like this will enable you to bear 
greater misfortunes with fortitude. Why, you old 
faggot, what greater misfortunes can a tradesman 
have than being unable to meet his payments? 
Oh, sir, every body’s got their troubles, do you 
know, we have lost onr tom cat, and I am so un- 
easy and so much hurt that I hav’n’t had a wink 
of sleep. Oh, d—n your tom Cat. Mr. Brush 
at home? Mr. Brush has left here these three 
days. Left! what, gone away ! do you know 
where? Why, sir, he’s gone to America. Ame- 
rica! why, he owes me twenty-three pounds. 
Twenty-three pounds, sir! you’re very lucky, sir. 
Lucky, sir, what do you mean? Mean? why, of 
all his creditors who have been here, not onc has 
claimed so trifling a sum. Oh dear, I shall go mad. 
Let me see, I have only one more place that is 
likely. Mr. Dash within? No, sir, he started 
an hour ago for France. The devil he did, why, 
L have a bill of his acceptance due to day. How 
Jong will he stay? Why, you have no occasion to 
make yourself at all uncasy, he wo’n’t stop above 
three or four months at farthest. Oh dear! there’s 
enough to make a man hang himself, instead of 
singing— 


Mr. Wrench ? 
Mr. 


Mr. 





High down, ho down, 
Jerry, derry down, 
The miseries of money hunting O! 
BE LOVE MY THEME—MY WAKING 
DREAM. . 


Air—‘* Maggie Lauder.” 


Br love my theme—my waking dream, 
That bliss beyond repeating ; 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER;, OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


The hopes, the fears, the sighs, and tears, 
That set our bosoms beating 

Oh! dreary is the youthful heart 
Which owns not woman’s power ; 

That dares to say her smiles impart 
No balm in Sorrow’s hour' 


The pedant fool, who lives by rule, 
And whiles away his hours ; 

Will gravely say, he treads the way 
To Pleasure’s roseate bowers : 

In sooth, ’tis but a dull employ 
To trace old musty pages ; 

With Love my guide I’ll seek for Joy, 
And learning leave for sages! 


The sordid elf that hoards his pelf, 
Unheeding warmer pleasures, 

Should Beauty’s eyes mark him a prize, 
He values not his treasures: 

His diamonds then are not so bright 
As her whose beams are glancing ; 

Those curtained stars of liquid light, 
So lovely, so entrancing ‘ 


Though Fortune frown and Sorrow drown 
My soul in bitter anguish ; 
When such obtrude with pressure rude, 
I will not vainly languish : 
For while I range this earthly sphere, 
Though cherished hopes I lose ’em, 
I'll fly to her, so kind, so dear, 
And meet them on her bosom. 


OL IPLIIF 


LET ALL THIS MIGHTY REALM REJOICE. 
A CHORUS. 
( Arnold.) 


Now bid with joyous shouts the air resound, 
Let pleasures fairy dawn, and sports abound : 
Let tuneful mirth sound high from every voice, 
Let all this mighty realm rejoice, 
La! la! &e. 
With song and with dance. 
Bid each melodious bird, bid ev’ry sweet-breathed 
flower 5 
Bid every spicy gale its choicest odour shower ; 
Bid every cup foam high, let wine its pleasures 
lend : 
Bid ev’ry source of social joy, bid ev’ry theme of 
mirth befriend. 


GLALILLF 


GAVE MY BROKEN GOLD TO QUA- 
SHEE CORRUMBIMBO. 
( Dibdin.) 

°TIS not that all his oaths were lies, 
His faith and truth neglected, 

Jove laughs at lovers’ perjuries, 
And this in love’s expected : 

Nor that he left me, hope grown cold, 
In doubt, the lover’s limbo ; 

*Tis that he gave my broken gold 
To Quashee Corrumbimbo., 


But does he think that ugly she 
Shall share in his caresses, 

While thus unworthy he loads me 
With numberless distresses ? 

He of his falsehood shall be told—: 
I’ll set my arms a-kimbo ; 

Cry, villain base, thou gav’st my gold 
‘To Quashee Corrumbimbo. 


HE 


GLP PP LIP 


O, COME AWAY, MY SOLDIER, BONNY. 


(O’Keefe.) 
O, COME away, 
Came, my soldier, bonny ; 
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I’m smart and gay, 
But for handsome Johnny. 


Ensign, pretty doll, 
Crimson sash so wrapped in, 
Minces—‘‘ Charming Poll, 
Can you love a captain ?” 
O, come away, &c. 


To his fine marquee, 
At the camp last summer, 
He sent for me to tea, 
By the little drummer. 
O, come away, &c. 


As I cross parade, 
Officers stand blinking 
Under each cockade, 
Sly, aneye cocks, winking. 
O, comeaway, &c, 


Johnny steps in time, 
Sweetly play the hautboys! 
Hearts all merry chime, 
March, and beat the foe, boys. 
O, come away, &c. 


PEPE P EEF 


HUMPY-BACKED WIDOW MAGEE. 


Air—** Molly O’ Rigge.” 


"TWAS in the famed town of Tralee, 
Lived the humpy-backed Widow Magee, 
From the squint of whose eye 
Whole millions would fly, 
Such a d—nable piercer had she, had she, 
Such a gazer had Widow Magee. 


When she scarce to perfection was grown, 
Her heart was as hard as a stone, 

Till poor Larry Magee 

With this morsel made free, 
And took her for bone of his bone, och hone, 
What a picking he had on his bone. 


Repentance comes late we may see, 
So it happened with Larry Magee, 
For by night and by day, 
He would constantly pray 
That the devil may whip her from me, says he. 
O, how I pity you, Larry Magee. 


But Old Nick knew his lesson too well, 
To bring this old beauty to hell, 
Was she there but one day, 
Not a devil would stay, 
If they’d once hear her clapper, pell mell, 
pell mell, 
What a figure she’d cut if in hell. 


Now it happened that Larry Magee 
Made, one night, with his bottle too free, 
So when he went to bed, 
It came into her head, 
To doctor poor Larry Magee, 
O, she throttled poor Larry Magee. 


Next morning, she, like a pig, sore, 
Began for to grunt and to roar, 

Says she, in the night, 

He died of a fright, 
All our billing and cooing is o’er, is o’er, 
All our billing and cooing is o’er, 


To the grave went poor Larry Magee, 
From the baggage of misery free, 
While this devil’s delight 
Went to bed the same night, 
With the ’prentice of Larry Magee, Magec ; 
O, bad luck to you, Widow Magee. 


Se oe ne a 
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HAIL TO THE LOVELY QUEEN OF 
NIGHT. 


(D. L. Richardson. ) 


HAIL to the lovely Queen of night, 

In all her chastened glory bright ! 

How sweet her mild yet regal mien, 

And diadem of starry sheen! 

No threatening glooms her brows enshroud,— 
Her veil is of the fleecy cloud,— 

She views her realms of love and light 

So calmly blest, so purely bright, 

And the beam is soft of her pensive eye, 

As she looks from her silver throne on high! 


Now Solitude, meek, timid maid! 

Is stealing from the birchen glade ; 

And, as she leaves her lonely cell, 

Beneath the ray she loveth well, 

She startles at the rustling trees, 

And the plaintive voice of the sad night-breeze, 
And the music wild of the restless stream, 
Glimmering in the lunar beam! 


POPLLEP SD 


COME, FRIEND, SHEER OFF WITH YOUR 
SLACK JAW. 


Air—“ Fal de ral tit.” —( Lonsdale. ) 


Cok, friend, sheer off with your slack jaw, 
Or Ill make your crazy sides to yaw, 
D’ye think for to hum good subjects so ? 

Why, man, ’tis all my eye! 
You may show your gimcracks where you may, 
I’m a plain Jack tar, Bet, that’s my way, 
And to all that a foreign swab can say, 

Why, I sings fal de ral tit. 


It was neither the girls, nor drink, nor debt, 
Drove me to sea,—now was it, Bet? 
I said so then,—and I say it yet, 

It was all for to sarve my king ; 
Then, d—me, why should a French mounseer, 
Ever come for to go for to say this here— 
That an English heart has that to fear, 

While he sings fal de ral tit ? 


Now, because I’m a gigging it here ashore, 

You may think I go to sea no more, 

AndI don’t, d’ye mind, blame you, therefore, 
’Cause I should a’ said the same— 

Bat, Lord! I’m none of your skulking swells, 

Though I likes a trip to Sadler’s Wells, 

And there, when I sees the beaux and the belles, 
Why, I sing fal de ral tit. 


Then, Bet, my girl, since my mind you know, 
Let us take one spell before we go— 
All hands on deck for a dance, yo, ho! 

Why, fiddlers, that’s your sort ; 
Should a true Jack Tar, up aloft, there, be, 
Mayhap, he’d like to join with me, 
Take a parting frisk, then off tosea, 

And the reeling fal de ral tit. 


GIP IPAFI?P 


POOR EDWY. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


Poor Edwy’s look is dejected and pale, 
Sing hey, nonny, ho, nonny, no! 
iidwy, who late was the pride of the dale, 
Now tunes the pipe to rehearse his sad tale; 
Adown his wan cheek the tears flow ; 
Poor Edwy’s betrayed, 
He pines for the maid, 
No longer he hears the sound of her lute, 
The wood-choir is hushed, the nightingale’s mute. 


did 


Beneath a sad yew is Edwy’s damp bed, 
Sing hey, nonny, ho, nonny, no; 


A wreath of its branches now twines his poor 


head, 
For with the false maid is all happiness fled. 
’Twas Beauty that struck the dire blow ; 
’Twas Ellen, the fair, 
That planted despair, 
Whose unfeeling heart, like mildew, did blight 
Joy’s smiling bud, and each wonted delight. 


Frantic and straw-decked, poor Edwy does fly, 
Singing nonny, hey, nonny, no; 
The woods, dales, and meadows, all ring with his 
cry, : 
Each roente breeze is increased with a sigh ; 
Whilst o’er his pale lips the lines flow,— 
‘¢ Why; Ellen, shun me? 
"Tis Edwy calls thee !” 
He paused,—the drear silence sealed his sad doom, 
And Edwy’s keen woes are lulled in the tomb. 


GPRPIL EPR 


THEN GIVE ME A FRIEND WITH MY 
WINE. 


(Captain Morris.) 


MY spirits are mounting, my heart’s full of glee, 
Fal, la, la, la, la, lal da, riddle laddy ; 
Sweet Hope, like a rose, on my bumper I see, 
Fal, la, la, &c. 
My cares are all coloured with joy as they pass, 
And my soul is all sunshine when lit by my glass. 
Fal, la, la, &c. 


Away from my view fly the world and its strife ; 
The banquet of Fancy’s the feast of my life ; 
All Love’s melting energies sink in my soul, 
And the fountain of bliss is let loose in my bowl. 


You ask why I drink, and my reason is plain, 

To gild with bright colours life’s picture again ; 

From the cold track of care my warm heart to re- 
move, 

And revel, transported, with Nature and Love. 


To the fairer I fill, to the fairer I think, 

Mine is not a clay that grows muddy with drink ; 

The bubbles that rise in gay colours are drest, 

And love’s the soft sediment lies at my breast. 

My spirits in bursts of wild sympathy start, 

And-triendship’s kind current flows pure from my 
heart 5 

And ardour, so social, ennobles each thought, 

And I curse the cold maxims dame Prudence has 


taught. 
What joy, soothing god! when thou bring’st to my 
_ view 
Those scenes of wild softness my bosom once 
knew 3 


T gaze as fond memory’s vision goes by, 
And double the bliss though the tear’s in my eye. 


Then give me, great gods! but a friend with my 
wine, 

Whose heart has been heated and softened, like 
mine ; 

In social effusions we’ll cherish each soul, 

And share the wild magic that lies in the bowl. 


GILL LIL? 


COME FORTH, ’TIS MIDNIGHT’S HOUR. 
A FAIRY SONG. 
(Ryan. ) 


CoME forth, come forth, ’tis midnight’s hour, 
Behold night’s glittering queen ; 
Let’s haunt each spot and leafy bower, 
And dance with delight on the green ; 
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Pluck me a flower, to deck my brow, 
And I’[l twine it *mid my tendrils now ; 
Or wreathe me a garland of ever-bright roses, 
But fly from the one where Cupid reposes, 
For O, all around us 
We view not a river, 
Should Cupid surround us, 
To filing him and his quiver. 


Fly slow, fly slow, old Time, to night 
Relax thy frowning brow ; 
And, O, one hour of wild delight 
Let us steal from thy hour-glass now ; 
Give me my bright little ivory wand, 
And let each hold in her fairy hand 
The plant she adores, or odorous flower 
She loves to behold, at midnight’s hour ; 
And brighter around her, 
Shall be what she loves ; 
And a scent shall surround her 
Like Araby’s groves. 


Away, away, the day-beam breaks, 
Let’s spread our wings and fly ; 
Each son of earth from his sleep awakes, 
So ’tis time to bid earth good-by ; 
O’er rill and fountain, hill and dale, 
Watch-tower high, and lowly vale, 
We fly, and long for moonlight’s hour, 
To haunt again each grove and bower, 
And play, as delights us, 
Our wild revels keeping, 
Safe from all that affrights us, 
While mortals are sleeping. 


GPOOPIAG SH 


HUNTING THE FOX AND THE HARE. 


THE sun it now cheers the gay fields with its 
beams, 
Each meadow around how delightful it seems, 
While sweetly each neighbouring hill it resounds 
Again with the echoing cry of the hounds, 
No pleasure on earth can compare 
With hunting the fox or the hare. 


The fond doating husband may boast his wife’s 
charms, 
And pass the whole morning away in her arms ; 
The charms of the mind, or a beautiful face, 
Must presently yield to the charms of the chase. 
No pleasure on earth, &c. 


GLA LLILOLL 


PEG, OF PEPPER-ALLEY. 
( Dibdin. ) 
3 CHANTED. 
You’vE heard of Venus? yes, you’ve heard of 
Venus; she sprung from the sea; had a cockle- 


shell for her cradle ; married old Vulcan; fell in 
love with Adonis; well— 


SUNG. 

You’ve heard of Venus, how her charms 

Among the gods so played the devil, 
When Mars was taken in her arms, 

That made Olympus roar and revel. 
This Venus can no more compare, 

Nor with the various beauties tally, 
Than thorns to roses, to my fair, 

Sweet, smirking Peg, of Pepper-alley: 


CHANTED, 

You’ve heard of eyes—eyes, you know; the 
peep-holes of the mind; the doors of the heart; 
the little babbling devils that say yes when the 
tongue says no. 


SUNG, 


You’ve heard of eyes, stuck in the head, 
With brows unconscions of rinkle, 
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That, slyly, from heir humid bed, 
Dart death to lovers in a twinkle. 

Her eyes, like Phebus’ pointed rays, 
That deal fell death at every sally, 

Like Argus, looked a hundred ways, 
Oh! murderous Peg, of Pepper-alley. 


CHANTED. 

You’ve heard of music ?—music, you know, the 
music of the spheres ; music of the hounds; war- 
like music, accompanied by cannons, drums, 
groans, and shrieks ; music of the nursery ; music 
of the cats upon the pantiles; there are a great 
many sorts of music, you know: well— 


SUNG. 
You’ve heard of music, how it charms, 
Can soften brutes, set rocks in action; 
To men past hope convey delight, 
And drive the happy to distraction ? 
Jet her melodious tongue once run, 
Whether she scold, or rail, or rally, 
It’s music all the senses turn ; 
Harmonious Peg, of Pepper-alley! 


CHANTED. 

You’ve heard of charms ?—charms, you know, 
not witches’ charms, or charms for the ague or the 
toothache, but female charms; such as teeth, 
cheeks, noses, chins, and elbows, well— 

SUNG. 
You’ve heard of charms, like steels and flints, 

That fire poor hearts in quick collision, 
Conveyed by grins, or leers, or squints, 

And lovers leave in sad condition? 

A fine grog-blossom on her nose 

Bids lovers not with danger dally ; 
Oh, T shall never know repose 

Without sweet Peg, of Pepper-alley ! 


GLP PLAIP 


MY SAILOR, DEAR, SHALL GUARD MY 
PILLOW. 


(Lawler. ) 


AH, when my love is gone from me, 
Again to brave the stormy sea, 
How oft will whistling winds, at night, 
My timid, love-lorn heart affright, 
While lying on my sleepless pillow, 
Isigh, “ Ah me! 
My love’s at séa, 
And tossed upon the roaring billow.” 


But should my sailor die at sea, 
Alas! what will become of me ? 
Poor Betsy’s crazy senses fled, 
With garlands she will bind her head ; 
And, all beneath yon drooping willow, 
She’ll sigh, «* Ah me! 
My love’s at sea, 
And tossed upon the roaring billow.” 


Ah, no! he will return to me, 
Nor brave again the foaming sea; 
Then in his Betsy’s longing arms, 
Awaking oft to love’s alarms, 
My sailor, dear, shall guard my pillow, 
No more at sea, 
Away from me, 
Nor tossed upon the roaring billow. 


PPP PL LE SR 


WHAT SHALL HE HAVE WHO SPORTED 
BEST? 
A GLEE. 
: ( Andrews. ) 
Wuat shall he have who sported best? 
A shout of joy from all the rest— 


The honest heart no doubts will start, 
But join the strain before we part ; 
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The horn, the horn, the echoing horn, 
Shall rouse the sportsmen ev’ry morn ; 
On you the palm will fall, sir; 
No, not on one, but all, sir. 
Huzza! huzza! 
The loud huzza 
Now sends us all content away. 


GLPIPPIL EP 


"TIS ALL GAMMON! 


OR, A JEW’S SPECTACLES FOR A LOOK AT 
HONESTY’S COLOUR. 


Air—* The merry Waiter.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


You may talk about your Christians, and dere 
canting, whining stuff, 
eS ie Methodists, and Churchmans, altoge- 
ther, 
Let dere honesty but strip once to your eye in 
naked buff, 
And dere conscience-skin you'll see black as 
boot-leather, 
And as dirty as boot-legs in muddy weather : 
De whole roguery vat dey do, 
Done, if ’tvas by half a Jéw, 
Vat you make vas be a cheat, 
Else your Bid vo’n’t let him eat, 
Vat a pig rogue you’d call him for his pains! 
Though de Jew takes less as half 
Vat’s de Christian’s cheat, vat laugh 
Vhile he’ll squeeze out of you more as double 
gains ; 
Christian honesty believing, 
You vo’n’t dream, vhile he’s deceiving, 
*Tis arl gammon, gammon, gammon, gammon, 
gammon, gammon, gammon! 


SPOKEN.] You vo’n’t see vat how his cunning 
sleeve laugh at your silly head, vhile his honesty 


, vas pick your pocket into de side-fob of his loose 


conscience, vat is arlvays convenient to his profits 
vhen he vas meet mit a good market 


For his gammon, gammon, &c, 
T’other day I vent myselfs into a master-butcher’s 
shop, 
Vat to customers his honesty vas telling ; 
A steak I vas took up, to vat I chanced ma nose 


to pop, 

Vhen, by Cot! ma stomach turned mit only 
smelling, 

*T'vas so stink! too bad for barrow dog’s meat 
selling ; 


So, his honesty to try, 

Just as vat I vant to buy, 

“« Pray,” says I, “ sir, vat’s de price?” 

«« Ten-pence ; ’tis a steak vat’s nice !”’ 
Says he, “« Fresh, for ’tvas only killed last night.”” 

“« Vell,” says I, ‘* dat may be true, 

But an unbelieving Jew 
Tinks a fortnight more ’tvas since it saw de light.” 

Says he, « D—me, if I’m lying!” 

“No,” says I, ‘* you’re only trying 

On your gammon, gammon,” &c. 

SPOKEN. ] But it vo’n’t do mit me at arl ; for, 1 

tells you vat, master butchers, I vas down to as 
much as you vas up, and I yo’n’t be cheat mit your 
fresh steak, for ten-pence, vat should be fined ten 
shillin’, for vat it stink more as veeks top 0’ yout 
hook. It vould sarve you out rights, if I vas hook 
you to my Lordship Mayor, mit your honesty killed 
last night, just to see vat he’d do 


Mit your gammon, gammon, &c.: 
Go from Westminster to East Smithfield, and cross 
from North to South, 


Still your honest Christian-peoples dere de same 
vas 3 
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Buy vatever you vas vant to clothe the back or | I first began to sip it up, at which my mammy 


feed de mouth, 
And arl honest dealings noting but de name vas, 
Arl vas looking vat best trick to skim most cream 
vas! 
Arl keep eye to Mammon’s milk-" 
Skimming, practising the b7lk ; 
Millers, bakers, brewers, too, 
Bilking tricks are not a few, 
And dey’re arl church-yard doctors,—sextons’ 
friends ; 
Den, light weights, and measures short, 
Vhile de article vat’s bought, 
Sold for genuine, is atl rubbish odds-and-ends ; 
~ Arl you talks of Jews, the fact is 
Ten times more in Christians’ practice, 
Arl for Mammon, Mammon, gammon, Mam- 
mon, gammon, Mammon, gammon! 


SPOKEN.] So ’tis, vat arl ish rubbish-roguery, 
from a butt of beer to a farden’s vort’ of snuff, and 
from a chest of tea to a halfp’rth of treacle. S’ 
help ma Cot! if a Jew vouldn’t plush o’ both sides 
of his two face to be so tam cheat in his bargains ; 
dere now! Oh, but it ish arl right, I dare say, 
vat as it ish a Christian’s deal! Vouldn’t cheat 
nopody at arl vat if he vasn’t have de chance of 
making a bilk mit his rubbish-mix cvods ; because 
never vas nopody see in so honest light till found 
out in his dark corner. I can show you a pair of 
spectacles vat vill look through his blue conscience 
to de black side of his honesty arl over green-eye 
spots, vat gangrene dere; over-heated by eager 
Mammon-hunting, and using so much 


Of his gammon, gammon, &c, 


De eee 


DOWN THE BOURN, DAVY, LOVE. 


WHEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloomed fair to see ; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laughed in her een ; 

Blithe Davy’s blinks her heart did move, 
To speak her mind thus free ; 

Gang down the bourn, Davy, love, 
And I will follow thee. 


Now Davy did each lad surpass, 
That dwelt on this bourn side, 
And Mary was the bonniest lass, 
Just meet to be a bride. 
Blithe Davy’s blinks, &c. 


Her cheeks were rosy red and white, 
Her een was bonny blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew ! 

Blithe Davy’s blinks, &c. 

As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Straight to the kirk he led her, 

There plighted her his faith and truth, © 
And a bonny bride he made her; 

No more ashamed to own her love, 
Or speak her mind thus free ; 

Gang down the bourn, Davy, love, 
And I will follow thee. 


Ye ad 


THE DRINKER. 
Air—“ Such a Beauty I did grow.’’—( Bryant.) 


Ou, when I was a little boy, my mammy did be- 
gin 

To send me, early in the morn, to bring her cor- 
dial gin ; 

So I drank some, you must know, must know, 
must know, 

So I drank some, you must know. 


laughed, 
Till I plucked up my courage, and I took a glorious 
draught. 
So I drank some, &c. 


Then mother she got tired of gin, and took to drink- 
ing rum, 
And truly J assisted her—but I was always mum. 
SoI drank some, &c. 


Now rum was not the thing for me, and as the shop 
was handy, 
IT ran my father up a bill, because I took to 
brandy. 
So I drank some, &c. 


Oh then my palate changed again, for liquor more 
divine, 
And somehow then I grew so nice I only took my 
wine. 
So I drank some, &c. 


But now I’m ripe for any thing, if ye are ripe to 
meet me, 
Pll drink wine, brandy, rum, or gin, if you’l! 
agree to treat me. 
And [ll drink some, &c. 


PLPPPLIOCL? 


VLL ASK THE SYLPH WHO ROUND THEE 
FLIES. 


(T. Moore.) 


I’LL ask the sylph who round thee flies, 
And in thy breath his pinion dips, 
Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 
And faints upon thy sighing lips. 


T’ll ask him where’s the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light? 

And why those eyes their vigils keep 
When other suns are sunk to night? 


And I will say her angel breast 

Was never throbbed with guilty sting ; 
Her bosom is the sweetest nest 

Where Slumber could repose his wing. 


ao 
And I will say her cheeks of flame, 
Which glow like roses in the sun, 
Have never felt a blush of shame, 
_ Except for what her eyes have done. 


Then tell me why, thou child of air, 
Does Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her heart’s impassioned care ? 
Perhaps, O, sylph! perhaps, ’tis love. 


OLLIE P LIE? 


A BIT OF THE BROWN. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I AM a cobbler bold, 
As e’er stept in a stall, sir; 
My wife’s she’s such a scold, 
I gets no peace at all, sir; 
And was you forto know 
How cruelly she treats me, 
For if I speak a word, 
D’ye know, as how, she beats me. 
Fol lol lol lol la, &c. 


I never sees no life, 
No—not even on St. Monday ; 
She’s such a wicked wife, 
She thumps me ona Sunday ; 
And when I’ve done my work, 
And for a kiss I ax her, 
She calls me heathen“Furk, 
And says I smells of wax, sir. 
Fol lollol, &e. 
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But I knows what I'll do, 
To finish this disaster, 
I’ll let the vixen know 
That I will be her master ; 
When [ to dine sit down, 
V’ll no more bones be picking, 
I will have a bit of brown, 
Or ma’am she naps a kicking. 
Fol lol lol, &c. 


All skittle-grounds I’ll see, 
To play a cheerful rubber, 
And if she follows me, 
D—me, but I'll drub her ; 
But, if she use me well, 
Ill be the best of fellows ; 
If not, I’ll keep a girl, 
And make her downright jealous. 
Fol lol lol, &c. 


PPE LLL LF 


NONE BUT THE JEALOUS 
(R. B. Sheridan. ) 


THOUGH cause for suspicion appears, 
Yet proofs of her love, too, are strong; 
I’m a wretch if I’m right in my fears, 
And unworthy of bliss if 1’m wrong. 
What heart-breaking torments from jealousy flow, 
Ah, none but the jealous,—the jealous can know. 


CAN KNOW. 


When blest with the smiles of my fair, 
I know not how much I adore ; 
Those smiles let another but share, 
And I wonder I prized them no more! 
Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe, 
When, the falser she seems, still the fonder I 
grow ? 


PILL IPE PR 


THE KING OF ARRAGON. 
Air—“ Alley Croker.”’—( Reynolds.) 


A SPANISH monarch once there was, of potentates 
the paragon, 
His court was famed for etiquette, and he was King 
of Arragon ; 
He dearly loved each Spanish rule that ceremony 
boasted, 
And what he doated most on, next, were Spanish 
chestnuts roasted. 
O, the King of Arragon much ceremony 
boasted, 
O, the King of Arragon loved Spanish 
chestnuts roasted. 


As round his chair his courtiers stood, all scented, 
sweet, and musky, 
Said he, ‘* Put chestnuts in my fire, although they 
make me husky ;” 
Which being done,—on politics while he was ru- 
minating, 
Out stole White-Wand, Gold-Stick, Black-Rod, 
and all the Lords in Waiting. 
In this the Conrt of Arragon small ceremony 
boasted ; 
But, O, the King of Arragon, how he loved 
chestnuts roasted. 


When left alone, then thought the king,—too near 
the fire they’ve set me, 
TI must not rise to ring the bell, for etiquette wo'n’t 
let me ; 
Lord Chamberlain will soon return, or else the 
heat will melt me ; 
And if the chestnuts chance to bounce, O, d—n 
it, how they’ll pelt me! 
O, the King of Arragon much ceremony 
boasted ; 
O, the King of Arragon, how he loved chest- 
nuts roasted. 
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He pondered much, and then a nap his humour 
vastly suited, j 

When pop, a chestnut from the fire his Majesty sa- 
luted. 

“¢ Good manners in these chestnuts here,” quoth 
he, ‘* I cannot cry up; 

It do’n’t look much like etiquette to bung their mo- 
narch’s eye up.” 

O, the King of Arragon, &c. 


The fire grew like a furnace hot, when back the 
lords paraded ; 

The king sat sweltering in a swoon, by chestnuts 
cannonaded : 

“¢ Lord Chamberlain,” then quoth the King of Ar- 
ragon, recovering, 

«© When chestnuts next are roasted here, mind not 
to roast your sovereign.” 

O, the King of Arragon, &c. 


A CHAPTER OF SCOTCH KINGS. 

Air—* Chapter of Kings.””-—(E. W. Cox.) 
MACaRTY the First o’er the Scots did reign, 
And for ninety long years on this earth did remain ; 
And next him came Kenneth, who killed his dad 
To obtain the crown, and the crown he had. 

So barring all pother, the one and the other, 

Were all of them kings in their turn. 


Then Kenneth the Second was killed in fight, 

As he fought for his laws and his country’s right ; 

And Mac-Alpine, the rebel, ascended the throne, 

But was killed in attacking the fortress of Scone. 
So barring all pother, &c. 


When next followed Jamie, who died of grief 

For the loss of his son; and he followed Mac- 
heith ; 

And then his son William was murdered at Perth ; 

Then Duncan a saint was proclaimed for his 
worth. So barring all pother, &c. 


Malcolm the First ruled with iron sway ; 
And Billy did after him lead the way : 
Some traitors attacked him one night in his bed; 
And on the next morning they found him quite 
dead. 
So barring all pother, &c. 


Next Macbeth, by murdering Duncan, obtained 
The crown, but was wretched, with blood being 
stained ; 
And Macduff, the regicide, killed in fair fight, 
Ascended the throne, which by birth was his 
right. 
So barring all pother, &c. 


Then Willy in England a prisoner was bound, 
And his son, Alexander, with glery was crowned. 
Robert the First next by poison died ; 
And Robert the Second all England defied. 

So barring all pother, &c. 


Alexander the Third long in glory reigned ; 

And Baliol by homage the crown obtained. 

Bruce died afar in the Holy Land; 

And David was slain by Lord Athol’s command. 
So barring all pother, &c. 


James next by the English a captive was seized ; 

And Jamie, his son, the proud nobles appeased. 

And Mary her follies atoned with her head, 

Who, with gunpowder, blew up her husband, ’tis 
said. 

So barring all pother, &c. 


Her son, bonnie Jamie, united both crowns : 
Who, of Fortune experienced the ups and the 
downs. 
Now long may both kingdoms, in unity bound, 
The strength and support of each other be found. 
For barring all pother, &c, 
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THEN HASTEN TO THIS SCENE OF BLISS. 
(Thornhill. ) 


THE hour is come for us to meet, 
Genial evening reigns ; 

The gondoliers are chanting sweet 
Tasso’s soltest strains : 

The waves are lulled to balmy rest, 
As charmed with the song, 

While moonbeams dance on Ocean’s breast 
To light our bark along. 

Then hasten to this scene of bliss, 
Oh! there ne’er was given 

A night so calm, so bright as this, 
Calm and bright as Heaven. 


Here, too, does every heart seem prone 
In union sweet to move ; 
And every voice breathes passion tone, 
And every glance is love. . 
There wants but thy more tender sigh, 
Thy eyes’ more winning beams, 
My fondest hopes to realize, 
And perfect rapture’s dreams. 
Then hasten to this scene, &c. 


PP EP FOLPR 


JUDY O’TWIST. 


Ir fair from this fighting I straight run away, 

For should I get killed, I for life ne’er would stay ; 
So bad luck to the hour that I ever did list, 

Vl be off on a visit to Judy O’Twist. 


For spite of all blarney there none is to Barney 
Like Judy O’Twist, like Judy O’T'wist ; 

From Cork to Kilkenny you'll ne’er find any 

So pleasing to me, so pleasing to me, 


As Judy O’Twist, as Judy O’T'wist. 


More precious she’s to me than whiskey or money ; 
As round as a button her cheeks like me, honey ; 
Then as hard as a goose the lily-white fist, 
Pll be off on a visit to Judy O’ Twist. 
For spite of all blarney, &c. 
Her eyes are more keen than a blunt-pointed nee- 
dle ; 
Her tongue soft as velvet, can artfully wheedle, 
Gh, the pride of old Ireland she stands forth con- 
fessed, 
While her lips, like the seam, looks more better 
when pressed. 
For spite of all blarney, &c. 


SLIP FFE PD 


WOMAN! THE BALM OF LIFE, 
(T. Jones.) 


SOME in their worldly wealth take pride, 
And heap up gold in sordid treasure, 
Let me have heav’n’s best boon supplied, 

Woman alone can fill the measure. 
Grandeur and state let him, who dares, 

Prove, if he can, are so enchanting, 
To separate woman from his cares, 

And say if something is not wanting. 
Give me on Rosa’s heav’nly lip, 

Ev’ry balm of life to sip. 

Give me on Rosa’s, &c. 


Show me the wretch whom woman’s smile, 

With mutual love its bliss imparting, 
Cannot the cares of life beguile, 

And ease the bosom of its smarting. 
What is the worth of golden toys, 

When with the wealth of love comparing, 
Woman alone contains the joys 

Ling’ring life makes worth the sharing. 
Give me on Rosa’s heav’nly lip, 

Ev’ry balm of life to sip. 

Give me on Rosa’s, &c, 


JACK’S DISCOVERIES. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


ON a discovery north about, 
For many years had ventured Jack, 
But no discov’ries he found out, 
Like those he made when he came back : 
His wife, when first he went to sea, 
Hung out no lights, the flats to trap, 
But neat and modest garments wore, 
Round robin, tucker, and close cap. 


Exposed no beauty but her face, 
So closely all her togs were furled. 
When he came home, she’d not a grace, 
But was exposed to all the world ; 
But what, *bove every thing beside, 
Did Jack most furiously displease, 
No pockets did she wear, to hide 
Her pincase, wipe, and bunch of keys. 


Thus, harum scarum, would she fling 
Her gear at random without rule, 
Her handkerchief crammed in a thing, 
The women call a ridicule. 
As to the ridicule, Jack said, 
He wished each girl, such things who chose, 
Might have the snuffles in her head, 
No muckinger to blow her nose. 


I'll tell you what, Poll, V’ll be kind, 
If you’ll but change your course, cried Jack, 
When vessels wo'n’t go ’fore the wind, 
We make them try upon a tack; 
Douse your fallals, take up and mend, 
With all this stuff and nonsense part ; 
So ev’ry one will be your friend, 
And you'll secure a constant heart. 


PII aALI ELF 


MARY. 
Air—'* The Ewe-bughis, Marion.’”’—( Burns. ) 


WILL ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia’s shore ? 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

Across the Atlantic’s roar? 


O sweet grows the lime and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a’ the charms o’ the Indies 
Can never equal thine. 


I hae sworn by the heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow! 


O piight me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand ; 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Betore I leave Scotia’s strand. 


We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 
In mutual affection to join, 

And curst be the cause that shall part us! 
The hour and the moment o’ time ! 


PLILP SLES? 


?M A MISER—AND NOT FOR MYSELF. 
(Cumberland. ) 


‘¢ THAT money will multiply care,” 
Philosophers foolishly teach ; 

’Tis a proof that their pockets are bare, 
When such silly maxims they preach. 


It gives the sweet pow’r to impart 
What fortune denies to the brave ; 
Tt lightens the care-loaded heart, 
And redeems the disconsolate slave. 
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My money-bags safe and secure 
I hoard, that the poor may partake ; 
Reproach and contempt I endure, 
And siarve for humanity’s sake. 


Let them freely enjoy their abuse, 
And call me a miserly elf ; 

I confess it—but ’tis for their use 
('m a miser—and not for myself. 


PLL II PLAS 


ECHO GLADLY RETURNS THE SWEET 
SOUND. 


AS soon as the day, dawning forth from the east, 
Has night’s humid curtain withdrew, 

The huntsman arises, and winds the sweet horn, 
Inspiring the musical crew. 


And now they’re unkennelled, and dashing abroad, 
So wantonly, frolic, and gay ; 
Then clust’ring submit, by the whip and voice 
awed, 
Thus trotting to cover away. 


See through the copse how the hounds thread ani 
try 
Examining each likely haunt : 
Hark! I heard Racket drag him, preluding a ery ; 
How they join her and merrily chant. 


As they get nearer to him, the chorus it fills : 
Hark! hark. now the villain is found. 

How grand is the crash, while back from the hills, 
Echo gladly returns the sweet sound. 


The ploughmen and shepherds their labour for- 
sake, 
To tally him off, see, they run; 
If not headed back, he soon now will break ; 
There’s a halloo! and now he is gone! 


All wild from the covert, away burst the hounds, 
Ambitious to lead, see, each strive. 
Now the scent having lost, see them fling o’er the 
grounds ; 
There, they have it again !—how they drive ! 


Hold hard!—they’re at check,—how obliquely 
they spread : 
There, that wide-casting bitch, see, has hit him. 
Now, see the old hounds how they press to the 
head, : 
A sure sign the villain is sinking. 


They’ve the scent overrun, now back let them try. 
See them bend to that piece of old gorse. 

Hark! that’s an entapis, now through it they fly, 
Tally ho! tally ho! there he goes, 


This loose now will do him, his wiles avail nought ; 
See them run out of scent into view ; 
Every hound’s chopping at him,—by G—d, then, 
I thought. 
Now Rambler! now Racket! who, whoop! 


The hounds quite transported, with greediness 
feast ; 
The horn now proclaims he is dead. 
The sportsmen all pleased, but no one so blessed 
As the huntsman returned with his head. 


In perfection this glorious sport to enjoy, 
At your table let Temp’rance preside ; 

Ruddy Health a companion you'll constantly have, 
And Contentment will sit by her side, 


GLILP PPO PR 


MAN SHOULD ACT AS THE BROTHER 
OF MAN. 


( Brewer. ) 


- Ler the epicure boast the delight of his soul, 


Tn the high-seasoned dish, and the rich flowing 
bowl ; : 


olg 


Can they give such true joys as benevolence can, 

Or as charity feels, when it benefits man? 

Let him know the kind impulse, that suffers witk 
grief, 

Let him taste the delight of affording relief, 

Let him serve the great Author of Nature’s great 
plan, 

Who designed man to act as the brother of man! 


Though deceived by a friend, let him see what 
he’ll gain, 

When the impulse of anger he learns to restrain ; 

Though great the offence, oh! forgive if you can, 

For revenge is a monster disgraceful to man. 

Think the chapter of life oft reverses the scene, 

And the rich man becomes what the poor man has 
been 3 

Think that chapter must end, for but short is the 
span : 

That will give us the power to benefit man. 


GPE LP FPO 


THE SOUTH’S THE LAND TO WED IN, 
AND THE NORTH’S THE PLACE TO 
BED IN, 


(Morton. ) 


SOME southern fair, no doubt will stare, 
With bosom palpitating ; 
While round I swing in Highland fling, 
In capers undulating. 
The land of cakes her fancy takes, 
Thinks wedding me the end on’t; 
But, in her ear, ‘ no cakes, my dear, 
Come from that land, depend on’t.’ 
With my tuira a lura la la, 
Tuira a lura a laddie. 


Disputes abound where beauty’s found, 
In Greece or Hottentot land ; 
But this I swear—all great and rare 
Can only come from Scotland. 
There Wit first grew, the Muses, too,— 
Old Ossian’s an example ; 
And, there, to prove the graces rove, 
Behold a lovely sample. 
With my tuira, &e. 
Life’s ups and downs, Dame Fortune’s frowns, 
No Scottish child is worn with ; 
For ’tis a truth, that in his mouth, 
A silver spoon he’s born with. 
So I decide, whoe’er’s my bride, 
The South’s the land to wed in; 
But that Mac Loons may all have spoons, 
The North’s the place to bed in. 
With my tuira, &c. 


PL aPC IL ST? 


BEAUTY, WIT, AND WINE. 
(Captain Thompson. ) 


LAUGHING Cupids, bring me roses, 
And my wreath, ye Graces, twine Z 
I’m this night disposed for rapture, 
Having beauty, wit, and wine. 
Let the sober stoics wonder, 
And their apathy define ; 
I’ll not follow such dull doctrine, 
While I’ve beauty, wit, and wine. 


Come, ye brisk Arabian lasses, 

For that heaven you seek is mine ; 
Upon beds of roses lolling, 

Blest with beauty, wit, and wine. 


And when this gay life is over, 
Pour libations on my shrine ; 
I’ve a paradise hereafter, 
Full of beauty, wit, and wine. 
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MERRILY, MERRILY GLIDE THE HOURS, 
Air—‘* C’est 1 Amour.’”’— (Miss Bryant. ) 


MERRILY, merrily glide the hours, 
And sweetly pass the days ; 

Merrily, merrily glide the hours 
When young love ne’er decays. 


Oh! ’tis sweet when warm hearts beating, 
Fondly sigh adieu to pain; 
Oh! it is sweet when friends are greeting, 
Never, no never, to part again. 
But still ’tis more entrancing 
When falsehood ne’er infests 
That heart which love, enhancing, 
Seeks as a bed of rest. 
Merrily, merrily, &c. 


Drearily, drearily beams the eye, 
Whose glance is ever fleeting ; 

Drearily, too, that bosom’s sigh, 
Where true love ne’er is beating. 


Oh! ’tis hard to meet with sadness, 

Or droop beneath the storms of fate; 
But still those ills, alas! are gladness, 
Compared to a fickle lover’s hate : 

Like the poor summer flowret, 
When winter, drear and lone, 
* Comes sadly to o’erpower it, 
All, all its beauty’s gone. 
Drearily, drearily, &c. 


Cheerily, cheerily glide the clouds 
Of sorrow from a lover ; 

A moment, darkness sad enshrouds, 
And then the storm is over. 


Like the sun at eve in splendour, 
Sinks to the dark blue wave ; 
Again he rises tender, 
To morn a willing slave : 
So the heart, when falsehood’s gleaming, 
Sinking, wishing life was o’er ; 
But hope still slily beaming, 
It lives to love the more. 
Cheerily, cheerily, &c. 


PPPOPIL OF? 


THE SHEPHERD BOY. 
(Fox.) 


ONCE friends I had, but, ah! too soon 
Death robbed me of my parents dear ; 

Left me to mourn my wretched doom, 
And wander friendless in despaiv : 

Forlorn o’er hills and dales I roved, 
Deprived of every earthly joy; 

At length a swain, by pity moved, 
Made me a humble shepherd boy. 


Soon as I view the dawn of day, 

To fiow’ry plains my flocks I lead ; 
And whilst for food my lambkins stray, 
On some lone bank I tune my reed. 
Did those who bathe in seeming bliss 

Once taste the sweets that I enjoy, 
They’d wish for humble happiness, 
And envy me the shepherd boy. 


When down the western sky the sun 
Descends, to gladden eastern climes ; 
Tis then my daily toil is done, 
And I to rest prepare betimes. 
In rustic garb, ’tis true, I’m clad, 
Yet nothing does my peace annoy ; 
And though my fortune be but sad, 
Still heaven may v’»ss the shepherd boy. 


PP IPPLP FP 


THE WHISPER—YOU GUESS THE REST. 


(Cobb. ) 


OF all the various modes of speech, 

Which polished Art or Nature teach, 

With all the aids of bows, nods, simpers, 

Grave looks, or sentimental whimpers, 

The whisper plays its part the best, 

With hints which let you guess the rest. 
Tol de rol—you guess the rest. 


Would you assume the lover’s part, 

A fig for sighs, or tragic start ; 

With sly, insinuating leer 

Approach, and whisper in her ear. 

«< Lord bless me, sir, I vow, protest, 

Well, really you’"—you guess the rest. 
Tol de rol—you guess the rest. 


Whate’er the faults of this poor song, 

Or keen, or dull, or short, or long ; 

I hope, my friends, you will excuse it, 

Or whisper, if you must abuse it ; 

Applaud me, though it be in jest, 

And whisper—I shall guess the rest. 
Tol de rol—I guess the rest. 


FPL IL COLO 


GOOD-BY, GOOD-BY,—AH, CRUEL NAN. 


A PARODY. 
Air—** Good Night, good Night.” 


GooD-BY, good-by,—ah, cruel Nan, 
And must I leave the dripping-pan ? 
O, bid me take but one sop more, 
And I'll repeat it, times a score ; 
And when the pan shall be quite dry, 
You'll find me crying still—good-by ! 


Again, ‘ good-by,’ my Nanny, cry; 

Then whisper, ¢ stop, and have some pie!’ 
And I will stop, and, for an hour, 

Feast on your well-baked apple-flour ; 

I'll eat and kiss, for both are sweet, 

And say, ‘ good-by, Nan,’ as I eat. 


‘ Good-by,’ you’ll murmur with a groan, 
And say you must be left alone ; - 
And I will vow I’ve had enough,— 
Then kiss, and take another puff; 

Till ma’am shall for her dinner cry, 

O, then, my Nan, my cook, ¢ good-by.’ 


GIP PPP PE? 


LOVELY, BLOOMING JENNY, v. 


Air—‘* Behind yon Hill, where Lugar flows.” 


(Hunt. ) 


On! like a rosy gleam of light, 
When first I met my Jenny, fair; 

The rose upon my ravished sight, 
Above my praise, above compare ! 

Oft, in the festive hours of glee, 
I’ve toyed with lasses many, O! 

But none charmed with such ecstasy 
As lovely, blooming Jenny, O! 


Oh! blest be Mona’s groves and bowers, 
Where first I met my Jenny, dear; 
And oft, as fly the raptured hours, 
We vow to love through life sincere! 
The fairest flower of Beauty’s train, 
The kindest of the many, O! 
Unrivalled o’er my heart shall reign, 
For aye my lovely Jenny, O! 


de a 
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Oh! oh! says the doctor, is this your fun? 
Then the devil may cure you,---and off he run, 
With his rowley poley, &c. 











PETER M‘CAWLEY’S WIFE AND THE 
DOCTOR. 


Air— Heigho! says Rowley.’’—( Upton. ) 


A LITTLE old woman was taken ill ; 
Heigho! says Peter. 
A little old woman was taken ill, 
So she sent for the doctor to give her a pill, 
With her rowley poley, 
Ginger and julap ho! 
Heigho! says Peter M‘Cawley. 
The docter he came to feel her hand ; 
Heigho! says Peter. 
The doctor he came to feel her hand, 
When he found her so drunk that she couldn’t 
well stand, 
With her gin-bottle, wet throttle, 
Talk away, mug away, 
Heigho! says Peter M‘Cawley. 


Says the doctor, says he, I must cpen a vein; 
Heigho! says Peter. 
Says the doctor, says he, I must open a vein, 
When the little old woman said, O fie! for shame! 
With her rowley poley, 
Hiccup and kick-up. 
Heigho! says Peter M‘Cawley. 


Says the doctor, says he, why then you are dead ; 
Heigho! says Peter. 
Says the doctor, says he, why then you are dead, 
When she up with the gin-keg and broke his head, 
With her rowley poley, 
Scratch’em and fight away, 
Heigho! says Peter M‘Cawley. 


Oh! oh! says the doctor, is this your fun ? 
Heigho! says Peter. 
Oh! oh! says the doctor, is this your fun ? 
Then the devil may cure you,—and off he run, 
With his rowley poley, 
Gammon and physic, 
Heigho! says Peter M‘Cawley,. 


49—VoL. 1. 





IN THE SPRING-TIME OF BEAUTY, 
(W. Ball.) 


In the spring-time of Beauty, as round her bright 
way, 
The Sports and the Graces delightedly move, 
All music and pleasure,-—ah, where is the lay 
Can charm like the softly-breathed murmuars of 
love? 


Too well knows the flatt’rer what witcheries dwell 
In Affection’s sweet accents, its smile, and its 
sigh ; 
But I know the flatt’rer,—and, when his vain 
spell 
He comes whispering beside me, I only reply— 
Fal lal la, &e. 


Ye maidens, ah, heed me ;—The roses that cast 
Such a fragrance and glow round each beautiful 
brow, 
Those roses, so fragile, too often outlast 
The eternity couched in the passionate vow. 


For well knows the false one what witcheries dwell 
In Affection’s sweet accents, its smiles, and its 


sigh ; 
Beware! oh, beware, then! and, when his fond 
spell 
Comes, whispered beside you,—be this you 
reply— 


Fal lal la, &c. 


PLOPRLIP 
STEAM, 
Air—“ The Pieman.”—(E. W. Cox.) 


My subject is light, but I beg 
You not too lightly of it to deem ; 
It is not a dry one, to be sure, 
Although it ¥ nothing but steam! 
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Boats now go without oar or sails, 
But, lest you should think that I dream, 
’Tis done by a very few pails 
Full of water converted to stcam. 
Tol lol lol, &c. 


Eges are hatched without ever a hen, 

Clothes washed without water, I ween ; 
Do you ask me how this can be done? 

Why, zounds! don’t you see? ’tis by steam. 
Pits are dug, water drawn, and coals hauled 

From the depths of the earth, with no team 
Of horses, or waggon, or cart,— 

But done in a moment—by steam. 

Tol lol lol, &c. 


Men now they scarce want to employ 

Not e’en women and children to glean; 
This is all done by one little boy, 

With the help of the wonderful steam ; 
No longer need London fear bugs, 

For, if you had thousands nineteen, 
A way to exterminate all 

Is invented,—and this is by steam. 

Tol lol lol, &c. 


Sure, we soon shall have plenty of milk, 
With lots of cheese, butter, and cream ; 
For, they say, there’s a company formed 
To milk all the cows, now, by steam. 
To their patients the doctors all say— 
<¢ Though at present you look pale and lean, 
We will fatten yon soon, do not doubt 5” 
‘Thus they say, and they do it—by steam. 
Tol lol lol, &c. 


Soon, I doubt not, a tunnel they'll bore 
In the earth, to the centre I mean, 
To draw from it silver and gold, 
And this will be all done by steam ! 
Thus my song ll conclude,—but, I swear, 
That of paper I could fill a ream ; 
Would you ask me how this I composed ? 
Ill tell you I did it by steam. 
Tol lol lol, &e. 


GPP LIEOP SE 


THE SMUGGLER’S BRIDE, 
OR, THE DEATH OF SUSAN. 


| A Sequel to the celebrated Song of * Will 
Watch.” | 


(Upton.) 


"Twas the girl that Will Watch, the bold smuggler, 
loved dearly, 
Heaved a sigh, and turned pale, when she heard 
of his death ; 
For ne’er was affection returned more sincerely 
Than that by his Susan, while Susan had 
breath. 
Brave Will prized her merits far more than her 
beauty, 
‘Though Susan was lovely as lovely could be! 
But merit with Will was a jewel and duty, 
To love, and to fight for, at home or at sea. 


Twas her hand tied his handkerchief, when they 
last parted ; 
"Twas her bosom pressed his as they stood on 
the beach ; 
"Twas his lips that kissed off the fond tear-drop 
that started, 
And did for his Susan each blessing beseech ! 


Will swore nought in life their attachment could 


sever, 
His heart was his Susan’s by land or by sea ; 
Yet, should it so happen we now part for ever, 


Then wed some good fellow, and love him for 


me ! 
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He spoke—fied, and fonght, aye, and died like a 
man, too, 
For Will was soon cut off, at Destiny’s call ; 
Yet the boast of his crew is, (and traly they can, 
too, ) 
How dearly Will Watch was beloved by them 
all! 
The news of his fate, with reluctance and sorrow, 
The very next day to his Susan they bore ; 
She heard it, and frenzy her wits seemed to bor- 


row ,— 
She smiled, looked around her,—but never spoke 
more. 


In the grave, with the lad that she both lived and 
died for, 
Were laid the remains of the girl he loved dear; 
And me to his memory his mates heave a sigh 
or, ; 
Each lover will give to his Susan’s a tear. 
Not a flint marks the spot where their bones lie 


enshrouded, 
Yet the earth is held sacred and dear by the 
crew ; 
And often: - right oft, by the moonbeams, un- 
clouded, 
Is a tear dropped for Will, and his Susan so 
“true. 
BACCHUS SWINGS OUT, AND I SWING 
WITHIN. 


(C. Kemble.) 


Says Paul Dolguroski, “‘ Dear wife, do not snub, 
For, you know, I can never resist 

A little gilt Bacchus astride a gilt tub, 
With a gilt bunch of grapes in his fist. 

When he’s hooked to a tavern, and blowing about, 
My love, can you think it a sin, 

While Bacchus is taking his swing there, withont, 
If I’m taking my swing there, within?” 


« This night,” says his wife, ‘“ not a maid here, 
by gosh! 
Shall sit up for so drunken a swine 5 
Don’t you know we have had a great family wash, 
And must all be in bed, sir, by nine? 
There’s a hole in the door, in the inside a catch, 
So I tell you, without more ado, 
When you reel home at night, you must lift up 
the latch, 
Beast! by putting your fore-finger through.” 


At midnight, he serpentined home, in a fog, 
When, behold, quite as sottish a chap 

At his threshold was seated, as drunk as a hog, 
With his mouth open, taking a nap. 

Dolguroski, resolved the directions to note 
Which his deary had given before, 

Rammed his fore-finger into the nap-taker’s throat, 
Crying, “¢ This is the hole of the door.” 


The sleeper bit hard; so the drunk held the drunk, 
Till the husband exclaimed, with a shout, 
«« Wife! the hole of the door, in this wet wea- 
ther’s shrunk, 
And I can’t get my fore-finger out !” 
The wife let him in; and, says he, ‘* I declare 
"Twas my finger obliged me to bawl ; 
And you must, dearest wife, as you came down 
the stairs, 
Have seen it inside of the hall.” 


GLILIIS FL 


HARK AWAY TO THE CHASE. 


How sweetly smiles the rosy morn, 
All brightly from the east, 

As cheerful sounds the sprightly horn, 
Tio warm the huntsman’s breast! 
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The op’ning hounds fly o’er the grounds, 
The neighing steeds wish for the race ; 

And Echo repeats, hark away to the chase, 
Hark away to the chase. 


Poor Puss, alarmed, flies o’er the plain, 
And seeks the covert wood ; 

Her winding there is found again, 
By well-taught dogs pursued. 

. The op’ning hounds, &c. 


What pleasure in each bosom glows, 
While blooming health attends, 
Sweet as the dew-bespangled rose, 
When gentle rain descends. 
The op’ning kounds, &c. 


The pastime o’er, with great delight, 
‘They o’er the flowing bowl, 
With jocund songs, conclude the night, 
While rapture fills the soul ! 
Joy knows no bounds, but mirth resounds, 
The flowing bumper now they trace, 
And each joins the chorus—Hark, hark, to 
the chase ! 


GPPPP CIP 


FRIEND OF MY YOUTH, A LONG FARE- 
WELL. 


(D. L. Richardson.) 


FRIEND of my youth! a long farewell! 
Yet every charm that won my heart 

Skall in my waking visions dwell— 
Till love and life depart! 


Though borne upon the mountain-wave, 
What time the Storm Fiends darkly lower, 
Thy frame is firm, thine heart is brave, 
Nor heed their threat’ning power. 


Yet, as my early friend shall share, 
While on the tempest-haunted sea, 

My blessing and my fervent prayer— 
May he remember ie, 


GIF IFPLIA 


NEGRO CUNNING. 


Air—“ Achee O! Achee O!”—( Cross. ) 


NEGRO man a massa had, 
Workee O! workee O! 
Him be massa very bad, 
Make him workee so. 
Negro man once to him did Say, 
While me workee, massa play ; 
How you do so—tell me, pray ? 
Negro be very glad. 
Massa be put to a stand, 
Gravely thinking, dus him said 
Me no workee wid my hand, 
Me workee wid my head ; 
Workee O! workee O! 
Tink a tink, me very much think, 
And workee wid mine head ; 
Ting a ring tink, ting a ring tink, 
Me workee wid my head. 
Negro man he wages get, 
Drinkee O! drinkee O! 
Bumbo swig, and lose him feet, 
Him love drinkee so. 
Massa see him, can’t help smile, 
But dam angry all the while ; 
Give him note, send him a mile, 
For him to floggee get : 
Negro, though him scarce can stand, 
Say to massa, me afraid 
You some dam trick have got in hand,. 
You do so workee wid your head ; 
Workee O! jerkee 0! 


\ 
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Tink a tink, him very bad think, 
When workee wid him head; 

Ting a ring tink, ting a ring tink, 
Me workee wid my head. 

Negro man go with him note, 
Froggee O! froggee O! 

Sambo meet him on hard trot, 
To get him froggee O! 

Negro man to Sambo say, 

Drop dis letter in your way, 

Massa give you ver good pay ; 
But bad pay Sambo got. 

To frog bearer note command : 
When him frogged, sly negro said, 

Sambo workee wid him hand, 
Me workee wid my head: 

Tink a tink, me good bumbo drink, 
And workee wid my head ; 

Ting a ring tink, ting a ring tink, 
Me workee with my head. 


Pee rerce 


TO GREET THE SONS OF ERIN’S ISLE. 
Miss Foote. 


YOUNG Love with Glory, hand-in-hand, 
Had strayed about both far and near ; 
At length they sought some favoured land, 
And found that favoured land was here— 
Here, here in Erin’s beautcous isle, 
Where many hearts are ever found 
To make the drooping mourner smile, 
And heal the grief of sorrow’s wound. 


All hail the fate that led me here, 

The frowns of fortune to beguile ; 
This favoured land my heart can cheer, 
For pleasure dwells in Erin’s Isle : 
This heart that late was sad depressed, 

This face that knew not how to smile, 
Shall now with joyous smiles be dressed 
To greet the sons of Erin’s Isle. 


GIL IPL PPR 


THE PATENT SAFETY ; 
OR, A TRIP TO BRIGHTON, 


Air— Songs of Shepherds in Rustic Roundelays ;”’ 
or, ** Who’s for Calais ’””_( Moncrieff, ) 


WuHo’s for Brighton, the coach is just starting, 
Come, take your places, or you'll be too Tate; 
Drink up your tea, and prepare for departing ; 
Old Jarvy, the coachman, for no one will wait. 
The new Safety coach does the journey in one 
day, 
For aan luggage the porter stands making his 


ow 
It’s only like driving to Hampstead on Sunday, 
So swift and so easy the ride is I vow. 


SPOKEN.] Now, Bill, have we got all our fare? 
No; there’s two ladies to come yet. Two ladies 
wanting to complete our fare—come that’s very 
fair of you. La, pa! is this the Safety coach? 
Vy, I declare if the front part isn’t behind, and 
the top of the stage at the bottom—and then, if it 
hasn’t got two bodies? Yes; but there’s nobody in 
it yet. Oh, here’s somebody coming now. How 
many do you carry, coachman? ‘T'welve outsides, 
and four in. Have you got all your luggage? No; 
here’s the live luggage to come yet. Now, ma’am, 
tumble up. Tumble up—I think I shall tumble 
down, fellow, if you push me in that way. No 
fear of making a false step with me, ma’am—Tl’l] 
take steps to prevent that. You’d better give me 
the steps, young man, than take them away. 
Come, who’s for Brighton, here ? Brighton— 
Brighton, sir? 

Oh, its only like driving to Hampstead on Sunday, 
So smooth and so pleasant the ride is I vow. 
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Of breaking your neck there is not the least fear 
now, 
Or jolting your bones, you so safely go down; 
For a crown very lately, “tis true what you hear 


now, 
They Brighton have brought two miles nearer 
to town. 
Then come along—we’ll whisk you all down in one 
day, 


Don’t you see how, how the coachman stands 
making his bow ; 
’Tis only like driving to Hampstead on Sunday, 
So safe and so easy the ride is I vow. 


SPOKEN.] Now, sir; morning paper, Times, 
Chronicle, Post. A post! pray take care of the 
post, or we shall be all overturned. Terrible ac- 
count of a great massacre in Nova Scotia—a thou- 
sand people killed! Dreadful massacre—that’s 
stale! we had that a week ago. Ah, but these 
are fresh killed, sir. Fresh killed! that fellow’s 
a carcass-butcher. Is thatthe News? No, ma’am, 
it’s the Advertiser. Come, fellow, we don’t want 
none of your imperence. No, I see you’ve got 
enough of your own; you can spare some from 
your over-stock. Remember the porter, your 
honour. No, fellow! I can’t bear imposition. 
But you made me bear your box, though. I’m 
sure I wanted no porter, not I; but, however, 
here’s some beer for you. Thank ye! your health! 
and may you live to grow generous ' Now, then ; 
off we go—Ya_hip!—Ya hip!—Stz—Stz—Whewe 
Eh! zounds! there’s the fore horse down. What! 
the four horses down? No, ma’am, only the 
leader; we must drive unicorn now. Ah, I like 
to drive uniform.—Yes, you uniformly drive me, 
Mrs. Wittall. Drive unicorn! I said, your ho- 
nour. Unicorn! Vy, that’s the strange beast with 
the horns in his forehead? Yes; Dut there’s 
stranger beasts about here, my dear, that have 
two horns in their forehead! Where’s my wife? 
Whispering behind to the Captain. Isshe? Oh, 
then, go on-—for 
It’s only like driving to Hampstead on Sunday, &c. 


Of magical boxes we’ve read in romances, 
That flew through the air, when far realms you’d 
approach ; 
Oh, horses of wood, too, that went through strange 
dances, 
But what are they all to the new Safety coach? 
Why, psha! modern travelling, more wonders 
have soon done, 
That’s magic enchantment, if I don’t mistake , 
If you’d take a small nap, just asleep fall in Lon- 
don, 
And, egad, in five hours you in Brighton may 
wake. 


SPOKEN.] Now, sir, change horses here—please 
to remember the driver—I leave younow. Change 
horses! why, zounds, we’re changing coachman, 
too!—No, no, fellow, you don’t ring the changes 
on us in this manner ; I’ve got no change. What’s 
the name of this place, pray? Ryegate, your 
honour! Damme, rascal, get off my toe, or you'll 
give me a Wry Gait. Stay dinner here, sir ;— 
ffteen minutes allowed—two of them gone al- 
ready.—Dinner’s on table—here’s the beef, sir. 
Yes, but where’s a plate ?—Fetch you one directly 
—here’s a plate. A plate—ah, but where’s @ 
knife and fork? You shall have one directly, sir. 
Now, sir, there you are, all right. Well, then, 
now, thank heaven, I can get a bit in pe’ce. 
Time’s out, sir.—Coach is just ready to start! Ah, 
but I sha’n’t be ready to start for this half our. 
Can’t wait—you ought to have done before this ! 
Done! zounds, I’ve not begun—1I wish you would 
vet me enjoy my mutton, without giving me so 
much of your sauce along with it. Three-and- 
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sixpence a-head, sir,—trouble you for the money. 
Three-and-sixpence! why, I have scarcely had a 
bite. No fault of ours, sir,—it was there for you. 
A bite! by the powers, it’s a bite altogether—but 
come along! 

. If you’d take a short nap, &c. 


GLP PIECL FS 


MAY BRITAIN EVER RULE THE MAIN. 
A GLEE. 
(E. W. Cox.) 


WHEN seated round the festive board, 
When Bacchus pleasure does afford ; 
Fill high the sparkling glass ; 

And, as one happy hour you pass, 
Drink to the king—success, long life, 
A tranquil reign, and free from strife ; 
And all, with one accord, exclaim, 
May Britain ever rule the main. 


PPIPEP IE 


MY ONLY JOE AND DEARIE, 0. 
(Gall.) 


THY cheek is 0’ the rose’s hue, 
My only jo and dearie, 0; 
Thy neck is like the siller dew, — 
Upon the banks sae brierie, O ; 
Thy teeth are o’ the ivory, 
O, sweet’s the twinkle o’ thine ee ; 
Nae joy, nae pleasure, blinks on me, 
My only jo and dearie, O. 


The birdie sings upon the thorn, 
Its sang 0” joy fu’ cheerie, O; 

Rejoicing in the simmer morn, 
Nae care to mak it eerie, O; 

But little kens the sangster sweet, 

Aught o’ the cares I hae to meet, 

That gars my restless bosom beat, 
My only jo and dearie, O. 


When we were bairnies on yon brae, 
And youth was blinking bonny, O; 

Aft we wad daff the lee-lang day, 
Our joys fu’ sweet and mony, O ; 

Aft I wad chase thee o’er the lee, 

And round about the thornie tree, 

Or pu’ the wild fiowers a’ for thee, 
My only jo and dearie, O. 


I hae a wish I canna tine, 

*Mang a’ the cares that grieve me, O% 
I wish that thou wert ever mine, 

And never mair to leave me, O; 
Then I wad daut thee night and day, 
Nor ither war’ly care wad hae, 

Till life’s warm stream forgat to play, 

My only jo and dearie, O. 


GPLLLGPDF 


HEY FOR THE MIRTH OF A WEDDING 
DAY. 


(Prince Hoare. ) 


'!'o see the fair bride go back to her coach, 
With a jiggity, jiggity, trip on her pretty toe ; 
While singers, and ringers, and fiddlers approach, 
With their screaking, squeaking, 
Rhyming, chiming, 
Tippity, trippity, tweedle-tway. 
Such ringing and singing, such routing and shout- 
ing, 6 
Such screaking and squeaking, such rhiming ana 
chiming. } 
So, hey for the mirth of a wedding-day. 
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The old on their crutches are crowding the door, 
With niddity niddity, diddling doodle, O! 
The young with their crotchets are running before, 
With squeaking, screaking, 
Brisking, frisking, 
Tippity, trippity, giggling gay. 
Such routing and shouting, such ringing and sing- 
ing! 
Such squeaking and screaking, such whisking and 
frisking, 
So, hey for the mirth of a wedding-day! 
Alas, alas! 
Allthis must pass. 
How happy for life were a man, to be sure, 
If the dear wedding-day could for ever endure! 
Who’d think that so blest and so loving a pair, 
Would e’er wish the parson—I will not say where! 
Who’d think it, O rare! 
To see the fair bride, &c. 


GPE LPIL IF 


FAREWELL TO THE LAND ‘WHERE THE 
_ GLOOM OF MY- GLORY. 


(Lord Byron. ) 


FAREWELL to the land where the gloom of my 
glory 
Arose and o’ershadowed the earth with- her 
name ; 
She abandons me now—but the page of her story, 
The brightest. or blackest, is filled with my fame. 
Ihave warred with a world, which vanquished 
me only 
When the meteor of conquests allured me too 
far ; 
I have coped with the nations, which dread me 
thus only, 
The last single captive to millions in war. 


Farewell to thee, France! when thy diadem crowned 
me, 
I'made thee the gem, and the wonder of earth ; 
But thy weakness decrees I should leave as I found 
thee, , 
Decayed in thy glory, and sunk im thy worth! 
O! for the veteran hearts that were wasted, 
In strife with the storm, when their battles were 
won ; 
Then the eagle, whose gaze in that moment was 
blasted, 
Had still soared with eyes fixed on Victory’s 
sun! 


Farewell to thee, France! but when Liberty ral- 
lies 
Once more in thy regions remember me, then ; 
The violet still grows in the depths of thy valleys, 
Though withered, thy tears will unfold it again. 


Yet, yet, I may baffle the hosts that snrround 
me !— 
And yet may thy hearts leap, awake to my 
voice ! 
There are links which must break in the chain 
that has bound us, 
Then turn thee, and call on the chief of thy 
choice. 


GR OLIIA SP 


MARIA IS NO MORE. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 
THOUGH born in Fashion’s gayest sphere, 
To scandal, o’er her tea, 
Maria ne’er inclined an ear, 
For very deaf was she. 
In beauty to behold a flaw, 
She wasn’t so unkind ; 
A rival’s follies seldom saw, 
For she was nearly blind. 


Or had she heard, or seen, yet mum 
She’d been, nor e’er so weak 

As tell the tale,—for, being dumb, 
Maria couldn’t speak. 

In Fashion’s circle, friendship, dear, 
May well her loss deplore ; 

And feel, from what they see and hear, 
Maria is no more! : 


GPPOSS SCIP 


THE PHILANTHROPIST. 

Air—“ The Land we live in.”—(Ordoyno. ) 
SINCE union’s the boast of this powerful nation, 
The philanthropist, surely, deserves imitation, 

His bounty to others extend! 
For ’tis common, you know, when distress comes 
athwart us, 
To apply for relief to benevolent parties — 
Philanthropy, then, is our friend. 
Then fill, fill your glasses, be this the toast, greet- 
ing,—— 
Our brethren for ever, and the lodge, boys, we 
meet in. 


Here’s a health to the founder of this institution, 
Long may he be blessed with health in profusion, 
May his comforts in this life increase ! 
And when Fate may think fit to threw off his frail 
covering, 
May the Angel of Bliss round his dwelling be 
hovering, 
And conduct him to regions of peace! 
So, fill, fill your glasses, &c. 


Here’s a health to our Treasurer, a jolly good fel- 
low, 
Who glories in seeing his brethren all mellow ! 
Secretary, and Chairman benign ! 
May our brethren combined, in the cause ever 
steady, 
Humanity, friendship, and love always ready 
In union the lodges to bind. 
So, fill, fill your glasses, &c. 


PPIPLASICP? 


LONDON AMUSEMENTS. 
Air—** Bartholomew Fair.”’ 


' FoLKs for the days may grieve 
Of Adam and of Eve, 
Give me the present age, 
When life is all the rage, 
Since Paradise is undone, 
The devil is in London, 
And all the sport is there, O! 
Haste away to the play, 
The wild beast—Lord Maycv’s feast, 
Diorama, Panorama, 
Flash your bit at Cock-pit, 
At Five’s Court, there’s the sport, 
That crowns all the rest so rare, O! 


Eden’s garden’s all my eye, 

To the garden of our day, 

I mean the famed Vanxhall, 

When gents and ladies squall, 

Robbed by famed pick-pockets, 

While gazing at the rockets, 

That mount into the air, O! 
Push and drive, all alive, 
Mirth and glee, cups of tea, 
Bread and butter, got the flutter, 
Ham and beef, stop thief, 
Mind my toes, there he goes, 
Only see how he does tear, O! 


They may talk bout trees of knowledge, 
But it’s nothing to our college : 

And as for their snug retreats, 

There’s none like London streets, 
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At each corner there’s an Eve, 
Who will pluck you by the sleeve, 
And you to her bower bear, O! 
Fine arcades, dashing blades, 
Quadrant, ladies plant, 
Cut a dash, without cash, 
Sport about, in and out, 
All the day, that’s the way, 
To live in this age so rare, O! 


oP IL LL LS 


THE CANARY BIRD. 
( Dibdin.) 
SINCE fate of sailors hourly varies, 
Lest doubts should wound my anxious breast, 
This pretty bird, from the Canaries, 
Jack brought to set my heart at rest. 
His life is charmed, and when with sadness, 
Cried he, his notes he mournful gives, 
‘Then cherish care, 
Indulge despair 5 
But sweetly, if they thrill with gladness, 
Rejoice, and know your lover lives: 
Attentive mark ! 
Hark! hark! 
Rejoice, and know your lover lives. 


Each hour, while my poor bosom flutters, 
Relying on my lover’s word : 
Anxious to hear the song he utters, 
I listen to my pretty bird. 
But thanks to heaven, never with sadness 
Has he yet mourned ; even nov he gives 
(To silence care, 
And chase despair) 
His sprightly notes, with joy and gladness ; 
And thus I know my lover lives. 
Attentive mark ! 
Hark! hark! 
’Tis thus I know my lover lives. 


But see, he’s here, my heart’s contented, 
Sweet warbler truly didst thou speak ; 
Dear love, cried Jack, *twas all invented, 

Lest thy poor heart my fate may break. 
Love taught the cheat to cheer thy sadness, 
And cheats of love true love forgives : 
This anxious care 
Healed thy despair, 
Birds always sing with joy and gladness ; 
Thy love to thee and honour lives. 
Attentive mark! 
Hark! hark! 
Thy love to thee and honour lives. 


GIPLI IGF 


LET MY HEART KNOW JOY AGAIN, 
( Arnold.) 


RECITATIVE,. 
Aas! alas! where am 1? 
What scenes of splendour now break 
Upon my sight? what dazzling grandeur— 
A painful contrast to my happy home. 


AIR. 

Where now are flown the humble pleasures, 
Which alone could cheer my heart, 

Sweet, never-fading, soul-thrilling treasures, 
That love alone can e’er impart. 

I never sighed for wealth nor splendour, 
Peace there breathed round its holy calm, 

And hope could borrow 
A healing balm. 

Ah! then to those dear scenes returning, 
Let my heart know joy again ; 

This breast with gratitude for ever burning, 
Shall call down blessings on thy reign. 


GIVE ME BUT MY BOTTLE, ’LL GIVE UP 
THE REST. 


LET misers starve over the wealth they possess, 
And as it grows greater still fancy it less : 
Give me but my bottle, my pipe, and my glass, 
And heighten my bliss with a sweet blooming lass, 
I'll despise 
Being so wise: 
As the wind blows, 
So the world goes, 
Vl ne’er quit my bottle until the sun rise. 


Let lawyers, physicians, and parsons pretend 
That the good of mankiad is their principal end : 
Law, physic, divinity, soon would expire, 
Were Bacchus and Plutus from hence to retire. 
Life at best 
Is but a jest, 
E’en a bubble, 
Noise and tronble 5 
Give me but my bottle, I’ll give up the rest. 


Let fond, foolish lovers whine over the fair, 
And, in love disappointed, yield up to despair : 
No fickle, coy maiden, my mind shall perplex, 
No female inconstancy me e’er shall vex. 

Thus let me, 

Easy and free, 

Void of all care, 

Hope, or despair, 
Sit down to my bottle, or rove like a bee. 


LITTLE CUPID. 
( Haines. ) 


LITTLE Cupid once tapped at a maiden’s heart ; 
Pray let me in, pray let me in? 
But she scornfully bade the poor boy to depart, 
Saying, tempt me not to sin, tempt me not te 
sin. ; 
Tempt, tempt not to sin. 
A rose blooming by, 
Caught the young god’s eye, 
And slyly he hid in its bosom awhile, 
Saying, here will I stay, 
Till her frown pass away, 
For woman and love, woman and love, 
Were born, were born, but to smile. 
Were born but to smile. 


Little Cupid lay bathed in the balmy sweets, 
Crying, here let me rest, here let me rest ; 
But the maiden the rose with her kiss softly greets, 
Saying, bloom in my breast, bloom in my breast 
Bloom, bloom in my breast. 
Her young heart was caught, 
So Hymen was bronght ; 
And Cupid thus spoke, as he yazed on the while, 
See, the maid owns our sway, 
All her frowns ‘pass away, 
For woman and love, woman and love, 
Were born, were born, but to smile. 
Were born but to smile. 


OPP LOLOL 


WY STOUT MARTIAL STEPS, SEE, JOHN 
BUMPKIN IS COME, 


Air—‘* Hearts of Oak.” 


WI’ stout martial steps, see, John Bumpkin is 
come, 

To raise new recruits with the sound of the drum; 

Then rouse, hearts of oak! an example see here, 

John Bumpkin to drill for a tall grenadier. 


SPOKEN.] I think they’ll make summat o’ me 
at last; they ha gin me this fine red coat and splat- 
terdashes, and serjeant has undertaken to drill me 
himsen. ‘* Eyes right; dang it, that’s left.” I 
want my arms chalking. <« Attention!” 
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Air— Duke of York's March.” 


With thingumbebs here, so pratty and queer, 
Ecod, I'll be captain in less than a year. 
Tum tum de rum tum, &c. 
Air— Mrs. Casey.” 

When first I heard the drum and fife strike up a 
march so neatly, 

I thought I never in my life heard music sound so 
sweetly ; 

With martial air, to win the fair, I looked I don’t 
know how, sir, 

They laughed, and cried, and sighed, and died, 
when first I joined row dow, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Ecod, it were enough to make a cat 
laugh to see serjeant drilling me. <‘ Heads up! 
—higher ‘—still higher!” «« What, mun I look al- 
ways up at this ’en?” “To be sure you must.” 
<< Why, then, gi’ us your hand, serjeant; good- 
by ; for I shall never see you any more.” 


With thingumbobs here, &c. 


Air— Lovely Dolly.” 

Should sweetheart Nan look pale or wan, when I 
am gone away, sir, 

Or should she swoon upon the ground, the devil a 
word Id say, sir ; 

When I entered first, my father cursed, and called 
me simple Tony, 

With pigtail tied, cocked hat beside, I’m quite a 
maccaroni. 


SPOKEN.] I shall ha sweethearts enough now, 
mun; for wenches, like turkey-cocks, gobble at 
red rags. No, but I should do better if I could 
turn my toes out; and this stock, it throttles one 
tarnationly. Serjeant has found a new way to 
make one hold up one’s head, for he sticks a pitch 
fork under one’s chin, and, if you bob down, 
prongs goes up to your ears, and you look likea 
man in a pillory. 

With thingumbobs here, &c. 


Air—“ The jolly Pigeons.” 


Now, in peace, you may chance to be hungry ; 
In vain for some victuals you call ; 

But war gives the soldiers, in battle, 
A breakfast of powder and ball. 

It fills a man’s stomach at once, 
And soon puts an end to his pain; 

And if once you should eat this provision, 
You'll never be hungry again. 


SPOKEN.] Why, our serjeant has told me as 
how he has fought np to the breeches-waistband in 
blood ; and once a red-hot ball went plump into 
his face, but he up wi his sword, and split it in 
two. Hold, measter serjeant, says 1; I thinks 
that’s a - Silence, you scoundrel, Eyes 
right: Attention!” 

With thingumbobs here, &c. 


Air—“ Bobbing Joan.” 

Tommy, what dost thik of fighting and of drum- 
ming? 

Prithee, never slink when the foe is coming ! 

What need there more be said—it’s a fine diver- 
sion, 

And if you are shot dead, why, you’re in the 
fashion. 





SPOKEN. ] If you could no but hear our serjeant 
making a speak.—‘* Gentlemen, now’s your only 
time! If any ’prentice has a bad master—if any 
man has a bad wife,—let him apply to me at the 
sign of the Pig and Tinder-Box; or at Corporal 
Breakbones, at the Hen’s Teeth and Cat’s Fea- 
thers; or at Drummer Crackskull, at the Devil 
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and Bag of Nails,—they shall meet encourage- 
ment. Gentlemen, what a glorious thing war is |” 
Ay, says 1; when one comes home, and it’s all 
safe over; for, you know, measter, no plaster 
will stick on a head . Silence! Attention! 


With thingumbobs here, &c. 





PLL LOPIS 


CONTENTMENT. 
Air—© The Cottage in the Vale.” 
(A. J. Mason.) 


My humble cottage, seat of health, 
Embosomed in a vale; 

There no false cares of useless wealth 
My happy mind assail. 

I, with the sun, resume my toil, 
Amid the lowly throng ; 

At eve, while blessed with Anna’s simile, 
Contentment is my song. 


The blissful day that makes her mine 
Will speedily be here ; 

A happier pair, at Hymen’s shrine, 
Will, surely, ne’er appear ! 

And while through life’s rough path we stray, 
Amid the busy throng, 

May, in the eve of our short stay, 
Contentment be our song. 


GSLPLIL DP 


ARE YOU GOOD-NATURED, MY DEAR? 
Air— Billy O’ Rourke.”’—( Bryant. ) 


WHEN Paddy O’Carrol first came into town, 
He went gazing about, sirs, first up, and then 
down ; 
He was not very handsome, as every one knows, 
And never cared much ’bout the cut of his clothes ; 
But the girls are sly creatures, 
And oft would be teazing, 
For in Paddy’s rough face, och! they’d simper 
and leer ; 
And, as they were hoaxing, 
They’d cry out, so coaxing, 
Now tell me if you are good-natured, my dear? 


Now Paddy was vexed, both by night and by day, 
And he swore he’d not notice a word that they’d 
say 
But no matter the bus’ness, no matter the place, 
The sly little devils would stare im his face ; 
Still though he would frown, and look black as the 
devil 
The girls took no notice of this ’twould appear 5 
And, as they were hoaxing, 
They’d cry out, so coaxing, 
Now tell me if you are good-natured, my dear? 


One day, inthe street, he was properly tricked, 
For a girl she came up, and his pockets she 
picked ; 
He’d the tooth-ache besides, and a cold at his 
chest, 
So, of course, he looked sulky at being distrest ; 
When a creature, who saw him thus robbed and 
in pain, sirs, 
Came up to Poor Paddy, still looking so queer : 
Then leered him so hoaxing, 
And Pat thus was coaxing, 
With, tell me now are you good-natured, my dear? 


Then Paddy was choking with inward vexation, 

To think he’d been cheated so soon in this na- 
tion ; 

So he travelled to Bristol, for Ireland once more, 

Declaring he ne’er had been served so before ; 
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But when he was ready to jump in the ship, sirs, 
A girl smiled at Pat, and he felt himself queer : 
Says he, Judy, my life, 
Ill now make you my wife, 
For, St. Patrick be praised, I’m good-natured, my 
dear. 


PPIPPIP GS 


WE’LL RANGE THE GROVE TOGETHER. 
A DUET. 
( Upton.) 


O, COME, sweet boy, and life enjoy, 
For time is like a feather 

That flies away, so let’s be gay, 
And range the grove together. 

Now here, now there, each pleasure share, 
And range the grove together. 

We’ll range, we’ll range, let what will change, 
We'll range the grove together. 


O, hasten, haste, nor moments waste, 
Once gone, returns—no, never ! 
Yet Time shall see our lives shall be 
What nought but Death can sever ! 
While love is thine, and life is mine, 
We’ll range the grove together - 
We’ll range, we'll range, let what will change, 
We'll range the grove together - 


PIFECIOISD 


THE CHAPTER OF COMEDIES 3 
OR, THE ACTOR’S COMIC CATALOGUE. 
Air—* The Chapter of Kings.” —(T. Dibdin.) 


THE World in a Village, some poets portray, 
Some say men are all actors and Life a mere play, 
Which opinion I'll try to Review in a song, 

As You Like It, I hope, or I’m All in the Wrong. 
Yet, barring all pother, of this, that, and t’other, 
We’re al] of us actors in turn. 


The Critic, Poor Gentleman, quite in a Rage, 
Says I, only repeat All the World is a Stage 
Thus he acts the part of the Choleric Man, 
Because I advise ye to Laugh when you Can. 
For barring all pother, &c. 


The Jew and the Doctor sell money and health, 
The Miser, you know, is the Vot’ry of Wealth ; 
Village Lawyers, Hear Both Sides, nor care Which 
is Which, 
And the English Merchant plays How to Grow 
Rich. 
For barring all pother, &c. 


The Poor Soldier, Abroad and at Home, fights to 
rise, 
The Poor Sailor has Chances of taking the Prize, 
Both act British Fortitude go where they will, 
While our foes Fly by Night and are Runaways 
still, 
That’s barring all pother, &c. 


Hints to Husbands the Romp gives, while Miss in 
her Teens 
Longs for How to get Married, and Wedding Day 
scenes, 
Lovers’ Vows on the famed Flitch of Bacon de- 
pend ; 
Three Weeks after Marriage the Honey Moon end, 
For barring all pother, &c. 
What a fine School for Friends we a benefit find, 
’Tis a House to be Sold, and ’tis Raising the Wind. 
Speed-the Plough, while you rivet those Chains 
of the Heart, 
Which the Birth-Day of gratitude here must im- 
part, 
While barring all pother, Xe. 
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May Family Quarrels our land ne’er divide, 
May John Bull’s Naval Pillars support his Fire 
Side, 
May our Cabinet ever unanimous be, 
And the English Fleet through the World rule the 
sea 
é Till barring all pother, &c. 


POOP LGLIP?SD 


JOLLY HEALTH SPRINGS ALOFT TO THE 
LOUD SOUNDING HORN. 


JOLLY health springs aloft to the loud sounding 
horn, 
Unlocked from the arms of embrace ; 
And joy swells a hymn to salute the sweet morn, 
That smiles on the soul-cheering chase. 


Aurora discovers the Jandscapes around, 
From mountains fall murmuring floods ; 
The dew spreads its pearls o’er the daisy decked 
grouid, 
The birds wing their way from the woods. 


When puss is in view, up the brow how we strain, 
Then brush o’er the lawn like the wind ; 

She doubles, we down the slope scour again, 
Leaving wonder astonished behind. 


Hark forward! hark forward! high over we fly, 
Cross hedge, ditch, dauntless we bound ; 

Hound, horse, and huntsmen, espying the cry, 
The distant rocks doubling the sound. 


She dies, happy homeward we merrily join, 
Hospitality waits as our host ; 

The tale of the field is encored as we dine, 
Then beauty gives wit as a toast. 


No faction, no falsehood our friendships profane ; 
No envy embitters delight ; 

As exercise waits us all day on the plain, 
Felicity feasts us at night. 


GIL PE PPE 


I WRITE IN THE PRAISE OF FREE. 
MASONS. 


Air—‘* Come, let us prepare.” 


OF your hearts to take care, 
Now, ladies, prepare ; 

Be silent, I’ll tell you the reason ; 
Sly Cupid, they say, 
As the most certain way 

To conquer the fair, made a Mason. 


The music your hear 
Will ravish the ear, 
Your eye will be pleased past expression ; 
But think of the smart 
That follows the dart 
That comes from the heart of a Mason, 


Thy nymph may pretend 
Her heart to defend, 
But let her from me take a lesson ; 
She’s surely undone, 
Though her heart was of stone, 
It will melt at the glance of a Mason. 


By the apron and glove, 
Cupid reigns god of love ; 
His empire to deny is now treason ; 
Then I humbly agree 
Soon married to be, 
And answer each call of my Mason. 


Heaven prosper the youth, 
For honour and truth, 
And secresy famed by all nations ; 
I'll ne’er be ashamed, 
Nor fear to be blamed, 
While I write in the praise’of Freemasons, 
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ENGLAND SHALL BE ENGLAND FOR 
EVER. 


(Dibdin.) 


A POET from ruin no remedy saw, 
But an opera soon to be played, 

The opera was damned, and the merciless law 
Away all the chattels conveyed. 


A poor rat that was standing with tears in his eyes, 
As about scraps of paper he twirled, 

In hopes in this chaos to meet with some prize, 
Found out an old map of the world. 


He soon went to work—every large common weal 
He tumbled as if he were frantic ; 

On islands and continents made a full meal, 
And drank up the ocean Atlantic. 


For some tit bit he searched every cranny and 
nook, 
While kingdoms in ruin he hurled ; 
Till, like Mulgrave, Vancouvre, or Anson, or Cook, 
He almost made a voyage round the world. 


At last, since of feasting he had not enough : 
On Old England he thought he’d begin, 
But he found it a job so confoundedly tough, 
That he laid himself down and gave in. 


Let the story then serve for a sure case in point, 
That no effort our island can sever ; 
Were the whole world dismembered and torn joint 
from joint, 
Still should England be England for ever.. 


OPP LIGIF 


DICK FORESTAY. 
Air—‘* True Courage.” —(T. Jones.) 


Dick FORESTAY was bold as a lion in battle, 
And gloried defending old England to fight, 
Undaunted around him he’d hear the balls rattle, 
Of his country the shield, of our crew the de- 
light ; 
Unshaken at peril and fearless of danger, 
As stanch and true-hearted as ever was tar, 
To his honour and duty Dick ne’er was a stranger, 
And he oft had endured the sad hardships of 
war. 
When called to his duty, Dick parted at Dover 


With Nancy—he bade her not pine at his lot, 
For, said he, do ye mind, when the wars are all 


over, 
And the wrongs of old England revenged and 
forgot, — 


Oh! then to my fair one with plenty returning, 
To reap the reward of past toil and alarms, 
1’ll hie—so, dear girl, leave off sorrow and mourn- 


ing, 
And when I come back—I’ll moor safe in those 
arms. 
Dick fought for his country when bullets were fly- 
ing, 


And smoke on the air in thick volumes did ride, 
Midst the shouts of the foe and the groans of the 
dying, 
Till his messmate, Tom Sternfast, was shot by 
his side. 
He shed a kind tear to departed Tom’s merit, 
Who oft times had cheered him with humour 


and fun, 
Then a broadside was ordered, and poured in with 
spirit, 
Which made the Mounseers own the battle was 
won. 
Now to England returned, and his Nancy obtain- 


ing, 
He poured in her lap his abundance of gold, - 
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Bidding her to partake what she helped him in 
gaining, 
«« When bullets flew round me, ’twas you made 
me bold ; 
With you, my dear girl, now contented I’ll rest 
me, 
And venture upon the salt ocean no more, 
In doing my duty, kind heaven has blessed me, 
And the competence gained I’ll enjoy on the 
shore.” 


GPEP POLED 


OLD WINTER COMES ON WITH A 
FROWN. 


( Bloomfield.) 


DEAR boy, throw that icicle down, 

And sweep this deep snow from the door ; 
Old Winter comes on with a frown, 

A terrible frown for the poor. 
In a season so rude and forlorn, 

How can age, how can infancy, bear 
The silent neglect and the scorn 

Of those who have plenty to spare ? 


Fresh broached is my cask of old ale, 
Well timed now the frost has set in ; 
Here’s Job come to tell us a tale, 
We'll make him at home to a pin; 
While my wife and I bask o’er the fire, 
The roll of the seasons will prove, 
That time may diminish desire, 
But cannot extinguish true love. 


Oh! the pleasures of neighbourly chat, 
If you can but keep scandal away ; 

To learn what the world has been at, 
And what the great orators say ; 

Though the wind through the crevices sing, 
And hail down our chimney rebound, 

I’m happier than many a king, : 
While the bellows blows bass to the sound. 


Abundance was never my lot, 
But, out of the trifle that’s given, 
That no curse may alight on my cot, 
I’ll ‘distribute the bounty of heaven; 
The fool and the slave gather wealth, 
But, if I add nought to my store, 
Yet, while I have conscience in’ health, 
I’ve a mine that will never grow poor. 


GLIPLPIILP? 


THE [INTRIGUING IRISHMAN. 
(Brewer. ) 


THE first of my pranks was at little Rathshane, 

Where love, faith! like whiskey, popt into my 
brain, 

For Alley M‘Cullogh, a sweet little soul, 

As tall and as straight as a shaver-man’s pole. 


SPOKEN.] Och! she was a sweet creature: 
with a bloom on her face like a Munster potato. 
I met her a yoing to market one morning with a 
basket under one of her arms. Where do yon 
come from, my dear? saysI. From Clauterduffy, 
sir, says she. And what’s your name, my dear? 
Alley M*Cullogh, sir, says she. Och! what a 
soft beautiful name ! 


To be sure, then, I told her a piece of my mind, 
Till she left her own dad and the basket behind. 


But soon I was dying for Molly Machree, 

A sweet tender shoot just come from Tralee ; 

O sweet Molly, says I, do pray ease my pain. 

By St. Patrick, says she, pray what do you mane ? 


SPOKEN.] Mane, says I, why to marry you, to 
be sure. But do you though? says she. To be 
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no resisting ye, says she. So we were to be mar- 


ried next day. 


But as the devil would have it a thick fog came on, 
When I looked for the church, oh! I found it was 
gone. 


But morning and night she was always my plague, 

Faith! ’tis time then, says I, for to leave off in- 
trigue ; 

So for jacket and trousers I changed my old coat, 

And from Cork I set sail in a d—d open boat. 


SPOKEN.| We sailed so plagued slow, that a 
big storm overtook us. ‘To be sure, I didn’t swal- 
low a little of the sea broth; but the worst of my 
misfortunes was, when I landed, there was Molly 
Machree : and she put into my arms a great squal- 
ling brat, with a head as big as a bushel of pota- 
toes. What’s this? says I. ’Tis your own Teddy, 
says she, and as like ye as two peas. Teddy be 
d—d, saysI; take it away, woman; I tell ye, I 
don’t know any thing at all of the matter. 

Then to end my intriguing, I went off to sea, 
And bid a good morning to Molly Machree. 


GPP LIPO RP? 


RETURN, BLEST DAYS, RETURN, YE 
LAUGHING HOURS, 


A GLEE, 


RETURN, blest days, return, ye laughing hours, 
Which led me up the roseate steep of youth 
Which strewed my path with vernal flowers, 
And bid me court chaste Science and fair Truth. 


Witness, ye daughters of the year, 

If e’er a sigh had learnt to heave my breast ; 
If e’er my cheek was conscious of a tear, 

Till Cynthia came and robbed my soul of rest. 


So soft, so delicate, so sweet she came, 
Youth’s damask glow just dawning on her check, 
I gazed! I sighed! I caught the tame ! 
Felt the fond pang, and drooped with passion 
weak. 


CPE PLSPPR 


THE THRIFTY WIFE. 
(M. P. Andrews.) 


I AM a cheerful fellow, although a married man, 

And in this age of folly, pursue a saving plan ; 

Though wives are thought expensive, yet, who 
can live alone? 

Then, since they are dear creatures, ’tis best to 
have but one; 

My choice discovers clearly my prudence and my 
taste, 

I’ve a very little wife, with a very little waist. 


Marriage is a draught, we take for better or for 
worse, 

And wise is he who can prevent the drafts upon his 
purse § 

But evils are much lessened when wives are well 
inclined, 

For though they come across us, they shape them 
to our mind. 

If matters are well managed, no need to be strait 
laced, 

You may, with little danger, increase the little 
waist. 


Though spousey’s so discreet, still each fashion 
she'll display, 

Her bosom, heaven bless her! is as open as the 
day ; 

Her garment, may I venture a simile to beg, 

Hangs loosely from her shoulder, like a gown upon 
a peg: 
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sure I do-—what do you think of me? Oh, there’s 7 Yet, 


fearful of expenses, she shortens them, 
thoagh small, 

And if she goes on short’ning, there’ll be no waste 
at all. : 


PREP IPP EOP 


THE NEWSMAN ; 
OR, PUFFING’S ALL THE GO. 


WHO better knows the world than I? 
A newsman is my calling, 
And in all weathers, wet or dry, 
Rare news I’m always bawling ; 
And when I want the folks to buy, 
My papers to enhance, 
Here’s dreadful news, I loudly cry, » 
But just arrived from France : 
Thus when to queer the folks I choose, 
I blow my horn, and cry rare news. 


Search round the world ; you’ll find ’tis true, 
The one-half of mankind 
The plan of puffing do pursue, 
The other half to blind : 
Yon doctor, who, so rich and gay, 
Drives on through life so cheerly, 
Puffs off his pills, and tells you they 
Some thousand folks cure yearly ; 
Thus when to queer the folks they choose, 
Each puffs his praise and cries rare news. 


Your money-lenders advertise, 
And puff their schemes so fair, 
They tell us us’ry they despise, 
Then trap the rich man’s heir. 
Others, to catch the fair, will puff 
Their soap for ladies’ faces, 
Fine Turkish wash, or some rare stuff, 
Which gives a thousand graces : 
Thus when to queer the folks they choose, 
They puff away and cry rare news. 


Players and dancers, well ’tis known, 
Gain half their fame by puffing, 

With their own praise they cram the town, 
Their pockets mean time stuffing : 

Thus each to trick his neighbour tries, 
Then aim the golden stuff; 

To gain the which they spare no lies, 
But give ye puff for puff ; 

But when to queer the folks I choose, 

I blow my horn and cry rare news. 


GLP IPP 


NO, DEAREST AUNT! EXCUSE ME. 
(T. Moore.) 


DEAR aunt! in the olden time of love, 

When women, like slaves, were spurned, 

A maid gave her heart, as she would her glove, 

To be teased by a fop, and-—returned. 

Bat women grow wiser as men improve, 

And though beaus, like monkeys, amuse us, 
Oh! think not we’d give such a delicate gem 
As the heart, to be played with or sullied by them ; 

No—dearest aunt! excuse us. 


We may know by the head, on Cupid's seal 
What impression the heart will take ; 
Tf shallow the head, oh! soon we feel 
What a poor impression ’twill make. 
Though plagued, heaven knows! by the foolish 
zeal 
Of the fondling fop who pursues me, 
Oh! think not I’d follow their desperate rule, 
Who get rid of the folly by wedding the fool; 
No—dearest aunt! excuse me. 


GL II IL ERS 
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NAVAL HEROES; 
OR, THE ADMIRALS OF ENGLAND. 

Air—“ The Chapter of Kings.””~(Upton.) 
OF our strong wooden castles, the pride of the sea, 
And their gallant commanders, my song shall be ; 
Not forgetting a word in behalf of our tars, 
Who never yet shunned either danger or scars ; 

Oh, no; and in story, for England’s glory, 

Our tars are all brave in their way. 


To frighten Elizabeth, Philip, of Spain, 
Sent his famous Armada, to finish her reign ; 
But Bess, for her island and liberty’s sake, 
Made them run from her admirals~Howard and 
Drake ! 
But, waving all story, &c. 


Then the Dutchman, Van Tromp, swore he’d 
sweep the seas, 
And how he could humble the Britons with ease ; 
But Mynheer in his wrath made a little mistake, 
And was blown to the devil by Admiral Blake! 
- Yet, waving all story, &c. 


Queen Anne, who no insult was known to brook, 
Made the Dons cry peccavi to Admiral Rooke! 
Sir Cloudesly Shovel was valiant in fight, 
And Admiral Benbow a sailor’s delight! 

Yet, waving all story, &c. 


Then Vernon, Boscawen, and Pocock, too, 
Made the foes of Old England in turn to rue , 
While the French never draw from their bottles a 
cork 
But they tremble to think of bold Admiral Hawke! 
Yet, waving all story, &c. 


Then, Admiral Rodney beat Compte De Grasse, 
And Admiral Howe made the Gauls to dance, 
While the Dons found Admiral Jervis too much, 
And Admiral Duncan did over the Dutch! 

Yet, waving all story, &c. 


Then Admiral Nelson lay by for a while, 
Till he vanquished the French off the mouth of 
the Nile; 
But our seamen, like bull-dogs, will never give in, 
But conquer or die, boys, again and again! 
For, waying all story, &c. 


And oh, to immortalize Britain’s renown, 
The fight of Trafalgar emblazons her crown ; 
Like a comet will shine in the annals of fame, 
And live with the world, while the world has a 
name. ; 
And, waving all story, &c. 


Then, to sum up the heroes, the list to adorn, 
We have Admirals Hallowell, Baker, and Stra- 
chan ! 
With Harvey and Exmouth, and many like these, 
To prove that Britannia is queen of the seas! 
Yet, waving all story, &c. 


PRL IPIBD 


GENERAL JACKSON. 
Air—** Malbrook.” 


I WILL sing of General Jackson, 
Who the foe he has ne’er turned his back on, 
But his soldiers, with all their knapsacks on, 
Did make all de English stray, 
He fought them, one and all, 
And his courage was not very small, 
For he cut them with his sabre, 
And their backs he did belabour ; 
Then, we’ll sound the pipe and the tabor, 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah ! 
Hurrah for General Jackson ! 
The noble General Jackson! 
Hurrah for General Jackson ! 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! 
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When this place they wonld put one great tax on, 
Ha! ha! says brave General Jackson, 
Begar here’s no time to relax on, 

So their blood I will instantly draw. 
Then he pulled out his sabre, so, 
And he gave them one, two, three, great blow ; 
He kicked up the very devil to pay, sirs, 
He knocked off all their legs, people say, sirs, 
And den dey all try to run away, sirs. 

Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! &c. 


Now it’s peace, and the war is over, 
So let us all live in clover, 
For he is his country’s lover, 
And still will protect her law; 
He’ll always shed his blood, 
And fight for a cause that’s good ; 
And, if he’s shot through the head, sirs, 
Or his blood it should flow so red, sirs, 
We’ll sing in his praise, when dead, sirs, 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! &e. 


And when dis brave man dey send off, in 
A very nice gay-looking coffin, 
No one shall his burying be scoffing, 
Nor on his brave skin set his paw ; 
For, begar, if e’er he does, 
He vill shake him out of his shoes ; 
But at this I must say oh fie, sirs, 
For that day, Iam sure, is not nigh, sirs, 
And brave Jackson he never shall die, sirs. 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! &c. 


PPLE PLE? ?P 


THE GIN-SHOP. 
Air—* The Pop-Shop.”—(W. R. Smageen.) 


ILL sing you a song, 
’Tis not very long, 
’Tis short, too, of merit, I fear; 
But, if without merit, 
Tis not without spirit, 
And that you shall very soon hear. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


I sing of the shop 
Where the comforting drop 
Is tasted by each age and class 3 
And I know very well, 
There are more than will tell 
Can toss off a comforting glass. 
. Fol de rol, &c. 


Sometimes at the door 
There’s a jolly uproar, 
A crowd is collected around ; 
Some are kicking and biting, 
Some scratching and fighting, 
While others lie drunk on the ground. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Perhaps up comes a swell, 
Who can brag very well, 
And, raising himself on his toes, 
Begins to talk loud, 
When one of the crowd 
Puts him down with a quash on the nose. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


The poor landlord now 
Gets into the row, 
But all he can say don’t avail ; 
He cries, <‘ Pray forbear ;” 
But none of them care, 
But at his officiousness rail. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


The watchmen are called, 
And off some are hauled, 
And safely lodged for the night ; 
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And, perhaps, the next day, 
Are posted awa 
To the Mill—as they’re fond of a fight. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


, a a ee ee ae 


THE AUTHOR’S FAVOURITE, SALLY. 
Air-—“ Sally, in our Alley.”’—( Collins.) 


THE bard, who glows with Grub-street fire, 
In Sally’s praise profuse is, 

But know, the sally I admire, 
’Tis wit alone produces ; 

Sweet sprightly sylph, ’tis thee I mean, 
Then stand not shilly-shally, 

But, as thou art my fancy’s queen, 
Ne’er let me want a sally. 


Tis true, we're told, in prose or rhyme, 
A wit is but a feather ; 

But let me lightly mount sublime, 
While grovelings hug their tether ; 

Then, like the lark, I’ll soar and sing, 
While from the sordid valley, 

~ The clod-sprung earth-worm ne’er takes wing, 

Nor e’er enjoys a sally. 


Sallies of wit, where wisdom rules, 
Are gladsome, gamesome, gay things ; 
But those who sport with pointed tools 
Should handle well their playthings ; 
Then, haply, when the stroke offends, 
No longer prone to rally, 
I’ll silence keep, to keep my friends, 
And check the sportive sally. 


And, as old Time speeds on apace, 
His sport and prey to make us, 
With hasty strides, and hot foot-race, 
Determined to o’ertake us ; 
When, from the sally-port of life 
We rush, to close life’s tally, 
Released from cank’ring care and strife, 
Triumphant be our sally. 


PLEL IP OF 


TO HORSE, BRAVE BOYS OF NEW- 
MARKET, TO HORSE! 
CT. Durfey.) 

To horse, brave boys of Newmarket, to horse, 

You'll lose the match by longer delaying, 
The gelding just now was led over the course, 

I think the devil’s in you for staying ; 
Run and endeavour all to bubble the sporters, 
Bets may recover all lost at the Groom Porters ; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, come down to the 

Ditch ; 

Take the odds—and then you'll be rich. 


For Vl have the brown-bay if the blue bonnet 
ride, 
And hold a thousand pound of his side, sir; 
Dragon would scour it, but Dragon grows old, 
He cannot endure it, he cannot, he will not 
now run it, 
As Jately he could 
Age, age, does hinder the speed, sir. 





Now, now, now they come on, and sce, 
See the horse lead the way still, 
Three lengths before at the turning the sands,— 
Five hundred pounds upon the brown-bay still. 
Pshaw! on the devil! I fear we have lost, 
For the dog, the blue bonnet, has run it, 
A plague light upon it! 
The wrong side the post ! 
Odds Zounds! was ever such fortune ! 


, ae 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIR1H. 


ALTOGETHER. 
(Lawler. ) 


REUBEN, he had wit and grace, 
Altogether, 

And ran, I wot, a godly race, 
Altogether. 

Quoth pious Reuben, ‘ verily, 

Temptation may my spirit try, 

But the devil and woman I do defy 
Altogether.” 


Reuben and a blooming maid, 
Altogether, 

Met beneath a hawthorn-shade, 
Altogether, 

With love his heart began to swell, 

He clasped the maid, but, strange to tell, 

Quite plump into a ditch they fell, 
Altogether ! 


The devil and woman bcth came there, 
Altogether, 
Which tempted him to love and swear, 
Altogether. 
Out they scrambled, black as pitch, 
None could discover which was which, 
So he d-——d the woman and the ditch 
Altogether. 


KITTY O’ THE CLYDE. 
(C. Dibdin. > 


A BOAT danced on Clyde’s bonny stream, 
When winds were rudely blowing, 
There sat what might a goddess seem 
Of the waves beneath her flowing, 
But, no! a mortal fair was she, 
Surpassing a’ beside, 
And youths a’ spier’d her choice to be, 
Sweet Kitty o’ the Clyde. 


I] saw the boatman spread a sail, 
And, while his daftness noting, 
The boat was upset by the gale,— 
I saw sweet Kitty floating. 
I plunged into the silver wave, 
Wi’ Cupid for my guide, 
And thought my heart weel lost to save 
Sweet Kitty 0’ the Clyde. 


But Kitty is a high-born fair, 
A lowly name I carry ; 

Nor can wi’ lordly thanes compare, 
Who woo the maid to marry, 

But she ne’er scornful looks on me, 
And joy may yet betide, 

For hope dares flatter mine may be 
Sweet Kitty o’ the Clyde. 


OLLIE LIPS 


BETSY BAKER. 
Air-— Head Man at Mrs. Grundy’s.” 
(Hudson. ) 


FROM noise and bustle far away, hard work my 
time employing, 

How happily did I pass each day, content and 
health enjoying ; 

The birds did sing, and so did I, as I trudged o’er 
each acre ; 

I never knew what ’twas to sigh, till I saw Betsy 
Baker. 


At church I met her, dressed so neat, one Sunday 
in hot weather, 

With love I found my heart did beat as we sung 
psalms together ; 
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So piously she hung her head, the while her voice 
did shake, ah ! 

I thought if ever I did wed,’twould be with Betsy 
Baker. 


From her side I could not budge, and, sure, I 
thought no harm on’t, 

My elbow then she gave a nudge, and bade me 
mind the sarment ; 

When church was over, out she walked, but I did 
overtake her, 

Determined I would not be baulked, I spoke to 
Betsy Baker. 


Her manners were genteel and cool, I found, on 
conversation, 

She’d just come from boarding-school, and finished 
her education ; 

But love made me speak out quite free, says I, l’ve 
many an acre, 

Will you give me your company ?—I sha’n’t, said 
Betsy Baker. 


All my entreaties she did slight, and I was forced 
to leave her, 

T got no sleep all that there night, for love had 
brought a fever ; 

The doctor came, he smelt his cane, with long face 
like a Quaker, 

Said he, “ Young man, pray, where’s thy pain?” 
says I, ‘« Sir, Betsy Baker.” 


Because I was not bad enough, he bolused and he 
illed me, 

And, if I’d taken all his stuff, I think he must ha’ 
killed me ; 

I put an end to all the strife twixt him and the 
undertaker, 

And what d’ye think twas saved my life? why, 
thoughts of Betsy Baker. 


I then again to Betsy went, once more with love 
attacked her, 

But meantime she got acquainted wi’ a ramping 
mad play actor. 

If she would have him, he did say, a lady he 
would make her, 

He gammoned her torun away, and 1 lost Betsy 
Baker. 


I fretted very much to find my hopes of love so 
undone, 

And mother thought ’twould ease my mind if I 
came up to London. 

But though I strive another way, my thoughts will 
ne’er forsake her, 

I dream all night, and think all day, of cruel 
Betsy Baker. 


POEL AL IF 


SOLOMON ISAAC’S ADVERTISEMENT FOR 
A WIFE; 


OR, THE ODD TRICK IS EVERY THING. 
~ Air—« Amo amas.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


UPON ma life, 
I vants a vife, 
Can you tell as vhere I'll get von, 
Vat knows de rig 
To cheat a prig, 
At a bargains vhen is met von? 


SPOKEN. ] She must be properly qualified to take 
de lead in ma shop, vhere I deals in every ting 
vat ish peautiful, marine-stores of arl sorts ; so she 
must be up to arl de gammon vat belongs to it in 
de genteel— 

Tag-rag, gag-mag, 
Black-doll, flag-rag, 
Marine-stores shop the shine, O! 
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Blatherum, snatherum, 
Omnium, gatherum, 
Tickle out and rattle im the rhino! 


Von vat ish quick, 
And sharp as Old Nick, 
At arl vat ish cunning nice knacks ; 
At vonce I’ll take 
To my shop, and make, 
Her de vife of Solomon Isaacs. 


SPOKEN.] She must be quite young, vat so I get 
her in good training to my own vay; den she 
mustn’t be so big vat as she can valk over ma head, 
nor so little vat as any body can rum avay mit her 
in dere pocket ; she must have two eyes vat ish 
sharp as needles and black as sloes, mit plenty of 
brass in her sheek vat von’t come out of her face ; 
she must have von tongue for me, and anoder for 
my customers, vat I shall look in her mout’ for 
always. Any vonbring me such a body shall be 
handsome revard to ma shop, vhere she vill have 
noting at arl to do but mind her business in de gen- 
teel vay of— 


Tag-rag, gag-mag, ‘ 
Blacky-doll, flag-rag, &c. 
Arl this must she 
Be that’s vife for me, 
In every ting, sort and size meant 5 
To take ma name, 
Must be true-bred game, 
Vat ish more to my advertisement ! 


SPOKEN.] She von’t do at arl if she ben’t game 
enough vhen she tells a vhite lie, to stick to it, back 
and edge, till she’s black in de face! I vouldn’t 
have a farden for her, if she couldn’t svear vat an 
old padlock vas a new patent lamp; make ’em 
believe vat yesterday vas the day after to-morrow ; 
and sell em a vooden ladle for a silver spoon. 
Dere ish noting in de fair vay of trade to be done 
mitout gammon ; so if she vo’n’t be up to dat at 
first, I shall be down upon her at last, vat she 
vo’n’t do for my shop, you see, vat’s a respectable 
business proper for de line. In every bargains she 
must always have arl her eye-teeth about her head, 
keep a sharp sight upon de watchman, and know 
vat’s o’clock mit out counting her fingers! She 
must never lose deal, and a1lways make sure of de 
odd trick, you see, because vat in our vays, de 
odd trick ish every ting in de game! so she must be 
up to it, to be down upon ’em; and dat’s vat I 
vants for my 

Taggery, maggery, 
Blacky-doll raggery, 

A vife vat must cut a shine, O! 
Gaggerum, braggerum, 
Brassy-face, swaggerum, 

Shuffle, cut, and odd trick de rhino. 


CLOOCC IDR 


SWEET NIGHTINGALE. 
(G,. Colman.) 


SWEET nightingale, thy tuneful song 
Is soothing to my care ; 

O, still the plaintive notes prolong, 
And charm my heart’s despair. 


And, gentle bird, if near thy bower 
The blooming Emma rove, 

Again thy melting cadence pour, 
And charm the maid to love. 


Then say, estranged from ev’ry joy, 
In grief I waste my days ; 

In mournful themes my thoughts employ, 
And love-inspiring lays. 
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Meek warbler, try thy tender art, 
The scornful maid to move ; 
And teach the notes that soothe my pain 


To charm the heart of love. 
Sweet nightingale, &c. 


SALLY AND WILLIAM. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


HARK! where martial music sounding far, 
From peace to glory many a youth invites, 
While many a maiden’s tears condemn the war, 
That tears her lad from love, and love’s de- 
lights ! 
Till Time, on Neptune’s wings, 
The welcome letter brings ! 
And then of promised joys she sweetly sings ;— 
“€ What happy days shall Sally prove 
When blest with William and with love.” 


Marching over Egypt’s tented plain, 
Or braving foes on India’s distant shore, 
The youth, by fancy whispered, fears again 
To see his love and native land no more! 
Till Time, on Neptune’s wings, 
The welcome letter brings, 
And then of promised joy he gaily sings ;— 
“¢ What happy days shall William prove, 
When blest with Sally and with love.” 


GPF E EL? F 


THE ANGLER. 


[Translated from the German of Goethe, by Dr. 
Beresford. } 


IN gurgling eddies rolled the tide, 
The wily angler sat 

Its verdant, willowed bank beside, 
And spread the treach’rous bait ; 

Reclined he sits, in careless mood, 
The floating quill he eyes ; 

When, rising from the opening flood, 
A humid maid he spies! 


She sweetly sung—she sweetly said, 
(As gazed the wond’ring swain,) 

«© Wy thus, with murd’rous arts, invade 
My placid, harmless reign ? 

Ah, didst thou know how blessed, how free 
The finny myriads stray, 

Thou’dst long to dive the limpid sea, 
And live as blest as they. 


«< The sun, the lovely queen of night, 
Beneath the deep repair, 

And thence, in streamy lustre bright, 
Return more fresh and fair! ‘ 

Nor tempts thee yon etherial space, 
Betinged with liquid blue? 

Nor tempts thee not thy pictured face 
To bathe in world of dew?” 


The tide in gurgling eddies rose, 
It reached his trembling feet ; 
His heart with fond impatience glows, 
The promised joys to meet ! 
So sung the soft, the winning fair— 
Alas! ill-fated swain! 
Half dragged, half pleased, he sinks with her, 
And ne’er was seen again! 


LAWYER BRIEF ; 


OR, A NRW WAY TO GET RID OF A SCOLDING 
WIFE. 


(Sloman. ) 


MISTER BRIEF was a lawyer, a lawyer so gay, 
And he married, yes he married, a wife, people 
say, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


And none was so happy, then, during their life, 
As Brief, till he took to himself a young wife. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


She worritted and teazed him the whole of the 


day 
Till he thought with himself, oh! he would make 
away, 
Says he, from this shrew I will myself deliver, 
For Pll go and I’ll throw myself into the river. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A thought it came into his head, lucky elf, 
That he would drown his spouse instead of him- 
self, 
He said to her one night, for to end all this strife, 
I’m resolved for to go make an end of my life. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c.» 


Says she, my dear husband, I’ll obey your com- 
mands, 
Then, says he, my dear wife, you must first tie 
my hands, 
And, if you don’t think it too much of a sin, 
I beg, my dear wife, that you will push me in. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Now, with great alacrity she did consent, 
And unto the side of the water they went, 
She tcok a long run, for to give him a throw, 
But he slipped aside, and in she did go. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


She began then to squall, oh dear! I shall be 
drowned ; 

Says he, I cannot help you, my hands so tight 
you’ve bound, 

He called for assistance when he thought she was 
dead, 

The people they did hear, and to the water sped. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


And when that all the people had come to the 
river side, 

They thought that they should find her floating 
with the tide ; 

Oh, do not go that way, the husband he did 
scream, 

For, if you wish to find her, you must go against 
the stream. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


PLL IP ILI 


OH, HAD MY LOVE NE’ER SMILED ON 
ME. 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


OH, had my love ne’er smiled on me 
1 ne’er had known my anguish ; 
But think how false, how cruel she, 

To bid me cease to languish ; 

To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Breathe on a flame half perished ; 
And then, with cold and fixed disdain, 

To kill the hope she cherished. 


Not worse his fate who, on a wreck 
That drove as winds did blow it, 
Silent, had left the shattered deck, 
To find a grave below it: 
Then land was cried no more resigned, 
He glowed with joy to hear it; 
Not worse his fate, his woe, to find 
The wreck must sink e’er near it ! 





GIP LII SF 


A TOUCH AT THE TIMES. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


YOUR servant, kind gentlefolks, how do you do? 
I’ve come once more to Lunnun, you see, to see 
you 3 
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And, to meet you all looking so jolly and well, 

ft gives me such pleasure you really can’t tell. 

Every summer my dad sends me up here to town, 

To sce all the sights, and to send him word down: 

This, as usual, I’ve done in a bit of a song, 

Which I’ll sing, if you please—it will not keep you 
long. 


Of the dandies you all must have heard, I sup- 
pose : ; 

Those monkeyfied men in their nondescript clothes ; 

I met one t’other day who looked monstrously 
strange, : 

But I’m sure that I knowed him at Exeter Change. 


There’s the dandyfied chargers, too, bear a great 


sway ; ; 
I can’t say I showd like to be horsed in that way : 
One looks so like an ass, although it is true, 

You can carry your horse when he can’t carry you. 


I bought some new shoes t’other day, which I 
found 

Had some newly-invented brass heels that turned 
round ; 


Revolving they call these round heels, but, good 


lack, 
They accounts squared—and soon revolved me on 
my back. 


There’s the ships from the North Pole have brought 
back some dogs here, 

As if puppies enough in this town don’t appear ; 

They talk of red snow, too, in showers that came 
down; 

But, when folks can’t snow white, we all know 
they’ll snow brown. 


To sing to you all gives me here such delight,’ 

I really do think I could sing all the night; __ 

Bunt now having sung all I’ve seen and I know, 

If you please I will make my best bow, sirs, and 
20-6 


ELLEN, WEEP NO MORE. 


(J. H. Haddon.) 


TAKE back, sweet maid, the trembling sigh 
Your faithful heart so fondly gave ; 
And dry the pearly tearful eye, 
For nought but smiics those eyes should have : 
Then, Ellen, weep no more. 


Tis smiles that banish every care, 
That chase the bosom’s sweet repose ; 
And joy thai dries the timid tear, 
As o’er thy lovely cheek it flows : 
Then, Ellen, weep no more. 


GOI IL IPL LR 


ROBINETTE WILL HAVE IT SO. 
( Garrick.) 


ONCE as merry as the lark 
I mounted to the sky, 
But now I’m grown a sober spark, 
And like an owl, 
The wisest fowl, 
Will roll a dismal eye; 
For Robinette will have it so, 
And what she will shall be ; 
1, therefore, take to ho! ho! ho! 
And turn off he! he! he! 


Once as merry as the kid, 
I frisked it o’er the ground ; 
But since I am to laugh forbid, 
An ass I am, 
A sheep, a lamb, 
Shut up in dismal pound. 
For Robinette will have it so, &c. 


GOI PLIIC#R? 
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LOUDON’S BONNIE WOODS AND BRAES., 
Air—** Earl of Moira’s Welcome to Scotland.” 
(Tannahill. ) 


LoUDON’s bonnie woods and braes, 
I maun lea’ them a’, lassie: 
Wha can thole whan Britain’s faes 
Wad gie Britons law, lassie ? 
Wha wad shun the field o’ danger? 
Wha frae fame wad live a stranger? 
Now, when Freedom bids avenge her, 
Wha wad shun her ca’, lassie? 
Loudon’s bonnie woods and braes 
Hae seen our happy bridal days, 
And gentle hope shall soothe thy waes, 
When I am far awa, lassie. 


Hark! the swelling bugle sings, 
Yielding joy to thee, laddie ; 

But the dolefu’ bugle brings 
Waefu’ thoughts to me, laddie. 
Lanely I may climb the mountain, 

Lanely stray beside the fountain, 
Still the wearie moments countin’, 
Far frae love and thee, laddie. 
O’er the gory fields of war, 
Where Vengeance drives her crimson car, 
Thow’lt, may be, fa’, frae me afar, 
And nane to close thy ee, laddie. 


O, resume thy wonted smile! 
O, suppress thy fear, lassie! 
Glorions Honour crowns the toil 
That the soldier shares, lassie ; 
Heaven will shield thy faithfu’ lover, 
’Till the vengeful strite is over, 
Then we’ll meet, nae mair to sever, 
Till the day we die, lassie. 
?Midst our bonnie woods and braes, 
We’ll spend our peacefu’, happy days, 
As blithe’s yon lightsome lamb that plays 
On Loudon’s flow’ry lea, lassie. 


GILL PLE DP 


A POT, AND A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 


SOME praise taking snuff; 
And ’tis pleasant enough 
To those who have got the right knack, O! 
But give me, my boys, 
Those exquisite joys, 
A pot, and a pipe of tobacco. 


When fume follows fume 
To the top of the room, 
In circles pursuing their track, O! 
How swect to inhale 
The health-giving gale 
Of a pipe of Virginia tobacco. 


Let soldiers, so bold, 
For fame or for gold, 
Their enemies cut, slash, and hack, O! 
We have fire and smoke, 
Though all but in joke, 
In a peaceable pipe of tobacco. 


Sheuld a mistress, unkind, 
Be inconstant in mind, 
And on your affections look black, O! 
Let her wherrit and tiff, 
Twill blow off in a whiff, 
If you take but a. pipe of tobacco. 


The miserly elf, 

Who, in hoarding bis pelf, 
Keeps body and soul on the rack, O! 
Would he bless and be blest, 

He might open his chest, 
By taking a pipe of tobacco. 
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Politicians so wise, 
All ears and all eyes, 


For news, till their addled pates crack, O! 


After puzzling their brains, 
Will not get tor their pains 
The worth of a pipe of tobacco. 


If your land in the claw 
Of a limb of the law 


You trust, or your health to the quack, O! 


’Tis fifty to one, 
They’re both as soon gone 
As you'd puff out a pipe of tobacco. 


Life’s short, ’tis agreed-— 
So we’ll try from the weed, 
Of man a brief emblem to tack, O! 
When his spirit ascends, 
Die he must,—and he ends 
In dust, like a pipe of tobacco ! 


GPOF IOI? 


FILL THE BOWL WITH ROSY WINE. 


(Cowley. ) 


FILL the bowl with rosy wine, 
Around our temples roses twine, 
And let us cheerfully awhile 
Like the wine and roses smile. 
To day is ours, what do we fear? 
To day is ours, we have it here. 


Let’s treat it kindly, that it may 
Wish, at least, with us to Stay ; 


Let’s banish care—let’s banish sorrow, 


To the gods belongs to morrow. 


To day is ours, &c. 


PPTIILP OY 


WITH AN AIR DEBONAIR, I INSTRUCT 


THE LADIES, 
( O’Keefe.) 


WITH an air 
Debonair, 
I instruct the ladies, 
Charming, sweet, and pretty, 
Lovely, fair, and witty, 
Susan, Jane, or Kitty, 
I contrive to hit ye : 
Come away, 
All ye gay, 
For the dance my trade is ; 
Charming, sweet, and pretty, 
Lovely, fair, and witty, 
Prithee, come away ! 
See, sce, see! 
The dancers are met ; 
What an elegant set! 
White in country dance, 
Or cotillon they prance, 
I regulate their pace. 
Ye youths, would you the secret know 
Why I’m caressed where’er I go ?— 
With kitt in hand I draw my bow, 
I squeeze the hand, and point the toc, 
And slide into their grace. 


PLEO LIEP? 


THE PLEASURES OF A SAILOR’S LIFE. 


A SAILOR’S life’s a pleasant life, 
He freely roams from shore to shore ; 
In ev’ry port he finds a wife ; 
What can a sailor wish for more ? 
Yo him the world her charms displays, 
He views all Nature’s choicest stores, 


And vent’ring on the stormy seas, 

Her various beauties he explores. 
Then weigh your anchor, bend your sails ; 
The wind blows aft with pleasant gales ; 
Keep helm a-midships, thus remain, 
Our port, brave boys, we soon shall gain. 


A sailor’s life’s a happy life, 
Our heerts are free from pain or fear ; 
We harbour no ill-will or strife, 
But merrily our course we steer : 
lf winds blow cross, or storms arise, 
We to our well-known skill resort ; 
The danger boldly we despise, 
And all’s forgot when we’re in port. 
Then each man has his pretty lass, 
And jovially our time we pass. 
Our hours with mirth and joy are crowne 1, 
And cheerfully the glass goes round. 


A sailor's life’s a glorious life, 
In danger’s field he toils for fame ; 
When threat’ning war’s alarms are rife, 
His matchless deeds his worth proclaim : 
Undaunted he the foe pursues, 
His breast true British valour boasts, 
The blood-stained deck he fearless views, 
Amid the shock of charging hosts. 
By him, Britannia’s fame to raise, 
And prove her mistress of the seas, 
Destruction on her foes is hurled, 
He bears her thunder o’er the world. 


GILOPIPEOR 


WHAT SHEPHERD CAN BLAME ME FOR 
DROPPING A TEAR? 


WHAT shepherd or nymph of the grove 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Sylvia no longer is here? 
My flocks if at random they stray, 
What wonder, since she’s from the plains? 
Her hands they were wont to obey ! 
She ruled both the sheep and the swains. 


Can I ever forget how we strayed 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bower we had built in the shade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There sweet by my side as she lay, 
And heard the fond stories I told, 
How sweet was the thrush from the spray, 
And the bleating of lambs from the fold. 


How oft would I spy-out a charm, 
Which before had been hid from my view ! 
And while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips how they grew : 
How oft the sweet contest would last 
Till the hours of retirement and rest, 
What pleasures and pains each had past, 
Who longest had loved, and who best. 


No changes of place or of time 
I felt when my fair one was near, 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each season that checkered the year. 
In Winter’s rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the bosom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and ease ; 
We rose up to work and to play. 


She was all my fond wishes could ask, 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature’s most beautiful task, 
The despair and the envy of Art. 
There is all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that is lovely is drest ; 
For the graces were thronged in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodged in her breast, 
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He thought he’d sup with her at night, so he sent it, wrapped ip, to her by a man, 


And what did she do but invite to eat it, the waterman fireman. 





THE FIREMAN WATERMAN. 


Air—** Pll have a Wife of my own.”’—( Hudson. ) 


In Hungerford Market a maid 

Dwelt, who never had thought 0’ man, 
Till by Cupid her heart was betrayed, 

And she fell in love with a waterman ; 
His person had every charm 

And grace that could be had by a man, 
He wore a gold badge on his arm, 

For he was a waterman fireman. 


She admired the cut of his coat, 
There could not be a smarter man, 
And she longed to go out in a boat 
Along with the fireman waterman ; 
A lover, besides, she had got, 
He was a scourer and dyer-man, 
His love for her was as hot 
As hern for the waterman fireman. 


The dyer had plenty of cash, 
And, although he was a much shorter man, 
He resolved he would cut a dash, 
And cut out the fireman waterman ; 
But his company she refused bold, 
And said, even was he a squireman, 
He warn’t fit a candle to hold 
To the handsome waterman fireman. 


But this dyerman would not have nay, 

For fear folk should think he was not a man, 
He stuck to her tight, and did pray 

She would have him instead of the waterman ; 
With his money he made a great stir, 

Made her presents, or else he’s a liar-man, 
But the faster he ran after her, 

The faster she followed the fireman. 


Yet his presents to lose she was loth, 
To his pocket she gave no quarter, man, 
She told him, and vowed with an oath, 
She would cut with the fireman waterman ; 
50—VOL, lI. 


With hope, then, the dyer did grin, 
Though, poor fellow, he warn’t a bit nigher, 
man, 
For her false heart was cram full within 
Of the handsome waterman fireman. 


One day for her supper he bought 

A lobster, (for he was that sort o’ man 
Genteelly to do what was not 

To be done by the fireman waterman ;) 
He thought he’d sup with her at night, 

So he sent it, wrapped up, to her by a man, 
And what did she do but invite 

To eat it, the waterman fireman. 


It was late before he could get there, 
When sitting at table he caught a man, 
The lobster was gone,—he did stare 
When he saw the fireman waterman ; 
His senses, all of them, seemed stopped, 
He stood as stif as a wire man, 
But came to by being well whopped 
By his rival the waterman fireman. 


To Bow-street he slowly did halt, 

And, although he wished to be thought a man, 
A warrant he got for the assault, 

And took up the fireman waterman ; 
To the sessions then all three did go, 

Where she swore that this loving dyerman 
Began the fray, and gave the first blow, 

So he’d ten pounds to pay to the fireman. 


PLL LIPOL SP 


THY MONARCH REPAIRS ALL THY 
LOSSES AND CARES. 


(H. M. Milner.) 


THESE domes, whose bright splendours delight 
Each beholder’s admiring gaze, 

Where the East’s brilliant treasures unite, 
In magnificence, gorgeously blaze, 

Are thine.—Thus thy monarch repairs 

All thy losses, all thy cares! 
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There shall beauties, bright, bestowing 

Every joy that love imparts, 

Prompted by their ever-grateful hearts! 
Bashful blushes, enchantingly glowing, 
Keep Pleasure’s cup for thee o’erflowing ; 
A lot so blest as thine shall Envy’s voice excite ; 
Whilst thou, in a life of delight, 

Thy misfortunes shall cease to repine. 


PEEL IRL IF 


ELEGANT PARIS, AND BEAUTIFU 
DUBLIN ; 


OR, MR. O’GALLAGHER. 
Air— Paddy O’ Raffety; or, Mr. O’ Gallagher.” 


( Beuler. ) 
To Paris ve been, which they make such a fuss 
about, 
But, sure, it’s a place that is not worth a curse 
about ; 
Och! so big, like an overgrown prattee-pot bub- 
bling, 


With no beautiful streets, like the city of Dublin. 

‘There’s their grand river Saine, at least, French- 
men flame it so, 

But they are insane, whenever they name it so ; 

Sure these French Parishioners would be a great 
trouble in 

Should they see there the mouth of the Liffey from 
Dublin, 

With its bay, and its bank, and its places of know- 
ledge, 

The Lying-in Workhouse, and Trinity-College ; 

There’s Killmainham-College, where old sowldiers 
hobble in, 


Then, good luck, and long life, to the city of Dub- | 
! 


lin! 
They’re ignorant cratures, for, if you’re inquirish, 
‘They can answer you neither in English or Irish ; 
Now, sure, you all know that our babies, just hob- 
bling, 
Speak English and Irish both together, in Dublin. 
They call us all ‘* barbars,” but theirs is a liar- 
land 
They’ve more barbers in Paris than we in all Ire- 
land ; 
One called me a bete, too, whilst we were a squab- 
ling, 
So then I beat him for the honour of Dublin. 
With its bay and its bank, &c. 


They boast of their dam(e)s, belies, and honey 
their bee brings, 

Their Gobelin tapestry, and porcupine tea-things ; 

But, sure, we’ll find porcupines, bells, or a gob- 
lin, 

And honeys, and d—ns, too, in plenty in Dublin. 

Then they say we’ve no beauty and grace in our 


maire-land ! 

Och, murder! they know nought at all of ould 
Treland ; 

Their cows our fat grass now would like to be gob- 
ling, 


And, sure, there is a beauty in beautiful Dublin. 
With its bay and its bank, &c. 


PPPOPGLS 


ROW, BOYS, ROW. 
A BOAT SONG. 
(W. Ball.) 
[ Music, T. C. Smith, 36, St. James’s Street. ] 


O’ER the peaceful wave advancing, 
As our wel]l-trimmed bark we guide, 
I.o! around us brightly glancing, 
Day fersakes the silver tide. 


Hark! ’mid wakeful echoes rolling, 
From yon far-off Minster tower, 
Now the solemn curfew tolling, 
Sweetly charms the twilight hour. 
Row, boys, row! 
Whilst ourspell-wrought course we’re stecring, 
Chanting on our homeward way, 
Friendship’s social task endearing, 
Join, boys, juin th’ harmonious lay. 
Evening here her shadowy pinion 
Leads o’er bay, and shore, and stream, 
Fair as Fancy’s soft dominion, 
E’er revealed to lover’s dream. 
Row, boys, row! 
Night’s majestic queen before us 
Now resumes her pearly car,— 
See, where newly bright’ning o’er us 
Beams her first prelusive star! 
O, ye list’ning heav’ns! befriend us, 
And through life’s untried career, 
Smiles, to aid our union, lend us, 
Kind as those that guide us here! 
Row, boys, row! 


PLPELOOP 


DESCRIPTION OF LONDON. 
Air—“* Barney Bodkin.” —(T. Dibdin. ) 


WESTMINSTER is full of wigs, 

Lawyer’s heads, and briefs, and bags ; 
Lords and commons, carts and gigs, 

Silks, and satin rogues, and rags; 
Covent-garden, Drury-lane, 

Pidcock’s show is very grand ; 
Piazzas keep you from the rain, 

The One-Bell Inn is in the Strand. 

Ri fol de liddle lol. 


Temple-Bar is very neat, 

Fleet-street’s lit with gas at night ; 
Blackfriar’s is, from Dorset-street, 

The second turning on the right ; 
Ludgate-hill you hardly can 

«Pass for shops and crowds such store ; 
St. Paul’s is just behind Queen Anne, 

You never saw the like before. 

Ri fol, &c. 


Mansion-House, the "Change, and Bank, 

London-Bridge, and Wapping-Wall ; 
Hackney coaches in a rank, 

The Monument is rather tall ; 
Pepper-alley, Pudding-lane, 

And Saffron-hill such fragrance yields, 
The Thames makes better beer than rain, 

The Surrey’s in St. George’s Fields. 

Ri fol, &c. 


Lotteries they never puff, 

The new street leads from Carlton-House, 
Lundy Foot sells Irish snuff, 

And sailors dearly love lobscouse ; 
Stays for bucks are all the go, 

Piccadilly’s very long, 
Little folks are quite a show, 

But dearly love to hear a song. 

Ri fol, &e. 


Coaches soon will go by steam, 

Hodge’s gin is very strong, 
Full of fun, good folks, you seem, 

And when you’re right, you can’t be wrong. 
France we visit more and more, 

Songs are made of doggrel rhymes, 
And when you please to call encore, 

It means that I must sing three times. 

Ri fol, &c. 


PPOLPL PP 
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THE DREAM OF HIS YOUTH. 
(D. L. Richardson.) 


Ou! sweet were the beautiful dreams of his 
youth, 

When young Hope was deemed the fair daughter 
of Truth! 

The bright star of glory had led him astray, 

And shed its first glimmer of light on his way. 


But life’s sun is sunk,—from the scene it has past, 
_ And the bright tints of morn are but shadows at 
last ; 
The victim of sickness, dread scourge of the land, 
He sleeps the last sleep on a far foreign strand. 


PLP LOPL ELS 


PADDY LOVES A SHAMROCK. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


PADDY loves a shamrock, 
Johnny Bulla rose, 
Sandy loves a thistle, 
And Taffy, we suppose, 
Cot pless hur, loves a leek 5 
And yet, the truth to speak, 
Our honour, and a pretty girl, 
We all love more than those. 
t Ri tol, &c. 


Show us but the spalpeen, 

Who’d our rights oppose, 
Johnny, Sandy, Patt, and Taff, 

Would take him by the nose ; 
Together, in alump, 

We the universe would thump, 
Should they venture to canoodle 

Us, every body knows. 

Ri tol, &c. 


Crowdy, beef, and whiskey, 
Butter-milk, and cheese, 
Make a body frisky, 
Like a bag of fleas ; 
And if for these we fight, how 
Much greater the delight, 
To stick up for a petticoat, 
Whoever may say peas. 
Ri tol, &c. 


PPISLE SF 


BLESSED BE THE MARRIED, AND 
MARRIED THE SINGLE. 


(Arnold. ) 
CHORUS, 


HEALTH, long life, and joy, and pleasure, 
Wait upon the happy pair ; 
May each through life, to each a treasure, 
Every gift of Fortune share ; 
Our hands shall join, and hearts shall mingle,— 
Blessed be the married, and married the single ! 


AIR. 
The cloud that dimmed my morning ray 
Is passed, like shades of night, away ; 
And noon returns, in brightness dressed, 
And Nature and my heart are blest ; 
Kind friends, receive, before we part, 
The offering of my grateful heart ; 
May each kind wish your hearts have shown, 
Be paid in blessings on your own. 

Health, long life, &c. 


PIPL EE 


BLITHESOME CHERRY. 
( Houlton. ) 


In Wales, beneath a mountain’s brow, 
Llived, and cheerful milked my cow, 


No kid could bound more merry ; 
In russet gown, with apron blue, 

And smart round hat, o’er fields I flew, 
They called me blithesome Cherry. 
On the mountain’s brow, 

Where grazed my cow, 
Oft seen was blithesome Cherry. 


Gwillam-ap-Jones, a sprightly youth, 
Had frequent pledged his love and truth, 
And urged me oft to marry ; 
The faithful swain had store of kine, 
Which he declared should all be mine, 
To bless his blithesome Cherry. 
On the mountain’s brow, 
He made the vow, 
To wed his blithesome Cherry. 


I listened to his love professed, 
It raised a flame within my breast, 
And made my heart full merry ; 
Ye Welsh maids all, may you e’er find 
A youth so constant, fond, and kind, 
As wed the blithesome Cherry ! 
On the mountain’s brow, 
All happy now, 
Is seen the blithesome Cherry. 


GLLPL OPEL L 


NAN OF WAPPING’S GHOST. 
( Lawler.) 
Air—* Billy Taylor.” 


JACK OAKUM courted a young damsel, 
None but she runned in his sconce, 
They called her Squinting Nan of Wapping, 
Because she looked two vays at once. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, iddle, lol, lol, ido, 
Fol de diddle, iddle, iddle, lol, lol, la. 


Jack Oakum vas her only sweetheart, 
Him she did wery much admire, 
Till with wows and parjuration, 
He obtained his heart’s desire. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


But he vas cruel, and hard-hearted, 
As no lovyer ne’er could be 3; 
And this here Nancy he desarted, 
All for to sail on the salt sea. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


This caused her sad lamentation, 
She sobbed and sythed most grievously ; 
And ven she found her sitivashum, 
Vith grief and shame she wowed she’d die. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


But as he vas asleep in Plymouth harbour, 
Her ghost appeared to him von night, 
And said vat she vas, come for to haunt him, 
Vich put Jack Oakum in a fright. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


He saw ’twas Squinting Nan of Wapping, 
Vith a little child vat squinted too ; 
My eyes, says he, this is mysterus ; 
Vy, Nan, vat are you going to do? 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


Says she, you promised me to marry, 
Ven you knowed wery vell it vas all a hum ; 
So this here child I have sworn to you, 
And to the justice yon must come. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


So he voke and found it vas right arnest, 
For a constable to him vas sent ; 
And the justice he forced him for to marry her, 
Vich vas done by his own consent. 
Fol de diddle, iddle, &c. 


CPL IPP PEL™ 
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"TWAS NOT HER BEAUTY, GRACE, NOR 
AIR. 

( Upton.) 


’TWas not her beauty, grace, nor air, 
Nor bosom fraught with blisses! 
’Twas not her face, though angel fair, 
Nor lips impearled with kisses. 
”Twas something spell-born in a sigh! 
?T was something that does words defy, 
That made me swear to love her. 


’T was not the music of her tongue, 
(Though every tongue excelling!) 

’T was not the strains she sweetly sung, 
Exhaled from Rapture’s dwelling ! 

T'was something from her eye-beam stole, 

That pierced my heart, entranced my soul, 
And made me swear to love her. 


GLI LL PIF 


THE SOLDIER’S BEQUEST. 
[Translated from the French. | 


DESPITE of the battle the morrow may gain, 
Let’s feast and be merry, my charming Catein ; 
Whilst waiting for glory, be pleasure our spell— 
Wnread the dark records the future may tell. 


And if to my valour a halberd they grant, 

Be thine near the guard-house that halberd to 
plant: 

Gay buskins embroidered with lace shalt thou 
wear— 

And ear-rings to set off thy ringleted hair. 


Let smile thy companions—they smile not for me; 
No, twice I’ve campaigned it, yet still love but thee. 
Thou, worthy the apple, did’st fan my young flame, 
And ne’er foamed the goblet unquaffed to thy name. 


Then come, girl, take charge of my pipe and my 
steel 

And should on La Tulipe dark fate set his seal ; 

Of all the gay fair round the colours that press, 

Be thine, my loved Hookar, alone to possess ! 


Yet let neither tear-drop nor sorrow be thine— 

In the name of thy beauty, come, off with thy 
wine ! 

But hold, there! what hear [? the drum’s martial 
spell ? 

I follow thee, Glory—love, beauty, farewell ! 


TOWN LIFE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 
Air—‘* Aly Love is so witty.” 


IN town I lived of late, 
There how sweet was my fate, 
I, after chocolate, 
Dressed swells to fan ; 
Rolling through bumpkins grim, 
Three shawls around my chin, 
Crying, you shawl not win, 
I am your man. 
With buckskins made by Coombes, 
Hoby’s boots, wig by Holmes, 
Whiskers that beat Bill Soames’ ; 
Spurs none like mine, 
Up Bond-street then I go, 
Amble through Rotten-row, 
Meet Cock-a-doodle-do, 
Then back to dine. 

SPOKEN, in different vovces.] Ah, Romeo! my 
rum one, how are Vie Eh! why, how the plague 
did you know me? Why, by your Coates, to be 
sure. Yes, they’re the thing, ent they ?—Dia- 
mond buttons, cost me five hundred a-piece,— 
Here, John, give that beggar a penny, and be 
sure you tell him it comcs from the Philanthropist 
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of Fashion. 
going to now? 
news at the Cock-Pit, take a turn in the Fives 
Court, eat fricasseed frogs, and maccaroni a-la- 
Paris at Pagliano’s with Lord Bumblepuppy ; then 
visit Julia, go to the Opera—cry, Brava! Encore! 
to Madame Pasta ; after that rattle the bones at 
Brookes’,—mill the Charlies, and just go to bed 
as every body else is getting up, and all toshow I’m 
the dandy. 


Ah! my dear fellow, where are you 
Why, I shall first see what’s the 


bd 


With my tooral, &c. 


I walk with Wilson, Stokes, 
Their feats to me are jokes, 
I ’tis surprise the folks, 

With Barclay stump it ; 
Spring, Curtis, Randall, fib, 
Floor Ward with hit on rib, 
Win the game ’gainst the Crib, 

Hollow as trumpet : 

I run my dogs and horse, 
Spur cocks, hunt, shoot, and course, 
Four-in-hand drive with force, 
At all things handy ; 
With Sadler try balloon, 
At hazard pluck ’em soon, 
Zounds, I can scale the moon, 
I’m quite the dandy. 


SPOKEN.] Clear the course; Lord Wellington 
against the field. Who’s going to start now? Blu- 
cher and Boney. Ten to one on Blucher. Boney 
has lost by half a head. If he had lost by a whole 
head it would be no loss at all in my opinion. 
There’s a capital start for you! Whois it? Miss 
O’Neill, there she goes; now she reaches Juliet, 
now she tops Monimia, and proves herself equal 
to the best feats of Melpomene. Bravo, bravo, 
Blackleg is thrown out; Waterloo has won the 
King’s plate, and decides the day. 

With my tooral, &c. 


On turtle fish I dine, 
Crack jokes and drink my wine, 
Some tip top sawyers join, 
Then abroad ramble ; 
While each prime bang up feels, 
In the Strand cool our heels, 
Take tea at Tom’s or Peel’s, 
Then to play scramble ; 
At Drury who but me, 
Garden, or Regency, 
Haymarket, Royalty, 
Lounge lobbies through : 
But, oh, my best delight, 
Cheering heart, soul, and sight, 
Is on these boards each night, 
Friends thus to view. 
With my tooral lal loo, &c. 


POLE LAI? 


HEALTH, HAPPINESS, AND LOVE. 
(Rannie. ) 


TOGETHER in the rural vale, 
From childhood’s early day, 
We loved in the same cot to dwell, 
In the same field to stray. . 
With wealth I could not bribe the maid, 
To win whose heart I strove ; 
Yet, she my faithful flame repaid, 
And gave me love for love. 


All the ambition I possess 
Is for my charmer’s sake 5 
And wealth were grateful I confess, 
If Sarah might partake. 
Though poor the joy that wealth bestows, 
Compared to what we prove ; 
The wealth that from contentment flows, ° 
Health, happiness, and love. 
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THE TRUE JOLLY SPORTSMAN LOOKS 
CHEERFUL AS SPRING. 


SINCE time and experience repeatedly tell— 

In life no diversion can hunting excel, 

Make much of the sport, every season embrace, 
And honour each call that invites to the chase. 


We start, with the day, at the Dwarf-Hole’s Pa- 
rade 

Break covert, and instantly dash through the 
glade, 

In hopes of true pleasure led cheerfully on, 

Our game to make sure of, or run down the sun. 


How charming the prospect, how num’rous the 
train, 

A hundred, or more, to behold on the plain ; 

And of the appearance that number exceeds 

When true jolly sportsmen have mounted their 
steeds. 


To each sporting lord our best wishes we give, 

That long to partake of the joys they may live ; 

When the day’s sport is crowned, crown the night 
o’er the bowl, 

A fox-hunter never wants freedom of soul. 


The greatness of pleasure the world can bestow 
Is only, my worthies, for hunters to know; 

The true jolly sportsman looks cheerful as spring, 
And thinks himself happy and great as a king. 


GIP ELIS? 


O, MIGHTY BACCHUS, GREAT THY 
WRONGS. 


O, MIGHTY Bacchus, great thy wrongs, 
By drunkards called the god on earth, 

Who tune to thee their frantic songs, 
And hail thee patron of their mirth 5 

Assert thy power, O god of wine, 
And let the busy babblers know 

From heaven thou cam’st, to plant the vine, 
But not to let 1ts current flow 

T’ absorb the faculty divine, 
Or check the impulse of the soul, 

But like its sparkling beams to shine, 
Extracting virtue from the social bowl. 


If wine can cheer the dullest heart, 
And fit men for their station, 
Or blunt Don Cupid’s keenest dart, 
’Tis wine in moderation. 
Then, with gentle lip, 
The goblet sip, 
In the sober glass 
Let Sorrow pass ; 
Be Care for ever drowned ! 
For Health resides 
Where Prudence guides, 
And honour in the cup is found. 
Then, Venus, come, and bring thy doves, 
And let them flutter round my bowl, 
And all thy train of laughing loves, 
The feast of reason, flow of soul. 
Where Bacchus pours enough of wine, 
To make the nobler virtues shine, 
And Health, subservient to his nod, 
With rosy face, proclaims the god. 
Where Bacchus, &c. 


GRPLPL ILD 


THE DAYS OF HARVEST-HOME., 
(E. W. Cox.) 


Ou, I shall ne’er forget that calm and sweet de- 
lightful hour 
When the golden corn, 
When the hunter’s horn 
Proclaimed Sol’s coming power ; 
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When the fading leaves 
In the autumn breeze 
O’er the sun-burnt meadows roam, 
When I heard the song 
Of the village-throng 
In the days of harvest-home. 


All then was sweet, aye, passing sweet, and soothe: 
my troubled mind, 

All then was still, 
Save the bubbling rill, 

As it strove its bed to find, 
And the distant shout 
Of the crowd about— 

The last sheaf they bear home, 
And I heard the song 
Of the village-throng 

In the days of harvest-home. 


But that day is gone, and Afiliction’s hand has 
furrowed o’er this brow ; 

Life is but a dream, 
But dimly seen, 

Now bright, and cloudy now ; 
Mine is dark, but yet 
I shall never forget 

How, in Autumn, I used to roam, 
When I heard the song 
Of the village-throng 

In the days of harvest-home. 


PILE L LPR 


LOVE WITHOUT MUTTON 
AT ALL. 


Air—‘** Nothing at all.”—( Hammond. ) 


I a butcher wur bred, and lived in a bog, 
On mutton wur fed, and grew fat as a hog; 
And father would say, when he got half-and-half, 
That’s no prodigal son, but a fine fatted calf ; 
To be sure I wur sheepish, and some’at too shy, 
Yet for each pratty lass I could find a sheep’s eye, 
But I tla the dear lambs, when they came to my 
stall, 

That love without mutton wur nothing at all. 

Tol de rol, &c. }j 


Now, when in condition, and pratty well grown, * 
I took to my trotters, and marched up to town, 
Where, among other cattle, I chanced for to pop 
In a snug little crib in a rich widow’s shop ; 
That life were in London she dinged in my ear, 
But logic she wanted to make Jerry hear, 
For loud as a bullock I roared in my stall, 
That life without mutton wur no life at all. 

Tol de rol, &c, 


It happened one morn, in a hot killing day, 
Love sharpened his steel in a comical way, 
For she told me right plump, which made my blood 
start, 

If I wanted a spare-rib she wanted a heart ; 
Then ai opened my chops, and, says I, my dear | 
If you'll take my carcass Ill take you to wife ; 
So I entered the firm, and now sing in my stall, 
That love without mutton is nothing at all. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


IS NOTHING 


GPPILPVI IPF 


SING, ROBIN, NO MORE! 
( Upton.) 
SING, Robin, no more, for my pleasures are fled, 
Sing, Robin, no more, for my true-love is dead! 


Sing, Robin, no more, on the bush nor the spray, 
For the rose of affection has withered away. 


Sing, Robin, no more, at the dawning of light; 
Sing, Robin, no more, at the coming of night ; 
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Sing, Robin, no more, with the morning’s sweet 
breath, 

For he that was sweetest is pillowed with death ! 


Sing, Robin, no more, when the spring flowers 
blow ; 

Sing, Robin, no more, on the white-feathered 
snow 5 

Sing, Robin, no more, on the thatch nor the tree, 

Since the youth that I lived for is far, far from me. 


Sing, Robin, no more, to awaken love-strains , 

Sing, Robin, no more, in the wood nor the plains ; 

Sing, Robin, no more, when the summer-beams 
burn, 

Since the summer I mourn for will never return. 


PLR IR LOS 


THE PARROT. 
( Dibdin, ) 
OLD QUIBUS, with yet a colt’s tooth, 
Was tied to a lass of sixteen, 
Who to charm him not only had youth, 
But such beauties as rarely are seen ; 
But the neighbours, who always a rout 
Love to make about people’s affairs ; 
In Quibus’s absence watched out, 
And saw a gallant brought up stairs. 
«© You’re abused,” cried a very kind friend, 
«« Her treachery I saw from my garret ; 
All your comfort and hope’s at an end ; 
If you wo’n’t believe me, ask the parrot. 
Cunning devil! he knows ’tis all truth ; 
Why, bless you, he saw and heard all ; 
“* Poll, did you not see a fine youth 
In this room ?”—‘* Room for cuckolds!”” 
Poll. 


Thus, much mischief accomplished, the door 
Was scarce shut on this meddling elf, 
When Quibus, to go slow and sure, 
Cried, “« I'l) talk to the parrot myself. 
Pretty Polly, when I was away, 
Did you ever see my wife toy and kiss ?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” cried the parrot. ‘‘ Nay, nay, 
Do you think I’m a you know what?” <¢ Yes.’ 
«« And is the dog handsome 2?” “ Yes.” “¢ Young ?” 
“© Yes.” « Is’t true he came here in a chariot ?” 
“¢ Coach for Poll!” ’twas a raven that sung ! 
Shall I then pin my faith on a parrot? 
Cursed bird, and fond idiot I; 
Ere thus I my happiness thrall, 
To the world’s farthest verge will I fly, 
To sgh peace. “* Room for cuckolds '” 
Poll. 


The wife, struck with an excellent thought, 
Thinking on a sure footing to go, 

To be even with Quibus, next taught 
Meddling Poll to say nothing but no. 
Cried he, “ I’ll make one more essay :— 

Tell me, devil, what said my false wife 
When her spark asked to kiss her?” 
“« Hey ! 
Does she love him ?” 
life ! 
Did she flout him?” 
come ?”” 
“© No, no.” ‘ Shut the portal, and bar it?” 
‘© No.” The wife now burst into the room— 
“« Mighty well, sir, to credit a parrot ? 
My virtue suspected! Is it thus 
I am treated and vexed, after all? 
My happiness turned to a curse ! 
Begone!’ ‘* Room for cuckolds!” cried Poll. 


In hysterics, she now sighed and sobbed, 
And shed a few crocodile tears, 

Till in concert old Quibus’ heart throbbed, 
And he begged her to banish her fears : 


cried 


> 


cried 


« No.” 
‘© No.” Thou givest me 


“© No.” “ Bid him not 
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Said her tears wuld but spoil her sweet face ; 

Nought his heart of its pleasures should chouse 
That he’d leave such a scandalous place, 

And instantly take a new house. 
?Twas envy, and malice, and spite, 

His happiness nothing could mar it, 
And he’d now, to ensure his delight, 

Sue the neighbours, and part with the parrot. 
He next, not to lengthen his stay, 

Packed up wife, goods, and chattels, and all ; 
While, in fun, as they took her away 

To be sold—** Room for cuckolds!” cried Poll 


CPR LEPLEF 


LET’S AWAY TO THE JOYS OF THE 
CHASE. 


A CHORUS. 
(T. Jones.) 


THE rays of bright Phoebus enliven the dawn, 
The dogs are uncoupled, and scent the fresh morn , 
Let’s away, let’s away, to the joys of the chase ! 
The dew brightly sparkling, now drops from the 
thorn. 
Let’s away, let’s away, &c. 


Hark! the horn calls each sportsman, and each 
neighing steed 
Snuffs the air, growing anxious to put forth his 
speed. 
Let’s away, let’s away, &c. 
The fox is unkennelled, and darts o’er the field, 
And to hunting, we know, that all pleasures must 
yield. 
Let’s away, let’s away, &c. 


PIPPI SE 


ENGLAND’S WOODEN WALLS MY TOAST 
SHALL BE, 


THROUGH waves and winds, in days that are no 
more 

You held the helm , and ne’er ran foul of shore ; 

In pitch-dark nights your reck’ning proved so true, 

We rode out safe the hardest gale that blew. 


And when for fight the signal high was shown, 

Through smoke and fire old Boreas straight bore 
down ; 

But now our timbers are not fit for sea ; 

Old England’s wooden walls the toast shall be. 


From age to age, as ancient story shows, 

We ruled the deep in spite of envious foes ; 

And still aloft, though worlds combine, we rise ; 
Now all at home are spliced in friendly ties. 


In loud broadsides we’ll tell our foes again, 

We’re owned by Neptune, sov’reigns of the main. 
O would my timbers were now fit for sea! 

Yet England’s wooden walls my toast shall be. 


IF POLE 


CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY 
KATY ? 
Air— Roy’s Wife.” —( Burns. ) 
CaNsT thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy? 


Well thou know’st my aching heart, 
And canst thou leave me thus, for pity ? 


Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 
Thus cruelly to part, my Katy? 
Is this thy faithful swain’s reward— 
An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, &e. 
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Farewell! and ne’er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy? 
Thou may’st find those will love thee dear— 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thou leave me thus, &c. 


PLL LEL EIR 


JERRY COALBLACK’S JOURNEY FROM 
ZOMERZET TO RICHMOND. 


(Male. ) 


Ize a Zomerzet lad, from Kingswood I came, 
And young Jerry Coalblack, ye see, is my name, 
And J thinks that as how I’m named pretty right, 
For in a dark coal-pit I first zaw the light. 

Down, derry down, &c. 


My father, a rum little zort of a blade, 

A gentleman miner, you know, was by trade, 

In digging and delving he spent all his life, 

Except now and then courting mammy his wife. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


Oh?! when he first saw my face, he cried, what 
hast there ? 
Why, Jerry, said mam, thy son and thy heir ; 
And an heir to a pretty estate, it is true, 
For I larnt to drive Neddy, and cry, gee up wo. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


I grew up apace, as ill weeds mostly do, 
And were too fuli of pranks and of mischief full, 
too 5 
I fell, too, in love, but what spoilt the fun, 
As they zay, little legs oft make great ones run. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


Well, to zee all the zights of Lunnun I came, 
And from there up to Richmond, that place of 

great fame, 
Where the blessings of nature profusely do grow, 
The rich bless the poor and God speeds the plough. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


On the promenade, there, such sweet music be | 


played, 
And the ladies attend in their muslins arrayed, 


Their sweet rosy cheeks, and their eyes full of } 


desire, 
Their bosoms of snow set my breast all on fire. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


Then I went on the green, at cricket to play, 

Where they knock up the balls as haymakers do 
hay ; 

But before that poor I could Jack Robertson cry, 

Lord! up went my heels and the ball blacked my 
eye. 

Down, derry down, &c. 

Then to make up the day, to the playhouse I went, 

Where all was good humour and fine merriment ; 

Lord! they zead all their parts as a boy at a 

school, 

And zome played at daggers, and some played the 
fool. 

Down, derry down, &c. 


But what pleased I most, were a tight little blade, 
As like to myself as two pins could be made, 
He sung such droll songs—believe me ’tis true, 
He flogged up poor Neddy, and cried, gee up wo. 
Down, derry down, &c. 
He zaid, that his finger he’d cut to the bone, 
Which put me in mind of my pranks played at 
home ; 
But when he talked of his passion and zuch, 
Zays I, cockey, beware, or you'll zoon have to 
brush. 
Down, derry down, &c. 


And now, then, to finish my journey and song, 
Which both, you must own, has been rather long ; 
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But if friends they are pleased, I’ze joyous and 


merry, 


And zay, ladies and gentlemen, thank you for 


Jerry. Down, derry down, &c. 


CPOL LLL 


MY SOUL’S CONFUSED, AND SINKS 
DEPREST. 


[From the French. ] 
(A. J. Mason.) 


LonG Adelaide with truth I loved, 
And her affection lulled each fear ; 
But, ah! she since has faithless proved, 
Unmindful of my vows sincere. 

Her falsehood, fain I would despise, 
And blot her image from my breast ; 
But when, in thought, her beauties rise, 

My soul’s confused and sinks deprest. 


Far from her presence I’d remain, 
And in a dark oblivion shade 
My tender love, her cold disdain, 
And those professions, once she made! 
My heart J feel, if far away, 
By other ties might still be blest ; 
When she appears, those hopes decay, 
My soul’s confused, and sinks deprest. 


The thoughts perturbed, her voice inspires, 
My wretched feelings e’er increase 5 
I wish to speak,—that wish retires, 
And sad abstraction mocks my peace : 
I wish, when distance parts us quite, 
That love no more may rule my breast, 
But when again she meets my sight, 
My soul’s confused, and sinks deprest. 


ad a 


MERRY GO MUSIC; 


JABESH LYONS’ HANDCUFF-CURE FOR THE 
TANTRUMS. 


(E. J. B. Box.) 


You arl vas knew 
Vat I’m a Jew, 
And merry as you see me ; 
Yet from a vife, 
Vat plagues ma life, 
Dere’s nopody vill free me; 
She’s cot such so tam frightful grin 
On her face more as ugly as sin, 
And more vorser as dat, vat I tell her, 
She’s de vorst lot I ever bought in, 
For I’ve no chance at arl vat’s to sell her. 


SPOKEN.| I pe tam, vat if I vouldn’t take you 
mit a halter about your neck to Smitfield, Mrs. 
Lyons, says 1, if I vasn’t frightened ’twould raise 
de price of lamb, by your curst ugly face scare arl 
de sheeps from de market-place ; so vat de grin of 
your chops leave de butchers no mutton for dere 
shops, and arl dat as a cat fright de rat! Dere 
now, Mrs. Lyons, says I, vat you tink you’self ma 
lambkin’? Up she is in a minute, mit her sputter 
and grin it a’top of her tongue, vat’s arlways ready 
hung, for a real 

Row-de-dow rattle, 
Of clapperclaw battle, 
Vat’s merry go music for me; 
Vhip (vat’s my fiddlestick, ) 
Playsh round her middle quick, 
Vhile J sings fiddledum dee! 
For her tantrums, 
And rantrums, 
I fiddlestick, 
Middle quick, 
Taper whip, 
Caper trip, 
Dance and sing fiddledum dee 


OR, 
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Sometimes, O dear! 

She makes me swear, 
Because she gets so drunky, 

Dat in her tricks, 

She fights and kicks, 

Vat’s just like half mad monkey. 
"Tish hard case vat de stock of ma shop, 
Coats and breeches for gin go to pop, 

So as vat I tink often I’! mill her ; 
But vas tink more hard case on de drop 
To be hang, if I happen to kill her. 


SPOKEN.] And den, py cot! sometimes she vas 
make her mout run over arl my ears in debt vat I 
don’t know. Dere vas last veek, I vas come home 
from ma rounds in de country, vhere, to do my 
business, I vas out four or five days, and found ma 
house arl sixes and sevens! Dere vas Mrs. Lyons 
arl muddled, down ’mongst my old clothes quite 
fuddled ; and dere vas stand in ma door, a little 
short man mit a great long bill, vat sveared he 
vouldn’t go out mitout his moneys! Vat ish it? 
says I. ’Tish gin, says he; nineteen half-pints 
and an odd quartern. Shin! I never ’aves shin 
mitout de cholic: says I. Vell; so ’tvas, says he, 
your lady vas had de cholic! My lady pe tam! 
says I; she vas arlvays in de cholic, ven I’m out 
of town! She’s a sad naughty vomans, and you 
vas a vicked bad man as herself, for to let her have 
it at arl: dere now! Don’t you come again mit 
your shin, for I vo’n’t pay no more of shin score, 
vat you bore, at my door! Closed the account, in 
whole amount, mit a fiddlestick-discount mit Mrs. 
Lyons, vat vas made up her mout’ in order for a 
stout bout of— 

Row-de-dow rattle, 
Vat’s clapperclaw prattle, 
Arl merry go music for me, &c. 


Mit such a shrew 
Vat vas I do? 
I tought as vat I’d quell her ; 
So arl dat night 
Dark, mitout light, 
Locked her up down my cellar : 
Dat her tantrums to cool I vas doubt ; 
So to save my old clothes from de spout, 
And from shin-shop bind fast in my tether, 
I now, every one day I goes out, 
Arlvays handcuffs her two legs together !! 


SPOKEN.] And von ting more I tell you; I finds 
vat it ish more better as ma fiddlestick to cure her 
crazy tantrums! Now ven I vas come at ma home, 
dere she ish vhere I leaves her; and instead of 
her be as drunk as a pig, mad as a March hare, 
and as fierce as a vild Tom-cat, I finds Mrs. Lyons 
as sober as a lamb, mild as a pigeon,, and as tame 
as a doe rabbit! Den she vas look up so pitiful in 
ma face, it vas quite melt ma heart, to see vata 
tam queer mug she make of her mout’! Vell, how 

ou do, ma chicken? says I; I treat you mit 

a leetal drop of shin now, my duck, for good luck! 
Ven I tips her out a smarl glass, she looks up at it 
sharp as a hawk, and takes it down gentle as a 
dove! Since I handcuff her legs, you see, I’ve 
make a lamb of Mrs. Lyons! but I keeps ma fiddle- 
stick for use, if she chance to break loose, in a 
new 

Row-de-dow rattle, 

Vat’s clapperclaw prattle, 

Then merry go music for me, &c. 


CLIPPER ES? 


THE FAIR PILGRIM. 
(M‘Nally.) 


I TRAVERSED Judah’s barren sand, 
At Beauty’s altar to adore ; 


But there the Turk had spoiled the land, 
And Sion’s daughters were no more. 


In Greece, the bold imperious mien, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade love’s devotion not be seen, 
Where constancy is never nigh. 


From thence, to Italy’s fair shore, 
I bent my never-ceasing way, 
And to Loretta’s temple bore 
A mind devoted still to pray. 


But there, too, Superstition’s hand 
Had sicklied ev’ry feature o’er, 

And made me soon regain the land, 
Where beauty fills the western shore. 


Where Hymen, with celestial power, 
Connubial transport doth adorn ; 
Where purest virtue sports the hour 
That ushers in each happy morn. 


Ye daughters of Old Albion’s isle, 
Where’er I go, where’er I stray, 

O, Charity’s sweet children, smile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 


PIPPOP PIO 


A SIGH FOR THE FRIENDS TO OUR 
BOSOMS ONCE DEAR. 


(J. O'Neil.) 


Now, while the full goblet around us is flowing, 
And mirth wreathes the soul in her care-soothing 
wile, 
The minstrel’s soft magic each fond charm be- 
stowing, 
And love-beaming rapture from Beauty’s fair 
smile, 
Oh! should we forget that the moments gone by 
us 
Were decked in such flow’rets as round us ap- 
pear, 
Or the full tide of joy in our hearts now deny us 
A sigh for the friends to our bosoms once dear ? 


Though the fair rose of beauty by time may be 
blighted, 
And dim is the glance of the love-laughing eye, 
And silent that voice is whose accents delighted, 
And Fortune should coldly her favours deny ; 
Oh! still in remembrance, with lustre unfaded, 
And fresh as in youth should their idea be near, 
And the fond heart should heave, by soft pity in- 
vaded, 
A sigh for the friends to our bosoms once dear. 


PAE CIP EF 


CRAZY TOM, THE BEDLAMITE. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


I RAGE! 1 burn! my soul expires! 

My heart is scorched with ardent fires! 
Oh, give me Alpine snow. 

Ah! now I tremble—now I feel 

The icy fangs of winter steal, 
And freeze my blood’s hot flow. 

I’ve twined a garland for my love ; 
Her face was passing rare ; 

But flint her heart, for nought could move 
The fairest of the fair. 


Ah! now I’ll soar to heaven on high, 
And snatch a handful of the sky, 
Or steal yon twinkling star. 
No, no; J’ll climb the craggy steep, 
Then, headlong, plunge into the deep, 
Or sail in cockle-car. 
I see her now—-her eye-balls glare, 
And demons hideous roar : 
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Mark where they hurl their brands in air! 
And will she come no more ! 


Sing, pretty warblers of the grove, 
Chant strains melodious—strains of love ; 
Poor Tom grows sick at heart. 
Shrill scream thy song, fell bird of night, 
The bat and raven’s my delight ; 
I’ve snapt the rankling dart ; 
Who’s now so free, so gay as I? 
Who tastes such heavenly joys ? 
Tush, tush! poor love! sick Tom will die, 
And leave the Bedlam boys. 


There sits, enthroned, the dimpled god ; 

He beckons now, with graceful nod ; 
Hush, hush! I’ll grind my chain ; 

I’m monarch now—obey my law— 

Split, world—rain fire—lull care in straw— 
A bolt has singed my brain. 

And now poor Tom will merry be, 
And laugh, to kill old Care ; 

Ice, fire, friends, love, are still with me ; 
She’s fairest of the fair! 


GPOLR IPERS 


SIMON SUPPULE. 


IN England, they tell us, 
A land of quee:z fellows, 
A schoolmaster dwelt, Simon Supple, 
Being told that one wife 
Would embitter his life, 
Says he, then, “ I’ll marry a couple.” 


His speech of eight parts 
Won a couple of hearts, 
Though he was, like me, rather tallish ; 
And his hair, as they say, 
Was half black and half gray, 
So his noddle looked mighty pie-ballish. 


His wife Mary Anne, 
Though she loved a zood man, 
His gray hairs detested, good lack ; 
And his other wife, Bridget, 
Was all in a fidget, 
She’d such an aversion to black. 


One morning, in bed, 
They propped up his head, 
And pulled off his night-cap of woollen; 
And then well-a-day, 
At his hair, black and gray, 
beth wivee ‘ell twitching and pulling. 


un’ what, against two, 
Could our schoolmaster do, 
de screwed up his eyes with a grin, 
Till his head was as bare, 
On the outside, of hair 
As of brains it was barren within. 


PLL OL LIE 


THE COTTAGE ON THE MOOR. 
(Cross. ) 


Ty mam is no more, and my dad in his grave, 
Little orphans are sister and I, sadly poor; 
. . 
industry our wealth, and no dwelling we have 
But yon neat little cottage that stands on the 
moor. 


The lark’s early song does to labour invite, 
Contented, we just keep the wolf from the door, 
And the sun when declining, trip home with de- 
light 
To our neat little cottage that stands on the 
moor. 
Our meals are Lut homely, mirth sweetcns the 


. cheer, 
| Affection’s our inmate, the guest we adore, 
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And heart’s ease and health make a palace ap- 
pear 

Of our neat little cottage that stands on the 
moor. 


GPP LOL EF 


BE AISY, YOU DEVIL, DO. 
Air—< Fly not yet.” 


OcH, when in sweet Kilkenny town, 

I never would let the girls alone; 

Till Katty Casey lit my heart 

With a burning flame in every part ; 

Which Mr. Cupid blew, 

But Katty was so devilish sly, 

She swore my oaths were all her eye, 

And, when I’d kiss and try to be pleasing, 

She’d blush, and cry, Mooney, don’t you be 

teazing, 

Cch fie, och fie. 
I blush to her your father’s son, 
Och, botheration! can’t you done, 
And be aisy, you devil do. 


Now I scratched my head, just to catch a thought, 
And to find if making love was a fault ; 
Then, returning to Katty, she gave such a blush, 
And, with beautiful modesty, cried out hush! 
And to lock a closet she flew ; 
But, by my soul, I wasn’t asleep, 
So I fetched a look, just to take a peep, 
When, bad luck to his jasey stuck under the cow, 
Was the head of Pat Connor, I made it a bow. 
Och fie! och fie! 
Kate pressed, and cried, but, says I, 
och hone, 
When next you take in my father’s son, 
Be aisy, you devil, do. 


PIPL II? S 


COME, COME, DRINK AWAY, BOYS. 
A CATCH. 
(Cobb. ) 


CoME, come, drink away, boys! let our glasses 
keep time 
To the tune of the bells, that so merrily chime! 
Ding, dong, ding, dong, bell, —that so merrily 
chime! 
From slavery freed, we’ll forget all our pains, 
At the tyrant we’ll laugh while he rattles his 
chains ; 
We’ll laugh at his chains. 
Thus, music and drinking all sorrow shall drown ; 
Then, my boys! let us take off our glasses : 
Huzza! huzza! ev’ry bumper shall crown, 


PIL PILIL HD 


I'VE A WILL OF MY OWN. 
(T. Jones.) 


WHEN Robin, a swain, camea wooing, 
Who lives on the brow of the hill; 
Though father and mother were suing, 
I sighed for young Ralph of the Mill. 
Now, Robin had money in plenty, 
A farm, and rich acres, well sown, 
But I, since my age was turned twenty, 
Declared I’d a will of my own. 


My father resolved I should marry 
Young Robin, who sued me in vain; 
His efforts I still tried to parry, 
His vows, too, I heard with disdain : 
Till Robin at length wedded Nancy, 
And father bade Ralph to begone, 
But still he’s the lad to my fancy, 
And sure I’ve a will of my own. 
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The day is appointed,—to morrow 
Young Ralph means to make me his wife, 
That thought seems to banish all sorrow, 
We then shall be happy for life! 
No farm, no rich acres, I wanted, 
?T was the heart that I sighed for alone, 
And when Heav’n that blessing has granted, 
Vl give up this will of my own. 


PPIPLLEEL 


THE NEGLECTED TAR. 


I sING the British seaman’s praise, 
A theme renowned in story ; 
It well deserves more polished lays, 
Oh! ’tis your boast and glory. 
When mad-brained war spreads death around, 
By them you are protected ; 
But when in peace the nation’s found, 
These bulwarks are neglected. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, 
Be mindful of his merit, 
And when again you’re plunged in war, 
He'll show his daring spirit. 
When thickest darkness covers all, 
Far on the trackless ocean ; 
When lightnings dart, when thunders roll, 
And all is wild commotion ; 
When o’er the bark white-topped waves, 
With boistrous sweep are rolling 5 
Yet coolly still the whole he braves, 
Serene amidst the howling. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &c. 


When deep immersed in sulph’rous smoke, 
He feels a glowing pleasure ; 

He loads his gun,—right heart of oak,— 
Elated beyond measure. 

Though fore and aft, the blood-stained deck, 
Should lifeless trunks appear ; 

Or should the vessel float a wreck, 
The sailor knows no fear. 

Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &e. 


When long becalmed on southern brine, 
Where scorching beams assail him ; 
When all the canvass hangs supine, 
And food and water fail him ; 
Then oft he dreams of Britain’s shore, 
Where plenty still is reigning : 
They call the watch,—his rapture’s o’er, 
He sighs—forbears complaining. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &c. 


Or burning on that noxious coast, 
Where death so oft befriends him ; 
Or pinched by hoary Greenland’s frost, 
True courage still attends him : 
No clime can this eradicate ; 
He’s calm amidst annoyance : 
He fearless braves the storms of fate, 
On heaven is his reliance. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &c. 


Why should the man who knows no fear 
In peace be then neglected ? 
Behold him move along the pier, 
Pale, meagre, and dejected ! 
Behold him begging for employ ! 
Behold him disregarded ! 
Then view the anguish in his eye, 
And say, are tars rewarded ? 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &c. 


To them your dearest rights you owe, 
In peace, then, would yon starve them ! 
What say ye, Britain’s sons ?—oh! no! 
Protect them and preserve them ; 
Shield them from poverty and pain, 
Tis policy to do it : 
Or when grim war shall come again, 
Oh! Britons ye may rue it. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, &c, 
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DEAREST LOVE, SOON WE MEET. 
A TRIO. 
(H. M. Milner.) 


DEAREST love, soon we meet, 
On that delightful shore, 
Where joy shall be complete, 
Our ev ry woe be o’er, 
Where fate can part no more. 
To my throbbing heart 
This glittering steel shall fly, 
In death we will not part, 
Here only will I die. 
Quick to my throbbing heart 
Let thy friendly steel now fly, 
In death we will not part, 
Here only will I die. 
Rage, and fell despair, 
Haste! haste! they both shall die. 
Honour prizing, 
Thy threats despising, 
Thy murderous steel this bosom braves, 
With glory swelling, 
Its earthly dwelling 
My soul with joy confiding leaves, 
Whilst thou to passion bowing, 
Art still a slave to care ; 
Within thy bosom glowing, 
Remorse and dread shall share ; 
Thy guerdon, dark despair, 


PLOPOIPO 


WHEN IN DEATH I SHALL QUIET BE 
FOUND. 


[A Parody on the Bard’s Legacy. ] 


WHEN in death I shall quiet be found, 
Pray bear my clothes to some pawnbroker near, 


| Tell him to lend you a couple of pound, 


And mind he don’t charge for the ticket too dear. 


Bid him not search too close for gamboge 
In the breeches, nor nicely examine the coat, 
But tell him that he may send if he choose, 
All he can spare ’bove a two-pound note. 


Then with the money pray buy me a coffin, 

And bury me safe ’neath a table of chance ; 
Haply e’en there my memory may soften 

The pangs of ill-luck and the want of finance. 


But should some cruel and opulent Greek 
Revile at my state as he stamps o’er my grave, 
Oh! let some thought of its master bespeak, 
Your favour for him who was gambling’s slave. 


Take, then, these cards, which now are neglected, 
And bury them with me when I’m at rest ; 
Never! oh, never! in cheating detected, 
Though seldom by hands that were pure were 
they prest. 


But should some fortunate gambling rover 
Come here to seek them in frolic and fun, 
Oh, then around my genius shall hover, 
And teach him to spend the cash he has won. 


GERALaL SF 


THY LOVER SHALL SIGH AT THY FEET 
AGAIN. 


(T. Moore.) 


From Chindara’s warbling fount I come, 
Called by that moonlight garland’s spell, 
From Chindara’s fount, my fairy home, 
Where in music, morn and night, I dwell ; 
Where lutes in the air are heard about, 
And voices are singing the whole day long ; 
And every sigh the heart breathes out 
Is turned as it leaves the lips to song. 
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Hither I come, 
From my fairy home, 
And if there’s a magic in music’s strain, 
I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath, 
Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 


For mine is the lay that lightly floats, 
And mine are the murmuring dying notes, 
That fall as soft as snow on the sea, 
And melt in the heart as instantly : 
And the passionate strain, that deeply going, 
Refines the bosom it trembles through ; 
As the musk-wind, over the water blowing, 
Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too. 
Hither I come, 
From my fairy home, &c. 


- Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway, 
The spirits of past delight obey ; 
Let but the tuneful talisman sound, 
They come, like genii, hovering round ; 
And mine is the gentle sound that bears, 
From soul to soul, the wishes of love ; 
As a bird that wafts through genial airs, 
The cinnamon seed from grove to grove. 
Hither I come, 
From my fairy home, &c. 


The warrior’s heart, when touched by me, 
Can as downy, soft, and as yielding be, 
As his own white plume, that high amid death 
Through the field, has shone, yet moves with a 
breath. 
And, oh! how the eyes of beauty glisten, 
When music has reached her inmost soul, 
Like the silent stars that wink and listen, 
While heaven’s eternal melodies roll. 
So hither I come, 
From my fairy home, &c. 


PHOLELES 


GAD-A-MERCY! DEVIL’S IN ME. 
(O’Keefe.) 


GAD-A-MERCY ! devil’s in me, 
All the damsels wish to win me ; 
Like a May-pole round me clutter, 
Hanging garlands—fuss and flutter : 
Lilting, capering, grinning, smirking, 
Pouting, bobbing, winking, jerking : 
Kates and Bettys, 
Polls and Letties, 
All were doating gentle creatures, 
On these features. 
To their aprons all would pin me, 
Gad-a-mercy ! devil’s in me, 
All the damsels wish to win me. 
Pretty damsels, ugly damsels, 
Black-haired damsels, red-haired damsels ; 
Six-feet damsels, three-feet damsels, 
Pale-faced damsels, plump-faced damsels, 
Small-legged damsels, thick-legged damsels ; 
Pretty, ugly, black-haired, red-haired, six feet, 
three feet, 
Pale-faced, plump-faced, small-legged, thick- 
legged, dainty, dowdy, 
All run after me ; sir, me. 
For when pretty fellows we, 
Pretty maids are frank and free, 
For their stays taking measure, 
Of the ladies—-oh, the pleasure ! 
Oh, such tempting looks they give me, 
Wishing of my heart to trim me, 
Pat, and cry, you devil, Jemmy. 
Pretty ladies, ugly ladies, &c. 


Se 
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ALFRED’S SOLILOQUY. 
(Dimond. ) 
RECITATIVE. 


STAY, glorious pageant, stay! it flies! it fades! 
*Tis darkness all— 

Poor rushen mat, art thou my regal chair? 
Imperial robe, ah! changed to herdsman’s weeds ; 
Of all his heritage, not so much earth 

As builds a grave, remains to fallen Alfred— 

Oh, England! mother dear—the Danish sword 
Hath pierced thy heart. Thou bleedest to death. 


CANZONET, 
Oh, England! my mother, thy zone thou un- 
twinest, 
Thy robe flows dishevelled— thy locks fall un- 
bound 


On Liberty’s lap—thy pale head thou reclinest, 
And sadly, yet smilingly, points to thy wound. 

Come away, is thy song, come away to my grave, 

In Death there’s a country left free for the brave. 


RECITATIVE. 


What uproar frights the silent watchful stars ? 
Hark! hark! the slaught’ring march of the impious 
Danes. 
Great God of Battles, be thou my guide— 
Come away, is thy song, come away to my grave, 
In Death there’s a country left free for the brave. 


MARTIAL AIR. 


Bear my standard to the war, 

Blow my clarion wide and far, 
Where the bossy target rings, 

Where the flighty arrow sings, 
Where the sword and faulchion flash, 
Where the helm and buckler crash— 
And the raven screams in air, 
Watching man his feast prepare ; 
There be Alfred’s standard found, 
There be heard his clarion’s sound. 


PRAYER, 


Great God of Battles, bless my single arm, 
Be thou my guide—my watch-word—LIpervy. 


PPI LLLP PR 


O GUDE ALE COMES, AND GUDE ALF 
GOES. 


O GUDE ale comes, and gude ale goes, 
Gude ale gars me sell my hose ; 

Sell my hose and pawn my shoon, 
Gude ale keeps my heart a boon. 


I had sax owsen in a pleugh, 
The drew a’ weel enough ; 

I selled a’ just ane by ane, 
Gude ale keeps my heart a boon. 


Gude ale hauds me bare and busy, 

Gars me moop wi’ the servant hizzie ; 
Stands on the stool when a’ is done, 
Gude ale keeps my heart a boon, 

O gude ale comes, and gude ale goes, &c. 


GPPPI LLG 


MY EXAMPLE, I KNOW, IS MORE MERR?3 
THAN WISE. 
(Gen. Burgoyne.) 


I ONCE was a maiden as fresh as a rose, 
And as fickle as April weather ; 

I lay down without care, I waked from repose 
With a heart as light as a feather. 


I worked with the girls, I played with the men, 
T was always a romping or spinning ; 

And what if they pilfered a kiss now and then, 
Thope ’twas not very great sinning. 
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I married a husband as young as myself, 
And for every frolic as willing ; 

Together we laughed while we had any pelf, 
And we laughed when we had not a shilling. 


He’s gone to the wars—heaven send him a prize, 
For his pains he is welcome to spend it ; 

My example, I know, is more merry than wise, 
But, Lord help me, I never shall mend it! 


POPOL PRL 


TALLY-HO! THE HOUNDS, SIR. 


HERE’s, Doctor Mack no more enjoys 
The burden of my song, sir; 

I will tell you the life the priest enjoys 
His constitution through, sir. 

He laughs and winks at them that drinks, 
To them that is not bound, sir ; 

He takes his glass, and let it pass, 
And tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


It is every day he can afford 

To dine on boiled and roast, sir; 
And then as great as any lord, 

He’ll drink his favourite toast, sir: 
It’s his delight to drink all night, 

His care in punch to drown, sir; 
And in the morn to join the horn, 

And tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


It happened on St. Stephen’s day, 
As he was going to mass, sir; 
He heard the music of the horn, 
And saw the beagles pass, sir; 
His book he shut, his flock forsook, 
And threw aside his gown, sir; 
Mounted his horse to hunt the fox, 
And tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


Its every day we go to mass, 
The priest puts on his boots, sir 5 
And if the fox that way should pass, 
He’ll follow in pursuit, sir. 
So swift he leaps o’er hedge and ditch, 
To him there is no bounds, sir ; 
And if he can, he’ll lead the van, 
And tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


It was once he had a pair to wed, 
As the fox passed in view, sir; 
The surplice he drew o’er his head, 

And bid the pair adieu, sir. 

They both did pray that he might stay, 
For they were not fast bound, sir ; 
He swore that night to bed they might, 

And tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


Nor think this jovial priest so wrong, 
He had an honest heart, sir; 

Both night and morn the sprightly horn, 
It would his senses charm, sir. 

He never robbed, or poor distrest, 
His praise I will renown, sir ; 

He thought it no crime, at any time, 
To tally-ho! the hounds, sir. 


OPI EL LIF 


THE FUNERAL OF THE ROSE. 
(Herrick, 1648. ) 


THE rose was sick, and, smiling, died! 
And, being to be sanctified, 

About the bed there, sighing, stood 

The sweet and flow’ry sisterhood : 

Some hung the head, while some did bring, 
To wash her, water from the spring ; 

Some laid her forth, while others wept, 
But all a solemn fast there kept! 

The holy sisters some among 

The sacred dirge and tentral sung : 


But, ah! what sweets smelt every where, 
As heaven had spent all perfumes there. 
At last, when prayers for the dead, 

And rites were all accomplished, 

They, weeping, spread a lawny loom, 
And closed her up as in a tomb. 


GPEC IIOP? 


I BEG YOUR PARDON. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
I’M a most singular gemman, 
And with me, sure, all will agree, 


I’m in love with the whole race of women, 
And they are all smitten with me. 


SPOKEN. ] So, I strut about, like other coxcombs, 
—swear before modest women, to show my spirit, 
and stare 7em out of countenance, to show my 
breeding ; and if I get a box on the ears for my 
impudence, it’s only— 


Dear ma’am, I beg your pardon! 


Sober circles I put in a fluster, 
By quizzing ’em round, one and all ; 
Among little folks bully and bluster, 
Among great folks fawn, cringe, and sing 
small ! 


SPOKEN.] I have plenty of examples to keep 
me in countenance ;—now and then I may find 
myself in the wrong box with my bragging, and 
get challenged ; but having, like most coxcombs, 
a mortal antipathy to courage, I shall compound 
for— 


Dear sir, I beg your pardon! 


To puff myself off is my passion, 
For coxcombs, on reason a clog, 
Unless for the fopp’ries of fashion, 
Would soon be all lost in a fog. 


SPOKEN.] Nothing like notoriety, whether kick- 
ing up a riot, or being kicked down stairs. Noto- 
riety’s my passion here, too, (to the audience, ) 
where, if I fail, when I wish to please, 


Kind sirs, I beg your pardon! 
PIPLPEL IPP 


O, MY LOVE! MY LOVE! 
(Morton. ) 


WHEN first to Helen’s lute 

I sung, as she played to me, 
How came these, then, to shoot 

A thrilling sense all through me? 
O! ’twas love, ’twas love !— 

In my eyes it glistened ; 

’T would inspire a brute 

To sing, if Helen listened,— 

O, my love! my love! 


Why call I with delight 

This ditty’s plaintive numbers, 
To wrap my fair in night, 

And soothe my Helen’s slumbers ? 
O! ’tis love, ’tis love ! 

Lullaby, my dearest! 

Care from thee take flight, 

And peace thy heart be uearest! 

O! my love! my love! 


GLPLE LPO? 


MANCHESTER RACES. 


CoME, Dick, and Tom, and Davy, come, listen 
unto me awhile, 

And Poll, and Suke, and Lavey, Ill sing a song 
to make ye smile ; 
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For I’ve just come fra’ Cassey Moor, wi’ uncle 
John, and mony more, 

’T were covered o’er with rich and poor—I never 
saw such sights afore. 


And there were chaps a crying, come hit my legs, 
and miss my pegs, 

And heads «nd tails were flying; and t’ man id 
garters run his rigs ; 

Choice hodkens, too, for cakes and fruit, and then 
teetotums whirled about, 

And many a rig that missed my thought, sic games 
old Nic, sure, ne’er found out. 


Bowl up, for barrel cider! like thunder, they aloud 
did cry ; 

And then old Nan I spied her, wi’ nuts, a shout- 
ing—toss or buy ! 

I wur fain to see what she did there, when uncle 
John bawled in my ear,— 

Let’s go, and have a quart o’ beer, and sister Nan 
shall have her share. 


So, striding over t’ cause’ys, we came to t’ sign of 
t’ Man in t’ Moon; 

And soon a dist of t’ horses, and one of t’ sporting 
ladies come ; 

I were fain to see which horse w’d win.—I spied 
old Punch, wi’ his long chin, 

And his wife Joan were drubbing him.— Odzooks, 
says I, let’s all go in. 


The stands began a filling—Bowl up! bowl up! the 
owners cried ; 

They axed I for a shilling, but up I went to the 
brow side ; 

And when the horses they did start, each man on 
sit back did his part ; 

Lord! how they did both kick and snort,—our mare 
ne’er went so fast in cart. 


Now, uncle John a drinking, and sister Nana 
courtin’ went, 

And I began a smelling of something as I felt to 
want ; 

There was beef and ham on ev’ry side, and veal 
and mutton thick I spied, 

My guts cried cupboard; up, I cried, I’ll set me 
down, and stuff my hide. 


When t’folks begun a shifting, 1 found mysen in a 
wary kail, 

I could not stir for rifting—I’d grown so fat on beef 
and ale ; 

Wi’ tarts, and cheese, and Chelsea buns, and lo- 
zengers, and sugar-plums, 

Far bigger aye nor my two thumbs, my pockets they 
were full o’ crumbs. 


So, t’ races being over, and nought but shows were 
left to see, 

I’d seen old Punch before, sir, and once wur quite 
enough for me; 

T’ground wur so throng, folk scarce could pass, 
some drunk, some sober, most bare brass, 

And some had two black ee’n by t’mass—and others 
laid asleep in t’ grass, 


When I got home, my granny glored at me through 
both her rings, 

And then begun a preaching, and called mea sight 
of wicked things ; 

But when my story I did tell, her mouth stood awry 
like old Kirk bell, 

Ah, John, she says, thou’s pleased me well—next 
year, I’m sure, I’ll go mysell. 


ee ee 


BEN BOWLING’S DEPARTURE. 


_ BEN BOWLING, a true-hearted tar, 
A right gallant son of Old Ocean, 
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Elate with the rumours of war, 
Soon felt all his courage in motion ; 
The king, he said, must be obeyed, 
So, Molly, a truce to thy wailing ; 
For see, every anchor is weighed, 
And all the fleet ready for sailing. 
Then, kissing his charmer, withdrew, 
But often turned kindly to hail her ; 
While Molly sighed faintly adieu! 
Invoking success to her sailor. 


Behold the fleet now under-weigh, 
Their topsaiis are swelled by the breezes ; 

What beauty their streamers display, 
What grandeur the prospect increases ! 

See, see, down the Channel they stretch, 
To glory and victory steering ; 

While proudly the crowd on the beach 
Salute the bold heroes with cheering ; 

And still, while his charmer’s in view, 
Ben often turns kindly to hail her ; 

While Molly sighs faintly adieu ! 
Invoking success to her sailor. 


Should France, amid thunder and smoke, 

Her navy build hopes of success on, 
Depend on’t, our true hearts of oak 

Will teach her an old English lesson : 
May Ben, for his dear Molly’s sake, 

Return again, laden with treasure, 
And, taking her under his wake, 

Moor safe in the harbour of pleasure ; 
That Ben, when again he shall view, 

His charmer, with rapture may hail her ; 
And Molly, who late sighed adieu! 

Glad greet the return of her sailor. 


PPP PEEP HP 


OH, LOVE! THOU POWERFUL, PLEASING 
PAIN. 


(Holcroft. ) 


OH, love! thou powerful, pleasing.pain! 
The heart that owns thy mighty sway 
Shall ne’er recover peace again, 
But waste in sighs the cheerful day. 


Can words describe my countless fears, 
While on the rack of doubt I lie ; 
While doomed to pass my time in tears, 
Condemned, without complaint, to die? 
Oh, love, &c. 


In vain I wish for lost repose ; 
In vain would absence bring relief ; 
Still love within my bosom glows, 
And death, alone, can calm my grief. 
Oh, love, &c. 


WHEN THE HOLLOW DRUM BEATS TO 
BED. 


(G. Colman. ) 


WHEN the hollow drum beats to bed, 
When the little fifer hangs his head, 
Still and mute the Moorish flute, 
And nodding guards watch wearily ; 
Then will we, from prison free, 
March out by moonlight cheerily. 


When the Moorish cymbals clash by day, 
When the brazen trumpets shrilly bray ; 
The slave, in vain, may then complain 
Of tyranny and knavery. 
Would he know his time to go, 
And slily slip from slavery— 

Tis when the hollow drum, &c. ° 


GIF IIIT FH 
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MOLLY MALONE, 


By the big hill of Howth, 
That’s a bit of an oath, 
That to swear by I’m loth, 
T'o the heart of a stone, 
But be poison my drink, 
If I sleep, snore, or wink, 
Once forgetting to think, 
Of your lying alone. 
Och ! it’s how I’m in love, 
Like a beautiful dove, 
That sits cooing above, 
' In the boughs of a tree! 
It’s myself I’ll soon smother, 
In something or other, 
Unless I can bother, 
Your heart to love me, 
Sweet Molly, sweet Molly Malone, 
Sweet Molly, sweet Molly Malone. 


I can see if you smile, 
Though I’m off half-a-mile, 
For my eyes all the while 

Keep along with my head; 
And my head, you must know, 
When from Molly I go, 
Takes his leave with a bow, 

And remains in my stead. 

Och! it’s how, &c. 


Like a bird 1 could sing, 
In the month of the spring, 
But it’s now no such thing, 

I’m quite bothered and dead. 
Och! [ll roar and Ill groan, 
My sweet Molly Malone, 
Till I’m bone of your bone, 

And asleep in your bed. 

Och ! it’s how, &c. 


POPPE LE LO 


FAREWELL, MY NATIVE HILL AND 
DALE. 


Air— Braes O’ Ballochmyle.” 


No more, no more, the minstrel’s lay 
Will wake my heart to sweet delight ; 
Grief has usurped Joy’s happy sway, 
And plunged my soul in Sadness’s night ! 
Fair Emma, on the flowing lea, _ 
Has oft approved my tender tale, 
But, since she proves unkind to me, 
Farewell! my native hill and dale. 


Oh! when reclined on her soft breast, 
Which heaved with answ'ring sigh to mine ; 
T little dreamed, (ah! me, unblest!) 
Twas Falsehood’s dark, unhallowed shrine. 
Though Hope’s bright dream no longer bless, 
Affection’s power does still prevail, 
Then, since I cannot love her less, 
Farewell, my native hill and dale. 


Se a ae 


SIMON MUNS AND MISS JUDY M‘SHEE. 
(R. Morley.) 


My name’s Simon Mans, a smart tailor d’ye see, 
I late went a courting Miss Judy M‘Shee ; 
Miss Judy, says I, I’m just come here to woo, 
Your eyes, sharp as needles, have pierced my 
heart through. 
And sing fal de ral laddy, &c. 


Says she, Mr. Muns, you’re a sad naughty man, 

To try my poor innocent heart to trepan ; 

Besides I’m a vargin, not quite sixty-two, 

If I was to wed, sir, pray what can you do? 
Singing fal de ral laddy, &c. 
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Ods bodkins and shears, why, the folks in the 
town 
They say I’m the devil to give a green gown ; 
Indeed, it is true, not a word of its gam, 
They all will allow I’m as stiff as buckram. 
And sing fal de ral laddy, &c. 


These words made Miss Judy begin soon to melt, 

She said, that a strange twitteration she felt ; 

Thinks I, I’m a fool if the time I now miss, 

So I measured her round and gave her a kiss. 
Sing fal de ral laddy, &c. 


Next day then to church we hastened with glee, 
The neighbours all laughed at Miss Judy and me; 
Says I, you may snigger, but I’ll cut a dash, 
For soon I shall finger my dear Judy’s cash. 

Sing fal de ral laddy, &c. 


It’s now almost time I had finished my song, 
There’s some of you’ll think it is near a yard long; 
But, if you approve, then I’ll cheerfully sing, 
Bless our soldiers and sailors, and God save the 
King. 
And sing fal de ral laddy, &c. 


OIG LIPP PP? 


MARK ME! ’LL MAKE THEE TREMBLE! 
(M. G. Lewis.) 
A BRAVURA. 


MARK me! Ill make thee tremble! 
Mark me! and still dissemble, 

Still spurn my bleeding heart ! 
But at that awful hour 
When sleep employs it’s power, 
And sheds a balmy shower 

To sooth the bosom’s smart ; 

Mark me! 

Then, then that King of Terrors, 
Conscience shall stamp thy errors, 

In lines of blasting flame ; 
While friends thy couch surrounding, 
With screams thine ears confounding, 
Each ruthless deed shall number, 
And scare the sylph of slumber, 

By shrieking out my name‘ 


GPFILIILIP? 


COME, SWEET CONTENT, THOU EVER 
SMILING MAID. 


(Miss Scott.) 


COME, sweet Content, thou ever-smiling maid, 
Come, sit with me beneath the oak-tree shade, 
Or wander with me round yon green-clad hill, 
Adown whose sides oft steals the silver rill. 


If thou wert inmate of my humble home, 

I would not change it for a gilded dome ; 

If blest with thee, my table will be crowned, 
With sweets in Riot’s banquet never found. 


Careless with thee, I’d roam at early day, 


And join the warblers on the waving spray ; 
Or gaily tend my fleecy bleating fold, 
And kindly guard them from the wint’ry cold. 


GRIPE I LIE 


DOWN AMONG THE DEAD MEN LET HIM 
LIE. 


HERE’s a health to the king, and a lasting peace ; 
May faction be d d, and let discord cease ; 
Come, let us drink it while we have breath, 
For there’s no drinking after death ; 
And he that wo’n’t with this comply, 

Down among the dead men, 

Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, let him lie. 
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Now a health to the king, and may he long 
Be the first good toast to grace our song ; 
Off with your hats, with your knees on the ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around ; 
And he that will not drink, if he’s dry, 
Down among the dead men, &c. 


Let charming beauty’s health go round, 
In whom celestial joys are found, 
And may confusion still pursue 
The senseless women-hating crew ; 
And he that will this health deny, 
Down among the dead men, &c. 


Here’s thriving to trade and the commonweal, 
And patriots, to their country leal, 
But who for bribes gives Satan his soul, 
May he ne’er laugh o’er a flowing bowl, 
And all that with such rogues comply, 
Down among the dead men, &c. 


In smiling Bacchus’ joys I roll, 
Deny no pleasure to my soul, 
Let Bacchus’ health round swiftly move, 
For Bacchus is a friend to love ; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Down among the dead men, &c. 


SLI RkLLLF 


THOU WANTON, ROVING, PILFERING 
BE 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


VAIN, amorous bee, no more in Spring 
Range forth, thy honey-store to bring ; 
Nor, at the dawn of day, be seen 
Seeking what flowers to lurk between, 
Or where thy fragrant home thou’lt make 
?Mongst balmy leaves, not yet awake : 
No more, on wings with dew half wet, 
Enshrine within the violet ; 

Thy leafy pilgrimage resign, 

There is a balm far more divine 

Than e’er thou’lt, on warm Hybla’s hill, 
From roses and wild thyme distil ; 

Yes, and although each modest flower 
Must yield unto thy pilfering power, 
This flower can shield its charms from thee, 
Thou wanton, roving, pilfering bee! 

In vain thou’lt seek, wild thing of air, 
A bloom that can with this compare ; 

It breathes a sweeter, purer scent 

Than Flora’s breath, so redolent,— 

A richer dew than thou canst sip 

It yields, for *tis my Julia’s lip. 


THE TRAGICAL CATASTROPHE OF 
MR. BUCK AND MISS DOE. 
Air—*“* Quite politely.” 

Miss Dok lived in Threadneedle-street, 

In a parlour, in a parlour ; 
A mantua-maker quite complete, 

As her board said o’er the parlour. 
Her charms the hearts of many struck, 
But none she liked save Mr. Buck, 
To win whose smiles she thought was luck, 

While ogling from the parlour. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


Now Buck he was a tailor spruce ; 

Quite bewitching, quite bewitching ; 
A knight, sirs, of the shears and goose, 

Lived facing, in a kitchen. 
His eyes so black, and monstrous keen, 
Filled many a virgin’s heart with spleen ; 
Miss Doe oft wished she ne’er had seen 

This tailor in his kitcken. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


A note to him she straight did write, 
She meant sincerely, meant sincerely ; 


| In which to tea she did invite 


The man she loved so dearly, 
But, on the day, I do declare, 
The cat broke all the earthenware ; 
Which made Miss Doe to rave and tear, 
And swear, too, rather freely. 


Fol de rol, &c. 


The cat she basted with a twig, 

Which made it bellow, made it bellow, 
When up stairs ran one Mrs. Rig, 

Who lived down in the cellar. 
Said she, ** Miss Doe, your sorrows end, 
Some tea-things I to you will lend ; 
Which scarce was done before her friend 

Popped in, sirs, rather mellow. 

Fol de rol, 


To tea they sat them down, in style, 

Close together, close together ; 
And as they sipped, cast many a smile, 

While talking about the weather. 
“« To go through stitch wo’n’t be amiss,” 
Said Buck, then gave Miss Doe a kiss ; 
But, lord! his wife popped in on this, 

And caught them both together. 

Fol de rol, &c. 


A leaden cushion she did throw 

At his head, sir, at his head, sir; 
Then with a bodkin struck Miss Doe, 

Who fell down stock-stone dead, sir ; 
But first she squalled like any pig, 
«« Mrs. Cups-and-Saucers fetch your Rig ; 
So they’re not broke, who cares a fig.” 

Then down she laid her head, sir. 

Fol de rol, 


Then Mrs. Buck flopped in a swound, 
Broken-hearted, broken-hearted 5 

When all three were laid under ground, 
Because they were departed. 

Now round the table every night, 

Like rabbits, tripping, drest in white, 

The neighbours round they do affright, 
Till by the cock they’re started. 

Fol de rol, 


&e. 


&e. 


&c. 


GIFOLPI IPP 


MAY ENGLAND BE EUROPE’S BAZAAR. 


IN a cottage in Wales, in the sweetest of vales, 
with father and mother lived I, 

Till I quitted our cot, just to better my lot, and in 
London my fortune to try ; 

There I made a full stop, for the rent of a shop I 
found too extravagant far; 

But just in the nick (what a fortunate trick) they 
opened a splendid bazaar, 

How lucky, how lucky, they opened a splendid 
bazaar. 


Hither, gentlefolks come, you will not find me 
dumb, the selling of ballads my trade : 

Here’s “‘ Beauty’s a Flower,”’— ‘* Will you come 
to the Bower,”—** Crazy Jane,”’ and the 
“ Beautiful Maid.” 

Sometimes, ont of choice, just to keep up my 
voice, I play on the Spanish guitar ; 

Then the dull and the witty, the plain and the 
pretty, all flock to our splendid bazaar. 

How lucky, how lucky, &c. 


From our net you may fish every object you wish ; 
sweet lavender, pincushions, tea ; 

Backgammon-board, laces, and rouge for pale 
faces ; and if you’d be married, there’s me. 

We take ready money, which cannot be funny, to 
those who with creditors spar ; 

But may commerce increase, with the blessings of 
peace, and England be Europe’s bazaar. 


Pa Ital a 
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OH! MANY A TIME HAVE I THOUGHT 
ON THY BEAUTY. 


(Mrs. Robinson.) 


On! many a time have I thought on thy beauty, 

When cannons, loud roaring, taught valour its duty ; 

And many a time have I sighed to behold thee, 

When the sulphur of war in its cloudy mist rolled 
me. 


At the still hour of morn, when the camp was re- 
posing, 
I wandered alone on the wide dewy plain; 
And when the gold curtains of evening were 
closing, 
I watched the long shadows steal over the plain. 


When I gazed on the field of the dead and the 
dying, 
Oh! Agnes, my fancy still wandered to thee ; 
When around my brave comrades in anguish were 
lying, 
I longed on the death-bed of valour to be. 
For severed from thee, my sweet girl, the loud 
thunder, 
Which tore the soft fetters of fondness asunder, 
Had only one kindness in mercy to show me, 
To bid me die bravely, that thou, love, may’st 
know me. 


PPPOE LP La? 


AH! MAIDEN FAIR. 
[Translated from Goéthe’s Faustus. | 
(Lord F. L. Gower.) 


AH! maiden fair! 
What dost thou there, 
Pr’ythee declare, 

At the door of thy love ere morning? 
What canst thon win? 
Pure from all sin, 
He lets thee in, 

Will he let thee out so at dawning ? 


Now stars are bright, 
Wait for the light, 
If not, good night,— 
Good night to your fame, says the singer 
Keep thee from harm,— 
List not his charm,— 
Fly from his arm, 
If he show not the ring on his finger. 


GLLELEOF? 


A HINDOSTAN GIRL’S SONG. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 
’T1s thy will and I must leave thee, 
O then, best beloved, farewell! 
I forbear, lest I should grieve thee, 
Half my heart-felt pangs to tell. 
Soon a British fair will charm thee, 
Though, alas! her smiles must woo ; 
But though she to rapture warm thee, 
Don’t forget thy poor Hindoo. 


Well I know this happy beauty, 
Soon thy envied bride will shine ; 
But will she, by anxious duty, 
Prove a passion warm as mine? 
If to rule be her ambition, 
And her own desires pursue, 
Thow'lt recall thy fond submission, 
And regret thy poor Hindoo. 


Born, perhaps, to rank and splendour, 
Will she deign to wait on thee ; 

And those soft attentions render, 
Thou so oft has praised in me? 


Yet, why doubt her care to please thee 5 
Thou must every heart subdue ; 

I am sure each nymph that sees thee, 
Loves thee like thy poor Hindoo. 


No, ah! no! though from thee parted, 
Other nymphs would peace obtain, 
But thy Lela, broken hearted, 
Ne’er, oh! ne’er will smile again. 
Oh! how fast from thee they bear me 5 
Faster still shall death pursue, 
But ’tis well, death will endear me, 
And thou’lt mourn thy poor Hindoo. 


PII FPEPL?P 


A BUNDLE OF TRUTHS, 
OR, A TAILOR’S GOOSE CAN NEVER FLY. 
Air—** When I’ve Money Iam merry.” 


BARNEY BODKIN broke his nose, 
Want of money makes us sad, 
Without feet we can’t have toes, 
Crazy folks are always mad ; 
A farthing rushlight’s very small, 
Doctors wear large bushy wigs, 
One that’s dumb can never bawl, 
Pickled pork is made of pigs. 
Right fol de riddle del, 
A yard of pudding’s not an ell, 
Not forgetting didderum hi, 
A tailor’s goose can never fly. 


Patriots say theyll mend the nation, 
Pigeons will make pretty pies, 
Lawyers deal in botheration, 
A gun’s too big for shooting flies ; 
Irish whiskey’s very good, 
Lundy Foot will make you sneeze, 
A barber’s block is made of wood, 
Pepper’s good with buttered peas. 
Right fol de riddle, &c. 


Times will grow better, never fear, 
Old maids in scandal take delight, 
Candles now are very dear, 
Roguery will come to light ; 
Chicken gloves a’n’t made for pigs, 
Very seldom asses die, 
Plum-pudding should be stuffed with figs, 
The Monument is very high. 
Right fol de riddle, &c. 


Puppet-shows young folks amuse, 
Christmas comes but once a year, 
Wooden legs wear out no shoes, 
Sixpence is a quart of beer ; 
We shall all live till we die, 
Barney leave the girls alone, 
Catsup’s not good with apple-pie, 
Churchwardens’ hearts are made of stone. 
Right fol de riddle, &c. 


Garters keep the stockings up, 

All bakers are not honest men, 
When a dog’s young he’s called a pup, 

The cock is tougher than the hen; 
Frenchmen can run very well, 

Turtle-soup is very nice, 
Courtiers a fat lie can tell, 

Toasted cheese is bait for mice. ~ 

Right fol de riddle, &c. 


Tailors cabbage all your cloth, 
Shins of beef are very tough, 
Flummery is just like froth, 
Lawyers all are up to snuff; 
Jolly tars are fond of fun, 
«© God save the king,” we’llnobly shout ; 
And now, good folks, my song is done, 
Nobody knows what ’twas about. 
Right fol de riddle, &c. 


OPAL I LIF 


4 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER,; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 








EZ, 


=e 


, WM Q Ug 
2 Net 


ISS 


f} 


fe 


he 
Wy 


——— LAGS d BSc 43 Ses" fy = — 
ii se Se h yy Sa 2, y, 
————_ nye BENS SNS df / Ss 

— SS a Si = y' c= < 











a ge ee 
a ea 


pore 
«6 Will a thatcher do por ys Miss Wrinkle ?”” quoth he. 
« For better or worse, I’ll consent 5” replied she. 





MISS WRINKLE AND THE THATCHER. | Clad in all her winning charms, | 

OR, THE OLD paris AACR Os: HEARD FROM 2 An eyes s alarms,— 
sinks With love’s ecstasy. 

IN a village there lived an old maid, 

Who was ne’er known for trifles to fret, 
But yet she was sadly afraid 

That a husband she never should get. 
Miss Wrinkle was fifty, it can’t be denied, 


Now I strive to calm her fear ;— 
<< Mary, stay that pearly tear; 
Mary, love, again I swear, 
I'll be ever true. 


Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de; “© To leave thee, love, my heart would break :” 
Yet still to be married she constantly sighed, Her azure eyes her joy bespeak, 
Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de. And now J kiss her glowing cheek, 


She went in the garret to pray, O’erspread with balmy dew. 


And, hoping her prayer might be granted, With mutual love our bosoms glow, 

She never omitted a day I clasp her breast of Alpine snow, 
'To name in her prayers what she wanted. I press her lip where sweets e’er flow, 

For, though she was fifty, it can’t be denied, Far favoured love to sip. 
Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de ; Who cannot feel the heavenly bliss, 

Yet still to be married she constantly sighed, Which dwelleth on the lengthened kiss ? 
Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de. Who, unmoved, could closely press 

A thatcher, one day, through the roof, Lovely woman’s lip ? 
At her prayers did espy this old dove, { press her cheek of glowing hue ; 

Then popped in his head, gave her proof I kiss away the balmy dew f 
Her devotions were heard from above. Fallen from her eye of blue 

«¢ Will a Thatcher do for you? Miss Wrinkle ig On the rose beneath. 

quoth he, . : 

Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de. The rays of love beam in her eyes ; 

«« For better or worse, I’ll consent,” replied she, - ur mutual vows to heaven rise 5, ©, 
Sing fal de ral, lal de ral, de. The blushing fair one, trembling, sighs, 


«Tam yours till death.” 


Then, could I leave this lovely flower 
Alone to droop beneath the shower? 
No; by Hymen’s sacred power, 


GPAIOLLF 


MARY. Ne’er till life be gone. 
Air—“ Scots, wha hae wi? Wallace bled.” Allied by all the links of love, 
( Beuler. ) That love which roams from realms above, 


Ah! never, never will I rove 


THE moon appears, and now’s the hour, From my lovely one. 


To the honeysuckle bow’r, 
See, approach my lovely flow’r, 
ary comes to me. 
51—~VOL. if. ; 


Ye ee 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


RAISING THE DEVIL, 


Air— Last Week I took a Wife.” —(Menerieff. ) 


I’ve oft of magic read, 
That could work changes funny, 
And it comes in my head, 
This magic must be money ; 
For though you should be cross and old, 
And every thing that’s frightful, 
Yet only once get store of gold, 
You're all that is delightful. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


The law’s delay who feels, 
That once its fees can master ; 
For only grease the wheels, 
Oh, law! what can go faster. 
To prove Dame Justice blind, should be, 
I know no reason stronger 
Than this, should she a bribe once see, 
She’d Justice be no longer. 
Tol, lol, lol, &c. 


A quack once advertized, 
He Beelzebub would raise up, 
Which all the town surprised, 
And sprung a pretty breeze up. 
But soon his word not to be worse, 
And lay their strong doubts level, 
Ke showed them all an empty purse, 
And cried, this is the Devil! 
Tots loi; lol, se. 


PLROIP PID 


MY HARP ALONE. 
(Sir Walter Scott. ) 


I WAS a wild and wayward boy, 
My childhood scorned each childish toy, 
Retired from all, reserved and coy ; 
To musing prone, 
1 wooed my solitary joy, 
My harp alone. 


My youth, with bold ambitious mood, 
Despised the humble stream and wood, 
Where my poor father’s cottage stood, 
To fame unknown ; 
What should my soaring views make good, 
My harp alone. 


Love came with all his frantic fire, 

And wild romance of vain desire ; 

The baron’s daughter heard my lyre, 
And praised the tone ; 

And all that had my folly nursed, 
Love’s sway to own, 

Yet spared the spell that lulled me first, 
My harp alone. 


Woe came with war, and want with woe, 
And it was mine to undergo 
Each outrage to the rebel foe, 
Can aught atone, 
My fields laid waste, my cot laid low, 
My harp alone. 


Ambition’s dreams I’ve seen depart, 

Have rued of penury the smart, 

Have felt of love the venomed dart, 
When hope was flown ; 

Yet rests one solace in my heart, 
My harp alone. 


Then over, mountain, moor, and hill, 
My faithful harp I’ll bear thee still ; 
And when this life of want and ill 
Is well nigh gone, 
Thy strings mine elegy shall thrill, 
My harp alone. 


Se ee 


A FAMILY PICTURE. 
Air— Irish Legacy.” —(A. J. Mason.) 

IN a mansion near Donegal’s ancient new town, 
Fooralaloo, fooralaloo, 

Lived my father and mother, two men of renown, 
Fal de ral, lal de ral, lar, ra. 

I was their only boy, save a girl, by-the-by, 

Who was heir to their wealth, and joint heiress 

was I, 

Fooralaloo, fooralaloo, 

Och! hone, gramachree, whack ! 


Dad had a young sister, a crabbed old prude, 
Fooralaloo, &c. 

(Who ne’er could get wed, cause she never was 

wooed, ) 

Fal de ral, &c. 

Who’d boast she was kin, in a double degree, 

Being aunt to my sister and uncle to me. 
Fooralaloo, &c. 


Our mansion of clay was most dirtily clean, 
Fooralaloo, &c. 

In the midst of a wood, not a tree to be seen; 
Fal de ral, &c. 

A spalpeen of a storm, our good fortune to crown, 

Blew up the whole fabric by biowing it down. 
Fooralaloo, &c. 


A blunder mv parents then made must be known, 
Fooralaloo, &c. 

In stealing some cattle which were not their own; 
Fal deral, &c. 

That exalted them up to great glory, you see, 

Both together, alone, on a leafless green tree. 
Fooralaloo, &c. 


Their sister soon died by hard drinking one day ; 
Fooralaloo, &c. 

Her niece quickly followed by showing the way ; 
Fal de ral, &c. 

So they gave me the slip, and I’m now left alone, 

To follow their fortunes, by making my own, 
Fooralaloo, &c. 


OPP LIE LF 


YE DEAR LITTLE DARLINGS, WHAT 
WOULD YE BE AT? 
(Upton. ) 
O WOMAN! sweet woman! wherever ye be, 
’Tis woman I love, and with pride bend the knee ; 
And man, if he’s wise, must exultingly say, 
’*Tis woman that charms us by night or by day. 
Now there’s blushing Mary, Matilda, and Sue, 
With their rattle and prattle, and “ha! dow d’ye 
do? 
Come,—don’t,—get away ;—no, yousha’n’t,” and — 
ali that: 
O, ye dear little darlings, what would ye be at? 


Let them boast of their joys and the sports of the 
field, 

The sunshine of pleasure to woman must yield ; 

In her eyes all the loves, with their witcheries play, 

To lead us poorfellows in fetters astray. 

There’s Fanny, Maria, Louisa, and Joan, 

With their teasing and pleasing, and “ leave me 
alone ;” 

“‘ Kiss me! no, that you sha’n’t: 
and all that : 

O, ye dear little darlings, what would ye be at? 


Then talk not to me about that thing nor this, 

Nor tell me that wine is the fountain of bliss ; 

The fountain of bliss is the lips of the fair, 

And toast them I will, let them: pledge me who dare. 

There’s Kitty, Jane, Betsy, Priscilla, and Anne 3 

To be sure, and O bless them, they don’t love a 
man, 

With their, ‘well! and, ha! would ye? begone,” 
and all that: 

O, ye dear little darlings, what would ye be at? 


come, there,” 
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BACHELORS’ HALL. 
( Dibdin. ) 
To Bachelors’ Hall we good fellows invite, : 
To partake of the chase that makes up our delight; 
We have spirits like fire, and of health such a 
stock, 
That our pulse strikes the seconds as true as the 


clock. ‘ 
Did you see us, you’d swear, as we mount with a 


race, 

That Diana had dubbed some new gods of the 
chase. 

Hark away! hark away! all nature looks gay, 

And Aurora with smiles ushers in the bright day. 


Dick Thickset came mounted upon a fine black ; 
A better fleet gelding ne’er hunter did back. 
Tom Trig rode a bay, full of mettle and bone ; 
And gaily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan: 
But the horse of all horses that rivalled the day, 
Was the Squire’s Neck-or-Nothing, and that was 
the gray. 
Hark away! hark away! &c. 


Then for hounds, there was Nimble, so well that 
climbed rocks ; 

And Cocknose, a good one for scenting a fox : 

Little Plunge, like a mole, who will ferret and 
search, 

And beetle-browed Hawk’s-eye, so dead at a lurch, 

Young Sly-looks, who scents the strong breeze 
from the south, 

And musical Echo-well, with his deep mouth. 

Hark away! hark away! &c, 


Our horses thus all of the very best blood, 

’Tis not likely you’ll easily find such a stud ; 

And for hounds our opinions with thousands we’d 
back 

That all England throughout can’t produce such a 
pack. 

Thus having described you, dogs, horses, and crew, 

Away we set off, for the fox is in view. 

Hark away! hark away! &c, 


Sly renard’s brought home, while the horns sound 
a call, 

And now you are welcome to Bachelors’ Hall. 

The savory sirloin grateful smokes on the board, 

And Bacchus pours wine from his favourite hoard. 

Come on, then, do honour to this jovial place, 

And enjoy the sweet pleasures that spring from the 
chase. 

Hark away! hark away! while our spirits are gay, 

Let us drink to the joys of the next coming day. 


OLIPL OLE 


WE HAVE CONQUERED, AND WILL DO 
: AGAIN. 


ON Old England’s blest shore 
We are landed once more, 
Secure from the storms of the main; 
For great George, and his cause, 
Por our country and laws, 
We have conquered, and will do again. 


Where the sun’s orient ray 
First opens the day 
On India’s extended domain, 
The swarthy-faced foes, 
Who dared to oppose, 
We have conquered, and will do again. 


Come, my brave hearts of oak, 
Let us drink, sing, and joke, 
While here on the shore we remain ; 
When our country demands, 
With hearts and with hands, 
We are ready to conquer again. 


355 
MISNOMERS; 
OR, A SAMPLE OF CONTRARIETIES. 
Air—* Madam Fig’s Gala.”—(W. H. Ireland.) 


PVE a comical thought in my brain, _ 
So I'll e’en give my maggot its rambie ; 
This life is so chequered by pain, 
Thick strewed o’er with thorn and with bramble : 
Let em seek out my meaning who will, 
Misnomers are now my vagaries ; 
Eye mankind, my friends, just as ye will, 
*Tis my maxim to judge by contraries. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Lion was meck as a dove, 
Mrs. Dove clawed her spouse like a vulture, 
Mr. Frost was o’erflowing with love, 
Mr. Farmer knew nothing of culture ; 
Mr. Cannon had never seen shots, 
Captain Ball ran in battle from cannon, 
Mr. Gardiner had no plants or pots, 
Mr. Irish was ne’er dipped in Shannon. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Black had a phiz like a smock, 
A mulatto was spruce Mr, Fairman, 
Mr. Head had the sconce of a block, 
China oranges sold Mr. Pearman ; 
Mr. Swift never stirred for the gout, 
Mr. Found was a lank poplar-tree, 
Mr. Keane was a true luby-cout, 
And the roughest of boatswains Ben Shee. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Ireland was true cockney bull, 
Mr. England was Dublin’s dear Pat, 
Mr. Bright was confoundedly dull, 
Mr. Sharp was amazingly flat ; 
Mr. Gross was but mere skin and bone, 
Of grenadiers Short was the tallest, 
Mr. Light weighed some twenty-three stone, 
Mr. Greathead of sculls had the smallest. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Scarlet was true olive dye, 
Mr. Taylor a needle ne’er threaded, 
Mr. Frank was deceitful and sly, 
Mr. Snow to the fire-side was wedded : 
Mr. Green had a, phiz passing blue, 
Mr. Gray was all flaming with pimples, 
Miss Rose with rose-pink had health’s huc, 
Mr. Cook only lived upon simples. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Carpenter ne’er used a plane, 
Mr. Sawyer he never saw saw-pit, 
Mr. Turner the lathe turned in vain, 
Mr. Joiner for dove-tail had no wit : 
Mr. Winter was always on fire, 
Mrs. Meeke proved of shrews a choice pattern, 
Mr. Dry only moved to perspire, 
Mrs. Pride in her dress was a slattern. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
My. Bull could not butt though he’d horns, 
Mr. Cane was in person bent double, 
Mr. Prince, fearing bums, slept on thorns, 
Mr. Peace all his life was in trouble 3 
Mr. Fox never dreaded the bounds, 
A loose coat the garb was of Spencer, 
Mr. Rich ne’er was worth twenty pounds, 
Mr. Bower shone first as a fencer. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Mr. Gotobed sat up all night, : 
Captain Woods lived upon the salt ocean, 
Mr. Thorogood never did right, 
Mr. Groves paid to Thames-street devotion ; 
On an eminence lived Mr. Dale, 
Mr. Brine hated beef that was salted, 
Mr, Hill snugly dwelt in a vale, 
Mr. Race on a nag never vaulted. 
Rumpti iddity, &e. 
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Mr. Goodrich a rogue was, and poor, 
No bread ever baked Mr. Baker, 
Mr. Speed never passed his own door, 
Mr. Quick was a prime undertaker ; 
The pleasantest fellow was Paine, 
Mr. Chandler abhorred smell of tallow, 
Mr. Fife never warbled a strain, 
Mr. Blood was all shrivelled and sallow, 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


Mr. Grub to the sight seemed to fly, 

Of wit Mr. Flint had no spark, 
Mr. Bacon of lard was quite dry, 

Mr. Hook was not formed to catch shark ; 
Mr. Hogg never wore a pig-tail, 

Mr. Sféel boasted heart the most pliant, 
Mr. Thresher ne’er handled a fiail, 

Mr. Small was a seven-{oot giant. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


Mr. Dunn never dunned for a debt, 
Mr. Deacon was given to swearing, 
A grain Mr. Seed never set, 
Mr. Love of his sweetness was sparing ; 
Messrs. Fisher and Foot loved to hunt, 
Messrs. Porter and Carter kept coaches, 
Mr. Power was in prowess a runt, 
Mr. Pope on his friends ne’er encroaches. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


Mr. Temple ne’er passed a church-door, 
Mr. Beshop did nought but blaspheme, 
Mr. Truwhitt might rank a rank boor, 
Mrs. Sweet was of tartars the cream 3; 
Mr. Strange was with all hand-in-glove, 
Messrs. Birch and Rodd ne’er flogged a bottom, 
Mr. Wild was sincere in his love, 
And the Bests were all sinners, odd rot ’em. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


Mr. Tuck could not bear a tuck-out, 
Mr. Stride was a hop-and-go-one, 
Mr. Peak in love’s war lost his snout, 
Mr. Sadd was the foremost at fun ; 
Mt. Shade ever courted Sol’s glare, 
Mr. Gamble was ranked an upright man, 
Mr. Gay was the true type of Care, 
Dick Sweetland’s employ was a nightman. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


From these samples, good friends, it is plain 
Our outside is nothing but seeming, 
We are but skin deep, for the vein 
With something contrary is teeming ; 
Through life it will ever be found 
To rely on the casket’s a blunder, 
Though jewels to sight may abound, 
The devil lies snugly couched under. 
Rumpti umpti, &c. 


GLO LPOE ES 


YOU ASK ME TO WAKE THE SOFT 
STRAIN. 

[Music, T. C. Smith, 36, St. James’s Street. | 
(W. Ball.) 


You ask me to wake the soft strain 

Which once was a spell to thine ear, 
Kre pleasure had yielded to pain, 

All that love—all that life counted dear. 


Sweet themes of my youth, ye are fled ! 
The skill of the minstrel is o’er, 

The hopes that ye nourished are dead,-— 
Oh, farewell, I recall ye no more ! 

Forbear, then, the ‘ey to implore, 
The heart yet unwounded and free 
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Alone can such sweetness restore ,— 
Oh, deem not it lingers with me! 


GPILPIPLEF 


THE DRUNKEN BUCK. 
Air— Fal de ral tit.” 


I’M a lad well known in town, 
Among the fair, the black, the brown, 
Can black an eye, or crack a crown, 
With countenance so wise, sir; 
A sup of drink will make you glad, 
And cheer your heart, however sad, 
Too much, you know, will make you mad, 
And close up both your eyes, sir. 
Tipsy, tizzey, muzzy, 
Jolly, groggy, drinking port, 
We bucks are always muzzy, 
O, bravo, that’s your sort ! 


If muzzy made with whiskey dear, 
Reflection ne’er can hover near, 
A fig for any idle fear, 

Sorrow, care, or trouble. 
Then keep it up while spirits aid, 
A jolly, rocky, cheerful blade, 
For youth and beauty soon doth fade, 

O, life’s an empty bubble! 

Tipsy, tizzey, muzzy, &c. 


Drink, doctors say, will hurt your health 
Though oft they take a sup by stealth ; 
And justice says, “twill hurt your wealth, 

For this they get their fees, sir; 
The parson, too, don’t drink, he’ll say, 
Though by himself he’ll mug away, 
And, sanctified, cry, yea and nay! 

As fuddled as you please, sir. 

Tipsy, tizzey, muzzy, &c. 


OPLIPL LIF 


TO GUARD THIS ISLE, THE 
WE’LL SUSTAIN. 


(Pearce. } 


BATTLE 


WITH pride we stecred for England’s coast, 
Her hills arose in misty blue ; 
Six prizes of the line our boast: 
Another struck, and sunk in view! 
O, still to guard this isle, the battle we’ll sustain, 
And dare the perils of the stormy main! 


Within the bosom of the land, 
The claims of relative and friend, 
The prowess of our fleets demand : 
Their rights upon our arms depend. 
O, still to guard this isle, &c. 


Sweet love! this bosom knows thy power. 
The dashing waves, that foam along, 
Hear Fanny’s name, at midnight hour, 
The tender burden of my song : 
For England’s lovely dames the battle we’ll sus- 
tain, 
And dare the perils of the stormy main. 


GP? ELIE? 


THE SONG OF 'THE SONNETTEER. 
(J. Ogden.) 


RECITATIVE. 
A SONNETTEER, in love with Fame, 
Whose name she will forget to-morrow, 
Among his jovial neighbours came, 
And thus poured forth his piebald sorrow. 
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Air—“ The young May Moon.” 
What selfish laugh is that I hear? 
You’re far from thinking of me, I fear! 

While you carol your joys, 

My obstreperous boys, 
Allow me to snivel, and drop a tear. 


I’m a wonder, and mean to show it, O, 
Though ever so many should gozt, 0; 

And I choose a light tune, 

Not because I’m a spoon, 
But because you mayn’t wish me to stow it, O. 


Y’m Solomon Hennery Murdermirth, 
Bad luck to the hour that gave me birth,) 
Sure, my brother Killjoy 
Is a broth of a boy, 
But, as for myself,—I’m too good for earth! 


Let’s have a dear groan in chorus, O ; 

We’ve a very fine subject before us, O; 
Now I’ve stepped from my shelf 
For to talk of myself, 

Inferior topics would bore us, O. 


When I condescend to revel, O, 
{ waltz with a young blue devil, O 5 
Or I take the night air 
On a flying night-mare, 
And thus soar beyond Milton’s level, O. 


You'll hardly think, [ humbly hope, 
Of lowering me to Mister Pope ; 
He and Mr. Dryden 
Were ingenious men, 
But, as for their poetry,—that’s all soap. 


The factis, I’m so clever, O, 

That, spite of my endeavour, O, 
To write myself down, 
To the taste of the town, 

I’m relished, I may say, never, O. 


Tis swect to kiss girls on the sly, 
A bran-new suit ’tis sweet to try ; 
But, far sweeter than all 
One can luxury call, 
Ts to think of one’s virtues, and pipe one’s eye. 


And, O, it is a sweet relief 
To inoculate one’s friends with grief, 
When a fav’rable sort 
Sets ’em looking a-mort, 
And their faces grow long, and their speeches 
brief. 


But some, I see, are laughing, O; 

And others, I see, are quaffing, O ; 
You’re all vulgar and vain, 
So Ill here end my strain, 

Lest you give me a general chaffing, O. 


I’m a wonder, and needs must own it, Oj 
Already I’ve pretty well shown it, O; 
Since so precious each word 
Of the ditty you’ve heard, 
Some villains among ye would bone it, O! 


GPOLI DIF 


THE OLD MAN GOING TO PAY HIS 
RENT. 
(J. W.) 


THE song that I’m going to sing 
I hope it will give you content, 
*Tis concerning a silly old man, 
Who went for to pay his rent. 
Sing til de ril dil de ril dil, 
Sing til de ril dil de ril dil, 
Sing til de ril dil de ril di do, 
Sing til de ril dil de ril dil. 


As t” old man was riding along, 
Along on the highway, 
A gentleman thief overtook him, 
And thus unto him he did say, 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


O’ertook, o’ertook, said the thief, 
And well o’ertaken, says he ; 
And we’ll have a tackle, says t’ old man, 
If thou’rt good company. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


For I’s a poor farmer, he said, 
And I farms a spot of ground ; 
And my half-year’s rent, kind sir, 
Comes just to forty pound 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


Thou shouldn’t have told any body, 
For thieves there are going many, 
And if they should hear of thee, 
They would rob thee of all thy money. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


O, never mind, said t’ old man, 
For thieves I ne’er fear, nor tried, 
For the money is safe in the bags 
On the saddle on which I ride. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


As t’ old man was riding along, 
Ne’er thinking of any ill, 
The thief pulls out a pistol, 
And bids t’ old man stand still. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


But t’ old man he proved crafty, 
And in this world there’s many ; 
He threw the saddle over the hedge, 
Saying,—Fetch it, if thou’lt have any. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


The thief got off his horse, 
With courage stout and bold, 
And went to fetch the saddle, 
And gave him his horse to hold, 
Sing tilde ril, &e. 


The old man put in his foot, 
And up he got astride ; 
Now, by my faith, said t’ old man, 
Thou needn’t bid me to ride. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


O, stay, O, stay, said the thief, 
And half thy share thou shalt have ; 
Nay, by my faith, said t’old man, 
For once I’ve bitten a knave. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


The thief, not yet content, 
But thinking there must be bags, 
He out with his rusty old sword, 
And chopped the old saddle to rags. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


When t’ old man got to his landlord’s house, 
His breath being nearly spent, 
Say,—show me a private room, 
And Ill pay ye, y’ all your year’s rent. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


When they opened the rogue’s portmanteau, 
’T was glorious to behold, 
There was y’all three hundred in silver, 
And another three hundred in gold. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


When t’ old man he got y’ home, 
And told his wife what he’d done, 
She rose, and put on her clothes, 
And about the house she did run, 
Singing til de ril, &c. 
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She sang, and she sang, and she sang, 
And she sang with a merry devotion, 
Crying,— When our Peg gets wed, 
*Twill serve to enlargen her portion. 
Sing til de ril, &c. 


sesesare e 

OVER THE HILLS, AND FAR AWAY. 
A DUET. 
(Gay.) 


He,.—W ERE I laid on Greenland’s coast, 
And in my arms embraced my lass, 
Warm, amidst eternal frost, 
Too soon the half-year’s night would 
pass! 
She.—Were I sold on Indian soil, 
Soon as the burning day was closed, 
I could mock the sultry toil, 
When on my charmer’s breast reposed. 


He.—And I would love you all the day,— 
She. Every night would kiss and play! 


He.—li with me you’d fondly stray,— 
Both.—Over the hills, and far away. 


SPIEL IL EP 


THE TREE OF FREEDOM. 
( Upton.) 


FILL the bowl to the brim, and the glass to the | 


rim, 
And in praise of old England we'll take it, 
To her fame, while we breathe, a laurel we’ll 
wreathe, 
And where is the man would forsake it? 
For, search the globe round, 
Is a spot to be found, 
Where the tree, Freedom’s tree, does so flourish ? 
And each leaf so green, 
To the world shall be seen, 
With our blood, dearest blcod, we will nourish. 


Fill the glass to the top, nor withhold e’en a drop, 
Fill it high with the grape blushing wine! 
And the bumper shall be to sweet Liberty,— 
And who such a toast can decline? 
For, search the globe round, &c. 


By our forefathers sown, it has rooted and grown, 
Which their children, like ours, will cherish ; 
And the hand that could sear such a blessing, so 

dear, 
Ry the Britons that guard it must perish. 
For, search the globe round, &c. 


PLP PL ILS 


ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 
Air—** Oer the Hills and far away.’’—( Burns.) 


How can my poor heart be glad, 
When absent from my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego, 

He’s on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let me wander, let me rove, 

Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are with him that’s far away. 


CHORUS. 
On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are ay with him that’s far away. 
When in summer’s noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor’s thund’ring at his gun ; 
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Bullets, spare my only joy!” 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what you may, 
Spare but him that’s far away. 
On the seas, &c. 


At the starless midnight hour, 
When winter rules with boundless power ; 
As the storms the forest tear, 
And thunders rend the howling air, 
Listening to the doubling roar, 
Surging on the rocky shore, 
All I can—I weep and pray 
For his weal that’s far away. 
On the seas, &c. 


Peace, thy olive wand extend, 
And bid wild War his ravage end, 
Man with brother man to meet, 
And as a brother kindly greet! 
Then may heaven with prosp’rous gales 
Fill my sailor’s welcome sails, 
To my arms their charge convey, 
My dear lad that’s far away. 
On the seas, &c. 


GLPISLEL IFS 


THE BEACON. 


THE scene was more beautiful far to my eye 
Than if day in its pride had arrayed it, 


{ The land breeze blew mild, and the azure arched 


sky 
Looked pure as the spirit that made it. 


| The murmur rose soft as I silently gazed 


On the shadowy waves’ playful motion ; 


| From the dim distant isle till the beacon fire 


blazed, 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 


No longer the joy of the sailor boy’s breast 
Was heard in his wildly breathed numbers ; 
The sea-bird had flown to her wave-girded nest, 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers. 


One moment I looked from the hill’s gentle slope, 
All hushed was the billows’ commotion, 
And thought that the beacon looked lovely as 
hope,— 
The star of life’s tremulous ocean. 


That time is long past, and the scene is afar, 
Yet, when my head rests on its pillow, 

Will Mem’ry sometimes rekindle the star 
That blazed on the breast of the billow. 


In life’s closing hour, when the trembling soul 
flies, 
And death stills the heart’s last emotion, 
Oh! then may the Seraph of Mercy arise, 
Like a star on Eternity’s ocean, 


PI LF PPLE 


SWEET THE LOVE THAT 
RETURN. 


WHEN first I ken’d young Sandy’s face, 
He sung and looked wi’ sic a grace ; 

He stole my heart, but did na care, 
The lad he loo’d a lass more fair : 

And aft I sung o’er brae and burn, 
How sweet the love that meets return. 


HOW MEETS 


He loo’d a lass wi’ fickle mind, 

Was sometimes cauld, and sometimes kind, 
Which made the love-sick laddie rue, 

For she was cauld when he was true 5 

He mourned and sung o’er brae and burn, 
How sweet the love that meets return. 


One day a pretty wreath he twined, _ 
Where lilacks, with sweet cowslips, joined, 
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To make a garland for her hair, 

But she refused a gift so fair; — 

This scorn, he cried, can ne’er be borne, 
How sweet the love that meets return. 


Just then he met my tell-tale e’en, 
And love, so true, is soonest seen ; 
Dear lass, said he, my heart is thine, 
For thy soft wishes are like mine ; 
Now Jenny, in her turn, may mourn, 
How sweet the love that meets return. 


My answer was both frank and kind, 

I loo’d the lad, and telled my mind ; 
‘lo kirk we went wi’ hearty glee, 

And wha so blest as he and me: 

Now blyth we sing o’er brae and burn, 
How sweet the love that meets return. 


PP EPR IP? 


THE CONFESSIONS OF A CHARLEY, 
(Bryant. ) 


E AM a poor Charley, I roar out the hour, 
And the swells, when they see me, look preciously 
sour 5 ys 
They cry, “ Go along, Charley!” and then if I 
speak, 
I’m milled, and, perhaps, Im laid up for a week. 
Crying, O dear, what shall I do? 


The girls I detest-—they’re vile creatures of sin, 
Though some I protect, for they treat me with gin ; 
And only let me but know that you’re coming my 
way, : 
You sha’n’t find me asleep, sirs, by night or by 
day. 
With my O dear, what shall I do? 


If thieves are at work I’m as still as a mouse, 
And my rattle I spring when they get from the 
house ; 
sind if lark is your wish, sirs, by day or by night, 
Only give me a crown, and I’ll swear black is 
white. 
With my O dear, what shall I do? 


Fifteen shillings a week is allowed for my pains, 
Though, I own, that is not a third part of my gains ; 
For with stealing girls’ bonnets, their trinkets, and 
lockets, 
I get something—not mentioning picking of pockets. 
With my O dear, what shall I do? 


Now I’ve told you the truth—I have oft been well 
banged, 

But I don’t care for that if they’ll leave me un- 
hanged ; 

And although in my conduct all this you may see, 

There are Charleys a thousand times worse, sirs, 
than me. 

With my O dear, what shall I do? 


PL EP ELL LS 


COT SPLUTTER O’NAILS, HUR WAS 
COME FROM NORTH WALES, 


CoT splutter o’nails, 
Hur was come from North Wales, 
To try hur good fortune in London ; 
Put, ol! hur poor heart, 
Hur fears, for hur part, 
Alas! hur for ever is undone. 


For as hur was coing, 
With Shenkin and Owen, 

To pray to goot Tavit, hur saint, sir ; 
A young tamsel hur met, 
Put hur all in a sweat, 

Goot lack, hur was ready to faint, sir. 
So pright was her eyes, 
As the stars in the skies, 

Hur lips were like rupies, so fine, sir ; 
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Hur cheeks were o’erspread, 
With a sweet white and red, 
“She looked like an angel divine, sir. 


When she spoke, how hur voice 
Made hur posome rejoice ! 
So charming and prafe were hur words, sir ; 
The wood-lark, or thrush, 
That sing on a push, 
No accents so sweet can afford, sir. 


Since that luckless hour, 
So creat is love’s power, 
Hur croans, and says nothing put heigh-day ! 
Put hur passion, hur fear, 
Hur can never declare, 
For the lass was as crand as a lady. 


Yet true lovers all, 
When you hear of hur fall, 
O’er hur crave shed a tear out of pity; 
For so earnest hur crieves, 
Hur shall tie, hur believes, 
And so there’s an end to hur ditty. 


PPLE LPO? 


THE PLOUGHMAN SAILOR. 
(Dibdin. ) 


I THAT once was a ploughman, a sailor am now, 
No lark, that aloft in the sky 
Ever fluttered his wings to give speed to the 
plough, 
Was so gay or so careless as I: 
But my friend was a carfindo a board a king ship, 
And he axed me to go just to sea for a trip ; 
And he talked of such things, 
As if sailors were kings, 
And so teazing did keep, 
That nee my poor plough, to go ploughing the 
eep : 
No longer the horn 
Called me up in the morn, 
I trusted the carfindo and the inconstant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


I did not much like to be a board a ship, 
When in danger there’s no door to creep out 5 
I like the jolly tars, I liked bumbo and flip, 
But I did not like rocking about : 
By-and-by comes a‘hurricane, I did not like that, 
Next a battle, that many a sailor laid flat ; 
Ah! cried I, who would roam, 
That like me had a home? 
Where I’d sow, and I’d reap, 
Ere I left my poor plough, to go ploughing the 
deep: 
Where sweetly the horn 
Called me up in the morn ; 
Ere I trusted the carfindo and the inconstant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind. 


At last I safe landed, and in a whole skin, 
Nor did I make any long stay 
Ere I found, by a friend, whom I axed for my kin, 
Father dead, and my wife run away : 
Ah! who but thyself, said I, hast thou to blame ? 
Wives losing their husbands, oft lose their good 
name : 
Ah! why did I roam, 
When so happy at home ; 
I could sow, I could reap, 
Kre I left my poor plough, to go ploughing the deep. 
When so sweetly the horn 
Called me up in the morn ; 
Curse light upon the carfindo and the inconstant 
wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear be 


Why, if that be the case, said this very 
friend, 
And you ben’t no more minded to roam ; 
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Gi’s a shake by the fist, all your care’s at an end, 
Dad’s alive, and your wife safe at home. 
Stark staring with joy, I lept out of my skin, 
Bussed my wife, mother, sister, and all of my kin. 
Now, cried I, let them roam 
Who want a good home; 
I am well, so I’ll keep, : 
Nor again leave my plough, to go ploughing the 
deep, 
Gas more shall the horn 
Call me up in the morn; 
Nor shall any d d carfindo, nor the inconstant 
wind, 
E’er tempt me for to go and leave my dear behind. 





PREP CLE 


THE FARMER’S WIFE’S DITTY. 
(T. Jones.) 


YE Londoners all, though so gay, 
Attend toa farmer’s wife’s ditty, 
Nor wantonly flout her, I pray, 
Who sings not the charms of the city : 
For what can compare with green fields, 
Or their produce, which nature has sent 5 
For the health that good exercise yields, 
Makes happy the farmers in Kent. 


At morning the sun gilds the vale ; 
At evening, as Sol’s beams depart, 
The farmer rejoices in ale, 
And drinks to the friends of his heart. 
Then, what can compare, &c. 


Here labour relies on repose, 
‘To strengthen for each coming day ; 

Here the wild flower, the pink, and the rose, 
All bloom in the bosom of May. 

Such, such, are the joys of green fields, 
Which breeds in a cottage content ; 

To partake of the produce it yields, 
You’re welcome, with farmers of Kent. 


PPMP GIA 


DE CHINKLING OF DE CASH. 
(Harward.) 


VEN I was a tiny poy I walked about de street, 

T sold my shoe-strings to ev’ry one 1 meet ; 

I hoax dem, and I coax dem, an I told em marry 
tale, 

Ven I sell my coots for profit, and 1 buy and I sell. 

Dey say I vas a cunning poy for taking de peoplish 
in, 

But de chinking of the cash, O, it always make 
me sing. 

Vid my hoaxing, coaxing, teazing, veidling, hey 
down, derry, 

De chinkling of de cash, O, it alvays makes me 
merry. 

I growed up a little pigger, I keep a little shop, 

I please mine customers, for in and out dey pop ; 

I sell mine trinkets, fine and coot, dat please dey 
ladies I may, 

I sell mine coogs for profit, and always makes dem 

ay. 

Dey a I was a cunning man, and would cheat de 
devil for pelf, 3 

But I would~sooner cheat de devil, as I would 
cheat mineself. 

Vid my hoaxing, coaxing, &c. 


FHL IE LP IER? 


A FREE AND AN ACCEPTED MASON, 
WHEN quite a young spark, 
I was in the dark, 
And wanted to alter my station ; 
[ went to a friend, 
Who proved in the end, . 
A free and an accepted Mason. | 
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At a door he then knocked, 
Which quickly unlocked, 
When he bid me to put a good face on ; 
And not be afraid, 
For I should be made 
A free and an accepted Mason. 


My wishes were crowned, 
And a master I found, 

Who made a most solemn oration 5 
Then showed me the light, 
And gave me the right 

Sign, token, and word, of a Mason. 


How great my amaze, 
When I first saw the blaze, 
And how struck with the mystic occasion ! 
Astonished, I found, 
Though free, I was bonnd 
To a free and an accepted Mason. 


When clothed in white, 

I took great delight, : 
In the work of this noble vocation ; 

And knowledge I gained, 

When the Lodge he explained 
Of a free and an accepted Mason, 


I was bound, it appears, 
For seven long years, 
Which to me is of trifling duration ; 
With freedom I serve, 
And strain ev’ry nerve, 
To acquit myself like a good Mason. 


A bumper, then, fill, 
With a hearty good will, 
To our master pay due veneration ; 
Who taught us the art 
We ne’er will impart, 
Unless to an accepted Mason. 


PPIP COEF 


THE YORKSHIRE IRISHMAN. 
(G. Nicks, ) 


My father was once a great marchant 
As any in Ireland was found ; 
But, faith, he could ne’er save a shilling, 
Though ’tatoes he sold by the pound ; 
So, says he to my mother, one night, 
To England suppose you and I go; 
And the very next day, by moonlight, 
They took leave of the county of Sligo, 
Sing fal de ral, lal de ral la. 


That the land is all covered with water 
"Twixt England and Ireland you'll own ; 
And single misfortunes, they say, 
To Irishmen, ne’er come alone ; 
So my father, poor man, was first drowned 
Then shipwrecked, in sailing from Cork - 
But my mother—she got safe to land, 
And a whiskey-shop opened at York. 
Fal de ral, &e. 


’ 


Just a year after father was dead, 
One night, about five i’ th’ morn, 
An odd accident happened to me, 
For ’twas then that myself was first born. 
All this I’ve been told by my mammy, 
znd, surely, she’d not tell me wrong ; 
But I don’t remember ought of it, 
’Caze it happened when I was quite young. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


On the very same day, the next year, 
(For so ran the story of mother, ) 

The same accident happened again, 
But not to me then, that were brother ; 
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So ’twas settled by old father Luke, 
Who dissolved all our family sins, 
As we both were born on the same day, 
That we sartinly must have been twins. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


’Twas agreed I should not go to school, 

As learning I never should want ; 
Nor would they e’en teach me to read, 

For my genus they said it would cramp : 
Now this genus of mine—where it lay— 

Do but listen awhile and you'll hear,— 
Twas in drawing—not landscapes and pictures, 

No—mine was for drawing of beer. 

Fal de ral, &c. 


Some with only one genus are blest, 
But I, it appears, had got two; 
For, when I had drawn off some beer, 
I’d a genus of drinking it, too; 
At last, I was drawn up to town, 
Without in my pocket a farden ; 
But since I have earned many a crown, 
By the shop here in sweet Common Garden. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Now the end of my song’s drawing near, 
I’ll tell ye—but that’s nothing new— 
Now all my ambition’s to try 
And to do what I can to draw you; 
In which, if I do but succeed, 
And my efforts beguile you of pain, 
I entreat you'll not wait to be asked 
To come often and see me again. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


De A a ee 


FAIR QUEEN OF MY BOSOM. 
(D. L Richardson. ) 


Fair Queen of my bosom! through life’s fleeting 
day 

Be thine azure eye ever cloudless and gay ; 

Nor let a suspicion of change or of guile 

Repress the endearment, or sadden the smile! 


In weal or in wo, in the calm or the storm, 

Though pleasure illumine, or sorrow deform 

The landscape of life,—my fond bosom shall 
prove 

The firm and unchangeable nature of love. 


Oh! sooner yon rock, in the high rolling main, 

That tempest and billow have battled in vain, 

Shall bend to the zephyr, or shrink from the 
spray, 

Than fond hearts, like mine, love, shall faithlessly 
stray. 


PPP IFLEIS 


FOR DE VOMEN I’VE DE PLAN, SIR. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


For de vomen I’ve de plan, sir! 
O, to charm dem, I’m de man, sir! 
Den I do—vid such an air, 
Ev’ry ting beyond compare! 
Be she Spanish, or Danish, 
Or Russian, or Prussian, 
Florentine, Algerine, 
American, Belgican, 
‘Corsican, Mexican, 
Hollander, Polander, 
Venetian, Grecian, Portuguese, 
Or pretty, prattling Piedmontese, 
O, de sweet and lovely creatnre, 
I adore her ev’ry feature ! 
Each soft word of love 1 utter, 
Set her little heart to flutter ; 


Vid de kiss, her lip so hush is ; 
Ven I ogle—den she blushes ; 
If she hear my canto bello, 
Den she cry—O, charming fellow! 
Mara, Banti, Pacchierotti, 
Billingtoni, sweet Menghotti, 
Little David, great Marchesi, 
Never give such note to please ye: 
Giornovichi, or Giardini, 
Bold Pasquali, or Nardini, 
Corporalli, or Viotti, 
Paissiello, or Mingotti ; 
Sarti, Bruni, Boccherini, 
Haydn, Pleyel, San Martini, 
Grettry, Ditters, fat Jomelli, 
Bach, Clementi, or Corelli, 
Crosdil, wid de rapid bow, 
Hautboy, Parke, or Florio, 
Cannot make so pretty strain 
To relieve de lover’s pain! 
But, should rival come to fight me, 
Sa! sa! to pink him it delight me! , 
Angelo, D’Eon, La Piere, 
Famed St. George, or Lindamere, 
Flanconade I push so neat, 
Dead I lay him at my feet ; 
Den return, like gallant fellow, 
To de girl, wid canto bello! 
Viganoni, Morichelli, 
Lovetini, Faranelli, 
Allegranti, Gabrielli, 
Cressentini, Rubinelli, 
Never warble so complete, 
Mara—never sing wid voice so sweet ; 
Cramer—never play de bow so neat! 


GPLIGLP OIF 


WHEN THE ROSY MORN APPEARING.’ 
A TRIO. 
(Mrs. Brooke.) 


WHEN the rosy morn appearing, 
Paints with dew the verdant lawn, 

Bees on banks of thyme disporting, 
Sip the sweets, and hail the morn.’ 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol sweet the lively strain ; 

They forsake their leaty dwelling, 
To secure the golden grain. 


See, content, the humble gleaner, 
Take the scattered ears that fall ; 

Nature all her children viewing, 
Kindly bounteous, cares for all. 


PLPLIILP OIF 


QUADRUPEDS ; 
OR THE BATTLE OF THE SCHNEIDERS, 


THE stage was once a merry place, 
The actors ne’er met losses ; 
But now to give each piece a grace, 
They introduce real horses, 
But I will strive to ridicule 
These poor unlucky stupids, 
And to make each man appear a fool, 
Will tell you of quadrupeds. 
Tol de rol. 


The tailors once did make a rout 
About their little pay, sirs ; 
And they resolved to fight it out, 
That is in their own way, Sirs. 
Each man resolves his best to do, 
So straight his steed each crosses, 
And they looked quite gallant to view, 
When seated on their horses. 
Tol de rol, 
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O'ER THE PLAIN, AND CROSS THE 
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When the masters they nought could say, 


And that they could but bounce ill, 
They resolved to meet straightway, 
For to hold a council. 
And they resolved to brave the field, 
To conquer or to die, sirs; 
Resolved they were never to yield, 
That would be all my eye, sirs. 


Tol de rol. 


Now when so bravely they did mect, 
Bernardos he cried out, sirs ; 

“€ Go it,» my masters, ne’er retreat, 
But bravely face about, sirs.” 

The journeymen came on full ride, 
Resolved not to be milled, sirs ; 

But a woful thing did soon betide, 
Their leader he got killed, sirs. 


Tol de rol. 
Poor Abrahamides got through the heart 


A stab, that made him sing, sirs ; 
Says he, ‘ with this life must I part ? 
It can’t be no such thing, sirs.” 
Now, all you tailors, pray beware, 

When cruel war it rages ; 
For cash I beg you not not to care, 
Nor quarrel for your wages. 


Tol de rol. 


PPPS EPEF 


MEADOWS. 


O’ER the plain and cross the meadows 
- Hunters blow the merry horn; 
Phebus chased the flying shadows, 
Echo, she replied in scorn ; 
Still adoring, 
And deploring, 
Now must renard lose his life. 


Rivers murmured from their fountains, 
Acorns dropping from the oaks ; 
Fawns came tripping o’er the mountains, 
Fishes bit the naked hooks: 
Still admiring 
And desiring, 
Now renard’s dirge the huntsman blew. 


PPOPEO ESD ’ 


JACK AND BLOOMING POLLY. 


Air—“* The busy Crew.””—( Wadden. ) 
WHEN Jack first saw his blooméng Polly, 


At Portsmouth when he came on shore ; 


He kissed her with a heart quite jolly, 
And that he loved her then he swore. 


To prove this true, he rigged her gaily, 
With streamers waving from her head ; 

With wine and punch he treats her daily, 
And with the nicest things she’s fed. 


For gold he values not a feather, 
If she’ll consent to be his wife ; 
The parson shall splice them together 
He says, and will be hers for life. 


To crown his wishes she consented, 
So to the church they steered away ; 
No couple e’er was more contented, 
They were as blithe as birds in May. 


Thus joys on each they are bestowing, 
Jack lives in clover while on shore ; 

But when he finds his money going, 
Why then he goes to sea for more. 


PLE LE LEE 


* 





GOOD LUCK IN PAWN; 
OR, THE DEVIL HAS PUT HIS FOOT IN’T? 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


FROM the day I'll be dead, to the night I am born, 
Sure I’ve bothered been all my life through 
With my bad luck, becase my good luck was in 
pawn 
To the Devil, or some such a Jew; 
And BUT was always put in’t, 
I'd had good luck, BUT hubbuboo! 
The Devil had put his foot in’t! 


I was married one day, when I thought all was 
right, 
Bur ’twas wrong, for my good luck was soon, 
That she prought me next day, as was happened 
at night, : 
A young bargain of bones just at noon! 
Says I, good luck, with BUT in’t ; 
It would be good, but that, och, hone! 
The Devil has put his foot in’t! 


Then my fortune to make sure, I tookt a big shop, 
Dealt in coffee, tea, rolls, and hot cake ; 
BUT my wife dealt in whiskey, till all gone to pop, 
We’d no shift of a shirt left to make, 
And all was through the BUT in’t; 
My luck was good, BUT for my sake, 
The Devil had put his foot in’t ! 


Next, a shoe-blacker turned, soon my fame round 
was cracked, 
For my nate way of handling the brush ! 
But, for tipple, my rib took some boots what I’d 
blacked, 
And to jail they tookt me for her lush! 
Och! here’s a pretty BUT in’t! 
Cried I, BUT my good luck to crush, 
The Devil has put his foot in’t! 


While in jail I was mightily big with the dumps, 
Till they let me out, paying the bill 
Of the drops, what my wife teok to cure the 
mumps ; 
But, by Jazis! that cure didn’t kill! 
Och! there’s the d d big BUT in’t, 
That’s big good luck, BUT, what’s for ill, 
The Devil was put his foo? in’t ! 


Now the next job I got was a grave-digger’s clerk, 
What’s a journeywork-place underground ; 
But I frightful looked ouwé for the Devil’s foot-mark 
Im each dig, as the clod-lift came round : 
Och, faith! cried I, where’s BUT in’t? 
Where’s luck, BUT what myself was found, 
The Devil was put his foot in’t ? 





Now, ’twas happened last week, by good luck, my 


wife died, 
Och! sure bad luck wo’n’t wake her dead eyes ; 


For packed up in her grave, fast in winding-sheet 


tied, 
Sure her walk out would wake my surprise ; 
What’s luck, his foof can’t stand in’t ; 
For her to walk out, wake, and rise, 
The Devil must have his HAND in’t. 


ERIS LIPS? 


START NOT—NOR DEEM MY SPIRIT 
FLED. 


(ord Byron.} 


START not—nor deem my spirit fled, 
In me behold the only skull 
From which, unlike a living head, 
Whatever flows is never dull. 
I lived, I loved, I quaffed, like thee 
I died ; let earth my bones resign ; 
Fill up—thou canst not insure me, 
The worm hath fouler lips than thine. 
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Better to hold the sparkling grape, 

Than nurse the earth-worms’ slimy brood ; 
And circle in the goblet’s shape, 

The drink of gods, than reptiles’ food. 


Where once my wit, perchance, hath shone, 
In aid of others let me shine ; 
And when, alas! our brains are gone, 
What nobler substitute than wine? 
Quaff while thou canst, another race, 
When thou and thine like me are sped, 
May rescue thee from earth’s embrace, 
And ryhme and revel with the dead. 


Why not? since through life’s little day, 
Our heads such sad effect produce ; 

Redeemed from worms and wasting clay, 
This chance is theirs to be of use. 


GLP OIL a- 


RAIL NO MORE, YE LEARNED ASSES. 


RAIL no more, ye learned asses, 
’Gainst the joys the bowl supplies ; ° 
Sound its depth, and fill your glasses, 
Wisdom at the bottom lies. 
Fill them higher still and higher, 
Shallow drafts perplex the brain ; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again. 
Sipping quenches all our fire, &c. 


~ Draw the scene for wit and pleasure— 

Enter Jollity and Joy ; 

We for thinking have no leasure, 
Manly mirth is our employ. 

Since in life there’s nothing certain, 
We’ll the presenc hour engage ; 

And when death shall drop the curtain, 
With applause we’ll quit the stage. 

And when death shall drop, &c. 


OGL IP EPPS? 


THE GIPSY BOY 
(Upton. ) 


A Gipsy of the strolling race 
I rove about from place to place ; 
And, what is more, will make appear, 
Am come to tell some fortunes here ; 
Yon pretty miss, and you may smile, 
Have but to wait a little while, 
And marriage will your thoughts employ, 
Or ne’er believe the Gipsy boy, 

The Gipsy, little Gipsy boy. 


The lady there, I mean you, ma’am, 
And pray, sir, don’t let go your arm; 
That lady will, and pray why not? 
Find Hymen has not her forgot : 
And you, too, madam, don’t despair, 
There’re those that will your fetters wear ; 
Nay, wear them, too, with smiles of joy, 
Or ne’er believe the Gipsy boy, 

The Gipsy, little Gipsy boy. 


Indeed, there’s scarce a face I see 
But is—or soon will married be ; 
And, ladies, let me tell you this, 
There is a charm in every kiss 3 
I mean that comes from lovers true, 
And only such were made for you; 
Yes, made for you, without annoy, 
Or ne’er believe the Gipsy boy, 
The Gipsy, little Gipsy boy. 
THE LAWYER’S CLERK, 
Air—** Poor Jack.” 


Go, lawyers, and seriveners, and clerks, d’ye see, 
’Bout parchment, pens, stamps, and the like ; 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. o8e 
A snug little desk, and a good office give me, 
And ’tan’t to a little Ill strike : 
Though the deed should be long, sir, and I pressed 
for time, 
And intricate and hard to draw, 
Clear the desk, stow the books, and set ali in a 
line, 
And [ll do it in due form of law. 
Avast, then, don’t think me a milksop so soft, 
To be taken with trifles aback, 
For in Westminster-Hall the judge sits up aloft 
The guard and protector of Jack. 


[ heard my good master palaver one day 
’Bout writs, bonds, and deeds, and the like, 
So many fine things to me he did say, 
He made law as plain as a pike: 
For, says he, how our client can’t founder, d’ye 
see, 
Without orders that come down below ; 
And many fine things, that proved clearly to me, 
The chief justice would take us in tow: 
For, says he, d’ye mind me, though you shculd 
e’er so oft 
Delay pleadings, and set them aback, 
That same noble judge that sits perched up aloft 
Will be guard and protector of Jack. 


I says to a client, (for, d’ye see, he would swear, ) 
When he lost his last cause all through me, 

[ give you my word the proceedings were fair, 
And to doubt it a fool you must be ; 

For, d’ye see, the law’s just, and a verdict for all 
Can’t be had, one must win, and no more; 

And if, my dear sir, you should be in the wrong, 
Your antagonist then gets before ; 

Come, then, all’s a hazard, now don’t be so soft, 
Next cause you'll recover it back, 

For, d’ye see, those twelve men that sit perched 

up aloft, 

They’ll then give a verdict for Jack. 


D’ye mind me, a lawyer should be every inch 
All in one, as the skins of a deed, 
And well brave the court, too, without off’ring to 
flinch, 
If ever he’d wish to succeed ; 
As to me, in all causes, all briefs, pleas, and 
suits, 
Nought’s a trouble if money it brings, 
My advice I will give, to reap the first fruit, 
Charge high, and the blame is the king’s. 
If cause comes to trial, don’t think me so soft, 
To be taken with conscience aback, 
For that same noble judge, that sits perched up 
aloft, 
Will be guard and protector of Jack. 


« PPP IPBLIF 


VM NOT SUCH A FOOL, NO, NOT I. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


MAT, o’ the mill, came wooing me, 
To marry him had been dule, 
He bowed and scraped, I dopped awee, 
And looked like a silly fool ; 
To ev’ry question, just to teaze, 
I gave him answers such as these,— 
SPOKEN, affecting idiotish simplicity.|] Mrs. Ja- 
net, do you want a lover? I can’t tell.—Could na’ 
you fancy a bra’ lad Tike me? I don’t know.—Do 
GS mean tobe married? Yes.—Will you ha’ me? 
No. 
Says he, she’s a fool, and bade good by, 
Thank ye for going, was my reply, 
I’m not such a fool; no, no, not I. 
Auld Sandy, the laird, come wooing, too, 
And set himsel’ down for the man ; 
He strutted in as great folk do, 
And a purse-proud speech began ; 
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But though he’d land, and gold, and gear, 
T’o aw he said [ turned a deaf ear. 


SPOKEN, she pretends deafness.| Lassie, says 
he, ken ye Vze a laird, and ha’ the siller. Did 
you speak, sir?—I’ze come to speer gin you'll 
buckle to. O, yes, very fine weather.—I come to 
ask your granny’s consent to marry you. O, you’re 
coming to marry my grandmother, I’m sure that’s 
very good of you. 


Says he, she’s a fool, &c. 


OIL LILI 


DIANA LEADS FORWARD, O’ER MOUN- 
TAIN AND PLAIN. 


Hark, hark to the sound of the sweet winding 
horn, 
It invites to the chase, and awakens the morn, 
Hark, hark, &c. 
Diana leads forward, o’er mountain and plain, 
While Echo, enraptured, repeats the blithe strain. 
Diana leads forward, &c. 


While Bacchus deprives us of reason and wealth, 
The sports of the field give both pleasure and 
health ; 

Such innocent pastimes ensure us all joys, 

Where no business disturbs, no malice destroys ; 

Diana leads forward, o’er mountain and plain, ° 

While Echo, enraptured, repeats the blithe strain. 
Diana leads forward, &c. 


GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 


( Ogle.) 

As down on Banna’s banks I strayed, 
One evening in May, 

The little birds, in blithest notes, 
Made vocal ev’ry spray ; 

They sung their little tales of love, 
They sung them o’er and o’er; 

Ah, Gramachree, ma Colleenouge, 
Ma Molly Ashtore ! 


The daisy pied, and all the sweets 
The dawn of Nature yields, 
The primrose pale, the vi'let blue, 
Lay scattered o’er the fields,— 
Such fragrance in the bosom lies 
Of her who I adore. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


I laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my sad fate, 
That doomed me the slave of love, 
And cruel Molly’s hate. 
How can she break the iionest heart 
That wears her in its core? 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


You said you loved me, Molly, dear! 
Ah! why did I believe? 
Yet who could think such tender words 
Were meant but to deceive ? 
That love was all I asked on earth, 
Nay, heaven could give no more. 
Ab, Gramachree, &c. 


Oh, had I all the flocks that graze 
On yonder yellow hill, 
Or lowed for me the num’rous herds 
That yon green pasture fill,— 
With her I love I’d gladly share 
My kine and fleccy store. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


Two turtle-doves, above my head, 
Sat courting on a bough, 

J envied not their happiness, 
To see them bill and coo. 


Such fondness once for me she showed, 
But now, alas, ’tis o’er. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c.. 


Then, fare thee well, my Molly, dear, 
Thy loss I e’er shall mourn, 
Whilst life remains in Strephon’s heart, 
’Twill beat for thee alone ; 
Though thou art false, may heaven on thee 
Its choicest blessings pour. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


GLPIPPP LPF 


"TIS WHISKEY I ADORE. 
A PARODY ON GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 


As I went down by yon blind quay, 
One evening in the spring, 

The little merry tap-room bells 
Melodiously did ring : 

They rung their merry drunken notes, 
They rung them o’er and o’er. 

Ah, Gramachree, Stol Rinky, dear, 
?Tis whiskey I adore. 


As I passed the fat landlady, 
Full drunkenly I stalked ; 
Says she unto her husband, “ Tom, 
Have you yon noggin chalked ?” 
“© Oh, yes, I did the noggin chalk, 
I chalked it o’er and o’er.”” 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


His humming stuff so pleased me, 
That quickly I sat down, 
And devil a step that I did stir, 
Till £ drunk half-a-crown ; 
And if I had ten times as much, 
I’d drink it o’er and o’er. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


Two fat mud-larks, before my face, 
Lay grunting in a sty, 
I envied them their happiness, 
So snugly they did lie. 
Such fondness once my wife showed me, 
But now, alas! ’tis o’er. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


At length, when home at night I came, 
My wife stood at the door; 
With pot-hooks long, and crooked nails, 
My eyes and face she tore’; 
She rolled me in the gutter, too, 
She rolled me o’er and o’er. 
Ah, Gramachree, &c. 


GEL IP LIF 


LOUD AND SHRILL THE TRUMPET 


BLOWS! 
(Cherry.) 


LouD and shrill the trumpet blows ! 
Its clangour wakes a host to arms ! 
Resigning sleep, and soft repose, 
For war’s rough blast, and rude alarms! 
While love, unseen, with stilly shaft, 
Can noiseless pierce the yielding heart, 
And arrows with soft zephyr waft, 
Without a balm to ease the smart, 
Then Mars to Cupid give thy wreath, 
For where he reigns and right maintains, 
The shrilly trump must vainly breathe ; 
¥’en when the patriot zeal doth move, 
The hero yields his palm to love. 


SELF ELIF 
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THE WEARY PUND 0’ TOW. 


CHORUS. 
The weary pund, the weary pund, 
The weary pund 0’ tow ; 
T thought my wife would end her life 
Before she spun her tow. 


I BOUGHT my wife a stane o’ lint, 
As gude as e’er did grow, 
And a’ that she could mak o’ that 
Was ae poor pund 0’ tow. 
The weary pund, &c. 


There sat a bottle in a bole 
Ayont the ingle low, 
And ay she took the tither sook, 
To drook the stoory tow. 
The weary pund, &c. 


«« For shame!” said I, “* you dirty dame, 
Gae spin your tap 0’ tow—” 
She took the rock, and wi’ a knock 
She brak it o’er my pow! 
The weary pund, &c. 


At length her feet,——I sang to sce’t, 
Gaed foremost o’er the know ; 
And ere I wed anither jade, 
I’ll wallop in a tow. 
The weary pund, &c. 


PLOPCPI LIP 


NANCY OF PLYMOUTH. 


I’VE sailed round the globe, and great conquests 
obtained, 
The cause of my country and king I’ve maintained ; 
Ne’er swerved from my duty, while destined to 
roam, 
Though while tossed on the ocean, my heart was 
at home. 
To love, fame, and duty, all equally steady, 
I said, lovely maid, if my suit you approve, 
Vl toil for the fair, who to wed I am ready, 
Sweet Nancy of Plymouth, the girl that I love. 


When friends all rejoice at our deeds on the main, 
How rich is the glory we strive to obtain! 
Light, to fond expectation each peril appears, 
While we labour for love, smiling hope checks our 
fears ; 
And you see merry hearted, to constancy steady, 
As my vows the sweet damsel was pleased to 
approve, 
I’m rigged out in my best, 
ready, 
For Nancy of Plymouth, the girl that I love. 


Our valiant commander new conquests will gain, 
And my aid should he want, I'll again plough the 
main ; 
But love claims his rights and the village bells 
ring, 
So success to the Navy, and God save the King! 
Brother messmates, you see that to honour Tm 
steady 5 
Know only my choice, and my flame you'd ap- 
prove, 
Farewell, jolly hearts, I’m rigged out and ready 
For Nancy of Plymeath, the girl that I love. 


and stocked with the 


SLOT IPL 


IF NOW YOU SHOW DISDAIN MY HOPES 
ARE DROWNED. 


(Forrest Promiscuous, 1650.) 
Ip my divining soul, and all the art 
Love’s school hath yielded me, foretel me true, 


I may possess a parcel of your heart, 
And as I love be loved again by you. 
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If fondly I presume and overween, 

And all my arguments fallacious prove, 
Pardon the error that so oft is seen, 

Of a self flattery in desire and love. 


But if my wit my true informer be, 
And yours with sophistry doth not abuse ; 
You may be loved and honoured so by me, 
As truest and most zealou; lovers use. 
If now you show disdain, my hopes are drowned ; 
If smile, with highest fortune they are crowned. 


GIPFILIP EP 


UP, ROUSE, YE GODS! I DO DESIRE, AND 
LET US MERRY BE. 


. A GLEE. 
Air— The Chough and Crow.” —(J. R. Planche.) 


My steeds have to the stable gone, 
My chariot is put up ; 

Its lamps are out, its race is run, 
And ’tis high time to sup? 

The chops are broiling on the fire, 
The cloth is laid, I see ; 

Up, rouse, ye gods, I do desire, 
And let us merry be. 


My husband now is fast asleep, 
His hammer idle lies, 

And I am come, this night to keep, 
High in the starry skies. 

In Etna let him toil and tire, 
That life wo’n’t do for me ; 

So rouse, ye gods, I do desire, 
And let us merry be. 


’Tis false, you jade, no rest I know, 
While here you gallivant, 

And if you think to gull me so, 
Believe me, ma’am, you sha’n’t ; 
No, ma’am, you sha’n’t. 

As much as you I mirth admire, 
And faith Pll join your glee ; 

So rouse, ye gods, I do desire, 

And let us merry be. 


GRILLES? 


OH! THE FLOW’RET OF LOVE MAY 
BLOOM IN THE HEART. 


Air—** The Indian Maid.”—(Miss Bryant.) 


Ou! the flow’ret of love may bloom in the heart, 
Though malice and envy may bid it depart : 

But when falsehood roams and vows decay, 
Then the rose and the heart both wither away. 
Then, maidens, beware! and ever deplore 

The hapless fate of the faded flower. 


But when a fond bosom soft beating to thine, 
Bids love beam forth with a radiance divine, 
Then virtue and truth both light the flame, 
And in sorrow or age it burns the same : 
Then, maidens, be happy, and never deplore, 
For you'll find it then no fading flower. 


SILO ALAPL 


KNOW WHEN YOU ARE WELL, AND 
BACHELORS REMAIN. 
(UH. B. Code.) 
Our good father Adam, when the world first be 
gan, 
In truth was a happy, a very haypy man, 
For he was a bachelor, without any care, 
Till married, madam Eve led him into a snare, 
'Then bachelors beware, nor destiny arraign, 
But know when you are well, and bachelors re- 
main. 


- 
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Then tempted from duty by his lady so rare— 
O she was a beauty, and devils can seem fair! 
The silly poor Benedict he swallowed his bane, 
Marriage like, sweet at first, though soon folléwed 
by pain. 
Then bachelors beware, &c. 


And punished for his sin, ’tis the lot of his race, 
Who marry, still to share his deplorable case ; 
The famed tree of knowledge is now well under- 
stood 
Husbands know the evil, and bachelors the good. 
Then bachelors beware, &c. 


GIP ELLOS 


BRAVE ALTAMORE, BEFORE THE DAWN 
OF DAY. 


A QUARTETT. 
(H. M. Milner.) 


BRAVE Altamore, before the dawn of day, 
A bark, as he demands, see thou prepared, 
That shall swiftly wing its way 
To hurl revenge on all that have this outrage 
dared. 
If e’er again he tread this soil, 
Thy traitor head shall answer it ; 
And thou, till this object’s achieved, 
From a soldier’s strict duty relieved, 
Pursue the desire of thy heart, 
And in search of thy vengeance depart. 
1 swear this blade, now gleaming, 
Shall to its sheath no more return 
Till the offender’s blood be streaming, 
And widowed cries my vengeance mourn, 
Dost thou not mark the ardent beaming, 
That in his sparkling eye-ball burns ? 
Blind fool, of vengeance vainly dreaming, 
He never to this shore returns. 
Mighty king, his valiant seeming, 
This arm to wailing soon shall turn 5 
Soon end his vaunting, boyish dreaming, 
And avenge his haughty scorn. 
Ah! from this base deceitful seeming, 
To preserve him how I burn, 
And all their arts, with mischief teeming, 
Upon their guilty heads shall turn. 


PPI OKGO ED 


SIR DILBURY DAW. 
(S. J. Arnold.) 


Sir Dilbury Daw was a bachelor gay, 

He lived as he pleased, and laughed all the day, 

He went where he liked—if he liked staid away, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 

His fancy was free, and his will had no law, 

And none was so happy as Bachelor Daw, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 


Sir Dilbury Daw to himself took a wife, 

Who, like all other wives, was the plague of his life, 

For he wanted quiet, but she would have strife, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 

Grim woe fixed upon him her desperate claw, 

And none was so wretched as poor married Daw, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 


Sir Dilbury Daw was but fifty at most, 
She sixty—so still of a chance he might boast, 
And in truth Lady Daw one day gave up the ghost, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 
Again jolly mirth on his visage we saw, 
For none was so happy as widower Daw, 
Heigh, ho, ha! 


GLP ALLS 
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LET NATIVE MERIT LIVE. 
(Frome. ) 


WHERE’S Genius? is she bound, by Fate, 
To any country, clime, or state ? 
Or does she deign with us to wait, 
Our hopes to cheer? 
Perhaps from Shakspeare’s grave she turns 
To that which Milton’s dust inurns, 
Or o’er the spot which holds a Burns, 
Drops Pity’s tear. 


Oh! Britons, ye so oft her choice, 
List! for her spirit fires my voice. 


‘* Cherish the sons of France and Rome, 
“« Yet cheer your native sons at home ; 
«© Yes, bid a Handel hither come: 
** Yet while his genius shares your gold, 
“* Let native merit live.” 


Perhaps some breast within these walls, 
With gentle whisper Genius calls, 
To night at Glory’s shrine instals 
The Muse’s child ; 
Oh! come then, and, with fond regard, 
Snatch from despair the wand’ring bard, 
And deign from cold neglect to guard 
His warbling wild. 


To Genius, ye so oft her choice, 
List! for her spirit fires my voice. 


“* Exotics treat with ev'ry care, 
“* Let them your kindest influence share : 
“* But yet, ye brave, ye gay, ye fair, 
“* While foreign genius shares your gold, 
“« Let native merit live.” 


ee oe 


WIT SPARKLE LIKE THE BOWL. 


FILL high the bowl, an ample tide, 
I love to see it foaming wide A 

The cheerful bumper then display, 
Drink to the friendly and the gay 5 
Drink will exhilarate the soul, 

And make wit sparkle like the bowl. 


Like Bacchus, round my temples twine 
The clusters of the juicy vine ; 

Pour in the claret, “twill impart 

New raptures to the drinker’s heart ; 
*Twill then exhilarate the soul, 

And make wit sparkle like the bowl. 


Let Love and Bacchus both unite, 
Each joined afford supreme delight ; 
A bumper and a kiss inspire 

Tke mind with mirth and fond desire ; 
Both will exhilarate the soul, 

And make wit sparkle like the bowl. 


The gods themselves to drink incline, 
Nectar is punch infused with wine ; 
Inspiring mirth, and love, and joy, 
Such raptures which can never cloy ; 
Drink will exhilarate the soul, 

And make wit sparkle like the bowl. 


PPOI PSI? 


THE SOFT SMILE OF BEAUTY THAT 
GEAMS FROM THE EYES. 


(Wakeham. ) 


Ou! what can compare with the beams of the 

i moon, 

When the bright spangling dew-drops bespangle 
the thorn ; 

When Aurora’s young blushes tint deeper the sky, 


Ere the sun’s flaming orb is yet mounted on high? 


a ee 


ee ee 
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*Tis the soft smile of beauty, that beams from the 
eyes 


Of thy daughters, fair Albion, the land that we 
prize. 

When distant, far distant, from all that’s held 
dear, 

From the happy fire-side, and the friend that’s 
sincere, 


What nerves for the battle the arm of the brave, 
Or bids us encounter the storm-beaten wave? 
Tis the soft smile of beauty, &c. 


Though thy sons in the field are undaunted in 
war 

And the fame of thy chieftains resound from 
afar ; 

Though nature each charm in thine island com- 
bines, 

One ray of thy glory all others outshines ; 

’Tis the soft smile of beauty, &c. 


What leads us to traverse these regions unknown, 
And explore each recess of this dark frozen zone ? 
Though with thirst of renown every bosom may 
burn, 
What reward do we hope when again we return? 
Ris the soft smile of beauty, &c. 


PICLFIOP? 


WE NE’ER SHALL HEAR THE LIKE 
AGAIN. 


(T, Dibdin. ) 


WHEN I was young, 
Igaily sung, 
What then was thought the best : 
*« Says Plato, why,” and “ Jolly Phoebus sinketh 
in the West.” 
Such songs I love, 
The heart they prove— 
Give me a good old strain, 
Like Cowdenknow, 
Or old Benbow, 
We shall ne’er hear the like again. 


In music shops, 
Our modern fops 
Now waste the cheerful morn ; 
When they ought to be 
Abroad, like me, 
At the sound of the “ Early Horn ;” 
And instead of Signorini’s notes, they’d better 
sing, like men, 
<‘ Come, jolly Bacchus,””—** Britons strike Home :” 
We shall ne’er hear the like again. 


‘tie 

And then, when dames of cold were asked to sing 
some pretty air, 

"Twas “‘ Sandy’s aye a kissing me,” or “ Jockey 
to the Fair ;” 

But now ’tis “‘ Caro mio,”—dolce—“ Lindor, ease 
my pain;” 

Instead of “ Britain rules the Waves :” 
We ne’er shall hear the like again. 


Se PIoVes 


SAY, CRUEL IRIS, PRETTY RAKE. 
(.Goldsmith.) 


SAY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, 

What annual offering shall I make, 
Expressive of my duty? 


My heart’s a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver ; 

Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift,—who slights the giver ? 
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A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give, and let ’em ; 

If gems or gold impart a joy, 
Ill give them when I get ’em. 

I'll give thee something yet unpaid, 
Not less sincere than civil ; 

Ill give thee,—ah! too charming maid, 
I'll give thee—to the devil. 


PP IPL ESR 


WOMAN SHOULD BE WISELY KIND. 
(Garrick. ) 


WomMAN should be wisely kind, 
Nor give her passion scope ; 
Just reveal her inclination, 
Never wed without probation, 
Nor, in the lover’s mind, 
Blight the sweet blossom, hope. 


Youth and beauty kindle love, 
Sighs and vows will fan the fire ; 
Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 
Sorrow then succeeds desire ; 
Honour, faith, and well-earned fame 
Feed the sacred lasting flame. 


FLIP SP FP 


BRIGHT SOL DOFFS HIS NIGHTCAP; 
OR, SPORTSMEN OF IRELAND. 


BRIGHT Sol dofis his nightcap and squints through 
the sky, 
Ye sportsmen of Ireland, rouse, rouse from 
your trance ; 
For the sun-beam departs, if Sol winks his eye, 
Mount your hobbies, my heroes, my heroes ad- 
vance, 
Whether fleet stag or hare, maid, widow, or wife, 
Is the game that you wish to pursue ; 
Start fairly, huzza! in the morning of life, 
And the evening will start fair with you. 
Tantivy! 
For the sons of Hibernia, tantivy, &c. 
My boys, if a widow’s the sport full in view, 
You must take the sly puss at the double ; 
Or the sly little vixen will soon double you, 
And your sport become labour and trouble. 
If a wife you’d run down, pray marry her first, 
When caught, she is sport for your labour : 
But the sportsman that worries his game is accur- 
sed, 
And deserves to be stinted in pleasure. 
Tantivy, &c. 


A maid, pretty soul! like the poor timid hare, 
Pants in chase till exhausted in breath : 

Let your arm then receive the poor frighted fair, 
Nor wish to be in at the death. 

Ye sons of Old Ireland, keen sportsmen arise, 
While the blush of Aurora’s upon her ; 

To the sports of the day unbutton your eyes, 
But let pleasure be seasoned with honour. 

Tantivy, &c. 
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LET NOT RAGE THY BOSOM FIRING. 
A RONDEAU. 
(Arne. ) 


LET not rage, thy bosom firing, 
Pity’s softer claim remove ; 
Spare a heart that’s just expiring, 
Forced by duty, racked by love. 
Each ungentle thought suspending, 
Judge of mine by thy soft breast, 
Nor with rancour never ending, 
Heap fresh sorrows on th’ opprest. 
Let not rage, &c. 
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Heav’n, that ev’ry joy has crossed, 
Ne’er this wretched state can mend ; 
I, alas! at once have lost 
Father, brother, lover, friend ! 
Let not rage, &c. 


GPL P SERIF 


POOR BOB. 


I'LL give thee, poor Bob, because thou’rt my son, 
The best counsel I can for my life ; 
Then listen, I pray, to what I shall say, 
And I warrant I’ll get thee a wife, poor Bob. 
Yes I will, so I will, and I warrant, &c. 


Put on the best clothes that ever thou hast, 
That is neither ragged nor torn, 
And thy rare yellow hose, they will 

clothes, 

And they’ll think thee some gentleman born, 
poor Bob. 

Yes, they will, so they will, and they’ll think, &c. 


suit thy fine 


As Bob was a mounting, and taking his leave 
Of his mother, so loving and kind, 
It grieved him to the heart to think he must part, 
And leave his dear mother behind, poor Bob. 
Yes it did, so it did, and leave, &c. 


The first that Bob was a suitor unto, : 
Was the farmer’s fat daughter, called Grace ; 
But he had no sooner. spoke one word or two, 
Than she hit him a slap on the face, poor Bob. 
Yes she did, so she did, and she hit, &c. 


What ails thee, fair maid? what! art thou stark 
mad, 
To strike such a gallant as 1? 
Don’t you see my fine clothes, and my rare yellow 
hose, . 
Yow’ll want such a mon ere you die, sweetheart. 
Yes you will, so you will, you'll want, &c. 


As Bob was walking the streets along, 
Not regarding of any one’s mocks, «. 
He kissed the parson’s fair wife, which caused 
much strife, 
And the parson put him in the stocks, poor Bob. 
Yes he did, so he did, and the parson, &c. 


If this be the plague of getting a wife, 

I’d never seek out for another, 
But I will live single all the days of my life, 

And now Ill gang home to my mother, poor Bob. 
Yes I will, so I will, and now, &c. 


GLLEPIL IF 


NORMAN THE BRAVE. 


Wno is he, who is he, with a charger of foam, 
That bounds down the desolate glen, 

Where no mortal e’er saw yet the smoke of his 

home, 

Whose echoes are strangers to men? 

’Tis Norman the Brave—from Culloden afar 
He speeds to the home of his love; 

Who shone on his soul like a bright-beaming star, 
When in tumult of battle he strove. 


Away and away, over mountain and dell, 
He spnrs on his light-bounding steed ; 
Nor pauses to think on the warriors that fell, 
Or the friends of his bosom that bleed : 
Away and away, through the forest and flood, 
“ike the speed of an eagle his flight, 
Till the home of his love, from its dark-waving 
wood, 
Uprears its gray towers on his sight. 
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She sees him, as high on the turret she stands ; © 
She waves her wide ’kerchief with pride ; 

She dries the joy-tear with her tremulous hands, 
And sighs—not as lately she sighed. 

He reaches the castle—he springs from his steed— 
He flies to his Emmiline’s charms ; 

But the wounds that were stifled re-open and bleed, 
And he breathes out his soul in her arms. 


PLOALCAFY 


YOU ARE ALL MY EYE TO ME. 
(Male. ) 


MRs. Fanny, you may chatter, 
And toss up your head so high ; 

That a pin I do not matter, 
You’re no better, faith, than I; 

You may frown and you may spurn, too, 
Talk about gentility ; 

Yes, and up your nose may turn, too, 
That is all my eye to me. 


Sweethearts I can have, as pretty 
As yourself, that’s clear enough, 
Susan, Polly, Jane, and Kitty, 
So you needn’t look so bluff ; 
Margaret for me is dying, 
Bouncing Bet would married be, 
Don’t.you think for you I’m crying, 
That is all my eye to me. 


Let me tell you, Mrs. Fanny, 
Soon your pride will fall to dirt, 
1 would sooner have my granny 
Than I’d marry such a flirt ; 
You may seck again to shake me, 
With your smiles decked out you sec, 
If you do, the devil take me, 
You are all my eye to me. 


GLI EE PIP + 


SO INNOCENT, PURE, AND DELICIOUS. 
(Wordsworth. ) 


’TWAS noon, and the reapers reposed on the bank 
Where our rural repast had been spread ; 
Beside us meandered the rill, where we drank, 
And the green willow waved o’er our head. 
Lucinda, the queen of our rustical treat, 
With smiles, like the season, auspicious, 
Had rendered the scene and the banquet more 
sweet, — 
But, ch! the dessert was delicious. 


A melon, the sweetest that loaded the vine, 
The kind-hearted damsel had brought, 
Its crimson core teemed with the richest of wine ; 
How much like her kisses—I thought, 
And I said, as its nectarous juices I quaffed, 
«« How vain are the joys of the vicious ; 
No tropical fruit ever furnished a draught 
So innocent, pure, and delicious.” 


In the seeds whicn embellished this red juicy core 
An emblem of life we may view, 

For human enjoyments are thus sprinkled o’er 
With specks of an ebony hue. 

But, if we are wise, to discard from the mind 
Every thought and affection that’s vicious, 

Like the seed-sprinkled core of the melon, we'll 

find 

Each innocent pleasure delicious. 


SLL LLAIF 
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Living, or dead, we its benefits reap, 
Then, ye sheep-shearers, sing your true friend, the poor sheep. 








OUR SHEEP-SHEARING OVER, SUR- 
ROUND THE GAY BOARD. 


(Dibdin. ) 


QuR sheep-shearing over, surround the gay board 
With hearts full of pleasure and glee ; 
And while we partake of its plentiful hoard, 
Who so blithe end so happy as we ? 
From that staple the wool all our consequence 
springs : 
The woolsack is next to the throne ; 
It a freedom secures both to peasants and kings, 
Which in no other country is known; 
It guards us awake and preserves us asleep, 
Night and day then, thank Heaven, that gave us 
the sheep. 


When bleak piercing winter comes on witha frown, 
Frost and snow clogging hedge, ditch, and stile, 

Annoying alike both the lord and the clown, 
Wrapt in wool we look round ns and smile ; 

Did we sing in its praises from evening to morn, 
’T would oF gratitude only increase : 

The dying old man and the infant new born, 
Are both kept alive by its fleece. 

Then how with the truth a fair pace can we keep, 

When in warmest expressions we speak of the 

sheep ? ; 


No words are sufficient, whate’er can be said, 
To speak out its praises aloud ; 

For it never forsakes us, nay, after we’re dead, 
It furnishes even our shroud ; 

Nay more, if the sheep, while it ranges our fields, 
For our wants all these comforts supplies ; 

Faithful still to the last to the butcher it yields, 
And for our ually nourishment dies. 

Thus living, or dead, we its benefits reap, 

Then, ye sheep-shearers, sing your true friend, the 

poor sheep. 
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RIVER, THAT ROLLEST BY THE ANCIENT 
WALLS. 


(Lord Byron.) 


RIVER, that rollest by the ancient walls 
Where dwells the lady of my love; when she 
Walks by thy brink, and there, perchance, recalls 
A faint and fleeting memory of me i 


What, if thy deep and ample stream should be 
A mirror of my heart ; where she may read 

The thousand thoughts I now betray to thee, 
Wild as thy wave, and headlong as thy speed. 


What doI say? <«¢ A mirror of my heart!” 

Are not thy waters sweeping, dark, and strong ? 
Such as my feelings were and are, thou art, 

And such as thou art were my passions long. 


Time may have somewhat ‘amed them ; not for 
ever 
Thou overflowest thy banks, and not for aye 
Thy bosom overboils : congenial river, 
Thy floods subside—and mine have sunk away, 


But left long wrecks behind us, and again, 
Borne on our old unchanged career we move. 
Thou tendest wildly to the main, 
And I to loving one I should not love. 


The curfent I behold will sweep beneath 
Her native walls, and murmur at her fect 

Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall breathe 
The twilight air, unchained from summer’s heat. 


She will look on thee: I have looked on thee, 
Full of that thought, and from that moment 
ne’er 
Thy waters could I name-~ne’er name or see, 
Without the inseparable sigh for her. 


Her bright eyes will be imaged on thy stream— 
Yes, they will meet the wave I gaze on now - 

But mine cannot witness, even in a dream, 
That happy wave repass me in its flow. 
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The wave that bears my tear returns no more, 
Will she return, by whom that tear shall sweep? 
Both tread thy bank, both wander on thy shore, 
I near the source, she by the dark blue deep. 


But that which keepeth us apart is not 

Distance, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth, 
But the distractions of a various lot,— 

Ah! various as the climates of our birth. 


A stranger loves a lady of the land, 

Born far beyond the mountains, but his blood 
Ts all meridian, as if never fanned 

By the black wind that chills the Polar flood. 


My blood is all meridian: were it not, 

{ had not left my clime :—I should not be, 
In spite of torture ne’er to be forgot, 

A slave again of love—at least of thee. 


’Tis vain to struggle : let me perish young, 
Live as I lived—love as I have loved : 
To dust if I return, from dust I sprung, 
And then, at least, my heart cannot be moved. 


PLSPOEGOLY 


THE DEATH OF BRICKS AND MORTAR. 
Air—“¢ The Banks of Allan Water.” —(Beuler.) 


I SING of Bricks and Mortar, 
Or th’ oven-builder’s fall ; 

Twas all through Polly Carter, - 
As I will tell you all : 

A soldier came to court her, 
A. drilling way had he, 

She left poor Bricks and Mortar, 
As you shall quickly see. 


She left poor Bricks and Mortar, 
Which burnt his bosom’s core ; 

He drank a pint of porter, 
But, ah! it cooled no more. 

’Twas hot as summer’s quarter, 

* As hot as hot could be, 

And the heart of Bricks and Mortar, 
Burned with jeal-ous-y. 


Alas! poor Bricks and Mortar 
T’ his lodgings hied him fast ; 
T’ his neck he tied his garter, 
And, hanging, breathed his last. 
Him the jury thought a martyr, 
And found it lu-na-cy ; 
And then poor Bricks and Mortar 
Was buried mourn-ful-ly. 


Revenged was Bricks and Mortar, 
Poll wa’n’t made a bride ; 
The soldier wouldn’t support her, 
She cut her throat and died. 
The jury said, ‘* Poll Carter 
’Neath a cross-road graved must be ;” 
As dead as bricks and mortar, 
At CLaring-cross lies she. 
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OPO PL LaF 


THE SUN IS UP, THOUGH FEEBLY STILL. 
(D. L. Richardson. ) 


THE sun is up, though feebly still 
He throws his yellow beam ; 

The gray mist shrouds the distant hill, 
And floats along the stream. 


The fluttering lark hangs on the air, 
And pours his matin lay ; 

While mirth and rosy health repair 
To meet the rising day 


The forest branches slowly wave, 
Where sport the zephyrs coy, 
And Echo, from her hollow cave, 

Repeats the notes of joy. 
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The light airs cool my fevered brow, 
And pain and care depart, 

For nature’s holy radiance now 
Yath flashed upon my heart. 


SILL PIL SF 


MURPHY DELANEY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


Ir was Murphy Delaney, so funny and frisky, 
Reeled in a shebeen-shop to get his skin full ; 
And reeled out again pretty well lined with whis- 

key, 

As fresh as a shamrock, and blind as a bull; 
When a trifling accident happened our rover, 

Who took the quay-side for'the floor of his shed, 
And the keel of a coal-barge he just tumbled over, 

And thought all the time he was going to bed. 
And sing fillaloo, hubbuboo, whack, botheration, 
Every man in his humour, as Kate kissed the pig. 


Some folks passing by drew him out of the river, 
And got a horse-doctor his sickness to mend ; 
Who swore that poor Pat was no longer a liver, 
But dead as the devil, and there was an end. 
Then they sent for the coroner’s jury to try him ; 
But Pat not much liking this comical strife, 
Fell to twisting and turning the while they sat by 
him, 
And came (when he found it convenient) to life. 
‘And sing fillaloo, &c. 


Says Pat to the jury— your worships, an’t please 


Mik 
I don’t think I’m dead, so what is it you do?” 
“¢ Not dead!” says the foreman, ‘ you spalpeen, 
be aisy ; 
Don’t you think the doctor knows better than 
ou?” 
So Ree they went on with the business further, 
Examined the doctor about his belief ; 
When they brought poor Delaney in guilty of mur- 
der, 
And swore they would hang him in spite of his 
teeth. 
And sing fillaloo, &c. 


Then Paddy laid hold of a clumsy shellelagh, 
And laid of the doctor, who, as stiff as a post, 

Still swore that it couldn’t be Murphy Delaney, 
But something alive, and so must be a ghost. 


| Then the jury began, but with fear, to survey him, 


(Whilst he like a devil about him did lay,) 
And sent straight out of hand for the clargy to lay 
him ; : 
But Pat laid the clargy, and then ran away. 
And sing fillaloo, &c. 


PELE LPP 


WILL YOU MARRY ME, SIR? 
(Upton.) 
WILL you marry me, sir? or you, sir, or you? 
And, bachelors, I’m for a husband I vow ; 
But then I must tell ye, sincerely and true, 
What sort of a lover I’m looking for now. 
Too young nor too old is not pleasing at all, 
Too thin nor too lusty, too short nor too tall : 
O, no! but a something that borders between 
The short and the tall, and the lusty and lean ; 
Such a one as e’en now in my fancy I see ; 
That’s you, sir,—yes, you, sir; will you marry 
me ? 


Should you marry me, sir, I’ll make you a wife 
Both kind and indulgent, and fond as the dove ; 
Nay, more, make a promise to please you through 
life, 
But then you must love me, and me only love. 
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Good sense I shall look for, divested of pride, 
And now and then hope the last word to divide ; 
I mean when in reason, which cannot be wrong, 
For a husband, believe me, ’s the dri‘t of my song. 
Such a one as e’en now, &c. 


GIL IL IIE 


ALL WEATHERS. 
(Dibdin.) 


WE come into this world to know trouble and plea- 
sure, 
All as one as tars venture to sea ; 
Where, of all life’s vagaries, we taste the full mea- 
sure, 
And sometimes come off by the lee : 
Now lashing the helm, we scarcely feel any mo- 
tion, . 
Now drifting like cork ’fore the wind ; 
But the perils and joys, both on land and the 
ocean, 
Are the calms and the storms of the mind. 


_Life’s winds are the passions, through these as 
we’re steering, 
Though at odds, you must make them agree ; 
Thus the port you are bound to, you soon will be 
nearing, : 
_ And that’s the true maxim at sea: 
When want to bring up in some given destination, 
And the wind from the shore keeps us back, 
By gentle degrees, to get into our station, 
We traverse and try on a tack. 


To guard ’gainst elements, crying and wailing, 
May do for dissatisfied elves ; 
But those who would over life’s ills be prevailing, 
Must lend a stout lift of themselves : 
If a piercing north-easter, at Christmas, is sud- 
den, 
And chills us with terrors and fear, 
We ward it all off with roast beef and plum-pud- 
ding, 
And plenty of generous beer. 
But when spring brings on summer, cold blasts no 
more pester, 
And March gales are all blown away ; 
The wind chops about, and an April’s south-wester 
Brings forward the flowers of May: 
Then blow, my good breeze, sit each face to the 
weather, 
Be the gale either temperate or rough ; 
Content’s our sheet-anchor, we’re met here toge- 
ther, 
And we taste of life’s comforts enough. 


a ad a a a a 


OH! WHAT AN AGE! HOW WONDROUS 
ARE THE PRESENT TIMES. 


Air— The Tortoiseshell Tom Cat.”—(E. W. Cox.) 


On what an age! how wondrous are the present 
times! 
Sure such an age as this was never seen ! 
Steam, gas, patents even are taken out for making 
thymes ; 
Waggons, boats, and carriages, now go by steam ; 
Companies for making boots, and digging mines 
Peruvian, too, 
Schemes for making clothes by gas, and picking 
of your pockets, too; 
Balloons, canals for ships to pass into the midland 
counties, 
Insurance, plays, and of all these a seven years’ 
peace the fount is. 
Oh! such an age! so wondrous are the present 
times ! 
Sure such an age as this was never seen. 
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Oh! what a lot of buryings and marriages! 
Sure such a lot as this was never seen ; 
Auctions, bazaars, dioramas, and seli-revol ving 
carriages, 
Of razors for a shilling you may buy thirtcen! 
Books are sold now by the pound, romances by the 
score, sir, 
Such heaps of trash were never seen in all the 
world before, sir; 
The roads as smooth as gravel walks, M‘Adamized 
they are, sir, 
And you may ride to Chippenham without a single 
jar, sit. 
Oh! such an age! so wondrous are the present 
times ! 
Sure such an age as this was never seen. 


PE F4 OL ER 


FROM THE BROWN CREST OF NEWARK. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


FROM the brown crest of Newark its summons ex- 
tending, 
Our signal is waving in smoke and in flame, 
And each forester blithe from his mountain de- 
cending, 
Bounds light o’er the heather to join in the 
game. 
Then up with the banner, let.forest winds fan her, 
She has blazed over Ettricke eight ages or more ; 
In sport we’ll attend her, in battle defend her, 
With heart and with hand like our fathers be- 
fore. 


When the southern invader spread waste and dis- 
order, : 
At the glance of her crescents he paused and 
withdrew 3; 
For around them were marshalled the pride of the 
border, 
The flowers of the forest, the bards of Buc- 
cleugh. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


A stripling’s weak hand to our revel has borne 
her, 
No mail-glove has grasped her, no spearman 
surround ; 
But ere a bold foeman should scathe or should 
scorn her, 
A thousand true hearts would be cold on the 
ground. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


We forget each contention of civil dissension, 
And hail, like our brethren, Home, Douglas, and 
Car ; 
And Elliot and Pringle together shall mingle, 
As welcome in peace, as their fathers in war. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


Then strip, lads, and to*it, though sharp be the 
weather, 
And if by mischance you should happen to fall, 
There are worse things in life than a tumble on 
heather, 
And life is itself but a game at foot-ball. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


And when it is over we’ll drink a blithe mea- 
sure 
To each laird and lady that witness our fun, 
And to every blithe heart that took part in our 
pleasure, ss 
-To the lads that have lost, and the lads that 
have won. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


May the forest still flourish, both borough and Jand- 
ward, ; 
From the hall of the pecr, to the herds’ ingle 
nook ; 
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And huzza! my brave boys, for Buccleugh and 
his standard, 
For the King and-the country, the clan and the 
Duke. 
Then up with the banner, &c. 


POL LPP 


"TIS TRUTH, NOW, BY YEA AND BY 
NAY. 


Air—< Oh, dear, what can the matter be?” 


VERILY, ah! how my heart keepeth bumping ; 
A pendulum ’gainst my tough ribs loudly thump- 
ing, 
Ora mouse ina rat-trap, that’s to and fro jump- 
ing 5 
"Tis truth, now, by yea and by nay! 
And its umph, umph, what can the matter be? 
Umph, umph, what can the matter be? 
Moved by the spirit, so what can the matter be? 
Ephraim, thou’rt going astray ‘ 
Yea, marvellous ’twas when my eyes first went 
roving, 
From meek sister Sarah towards vanity moving, 
I found a profane one it was I was loving. 
Tis truth, now, by yea and by nay, &c. 


"Twas Folly’s vain garment the maid smiled so 
good in, 
Yea, silk hose and pumps on the pavement she 
stood in, 
Which stirred up my zeal, as you’d stir up a pud- 
ding ; 
"Tis truth, now, by yea and by nay, &c. 
When I, yea and nay, ever pronounce to deceive 
her, 
May I bow down my body, or take off my beaver, 
I would cherish the maiden for ever and ever ; 
By yea and nay, this much I own: 
And its umph, umph, what can the matter be? 
Umph, umph, what can the matter be? 
Moved by the spirit so, what can the matter be, 
When she is bone of my bone? 


GPPOELICF 


THE TWINS OF LATONA. 
(0’Keefe.) 


Tire twins of Latona, so kind to my boon, 
Avise to partake of the:chase ; 
And Sol lends a ray to chaste Dian’s fair moon, 
And smiles to the smile of her face. 
For the sport I delight in, the bright Queen of 
Love 
With myrtles my brows shall adorn ; 
While Pan breaks his chanter, and skulks in the 
QTOVE, 
Excelled by the sound of the horn. 
The dogs are uncoupled, and sweet is their cry, 
Yet sweeter the notes of sweet Echo’s reply ; 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wish to pursue. 


The stag from the chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His sentence he hears in the gale ; 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and constancy fail. 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Despair taking place of his fear; 
With antlers erected, awhile stands at bay, 
‘Then surrenders his life with a tear. 
The dogs are uncoupled, &c. 


ROYAL RADICAL RESTORATIVE. 
Air—“< Oh, what a Time!” 


Pro bono publico—the most wonderful discovery 
That ever yet was made to benefit mankind, 
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Ts the Royal Radical Restorative, which, love of ye, 
Makes me offer unto all who’re sick, or lame, or 

blind. 

Thousands, and thousands, and tens of thousands 
more that live 

Have reason to bless the Royal Radical Restora- 
tive ; 

Its cures are unparalleled, and here I’ll state a 
few of them ; 

Before the Lord Mayor they are sworn, so all that’s 
said is true of them ; 

Which plainly proves the Royal Radical Restora- 
twe 

The only sovereign remedy for all complaints. 


( Reads. ) Pro bono publico ! 
A teazer for Prince Hohenloe\! 
he miracle-monger!!! 
Being a list of the wonderful cures performed by 
Doctor Cramwell’s 
ROYAL RADICAL RESTORATIVE. 
Proved, by affidavit, before the Lord Mayor o 
London. 


Case first.—Mr. Anthony Hopper was seventy- 
five years a cripple, and went upon crutches from 
his birth. After taking half a bottle of the Royal 
Radical Restorative he threw away his crutches 
and the other half bottle, perfectly cured him. He 
is now a celebrated dancer, and performs harle- 
quin at the theatres. 


Case second.-—-Mr. Timothy Tightnoose, gentle- 
man, hanged himself, in a fit of despondency, and 
remained suspended upwards of three weeks, when, 
fortunately, being discovered and cut down, he 
was restored to life and cheerfulness by taking one 
bottle of Dr. Cramwell’s Royal Radical Restora- 
tive. 


Case third.—Toby Tinderall, fireman, while at- 
tending a terrible fire, was surrounded by the fiames 
and burnt to a cinder :—cured by two bottles. 


Case fourth.—Mr. Simon Skylark, gentleman, 
had the misfortune to fall from the clouds by the 
bursting of a balloon, and was dashed to pieces: 
an old lady who witnessed the accident, happening 
to have a bottle of the Royal Radical Restorative 
immediately applied it, inwardly and outwardly, 
and had the pleasure of seeing the aéronaut walk 
home to his family. 


Case fifth.—Mr. (here name any person 
in company who declines singing ) was many years 
afflicted with an obstruction of the vocal organs, so 
as to be incapable of singing, to the great grief of 
himself and friends : being strongly recommended 
to try Dr. Cramwell’s Royal Radical Restorative, 
he bought a bottle (not having any faith in the re- 
medy): its effects were truly astonishing—the first 
dose removed the obstruction, and enabled him to 
sing as well as any body. As a further proof, he 
will feel happy in giving his friends a song at any 
time they may please to call on him. But, ladies 
and gentlemen, I wo’n’t trouble you by reading 
any more cases— 

These plainly prove, &c. 


'The Restorative for coughs, and colds, and scurvy, 
is invaluable ; 
Likewise for watery heads, itch, and growing- 
pains ; 
And every day’s experience shows it is infallible 
For inflammations, tertian ague, cholic, and 
chilblains. 
Cures, speedily and certainly, each disease that 
hidden is— 
Small-pox, chicken-pox, white-sweilings, sorc- 
throats, giddiness, 


es 
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Gout, head-ache, fainting-fits, fevers, pimples, | A pimple, madam, where? I blush to say where, 

















plethora, it’s in a delicate place. My dear lady, I’m a deli- 
Lumbago, deafness, rheumatism, cutting-teeth, | cate doctor. I’ve got a pimple—I’ve got a pimple 
* et cetera. —under my garter. Oh, take a bottle of my Royal 


Which plainly prove, &c. Radical Restorative, and tie your garter under the 
pimple, and I’ll warrant a cure. Measter doctor, 
I be coom to zay thee’s cured my mad woife. 
What, my Royal Radical Restorative has cured 
her? Ees, to a dead zartainty, as thee said, vor, 
to a zartenty, she’s dead: I made her take the 
double dose, and that did it. Oh, doctor, thee 
bee’st a vine man, and thank’ee kindly. 


Ask for the Real Royal Radical, &c. 


GPILLIFIH 


O, THE FREAKS OF WOMANKIND. 
( Garrick.) 


O, THE freaks of womankind! 
As swift as thought we breed ’em ; 
No whims will starve in woman’s mind, 
For vanity will feed ’em; 
Teazing ever, 
Steady never; 
Who the shifting clouds can bind ? 
O, the freaks of womankind, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Measter, ben’t thee a mad doctor? 
I give advice to mad people. Well, measter, give 
me advice—I wants to know what to do with my 
woife, she’s a little maddish loike ; she breaks the 
windows, and chany, and my head too. You 
must have a bottle of Royal Radical Restorative, 
and give it her six times a day. Ah, measter 
doctor, she wo’n’t take ’potticaries’ stuff, and I does 
give it her a dozen times a day, with a good stick. 
Instead of the stick, give her my medicine a dozen 
times a day, and, if that don’t quiet her, double 
the dose, and that will quiet her, to a dead cer- 
tainty. Doctor, I’m a poor onfortunat mon, sorely 
trobled wi’ a wofu’ scrotchin’. And you itch to be 
cured, I suppose? you must have a bottle of 
Royal Radical Restorative. Oh, ma _powelsh! 
What’s the matter with you, Moses? Shaturday 
night, after shynagogue, 1 had shome shucking 
pig for supper. Pork, you mean, Moses. No, 
upon ma conshience, it vash not pork, it vash only 
(oh! ma powelsh!) shucking pig; and I vash took 
shick shoon ash I supped. Did you eat much? 
No more ash tree platesh full, upon ma conshience ! 
Well, you must have a seven-shilling bottle of 
Royal Radical Restorative. Oh, ma tear powelsh ; 
I vill gif you tree shillin’ for it. No, seven shil- 
lings is the price, d’ye think I’m aJew? Vell, I 
vill gif you toder shixpence? You sha’n’t have it 
at all. Oh, ma tear powelsh! vell, a shall re- 
turn me a shillin vhen I pring de pottle pack ; oh, 
ma tear sheven shillin! Dear doctor, my face is SHERRY. 
ruined by the small-pox, can you restore my lost | CoME, my boys, fill a bumper of sherry, 
beauty, or I’m afraid I shall never be married, for A Briton can never despair ; 
I’m nineteen now? Infallibly, Miss; Iwas once, | What’s life, if we cannot be merry ? 
like you, a perfect fright; I took—what you must A chaos of grief and dull care ; 
take—a bottle of Royal Radical Restorative, and | Let Hope be our steady sheet-anchor, 
became the handsome man you see— And temperate Prudence our guide ; 

Which plainly proves, &c. Miss-Fortune our precepts may canker, 

Discretion the storm may deride. 


Quick of ear, and sharp of eye, 
Others faults we hear and spy, 
But te our own 
Alone 
We are both deaf and blind. 
O, the freaks of womankind, &c. 


GIPPOPOEF 


COME, MY BOYS, FILL A BUMPER OF 


Advice I give in all complaints to which mankind 
are liable, 
To those who take my medicine, without a fee ; 
And patients may depend upon secresy inviolable, 
For, of the Royal College, London, I’m M.D. 
The Restorative is sold in bottles, price no more 
than seven shillings, 

Or one large bottle, containing two small ones, for 
eleven shillings. 

Observe! beware of counterfeits, for impostors, 
who dare sell any 

With my name on the label forged, commit both 
fraud and felony ; 

Ask for the Reali Royal Radical, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Arrah, doctor, I’m kilt! what will I 
do to be cured? What ails you? Sure, didn’t 
Misthress Mulrooney send me to milk the cow, 
and, not thinking nothing at all, at all, I went to 
the wrong cow, and that was a bull ; and the baste- 
ly bull tossed me up like a bad ha’penny, down on 
the head o’ me, and I wo’n’t wonder if I die quite 
entirely. You must take a bottle of Royal Radical 
Restorative. Will ye’re honour kindly turn ye’re 
back where ye’re belly is, and Ill be after tuking 
two of em? Take yourself off, you Irish thiet, 
and let that gentleman behind you come in. 
Massa, me hear you great doctor, you make black- 
moor white. Oh, yes; you must take a bottle of 
my Royal Radical Restorative, and you'll be made 
a wight—a gocd wight too— you'll be a w,i,g,h,t, 
.-that spells wight, you know? Iss, massa, 
tankee, massa; your Radical Tory make black 
white. Doctor, I blush to say I’ve got a pimple. 


Then, pledge me, each honest good fellow, 
The fountain uf Bacchus supplies, 
With good wine I like to get mellow, 
Yet let us be merry and wise. 
Success to the lovers despairing, 
May they to each other prove kind ; 
What matters protesting and swearing, 
If you get the wench in the mind ? 
To Venus and Bacchus united, 
Of whom jolly mortals all boast, 
To their banquet so often invited, 
Let those be the general toast. 
Then, pledge me, &c. 


The sage may deliver his lectures, 
And ponder o’er Latin and Greek, 
To anticipate all his conjectures, 
The charms of the bottle we seek ; 
With bumpers our knowledge displaying, 
We laugh at Miss-Chance and her frowns, 
The follies of mankind surveying, 
That pine at the world’s ups and downs. 
Then, pledge me, &c. 


ae a 


THE BIRTH OF SHAKSPEARE. 
Air—“ Through Erin’s Isle.— (J. Ogden.) 


In Bess’s days, 
(Which glory’s rays 
For ever shall environ, ) 
The gods made men 
Much better then, 
Of mingled gold and iron - 
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A nobler race 
No records trace, 
To handle pen, or break spear : 
“« To perfect man,” 
(Said Jove’s great clan,) 
<« Suppose we try a Shakspeare ? 
Oh, sweet Shakspeare, 
Immortal Willy Shakspeare ; 
B’en the gods 
Allowed it odds 
They couldn’t make a Shakspeare! 


Cried Phoebus, “* Pray 
Give me the clay, 

Ill breathe in’t fire poetical, 
Which through the mass 
Shall instant pass, 

Exhaustless and prophetical ;” 
Quoth Mars, “* Egad, 
Well said, dear lad, 

Or never may I break spear ; 
For my part, 
Ill inspire his heart ; 

But still we haven’t Shakspeare |” 

Oh, sweet Shakspeare, &c. 


With looks that strike 
In her we like, 
Bespoke them gentle Venus— 
«* His heart, dear Mars, 
My gracious stars ! 
We must have that between us: 
My darlings all 
Have courage tall, 
1 can’t deny its meetness ; 
But here, my friend, 
T’ll with it blend 
en female love and sweetness.” 
Oh, sweet Shakspeare, &c. 


Then, Wisdom’s maid 
(Of aspect staid, 
But ever fresh and charming) 
Prepared the brain 
With wond’rous pain, 
And energy alarming ; 
That so in debt 
None else should get, 
Protesting, as she shut it in, 
Unless he brought 
(Preposterous thought) 
As fine a head to put it in. 
Oh, sweet Shakspeare, &c. 


The God of Wit 
Imparted it, 

To dissipate spleen’s tumour ; 
Mnemosyne 
Gave memory, 

And Momus added humour : 
Jove shook his head, 
And, smiling, said, 

«« Superior power is needing ; 
My gift, though last, 

Has all surpast,— 

1’ve doubled each preceding.” 
Oh, sweet Shakspeare, 

Immortal Willy Shakspeare! 
Thus the gods, 

In spite of odds, 

Contrived to make a Shakspeare ! 


+” 


GIP LIP IR 


THY SPIRIT I WOULD NOT BEGUILE. 
(H. M. Milner.) 
A DUET. 
THY courage, my friend, is quite charming, 
‘The pride of my bosom disarming, 
Did Tarrare love like thee, 
Would he not, these charms to see, 


Like thee, all dangers brave? 
My love to thee I will transfer, 
Valour females e’cr prefer, 
Valour can from dangers save. 
Thy love to me thou wilt transfer! 
Is it a dream that round me floats ? 
What mean these soft, delusive notes? 
Is it some artful wile, 
My spirit to beguile 
From her on whom my soul still doats? 
It is no artful wile ; 
Thy spirit I would not beguile. 


PPEP LE? 


DOLL, OF WAPPING. 


*TWAS at Stepney-church I was spliced to DoF, 
Pull away, pull away, together ; 

In wedlock you’ll oft’times meet with a squall, 
But I found it all foul weather. 

Such a curious clapper-hung tongue had she, 
Doll’s music there was no stopping ; 

So, in less than a week, I put off to sea, 
Pull away, pull away, I say, 

What a devil of a Doll, of Wapping! 


YT sailed for Jamaica, to give her the slip, 
Pull away, pull away, yo ho, there! 

But, soon finding my latitude, Doll took a trip, 
And she presently had me in tow there. 

So again I was forced to lead the old life, 
And to India was fain to be hopping, 

Where, landing, the first that I met was my wife ; 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 

What d’ye think of my Doll, of Wapping? 


At Calcutta she jawed for three weeks and a day, 
Pull away, pull away, so fine, O! 

Where I luckily shipped her for Botany Bay, 
And myself set sail for China ; 

But, just as I counted on the end of my toils, 
Never dreaming of what was to happen, 

We were both cast away near the Phiilippine Isles 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 

What a chop for my Doll, of Wapping. 
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Well, what would you have? all my buffetting 
Nast ; 

Pull away, pull away, d’ye mind me? 

I’m here among the savages moored at last, 
Where Doll is not able to find me; 

Safe out of the reach of her d d slack-jaw, 
With plenty of grab for popping, 

I’m snug along-side of this tight young squaw, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, belay! 

And the devil take Doll, of Wapping! 





ee a 


SLENDER’S GHOST; 
OR, O, SWEET ANNE PAGE! 
(Shenstone. ) 


BENEATH a church-yard yew, 
Decayed, and worn with age, 
At dusk of eve, methought I spied 
Poor Slender’s ghost, that, whimpering, cried—- 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page 


Ye gentle bards, give ear, 
‘Who talk of amorous rage, 
Who spoil the lily, rob the rose, 
Come, learn of me to weep your woes. 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page 


Why should such laboured strains 
Your formal muse engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart 
That fired my breast, or pierced my heart, 
But sighed—O, sweet Anne Page 


And you, whose love-sick minds 
No medicine can assuage, 
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Accuse the leech’s art no mores 
But learn of Slender to implore , 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page: 


And you, whose souls are held, 
Like linnets, in a cage ; 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my strains, 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page! 


And yon, who boast or grieve, 
What horrid wars ye wage, 
Of wounds received from many an eye, 
Yet mean, as I do, when I sigh, 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page! 


Hence every fond conceit 
Of shepherd or of sage, 
"Tis Slender’s voice, ’tis Slender’s way 
Expresses all you have to say, 
O, sweet! O, sweet Anne Page! 


CoE OROF 


DEMOCRITUS, A WISE OLD MAN, WAS 
NEVER MELANCHOLY. 


(Rannie. ) 


DEMOCRITUS, a wise old man, 
Was never melancholy : 

I like that good old sage’s plan, 
And smile at human folly. 


Heraclitus I vote a fool, 

His rules are not worth keeping ; 
I am no pupil for his school, 

I hate the task of weeping. 


And more, I deem that wit an ass 
Who snarls at men for grinning 5 

If laughing for a crime must pass, 
O, still let me keep sinning. 


ed ee 


THE PEDIGREE, MARRIAGE, AND MIS- 
FORTUNE OF MATTHEW M‘GRIGGER. 


( Daley.) 


LONG before father Adam, that prince of all dig- 
gers, 
E’er handled a shovel or dreamed of a shirt, 
Sure, as artists, the old ancient name of M‘Grig- 
ger 
Stood first in the list of all dabblers of dirt ; 
All the progeny, down to my father, were clashing 
Their genius, to keep up the family pride, 
For, while he dug up pratees, my mother took 
washing, 
Till each took a fever, and afterwards died, 
Leaving me, their sole heir, 
Dancing mad with despair, 
All their trinkets and cattle, 
Two pigs and a rattle, 
The cot as it stood ; 
Devil a plank but was mine 
Could be found on the floor, 
Except those on the door, 
Which I sold, just to swell my inheritance bigger ; 
Then on his preferment goes Matthew M‘Grigger, 
Ah, ha! what a whack, off goes Matthew M‘Grig- 
ger! 
The morn it was clear, when I met Dr. Whacky, 
My guardian, who lodged over-right the big 


pap, 
Whose accomplished young daughter, for smoking 
tobaccay, 
Beat each mother’s son, all the world to a 
dump ; 
Och, the rooks sweetly singing, the wild donkeys 
tripping, 
—— Whacky cries, Mat, you’re a made man 
for life, 
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For, sce there, like a cat o’er a duck-puddle skip- 
plag, 
Comes Katey, the girl I betroth ye to wifc. 
With his blessing so snug, 
Then we swallowed a mug, 
To the health of both three, 
Whacky, Katey, and me ; 
Now in wedlock so blest 
We retire to rest, 
When her delicate paw 
Came a smack on my jaw; 
Will I ever forget it ?—how striking her figure, 
As snoring she lay, the sweet Mrs. M‘Grigger ; 
Och, hone! what a whack for poor Matthew 
M‘Grigger! 
As round as a muffin, the moon, through the case- 
ment, 
Shone bright on the musica] nose of my bride, 
Och, my angel! says I, here I’li soon give y:% 
easement, 
I means to elope wid myself from your side ; 
Then I creeps to the window, pops out in a hurr | 
Smack head over heels in a hog-stye below ; 
Arrah, then what a sight, 
The pigs screaming wid fright, 
Brings down Whacky and Kate, 
Sprawling over the gate: 
Thieves! murder! they bawled, 
From the pig-stye I crawled, 
Whacky fired his gun, 
Like ten devils I run; ° F 
Oh, old Nick wouldn’t stop me, ‘till safe from his 
trigger, 
I shouts out, good by to ye, Mrs. M‘Grigger! 
Arrah, now who'll sing whack? why it’s Matthew 
M<Grigger. 


ee a ae ee 


THE DORSETSHIRE SQUIRE, 
OR, A MUG OF NUT-BROWN ALE. 


A WEALTHY ’squire, in Doersetshice, 
Enjoyed the charms of life ; 

His time was spent in sweet content, 
He never harboured strife. 

This happy ’squire of Dorsetshire, 
Lived in a pleasant vale ; 

His chief delight, at noon and night, 
A mug of nut-brown ale. 


The wealthy *squire of Dorsetshire 
Would ne’er the poor oppress ; 

But aid impart with cheerful heart, 
To merit in distress. 

No envious tongue, with venom stung, 
Gainst him did e’er prevail ; 

’T'was pleasure rare, with him to share 
A mug of nut-brown ale. 


SLIP PIR F 


MY NANNIE, O. 
( Burns.) 


BEHIND yon hills, where Lugar flows, 
’Mang moors an’ mosses many, O, 
The wintry sun the day has closed, 
-And I’ll awa to Nannie, O. 
The westlin’ wind blaws loud and shrill ; 
The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O ; 
Bat Ill get my plaid, and out Ill steal, 
An’ owre the hills to Nannie, O. 


My Nannie’s charming, sweet, and young, 
Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O; 
May il) befa’ the flatt’ring tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, 0. 
Her face is fair, her heart is true, | 
As spotless as she’s bonnie, O: 
The opening gowan, wat wi’ dew, 
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 


A country lad is my degree, 
An’ few there be that ken me, O; 
But what care I how few they be? 
I’m welcome ay to Nannie, O. 
My riches a’s my penny-fee, 
An’ I maun guide it cannie, 03; 
Bat warl’s gear ne’er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a’ my Nannie, O. 


Our auld gudeman delights to view 
His sheep an’ kye thrive bonnie, 0; 
But I’m as blithe that hauds his plengh, 
An’ has nae care but Nannie, O. 
Come weel, come woe, I carena by, 
[ll tak what heaven will sen’ me, O; 
Nae ither care in life hae I, 
But live, an’ love my Nannie, O. 


| a a ae ee ee 


TOM JENKINS AND DOLLY DIMPLE. 


TomM JENKINS was known as a cobbler, or snob, 

And never did Tom stand in want of a job; 

He whistled and laboured from morning to night, 

And Tom’s little shed was a shed of delight. 
Derry down, &c. 


Yet Tom, be it told, fell a martyr to care; 

And why ?—Dolly Dimple was blooming and fair! 

Tom’s lot was to mend the broke heel of her shoe, 

And Tom never after a moment’s ease knew, 
Derry down, &c. 


Tn vain to the syren his passion he told— 
Doll’s heart, like his lap-stone, was flinty and 
cold : ; 
In vain he declared he would take her for life,— 
Her nose was turned up at a cobbler’s wife. 
Derry down, &c. 


In vain he presented the ring to her view : 
<< Tom Jenkins,”’ she sung out, ‘‘ begone, it wo’n’t 
do.” 
In vain did he tell her his bosom’s disaster— 
“©Tom Jenkins,” she answered, ‘‘ I’m meat for 
your master.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Nota board in his stall but was cut with her name ; 
Not a sigh that he breathed but recorded his flame ! 
Not a song that he sung from his sensitive mind, 
But carolled the burden, ‘‘ dear Dolly, be kind.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Bat, no! cruel Dolly rejoiced at his pain, 
And bantered his sorrows again and again ; 
Nay, though he protested she’d kill him with scoff, 
Still answered, sad hussy, “* Tom Jenkins, be 
off.” 
Derry down, &c. 
But Tommy, in turn, soon cocked up his nose, 
And Dolly relented, or so the tale goes; 
Her anger was smothered, her pride was all gone, 
And she cried of herself, now <* Tom Jenkins, 
come on.” 
Derry down, &c. 


PL IL LLL 


AH! WHY DOES MY MONARCH SO LONG 
DELAY? ° 


(M. G. Lewis.) 


FANCY now shows me the Phenix of creatures,’ 
Vowing—my hand will his happiness make! 

His pleading eyes, they are fixed on my features, 
Mine on the carpet, for modesty’s sake. 

Lud ! how he sighs, while his wishes relating ! 
Mercy! what passion his glances display ! 

But, why don’t he come then? I’m weary of wait- 

ing, 


Ah’ why does my monarch so long delay? 
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“* Fairest'’’ says he, ‘at your feet see me lying!” 
“* Rise, sir! oh! fie, sir’ must be my reply. 
“Oh! but,” says he, ‘ for your beauty I’m 

dying !” 
“* Oh, but,” says I, “ I shall faint if you die!” 
** Hear me !”—“ [ must not !”—.Nay, show me 
my fate in 
Those speaking eyes :”—* Oh! I fear they’d be- 
tray!” 


But, why don’t he come then? I’m weary of wait- 
ing, 
Ah! why does my monarch so long delay ? 


CPLIL aI IOF 


STRIKE! STRIKE! BE THE WORDS, 
LALLEUGH! LALLEUGH! 


WHEN the morning shines forth, and the zephyv’s 


calm gale 

Carries fagrance and health over mountains and 
dale ; 

Follow me, brother falconers, and share in those 
Joys, 


Which envy disturbs not, nor grandeur destroys ; 
Up hill, down the valley, all dangers we’ll dare, 
While our coursers spurn earth, and our bawks 
sail the air. 
Dash on, my brave birds, 
Your quarry pursue, 
«« Strike! strike !”’ be the words, 
Lalleugh! Lalieugh ! 


O’er plain, heath, and woodland, with rapture we 
roam, 
Yet returning, still find the dear pleasures at home : 
Where inspiring good humour gives honesty grace, 
And the heart speaks content in the smiles of the 
face. 
Dash on, my brave birds, &c, 


PIIPPLLF- 


AND AN’T I, SIR, THE PIMBY. 
(O’ Keefe.) 


SUPPOSE I was a country boy, 
Od dang it, sure I knew things ; 
When girls are simple, cold, and coy, 
I taught ’em soon a few things. 
I got so fond of frolicking, 
My aunty used to scold me; 
To town I runa rolicking, 
The country cou’dn’t hold me. 
A bottle first, 
Kick up a dust, 
If fun I find my whim be ; 
Then langty-oodle was the game, 
And an’t I, sir, the pimby ! 


With chitterlin stuck out so stiff, 
And ruffles o’er my knuckles ; 
Beaued out my red silk handkerchief, 
My watch and silver buckles : 
My hat, and eyes, and shoes so bright, 
Full black as any crows looked ; 
My cheek so red, my teeth so white, 
And monstrous nice my nose looked. 
Says I, ho, ho, 
Since things are so, 
A pretty girl the whim be; 
The langty-oodle was the game, 
And, ma’am, an’t I the pimby ? 


My duck, she was a lady fair, 

Nor maiden, wife, or widow ; 
Says I, ye please will take the air ;- 
To Bagnigge-Wells we rid, oh! 

There sweet Sal and syllabub 
So firm I fixed my heart on ; 

I soon forgot, when fall of bub, 
False Kathaleen and Carton. 
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Sweet Sally sighs, 

And, panting, cries, 
Let kissing now the whim be ; 
Then langty-oodle was the game, 
And how do you like the pimby ? 


GPO LIIOP? 


THE KING,—GOD PRESERVE HIM. 
A GLEE. 
(Rannie. ) 


THE King,—God preserve him, his country’s pre- 
server, 
Our hearts has cemented to save and to serve her ; 
To crush proud oppressors by land or by sea, 
Scots, Irish, and English, united shall be: 
Undaunted and free, 
Each kingdom of three, 
Like brethren, from henceforth united shall be. 


Our fieets and our armies, from daring commotion, 
Will drive them to rout, both by land and by 
ocean ; 
The exploits confounding, which folly begun, 
As planets diminish—approaching the sun. 
For dauntless and free, 
Each kingdom of three, 
Like brethren, from henceforth united shall be. 


PLIIIIS Gg 


WHO CAN SUSPECT SWEET MARIAN’S 
FAITH. 


(Mrs. Brooke.) 


WHO can suspect sweet Marian’s faith 
That hears her softly speak ? 

Or doubt the candid blush of truth 
Which mantles on her check? 


Those accents never can deceive, 
No guile that bosom knows ; 

Pure as the untainted breath of morn, 
And chaste as falling snows. 


Unheeded passed the dancing hours, 
Which saw our growing fame ; 

The grove, the dell, the fanning breeze 
The glow of noon the same, 


But now no more the dell delights, 
The grove, or fanning breeze ; 

The taste of nature’s genuine charms 
Demands the mind at ease. 


GIPIIL SH 


A BEAUTY WITH ONLY ONE SPOT, 


OR, MISTER BRIEN O’LEER’S COMFORT FOR THE 
LADIES !! 


Air—“ The Three jolly Pigeons for ever.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


FRoM Ireland I’m just now gone over, 
As you'll see plain enough what you'll hear; 
When I’m told you the trute, what a rover 
Is myself, Mister Brien O’Leer ; 
I’m the boy what’s the ladies’ delight, 
Sure they dream every night of my charms, 
Till they cry, ‘‘ Wo’n’t you come while you might, 
Mister Brien O’Leer, to my arms ?”” 


SPOKEN.] Och! swate Ballishannon, how the 
cratures there would be sighing at me, until their 
tinder hearts were running over wid love, like por- 
ridge over a boiling copper, while myself was tip- 
ping them a killing squint from the one corner of 
my eye. Och! faith, they couldn’t stand it, with- 
out tumbling down over head and ears in affection 
tome. ‘* Och! musha gra’! the darling cratur !” 
says they ; ‘* by my soul! there’s no bearing it; 
he touches me so wid his piercing eye!”’ By the 
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powers! they were right, for you'll see it is as 

sharp as a gimblet when it’s looking straight round 

the corner of it; that’s it. Och! I’m the boy to 

tickle them every where, you see— 

Till they ery, “‘ Wo’n’t you come while you might, 
Mister Brien O’Leer, to my arms 2” 


Sure I wouldn’t be told you a lie now, 
But if I’d been minded, ’tis trute, 
Myself might fifty wives have put by now, 
Wid an hundred or two more to boot! 
But thought I wid such stock of delight, 
I’ll be worn out of life by their charms, 
While they’re crying, “‘ Och! come every night, 
Mister Brien O’ Leer, to my arms.” 


SPOKEN.] Och! pretty work cut out for myself, 
says I, that way ; besides what’s the trouble I’ll 
be forced to have taking stock of so much live cat- 
tle upon my hands without a foot of ground for 
keeping them. Sure the priest was often looked 
to me wid a side-wind hint that 1’d be a good cus- 
tomer to his shop in that way, while he was water- 
ing his chops at the tit-bits about me. Och! be 
asey wid yourself, father, says I, and don’t be lick- 
ing up the hopes of blowing your horns upon me 
there you see, for it stands well enough as it is for 
the right end of it. All’s well, you see; for every 
miss is a hit for me. 

While they’re crying, &c. 
Now I’m told you the pith of it truly, 

Sure the marrow of what’s still to come 
Is, I’m married (and take it quite coolly) 

To a swate tempered crature,—not dumb ! 

She’s a beauty with only one spot, 

That’s the spike in her mouth, when she’d con 
Her accounts,—and whenever she dot, 

By my soul, my two legs carry one! 


SPOKEN.] Och! by the powers of round-reckon- 
ing, if my head wouldn’t be out of the way of her 
dotting, she’d be marking the sum total on the 
face of me. Sure she’s got the nate gift of it in 
her tantrums you see. By the patterns of beauty, 
I'd like to be selling her if I could be getting a 
customer to take her clapper and all for nothing ; 
and she’s a great bargain that way, as good as two 
hundred wives to any man what’s not post-deaf in 
all his ears. Och! by all that’s lucky, that’s a big 
thought I’ve took! I have it now; Ill turn king’s 
evidence against myself; swear she’s a hundred 
wives before the justice, tnd get him to hang me 
up for Polly Bigamy a... -e; and then I'll be nate 
and clane out of all the bother of her casting up— 


Her accounts,—and whenever she dot, 
I wo’n’t need my two legs carry one. 


But I’m thought if myself I so exhibit, 

And the ladies, swate cratures, come peep 
At me hanging, their hearts ’twill so vex a bit, 

They’ll, for dreaming on’t, never more sleep ! 
So I wo’n’t be disturbing their rest, 

With the rope what I’ll lay on the shelf, 
And the end on’t may happen so best, 

To let Mistress O’Leer hang nerself!! 


SPOKEN.] A pretty morniy’s amusement for 
her, and, by my soul! I don’t think I would be 
able to cut her down, for fear she would be coming 
to life again before she was gone dead, out and out, 
you see ; becase I wouldn’t like giving her so much 
trouble, after she was took the pains of doing it; 
it wouldn’t be plasing at all! So to the divil I 
pitch Polly Bigamy now, and that’s comfort for 
the ladies’ affections swate darlings to have chance 
of me at last. 

As the end on’t may happen so best, 
To let Mistress O’Leer hang herself! 


OL PL PAE EF 
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BONNY BELL; Creeping o’er dead bones 
OR, COME, LIVE WITH ME, AND BE MY DEAR. And cold mazble stones, 
Entoas) That I may mourn 
GUpton. Over thy urn, 
My bonny Bell, come, live with me, And appease thy groans. 
And thou shalt all my pleasures share ; 
O’er me and mine ation eae be, 


PIII IOISR 


Whose image in my heart I wear! PVE MADE TO MARCHES MARS DESCEND, 
My fields are many, rich and green ; ie 
My cattle grazing far and near ; (Dibdin.) 
O’er ev’ry hill my sheep are seen, I’VE made to marches Mars descend, 
Come, live with me, and be my dear. Justice in jigs her scales suspend, 
My bonny Bell, then hear my vows, Magicians in gavots portend, 
And Hymen’s chains shall link us fast ! And furies black wigs bristle : 
And O, when I thy hand espouse, To presto’s Pallas egis blaze, 
Long as our lives my love shall last. Snakes twist to fugues a thousand ways, 
While you nor care nor grief shall know, And Jove whole towns with lightning tks 3 
To cause a sigh or start a tear ; At sound of the prompter’s whistle. 
I'll guard thy youth from ev’ry foe, I’ve made a sun of polished tin, 
Then live with me, and be my dear. Dragons of wood, with ghastly grin, 
weessare A canvass sea, the which within 


Did leather dolphins caper : 


LETS BE JOVIAL, FILL OUR GLASSES. [ve strung with packthread Orpheus’ lyre, 
LeT’s be jovial, fill our glasses ; Made sheep and oxen dance with wire, 
Madness ’tis for us to think And have destroyed, with painted fire, 
How the world is ruled by asses, Grand temples of cartridge-paper. 
And ti2 wise are swayed by chink. -I’ve made a swain, his love asleep, 
‘Phen never let vain cares oppress us, Chide warbling birds and bleating sheep, 
Riches are to them a snare 5 While he himself did bawling keep, 
We’re ev’ry one as rich as Creesus, Like boatmen at a ferry ; 
While our bottle drowns our care. I’ve racks made that no blood could spill, 


Foul poison that could do no ill, 
And daggers queens and princes kill 
Who are alive and merry. 


Wine will make us red as roses, 
And our sorrows quite forget : 
Come, jet us fuddle all our noses, 

Drink ourselves quite out of debt. ES Deh pe es 


When grim death is looking for us, s ’ ‘ Aime f 
We’re carousing o’er our bowls, TIS TRUE I CAN’T PREVENT YOU. 


Bacchus joining in the chorus, (Cobb. ) 
Death, begone, here’s none but sculs. THOUGH pity I cannot deny 
2 


God-like Bacchus, thus commanding, Ah! what will that avail you? 
Trembling death away shall fly ; Alas! I dare not hope supply, 

Ever after understanding, For hope too sure would fail yous 
Prinking souls will never die. ‘Think, when the flatterer shall deceive, 


In vain you will repent you; 
Yet, should you hope without my leave, 
°Tis true I can’t prevent you. 


PLE PLL ELE 


WHILES I THIS STANDING LAKE. 


(Cartwright, 1651.) My hand directed to bestow, 

WHILES I this standing lake, In England here I’m landed ; 
Wreathed up with yew and cypress boughs, And daughters always act, you know, 
Do move by sighs and vows, Just as they are commanded. 

Let sadness only wake ; Then let not flattering hope deceive, 
That, whiles thick darkness blots the light, Or else you will repent you; 

My thoughts may last another night, Yet, should you hope without my leave, 
In which double shade, Tis true I can’t prevent you. 
By heaven and me made, 
O, let me weep, veresere 
And fall asleep, 
And, forgotten, fade. A LONG LIST OF FAIR LADIES. 
Hark, from yond hollow tree, ( Morton.) 


Sadly sings two anchoret owls, 
Whiles the hermit-wolf howls, 
And all bewailing me ; 
The raven hovers o’cr my bier, 
The bittern on a reed I hear 
Pipes my elegy, 
And warns me to die; 
Whiles, from yond’ graves, 
My wronged love craves 
My sad company. 


PRAY behold, ma’am, in this long list I’ve made 
is 
An account of my master’s fair ladies : 
Not Jove, so renowned at love’s trade is, 
Pray observe it, and read it with me. 
First, in Italy, ma’am, seven hundred, 
Then in Turkey and France one-and-ninety, 
But in Spain, ma’am, a thousand and three, 
Here are chambermaids by dozens, 
City dames and country cousins, 


Come, Hylas, cease thy call, Countesses and baronesses, 
Such, oh such, was thy parting groan, Marchionesses and princesses, 
Breathed out to me alone, All descriptions, ages, classes, 

When thou, disdained, didst fall ; Not a woman could go free. 
Lo! thus unto thy silent tomb, Virst the fair ones he bewitches 


In my sad winding-sheet, I come, By the softness of his speeches, 
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Makes the brown-ones burn like fever, 

Warmly vowing love for ever : 

With the pale ones he will languish, 

Meit and sigh in tender anguish, 

The grand tall ones sometimes warm him, 

But the little ones always charm him, 

High and low, ma’am, old and young, ma’amn, 
Own the music of his tongue, ma’am ; 

Ugly, pretty, short, and tall, 

He, ’pon honour, loved them all. 


GLICL ELF 


A BEAM OF TRANQUILLITY SMILED IN 
THE WEST, 


(T. Moore.) 


A BEAM of tranquillity smiled in the west, 
The storms of the morning pursued us no more, 
And the wave, while it welcomed the moment of 
rest, 
Still heaved, as remembering ills that were o’er. 


Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 
Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the 
dead ; 
And the spirit, becalmed, but remembered their 
power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled. 


I thought of the time when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh, 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 
Was pity for those who were wiser than I. 


I felt how the pure intellectual fire 
Tn luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 

How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire, 
The pearl of the soul may be melted away. 


And I prayed to the Spirit who lighted the flame, 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim 3; 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 
i might give back the gem I had borrowed from 

him. 

The thonght was ecstatic ; it seemed as if heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown; 

As if, passion all chastened, and error forgiven, 
My heart had began to feel purely its own. 


I looked to the west, and the beautiful sky, 
That morning had clouded, was clouded no 
more ; 
O thus, I exclaimed, can a heavenly eye 
Shed light on the soul that was darkened before ! 


GILL IAIF 


THEY ARE GOOD FOLKS ALONE WHO 
' ARE MERRY. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


BY my mother ’twas said, and by me ’twas be- 
lieved, 
For she was a clever old body, 
Who in leve trusts a man that a friend has de- 
ceived, 
Wiil prove but a simple noddy. 
Though his eyes may be black, though his cheeks 
may be red, 
His skin fair, or brown as a berry ; 
Look for truth in the heart, and good sense in the 
head, 
Or when married you'll never be merry. 


Who chooses for show, choose as well as she can, 
Will be guided alone by folly, 

And find to her cost, she’s mistaken her man, 
And wedded with melancholy. 

For let ’em be tall, short, or sallow, or red, 
Fair as snow-drops, or brown as a berry, 

It will prove to be true, as my poor mother said, 
That they’re good folks alone who are merry. 


} 
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AS THE STORY IS TOLD, ONCE A HALF 
GALLIC COCK. 


(Cross. ) 


AS the story is told, once a half Gallic cock, 
Stood a’ top of a dunghill a crowing one day ; 

Looked across at old Dover’s well fortified rock, 
And gave a sly peep, just as muchas to say, 

I soon will be over with you, Mr. Bull: 

Says Johnny, quite drily, I don’t think you will. 

And the cock was so angry at being told so, 

That he flapped with his wings, and cried, doodle 

doo! 


Then stalked up and down, and kept straining his 
throat, 

Contriving some means this wide water to cross ; 
At last fixed his mind on a cockle-shell boat ; 

For the rest, the poor cock was himself at a loss. 
So counting his chickens before they were hatched, 
Not thinking that in them he was sure to be 

catched. ; 
He thought all was safe, so determined to go, 
Gave a flap with his wings, and cried doodle doo 


So he kept crowing on, with a trumpet-like sound, 
Determined the land of poor John he’d contro!, 
Till he called all the cocks of the farm-yard 
around, 
And he told them the answer he had from the 
bull. 
So the one thought, to beat him was easily done ; 
While another thought better to let it alone : 
Till this wise resolution they all agreed to, 
’Twere better stay where they were, and sing 
doodle doo! 


Says the bull to the cock, that is wise of thee done, 
For hadst thou come here, we’d have shown 
thee some fun ; 
The cocks of our farm-yard are not given to run, 
For they are true British cocks, and they never 
die dung: 
And then for our hens, they kick up such a cackle; 
And our ducks they ery quack! so eager for battle. 
That I fear of your cocks, great Monsieur, but few 
Would ever go back to say, doodle doo! 


GALLE LSP IR? 


HAIL! MYSTIC SCIENCE! SERAPH MAID. 


HAIL! mystic science! seraph maid, 
Imperial beam of light! 

In robes of sacred truth arrayed, 
Morality’s delight. 

O*: give me wisdom to design, 
And strength to execute. 

In native beauty e’er be mine, 
Benevolence thy fruit. . 

Unsullied pearl! of precious worth, 
Most grateful to my soul, 

The social virtues owe their birth 
To thy unmatched control. 

Celestial spark, inspired by thee, 

We pierce yon starry arch on wings of piety 


SL GL IIIS 


MY HEART IT GOES JUMPITY JUMP, 
D’YE SEE. 

Air-—“€ Nothing at all.”,—(Miss Bryant.) 
WHEN I was a young and a cherry-checked lass, 
I often would take a s'y peep in the glass, 

To settle red ribbons in bows on my cap, 

To get a nice beau in our village, mayhap ; 
For feyther were fonder than pudding of I, 
Though I were so young, and so plaguely shy, 
That whenever a lover he memtioned to me, 
My heart would go jumpity jump, d’ye see. 
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I went to our dance, though, one fine summer’s 
eve, . 

And there lost my heart I do vow and believe, 

For Robin he bowed so, and turned out his toes, 

I felt, dear! so queerish, sure nobody knows ; 4 

He cocked his smart hat on his brown curling 
locks, | 

In his bosom a rose, in his hose there were clocks ; 

And whenever to speak, oh! he ventured, to me, 

My heart would go jumpity jump, d’ye see. 

Then at night, oh, dear maidens, don’t take it 
amiss, ; 

In seeing me home, why, he gave I a kiss; 

A sixpence we broke, and we wished ourselves 
dead — 

The moment that either another should wed : 

But he soon came to feyther, and, blithesome and 


gays . 
Together they fixed on the sweet wedding-day ; 
Where friends and relations all came with such 

glee, j 
My heart it went jumpity jump, d’ye see. 


Now married and blessed with a nice little cot, 

We mean no not never to leave the dear spot ; 

We've got poultry and cows, and of pigs a large 
store, 

And, pray, while we’ve health, can we 
for more ? 

My good man’s so kind, and our cot is so neat, 

I never thought comfort could me so complete . 

And while round me the little ones happy I see, 

My heart it goes jumpity jump, d’ye see. 


grumble 


PPL PPP OF 


AULD GUDEMAN, YE’RE A DRUNKEN 
CARLE, 


Air— East Neuk 0’ Fyfe.” —(Sir A. Boswell.) 


«© AULD gudeman, ye’re a drunken carle, drunken 
carle, 
A’ the lang day ye wink and drink, and gape 
and gaunt ; 
O’ sottish loons ye’re the pink an’ pearl, pink an’ 
pearl, 
Ill-fared, doited, ne’er-do-weel.” 
““ Hech, gudewife! ye’re a flytin’ body, flytin’ 
body ; 
Will ye hae, but, gude be praised, the wit ye 
want, 
The puttin cow should be aye a doddy, aye a doddy, 
Make na sic an awsome reel.” 


“<« Ye’re a sow, auld man, 
Ye get fou, auld man, 
Fye for shame, auld man, 
To your wame, auld man. 
Pinched I win, wi’ spinnin’ tow 
A plack to cleed your back and pow.” 
«« It’s a lie, gudewife, 
It’s your tea, gudewife, 
Na, na, gudewife, 
Ye spend a’ gudewife ; 
Dinna fa’ on my pell-mell, 
Ye like the drap fu’ weel yoursel’.”” 


““ Ye’s rue, auld gowk, your jest and frolic, jest 
and frolic, 
Dare ye say, goose, I ever liked to tak a drappy ? 
An’ ’twerna just for to cure the cholic, cure the 
cholic, 
Deil a drap wad weet my mou.” 
“* Troth, gudewife, an’ ye wadna swither, wadna 
swither, 
Soon, soon to tak a cholic, when it brings a drap 
0’ cappy, 
But twa score years we have fought thegither, 
fought thegither, 
Time it is to gree, I trow.” 
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“I’m wrang, auld John, 

Owre lang, auld John, 

For nought, gude John, 

We hae fought, gude John ; 
Let’s help to bear ilk ither’s weight, 
We’re far owre feckless now to fight.” 


“« Ye’re right, gude Kate, 

The night, gude Kate, 

Our cup, gude Kate, 

We'll sup, gude Kate ; 
Thegither frae this hcur we’ll draw, 
And toom the stoup a’tween us twa!’ 


GL LPP OPD 


WHEN DAFFODILS BEGIN TO PEER. 


(Shakspeare. } 


WHEN daffodils begin to peer, 
With hey! the doxy over the dale ; 

Why, then comes in the sweets o’ the year, 
For the red blood reigns in the winteér’s pale. 


The white sheet bleaching on the hedge, 

With hey! the sweet birds, oh! how they sing! 
Doth set my hagging tooth on edge, 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 


The lark that tirra lirra chants, 

With hey! with hey! the thrush and the jay, 
me and my aunts, 
As we lie tumbling in the hay. 


PIP PELPIED 


THE BRISK IRISH LAD. 


EACH pretty young miss, with a long, 
purse, 
Ts courted, and flattered, and easily had ; 
She longs to be taken, for better or worse, 
And quickly elopes with an Lrish lad. 
O, to be sure, she don’t like a brisk Irish lad, 


The wife, when forsaken, 
Her dress all neglected, and sighing and sad, 
Delights in sweet converse, and changes her sighs, 
For the good-humoured chat of an Irish lad. 

O, to be sure, she don’t like a brisk Trish lad, 


The widow, in sorrow, declines the Sweet joys 
Of public amusement, in sable all clad ; 
The widow her twelvemonth in mourning employs, 
Then hastens to church with an Irish lad. 
O, to be sure, she don’t like a brisk Irish lad. 


heavy 


for bottle or dice, 


PPLIPP OPE 


THE ADOPTED WANDERER. 
(T. Jones.) 


WHEN the bleak northern blast swept across the 
wide plain, 
And the snow drifted high o’er the hill ; 
When the fields were obscured, that were late gilt 
with grain, 
And the fetters of ice bound each rill : 
A poor beggar-boy, who, alas! had no home, 
Escaped from his sister and brother, 
To a villager’s cot on the heath, chanced to roam, 
Where the poor beggar-boy sought his mother. 


| When Say Mary, the villager, heard his sad 
tale, 
With an artless simplicity toid, 
E’en though shrinking herself from the lond- swel- 
ling gale, 
Yet, she sheltered his limbs from the cold ; 
Still the boy, weeping loud, wiped the tears from 
his eye, 
That chased down his cheek, one another, 
And, ah' tell me where, did he constantly cry, 
Shall the poor beggar-boy find a mother? ~ 
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Now poor Mary she felt for the woes of his heart, 
And her own, with sweet charity blest, 
Kindly prompted assistance, to heal ev’ry smart 
Of the poor little stranger distressed : 
She fosters, she loves him, she calls him her 
own, 
Her best feelings too strong are to smother, 
Thus Mary, the villager! Mary, alone! 
To the poor beggar-boy proves a mother. 


Ot dae 


THE PLAYER AND HIS ASS. 


IN each calling and each trade, 
Men are, daily, asses made ; 
From the great man, now in place, 
-Wearing garter, star, or lace, 
To the ass in place before, 
Who is now kicked out of door, 
All among the leaves so green, O1 


When they sign—that they resign 
All that passes, shows they’re asses,— 


SPOKEN.] Don’t it, Neddy? (brays.) There, 
ladies and gentlemen, he says yes, as plain as he 
can. 


High down, ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All among the leaves so green, O! 


So the man, in common life, 

Is an ass made by his wife, 

When, with namby pamby speeches, 
Coaxing him out of his breeches ; 
Then the ass, led by the nose, 
Forfeits quiet and repose, 

All among the leaves so green, O! 


Like any mill, her clack ne’er still ; 
Farewell, quiet! welcome, riot! 


SPOKEN.] Isn’t it so, Neddy? (brays.) There, 
Neddy says yes. Indeed, the greatest ass in the 
world knows it’s a common case among married 
people. 


High down, ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All among the leaves so green, O! 


And now, Neddy, without art, 

You have played your sluggish part ; 
If from censure you get clear, 

I have nothing, then, to fear: 

And, before we next appear, 

We'll improve, there is no fear, 

All to fill up the farcical scene, O! 


SPOKEN.] What say you, Neddy? will you try 
to improve in your calling? (brays.) There, la- 
dies and gentlemen, he says yes; and so far you 
may depend upon his sincerity, that whatever he 
says he’ll stand to. And now, Neddy, 


We must part, with all my heart,— 
I to play, you to bray! 
High down, ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All among the leaves so green, O! 


GPL IP LOS? 


CAPTAIN O’KAINE. 
(Gall.) 


Row saftly, thou stream, through the wild span- 
gled valley ; 
O, green be thy banks, ever bonnie and fair! 
Sing sweetly, ye birds, as ye wanton fn’ gaily, 
_ Yet, strangers to sorrow, and strangers to care. 
The weary day lang, 
I list to your sang, 
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And waste ilka moment, sad, cheerless, alane ; 
Each sweet little treasure, 
O’ heart-cheering pleasure, 

Far fled frae my bosom wi’ Captain O’Kaine. 


Fu’ aft on thy banks hae we pu’d the wild gowan, 
And twisted a ringlet beneath the hawthorn. 
Ah! then each fond moment wi’ pleasure was glow- 
ing, 
Sweet days o’ delight, which can never return! 
Now ever, wae’s me! 
The tear fills mine ee ! 
And sair is my heart wi’ the rigour o’ pain! 
Nae prospect returning 
To gladden life’s morning, 
For green waves the willow o’er Captain O’Kaine. 


PPL ILIE? 


VILLY VITE AND VIDOW VATTS,; 


OR, THE TRUE LOVIER’S JOURNEY TO BOTTOM- 
HOUSE-BAY. 


(Bryant. ) 


VILLY VITE loved Vidow Vatts, 
And she did live in Varick-lane ; 

He carried beer, and she scoured pots, 
Vich gave this vorthy man great pain ; 

So von day he did say, ‘* For vhy 

Do you rub them until you cry 2?” 

When she slapped his face, and said good-by, 
You saucy Villy Vite, O! 

Villy Vite stood gazing there, 
For this did give poor Vill great pain, 

So he packed up his trunk with care, 
And flew from Varick-lane. 

But he, by some mistake, they say, 

Did take a silver spoon avay, 

So he vas sent to Bottomhouse-Bay, 
Transported, Villy Vite, O! 


Villy Vite vas there some time, 
A culprit, vith an iron chain ; 
But, knowing how to sing and rhyme, 
This youth from Varick-lane, 
Vith arts, and tricks, and the like sich, 
He did come back, and vas quite rich, 
And married Vats, down at Shoreditch ; 
O, happy Villy Vite, O! 


So Villy Vite and Vidow Vatts, 
As man and vife they do remain ; 
And children they do have by lots, 
All down there in Chick-lane. 
And no one now poor Villy mocks, 
For he’s as cunning as a fox, 
And has full twelve pounds in the stocks, 
The vealthy Villy Vite, O! 


PPLE IaS 


0, SAY, BONNY LASS, WILL YOU LIE 
IN A BARRACK? 


A DUET. 
He.—O, SAY, bonny lass, will you lie in a bar- 

rack 

And marry a soldier, and carry his wal- 
let ? 

O, say, will youleave both your mammy 
and daddy, 

And go to the wars with your soldier 
laddie ? 


She.— O, yes, bonny lad, I will lie in a barrack, 
And marry a soldier, and carry his wal- 
let !— 
I will but take leave of my mammy ana 
daddy, 
And go to the wars with my soldier laddie. 


382 


He.—O, say, bonny lass, will you go a cam- 

paigning, 

And bear all the hardships of battle and 
famine ? 

When wounded and bleeding, then wilt 
thou draw near me, 

And kindly support me, and tenderly cheer 
me? 


She.—O, yes, I will brave all those perils you 
mention, 
And twenty times more, if you had the 
invention ; 
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor yet dangers 
alarm me, 
Whilst I have my Harry, my dearest, to 
charm me. 


ORL OGL EHP 


THE JOYS OF DRINKING, 


Poor Joe, the miller, loved good ale, 
And oft would spend his bob,— 
His wife, poor soul, would oft times rail, 
And swear she’d break his nob ; 
They’d fight and quarrel—make it up, 
Each vowed they’d look it over, 
They’d kiss and sup, and take their cup, 
And then to bed in clover. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


He ne’er would listen to advice, 
That his poor wife did give him, 
Nor nothing e’er would him suffice, 
Like to the joys of drinking ; 
One night he brought home pots of ale, 
And made his wife well fuddled, 
They kissed and hugged—no spouse did rail, 
But went to bed and cuddled. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


And when the rosy morn appeared, 
They went to work together, 
And laughed and joked till it came night, 
With hearts as light as feather ; 
They then would both together sup, 
Together they would muddle, 
And, drunk as sows, they’d leave their cup, 
And reeled to bed and cuddle. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


e FHI L PELE 


REPROACH ME NOT. 


OH! gentle shade~-reproach me not, 
For honrs of mirth too late gone by ; 
Thy loveliness is ne’er forgot, 
However wild the revelry, 
For o’er the silent goblet thou 
Art still remembered—and a cloud 
Comes o’er my heart, and o’er my brow ; 
And I am lone, while all are loud. 


Reproach me not—reproach me not— 
For mingling in the noisy scene ; 
Mine is, indeed, a gloomy lot, 
To think on joys which but have been; 
To meditate on woes which yet 
Must haunt my life and speed my fall ; 
Some minds would struggle to forget, 
But mine would fain remember all ! 


I think on ‘hee—TI think and sigh— 

Though thoughts are sad, and sighs are vain, 
There’s something in thy memory, 

That gives a loveliness to pain: 
But, yet, ah! gentle saint, forgive 

The fault this wretched breast hath known: 
Had Fate allowed thee but to live, 

Those shadowing faults had ne’er been shown. 
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Thy friends are fading from my sight, 
But from my mind they ne’er depart ; 
They leave behind them in their flight 
Their images upon my heart : 
And better ’twere that all should go 
From this dark world since thou art gone ; 
T need no friend to share my woe— 
T love to weep —apart—alone ! 
Thy picture—it is life—health—love— 
To gaze upon that eye—that cheek— 
Those lips which even in fancy move— 
Which fancy teaches even to speak, 
Oh! I have hung so long at night, 
O’er thy still semblance, charmed from pain, - 
That I have thought the living light 
Came beaming from those eyes again. 


In my dark heart thine image glows, 
In shape and light divinely fair, 
Youth sketched the form when free from woes, 
And faithful Memory placed it there ; 
In revelry ’tis still with me, 
In loneliness ’tis ne’er forgot— 
My heart still beats the same to thee— 
PR ah me not—reproach me not! 


POPP oso r 


OH! I SiGH FOR MY NURSERY MAID. 
Air— When absent from her,” &c.—( Moncrieff.) 
A PARODY. 


WHEN the maid is away, 
Of my child who'll take care? 
In the attic or cock-loft conveyed, 
With what joy to see her, 
Could I mount up three pair, 
When away from my nursery maid ! 
Oh! I sigh for my nursery maid ! 
Nor my wife; no, 
Nor my children, 
If I’d any, could fill up the place 
That is left by my beautiful maid. 


PRIPL OER 


HARK! THE MERRY MINSTREL SOUND. 
(Disdin.) 
HARK‘ the merry minstrel sound, 
On the ear it rings, 
While all the strings 
Are one entire vibration. 
The tinkling pleasure spreads around ; 
And, as it plays, 
Sweetly conveys, 
From sense to sense, 
Soft eloquence, 
In thrilling circulation, 


But stringless, broken, out of tune, 
Time’s thrown away, 

For did yon play, 
Without the least cessation, 
And strum from January to June, 
You still may bang, 
At every twang, 
The dismal hum, 
The more you thrum, 
But speaks its mutilation. 
But hear the merry minstrel, &c. 

Just so let down its pegs, the heart, 
In sadness sits, 

Nor once admits 
Of any consolation; 

But screw it into tune, each smart 
And anxious care 
Dissolves to air ; 

Alone its joys 
The mind employs, 
And all is jubilation. 
So hear the merry minstrel, &c. 
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HERE’S THE BOTTLE SHE LOVED SO 


MUCH. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Here’s the Harp.” —(J. Bruton.) 


HeERE's the bottle she loved so much, 
And here’s the glass she drank from, 
Here’s the max her lips oft touched, 
The stuff they never shrank from. 
Herrings lay unheeded by, 
Where’s the hand to gut them ; 
Mackerel here neglected lie, 
Where’s the throat to hoot them ? 


Max is good, but she I loved 
Ne’er shall taste its sweetness, 
Her lips that once so fleetly moved, 
Now have lost their fleetness. 
Gallons were pots when here she strayed, 
Pots were pints to her muzzle, 
Heaven ne’er formed a drunker maid, 
A maid so fond of guzzle. 


PLIAOR LES 


BLOSSOM OF LOVE, FAREWELL, 
FAREWELL. 


( Alaric A. Watts.) 


PLEDGE of a love as pure and deep 
As ever thrilled in mortal breast ; 

T would not, could [break thy sleep, 
Recall thee from the couch of rest, 
Where thou art now in peace reclining, 

A stranger to the world’s repining. 


No,—bright as was thy brief career 


In this wild waste of storm and gloom,— 


And, much as I have wished thee here, 
My soul’s dark sorrows to illume,— 

In loneliness I’d rather languish, 

Than have thee here to share my anguish. 


Besides, would even Heaven allow 
Thy advent to this earth again, 
That boon to thee were cruel now, 
Since human ills, a numerous train, 
Would cross thee in thy path of life, 
And stir thy young sweet thoughts to strife. 


Yet, looking on this sun-bright tress 
Unlocks the source of dried-up tears ; 


FAITHFUL TOM. 


BEHOLD, from many a hostile shore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where tempests burst and billows roar, 
Your faithful Tom returns again ; 
Returns, and brings with him a heart 
Which ne’er from Sally shall depart. 


After long toil and danger past, 
How sweet to tread our native soil ; 
With conquest to come home at last, 
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And deck our sweethearts with the spoil. 


No one to beauty should pretend 
But such as dare its rights defend. 


GFOELIIF- 


COME, THOU ROSY, DIMPLED BOY! 


(Parrat.) 


CoME, thou rosy, dimpled boy, 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Leave the blissful bowers awhile— 
Paphos and the Cyprian isle ; 
Visit Britain’s rocky shore ; 
Britons, too, thy power adore ; 
Britons, hardy, bold, and free, 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee. 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Come, thou rosy, dimpled boy! 


Haste to Sylvia, haste away; 

This is thine and Hymen’s day ; 

Bid her thy soft bondage wear— 

Bid her for Love’s rites prepare. 

Let the nymphs, with many a flower, 
Deck the sacred nuptial bower, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen, too, be there. 

This is thine and Hymen’s day, 
Haste to Sylvia! haste away! 


Only while we love we live, 

Love alone can pleasure give ; 
Pomp, and power, and tinsel-state, 
Those false pageants of the great; 
Crowns and sceptres, envied things, 
And the pride of Eastern kings, 

Are but childish, empty toys 

When compared to love’s sweet joys. 
Love alone can pleasure give— 
Only while we love we live. 


And thoughts, intense and maddening, press 
On my hot brain; though hopes or fears, 

Since thou and thy sweet mother perished, 

Have ne’er by me been felt or cherished. 


GL IPIIAEF 


I LOVE IN MY HEART TO KICK UP A 
ROW. 


(Cross. ) 


To be sure I don’t love in my heart now, 
What some people call a good dust ; 
And with life was I sure to part now, 
As some time or other I must, 
When I see a lady in danger, 
I up to her march with a bow, 
And from her ne’er shrink as a stranger, 
But instantly kick up a row. 
For I welt away, pelt away, whack away, 
Leather away all that I can, 
Well pleased I’m to lose myseli still for 
A woman, that blessing to a man; 
Give me but a sprig of shellelagh, 
And may be I'll not show you how, 
Be a puppy’s coat ever so mealy, 
To dust when I kick up a row. 


Blossom of Love! Yes, on my mind 
Strange and unusual feelings rush ; 

The flood-gates of my heart unbind, 
And bid its waters wildly gush ,— 

As gazing on these threads I see 

The all that now remains of thee. 


Blossom of Love! Farewell! farewell! 
I go to join the noisy throng ; 
But, in my soul’s deep, inmost cell, 
Thoughts that to thine and thee belong, 
Will ever bloom as fresh and fair 
As when they first were planted there. 


And, oh! if tears of Wo may nourish 
The flowers of Memory in the breast! 

Then those in mine will surely flourish, 
And each succeeding bour invest 

Their stems with charms unknown before, 


Till we three meet to part no more! One night as I walked down the Strand, I 


Saw ladies by ruffians abused, 
Says I, to be sure I can’t stand by 
And see the sweet creatures misused ; 


PaO AIIaF 
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So that which Ma’am Justice should settle, 
Had she been awake, you’ll allow, 
I being of true Irish mettle, 
Compounded by making a row. 
For I welt away, &c. 


As for fighting, I don’t say I love it, 
For sometimes it proves a bad job; 
And what more now, I pray,would you have of it? 
I got a snug gash on my nob : 
But where I see ladies ill treating, 
My country I’ll straight disavow, 
If I don’t give the thieves such a beating, 
And always I’ll keep up a row. 
For I’ll pelt away, &c. 


CPOP PLP LF 


[ SIGH FOR HIM WHO LIVES NO MORE. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 


SWEET maid! I hear thy frequent sigh, 
And mourn to see thy languid eye : 

For well I know these symptoms prove 
Thy heart a prey to secret love. 

But though so hard a fate be thine, 
Think not thy grief can equal mine : 
Hope may thy vanished bloom restore ;— 
I sigh for him—who lives no more. 


Thou in existence still canst find 

A charm to captivate thy mind ; 
To make the morning ray delight, 
And gild the gloomy brow of night. 
But nature’s charms to me are fled, 
I nought.behold but Henry dead: 
What can my love of life restore! 
I sigh for him—who lives no more. 


GILIIL IEP 


WE ARE STANCH IN THE CAUSE OF 
OUR COUNTRY AND KING. 


(G. Colman. ) 
A MEDLEY CHORUS. 


WHEN the lark, in ether singing, 
Tunes his matins to the skies, 
Briskly from the straw-bed springing, 
Jolly soldiers rise. 
While, here, in camp we lie, 
Dall sorrow we defy : 
No care can damp our joys ; 
We’re merry English boys! 
Oh! when the gay reveillez sounds, 
From earth’s fresh lap the soldier bounds :— 
Then, rub a dud a dub, the drummer goes ; 
And toota toota too, the fifer blows. 
We are soldiers of Britain, we revel and sing ; 
We are stanch in the cause of our conntry and 
king. 


GRILLS PLE 


STILL, STILL THIS ARDENT BOSOM 
GLOWS. 


(Rev. T. Maurice.) 


STILL, still this ardent bosom glows 
With hopeless love’s consuming fires ; 

My watchful eyes no slumbers close, 
And life in secret pangs expires. 


As one vast furnace burns my breast, 
Pure as the bright but distant fair, 

Whose sacred image deep imprest, 
Kindles the eternal tumult there. 


In the dark grave’s oblivious womb 
I’ll headlong plunge, and lose my care ; 
Ope wide thy jaws, thou friendly tomb ! 
And shield a lover from despair. 
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But, hence, ye gloomy doubts, away ! 
Tis Stella meets my longing eyes ; 
Her radiant looks restore the day, 
Her smile transports to Paradise. 


GPLPPOPIOP 


GOOD MAN! OLD MAN! 
(G. Colman.) 


SiR Marmaduke was a hearty knight ; 
Good man! old man! 
He’s painted standing bolt upright, 
With his hose rolled over his knee ;— 
His periwig’s as white as chalk ; 
And on his fist he holds a hawk ; 
And he looks like the head 
Of an ancient family. 


His dining-room was long and wide ; 
Good man! old man! 
His spaniels lay by the fire-side ; 
And in other parts, d’ye see, 
Cross-bows, tobacco-pipes, old hats, 
A saddle, his wife, and a litter of cats ;— 
And he looked like the head 
Of an ancient family. 


He never turned the poor from his gate ; 
Good man! old man! | 
But always ready to break the pate 
Of his country’s enemy. 
What knight could do a better thing 
Than serve the poor and fight for his king ! 
And so may every head 
Of an ancient family. 


PHPPLOIS 


SWEET-SCENTED FLOWER! WHO ARI 
WONT TO BLOOM. 


(H. K. White.) 


SWEET-SCENTED flower! who art wont to bloom 
On January’s front severe, 
And o’er the wintry desert drear, 
To waft thy waste perfume. 
Come, thou shalt form my nosegay now, 
And I will bind thee round my brow ; 
And as I twine the mournful wreath, 
I’ll weave a melancholy song, 
And sweet the strain shall be, and long 
The melody of death. 


Come, funeral flower, who lov’st to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb, 
And throw across the desert gloom, 

A sweet decaying smell. 

Come, press my lips, and lie with me 
Beneath the lowly alder-tree ; 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleep, 

And not a care shall dare intrude, 
To break the marble solitude, 
So peaceful and so deep. 


And, hark! the wind god as he flies, 
Moans hollow in the forest trees, 
And sailing on the gusty breeze, 
Mysterious music, dies ! 
Sweet flower! that requiem wild is mine ; 
It warns me to the lowly shrine, 
The cold turf altar of the dead. 
My grave shall be in yon lone spot, 
Where, as I lie by all forgot, 
A dying fragrance thou wilt o’er my ashes shed. 


CIFPELOP 
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One night as he !ay fast asleep, he plainly saw the ghost ot a sheep, 
And unto him it straightway said, a maid you poisoned with my head. 








BILLY VITE AND NELLY GREEN, 


CoME, all ye blades, both high and low, 
And you shall hear of a dismal go; 
It is all about one Billy Vite, 
Who was his parents’ sole delight. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 
He was a collier, all by his trade, 
And noted for a natty blade, 
Till he fell in love with Nelly Green, 
The prettiest lass that ever was seen. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 
Now this young voman, I’d have you know, 
Loved that ere young man but werry SO so ; 
For she was werry well wersed in letters, 
And fit to marry poor Billy Vite’s betters. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 


Now when his suit she did deny, 

He in a coal-pit went to cry ; 

When straightway did to him appear Old Nick, 

And bid him tip her a penn’orth of vhite arsenic. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 


To poison her he was werry werry loth, 
So he mixed it up in some sheep’s head broth, 
And she did eat while she was able, 
Till she fell stiff stone dead underneath the table. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 
One night as he lay fast asleep, 
He plainly saw the ghost of a sheep, 
And unto him it straightway said, 
A maid you poisoned with my head. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 
I come, says he, from Old’ Nick straight, 
He wants you and he will not wait ; 
I’ll tie you up in your red garters, 
And carry you away on my hind quarters. 
Ri tol, lol, &e. 
Now away they went in a flash of fire, 
Which made all the people wery much admire ; 
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They never had seen such a sight before, 


And I hope they never vo’n’t see such a sight ne 


more. 
Ri tol. lol, &e. 
Now, all ye blades, unmarried, 
Take warning by that ere chap ws.at’s dead ; 
And if he had never done any body wrong, 
He might have been here to hear this ere song. 
Ri tol, lol, &c. 


SLL POP 


CHERRY RIPE. 
[Music, J. Willis & Co. St. James's Street. ] 


CHERRY ripe, cherry ripe, I cry 5 
Full and fair ones ; come and buy . 
If so be you ask me where " 
They do grow—I answer, there, 
Where my Julia’s lips do smile, 
There’s the land of cherry-isle. 
Cherry ripe, &c. 
There plantations fully show 
All the year where cherries grow ; 
Cherry ripe, cherry ripe, I cry ; 
Full and fair ones ; come and buy! 
Cherry ripe, &c. 


Peet eso? 


WILLIAM AND NANCY; 
OR, THE SAILOR’S RETURN: 
(Dibdin.) 
BLEAK was the morn when William left his 
Nancy, 
The fleecy snow frowned on the whitened shore, 
Cold as the fears that chilled her dreary fancy, 
While she her sailor from her bosom tore. 
To his filled heart a little Nancy pressing, 
While a young tar the ample trousers eyed ; 
In need of firmness in this state distressing, 
Wi'l checked the rising sigh, and fondly cried, 


~ 
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Ne’er fear the perils of the fickle ocean 3 
Sorrow’s all a notion 3 
Grief all in vain. 
Sweet love, take heart, 
For we but part, 
In joy to meet again. 


Loud blew the wind, when, leaning on that willow 

Where the dear name of honest William stood, 

Poor Nancy saw, upon a faithless billow, 
A ship dashed ’gainst a rock that topped the 
flood ! 
Her tender heart, with frantic sorrow thrilling, 
Wild as the storm that howled along the shore, 
No longer could resist a stroke so killing ; 

’Fis he! she cried, nor shall I see him more? 
Why did he ever trust the fickle ocean ? 
Sorrow’s my portion, 

Misery and pain! 
Break, my poor heart! 
For now we part 

Never to meet again! 


Mild was the eve, all nature was smiling, 
Four tedious years had Nancy passed in grief ; 
When, with her children, the sad hours beguiling, 
She saw her William fly to her relief. 
Sunk in his arms, with bliss he quickly found her, 
But soon returned to life, to love, and joy, 
While her grown young ones anxiously surround 


rer, 

And now Will clasps his girl and now his boy. 
Did I not say, though ’tis a fickle ocean, 
Sorrow’s all a notion, 

Grief all in vain? 
My joy how sweet, 
For now we meet 
Never to part again! 


GIGIIFIF 


THE WONDER! 
OR, THE LIVING SKELETON. 
Air—“ O, my Kitten! my Kitten!”’-—( Upton.) 
Ou Lord! what a wonderful age 
Is this, we may truly advance ; 
But the wonder, and now all the rage, 
Is the creature come over from France! 
«« And pray what is that, Mrs. Jones ?” 
Mrs. Clack bellows out,—‘‘ let me hear!” 
«¢ What is it? why, all about bones— 
A skeleton living, my dear.” 
High humpity rumpity ho! 
«< A skeleton! can it be true?” 
<< Indeed, and it is, Mrs. Clack : 
And see it I must and will, too, 
Though I pawn the last shift on my back. 
Bony-part made a noise in his day, 
But then he had flesh on his bones.” 
<« So he had, and a man, I dare say, 
Not a bony like this, Mrs. Jones.” 
High humpity rumpity ho 
«* Then, such pushing and driving is there,. 
To see him, from morning to night; 
But then Mrs. Sudds does declare 
There never was seen such a sight ; 
His skin is as tight as a drum, 
His body is horribly tall ; 
But Modesty bids me be mum, 
So the rest is all—nothing at all! 
High humpity rumpity ho! 
«< Well, I vows and protest, Mrs. Jones, 
Ill see it!” roars out Mrs. Clack ; 
‘© And though but a scrag of live bones, 
To see hifn, I’m quite on the rack. 
Yet I thinks half-a-crown is too much, 
A shilling might very well do; 
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But the likes of him cannot be such, 
So I’ll see him and feel him with you.” 
High humpity rumpity ho! 


PPIFILI- 


: LOOKS OF LOVE. 
Air—** Love’s young Dream.” —(F. Thornhill.) 


THOUGH the cup that’s brim with rosy wiles 
May soothe our wo,— 
Though the charm that hangs round friendship’s 
smiles 
Bid rapture glow,— 
There’s nought can move 
Like looks of love 
Young Beauty’s earliest spell, 
As they more reveal, 
To hearts that feel, 
Than words dare tell. 


Though the bard that glows with nerve of flame 
Gain high renown,— 
Though a sparkling plume from the wings of Fame 
The warrior crown,— 
More sweet the bliss 
Of woman’s kiss, 
From lips of rose-buds formed, 
By the beams that rove 
From her eyes above 
To ripeness warmed. 


OPEL PIPL 


THE TRUMPET OF WAR. 


WHEN the trumpet of war calls the soldier to arms, 
From the midlap of peace, love, and beauty ; 
Impatient, he rushes to battle’s alarms, 
With a heart full of war, love, and duty. 
For war’s dread alarms, 
He leaves dear woman’s charms, 
The bright eye, and the fair cheek of beauty; | 
he cannon’s loud roar, 
_ The field drenched with gore, 
Proclaims he is doing his duty. 


The enemy conquered, the warrior returns 
To the cot of content, love, and beauty ; 
No longer his bosom for victory burns, 
For in battle he did well his duty. 
No more war’s alarms 
Bid him leave woman’s charms, 
The bright eye, and the fair cheek of beauty ; 
The trumpet’s shrill bray 
Sounds no more to the fray, 
But in peace he reclines from his duty. 


PPPPOL ISS 


THEN TAKE YOUR LITTLE JEW, MA’AM. 
( Bentley.) 


THOUGH bearded black my chin is, 
And at the point a pico, 

I was, by Miss, at Venice, 
Preferred to Magnifico ! 

At Rome, the Pope’s fine sister, 
A monstrous grand signora, 

At op’ra, when I kissed her, 
She languished out “ encora!” # 


As golden ore is yellow, 
When ripened to perfection ; 
That I’m a finished fellow 
You see by my complexion ' 
Then take your little Jew, ma’am, 
And let no doubt derange you ; 
A piece of gold were you, ma’am, 
I’d never wish to change you. 


By love Pm here entangled, 
I kiss Sultana’s shoé-string, 
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By cruel mutes if strangled, 
The cord is Cupid’s bow-string ! 
As no one’s by, embrace me ; 
To coy it now is silly ; 
Sweet, in your bosom place me, 
Your lovely orange lily! 


GIL aPLL AT 


THE ROSY, BLUE-EYED MAID, 
(W. Hersee.) 


Youne Anna was the sweetest lass 

That ever trod the village-green ; 
No dimpled cheek could hers surpass, 

No eyes more bright than hers were seen: 
And beauteous was the form displayed 

By her, the rosy, blue-eyed maid. 


How soft the music of her tongue, 
How gentle was her modest air! 

When light she tripped the dale along, 
To meet her faithful lover there. 

O, then, how blest, beneath the shade, 
Was she, the rosy, blue-eyed maid! 


But now her youthful cheek is pale, 
And sorrow marks her languid eye ; 
No more the whispered evening gale 
Shall mock her lover’s ardent sigh ! 
And all the pensive beauties fade 
Of the once rosy, blue-eyed maid. 


The Fiend of War, with cruel hand, 
Has her beloved young Edward slain ; 

Who left his peacetul native land, 
To bleed on War’s terrific plain ; 

And, from that moment, have decayed 
The roses of the blue-eyed maid. 


a ee ee 


TRE MISERIES OF SATURDAY. 
Air—‘* There is nae Luck.” —(J. Lambe.) 


THERE is no peace about the house, 
In kitchen, parlour, hall, 
There is no comfort in the house 
On Saturday ac all. 
Where’er you turn, a noise assails 
Of brushes, brooms, and mops ; 
Besides a host of pans and pails, 
For various stinking slops. 
Then there’s rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing, 
sounding ev’ry way, 
Of all the days throughout the week, the worst is 
Saturday. 


Hark! is that dread thunder near, 
Or noisy drum and fife ? 
Oh, no, the music that I hear 
Is charwoman and wife! 
Both laughing, scolding, talking, singing, 
Gad! there’s such a din, 
That all Babel’s workmen ringing, 
Conquered, must give in— 
To their rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing, 
echoing ev’ry way, 
Of all the days within the week, the worst is Sa- 
turday ! 
In apron blue, now comes your belle, 
And gown, well stored with holes; 
For colour, it might passing well 
Claim kindred with the coals. 
Then, she says, ‘* You know, my dear, 
Some make their husbands rue, 
By taking their good clothes to wear 
When any thing will do, 
For their scrubbing, rubbing, wearing, tearing.”— 
O, curse them all, I say ; 
Of all the days throughout the week, the worst is 
Saturday. 
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Begrimed with dust, with dirt, and grease, 
She now sits down to dine; 
At banyan day, of bread and cheese, 
You now must not repine ; 
Your goods and chattels, now displaced, 
All in confusion stand ; 
Some are broke, and some defaced, 
By each destructive hand, 
With their rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing, 
sounding ev’ry way ; 
Of all the days that’s in the week, the worst 1s 
Saturday. 


At length, thank Fate! the warfare’s o’er, 
But now, the peevish frump 
Insists that all across the floor 
We must hop, skip, and jump, 
For fear the milk-white boards should soil, 
Or furniture bewray ; 
Ah! wo to him who dares to spoil 
The work of Saturday, 
After rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing, all 
their time away, 
Of all the days that make the week, the worst is 
Saturday. 


Then, to avoid a din and noise, 
For rational delight, 
We haste to join some jolly boys 
On Saturday at night; 
Then we’re met, a jovial set, 
We drive dull Care away, 
In harmony, we soon forget 
The woes of Saturday, 
And their rubbing, scrubbing, tearing, swearing, 
all the live-long day, 
But the night of mirth will soon requite the woes 
of Saturday. 


PPO ELIA 


THE THORN. 
( Burns.) 
FROM the white-blossomed sloe, my dear Chloe 
requested 
A sprig her fair breast to adorn ; 
No, by heavens! I exclaimed, may I perish, if 
ever 
I plant in that bosom a thorn. 


Then I showed her a ring, and implored her to 
marry ,— 
She blushed like the dawning of morn; 
Yes; I’ll consent, she replied, if you’ll promise, 
That no jealous rival shall laugh me to scorn. 
No, by heavens, &c. 


GIPIP PIER? 


THE HUMOURS OF BILLINGSGATE. 
Air—‘* Oh, what a Day.”—( Bryant.) 


On, Billingsgate! oh, Billingsgate! your fame is 
known notoriously ; 
For it’s nought but bustle, trafficking, and con- 
verse there ; 
Where oyster-wenches, fishwomen, and porters, act 
uproariously, 
And fish of all kinds you will find, both cheap 
and dear. 
There’s Jemmy Fin, from Islington ; and Mrs. Gill, 
with brandy face, 
In fish-van come, so eagerly, to purchase salmon, 
trout, and plaice ; eats 
While Mrs. Trump she buys a jack, and with it 
quickly starts away ! sea 
And Billy Deep is gudgeoned there, because it is 
a market-day ! 
SPOKEN.] I say, Jack, do you know that ere 
man? No; whoishe? Why, it’s the man who 
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always sides with ministers, right or wrong. Is it? 
then I’ll speak to him.—How do you do, sir ?—Do 
you want a plaice, sir? Yes, if Ican get a good one. 
What sort of a one would you like—a large one 
orasmallone? Why, the largest you can get me. 
Och, bother! says an Irishman, that man’s an odd 
fish, and if you get him a good place, he'll never 
be happy till he’s Prince of Whales. Now, sir, 
move your claws, and let me pass with my lob- 
sters. Sir, if you push against me, I'll punish you 
for it;—do you know who I am, sir? Why, I 
don’t exactly; but I think yow’re in the crab line. 
If IT a’n’t, my stick is so. Don’t throw out your 
bait too strong, or, perhaps, I shall get you into a 
line you'll not like. 


So with hustle and bustle, thus the time they pass 
away — ry 

At Billingsgate, famed Billingsgate, on a market- 
day. 


There are English porters, Irish porters, basket- 
women, ladies fair ; 
Aldermen, and liverymen, and all suck like! 
There are gentlemen and ladies, too, and sailors 
in abundance there, 
Who sell their fish, or buy their fish, and off they 
pike. 
Then, by your leave,-where do you push ?—some 
grumble, while some others scoff! 
There’s lord! oh, lord! I am undone, for some 
one’s cut my pocket off: 
And, though it’s only four o’clock, the brutish trick 
it makes me sigh, 
And see it’s All-max, sure enough, with celebrated 
Mrs. Dry. 


SPOKEN.] Bless me! how ashamed it makes 
one to see a lady with a drop too much! So it 
does, marm; and you’re ashamed of yourself, no 
doubt ; so cover your weil over your head, and 
look like a perriwinkle. You’re an impudent fel- 
low, and don’t know wholIam. Yes I does, marm. 
Here, Ben,—look, this woman’s the mermaid ; 
come, and quiz her gills. My eye! vat a thorn- 
back! vat asea-serpent! vata horse-marine ! how 
I vishes I had her! 1’d hire the Monument, and 
show her as acurosity, on Fish-street-hill. 


So, with hustle, &c. 


Thus, with crowding, and with quarrelling, and 
hooping, and with hollowing, 
It’s enough to drive the sense from any body’s 
head; 
There’s basket-fighting, drinking, tawdry talking, 
too, and bellowing, 
And ’twould take me just three years to tell you 
all that’s said ; 
There are oyster-smacks, and salmon-kits, Dutch 
herrings, turtles, panting, too ; 
There are muscles, shrimps, cods’ head, so fine, 
and every thing you want in view ; 
Some you'll find so mild and meek, while others 
act so furiously, 
That you would say, as well as I, they treat their 
neighbours curiously. 


SPOKEN.] How do you do, miss? Mind how 
you'comes down, the ladder is broken; let me 
stand below, for fear you should fall: and here, 
Jem, come, and hold your hands before my eyes, 
that I may not be inquisitive. Trishwoman,—Shall 
I come down, miss? Aye, do, Mrs. Delany. 
Man,—Well, Mrs. Delany, how is the Pope? 
Faith, I hav’n’t seen him since he went to the 
Devil to take lodgings for you. Now, sir, what 
can I serve youwith? I wantamaid. They are out 
of season, sir. Here, Bob, put up some eels for 
the cobbler; take some good soles to the parish- 
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dinner; and let the parson of the parish have one, 
for he wants it. 
So with hustle, &c. 


GIPILIFGIAF 


THE FATE OF AUSTIN. 
(A. J. Mason. ) 


WITHIN a calm, obscure retreat, 
Whence grandeur far had fied, 
A lowly cottage, wildly neat, 
Upreared its peaceful head : 
Here Austin fled, to pass retired 
His life’s declining day ; 
Fled from the world where wrongs conspired 
To blot his earthly way. 
' For bustling life, 
Its scenes of strife, 
No more he heaves a sigh ; 
But his pure mind, 
To fate’s resigned, 
Content in peace to die. 


But. even here, this bliss serene, 
Soon ends its glimm’ring ray ; 
And horrid rapine marks the scene 

Where peace held happy sway. 

A band of villains fired the cot, 

Their guilty stores to swell ; 
And worthy Austin, hapless lot! 
A murdered victim fell. 
Vain, false, untrue! 
Proud world, adieu ! 

E’re life expired, he cried 5. 
Hail, welcome, Death, 
Receive my breath ! 

And, smiling thus, he died. 


PLE L IP PF 


EVER MERRY BEATS THE DRUMMER— 
DUB-A-DUB. 


(Rose. ) 


How charming a camp, where soldiers, late and 


early, 
With hair so tightly trimmed up, and bedizened 
so fine, 


March-——shoulder—present! while the serjeant, so 


surly, 
Drills the young recruits in the rear of the line. 
To a dub-a-dub— while so merry 
Beats the drummer—dub-a-dub. 


Though bluff they look and fierce, that no lions, 


sure, are bolder, 
Yet the damsels don’t fear ’em,—nay ; one, as 


IT live, 
Came and asked me to give her my heart—but 
told her— ; Y 
Says I, that’s bespoke, and I’ve nothing else ta 
give, 


But a dub-a-dub—ever merry, 
Beats the drummer—dub-a-dub. 


PSOGPLIS 


THE LIQUID MIRROR. 
(Chandler.) 


S?TeADY the liquid mirror hold, 

I’ll be convinced if I am old. 

Within the bowl I view my face 

Adorned with ev’ry youthful grace. 

Dull Care and Anguish disappear, 

And [ can see no wrinkles there ; 

Not so the wat’ry crystal shows 

A lengthened face o’erploughed with woes 
And wreaths, by artful virgins tied, 

In vain my snow-white locks would hide. 
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The moss-grown oak, may still be seen 
In spring, with buds of liveliest green ; 
?Tis spring with me, the mantling bowl 
Darts a warm sunshine through my soul, 
My veins in soft vibrations play, 
Confess the god, and own his sway 5 
And still I feel a fond desire, 

To tune to love the willing lyre. 


ee eee 


THE HEALTH-GIVING CHASE. 
( Harrison. ) 
HARK! hark! ’tis the sound of the mellow-toned 


horn, 
That thrills so delightfully sweet in my ear ; 
Night’s fairly rnn down by the sure-footed morn, 
And the bright beams of Pheebus begin to ap- 
pear ! 
Then arise, brother sportsmen ! see Sol’s jolly face, 
And his summons obey to the health-giving chase. 


The high-mettled steeds hear, with pleasure, the 


sound, 
Paw the plain with impatience, and snuff the 
rich gale ; 
While their neighing’s returned by each op’ning 
hound, 


All eager to fly up the hill, down the dale. 
. Then arise, brother sportsmen, &c. 


The dew-drops that lurk on each blade, leaf, or 
spray, 

Now the morn’s piercing eye ev’ry covert ex- 
plores ; 


Are chased by the sun’s fiery ardour away, 
While their fragrance full streams of salubrity 
pours. 
Thenarise, brother sportsmen, &c. 


The fox who, all night, amidst darkness pro- 
found, 
On the sacred retirements of Innocence stole ; 
Now dreads retribution in ev’ry sound, 
And shrinks to the innermost depths of his 
hole. 
Then arise, brother sportsmen, &c. 


Let us, with calm bosoms, unconscious of wrong, 
All vile miscreants hunt down, who on Innocence 


prey ; 
Nor lose sight of Virtue, in sports or in song, 
That our hearts may rejoice at the close of the 
day. 
Then arise, brother sportsmen, &c. 


GIO L ELIF 


JAMIE FROM DUNDEE. 
(Mrs, Brooke.) 


KEN ye not, my blithesome bairns, 
My love is Scottish Jamie, 
Wha’s lucking for a bonny chield 
That’s wandered fra’ his mammy ! 
Wandered fra, &c. 


O’er hill and dale, through bog and mire, 
I ganged along wi’ Jamie, 
In bonnet blue and tartan plaid, 
He wooed me fra’ my mammy. 
Wooed me fra’, &c. 


Come bring, come bring your siller here, 
For ribbons, garters, glasses 5 
Here’s Jamie fresh fra’ bra’ Dundee, 
Wi’ gear for pratty lasses. 
_ Gear for pratty, &c. 


Come buy, come buy, my pratty maids, 
And bring your siller here ! 
Here’s Jamie, fresh fra’ bra’ Dundee, 
Wha’ brings you mickle gear. 
Brings you mickle, &c. 


BEHOLD, IN A LODGE, WE, DEAR 
BRETHREN, ARE MET. 


BEHOLD, in alodge, we, dearbrethren, are me, 

And, in proper order, together are set ; 

Our secrets to none but ourselves shall be known, 

Our actions to none but Freemasons be shown. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Let brotherly love be among us revived, 
Let us stand by our laws, that are wiscly con- 
trived ; 
And then all the glorious creation shall see 
That none are so loving, so friendly as we. 
Derry down, &c. 


The temple, and many magnificent pile, 
F’en buildings now standing within our own isle, 
With wisdom contrived, with beauty refined, 
With strength to support, and the building to 
bind. 
Derry down, &c. 


Those noble, grand structures will always pro- 
claim 
What honour is due to a Freemason’s name ; 
E’en ages to come, when our work they shali see, 
Will strive with each other, like us, to be free. 
Derry down, &c. 


What though some of late, by their spleen, plainly 
show 

They fain would deride what they gladly would 
know ; 

Let ev’ry true brother these vermin despise, 

And the ancient, grand secret keep back from their 
eyes. 

Derry down, &c. 


Then, brethren, let’s each put his hand. to his 
heart, 
And resolve from true masonry ne’er to depart ; 
And, when the last trumpet on earth shall de- 
scend, 
Our lodge will be closed, and our secret shall end. 
Derry down, &c. 


GLP ILEF 


THE WEDDING OF BALLYPOREEN, 


DESCEND, ye chaste Nine, to a true Irish bard, 

Youre old maids, to be sure, bathe sends you a 
card, 

To beg you'll assist a poor musical elf, 

With a song ready made,—he’ll compose it him- 
self! 

About maids, boys, a priest, anda wedding, 

With a crowd you could scarce thrust your head 
in— 

A supper, good cheer, and a bedding, 

Which happened at Ballyporeen. 


"Twas a fine summer’s morn, about twelve in the 
day, 

All the birds fell to sing, all the asses to bray, 

When Patrick, the bridegroom, and Oonagh, the 
bride, 

In their best bibs and tuckers, set off, side by 
side : 

O, the piper played first in the rear, sir, 

The maids blushed, the bridesmen did swear, 
sir! 

O, Lord! how the spalpeens did stare, sir, 

At this wedding of Ballyporeen. 


They were soon tacked together, and home did re- 
turn, 

To make merry the day at the sign of the Churn - 

When they sat down together, a frolicsome troop, 

O, the banks of old Shannen ne’er saw such a 
group ! 


3S0 


There were turf-cutters, threshers, and tailors, 

With harpers, and pipers, and nailors, 

And pedlars, and smugglers, and sailors, 
Assembled at Ballyporeen. 


There was Bryan Macdermot, and Shaughnessy’s 
brat, 

With Terence, and Triscol, and platter-faced Pat ; 

There was Norah Macormic, and Bryan O’Lynn, 

And the fat red-haired cook-maid, who lives at the 
inn! 

There was Shelah, and Larry, the genius, 

With Pat’s uncle, old Derby Dennis, 

Black Thady, and crooked Macgennis, 

Assembled at Ballyporeen. 


Now the bridegroom sat down to make an oration, | 


And he charmed all their souls with his kind bother- 
ation ; 

They were welcome, he said, and he swore, and 
he cursed, 

They might eat till they swelled, and might drink 
till they burst. 

The first christening I have, if I thrive, sirs, 

I hope you all hither will drive, sirs ; 

You'll be welcome all, dead or alive, sirs, 

To the christening at Ballyporeen. 


Then the bride she got up, to make a low bow, 


But she twittered, and felt so—she could not tell 


how— 

She blushed, and she stammered,-—the few words 
she let fall, 

She whispered so low that she bothered them all. 

But her mother cried,—‘* What, are you dead, 
child ? 

O, for shame of you, hold up your head, child ; 

Though sixty, I wish I was wed, child, 

O, I’d rattle all Ballyporeen.” 


Now they sat down to meat,—Father Murphy said 
grace ; 


Smoking hot were the dishes, and eager each face! | 


The knives and forks rattled, spoons and platters 
did play, 

And they elbowed, and jostled, and wallopped 
away ; 

Rumps, chines, and fat sirloins did groan, sirs ; 

Whole mountains of beef were cut down, sits 5 

They demolished all to the bare bone, sirs, 

Atthis wedding at Ballyporeen. 


There was bacon and greens, but the turkey was 
spoiled ; 

Potatoes dressed both ways, both roasted and 
boiled ; 

Hog’s puddings, red herrings, the priest got the 
snipe 5 

Culcannon pies, dumplings, cod, cow-heel, and 
tripe 5 

Then they ate till they could eat no more, sirs, 

And the whiskey came pouring galore, sirs, 

QO, how Terry Macmanus did roar, sirs, 

O, he bothered all Ballyporeen. 


Now the whiskey went round, and the songsters 
did roar 3; 

Tim sang ‘* Paddy O’Kelly ;” Nell sung “ Molly 
Astore ;” 

Till a motion was made that their songs they’d for- 
sake, 

And each lad take his sweetheart, their trotters to 
shake : 

‘hen the piper and couples advancing, 

Pumps, brogues, and bare feet fell a prancing, 

Such piping, such figuring, and dancing, 

Was ne’er known at Ballyporeen. 

Now to Patrick, the bridegroom, and Oonagh, the 
bride, 

Let the harp of old Ireland be sounded with 
pride ; 
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And to all the brave guests, young or old, gray or 
ereen, 
Drunk or sober, that jigged it at Ballyporeen ; 
And, when Cupid shall lend youhis wherry, 
To trip o’er the conjugal ferry, 
I wish you may be half so merry 
As we were at Ballyporeen. 


Se ee ee 


LIVE AND BE HAPPY WITH ME. 
Air—‘ La Finale of the Freischutz Quadrilles.” 
(Ps Ts) 


Say, maiden, more bright 
Than the stars of night, 
Say, why dost thou wander from me? 
Ah! why so severe? 
My heart is sincere, 
And 1 love none other but thee. 


O, let not that eye, 
Of cerulean dye, 
Look so unkindly on me; 
But say, precious girl, 
Thou fair Beauty’s pearl, 
I may live to be happy with thee. 


T’ll cull the fresh flowers, 
And lighten thy hours 
In weaving new garlands for thee ; 
Thou shalt not complain 
Of trouble or pain, 
But live, and be happy with me. 


PILL IPIP LER 


THE SEAMAN’S HEALTH. 
( Upton.) 
I HAVE fought full oft fer England’s good, 
With many a blustering foe ; 
Have met them fair, both here and there, 
And gave them blow for blow! 
Then a health to England’s King, my boys, 
Where’er his flag may be ; 
And a heaith to.all the pretty girls 
That love bold tars at sea. 


From boy to man, a sailor true, 
I have fearless ploughed the main ; 
With Nelson did some work go through! 
To humble France and Spain. 
Then a health to England’s King, &c. 


For Britain’s freedom, laws, and trade, 
Where’er her vessels ride ; 
Her matchless navy must be owned, 
Her glory, boast, and pride. 
Then a health to England’s King, &c. 


et IFO PILE 


OH! THE PLEASURES OF OUR STATUTE 
FAIR O. 


Air—* Bartholomew Fair.”’—( Moncrieff. ) 


ComE, bustle, neighbours, pray, 
Isn’t this the Statute-day? 
See how the maids, in rows, 
Stand dressed in Sunday clothes. 
Psha, never mind the sun, 
Only think about the fun. 
The Statute is beginning, oh rare oh, 
Now then, maids, 
Mind, you jades, 
Let your graces, _ 
Pretty faces, 
Ribbons, laces, 
Get you places, 
With good wages, 
Which all engages. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, this is the mart for maids. 
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Here’s maids of all sorts, young maids, old maids, 
pretty maids, willing maids, big maids, little maids, 
house-maids, chamber-maids, ladies’-maids, cook- 
maids, nurse-maids, hush a by my darling, dairy- 
maids, milk below; with made wine, made linen, 
and every thiug to make one a made man. Ah, 
it is very plain, my master, Don Giovanni, hasn’t 
been here long, or they wouldn’t have been here. 
You must make haste, friends and neighbours, for 
if once he comes among them, the deuce a maid 
No, no, they’ll very soon 


will he leave for you. 

all be . 
Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
Oh! the pleasures of our statute fair O. 


CPP PE LIF 


THE LOPPED TREEIN TIME MAY GROW 


AGAIN. 
(Very ancient.—R. Southwell.) 


THE lopped tree in time may grow again, 
Most naked plants renew both fruite and flower, 
The sorriest wight may find release from paine, 


The dryest soile sucke in some moyst’ning 


shower ; 

Times goe by turns, and chaunces change by 
course, 

From foul to faire—from better hap to worse. 


The sea of fortune doth not for ever flow, 
Shee draws her favours to the lowest ebb, 
Her tides have equall times to come and goe, 
Her loome dothe weave ye fine and coarsest 
webbe ; 
No joy so great but runneth to an end, 
No hap so hard but may in fine a mend. 


Not alwaies fall of leave, nor ever spring, 

No endless night, nor yet eternal day ; 
The saddest birds a season find to sing, 

The roughest storme a calme may soon allay : 
Thus with succeeding turns God tempereth all, 
That men may hope to rise, yet fear to fall. 


A chaunce may win ye, by mischaunce was lost, 
That net that holds no great takes little fish ; 
In some things all, in some none is crost, 
Fewe all they need, but none have all they wish : 
Unmeddled joys heere to no man befall, 
Who least hath some, who most hath never all. 


PROPEL LF 


BOW, WOW, WOW. 
(O’Keefe.) 


Now listen, my friends, to an old dog’s new story, 
Which contains of his race the pretensions to glory ; 
For we dogs may be found in every rank and 
station, 
Since puppies are caressed as the first of the na- 
tion. 
Bow, wow, wow, fal lal de idy oddy, 
Bow, wow, wow. 


The flatterer’s a canting dog, he’s always a fawn- 
ing, 
An alderman’s a sleepy dog, that’s always a yawn- 
ing ; 
A lawyer is a greeriy dog, he lives upon mischief, 
A physician is a terrible dog, of killing he is chief. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A tailor’s a setting dog, whose game is a goose, 
sir, 


A husband is a simple dog, that’s hanged ina 


noose, sir; . ‘ 
A cuckold is a common dog, whichev’ry wife will 
tell ye, 


A glutton is a cramming dog, he loves you for his 


belly. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 
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A swindler isa sorry dog, he lives by always 
cheating, 
A Frenchman is a nimble dog, that runs from ev’ry 
beating ; 
A soldier is a noble dog, in ev’ry rank and station, 
A sailor is a hearty dog, as any in the nation. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A lover is a wretched dog without his pretty dear, 
sir; 

A bully is a swagg’ring dog, I neither love nor 
fear, sir; : 

A miser is a saving dog that keeps an inch of ¢an- 
dle, 

And a coxcomb is a lap-dog, for pretty maids to 
dandle. 

Bow, wew, wow, &c. 

A cook is a charming dog, when he gives us good 
cheer, sir; 

A sot is a soaking dog at wine, punch, or beer, 


Sir ; 
A landlord’s a cheating dog, he chalks two for one, 
sir, 
And a rogue is a sad dog, that thousands has un- 
done, sir. . 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 
A gambler is a shuffling dog, he tricks by the cards, 
Sir 5 
A bailiff is a sly dog that bites very hard, sir; 
A rake is a jolly dog, whom all women fancy, 
And I am your faithful dog, as any here you can 
see. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


GPIPIOLF 


WHEN THE MAID WHOM WE LOVE. 
(R. B. Sheridan. ) 


WHEN the maid whom we love 

No entreaties can move, 
Who'd lead a life of pining! 

If her charms will excuse 

The fond rashness you use, 
Away with idle whining! 

Never stand like a fool, 

With looks sheepish and cool ; 
Such bashful love is teasing : 

But with spirit, address, 

And you’re sure of success, 
For honest warmth is pleasing. 


Nay, though wedlock’s your view, 
Like a rake if you’ll woo, 
Girls sooner quit their coldness : 
They know beauty inspires 
Less respect than desires, — 
Hence love is proved by boldness. 
So ne’er stand like a fool, &c. 


OCLPIIOLP LP 


LONG LIFE BETIDE THE BRIDEGROOM 
AND BRIDE. 


(Arnold. ) 
A CHORUS. 


WHILE merrily our chorus singing, 

Cheerily the bells are ringing, 

Let the nimble dance be flinging 
Jollity and mirth around. 


‘While happily we pause from labour, 


Let each cheerful friend and neighbour, 
Like us, dancing to the pipe and tabor, 
Nimbly, nimbly press the ground. 


Let us all be gay, on this wedding day, 

Let us laugh, drink, and quaff, while we may ; 
Thus while mirth shall guide, 
May long life betide 
The bridegroom and the bride. 
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THE CAMP MEDLEY. 


THE lark was up, the morning gray, 
The drum had beat a reveille, 

And jolly soldiers, on the ground, 

In peaceful camp slept safe and sound ; 
Only one poor soldier, who, 

Nought but love could e’er subdue, 
Wandered to a neighbouring grove, 
There to vent his plaints of love. 


For women are whimsical changeable things ; 

Their sweets, like the bee’s, are mingled with 
stings ; ; 

They’re not to be got without toil, care, and cost ; 

They’re hard to be won, and are easily lost. 

In seeking a fair one, I found, to my smart, 

I know not the way, but I lost my own heart. 


Ah! hapless, hapless dav, 
That e’er I saw fair Biddy ; 
My heart she stole away, « 
My head she turned quite giddy. 
The world may laugh and stare, 
’Tis truly strange to see, 
A lover so sincere, 
A swain admired like me. 


She’s graceful, tall, and slender ; 
She’s brighter than the sun ; 
Her looks are soft and tender, 
But, oh! her heart’s of stone. 
Nor tears nor sighs can move her; 
My bleeding heart she sees ; 
She knows too well I love her ; 
In vain I strive to please. 


Too vainly once I thought 

To gain the lovely charmer; 
And ev’ry method sought, 

In hopes to win and warm her: 
But all my hopes are over ; 

What charms, then, can I try ? 
But like a hapless lover, 

T’ll sit me down and die. - 


As on the ground he lay, 
Minerva came that way, 
In armour bright and gay, 
And thus to him did say : 


Rise, soldier, rise ! 
The drum has beat to arms, 
Hark to her loud alarms! 

Hang her beauty, 

Mind your duty, 

Think not of her charms. 


Rise, soldier, rise! 
V’ll take you by the hand, 
And Ill lead you through the land ; 
Vll give you the command 
Of a well-chosen band. 
Don’t be stupid, 
Drive away Cupid ; 
Follow Minerva’s wise advice. 
Soldier, go home, go home, 
Nor mind not your mistress’s scorn : 
Slight, slight her again, 
For slighted vows should slight return. 


The soldier thus roused from his amorous sloth, 
Hasted away to his duty ; 

Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, 
He’d never more think of her beauty. 


Bachelor Blaff, Bachelor Bluff ; 
Heigh for a heart that is rugged and tough. 
He that is single can never wear horns 4 
He that is single is happy ; 
He that is married lays upon thorns, 
And always is ragged and shabby. 
Bachelor Bluff, &c. 


He that is single, he fears not the rout ; 
Nothing to him can be sweeter ; 
He has no wife that can wimper and pout, 
Or cry, can you leave me, dear creature? 
Bachelor Bluff, &c. 


Ye belles and flirts, so smart and fair, 

Say, are not soldiers formed for love ? 
For you shall find them all sincere, 

Would you but kind and constant prove ; 
But if you slight their passion still, 

And tyrannise o’er hearts so true, 
Depend upon ’t, they’I] all rebel, 

And will not care one fig for you. 


Ah! hold your idle foolish tonene, 
A little laughing Cupid said ; 
Have you never heard it sung, 
That constancy will win a maid ? 
And what on earth would ever prove 
Superior to the joys of love? 


Let Wisdom preach in schools, 
For what has she with love to do : 
We go not by such rules ; ; 
Unbounded pleasures we pursue 4 
On rosy wine our fancies fly ; 
We every worldly care defy. 


Let Mars in council boast 
Of resolution, strength, and art ; 
Love comes without a host, 
And steals away the soldier’s heart. 
Love breaks the bow, the sword, and spear, 
And turns the angry face of war. 


E’en mighty Jove above 
Hath been by Cupid’s power o’ercome : 
There’s none can conquer love, 
Though armed with sword and spear, or gun. 
Then ground your arms, ye sons of war, 
None can resist the British fair, 


GPPPPOPD 


ME SING ALL DAY, ME SLEEP ALL 
NIGHT. 

WHAT are the joys of white man here? 
What are his pleasures? Say. 

Me want no joys, no ills me fear, 
But on my bonja play. 

Me sing all day, me sleep all night, 

Me hab no care, my heart is light ; 

Me tink not what to-morrow bring, 

Me happy, so me sing. 


But white man’s joys are not like mine, 
Dho’ he look smart and gay ; 

He great, he proud, he haughty fine, 
While I my bonja play. 

He sleep all day, he wake all night, 

He full of care, his heart no light ; 

He great deal want, he little get, 

He sorry, so he fret. 


Me envy not dhe white man dhen— 
Me poor, but me is gay; 

Me glad at heart, me happy when 
Me on my bonja play. 

Me sing all day, me sleep all night, 

Me hab no care, my heart is light ; 

Me tink not what to-morrow bring, 

Me happy, so me sing. 


GPL RPL LS? 


ALL SHALL HAIL BRITANNIA’S NAME. 
( Dibdin. ) 
BRITANNIA’S name, from age to age, 
Has, like her cliffs, stood fast, 
And promises, in history’s page, 
In honour long to last. 
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Her sailors, rulers of the sea, 
Her soldiers of that soil, 
On which the industrious peasantry, 
To give its value, toil. 
All, all shall hail Britannia’s name, 
As glory hands it down to fame. 


Then sing our tars, who boldly roam, 
Our glory to ensure ; 
And sing our soldiers, who, at home, 
That glory well secure : 
And sing our peasants, at a word, 
Who, of mankind the friend, 
Would turn each ploughshare to a sword, 
Their country to defend. 
All, all shall hail, &e. 


GLP PPLPL 


GUID WHISKEY, THOU’ST BEEN SAIR 
MISCA’T. 


_Air—“ Neil Gow’s Farewell .””—(Willason Glass.) 


GUID whiskey, thou’s becn sair misca’t, 
And often siid to be the faut 
O’ doin’ ill, but T’ll thee daut, 

Thou chief o’ spirits, whiskey O! 
They wha wou’d hae you quick dispelled, 
Your faults they hae in public telled : 
But ither spirits they’ve upheld, 

Base trash to our ain whiskey O! 


Mackneil cries down our favourite bard, 
Which in our ears sounds unco hard ; 
Had our ain Burns sic nonsense heard ; 
He’d played the loon a plisky 0! 
Gie Hector rum or brandy drink, 
Till he in Pandemonium sink, 
Monro, at last, for fear he stink, 
Will soak him weel wi whiskey O! 


Then come, ilk Scotsman, tak’ your glass, 
And drink to Kate, to Jean, and Jess ; 
?T will banish far frae us distress, 

A wee drap guid Scots whiskey O! 
Some bards I ken o’ sterling sense, 
Killagie drives their sorrows hence : 

Their grammar needs na present tense, 

When blest wi that noun whiskey O! 


GLP OL EI 


MAD TOM. 


FORTH from my dark and dismal cell, 

Or from the dark abyss of hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
‘To see if he can cure his-distempered brain. 


Fears and cares oppress my soul ; 

Hark! how the angry furies how]! 

Pluto laughs, and Proserpine is glad 

To see poor naked Tom, of Bedlam, mad. 


Through the world I wander, night and day, 
To find my straggling senses : 

In an angry mood I found old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenses. 


When me he spies, away he flies, 
For Time will stay for no man; 

In vain with cries I rend the skies, 
For pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortless I lie, 
Help, O, help! or else I die! 

Hark! I hear Apollo’s team, 
The carman ’gins to whistle ; 

Chaste Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to bristle. 


Come, Vulcan, with tools and with tackles, 
And knock off my troublesome shackles ; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my senses again. 


\ 


Last night I heard the dog-star bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the dark ; 
Limping Vulcan heat an iron bar 
And furiously ran at the God of War; 
Mars with his weapon laid about, 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout, 
His broad horns did so hang in his sight, 
' That he could not see to aim his blows aright 


Mercury, the nimble post of heaven, 
Stood still to see the quarrel ; 
Gorrel-bellied Bacchus, giant-like, 
Bestrid a strong-beer barrel : 

To me he drank, 
I did him thank, 
But I could get no cider ; 
He drank whole butts, 
Till he burst his guts, 
But mine were ne’er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little drink, for charity. 


Hark! I hear Acteon’s hounds ; 
The huntsman whoop and hollow, 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman; 
All the chase do follow. 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 
Eats powdered beef, turnip, and carrot ; 
But a cup of old Malaga sack 

Will fire the bush at his back. 


POPOL ILEP 


HE MAY GO TO THE DEVIL AND SHAKE 
HIMSELF. 
Air— Old Ivish.””—(T. Dibdin.) 
WHAT matter your ditties, your jokes, and nora- 
tions, 
Of lawyers and doctors still making your game, 
Wid your gallipots, parchments, and clients, and 
patients, 
And all such cantankerous stuff as that same ? 
In praise of our admirals, captains, and sailors, 
I’ll sing, and long life to the lads, and all such 
Who on the salt ocean were never yet failers 
In banging the Spanirds, the French, and the 
Dutch. 
And sing fillalloo, smallilloo, ditheroo whack, 
Let an enemy come, and we’ll trundle him back, 
While the lads of. the ocean shall tell the proud 
elf— 
He may go to the devil and shake himself. 


Didn’t Frenchmen one June to our lads cry pec- 
cavi? 
Lord Howe he did pelt ’em through thunder and 
. smoke, 
With British hard dumplings without any gravy, 
Till Mounseer no longer could relish the joke. 
And then didn’t Jarvis the Spaniards beleather, 
Then Duncan and Nelson completed the job, 
To show we can beat ’em all threc both together, 
As fast as each plases to put up his nob. 
And sing fillalloo, &c. 


Each wave, as it washes our shores, would soon 
tell us, 
If it had but a tongue, 
was just, 
How it carried to glory our brave honest fellows, 
How oft on its surface our foes bit the dust. 
And now to be building on land, you’d be a’ter, 
Some trophy of honour thcir actions to grace, 
While they have built one for themselves on the 
water, 
The devil himself couldn’t shove from its place. 
And sing fillalloo, &c. 


and would speak what 
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CEASE, RUDE WINDS! 
A RONDEAU,. 
( Upton.) 


CEASE, rude winds, you'll wake my dear, 
Cease! nor breathe too roughly here. 
Gently, softly round him play, 

Lest you force my love away. 


Should his dreams my face portray, 
Then ’twill every fear repay ; 
Should one sigh but rise for me, 
Sleep, my love, I’ll tend on thee! 
Cease, rude winds! &c. 


PLL FER?E?e 


WHAT A CHANGE IN LONDON TOWN. 
Air— All the World’s in Paris.””—( Miss Bryant.) 


WHAT a change in London town! 
All’s a raree-show, sirs ; 
It wasn’t so, you sure must own, 
Just fifty years ago, sirs; 
Workmen then could drudge away, 
Nor ought a hardship deem, sirs, 
But now they work their ships, they say, 
By nothing else but steam, sirs. 
What a change in London town! &c. 


Skeletons alive we view, 
A Frenchman makes us start, sirs ; 
I thought that France had bid adieu 
Unto a Boneyparte, sirs ; 
Gentlemen in seedy coats, 
They once could walk to pass nights ; 
But now they’re seen as light as day 
By them confounded gas-lights. 


What a change in London town! &c. 


Horribles are all the rage, 
Raising up the dead, sirs ; 
Why, even in this dreadful age, 
They-give us bones for bread, sirs ; 
Salted sugar, too, we have, 
Our appetites to tickle, 
Sure the rascals cannot mean 
To put us into pickle. 
What a change in London town! &c. 


Actresses and acting men 
Now make a pretty row, sirs, 
But that they very well could do 
A hundred years ago, sirs. 
All the windows are bedecked, 
To please shop-keeping asses, 
Who, having but few goods to show, 
Make up with looking-glasses. 
What a change in London town! &c. 


They’ve walled in all the country-roads 
From ploughmen and from rakers, 
And now they serve instead of print 
For dirty blacking-makers ; 
Good lack! as companies are formed, 
It’s needless to be talking, 
How fine ’twould be for one to rise 
To find us all in chalking. 
What a change in London town! &c. 


Fighting late was all the rage, 
But short has been its reign, sirs ; 
And, now the men have left it off, 
?Tis gone to beasts again, sirs. 
But what’s the use of singing here, 
I cannot. now explore, sirs, 
Fine wonders, just to please your taste, 
And so I’ll look for more, sirs. 
What a change in London town! &c. 


GPRLIGFE AH 
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DASH-ALONG TO THE MELLOW-TONED 
HORN... ; 


BRIGHT Sol, from the east, spreads his beauties 
around, 
O’er mountain and valley so low; 
The chase our delight, when we follow the hound 
And the musical sound of the huntsman’s hallo! 
This is our song— 
Dash, dash along, 
To chase the boar, 
Streaming with gore, 
With fiery eyes, 
His bristles rise, 
Still we, undaunted, tune our song 
With forward, my boys! dash, dash along, 
To the mellow-toned horn ! 


PPP P LIP? 


A BUNDLE OF PROVERBS. 


(Jones. ) 


WHEN I was near manhood, I grew sick of home, 
And to better my state, was determined to roam. 
As my father from evils was anxious to save me, 
This wholesome advice, ere I left him, he gave me. 
Derry down, &c. 


At first setting out, boy, be frugally bent, 
For ’tis too late to spare, when, alas! all is spent, 
And old age will come, so before youth declines, 
You must learn to make hay while the sun 
brightly shines. 
Derry down, &c. 
If you’d avoid troubles, and live without wrath, 
Always cut your coat. as it best suits your cloth, 
And ne’er be like to those men, who themselvcs 
do enthral, 
Nor like some who rob Master Peter to pay Master 
Paul. 
Derry down, &c. 


Be not (if with good sense you’d always appear, ) 
Penny wise and pound foolish, as too many are, 
And to take care you ne’er say what you should 


not, 
For all will allow a fool’s bolt is soon shot. 
Derry down, &c. 


If wisely you’d act when ill-treated you are, 
Ne’er seek that by foul means you can do by fair, 
Nor insult any one, lest you meet with your match, 
For he who harm watches, doth often harm catch. 
Derry down, &c. 


Think not all men friends, though they seem you 
to prize, 
For if daubed with honey, you'll never want flies ; 
But should Fortune frown you'll be soon left to 
chance, 
For it’s no longer pipe, alas! no longer dance. 
Derry down, &c. 


But if a man’s kind to you, be to him a kind bro- 
ther, 

For surely one good turn’s deserving another ; 

But if men are ungrateful, with wine never trust 
them, 

Nor, fool-like, make feasts, boy, for wise men to 
eat them. 

Derry down, &c. 


Se ed 


HERE, TAPSTER, MY OLD ANNO DOMINI 
BROACH. 


HERE, tapster, my old anno domini broach, 
Just fourteen years old, you may credit my tale ; 
Its virtues can none in the country approach, 
You'll own when you’ve tasted a tankard of ale. 
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In Lichfield full fifty-eight years, man and boy, 
Has old Bonniface lived, ever hearty and hale ; 

For his eating, his drinking, his business, his joy, 
Have all been confined to a tankard of ale. 

’Tis smoother than oil, and no milk is so sweet, 
Yet, like any brandy it’s strong, I'll go bail ; 
No amber more clear, faith! you’ll own it a treat, 

To take with old Bonny a tankard of ale. 
My poor wife is dead, as the saying is, ah! 
On life, till this moment, she had not turned 
tail, 
Had she copied from me; but she drank usque- 
baugh, 
While I was content with a tankard of ale. 


PPLE ILE FS 


MY MUSING MAID. 
(Bruton. ) 


WHY sit ye in the shade reclined, 
With looks so grave and staid, 
With tresses sporting in the wind, 
My musing maid? 
Say, pensive charmer, why that lute, 
Which you so sweetly played, 
Why is it now in music mute, 
My musing maid ? 
Why steals the pearl-drop from thine eye, 
Where Cupid laughing laid, 
And why steals from that breast the sigh, 
My musing maid? 
Thy bowers that bloomed with flowrets fair, 
Why are they left to fade, 
Those {fruits and flowers you loved to rear, 
My musing maid? 
Why is that cheek so wan with woe, 
Those lips where smiles oft played, 
What grief hath pierced that breast of snow, 
My musing maid ? 
The transient blush her cheek that flushed, 
The sigh her breast betrayed, 
Told me, that felon love had crushed 
The musing maid! 


PPP LLLOLOF 


FOR A PRECIOUS ROW I’M JUST IN CUE. 
Air—** Hey randy dandy O!’—( Poole.) 
TIS now the very time of night, 
Hey randy dandy O! 
When ghosts to stalk about delight, 
With their gallopping randy dandy O! 
?Tis now the time when church-yards yawn, 
Hey randy dandy O! 
And let their tenants out till morn, 
With their gallopping randy dandy O! 
For a precious row I'm just in cue ; 
Hey randy dandy O! 
Some mischief I should like to do, 
With my gallopping randy dandy O 
But first I’ll to my mother go, 
Hey randy dandy O! 
And what is what I’ll soon let her know, 
With my gallopping randy dandy O! 


OPLP LAL 


THE ANGLER’S LIFE HAS JOYS FOR ME. 


THE angler’s life has joys for me, 
When blooming spring has clad the plain ; 
Each spray then sounds with jocund glee, 
For Spring brings pleasures in her train. 


395 


Tis then the angler’s truest joy, 
To wander by the lowly stream, 
Success repays his mild employ, 
And Pleasure sheds her brightest beam. 
His finny prey he gladly views, 
The glittering dace, the spangled trout, 
The greedy pope, with varying hues, 
Together on the grass spread out. 


But trolling for the tyrant pike, 

He ever finds his greatest pride, 
This eager fish he joys to strike, 

The monarch of the freshened tide. 


The angler envies no man’s joys, 
But his who gains the greatest sport, 
With peace he dwells far from the noise, 
And bustling grandeur of a court. 


PROP IOL HI 


THE LADY’S DIARY. 
(Dibdin.) 


LECTURED by pa and ma o’er night, 
Monday at ten quite vexed and jealous 5 
Resolved in future to be right, 
And never listen to the fellows ; 
Stitched half a wristband, read the text, 
Received a note from Mrs. Racket ; 
I hate that woman, she sat next 
All church-time to sweet Captain Clackit. 


Tuesday got scolded, did not care ; 
The toast was cold, ’twas past eleven ; 
I dreamt the Captain through the air 
On Cupid’s wings bore me to heaven : 
Pouted and dined, dressed, looked divine, 
Made an excuse, got ma to back it ; 
Went to the play, what joy was mine! 
Talked loud and laughed with Captain Clackit. 


Wednesday came down, no lark so gay ; 
The girl’s quite altered, said my mother ; 
Cried dad, I recollect the day 
When, dearee, thou wert such another ; 
Danced, drew a landscape, skimmed a play, 
In the paper read that widow Flackit, 
To Gretna-green had run away, 
The forward minx! with Captain Clackit. 


Thursday fell sick; poor soul, she’ll die ! 

Five doctors came with lengthened faces ; 
Each felt my pulse: ah, me! cried I, 

Are these my promised loves and graces? 
Friday grew worse ; cried ma, in pain, 

Our day was fair, heaven do not black it! 
Where’s your complaint, love?—In my brain. — 

What shall I give you? Captain Clackit. 


Early next morn a nostrum came, 
Worth all their cordials, balms, and spices 5 


| A letter, I had been to blame 5 


The Captain’s truth brought on a crisis : 
Sunday, for fear of more delays, 

Of a few clothes I made a packet ; 
And Monday morn stept in a chaise, 

And ran away with Captain Clackit. 


GPP OI ILE 


LOVELY KITTY. 
(Male.) 


My Kitty is the loveliest maid, 
Sure, ever formed by nature, 
Such beauties never were displayed, 
She’s such a charming creature ; 
So affable, so kind, and free, | 
So lively, and so witty, 
Of all that’s lovely—Fate give me, 
My sweet, my charming Kitty. 


Her auburn hair in ringlets flows! 
Her eyes like diamonds shining, 

Her cheeks more bright than damask rose, 
With lilies fair entwining ; 

Her teeth between the seat of. bliss, 
A mouth so tempting, pretty ; 

E’en kings, so proud, may long to kiss 
The lips of lovely Kitty. 


A skin so fair was never seen, 
A form so finely shapen, 
’T would honour add to beauty’s queen, 
To be for Kitty taken ; 
Then grant, ye gods, my ardent prayer, 
My constant, daily ditty, 
May ev’ry wish attend the fair, 
My kind, my lovely Kitty. 


PIPP OEP? 


HE KISSED HER AND WARMED HER TO 
LIFE. 


( Pocock.) 


Loud and chill was the blast, 
And the bright snow fell fast 
On a maiden’s fair bosom who traversed the plain, 
And oft a sad tear, 
On her cheek, pale with fear, 
Fell in sorrow for him who in battle was slain. 


Down she sunk in despair, 
While her dark flowing hair 
Wildly waved in the blast that swept over the 
wold, 
And more white than the snow 
Was her bosom of wo, 
And the heart in her bosom, alas! was as cold. 


Bat the proud foe had fled, 
Where her Henry had bled ; 
Still with conquest and love had he thought on 
her charms, 
Amidst the wild storm ~ 
He beheld her fair form, 
And he kissed her and warmed her to life in his 
arms. 


PREP LIE OF 


FAREWELL UNTO LOVE. 
(W. Hickes, 1682.) 


WHEN in the month of January, 
Ripe apples grow on trees ; 
When butter doth in February 
At once both thaw and freeze ; 
When horses fly, beasts heedless walk ; 
When chairs and stools do move ; 
When mutes as fast as women talk— 
Then will I fall in love. 


When cherries in the month of March 
As ripe are as in June ; 

When men instead of corn sow starch : 
When bears do sing in tune ; 

When fishes on the trees do*chatter ; 
When women’s tongues ne’er move ; 

When men forbear to lie and flatter— 
Then will I fall in love. 


If when it rains the ground be dry ; 
Or when ’tis foul, fair weather ; 
When sun and moon shall in the sky 
Both meet and dance together - 
When the heavens fall where the earth doth stand, 
And the earth doth mount above, 
And I can grasp both in my hand— 
Then will I fall in love. 


A lover he no will doth know 3 
He cannot speak or stir; 

He is a child, and cannot go, 
But as he’s moved by her. 
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Whilst I still by myself do move, 


And. to my pleasures lend: 


Then farewell unto—love, 


And so I’]l make an end. 


GPL ISO? 


DARING OUT-LAWS. 
A GLEE. 
(Planche.) 


HART and hind are in their lair, 

Couched beneath the fern they lie, 
And the moon, our mistress fair, 

Is sailing through the cloudless sky ; 
O’er the lake the night-wind steals, 
About the oak the blind bat wheels, 
Come sit we round cur trysting tree, 
Daring out-laws as we be! 


Now in dark and narrow cell, 

Now in chamber, rich and rare ; 
Lowly monk his bead doth tell, 

Lordly abbot patters prayer ; 
*Neath our leafy covering, 
Let us now our vespers sing, 
Come troll we catch, and chant we glee, 
Daring out-laws as we be! 


Now in lordly castle hall, 

Baron bold, and gallant knight, 
For the courtly harpers call, 

And tread a measure with lady bright, 
Blither sport in greenwood bower 
Know we at this moonlight hour; 
Come, drink we deep, and feast we free, 
Daring out-laws as we be! 


IP PEF POPP O 


RISING O’ER THE HEAVING BILLOW. 


RISING o’er the heaving billow, 
Evening gilds the ocean’s swell, 
While with thee, on grassy pillow, 
Solitude, I love to dwell. - 
Lonely to the sea-breeze blowing, 
Oft I chant my love-lorn strain ; 
To the streamlet sweetly flowing, 
Murmur oft a lover’s pain. 


?Twas for her, the maid of llay, 

Time flew o’er me winged with joy ; 
’T'was for her the cheering smile, ay, 
Beamed with rapture in my eye. 

Not the tempest raving round me, 
Lightning’s flash, or thunder’s roll ; 

Not the ocean’s rage could wound me, 
While her image filled my soul. 


Farewell, days of purest pleasure, 
Long your loss my heart shall mourn! 
Farewell, hours of bliss, the measure, 
Bliss that never will return! - 
Cheerless o’er the wild heath wand’ring ; 
Cheerless o’er the wave-worn shore ; 
On the past with sadness pond’ring, 
Hope’s fair visions charm no more! 


PREC LOLS 


COME BUY OF ANNETTA, THE POOR 
PEDLAR GIRL. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


CoME hither, gay lads and kind lasses, 
A pedlar in petticoats I ; 

For beaux I have fine pocket-glasses, 
Their beautiful phizzes to spy ! 

For belles I have trinkets and lockets, 
And you who no sweethearts have got, 

Only just pat your hands in your pockets 
I'll sell you a true lover’s knot, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER 


sige 
talked of than tied. 


my little chuck. 
a knot with your 
your teeth; for you’ve none left. 
you a pair of spectacles, 
to see what you say. 


My geods are all choice, and have bargains you 
shall ; 


Come, buy of Annetta, the poor pedlar girl. 


I’ve combs, girls, to gather your tresses, 
I’ve necklaces, ear-rings, and pins ; 
Fine girdles to fasten your dresses, 
And wash-balls to whiten your skins ; 
I’ve wreaths artificial, and posies, 
Such emblems of nature don’t scorn, 
For though fragrance enrich not my roses, 
None of them harbours a thorn. 


SPOKEN.] O, says a sweet-scented beau, I’li 
buy a posy, if you’ll add yourself to it, my pretty 
rosebud. O, no, says I, a rosebud will never 
flourish on a jessamy bough ; besides, I’ve a flower 
will suit you better. Indeed, what is it? A cox- 
comb, your honour. Vastly witty, says he; I 
could kiss you for that. Indeed, says I, but you 
know kissing goes by favour, and you'll get no 
such favour from me, to wear in your fool’s cap. 


My goods are all choice, &c. 
GRIP IPE 


ALLEN-A-DALE. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


ALLEN-A-DALE has no faggot for burning, 

Allen-a-Dale has no furrow for turning, 

Allen-a-Dale has no fleece for the spinning, 

Yet Allen-a-Dale has red gold for the winning. 

Come, read me my riddle! come, hearken my 
tale, 

And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a-Dale. 


The Baron of Ravensworth prances in pride, 

And he views his domains upon Arkindale side : 
The mere for his net, and the land for bis game, 
The chase for the wild, and the park for the tame ; 
Yet the fish of the lake, and the deer of the vale, 
Are less free to Loid Dacre than Allen-a-Dale. 


Allen-a-Dale was ne’er belted a knight, 

Though his spear be as sharp, and his blade be as 
bright ; 

Allen-a-Dale is no baron or lord, 

Yet twenty bold yeomen will draw at his word ; 

And the best of our nobles his bonnet will vail, 

Who at Rere-cross or Stanmore meets Allen-a- 
Dale. 


Allen-a-Dale to his wooing is come 5 

'The mother she asked of his house and his home : 

‘Though the castle of Richmond stands fair on the 
hill 

My hall, quoth bold Allen, stands gallanter still : 

"Tis the blue vaulted heaven, with its crescent so 
pale 

And with all its bright spangles, said Allen-a-Dale. 

The father was steel and the mother was stone, 


They lifted the latch, and they bade him begone : 
But loud on the morrow, their wail and their cry ! 


He had laughed on the lass with his bonny black 


eye. 
And she fied to the forest to hear a love tale, 
And the youth it was told by, was Allen-a-Daule. 


GFF ALE SE 


A true lover’s knot is a thing oftener 
Eh! says an old hobbling 
dotard to me, I’ll tie a true lover’s knot with you, 
You, says I, that would be tying 
tongue you couldn’t untie with 
Let me sell 
for you are too purblind 
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AN IRISH MEDLEY, 


On, the hours that I’ve spent in— 

The arms of my dear, 

Can never be thought of but with— 

An Irishman’s heart, to give it its due, 

Is a thing that is honest, ’tis noble, and true ; 

He’ll fight for his king, or he’ll fight at a fair, 

And, when he’s knocked down, cry— 

O, Katty O’Hager, give us a drop— 

For you know I am in sorrow— 

And if I’m obliged my clothes to pop— 

1’ll give you-— 

A regiment of Irish dragoons— 

And they were al! quartered at Derby, 0! 

And they fell in love— 

With the beautiful Molly O’Rigge, 

She’d a nose like the snout of a pig, 

Long carrotty locks, and— 

Shoulders rising over her ears— 

Face just like the moon in full again, 

Shape just like— 

Hennes high mounted on his trotting little 

oney, 

Set off, in full gallop, from Leather-lane to Bow, 

A courting Widow Wilkins, who— 

Married a wife, and brought her home ; 

In her cap she wore a feather, 

All that I could do or say— 

She had a big hump on her back, 

Yet Molly, in troth, was quite poor, 

She lived in the village of Bruff, 

And the boys they all called her— 

The bend of the rue, the girls, &c.° 

O, she’s— 

A charming creature! 

In every feature— 

Sure is Nature’s form displayed— 

All the way to Galloway, Galloway, Galloway, 

All the way to Galloway, early in the morning— 

For I travelled the wide world all over, 

And sailed across the great globe— 

You must set sail from Cork unto Dover— 

And then— 

Lilt up the pipes, let the chanter sound, 
Dearly we dote on the merry note ; 

While the sweet whiskey goes briskly round, 
Drink long life to the petticoat. 
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“~ TOM, MARY, AND DEATH. 
(Cherry. ) 


Poor Tom his wife, fair Mary, loved, 
But Tom was old and sickly ; 

To him his Mary loving proved, 
His laws obeying strictly : 

For if Tom’s head but chanced to ache, 
Such was his wife’s quandary, 

If Death should come, my Tom to take, 
I’d beg him to take Mary. 


Two babes had Tom and Mary blest, 
A sister and a brother ; 

By Tom and Mary both caressed, 
And loved by one another : 

Now Tom an envious ague shakes, 
And Death stalks in, so airy, 

And, at his nod, as Tommy quakes, - 
Here’s Death, my dear! cries Mary. 


O, Death! I’ve oft, cried Mary, said, 
But now I do relent it, 

And when a vow too rash is made, 
We should, of course, repent it ; 

That I for Tom would be thy prey, 
But ’twas a strange vagary 5 

O, call again another day, 
And let Tom keep his Mary. 
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Now Death had heard of Mary’s vow, 
And on her face did stare he ; 

No other day, he cried, but now 
I’ll gripe thee fast, false Mary : 

0, Tom! I know thou'lt be forgiven, 
Thy looks are wild and glary : 

Dear Tom! she cried, pray go to heaven, 
And leave behind your Mary! 


GPL LPERLIF 


DRINK TO LOVE, YOUTH, AND BEAUTY. 


BATHE your lips with Tuscan dew, 
With grateful juice of purple hue ; 
Drain the flowing nect’rous bowl, 
Raise the mind, elate the soul ; 
Henceforth banish haggard Care, 
And drink to each beloved fair. 


Bathe your lips with Tuscan dew, 
With grateful juice of purple hue ; 
?Tis wine invigorates the arm 

To noble deeds, at War’s alarm 3 
Each gen’rous feeling it imparts, 
And renovates our sinking hearts. 


Bathe your lips with Tuscan dew, 

And grateful juice of purple hue ; 

With joy and mirth it all inspires, 

Renews our dying am’rous fires. 

Then never let us flinch from duty, 

But drink to Love, and Youth, and Beauty. 


GIP? LPLEF 


IN THE MIDST OF OUR HAPPINESS, 
LOVE. 


(T. Moore.) 


IN the midst of our happiness, love, 
Why thus turn away with a sigh? 
Is’t the fear least inconstant I prove, 
That bids the tear gush in that eye? 
Believe me, that fear is all vain, 
For all the whole world should I wander, 
I never could love so again, 
I should ne’er find a maid that was fonder. 


In vain eyes may flash and lips smile, 
To me they shall prove no deluders ! 
My love they can never beguile, 
To my heart they can be but intruders. 
From suspicion let thine be at rest, 
_ For mine is so brimfull of thee, 
That, while its throbs rise in my breast, ° 
No room for another there’ll be. 


The tear-drop that stands in those eyes 
Serve to make their soft ray doubly bright, 
As tears wept by soft summer skies, 
In the sun form a rainbow of light! 
Like that rainbow, then, let it portend, 
While vanished each dark cloud of sorrow, 
That jealousy’s storm’s at an end, 
And promise bright looks for to-morrow. 


GPIFIF LEER 


FAMILY BREECHES ; 
OR, A SIDE-WIND HINT TO BACHELORS. 
Air-—‘* Wine does Wonders ev’ry Day.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHEN a woman looks askance, 
When her tongue begins to dance, 
When of wooing-days she preaches ; 
Tf the war of words runs high, 
If she use the pronoun I,— 
Ask her if she’d wear the breeches? 
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That, though she may then deny, 
That she means, and that she’ll try, 
That she'll do, too, that worse which is! 
Woman, if she win the day, 
Woman will the tyrant play, 
While in power she wears the breeches! 


OPP ILLS? 


TOM AND POLL. 
(T. Scarnell. ) 


THE wind blew low, the sea was calm, 
When Tom and Poll first parted ; 
She hung upon his trembling arm, 
And vowed to be true-hearted : 
The tears flowed down her lovely face, 
And sorrow marked each feature ; 
He kissed her oft, and did embrace 
This charming, tender creature. 


My lovely Poll! Tom faintly cries, 
Thy poignant grief dispel ; 
Wipe off those tears which dim thine eyes, 
Then sighed and bade farewell : 
But, ah! e’er long poor Tom had left 
His Poll and native shore ; 
When, by a shot, of life bereft, 
He fell, to rise no more. 


The fatal news, Tom’s death to tell 
Resounded from afar ; 

And told how brave in battle fell, 
This gallant British tar. 

Poor Polly now, with piteous sighs, 
Tom’s fate does oft relate ; 

And to some desert spot she flies, 
To mourn his hapless fate. 


GLASER PLR? 


MEW, MEW, MEW. 
( Goodwin. ) 


To sing about dogs, sir, has long been the fashion, 
Though for cats there’s no songster has yet owned 
the passion : 
While some may entertain with the old strain of 
bow, wow, 
I will endeavour to amuse you all with mew, mew. 
Mew, mew, mew, fal lal di iddi oddy, mew, 
mew, mew. 


There’s Dick Dimple, Billy Gimp, and Sammy 
Smirk are poor cats, 

They pur and mew, and many think they’ve but 
the name of boar cats ; 

To attack a rat they never dare, the task’s too rough 
and hardy, 

And, e’en in facing harmless mice, you often find 
them tardy. 

Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


There’s old aunt Tabby, who, by age, is growing 
very gray, sir, 

In anger chides Miss Kitty now, ’cause she begins 
to play, sir: - 

But old cats or young cats, their principle such 
is, 

To snap up any mouse that may come within their 
clutches, 

Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


Grimalkin, the lawyer, by purring and mewing, 


‘Decoys his poor clients, like mice, into their 


ruin ; 
For, coming within each of his desperate claws, 
sir, 
They’re mumbled, and they’re mauled, ere they 
escape his paws, sir. 
Mew, mew, mew, &c. 
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Next there’s Jack Tar, the blue cat, and, not to 
quit my strain, sir, 

As good a cat as Whittington’s, and better in the 
main, sir; 

For, should Old England’s foes advance, though 
Turk, or Jew, or Pagan, 

He’s sure not to escape, but get worried, crushed, 
and shaken. 

Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


Then there’s the cat in Parliament, haranguing 
loud, and bawling, 

Like those upon the tiles, which, o’er their heads, 
caterwauling : 

The self-same motive operates below as doth above, 
sir, 

And all their squalling, spitting, clawing, are but 
signs of love, sir. 

Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


The cats of state are numerous, 
their wishes, 

But, like other cats, they all incline to seize the 
loaves and fishes ; 

And when they get in place, they become of high 
condition, : 

The terror and destruction to rats in opposition. 

Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


Old Time is a cat that, by winking and blinking, 
Cat like, isalways dozing, to some people’s think- 


and numerous 


ing 3 

And seeing us poor mice, with no one by to watch 
us, 

He’s sure to let out that grim cat, old Death, to 
catch us. 


Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


GILG P PLO? 


POOR BLIND BET. 
(Sir J. Carr.) 


THE morning, purple, on the hill, , - 
The village spire, the ivy’d tow’r ; 
The sparkling wheel of busy mill, 
The grove, green field, and opening flower, 
Are lost to thee 


Dark child of Nature as thou art! 
Yet thy poor bosom heaves no sigh 3 
E’en now thy dimpling cheeks impart, 
As if they knew some pleasure nigh : - 
°Tis good for thee. 


Thou seem’st to say, ‘‘ I’ve sunshine too,” 
’Tis beaming in a spotless breast ; 
No shade of guilt obstructs the view, 
And there are many not so blest 
Who day’s blush see. 


Dear are those eyes by mine ne’er seen, 
Which I protect from many a tear ; 
Kind stranger, ’tis on yonder green 
A mother’s aged form I rear, 
Oh! buy of me. 


a a eee 


BACCHUS, LIBATION, AND JOLLITY; 
OR, THE SONS OF FHE BOWL. 
Air—‘‘ Darby, now what will you do.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


IF death be the wages of sin, 
Mortification and mummery, 

In lite then at once let’s begin, 
Fortification in fummery, 

But not with a sorrowful face, 
Dronification and dumpiry, 

Dead life in a crawling clay-case, 
Groanification and grumpiry:! 
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Then deep let us swig of the bowl, 
Moralization no mockery ; 

Wine the wages is best for the soul, 
So solemnization shy-cockery ! 


If life be a span, as they say, 
Remuneration (if earned it be) 
Is great for Sin’s works of one day, 

Wages’ duration—eternity ! 

Let graybeards indulge in such dreams ; 
Strange incubation—nightmare it is! 
Our souls still we’ll bathe in the streams 
Where life’s renovation in claret is. 
While they die every day that they live, 

Mollification mad croakery ! 
Every day new life wine to us give 
In jollification and jokery! 


If sackcloth and ashes imply 
Purification ; then popery 

In coal-sacks ’mongst coal-dust, may lie, 
All lamentation and mopery ! 

If such things to happiness lead, 
Self-castigation may pious be 5 

But this be our motto and creed— 
<* Bacchus, libation, and jollity ! 

Friendship and mirth hand-in-hand, 
Carolization, song, catch, and glee, 

The sons of the bow] first shall stand 
For harmonization and unity.” 


GFP EL EI FE 


PHBE KIND AND COLIN TRUE. 
(R. Lloyd.) 


AGAIN in rustic weeds arrayed, 

A simple swain, a simple maid; 

O’er rural scenes with joy we’ll rove 

By dimpling brook or cooling grove. 

The birds shall strain their little throats, 
And warble wild their merry notes, 
Whilst we converse beneath the shade, 
A happy swain and happy maid. 


Thy hands shall pluck, to grace my bower, 
The luscious fruit, the fragrant flower, 
While joys shall bless, for ever new, 

Thy Pheebe kind, my Colin true. 


GPPPCLVIE 


THE PARSON AND THE QUAKER. 


A JOLLY-FACED parson once happened to pop 

Into Simon Pure’s plain-dealing every day shop; 

To look out a hat that would just fit his nob, 

But his rev’rence found that a most difficult job. 
Derry down, &c. 


He looked and he tried, still laying them down, 
For he had found none big enough for his crown; 
At last he squeezed one on, it fitted him pat, 
“‘ Now,” says he, ‘* Mr. Pure, what’s the price 
of this hat ?” 
Derry down, &c. 


Simon turned round the.hat ’fore his cream 
coloured face, 

«« Twelve-and-ninepence !” said he, and a humph 
filled the space ; 

«« Twelve-and-ninepence !” 
turned the hat o’er, 

«« By G—, I ne’er gave so much money before !” 

Derry down, &c. 


The Quaker cried, ‘* Parson, thou’1t in a bad way, 

We people ne’er swear but by good yea and nay ; 

We never make mention of God’s holy name.” 

«« By G—,” says the parson, ‘‘ then you’re muc’: 
to blame.” 


cried black coat, anc 


Derry down, &c. 
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Las Humph V says the Quaker, “ art sure this is 
If thow asaehiel? next Sunday, I’ll come near thy 
And if, ES a done, thou wilt swear plain and 
By soonyee and nay, I will give thee the hat!” 
Derry down, &c. 


The parson agreed—and on good Sunday next 
His Quakership went just to hear this bad text; 
In the aisle’s vacant centre he took up his place, 
And stared his fat reverence full in the face. 
Derry down, &c. 


There he stood like a post, without moving a limb, 
With his vinegar face, and his hat with broad 
brim ; 
For the whole congregation why this was rare fun, 
For he ne’er stirred a limb till the parson begun! 
Derry down, &c. 


“‘ By God,” said the parson, “ we live and we 
moves ans 
By God we have feeling, and pleasure, and love !” 
The Quaker then hearing him speak it so pat, 
Cried out—* Then, by G—, I have lost my new 
hat” 
Derry down, &c. 


GILLPOPER? 


SAY, WHY THOSE EYES OF LIQUID FIRE. 
(Frome. ) 


SAY, why those eyes of liquid fire, 
Whose smiles with tenderness delight, 

Whose languid sweetness fan desire, 
O’erflow with tears, yet are so bright? 


Ah! if ’tis love floats in those orbs, 

Oh! say why tears obstruct their sight ; 
Yes, speak the feeling that absorbs 

Their sparkling lustre, dazzling light. 


But if ’twas pity drew them there, 
Or if ’tis sorrow melts thine eyes, 
Then, dearest maid, thy grief I'll share, 
With kindred tears and kindred sighs. 


Yet if those tears, enchanting fair! 
Exist, thy innocence to prove, 

May heaven preserve them ever there, 
As types of constancy and love. 


GPIPLOPLOFL 


LET US JOIN 
CHORUS. 


(Pearce. ) 


To mirth, O to mirth, let us join in full chorus, 
And may no ill-omen this night hover o’er us! 
Ye beauties around us that cluster, ~ 
So apt to distress, 
So ready to bless, 
Your eyes beam on life its best lustre. 
To mirth, O to mirth, let us join in full chorus, 
And may no ill omen this night hover o’er us. 


This hour take to heart no more sorrow 
Than may, with the heel, 
Be kicked off in a reel, 
And quite out of mind by to-morrow. 
To mirth, O to mirth, &c. 


We can be but a short space together 5 
Yet, while the sun’s bright, 
We'll bask in his light, 
As cheerful as birds in full feather. 
To mirth, O to mirth, &c. 


To mirth all unite in full chorus, 
And, though night steals away, 
He must leave behind day, 
And may uot a cloud lie before us! 
To mirth, O to mirth, &c. 


TO MIRTH IN FULL 
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EVENING NOW, SOFTLY CLOSING. 
A DUET. 
(H. M. Milner.) 


She.—Ev’ning now, softly closing, 
Spreads her dark veil around ; 
Nature is all reposing, 
Flowers their sweets disclosing, 
Hushed ev’ry whispering sound. 


He.—Tones, such as angels only 
Breathe to each list’ning sphere, 
Break on the stillness lonely, 
-In strains to me so dear. 


Both.—Oh! how calm, how blest a feeling, 
Through the bosom gently stealing, 
Hearts like ours united prove, 
To our souls the truth revealing, 
That the peace of heart is love. 


POLIS IEES 


MANAGER GAG; 
‘OR, FAMILY MERIT. 


AT a village in Ireland, I’ve heard people say, 
Mr. Gag with his family dwelt ; 
A man who could act any part in a play, 
‘Make you laugh, or with sympathy melt. 
But an accident happened to poor Mr. G. 
For one arm by a surgeon was lopped, 
But a false one of cork filled the place to a T, 
Which in acting a part he thus flopped = 
( Imitation. ) 
“<< T knew by the smoke,” &c. 
Sure never was seen, 
Since a playhouse has been, 
Such an actor of merit as Gag. 


‘ Now Gag had a wife, whose wonderful fame 


Had spread through the world far and near ; 
From the queen to his Hamlet she’d play Ashfield’s 
- dame, 
Without either fright, dread, or fear. 
But she, like her husband, a loss did provoke, 
And auxiliary help ’bliged to beg, 
Not alms of the great, but a deputy of oak, 
For the loss she had met was her leg. 
( Imitation. ) 
Sure never was seen, 
Since a playhouse has been, 
Such an actress of merit as Gag. 


Now their son, master Gag, when two years of age, 
Could play Tommy Thumb with great skill ; 
In Shakspeare or Colman could read any page, 

Or the goose in a pantomime fill. |. 
But Tom, as the offspring of mammy and dad, 
Ill luck from his cradle possessed, 
He lisped, he stuttered, and squinted so had, 
When he looked east he always saw west. 
( Imitation. ) 
Sure never was seen, 
Since a playhouse has been, 
Such a family of merit as Gags. 


PPLE PPS 


STERLING WIT IS STERLING GOLD. 
A GLEE. 
(E. Mulso.) 
Ir the prize you mean to get, 
Season music well with wit, 
Sense and harmony combined, 
Make a banquet for the mind : 
The prize obtained, with me you'll hold, 
Sterling wit is sterling gold. 


SP LEE 
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The Captain missed Pat, for it was not a lucky shot ; 
Pat Holloway fired next, and a very fine duck he shot. 





PADDY HOLLOWAY AND THE BOLD 
‘CAPTAIN NORAGHON, 


( Heartwell. ) 


ARRAH! what a big nose had the bold Captain No~ 
raghon, 
Pat Holloway he pulled it till he made him to roar 
again ; 
Whack fal de diddle, shoot him through the mid- 
dle, 
Whack fal de diddle, well-a-day, 
Whack fal de diddle, captain, through the mid- 
dle 
Och! shoot Paddy Holloway. 


Both they chose me for their seconds, and I gave 
my word to both; 
For second man to two men is one man, that’s third 
to both, 
Whack fal de diddle, &c. 


We met by a duck-pond.—Cries Captain No- 
raghon, 

Pat Holloway, Ill shoot you ; you never shall snore 
again, / 

Whack fal de diddle, &c. 

The Captain missed Pat, for it was not a lucky 
shot 5 

Pat Holloway fired next, and a very fine duck he 
shot 

: Whack fal de diddle, &c. 


Then I stepped in between ’em, ’twas full time to 
take it up ; ‘ 

For a duel now is one shot a-piece, and then make 
it up! 


Whack fal de diddle, shoot him through the mid- 


dle ; 
Whack fal de diddle, well-a-day ! 
Whack fal de diddle, shake each other’s daddle, 
And fust friends they walked away. 


PPEILIGD 


54—VYOL. LI. 


NAPOLEON’S GRAVE. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


WHERE yon mourning willow weepeth, 
There the mighty hero sleepeth ; 

Lo! its branches gently wave 

O’er the great Napoleon’s grave : 
Neath its gloomy sombre shade 

Is the mighty chieftain laid ;— 

Closed that eye, and mute that tongue 
Once in tale of battle sung. 


Is his mortal journey o’er? 

Are his glorious deeds no more? 
He whom haughty Gaul obeyed, 
Can his laurels ever fade ? 

Must that arm which oft did wield 
Victory’s standard, Glory’s shield, 
Cold and still for ever lie, 
Unobserved by mortal eye ? 


Gallia, weep! the hero’s dead 
Once your sons to glory led! 
Gallia, mourn! thy joy is o’er, 
Great Napoleon is no more! 

Yes, thy sons must ever weep 
Where the chieftain rests in sleep ; 
And thy daughters e’er will mourn 
At the mighty conqueror’s urn. 


First of the mighty! rest in peace, 
Here thy griefs and sorrows cease ; 
Here will breathe thy requiem sigh, 
Here will tears bedew each eye ; 
Here, yes, here we’ll love to trace 
Thy mould’ring relics inthis place ; ~ 
Though obscure and lone the spot, 
Great Napoleon’s ne’er forgot. 


GIILFIIID 
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NOW GIOVANNI 1S WED, HE MUST 
MAKE UP HIS MIND. 


Air—“ When a Man weds.”—( Moncrieff. ) 
GIOVANNI is wedded, and soon he will find 


That breezes and clouds, storm and calm of all 


kind, 


And bawlings and squallings, and noise to some 


tune, 

Will quickly embitter his sweet honey-moon! 
He has got a young wife, 

And soon a rare life 

She’ll lead him; to keep him from raking, 
She’ll buckle close to him, 

And in her turn woo him ; 

Great care of his constancy taking! 
No more he must rove, 

For conjugal love 

Sticks up very strict for its rights, sir; 
He never must stray 
A moment by day; 

And, above all, must not stray at nights, sir. 
Farewell to the misses, 

And sweet stol’n kisses, 

Pleasing him, teazing him,—fy, fy! 
Yes, now poor Giovanni 
Will find one too many, 

Watching him, catching him,—sly, sly! 
Scolding, ranting, panting, 
Fainting, hysterical, tragical, 

Yellow, see !—Jealousy ! 

Yes, married Giovanni must make up his mind, 

That conjugal storms he will now and then find ; 

Must make up his mind 

To breezes and storms of all kind 
Numps for dinner, 
Wicked sinner ! 

Pouting, flouting,—go, go! 
White-Sergeant Hector, 
Curtain-lecture ! 

Abusing, refusing him,—no, no! 

Blue looks, 
Too many cooks, 

Rantrums, tantrums,—pshaw, pshaw! 
Separate beds, 

Broken heads 

Assailing him, railing him,—elaw, claw! 
Recrimination, 

Strange situation, 

Cornaby, hornaby,—faux paux! 
Strong omens, 

Doctors’ Commons ; 

Crimini, femini,—law, law! 

Crimini, Gemini, cornaby, hornaby, 


Wrangle’em, jangle ’em, enforce ?em, divorce ’em, 


Ramages, damages, fitnesses, witnesses, 
Pout ’em, flout ’em, 

Watching him, catching him, 
Hysterical, tragical, 

Assailing him, nailing him, ~ 
Abusing, refusing, 
Rantrums, tantrums, 
Storming, warming, 
Calling, squalling, 
Painting, fainting, 
Crimini, femini, 
Enforce ’em, divorce ’em, 


Now Giovanni is wed, he must make up his mind 


To conjugal breezes and squalls of all kind ; 
Must make up his mind 
To breezes and squalls of all kind! 


CIPIIIGS 


ZEPHYR AND FLORA. 
(J. W. Smith.) 


ZEPHYR, on his flirting pinions, 
Stole from Flora’s gay dominions, 





Sweets from ev’ry flow’r that blows, 
Jasmine, violet, and rose. 

Frolic still in height of bliss, 

From their fragrance formed a kiss. 


The bower he sought, the banks of roses, 
Where Idalia’s queen reposes ; 

And, enamoured beyond measure, 

On her sweet lips breathed the treasure : 
She, awakened by the bliss, 

Named the balmy boon a kiss. 


Kisses, Zephyr, hence shall be 
Dedicate to love and me; 

Thrilling transports that impart 
Love’s soft language to the heart : 
Cupid, would’st thou heighten bliss, ~ 
Aim thine arrows with a kiss. 


CLOSES LIP 


OH! I LOVE MY MASSA, KIND. 
(Cobb.) 


Ou! I love my massa, kind ; 

He be poor Indian’s friend alone ; 
Ven he smile, den joy I find, 

Ven he grieve, I, sure, must moan. 


So de sun, you may perceive him 
Make de rice-stalk grow so high ; 

Who if him benefactor leave him, 
Mourn him loss, and droop, and die. 


OGLPLIP PL? 


FOR SOLDIERS THE FEAST PREPARE. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


For soldiers the feast prepare, | 
Who friends protect and foes annoy, 
What War has won, let’s now enjoy, 
Good cheer bright mirth bestowing ! 
Old Sir-loin first we’ll nobly dare, 
Our host looks round his table, 
His breast with friendship glowing ; 
We, jovial lads, whilst able, 
Resolved to do all honour 
To the donor ; 
With courage charge 
His boiled and roast, 
In goblets large, 
Each loyal toast 
With speaking bumpers flowing. 


Let drums beat, and fifes sound shrill, 
Ye clarions, lend your sweetest. notes, 
Now, trumpets, rend your silver throats, 
Proclaim, in warlike measure, 
When the rosy bowl we fill, 
The fair shall do their duty, 
And sip its balmy treasure 5 
Touched by the lip of Beauty, 
Tis now a draft for Hector ! 
’Tis nectar, 
The gods’ delight. Here’s wine and love, 
Like Mars who fight, should kiss like Jove, 
By turn the soldier’s pleasure. 


PP IELPLOPF 


WHEN NATURE SINKS ON SOMNUS’S 
LAP. 


A FAIRY GLEE. 
Air—* C’est V Amour.’”’—(J. Bruton.) 


WHEN Nature sinks on Somnus’s lap, 
And the rose retires to weep, 

When the drowsy bat his wings doth flap, 
Then we our vigils keep. 


‘ 
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When pale Luna’s beaming, 
Her rays of silvery sheen, 
Where the glowworm’s gleaming, 
We fairies trip unseen, 
Through tangled glen and forest, 
O’er flow’ry dale and mead ; 
From haunt of men securest, 
With wanton steps we tread ; 
Then come from out each rustic fen, 
Ye satyrs, all advance ; 
In yonder peaceful moonlit glen, 
Come, join our mazy dance, 
When Nature sinks, &c. 


Sometimes, with briskly motion, 
Soft as the moonbeam’s play 
On the dark blue wave of ocean, 
We merrily trip away ; 
And, while each heart rejoices, 
And each foot doth lightly bound, 
We sweetly swell our voices 
Tn holy cadence round : 
Then come from out your coral caves, 
Ye sea-nymphs all advance, 
Upon the silvery azure waves, 
Come, join our mazy dance. 
When Nature sinks, &c. 


GPIPOLSP OR 


DIFFERENT WAYS OF DRIVING. 
(Collins. ) 


SINCE here we are met, in a jovial throng, 
To beguile Old Time as he jogs along, 
Let us sing, while we drive dull Care before us, 
A song, quite new, to the good old chorus 
Of ding dong, dash along, high gee ho! 


Over life’s high road while we post away, 
As time and tide for no man will stay, 
If we’d reach the spot where we wish to arrive, 
It must all depend on the way we drive. 
With a ding dong, &c. 


The hand of industry will never fail, 

As the proverb tells us, to drive the nail 3 

But, ere we can boast we have rightly sped, 

We must hit the right nail upon the head. | 
With a ding dong, &c. 


The grave schoolmaster, who learning spreads, 
And would drive it into his pupils’ heads, 
Lays on with his birch when in that he fails, 
As if bent upon driving it into their tails 
With a ding dong, &c. 

Soon grown a pack of conceited elves, 
Through life we quarter the road ourselves, 
And, perhaps, when all we have learnt at school 
Is to drive the trade of a knave or a fool. 

: With a ding dong, &c. 


Some drive it away through thin and thick, 
Till Fortune plays them an old jade’s trick, 
For, whenever she takes it into her head, 
The gipsy will neither be drove nor led. 
With a ding dong, &c. 


Yet some at a bargain, by which to thrive, 

Like a dog at a bull will run full drive ; 

And up or down, on the steep or the level, 

Set a beggar o’ horseback, he'll drive to the devil. 
With his ding dong, &c. 


When, to shun a gaol, or to ’scape a snap, 

A poor dog’s driven into wedlock’s trap, 

While against the collar he pulls and strives, 

Ah! says he, needs must when the Devil drives. 
With a ding dong, &c. 


Sometimes a filly, that is blood to the bone, 
Shall be coupled, and for life, to a lifeless drone ; 


And we sometimes see such an odd-matched pair 
Tana .ne stoutest horse is an old gray mare. 
With her ding dong, &c, 


At a swing of a size the spendthrift runs, 

And he’ll tell ye he knows how to drive the duns 

But the melting cash in his purse will burn, 

Till the duns, at last, drive him in their turn, 
With their ding dong, &c, 


Yet we all for the lead and the whip-hand strive 
While over the course of life we drive, 
Till the last push over the turf is past, 
And under the turf we are bundled at last, 
With a ding dong, &c. 


PPL PPE LIL 


WILLIAM AND ANNA. 
(J. Crick.) 
FAIR ANNA was handsome, good-natured, and 


Say, 
Beloved by young William, a brave British tar, 
Whose duty ’twas called her young sailor away 
To plough the salt waves :—he was stationed 
afar. 
He vowed he’d be constant and make herx his bride, 
If fortune permitted him home to return ; 
Clasped his love in his arms, who reluctantly 
cried— 
“* Can you leave your poor Anna behind you to 
mourn.” 


He, being a captain, by honour was bound 
In his country’s defence on the ocean to roam, 
With Nelson, whose name is with victory crowned, 
To quell the proud foe, where fierce billows foam. 
When an action commenced, then poor William 
soon fell, 
By Fate he was destined no more to return, 
Nor thought that for ever he’d taken farewell 
Of his Anna—who cried <«‘ Can you leave me to 
mourn!” 


Now, when the sad news reached this fond maiden’s 
ear 
That William, her true love, in battle was shot ; 
Half frantic, she cried, full of grief and despair, 
Thus in sorrow bewailing her pitiful lot, 
«« Have I lived but for him, for him lived in vain; 
My William, poor William, is dead, then!” she 
cried ; 
“« Without him in this world I ne’er can remain !” 
With a sigh, broken-hearted, she languished and 
died! 


OPLIPILPER 


THE PATROL’S MIDNIGHT AIR, AND 
WATCHMEN’S CHORUS. 


(Beuler. ) 
RECITATIVE,. 

*TWAs on the spot where St. Giles’s pound once 
stood 

Three watchmen met, one warm midsummer’s 
night, 

And, ts ee cried the hour o’er the neighbour- 
ood, 


The patrol bawled this stave with all his might : 
Air— Fly not yet!” 


Cry not yet the midnight hour, 
First let me tell you, mind your power 
To clear the streets of ev’ry wight 
Who likes to make a row at night 

With maids who love the moon. 
Twas but to make such chaps afraid 
That rattles and watchmen both were made: 
For this was formed the watchman’s calling, 
Nightly o’er the parish bawling, 
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Past twelve! 
Past twelve ! 
We sha’n’t see a night again 
So fine as this, but, oh! “tis pain 
To leave the box so soon. 
Past twelve! &c. 


Cry not yet :—the man who made 
Running races for his trade 
Slept snug in bed at noon-day’s sun, 
And then, like shooting star, to run 
Began when night was near ; 

So should a watchman tumble snug 
All day and snooze beneath his rug, 
Nor waken till the candles, burning, 
Show the hour on beat for turning. 

Past twelve ! 

Past twelve ! 
When did morning ever break 
And see such watchmen wide awake 
Like these now bawling here. 

Past twelve! &c. 


At Christmas time, you know, my lads, 
We shall go boxing for the brads ; 
It is a time we all must cherish, 
For, of all the bowes in the parish, 
None’s like a Christmas box. 

Then, try the shutters of each shop, 
Knock sots down and take ’em up; 
And, if a rogue is running by, 
If charged or not, be sure you cry 

Stop thief! 

Stop thief ! 
Spring your rattles, and baw] and swear, 
So that you, watch, the folks may hear, 
Though sleeping sound as rocks. 

Stop thief! &c. 


GPOEILFLIEOIF 


HARK, THE HORN SALUTES THE EAR. 


RECITATIVE. 
HARK! the horn salutes the ear, 
The hunter’s ready, morning clear! 
Come, the happy hours embrace, 
Join the ever jovial chase. 


AIR. 
See the stag, how he bounds 
O’er the neighbouring grounds, 
His speed still increased by his fear : 
Hills and dales are soon past, 
See, his swiftness so vast, 
The huntsmen he leaves in the rear. 


?Twas Nimrod of old, 
By the poets we’re told, 

Began first the sports of the chase ; 
Though so great was his fame, 
There’s a slur on his name, 

As men he pursued in the race. 


But such tyrants the chase 
Will its pleasures disgrace, 
Yet friendship shall still be our guide ; 
With the sound of the horn 
Call forth each in the morn, 
Our sports then shall nothing divide. 


But again he’s in view, 
And we nearer pursue, 
His spirits decrease as he flies ; 
Now they’ve pulled him to the ground, 
And the dogs have him bound, 
Ano. see how he trembles and dies! 


Now, our pleasures complete, 
Hark, the horn sounds retreat, 
Our sports doth our health still maintain ; 


To the bowl next away, 
We'll with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again. 


PLPILE LFS 


IN THE DRESS OF FREEMASONS. 
Air—“ In the Garb of Old Gaul.” 


IN the dress of freemasons, fit garments for Jove, 
With the strongest attachment, true brotherly 
love, 
We now are assembled, all jovial and free, 
For who are so wise—so social as we! 
And since we’re bound, by secresy, to unity and 
love, 
Let us, like brethren, faithful still to ev’ry bro- 
ther prove : 
Thus, hand in hand, let’s firmly stand, 
All masons, in a ring, 
Protectors of our native land, 
The craft, and the king. 


Though some, with ambition, for glory contend, 
And, when they’ve attained it, despise a poor 
friend ; 
Yet a mason, though noble, his fame to insure, 
Counts each mason his brother, though ever so 
poor. 
And, since we’re bound, &c. 


But not to our brethren alone we confine 

That brotherly love, that affection divine ; 

For our kind-hearted sisters in that bear a share, 

And, as we admire, we’re beloved by the fair. 
And, since we’re bound, &c. 


With justice, with candour, our bosoms are warmed, 
Our tongues are with truth and sincerity armed ; 
We’re loyal, we’re trusty, we’re faithful to those 
Who treat us as friends, and we laugh at our foes. 
And, since we’re bound, &c. 


We bend to the king, to our master we bend ; 
For these are the rulers we’re bound to defend : 
And with such a king, such a master, my boys, 
As Britons, as masons, we’ve cause to rejoice. 
And, since we’re bound, &c. 


GPOPPP IP? 


I LEOTLY LOVED A LASS RIGHT WEEL. 
(Rev. T. Browne.) 


I LEOTLY loved a lass right weel, 
Was beautiful and witty, 
But all I sed (an’ it was a deal) 
Could never raise her pity, 
Or mak her love me. 


I tell’d, owre and owre again, 
(Did monie reasons render) 
She’d never fynd another swain 
Wad be se fond and tender, 
If she’d bud love me. 


I’d tent my sheep i’ field or faud, 
Wi’ spirits light and cheery, 
Through summer’s heat and winter’s caud 
If she wad be my deary, 
And say she’d love me. 


I’s nobbut a poor shepherd lad, 
My hands aleean mainteean me ; 
Waes me! weel, I be se sad, 
That maks the lass disdeean me, 
”At winnot love me 


I thought at first, i’ my dispair, 
I’d gang and get me listed, 
And bravely meet my death i’ war, 
Because the lass insisted 
She wad not love me, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


But now I’ve teean another mind, 
I’ll try to quite forget her ; 
Another lass may be mair kind, 
I’ze like as weel, or better, 
An’ she may love me. 


GLO IOI SF 


PADDY’S DESCRIPTIONS. 
Air—* Barney Bodkin broke his Nose.” 
(D. Wicks.) 


WHEN back to Munster I do go, 
The girls they will all bother me, 

About big Londen town,—-but blow 
Me if I know what I see. 


The first thing I did chance to spy, 
Was a balloon when ont of oie ; 
You may think it’s all my eye, 
But I pledge my honour bright. 
Sing whack row de diddy di, 
Pat will never tell a lie ; 
For if he’s luck, he means to live 
Ten years after he does die. 


1 saw a brother Pat one day, 

In Hyde-park, naked ’mong some rogues 5 
And to the spalpeen I did say, 

Where is the thief that stole your brogues? 


They said he was A Killes named, 
And that the ladies placed him there ; 
Said I, they ought to be ashamed, 
To let his latter end go bare. 
Sing whack row de diddy di, &c. 


I saw the wild beasts in the Strand, 
A tiger, tame as any duck, 

Genteelly took me by the hand, 
And asked me to take pot-luck. 


At supper-time I ehanced to go, 
And then—oh! wonderful to tell, 
An elephant his nose did blow, 
And for the cook now rang the bell. 
Sing whack row de diddy di, &c. 


I saw a stage-coach run alone, 
Perhaps the horses were inside ; 

And as the coach now was their own, 
For once they wished to take a ride. 


I saw cast-iron pipes laid down, 
Instead of wood, as I passed by ; 
‘They said "twas to make light the town, 
But this I know to be a lie. 
Sing whack row de diddy di, &c. 


GLI LIL L SF 


WHAT IS LOVE? 
(Upton.) 


Wuat is love? can words define it? 
Tell me where it deigns to dwell? 
. Fancy-born, to air consign it; 
Tis at best Illusion’s spell. 


Tell me, is it not deceiving? 
Something far from truth apart? 
Or, O, yes! it is believing, 
Love, fond love, is in the heart! 


GOL IP LLP 


THE CAMP OF PLEASURE. 
( Dibdin.) 

WHILE whim and glee, and jest and song, 

Display their charming treasure ; 
Mingling in gay laughter’s throng, 

Come to the camp of pleasure. 
All human beings have their cares, 

Life’s made of joy and sorrow, 
To balance life, then, our affairs 

Should of our pleasures borrow. 
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Youth’s joy’s season, 80 is age, 
Each temper, sex, complexion, 
In mirth may harmlessly engage, 
As well as in reflection. 
While whim and glee, &c. 


You who proudly roll in wealth ; 
You whose means are slender ; 
You whose lungs proclaim your health ; 
You whose frames are tender ; 
You who wear grave wisdom’s wigs 
You who deal in folly ; 
You who merry are as grigs, 
You who are melancholy. 
While whim and glee, &c. 


Where’s ’mongst them all the cynic elf, 
Of joy the open scorner ; 
But dofted the sage, and to himself 
Took pleasure in a corner ? 
In short, who sets up to despise 
Those joys that mirth awaken, 
I will not radely say he lies, 
But surely he’s mistaken. 
While whim and glee, &o. 


PIP IP IPD 


FATHER’S DEAD AND I’M A SLAVE, 
(Cumberland. ) 


IN lowly cot, by Tagus shore, 
I dwelt ; my father used the sea, 
I made his nets, 1 kept his store, 
And hard I wrought—-but I was free. 


One summer morn I ventured out, 

The deep was smooth as smooth could be; 
A storm arose ; the boat was stout, 

Father was strong—and I was free. 


Fear not, my darling child, he sa:¢, 
Go down and leave the deck to me— 
Father, I cried, I’m not afraid, 
For you are brave—and I am free. 


But soon I heard the dismal cries 

Of voices louder than the waves ; 
A Sallee rover made us prize, 

And father and myself were slaves. 


He died of grief, I pined away, 
And fast was sinking to the grave, 
Sad hours were mine, for well-a-day ! 
I was an orphan—and a slave. 


Nadab at length by Heav’n was sent 
In blessed hour my life to save, 
And I with Nadab lived content, 
Though father’s dead—and I’m a slave. 


GPPLIIEP 


THE RIVAL CLUBS; 
OR, LIFE ALONG SHORE. 
(J. Hammond.) 
- THE BREWERS versus THE ANGEL. 


You ng heard (I’ve no doubt) how the nobs all 
enlist 
In the Club of the Holy Alliance, 
And A heard, too, of clubs where sons of the 
st 
Presume to be men of science : 
You have heard of clubs for the Jacobin class, 
As well as for those who are loyal ; 
But two rivals I sing that even surpass 
St. James’s and the fam’d Palais Royal. 


SPOKEN.] Walk in, walk in, gentlemen, and 
get a birth among the brewers; here you will find 
the honours of the pack fairly shuffled, and the 
Jack of Clubs takes the chair. Ay, walk in, gen- 
tlemen, here you will find puns, punch, politics, 


406 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 
proverbs, and problems, in high perfection. Yes, 
and you may add, here they will find a complete 
concentration of talent; we are, in fact, a constel- 
lation of genuses, and this is a focus for the wis- 
dom, the wit, and the news of the parish. Mr. 
Chairman, move the question: is it upon astro- 
logy, physiology, phrenology, chronology, or do 
you make an apology? Why, sir, I shall first read 
the report of accidents and offences as they stand 
on the book at my office, verbatim. Stop, Mr. 
Chair, the question involves a point of common 
law, forest law, and parochial law, and no law shall 
stop me from stating it. If a baker upon an unin- 
habited island has a loaf stolen from his basket, who 
is he to sue for damages? He! he! interesting club! 
I suppose the baker would be crusty till it was set- 
tled by a county-rate. Right, sir, but Mr. Chair’s 
wrong : he seems to have forgot the subject for to- 
night is that of attraction, and @ very attractive 
subject it is: the question is this, Is not the attrac- 
tion of an object in an inverse ratio to the square of 
its distance? Upon my word we had better square 
the reckoning, for these questions cannot be settled 
to-night. No, sir, I leave not this here club with- 
out my full quantum of news, and do move that the 
president read his report. Well, gents, but let me 
first state, that we have seven males due, besides 
females, and that the report must, of course, be less 
interesting ; but thus much stood upon the book. 
Order, gentlemen, to the report. Hem! last Sunday 
noon a Wapping rat crossed our parish in an east- 
erly course. N.B. Fire-arms in abundance, but 
the animal escaped. He, he, he! interesting quad- 
ruped! Silence for the report—Last night a quan- 
tity of crabs was stolen from Clark’s orchard. N.B. 
The inhabitants were SOUR upon the occasion. 
Notice. A five-feet way has been discovered in 
Seven-step-alley. N.B. Any of you may step and 
see it. Mrs. Wigsby will lay in on the 4th, and 
not the 24th, as stated in my last. N.B. The mis- 
take was not mine by no means. O, sir, pray 
knock out the negative, and then it will be sense. 
How so?’ Why it was nonsense before. He, he, 
he! an interesting pun on the negative particle non, 
suppose we sing non nobis. It smells too much of 
the other club to take here, but let’s go down there, 
just to give em a turn. Bravo! agreed, agreed ! 
all, all !— 


Then they stop the report, 
And they break up the court, 
In the midst of the chair’s information ; 
While the poet secures, 
From The Angel and Brewers, 
A trifle for your approbation. 


THE ANGEL. 


You have heard, I’ve no doubt, a great deal about 
Odd clubs, and their members called Brothers, 
And you’ve heard of some clubs, where orators 
spout 
For the fun and the fancy of others: 
You’ve heard, I suppose, of clubs for new clothes, 
And of coal-clubs as dark as the devil ; 
But that at the Angel, as all the world knows, 
Is one where you all find your level. 


SPOKEN.] Walk in, my worthies, here we are, 
as hot as blazes, and all below like the fullen angels. 
Well, then, suppose you squeezes a bit further, and 
let me get into the Poet’s Corner. I’d thank you 
not to stir the fire, for the tallow-chandler wares 
warm, and seems to be in the melting mood. Ha, 
ha, ha! look ye there now, dinna I tell ye when 
ye com’d along shore ye’d find life in water colours ? 
Well, now I thinks we are so near the river, that 
this may be called the funny club. Stop a bit! as 
we are so werry near the stairs, it ought to be 
‘ermed the wherry ciub. With due submission, 
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gentlemen, and to suit both, it should be the werry 
Sunny club. He, he, he! Mister Chairman, is 
there any thing fresh in the pool? Yes, a great 
‘quantity of salt fish. ’Faith, Mr. President, that’s 
a start; but before I start, I hope you'll start a 
topic ;. let it be on algebra, trigonometry, or conic 
sections, nothing comes amiss to me, of course, 
for [ am so skilled in the eternal principles of ma- 
thematics, that I can answer any thing—quod erat 
demonstrandum. Shiver my timbers, if I knows one 
word about them are, but if you is com’d from the 
other club to go beyand me here, I considers it 
d d onfair; but here’s a rum one. Vas the 
Wixen, vhich vas lost on the Goodwin Sands, 200 
tens per register, with a flush deck and a busk head, 
vas she built by Peter M s? (Hiccup.) Why, 
Mr. Chair has the weather-gage now, and yet rolls 
about like a beer-barrel in the Bay of Biscay ; but 
in order to show the other club we can beat ’em at 
music, if not at mathematics, I propose a song. 
And I wish you may get it. Get it! why we have 
singers here of all sorts; here’s old Fortissimo, 
and young Dulcissimo, and both get the grand 
Bravissimo. He, he, he! vat a werry funny club. 
Order to a song from old Fortissimo. Why, sir, 
I’ve sich a stuffage at my stomach, through old age, 
and eating apples, that I shall sing short— 








Mark the muses from on high 

Now peeping down at you and I, 

That will suit both you and me, 

For the noble theme shall be, 

Brewers, go home, and gaily join the glee. 


SPOKEN.] Bravo! vat a ’stonishing old man! 
Now, then, for a specimen of the piano! ”Pon ho- 
nour, I’ve had so much punch and that sort of 
thing, that I must sing small.— 


Thine am I, ye jovial swains, 
Thine, ye bonny Brewers, — 
All the punch that’s in my veins, 
Veins and all are yours ; 

To the club-room let me strut, 
There to see a bowl in, 

Though the wind gripe every gut, 
That will stop their growling. 


Huzza! then they progress report, 
And break up the court, ; 
While room’s left for more emuiation. 


SPPPPP PS 


MY SHEPHERD, FOND LOVE,. AND 
CONTENT. 


(Mrs. Brooke.) 


Too happy when Edward was kind, 
My father agreed to our love! 

No cares e’er disordered my mind, 
I sung as I traversed the grove. 


Like the lark’s was each note of my song, 
Serene were my cheerful days spent ; 

Whilst eve brought my shepherd along, 
My shepherd, fond love, and content. 


4 IDO PILE 


THE SEXTON. 


[Originally sung by Ben Jonson, as the Grave- 
digger in Hamlet. ] 


ONCE more to my arms, my loved pick-axe and 
spade, 
With the rest of the tools that belong to my trade, 
i that buried others am rose from the dead. 
With a ring a ring, ring a ring, 
and dig a dig dig. 
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My thoughts are grown easie, my mind is at rest, 
Since things at the worst are now grown to the 
best, 
And I and the worms that long fasted shall feast. 
With a ring a ring, &c. 


How I long to be measuring, cleaving the ground, 


And commending the soil, for the skulls shall be 
found, 2 ; 

Whose thickness alone, not the soil, makes them 
sound. 


With a ring aring, &c. 


Look ye, masters, I’ll cry, may the saints ne’er 
me save, 
If this be’ant a well-contrived sort of a grave, 
As a man cuuld wish on such occasion to have. 
With a ring a ring, &c. 


Observe but the make of’t, I’ll by you be tried, 
And the coffin, so fresh there, that lies on that 
side, 
It’s fifty years since he that owns it has died. 
With aring a ring, &c. 


I hope to remember your friend in a bowl, 
An honest good gentleman, God rest his soul, 
He has that for a ducat is worth a pistole. 

With a ring a ring, &c. 


At marriages next, I’ll affirm it and swear, 
If the bride would be private, so great was my 
care 
That not a soul knew that the priest joined the 
pair. 
With a ring aring, &c. 
When I myself whispered and told it about, 
What door they’d go in at, what door they’d go 
out, 
To receive the salutes of the rabble and rout. 
With a ring a ring, &c. 


At christenings I’ll sit with abundance of joy, 
And drink to the health of the girl or the boy, 
At the same time I wish that Fate both would de- 
stroy, 
That [ may ring a ring, &c. 


Whaite’er my religion, my meaning’s to thrive ; 
So the child that is born to the fount but survive, 
__ No matter how short its continuance alive, 

That I may ring a ring, &c. 


Hear then, my good neighbours, attend to my cry, 
Attend to your children and decently die, 
No sexton a breathing shall use you as I, 

With a ring a ring, &c. 


GRIEG IIIF 


THE QUEEN OF BEAUTY GREETS THE 
QUEEN OF FLOWERS. 


(Cunningham. ) 
Air—‘* The Lass of Patie’s Mill.” 


Yrs, every flower that blows, 
I pass unheeded by, 
Till this enchanting rose 
Had fixed my wand’ring eye ; 
It scented every breeze 
That wantoned o’er the stream, 
Or trembled through the trees, 
To meet the morning beam. 


To deck that beauteous maid, 
Its fragrance can’t excel, 
From some celestial shade 
The damask charmer fell ; 
And has her balmy sweets 
On Chloe’s breast she pours, 
The queen of Beauty greets 
The gentle queen of Flowers. 


CHALLIS 
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A BUNDLE OF PROVERBS. 
' CHAPTER THE SECOND. 
(J. Jones.) 
SHOULD employment you want, ne’er stand id e 
about, 
’Tis better to play at small game than stand wholly 
out; 


And if you prefer the pure gold to the dross, 
Remember the rolling-stone gathers no moss. 
Derry down, &c. 


Some marry in haste, or plunge headlong in wo, 
But don’t you forget money makes the mare go ; 
And forbear till you’re wed to rejoice and to skip, 
For many things happen ’tween the cup and the 
lip. 
Derry down, &c. 
In the clutches of gamblers be sure you ne’er get, 
For all’s fish, remember, that comes to their net. 
And, when green-horns they’ve plundered, they’ll 
then at them laugh, 
But they cannot, I tell you, catch old birds with 
chaff, 


Derry down, &c. 


Of doctors, my boy, to bring grist to their mill, 
For they’ll make a mountain out of a mole-hill ; 
When they kill men with physic, undertakers find 
wood ; 
So you see its an ill wind that blows nobody good. 
Derry down, &c. 


Of lawyers, likewise, I’d have you beware, 
For they’ll run with the hounds, boy, and hold 
with the hare ; 
And, if you’d not bring o’er your head an old 
house, 
You must ne’er sue a beggar to catch a poor louse. 
Derry down, &c. 


The advice of the parson you must never forsake, 
Who says, as you brew, so, of course, you must 
bake ; 
But ne’er copy his deeds, should a toper he be, 
For a wolf in sheep’s clothing we frequently see. 
Derry down, &c. 


In acts of injustice some wretches will dive, 
But wealth that’s ill-gotten was ne’er known to 
thrive ; 
Then ne’er what’s unjust, mean, or sordid, pursue, 
But do unto all men as you would be done unto. 
Derry down, &c. 


OL OEPO LLL? 


SIMMER NOW APPROACHES 
FAST. 


Air— Logan Braes.””—(Willason Glass.) 


SWEET simmer now approaches fast, 

Exulting o’er the wintry blast ; 

The shepherd lads are seen to stray, 

An’ flocks heard bleat on ilka brae : 

The black-bird, on the bending thorn, 
. Now gaily welcomes in the morn ; 

He seeks his mate in yonder grove, 

An’ lists he? wi’ sweet sangs 0” love. 


The fields a cheering aspect wear, 

A’ nature seems to be in steer! 

The warblers tune their little throats, 
Exciting love wi’ a’ their notes : 

O Mary, dear, hear how the thrush, 

How sweet his sang frae thorny bush ; 

We'll range the woods where stands the bower, 
Twill shade ye frae the sunny shower. 


Or aiblins we’ll to yon burn side, 
The stately aik will Mary hide ; 
There nane but Cupid can us see, 
Or lambkins sportin’ on the lea» 


SWEET 
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O come, my Mary, let us gae, 

O hear how Colin tunes his lay ! 

He tunes his pipe to Logan braes, 

Whar swains 0’ auld hae gathered slaes. 


PPPPL IGOR? 


O GIVE ME YOUR PLAIN DEALING 
FELLOWS. 


(G. Colman.) 


O GIVE me your plain dealing fellows, 
Who never from honesty shrink ; 

Not thinking on all they should tell us, 
But telling us all that they think. 


Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 
His free-spoken heart’s a full cup; 

But when truth sticks half way in the throttle, 
Man’s worse than a bottle corked up. 


Complaisance is a gingerbread creature, 

Used for show, like a watch by each spark; 
But truth is a golden repeater, 

That sets a man right in the dark. 


PPPILEPPD 


HAPPY JERRY. 
(Dibdin.) 


I was the pride of all the Thames, 
My name was Natty Jerry ; 

The best of smarts and flashy dames 
I’ve carried in my wherry. 

For then no mortal soul like me, 
So merrily did jog it, 

I loved my wife and friend, d’ye see, 
And won the prize of Dogget. 

In coat and badge, so neat and spruce, 
I rowed all blithe and merry, 

And every waterman did use 
To call me Happy Jerry. 


But times soon changed, I went to sea, 
My wife and friend betrayed me, 

And in my absence, treacherously, 
Some pretty frolics played me. 

Returned, I used them like a man, 
But still ’twas so provoking, 

I could not joy my very can, 
Nor even fancy smoking. 

In tarnished badge and coat so queer, 
No longer blithe and melry, 

Old friends now passed me with a sneer, 
And called me Dismal Jerry. 


At sea as with a dangerous wound, 
I lay under the surgeons ; 

Two friends, each help I wanted, found 
In every emergence . 

Soon after my sweet wife and friend, 
Into this mess had brought me, 

These two kind friends, who saved my life, 
In my misfortune sought me: 

We’re come, cried they, that once again, 
In coat and badge so merry, 

Your kind old friends, the watermen, 
May hail you Happy Jerry. 


I’m Peggy, once your soul’s desire, 
To whom you proved a rover, 

Who, since that time, in man’s attire, 
Have sought you the world over. 

And I, cried t’other, am that Jack, 
When boys you used so badly, 

Though now the best friend to your back, 
Then, prithee, look not sadly? 

Few words are best, I seized their hands, 
My grateful heart grew merry, 

And now in love and friendship bands, 
I’m once more Happy Jerry. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM UF MIRTH. 
ADIEU! ADIEU! ADIEU! REMEMBER ME, 


Air— Giles Scroggins’s Ghost.’ ’"—( Poole.) 
BEHOLD in me your father’s sprite, 
. ; Ri tol, &c. 
Doomed for a term to walk the night. 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
You'll scarce believe me, when I say, 
That I am bound to fast in fires all day, 
Till my crimes are burnt and purged away. 
Ri tol, &e. 


But that I am forbid ¢o blow, 
Ri tol, &c. 
The dreadful secrets which I know, 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
I could such a dismal tale unfold, 
As would make your precious blood run cold! 
But, ah! those things must not be told. 
Ri tol, &c. 


Your father suddenly you missed, 
Ri tol, &e. 
I'll tell you how 3 list! list! O list! 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
"Twas given out to all the town, 
That a serpent pulled your father down, 
But now that serpent wears the crown. 
Ri tol, &c, 


Your uncle is the man I mean, 
Ri tol, &c. 

That diddled me out of my crown and queen, 
Tiddle lol, &c. 

O what a falling off was there ! 

But brief let me be, I must back repair, 

For methinks J scent the morning air. 

Ri tol, &c. 


One afternoon, as was my use, 
Ri tol, &c. 
I went to the orchard to take a snoose, 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
When your uncle into my ear did pour 
A bottle of cursed hellebore. 
How little did I think I should wake no more! 
Ri tol, &c. 


Doomed by a brother’s hand was I, 
Ri tol, &c. 
To lose my crown, my wife, to die! 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
I should like to have settled my worldly affairs, 
But the rascal came so unawares, 
That I hadn’t even time to say my prayers. 
Ri tol, &c, 


Torment your uncle for my sake ; 
Ri tol, &c. 
Let him ne’er be at peace, asleep or awake. 
Tiddle lol, &c. 
Your mother’s plague let her conscience be, 
But I must be off, for day-light I see, 
Adieu! adieu! adieu! remember me! 
Ri tol, &c. 


PP OP OPES 


BARNY LEAVE THE GIRL ALONE. 
(Upton. ) 
JuDY leads me such a life, 
The devil ne’er had such a wife, 
What can the matter be? 
For should I sing the little song, 
Bout ‘‘ Jenny put the Kettle on,” 
She’s barking at me all day long, 
What can the matter be? 


Barny leave the girl alone? 
Why don’t you leave the girl alone, 
And let her quiet be? 
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Barny rock the cradle, O! 

You had better rock the cradie, O! 

Or else you'll get the ladle, O! 
When Judy comes to tea. 


Put the muffins down to roast, 
Blow the fire and make a toast, 
And then we’ll go to tea. 
Barny you’re a wicked boy, 
Barny you’re a wicked boy, 
And what is more, will kiss and toy 
With all the girls you see. 


Judy she loves whiskey, O! 

And to my uncle’s shop will go 
Before she takes her tea. 

Then Barny, what will Barny do? 

Why Barny will get cosy, too, 

And drink the land St. Patrick knew 
In a cup of whiskey tea. 

Barney leave the girl alone, &c. 


CPIL EO? 


WHEN PINING CARES OPPRESS THE 


MIND. 
(W. Hersee. ) 


WHEN pining cares oppress the mind, 
And deeply wound the tortured breast, 
Can we the powerful balsam find, 
To heal the feeling heart distressed 2 
O, yes, the balm imparted from above, 


Is found in friendship and connubial love. 


When the cold frowning world may give, 
To tenderness the pangs of wo, 

Can we then longer wish to live? 
Can aught still bind us here below ? 

O, yes, the tie imparted from above, 

Ts found in friendship and connubial love. 


When youthful hearts beat high with joy, 
And smiles illume the dimpled cheek, 
Can greater bliss the soul employ? 
Can sweeter smiles our pleasure speak ? 
O, yes, the joy imparted from above, 
Is found in friendship and connubial love. 


If clouds obscure or transient day, 

And griefs the injured bosom tear ; 
If joys the sweets of life display, 

And make the prospect bright and fair ; 
Still, still the aid imparted from above, 
Is found in friendship and connubial iove. 


GLO I PPO? 


I LOVED THEE ONCE, ’LL LOVE NO 


MORE. 
[From Playford’s select Ayres, 1669.] 


I LOVED thee once, I’ll love no more ; 
Thine be the grief as is the blame; 

Thou art not what thou wert before, 
What reason I should be the same? 


God send me love my debts to pay, 
But not on you to throw away : 

He that can love unloved again, 
Hath better store of love than brain. 


PL PPOE PO 


MOVING PROSPECTS ARE ALWAYS 


DELIGHTFUL. 
(Cobb. ) 


THOUGH I can’t walk quite straight, 
And in figures of eight 

Sull circling, my legs do their duty ; 
You'll always observe, 

That a regular curve 

{a reckoned the true line of beauty. 
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Of Orpheus they tell, 
He who fiddled so well, 
That his notes made hills, rocks, and trees caper , 
So I can, in my way, 
When a solo [ play, 
Make ’em dance full as well as that scraper. 


Though at first on a survey, 
Things seem topsey-turvey, 
When you’re used to’t they don’t look so frightful - 
Still they move, more or less, 
And good judges confess, 
Moving prospects are always delightful. 
The world’s circular motion, 
I’m sure’s no false notion, 
For though sober I ne’er could believe it ; 
Truth in wine, boys, is found, 
Now I see it turns round ;— 
He that’s drunk can most plainly perceive it. 


PIELPPIPP LH 


WHEN WEARIED WRETCHES SINK TO 
SLEEP. 


(T. Moore.) 


WHEN wearied wretches sink to sleep, 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ; 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 
To those who weep and long to die. 


Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flowrets deck the green earth’s breast ? 
Tis there I wish to lay my head, 

’Tis there I wish to sleep at rest. 


Oh! let not tears embalm my tomb, 
None but the dews by twilight given ; 
Oh! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 
None but the whispering winds of heaven. 


PPEPIP PIP 


WITH WINE CHEER THE NIGHT AS 
SPORTS BLESS THE DAY. 


YE rocks, woods, and caves, our music repeat, 
The bright spheres thus above, 
A gay refulgent train, 
Harmoniously move 
O’er yon celestial plain ; 
Like us whirl along in concert so sweet. 


Now puss treads the brakes and heavily flies, 
At the head of the pack 
Old Fiddler bears the bell ; 
Every foil he hunts back, 
And aloud rings her knell, 
Till forced into view she pants and she dies. 


In life’s dull round thus we toil and we sweat, 
Disease, grief, and pain, 
An implacable crew, 
While we double in vain, 
Unrelenting pursue, 
Till quite hunted down we yield with regret. 


This moment 1s ours, come, live while we may, 
What's decreed by dark Fate 
Is not in our power; 
Since to morrow’s too late, 
Take the present kind hour, 
With wine cheer the night as sports bless the day. 


GPIPPLIGOOSD 


THIS HAPPY ISLAND, THE PRIDE OF 
CREATION, 


IN this happy island, the pride of creation, 
Intended by Nature, the seat of the free ‘ 
Peace and plenty, for ages, had taken their sta- 
tion, 
And Britannia was hailed as the queen of the 
sea : 
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On her shores ev’ry nation their luxuries landed, 
Their navies were proud in our harbours to ride, 
Whilst the white sails of Commerce for ever ex- 
panded, d 
And riches flowed in on the waves of the tide. 


Not a spot upon earth, where mankind has a 
dwelling, 
Can equal the women of our happy isle ; 
Their lips contain sweets, Hybla’s honey excel- 
ling, 
No pleasure can equal the glance of their smile. 
On her hills, though no vines are luxuriously 
growing, 
Whose light flimsy juice for the moment may 
cheer ; 
Yellow barley our harvests are freely bestowing, 
And the best of all bev’rage is good British beer. 


For trifles should Britons their happiness barter, 
The yoke of a tyrant contented put on? 
O say, can you tamely resign Magna Charta, 
And lose all the blessings your forefathers won ? 
Your country, your women, your children, call on 


~ you, 
And where is the heart can resist the appeal ? 
If you do, may the curses of slavery fall on you; 
If not—then come forward, and fight as you 
feel. 


GIPPPL AF? 


THE LOVERS’ CALENDAR. 
A DUET. 
(T, Dibdin.) 
He.—In January I begin, 
She.— Asif one hadn’t known it. 
He.—With February love comes in, 
She.— 1d be ashamed to own it. 
He.—In March, I’m mad as any hare, 


She.—_ Such madness wants a cooling. 
He.—In April, how I court the fair, 


She.— A famous month for fooling. 
He.—The first of May inspires my lay, 
She.— Good sense and counsel scorning ; 
He.— And then in June, each afternoon, 
She.— You're worse than in the morning. 


Both.—The first of May, &c. 


He.—July keeps up the charming glow, 
She.—_ And how does August find you? 
He.—For Cupid’s coat and badge I row, 
She.— And leave ’em both behind you. 


He.—September breeds a shooting here, 
She.— You're only making game, sir. 
He.—Next month I love October beer, 
She.— Or else you were to blame, sir. 


He.—November bids me hang or drown, 
She.— By which you’re little mended. 
He.—And when December’s snow comes down, 
She.— The year of love is ended. 
Both.—November bids, &c. 


OPI P OL PP 


HEY FOR THE SAWYER, AND HEY FOR 
THE LAWYER. 


Air— “ If into your Hen-yard.”—( Arnold.) 


To set up a village, with tackle for tillage, 

~ Jack Carter he took to the saw ; 

To pluck and to pillage, the same little village, 
Tim Gordon, he took to the law. 

They angled so pliant, for gull and for client, 
As sharp as a weazle for rats ; . 

Till what with their saw-dust, and what with their 

law-dust, 

They blinded the eyes of the flats 
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Then hey for the sawyer, and hey for the lawyer, 
Make hay, for it’s going to rain! 
And saw ’em and law ’em, and work ’em and 
quirk em, 
And at ’em again and again. 


Jack brought to the people, a bill for the steeple, 
They swore that they wouldn’t be bit ; 
But out of a saw-pit, is into a law-pit, 
Tim tickled ’em up with a writ. 
Cried Jack, the saw rasper, “I say, neighbour 
Grasper, 
We both of us buy in the stocks ; 
While I, for my savings, turn blocks into shavings, 
You, lawyer, are shaving the blocks.” 
Then hey for the sawyer, &c. 


Jack frolicked in clover, and when work was over, 
Got drunk at the George, for a freak, 

But Timothy Gordon—he stood for church-warden, 
And eat himself dead in a week ; 

Jack made him a coffin, but Timothy off in 
A leud clap of thunder had flown, 

When lawyers lie level, be sure that the devil 
Looks sharp enough after his own. 

Then hey for the sawyer, &c. 


YOUNG MAN, GET WISDOM WHERE’ER 
YOU CAN. 
( Garrick. ) 


YOUNG man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
Wisdom get where’er you can. 
See, see, 
The humble bee, 
Draws wealth from the meanest of flowers, 
Then hies away, 
With his precious prey, 
No passion his prudence sours. 


Young man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
Wisdom get where’er you can. 
Wild youth, 
Passion and truth, 
So opposite, never agree ; 
Be prudent, sage, 
Draw wit from old age, 
And be wise as the humble bee. 


~ Young man, young man, 
Be this your plan, - 
Wisdom get whenever you can. 


PIPL IPL ELS 


MURPHY O’CASEY. 


WHEN first from Kilkenny, as fresh as a daisy, 
The girls of our village all swore I was crazy ; 
Arrah! maid, wife, and widow, could never be 
aisy, 
If once, joy! I came in their way! 
And it’s dear, dear, what can the matter be ? 
Och! botheration, joy, what can the matter 
be? 
Such a fellow as Casey they swore there could 
never be, : 
For at romp, faith, I spent the whole day. 


But as soon as Miss Jenny fell into my way, sir, 
As dull as a sparrow, I rambled all day, sir; 
I strove to speak to her, but nothing could say, 
sir, 
But, phililu, what is’t I ail? 
And dear, dear, what can the matter be ? 
Oh! dear, what can the matter be? 
The neighbours all, laughing, cried, ‘ what 
can the matter be, 
Murphy O’Cascy looks pale ?” 
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Our minds scarce made up, a rude pressgang as- 
sailed me, 
And, though I tipped ’em leg bail, my jewel, soon 
nailed me, 
Genteel, by the collar, along the streets trailed 
me, 
And lodged me ’a top of a ship! 
With dear, dear, what can the matter be? 
Och! musha, whack, honey, what can the 
matter be ? 
But what of all that? sure, I’m now safe re- 
turned from sea, 
After a delicate trip. 


PP PPELPE SP 


LADY, BLESS THY TROUBADOUR. 
( Pocock. y 


THY Troubadour, 
Who Love’s soft bondage owns, 
There, in thy bower, 
Pours forth his minstrel tones ; 
Born but for love, 
To thee he’Il faithful prove ; 
O, then confess, 
In turn, Love’s power ; 
And, lady, bless 
Thy Troubadour. 


CHORUS. 
Sound castanet, while dancing, 
Bounding, in grace advancing— 
Hark! all the sprightly throng 
Joins each joyful heart to raise the song. 


Thy Troubadour, 
Consumed by passion’s flame, 
Each passing hour 
Sings to his peerless dame ! 
Hark! each fond tone 
Is struck to thee alone ; 
O, then confess 
Love’s mutual power ; 
And, lady, bless 
Thy Troubadour. 
Sound castanet, &c. 


Dear Troubadour, 
Whose gentle mind is given 
To Glory’s hour, 
Or Love’s luxurious heaven ; 
Keep firm thine oath 
To her who hears thy troth ; 
She’ll soon confess, 
In turn, Love’s power, 
And, haply, bless 
Her Troubadour ! 
Sound castanet, &c. 


GLI IPPPLE? 


THE CHAPTER OF WANTS. 


Now, gentlemen, sit ye all merry, 
T’ll sing you a song of a want; 
P’ll make you as merry as may be, 
Though money begins to grow scant. 
A woman without e’er a tongue 
She never can scold very loud, 
’Tis just such another great want, 
When a fiddler wants his crowd. 
Good people, I tell it to you, 
These lines they are absolnte new, 
For TI hate and despise the telling of lies, 
This ditty is merry and true. 


A ship that’s without e’er a sail 

May be driven the Lord knows whither ; 
Tis just such another sad want 

When a shoemaker wants his leather ; 


A man that has got but one leg 
Will make but a pitiful runner ; 
And he with no eyes in his head 
Will make but a sorrowful gunner, 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A doctor without any stomach 
Will make but a pitiful dinner ; 
And he that has got no victuals to eat 
Will quickly look thinner and thinner. 
A bell without ever a clapper 
Will make but a sorrowful sound ; 
And he with no land of his own, 
Must work on another man’s ground. 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A blacksmith without his bellows 
He need not rise very soon ; 
And he with no clothes to put on, 
May lie in bed till it’s noon; 
An innkeeper without any custom 
Will never get store of wealth ; 
And if he has never a sign to hang up, 
He may e’en go hang up himself. 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A woman without e’er a fault, 

She like a bright star will appear ; 
But a brewer without any malt, 

Will make but pitiful beer ; 
A man that has got but one shirt, 

Must strive with his waistcvat to hide, 
Though I hope it can be no great hurt 

To lie in his bed till ’tis dried. 

Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A mountebank without his fools, 
A skip-kennel turned out of place, 
A tinker without any tools, 
They’re all in a sorrowful case ; 
You know that a dish of good meat, 
It is the true stay of man’s life, 
But he that has nething to eat, 
Knows seldom the use of .a knife. 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A ploughman that has ne’er a plough, 
I think he may live at his ease ; 
A dairy without e’er a cow, 
Will make but bad butter and cheese ; 
A man that is pitiful poor, 
Has little or nothing to lose, 
And he that has never a foot, 
It saves him the buying of shoes. 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


A warren that’s empty, though funny, 
Is barren, and so much the worse, 
And he that is quite out of money 
Can have no great need of a purse ; 
I hope there is none in this place 
That now is not pleased with this song ; 
Come, buy up my ballads apace, 
And Ill pack up my awls and be gone. 
Good people, I tell it to you, &c. 


PLIIF ILO? 


NOW THE SONG OF TRIUMPH RAISE 
A CHORUS. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


Now the song of triumph raise, 

See the sacred altar blaze, 

See the curling smoke arise, 

Wafting odour to the skies ; 

The God of Day accepts our vows, 
And will his people’s cause espouse ; 
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Now victory summons to the field ; 

On high the Inca’s banner rear, 
His sword let ev’ry warrior wield, 

And point with certain fate the spear ; 
With battle-axe the foe assail ; 
With maces break their coats of mail ; 
Deal Death, with vig’rous arm, around, 
Till ev’ry Spaniard bite the ground ; 
Unerring be the arrow’s flight, 

Shower sure destruction from the sling, 
And, whilst we boldly rush to fight, 
And put our country’s foes to rout, 
Be this the universal shout,— 

Our God, our country, and our king. 


CPIPOCLOF 


A GLASS OF GIN. 


LET am’rous bards, in verse sublime, 
Sing Chloe’s shape, her face, her skin; 
Ods bobs! I envy not their rhyme 
If I can get a glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c. 


Hail, matchless liquor! but for thee, 
Who’d care for life a single pin ; 
For troubles, as by magic, flee 
From those who love a glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c. 


If spouse, at home, in wordy war 
Strikes up the Seats was 
No blows I use ; ’tis better far 
To soothe her with a glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c. 


When keen misfortune’s piercing dart 
Assails or stranger, friend or kin, 
«< A quartern ho!” I’ll cheer his heart 
By giving him a glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c 
Or, when by Wellington led on, 
Our Britons make the Frenchmen grin ; 
I wish that every mother’s son 
Could take with me a glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c. 


Did I but know his name aright 
Who first to use the stuff brought in, 
At morning, noon, and last at night, 
I’d toast him in a glass of gin. 
Derry down, Xc. 


Oh! never, whilst my hand can lift 
The cordial nectar to my chin, 
May I be driven to a shift 
To get a bumper glass of gin. 
Derry down, &c. 


And may it on my tomb be told 
(I cannot think ’twould be a sin) 
Engraved at length in words of gold, 
‘« The rogue he loved a glass of gin!!!” 
Derry down, &c. 


PRIPP PPP 


I DIE ON A BED OF ROSES. 
(Reynolds. ) 


MY father’s flocks adorned the plain, 
Retirement’s joys possessing ; 
He flourished in the sun’s mild reign, 
His home and children blessing. 
When round us raged destructive war, 
And fire and slaughter spread afar, 
Defeated, shamed, 
Our sire exclaimed, 
«« My sons, high heaven disposes ;— 
On thorns we tread, 
Yet those we dread, 
Ne’er sleep on a bed of roses.” 


We wandered long on mountains wild, 
As hardy hunters living 5 
In humble hut at grandeur smiled, 
Our father’s hopes reviving. 
When battle once more raged below, 
He fought, till captured by the foe! 
Chained by harsh law, 
On bed of straw— 
“¢ Still heaven,” he cried, “ disposes! 
My sons, behold, 
In honour bold, 
T die on a bed of roses.” 


GOILPLPIP 


MARKET-DAY. 
Air—‘* Over the Water to Charley.” 


A MARKET’S the circle for frolic and glee, 
Where tastes of all kinds may be suited ; 
The dasher, the quiz, and the up-to-all he 
Pluck sprees from the plants in it rooted. 
If the joker, or queer one, would feign learn a 
place 
Where they’d wish for a morning to lark it, 
They need go no further than just show their face 
In that region of mirth, a large market. 


SPOKEN.] Do you want ’are a basket-woman, 
your honour? No, no! I declare I’ve been so 
pestered with women. Have you, by the oakey, 
I didn’t think they had such a bad taste. Buy a 
leefe: by a leefe! Where are you shoving? Well, 
I never received such hiipedence in all my life. 
Then I think you’ve given more to the world than 
has been returned to you. Yes, ma’am, and that 
boy has taken more than he’ll return to you. Oh! 
you little rascal'—he has stolen my reticule!— 
catch him there! there he goes! I have it. Oh! 
don’t you open it; there’s all my cards fallen out, 
and Cards, ma’am, they appear to be cards of 
your uncle’s. Indeed, sir, it’s nothing to you.— 
No, ma’am, I see it’s to a flannel petticoat. Pho! 
don’t talk to me, because you see— 





This is the place where we joke, laugh, and quiz, 
And that you should know ’ere you lark it ; 
So the next time, my covey, you here show your 
phiz 
Be up to the rigs of the market. 


SPOKEN.] What d’ye buy ?—what d’ye buy? 
Matches! buy a h’poth of matches. Now, ma’am, 
what will you buy? Why, Mr. Butcher, what 
may be the bosom of pork a pound? What, the 
belly part, you mean? No, I mean the stomach. 
The—nonsense, ma’am; do you think a butcher, 
and a married man, don’t know the belly from the 
stomach? Pray what fish are those? Smelts, 
ma’am. Ay, I thought they were rather high. 
Look at that dog, he has taken that tongue out of 
the basket.—No—yes, he has. James, why don’t 
you run after him? Yes,ma’am, which way shall 
I? I say, Marrow-bone, that ’are cove has boned 
a mutton-chop. I, sir, it’s a lie, sir! There you 
lie in the gutter. A foul blow! No. Here’sa 
noise! A noise to be sure! Don’t you know 
where this is? No! Where? where? why— 
Where confusion, and mobbing, and chaff, 

Pass on as we merrily lark it ; 

So, if you e’er want a good squeezing and laugh, 

Come on a full day to the market. 


GIP PIP EF? 


THE MOON IS HIGH. 
(D. L. Richardson. ) 


THE moon is high, 
But she doth seem 
In sorrow’s robe enshrouded ; 
No ccho thrills the cold dull sky, 
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The slumbering wave is clouded ; 
But yet so still ’twere hard to deem 
The tempest e’er had ploughed it. 


The winds are hushed— 
And not a breath 
Disturbs the peace serene ; 
The dews that by my feet are brushed, 
Are heard as well as seen ; 
’Tis like the silent calm of death, 
The last and closing scene. 


It is an hour 
That mocks at joy, 
And fills the heart with sadness ; 
The gloominess around hath power 
To banish aught of gladness ; 
The good with holier dreams employ, 
The guilty—drive to madness, 


PPI PGII EP 


CHAPTER ON PATENTS. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


OF all sorts of times, if to search you’re inclined, 
“You'll find none like the present one, time out of 
mind, 
When we’ve patents for all things, both little and 
big, , 
From a beer-barrel cock to a barrister’s wig. 
Derry down, &c. 


Patent small clothes there are, but the deuce why 
prepare ’em, 
Unless they’re contrived so that ladies can’t wear 


7em? 

Patent combs for your good men who lead single 
lives, 

For married men get their heads combed by their 
wives. 


Derry down, &c. 


Patent razor-strops next will take out the worst 
flaw, 
A fine recipe for the conscierice of law! 
But if conscience and beards were all equally 
small, 
A lawyer would never want shaving at all. 
Derry down, &c. 


Some doctors have patents, and some do without, 
And swear that the world can’t their secret find 
out ; 
But I fancy that curing’s the secret at stake, 
Since we all know of killing no secret they make. 
Derry down, &c. 


Patent coffins they shut down so firm and so stout, 
When you’re in that Old Nick himself can’t get 
you ont 5 
Says the mieer, “ a better thing never was planned, 
And I vow when I die I’ll buy one second-hand.” 
Derry down, &c. 


The patent for washing’s at least the clean thing, 
But shows to an end fate will ev’ry thing bring ; 
Each dog has its day, and that day is soon past, 
So our patents are all in the suds, sirs, at last. 

Derry down, &c. 
All nations have patents, from Grecians to Gauls, 
But Britian’s best patent’s for sound wooden walls ; 
And whoever upon our good privilege treads, 
With our wooden walls we’ll break their wooden 

heads. 
Derry down, &c. 


PPILLIOS 


POOR LITTLE ADELINE, 
(Cross. ) 


DOROTHEA was handsome, her teeth white as 
snow, 
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In her cheeks did the rose and the lily combine, 
Her lips crimson coral, eyes as black as a sloe, 
And her lovers and looking-glass called her di- 
vine : 
But never content,with two sweethearts coquetting, 
With one and the other a long time she played, 
Till some how deserted, she took to hard fretting, 
And poor little Dorothy died an old maid. 


Margaretta, the prude, like a maypole, was tall, 
As majestic a charmer as eyes ever saw ; 
From rudeness her looks would her lovers appal, 
And so stately she walked, and the men kept in 
awe ; 
Two swains she tormented, till somehow unthink- 
ing, 
Like pussey too long with the nibblers she played, 
And deserted, I don’t know how, took to hard 
_ drinking, 
So tall Margaretta, too, died an old maid. 


Flirtella, the witty, Prudentia, the grave, 
And half-a-score more sallow virgins they call, 
Who could ne’er be contented with one loving 
slave, 
Till, alack! they were doomed to have no slave 
at all; 
I, too, have been wrong, but to mend will begin 
though, 
The first match that offers, Fate’s will be obeyed, 


| For I’m sure it would be both a shame and a sin 


to 
Let poor little Adeline die an old maid. 


GIF PLILPF 


MY BONNY, BONNY SAILOR. 


BLow cheerly, ye winds, till my Henry returns ; 
Waves, bear him once more to my arms ; 
Hope’s soft soot&§ng promise forbids me to mourn, 
Though his danger my bosom alarms. 
O, my bonny, bonny sailor! 


Gay soldiers, dull squires, and sportsmen, pur- 
sue, 
But I scorn all their offers of love; 
My heart is at sea, my dear Henry, with you, 
And our vows are recorded above. 
O, my bonny, bonny sailor! 


May the foes of Old England, in haste, be sub- 
dued 
Then my sailor no longer will roam ; 
The laurel is gained that his valour pursued, 
And Cupid shall pilot him home. 
O, my bonny, bonny sailor! 


GOPPLIOIF 


COME, FILL ME A GLASS,—FILL IT 
HIGH. 
(Phillips. ) 

ComE, fill me a glass,—fill it high; 

A bumper, a bumper I’ll have ; 
He’s a fool that will flinch,—I’ll not bate him an 

inch, 
Though I drink myself into the grave. 


Here’s a health, then, to those jolly souls, 
Who, like me, will ne’er give o’er; 
Who no danger controls, but will take off their 
bowls, 
And merrily stickle for more. 


Drown reason, and all such weak foes, 
1 scorn to obey her command ; 

Could she ever suppose I’d be led by the nose, 
And let my glass idly stand. 
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Reputation’s a bug-bear to fools, 
A foe to the joys of dear drinking ; 

Made use of by tools, who’d set us new rules, 
And bring us to positive thinking. 


Tell ’em all I’ll have six in my hand, 
For I’ve trifled an age away 5 e 
’Tis in vain to command, the fleeting sand 

Rolls on, and cannot stay. 


Come, my lads, move the glass, drink about, | 
We’ll drink the universe dry ; 

We’ll set foot to foot, and drink it all ont ; 
If once we grow sober we die. 


GPPIP LE 


THE LILY OF THE VALLEY. 
( Upton.) 


THE lily of the valley, so modest and sweet, 
Clung fond to the breast of my dear; 

And, conscious that bosom to tenderness beat, 
Rejoiced at its being so near! 

Untouched by rude hands, it seemed proud of the 

bliss, 

A bliss that no harpy could rally ; 

And with each emotion it pilfered a kiss, 
The lily, sweet lily of the valley. 


The lily of the valley, from morning till night, 
Thus revelled in joys for a day ; 

When an envious hand did its happiness blight, 
And snatched it too roughly away ; 

But, torn from its pillow of rapture and pride, 
It lived not for Envy to rally ; 

Like the love-forsook maiden, it sickened and 

died— 

The lily, sweet lily of the valley. 


POPOOPIOF 


THE LAWYER’S PLEA. 


THE bards of all ages have made it their theme 

To sing of the merits, and blazon the fame 

Of other professions, and praise them at random ; 

But of lawyers I sing, and make you avisandum. 
Derry down, &c. 


Though partial, I’ll give you a representation 
Of the good and the ill we bestow on the nation ; 
Our use is so certain that there’s no denying’t; 
If any one doubts it, he ne’er was a client. 
Derry down, &c. 


Extraordinary actions belong to the great, 
The soldier, the patriot, and premier of state ; 
But we, unconnected with party or faction, 
Spend our time and our breath on an ordinary ac- 
tion. X 
Derry down, &c. 


Although with our virtue some faults are con- 
joined, 

The process is short that can make us refined ; 

For, whoe’er be the judge who decides on our 
blame, 

Though he gives it against us, we’re sure to re- 
claim. 

Derry down, &c. 


Though peaceable folks, yet we often petition, 
But not, like our neighbours, spurred on by sedi- 
tion : 
So just are our judges, that though we’re refused, 
We petition again, nor think Justice abused. 
Derry down, &c. 


To the fair, the delight, and the life of creation, 
We are tender and faithful, without affectation ; 
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And while to investigate truth is our duty, 
Can find nought in them but love, honour, and 
beauty. 
Derry down, &c. 


To other professions old age is a ruin, 
Unfits them for action, spoils all they are doing ; 
We scorn to conceal it, like old maids and beaux, 
A lawyer’s the better the older he grows. 

Derry down, &c. 


All mankind besides live in terror for death, 
And, with pain and unwillingness, yield their last 
breath ; 
But a lawyer is happy, when, by labour hard 
toiled, ; 
His suit’s at an end, and he’s fairly assoiled. 
Derry down, &c. 


On the whole, we submit to your righteous deci- 


sion, 

Having stated the law and the fact with preci- 
sion ; : 

And sum up our cause, in the hope that you'll 
find 


That in ranking professions we’re nothing behind. 
Derry down, &c. 


PLIeCr Cee? 


O! SHED FOR THE LILY ONE TEAR. | 
Air— Why tarries my Love.”—(M. G. Lewis.) 


O! SHED for the lily, which tempests have spoiled, 
One tear for sweet Charity’s sake, 
For its cup is o’er-full, and its leaves are all 
soiled, 
And it droops as just ready to break— 
Well-a-day! 


From the earth which defiles it, but raise its head 
up 
And shake from its bosom the rain, 
And the lily no longer shall bend down its cup, 
But shallvlive and be spotless again— 
~ Many a day! 


PIPPL IFIP? 


HARK! THE CLARION HORN AWAY. 


RECITATIVE. 
HARK! the clarion horn away 
Tells the near approach of day ; 
Drowsy sluggards, quit your beds, 
Seek the path which Vigour treads ; 
Lay your avarice aside ; 
Shake off slumber, quit your bride ; 
Drive each haggard thought to rest, 
Sportsmen here are truly blest. 


AIR. 
Now the jolly hunting song, 
Echoes shrill, and echoes long ; 
Hark ! to renard, see him fly, 
Hear the dogs’ harmonious cry ; 
View the morn in rich array, 
Over the hills and far away. 


RECITATIVE. 
Mind not what the old man says, 
Hard it is to gain his praise ; 
Dogs are surly when they’re old, 
Fear no wife, but shun a scold. 


AIR. 
Who so buxom gay as we, 
Let them doze who will not see ; 
We enjoy the most of life, 
Void of pain, and void of strife ; 
If you’d live, and be like us, 
Use your idle moments thus ; 
Laugh at fortune, laugh at fears, 
Thence will spring your happy years. 
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AROUND THE SPACIOUS LANDSCAPE 


ROVE. 
( Holcroft. ) 


AROUND the spacious landscape rove, 
The Naiads haunt, the Triton’s bed, 

Search every grot and every grove, 
Where Art and Nature beauties shed. 


Whate’er is rich, whate’er is rare, 
Whate’er is worthiest to be known, 
Collect, from sea, and earth, and air, 
’ From fossil, plant, or precious stone. 


While wonders, then, with wonders vie, 
And latent miracles dispense, 

While this attracts the raptured eye, _ 
And that allures the ravished sense. 


Attentive, while the busy sage, 
Delighted, marks the boundless store ; 
Exulting, swells the learned page 
With secrets unobserved before. 


Oh, come, in all thy native grace, 
Zelida! come, and bless the view, 

And every former wondrous trace 
Shall vanish, like the morning dew! 


PIPPIPL#L 


IRELAND IS SO SWEET AND FAIR. 
A DUET. 
Air—*‘ Mrs. Casey.” —( Bryant.) 


Ocu, Ireland is so sweet and fair, 
Its girls they are quite frisky ; 
Both Algerine or Turk they’ll dare 
If they are crammed with whiskey. 
Give them potatoes for their meat, 
They’ll banish care and sorrow, 
And every foe with joy they’ll beat, 
With the devil may take to-morrow. 
Sing turalloo, ral loo, ral loo, 
Whack, whack, and botheration! 
And if you’d taste the sweetesiipea, 
Old Ireland is the nation. 


We’ve mountains, vales, we’ve fairs and fights, 
We’ve rivers more than twenty ; 
There are rocks and caves, and other sights, 
And fairies, too, in plenty. 
And, what is more, our hearts are good, 
We help our friends in sorrow, 
To day we die, and spill our blood, 
Phen we’re all alive to-morrow. 
Sing turalloo, &c. 


PIPE PLIPS 


AS GALLANT DICK, ON TOPMAST HIGH. 


AS gallant Dick, on topmast high, 
Set sail from Plymouth harbour, 
He looked round with anxious eye, 
And on the beach he did espy, 
With uplift hands, his lovely Sue: 
He waved his hat, and sighed adieu! 
Then prayed that heaven would guard her. 


When out of sight of land, Dick spied 
An enemy’s bold cruizer ; 

He turned his quid, and thus he cried, 

My lads, let well your guns be plied : 

"Midst cannons roar, my heart, so true, 

Shall, dauntless, fight for lovely Sue, 
And pray that Heaven may guard her. 


The dreadful fight is now began, 
The signal’s made to board her ; 
With blood the scuppers are o’errun, 
But Britons soon the victory won. 
Returned to port, the prize in view, 
Dick sprung on shore, and pressed his Sue, 
And vowed he’d ever guard her. 


2 


LUCY AND WILLIAM; 


OR, THE BELLS RUNG, AND SHE SUNG DING 
DONG DELL. 


(Tobin. ) 


AT the front of a cottage, with woodbine grown 


o’er, 
Fair Lucy sat turning her wheel, 


Unconscious that William was just at the door, 


And heard her her passion reveal. 
The bells rung, 
And she sung 
Ding, dong, dell, 
It were well 
If they rang for dear William and me. 


But when she looked up, and her lover espied, 


Ah, what was the maiden’s surprise ; 
Prise 5 


She blushed as he weoed her, and called her his 


bride, 
And answered him only with sighs. 
The bells rung, 
And she sung 
Ding, dong, dell, 
It is well, 
They shall ring for dear William and me. 


PPLP PPP PH 


HOT LOVE AND A DEADLY COLD 
DINNER. 


Air—‘* Listen to the Voice of Love.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


OH! whither, whither flies 
My charming fair? 
On whose black eyes 
I joy to stare. 
Thy wheedling smiles, 
And witching wiles, 
With toothless mouth, from ear to ear, 
Must I still crave, 
Yet hopeless rave, 
Oh! whither, whither flies my lovely dear? 


Oh! honied, honied sweet, 
My sugar-plum! 
My spiced minced-meat ! 
My tent! my mum! 
Thy carneous nose, 
Like damask rose, 
And dapple cheeks, of varied hue, 
If not for me, 
I soon shall be, 
Oh! honied, honied sweet, a corpse for you! 


Oh! deadly, deadly cold, 
Chill fears assail, 
While I behold 
You turn your tail! 
Then, turn your face, 
Where so much space 
And wrinkled ancient beauties shine! 
Oh! grant this boon, 
Or on me soon, 
Oh! deadly, deadly cold, the worms will dine! 


GILPPLIOF 


THE ATTIC DOES VERY WELL FOR A 


POET. 
('T. Dibdin.) 


IF to form and distinction in town you would bow, 


Let appearance of wealth be your care, 


If your friends see you live, not a creature cares 


how, 
The question will only be—where? 


A circus, a polygon, crescent, or place, 


With ideas of magnificence tally, 
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Squares are common, streets queer, but a lane’s } 


a disgrace, - 
And we’ve no such a thing as an alley. 


A first floor’s pretty well, and a parlour so so ; 
But, pray, who can give themselves airs, ~ 
Or mix with high folks, if so vulgarly low, 
To live up in a two pair of stairs ? 
The garret, excuse me, I mean attic floor, 


(That’s the name, and its right you should 


know it,) 
Would be tenantless often; but genius will soar, 
And it does very well for a poet.” 


PIPE PIO? 


HERE’S THE BOX THAT HELD THE 
SNUFF. 


A PARODY. 
Air—© Here’s the Bower.” 


HERE’s the box that held the snuff, 
And the bean so famous : 

Here’s the pipe she used to putf,— 
Oh! how that puff o’ercame us! 


Strasburgh, Tonquin,—both are dry,— 
Where’s the hand to soak them ? 
ipes around extinguished lie,— 
Where’s the lip to smoke them? 


Gin may fall, but she who loved 
It, ne’er shall feel its cheapness ; 

Porter pots may be improved,— 
Lost on her their deepness. 


Quarts were pints where’er she stayed,— 
Pints were quarterns near her ; 

Whiff ne’er warmed a jollier blade, 
Nor drinking killed a dearer. 


FPOPPIPS 


HOLY FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 


(Montgomery. ) 


WHERE friendship, love, and truth abound, 
Among a band of brothers, 

The cup of joy goes gaily round, 
Each shares the bliss of others. 

Sweet roses grace the thorny way 
Along the vale of sorrow, 

The flowers that shed their leaves to-day, 
Shall bloom again to-morrow. 

How grand in age, how fair in youth, 

Are holy friendship, love, and truth. 


On halcyon wings our moments pass, 
Life’s cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays down his sithe and glass, 
In gay good humour smiling, 
With ermine beard and forelock gray, 
His reverent front adorning, 
He looks like Winter turned to May, 
Night softened into Morning. 
How grand in age, &c. 


From these delightful fountains flow 
Ambrosial rills of pleasure, 
Can man desire, or heaven bestow, 
A more resplendent treasure : 
Adorned with gems so richly bright, 
We'll form a constellation, 
Where every star, with modest light, 
Shall gild his proper station. 
How grand in age, &c. 


GRE OLIID 


THE QUIET MAN’S DIARY. 
Air—** Chevy Chase.” 


THIS morning, eight o’clock—I woke 
And yawned and scratched my head ; 
But could not get to sleep again, 
And so got out of bed. 


Dressed, washed my face and hands, and cleaned 


My teeth, and combed my hair ; 
I cut my chin in shaving : MEM.— 
Next time to take more care. 


Was puzzled very much indeed 
To know which coat to put on; 

My blue has sadly gone tu seed, 
My brown has lost a button. 


At nine o’clock I breakfasted, 
Ate four large rounds oi toast; 

Drank half a dozen cups of tea, 
And read the Morning Post. 


Scolded my man for having made 
The toast so very brown ; 

And, if he did the like again, 
I swore I’d knock him down. 


From ten to one, took up a book, 
Sat rolling in my chair ; 

Sometimes walked up and down the room, 
And sometimes hummed an air. 


At one—I rang to tell the man 
To saddle the brown mare ; 

Put on my boots, and rode about, - 
To take a little air. 


Some people like to gallop, but 
I always like to trot ; 


Because I find that riding hard 


Is apt to make me hot. 


At half-past three, got back again 
Covered with dust and dirt ; 

So washed my hands, and changed my boots, 
And put on a clean shirt. 


At five, (my usual dinner-hour,) 
I dined in Leicester-square ; 
The room was crowded, but I met 
With no acquaintance there. 


MEM. the Port wine was but so-so, 
‘_ The fish not done enough ; 
The vegetables comme-il-faut, 

The rump steaks very tough. 


Went to the pit at Drury-lane, 
And got in without squeeze ; 
I like to go to Drury-lane, 
One always sits at ease. 


Eleven—stepped into Richardson’s, 
To get a bit to eat ; 

Drank half a pint of ale, and had 
A slice or two of meat. 


As long as I can remember, it 
Has always been my way 
To take a little bit or so, 
In coming from the play. 


Indeed, if I should go to bed 
Without my bread and cheese, 

My lobster and my glass of ale, 
I shonld not feel at ease. 


Got home at twelve—undressed and put 
My nightcap on my head ; 

Wound up my watch, put out my light, 
And then got into bed. 


PRIFLLIP 
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Now Paddy knelt, sighed, viewed her nose and her chin, 
Then she’d blush when the whiskey he’d hand, with a grin. 








PADDY O’TOOL AND OLD JUDY. 
Air— Be a good Boy, and take care of yourself.” 
(K. O’Brien. ) 


PADDY TOOL was a boy of a beautiful breeding, 
On big mealy praties the darling was feeding ; 
Though big, he was light for to give one a 
crack, 
For the devil a rag had he scarce to his back ; 
And he was quite honest, his father would say, 
Sirs, 
That’s when no temptation lay in Paddy’s way, 
Sirs ; 
But Paddy, at length, met a double big curse, 
Tn an ugly old woman, who had a long purse. 
With a too ra la lool, 
Sweet Paddy O’Tool : 
When two people marry, 
Sure one plays the fool. 
This girl was old Judy, who had a nice knack, 
now, 
To make white things yellow, 
black, now; 
Black was her cat, her dog, cow, and pig, 
And blacker than all was her chin and her wig. 
Says Paddy, “the old one, faith, looks very chuff, 


and other things 


tHough, 

But loves that big blackguard, I mean Lundy snuff, 
though ; 

Och! faith, I will court her, and she shall be 
fooled, 


And, like many others, I’ll marry Miss Gold.” 
_ Witha too ra la lool, &c. 


The old woman finding she’d soon have a chum, 
now, 

Oft snuffed it, and joked it, and mumbled her gum, 
now : 

** Arrah, Paddy,” 
be so cea 

For I long to be married to you, Mister Tool.” 
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she whispered, “ pray don’t 


—— 





Finding Paddy quite willing, she snuffed with such 
grace, sirs, ; 

That her nose, like a bladder, hung down from 
her face, sirs: 

Now Paddy knelt, sighed, viewed her nose and 
her chin, 

Then she’d blush when the whiskey he’d hand, 
with a grin, 

With a too ra la lool, &c. 


At last, they were married, and bedded, and all, 
sirs, 

And, as to what 
Sirs, 

But merely that Pat had the purse in his clinch, 

Whilst Judy, in dudgeon, oft snuffed a big pinch. 

Paddy, next morning, soon opened his eyes, then 

He looked at his darling, quite pale with surprise, 
when 

Her ogles were red, and her croppy hair gray, 

So he d——d the old witch, and from her ran 
away. 


passed, I know nothing at all, 


_ With a too ra la lool, &c. 


His heart, full of pride, was cocked up, like his 
nose, Sirs, 

And with Judy’s money he must buy fine clothes, 
Sirs ; 

He tipped "down the sov’reigns, but a tip on his 
back, 

Cried out, «* Arrah, honey, your gold is all black.” 

Judy was happy, thanked her saint ‘twas not 
worse, sirs, ; 

For she was a coiner, Pat clinched the 
purse, sirs. 

To Sonth Wales Pat’s ferried—the boy loved to 
roam, 

No doubt he lives better abroad than at home. 

With a too ra la lool, &c. 


wrong 
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THE LADY OF KIENAST TOWER 
[Translated from the German. | 
(B. Livius.) 


IT is the lady of Kienast Tow’r, of love she will 
not hear, 

And she sits alone in her mountain-bower, though 
wooed by prince and ‘peer; « 

For she hath made a vow in her pride, her hus- 
band none to call, ; 

Save he who shall round her castle ride, on the 
edge of its outer wall! 

O! the castle-wall is narrow; and the castle-wall 
is high ; 

And the brain would reel were you nut to stan 
and gaze on the gulf a-nigh! 

And the bones of many a Ritter bold lie whit’ning 
down in the dell, 

While that lady proud sits in her-hall, and-laughs 
as all were well. i 


It is Sir Albert, of Thuringy, who kneels to the 
maiden now 3 

She has looked but once on his dark blue eye, and 
she rues her cruel vow; 

She loves at last, and she shudders to see the 
knight on his.courser beund ; 

But her fears are vain, for he gallops as free ,as 
though it were listed ground. 

The jady hath donned her richest weeds, to greet 
that champion bold, 

But he sits unmoved on his sable steed, and his 
speech is careless and cold ;— 

«* T married, last morn, a fairer bride, and, if sin- 
gle, would not wed thee ; 

I perilled my life but to humble thy pride, and to 
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punish thy cruelty! 
POP PPLE SF 


THE MISERIES OF MATRIMONY; 
OR, DICKY SCRAGG’S UNFORTUNATE MARRIAGE, 
Air—“ A Frog he would a wooing go.” 

(J. Bruton.) 


OH, listen awhile to poor Dicky-Scragg, 
-Heigho, said Dicky! 
Who fell deep in love with one Biddy Bragg, 
And with her each night would spend every mag, 
With his wooing, suing, 
Buns and blue ruin, 
Vm all right, thought poor little Dicky ! 


Quoth Dicky, “ great is the fervour I feel!” 
Heigho, said Dicky ! 
And if I could manage her heart for to steal, 
And make her my rib, ’twould be for my own weal, 
With my whining, pining, 
Purse with the shine in, 
I'll have her, said poor little Dicky! 


By dint of persuasion, he got her consent, 
Heigho, sighed Dicky! 
And soon to church, to be married, they went, 
Ne’er thinking that he should have it to repent, 
With their wocing, suing, 
Billing, and cooing, 
I’m all right, thought poor little Dicky 


The honey-moon had scarce took its flight, 
Heizho, sighed Dicky! 
Ere she proved herself a termagant quite, 
And kicked up with Dicky the Devil’s delight, 
With her bump him, bruise him, 
Thump, and ill use him, 
O, dear, sighed poor little Dicky! 
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Said she, one day, “ Il] mill your mug,” 
Heigho, sighed Dicky! 
With her mauleys into his mazzard she dug, 
And his hair by the handsfull out she did lug, 
With her mill him, drill him, 
Wallop and kill him, 
0, dear, sighed poor little Dicky ! 


Dicky took it all as still as a lamb, 
Heigho, sighed Dicky ! 
For, in truth, you must own, that she was his 
dam, 
For oft by her darbies he got a rare ram, 
With haul him, hit him, 
. Mant him, and split him, 
O, dear, sighed poor little Dicky! 


Sure, sure, then, a man was ne’er so put on, 
Heigho, sighed Dicky! 
For, in her kick-ups, one day, not caring a but- 
f ton, 
She laid him flat on the floor, as dead as mut- 
ton ; 
With her lash him, dash him, 
Thump him, and smash him, 
O, dear, for poor little Dicky! 


Her tongue, after this, she never wagged, 
_ Heigho, for Dicky! 
For she soon to the prison for murder was dragged, 
And, for killing poor Scragg,. she herself got 
scrageed 5 
So hanging for banging, 
And her tongue’s haranguing, 
Thus ended the doxy of Dicky ! 


GREP EIP PR 


THE GREEKS. 


(Upton.) 
O, PEACE to the land,—to the land great and glo- 
rious! 
Where Wisdom’s light blazoned, ere bondage. 
b ? 
Where the march of the mind waved its ensign 
victorious, 
And the sweet air of Liberty breathed upon 
man ! 


And health to the heroes, whose forefathers’ bra- 
ver 
Arose, Tah like meteors, dazzled the world ! 
Whose cause, thunder-armed, broke the fetters of 
slavery, 
And the banners of Freedom, triumphant, un- 
furled. 


O, Greece! may thy sons on the Turk and the ty- 
rant 
Hurl their wrath till the Ottoman’s yoke is no 


: more, 
And the souls of the brave, like the eagle, aspi- 


Tant, 
By the death of their foes to the heaven-skies’ 
soar! 
And, hark! hark! a voice from the blue expanse 
fires ye, 
Tis his, it is Byron’s, the bard! great and 
dear! 
*Tis his, who with courage and ardour inspires 
e!— 


’Tis his to whose memory Greece drops a tear. 


Then onward,—rush onward,—ye warriors! to 
glory ! 
*Tis justice you fight for, and freedom you seek ! 
Once more shall your deeds shine resplendent in : 
story, - 
And suaE cosa turbaned Mussulman kneel tothe - 
Greek ! 
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NO MORE V’LL WEEP, NO MORE PLL 
SIGH. 


Air—* Miss Gayton’s Hornpipe.” — (Moncrieff. ) 


No more I’ll weep, no more I’ll sigh, 
No more I'll live the slave of Care; 
No more I'll doubt, no more I’ll fear, 
Nor longer wear Love’s galling chain ; 
T’ll sue no more, I’]] kneel no more, 
Nor yield my bosom to despair ; 
I'll laugh, ’ll smile, be free and gay, 
And néver love again, i 
For love but brings us wo and pain ; 
But makes us endless torments prove. 
Doubting, spurning, thrilling, burning, 
Yielding to a tyrant’s reign ; ; 
V’ll scorn his chain ;—be free from pain : 
In Pleasure’s wilds, unfettered, rove ; 
Indifference woo ; and never, never, 
Never love again! 
But can I prove a foe to love, _ 
Defy his power, his sway resign, 
Forego each bliss and slight each kiss, 
Because with pleasure he has pain? 
Ah! no, no, no, so sweet his wo, : 
Such flow’rets round his chains entwine ; 
E’en while I spurn, more fierce I burn, 
And love, and love again! 
But, ah! the heart that feels Love’s dart 


Will smart and droop, and pine and shrink, _ 


Scorning, panting, anguish, fainting, 
Wildly throbbing to his care ; 
And mine is like yon sparkling fount, 
~ That with excess o’erflows its, brink : 
T had not railed at love so much 
Had I not felt it more. 


PLO E LEH 


THE MOONLIGHT HOUR. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


THE moonlight hour invites to rove, 

O, let us taste the joys of love! 

The slumbering foliage, sky serene, 
How grateful is the tranquil scene ! 

All Nature sleeps, all Nature still, 

The verdant vale, the moss-grown hill; 
Silence, luxuriant, holds her reign, 
Save Philomel’s delightful strain. 


The moonlight hour must e’er impart 
A grateful pleasure to the heart ; 
Should sorrow claim the heaving sigh, 
Or pleasure mark the sparkling eye, 
This charming season e’er must be 

A source of true felicity ! 

No sounds molest Idea’s train, 

Save Philome!’s delightful strain. 


The moonlight hour e’er must prove 
Genial to friendship, virtue, love! 
Offspring of heaven! unite your power, 
For yon was made the moonlight hour! 
O, let us to the grove repair 

And, unmolested, freely share 

The pleasing joys, divine repose, 

The moonlight hour e’er bestows. 


ee 


FATHER AND I. 
( Dibdin.) 
MorTHER were dead, and sister were married, 
And nobody at home but father and I ; 


SoI thought, before longer I tarried, 
To get a good wife my fortune Id try ; 


But I swore she the moral should be of my mo- 
ther, 
For ne’cr was a better wife under the sky ;, 
So we mounted our nags, to find out such ano- 
ther, 
And set out a courting did father and I. 


Farmer Chaff have a dawter that’s famous for 


breeding, 
She do daunce, and do play, and do sing, and 
do write ; 
But she never would talk, she were always a read- 
ing 
About ravishments, devils, and ghostes in 
white! 
Woons! saysI, at that fun you wo’n’t find me a 
good one; 
To be mine, girl, far other guess fish thou must 
fry! 
The wife for my money mun make a good pud 
ding ,— 


So we’ll wish you good morning, father and I. 


As to Lunnun, to manage like other folks scorn- 


ing, 

They set down to- breakfast when we went to 
sup !—' 

At midnight they dined,— they supped in the 


morning, 
And went to bed at the time we got up! 
Then, so poor, but that I’d no heart to make fun 


on 
They could not afford any covering to buy, 
So, shivering with cold, we the girls left in Lun- 
nun, 
- And come back to the country, father and I. 


But, Lord! farmers’ girls be as bad as their bet- 
ters,— 
Poor Prudence and Decency left in the lurch ! 
They paints pictures and faces, writes stories and 
letters, 
And dresses like sheets standing up in a church, 
Stead of sitting at home, shirts and table-cloths 
darning, 
Or pickling of cabbage, or making a pie, 
All the clodpoles are standing, astouned at their 
larning, 
Sad wives for the likes of father and I. 


So just, as we did not know what to be arter, 
“* Odds wounds!” cried out father, ‘* a neigh-- 
bour of mine | 
Died a twelvemonth ago,—left a sister and daugh- 


ter, 
And they both can milk cows and make goosberry 
wine.’ 
On to see ’em we went,—this fell out on a Mon- 
day,— 


Neither stood shilly shally, looked foolish or 


eh 

The license were bought, and, the very next Sun- 
day, 

They were both of them married to father and I. 


GLP LILLE 


FAREWELL, THE LAST FOND HOPE THAT 
CLUNG. 


[Translated from the German by B. Livius. ] 


FAREWELL, the last fond hope that clung 
To this devoted heart ! 

The die is cast—the knell is rung 
That bids it to depart! 

Of father, husband, friends, bereft," 
No link of joy’s bright chain is left ; 

No tongue to cheer—no hand to save— 
No shelter—but the grave 


~ 
aZ0 


Farewell! farewell, thou golden sun! 
Farewell, ye rocks and streams! 

My day o: life is nearly done, 
And fled its flattering dreams! 

I sigh to reach that peaceful shore 

Where grief can wound the heart no more ; 

To slumber in my narrow bed, 

Amongst the silent dead ! 


GPOG LE SPL 


TIMOTHY SNOOK’EM, THE CADGER. 
Air—** Charley over the Water.”’—( Bryant. ) 


. I NEVER had money, I ne’er learnt a trade, 
I’m hungry, I’m poor, and quite needy ; 
I rove through this town like a wandering blade, 
And the victuallers say I’m quite greedy ; 
I’m borrowing hourly from those that will lend, 
And folks say I am sly as a badger; 
And I'll take in a foe, sirs, as well as a friend, - 
For I’m Timothy Snook’em, the cadger. 
Cadgety, cadgety, cadgety hum! 
Riggity, jiggity, primo, 
Fidgety, didgety, pridgety, mum, 
I swallow the victuals and rhino. 


When a boy, I robbed father, and mother, and 
priest ; 

Oh, yes, and the neighbours by dozens ; 

I cheated my uncles and aunts, all to feast, 
And with ease, too, I bilked all my cousins. 

I once robbed the hangman, and lived on his rope, 
For, egad, I was sly as a badger, 

So now I’ve convinced you, at least, so I hope, 
That I’m Timothy Snook’em, the cadger. 

Cadgety, cadgety, &c. 


To run into debt, sirs, was always my way, 
And I’m known well wherever I wa'’, sirs, 
And the public-houses I never could pay, 
Though I’ve cost them a trifle for chalk, sirs. 
I’ve cheated poor tailors, poor hatters, poor snobs ; 
Oh, yes, for I’m deep as a badger ; 
So, if you don’t know me, F’ll tell you, odds bobs, 
I’m Timothy Snook’em, the cadger. 
Cadgety, cadgety, &c. 


The bakers and butchers I’ve cheated likewise ; 
I’ve done methodists, smoucheys, and quakers ; 
I’ve done all the fools, and I’ve done all the wise, 
And soon I’ll filch the black undertakers ; 
For, if I should happen to die in my shoes, 
You shall say I went off like a badger ; 
But, prithee, my friends, don’t the mem’ry abuse 
Of Timothy Snook’em, the cadger. 
Cadgety, cadgety, &c. 


GPLEPPPIPIPL 


THE SPARKLING GOBLET OF PLEASURE. 
(H. M. Milner.) 
A CHORUS. 


LET the sparkling goblet of pleasure 
Foam high with the draught of delight ; 
Let Joy scatter round all her treasure,’ 
In welcome of beauty so bright. 
It is not in a cottage, retiring, 
Such charms as Astasia’s should pine 5 
Bat a monarch’s love inspiring, 
In splendour and glory will shine. 


GOO L II OF 


THE DEATH-SONG OF A WELSH BARD. 
(Walter Scott.) 


DINAS EMLINN, lament! for the moment is nigh 
When mute in the woodlands thine echoes shall 
die! 
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No more by sweet Teivi Cadwallon shall rave, 
And mix his wild notes with the wild dashing 
wave. 


In spring and in autumn thy glories of shade, 

Unhonoured shall flourish—unhonoured shall fade, 

For soon shall be lifeless the eye and the tongue 

That viewed them with rapture—with rapture that 
sung. 

Thy sons, Dinas Emlinn, may march in their 
pride, 

And chase the proud Saxon from Prestatyn’s 
side 5 

But where is the harp shall give life to their name, 

And where is the bard shall give heroes their 
fame ? 


And oh, Dinas Emlinn, thy daughters so fair, 

Who heave the white bosom, and wave the dark 
hair, 

What tuneful enthusiasts shall worship their eye, 

When half of their charms with Cadwallon shall 
die ? . 


Then, adieu, silver Teivi! I quit thy loved scene 
To join the dim choir of the bards who have been, 
With Llywarch, and Meilor, and Merlin the old, 
And sage Taliesin, high harping to old. 


And adieu, Dinas Emlinn, still green be thy 


shades, 

Unconquered thy warriors, and matchless thy 
maids! 

And thou, whose faint warblings my weakness can 
tell 

Farewell, ‘my loved harp! my last treasure, fare- 
well! 

GLIPLECL 
CHEERLY THE HORN THROUGH THE 
. VILLAGE RESOUNDS. 


*TWAS six in the morn, and the sky dapple gray, 
Cheerly the horn throngh the village resounds, 
Old Morpheus then took his leave of my bed, 
The vapours of sleep they all hastily fled ; ; 
Oh, who would not rise when the huntsman cries 
Hark away! sluggards, to horse, and join the 
sweet hounds. 


Let urbanical prigs, grown feeble by revelling, 
Come and behold of what pleasures we taste, 
Each sportsman mounts up on his steed with such 

race, 
While health paints a ruddiness over each face, 
They all bid defiance to impotent drivelling, 
Exercise makes the blood vivid and chaste. 


How pleasant’s the sound when the huntsman is 
hollowing, 
Near to the skirt of some echoing wood ; 
Each horseman with eagerness joins in the cry, 
And the glorious clamour resounds through the ~ 
sk 
While tPsrehea all along the poor victim lies wai- 
lowing 5 
Farmers, with pleasure, exult in his blood. 


GPP ILG LILO 


EVERY MASON’S HEALTH GO ROUND. 
Air—* To all ye Ladies.” 


YE brethren of the ancient craft, 
Ye favourite sons of Fame, 
Let bumpers cheerfully be quaffed 
To each good mason’s name 5 
Happy long, happy may he be 
Who loves and honours masonry. 
With fal lal lal, &c. 


Ye British fair, for beauty famed, 
Your slaves we wish to be; 
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Let none fur charms like yours be named, 
That loves not masonry ; 

This maxim has been proved full well— 

That masons never kiss and tell. 


With fal lal lal, &c. 


Freemasons no offences give, 
Let Fame your worth declare, 
Within your compass wisely live, 
And act upon the square ; 
May peace and friendship e’er abound, 
And every mason’s health go round. 
With fai lal lal, &c. 


GILL OPI 


PADDY’S COURTSHIP. 


THROUGH Dublin as once I was trudging away, 
About six o’clock in the middle of day, 
I met with Miss Blarney, whose eyes shone so 
bright, 
That I fell deep in love at the very first sight. 
Derry down, &c. 


“Och!” says I to myself, ‘* I’m sunk into the 
skin, 
I can never get out, so I’ll plunge further in.” 
Then I followed her home, and said, ‘ Pray, 
madam, give 
Me the freedom to ax whereabouts you may live? 
Derry down, &c. 


Says she, “ Sir, pray what is your business with 
, me, 
That you now take the liberty thus to make free ? 
For to ax at my door where I live is the same 
As to say, Mr. Dennis, pray, what is your name?” 
Derry down, &c. 


«‘ Though bothered and vext with my doubts and 
‘my fears, 
I’m in love with your face,” says I, “ up to the 
ears : 
My name, at your sarvice, is Patrick O’Shelf, 
And likewise not only my name, but myself.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Having told her my meaning, in words pretty 
plain ; ; 
I begged she would ease me of love’s pleasing pain ! 
‘She said, she’d consider, and sent me away, 
Saying, ‘‘ night’s coming on, so I’ll bid you good 
Vek 


Derry down, &c. 


For two days and three nights I did nothing but 
fret, 
In vain did I labour, no rest could I get, 
For the whole of the time that I lay wide awake, 
Not one single nap, by my soul, did I take. 
Derry down, &c. 


Not finding myself in this tragical state, 
My comfort, thinks I, cannot be very great ; 
So, my charmer to meet, I put on my best clothes, 
And, though rather backward, straight forward I 
goes. 
Derry down, &c. 


To be sure, then, I didn’t stand still like a dunce, 
But told her the fire of my flame all at once : 
“« Love is,”’ says I, “‘ Madam,” says I, ‘‘ Madam, 
love 
Is a gift sent below from the powers above.” 
Derry down, &c. 


“« Before you bewitched me, I slept like a post, 
But now I don’t get above three winks at most ; 
And unless you consent to become man and wife, 
I shall die it you do not restore me to life.” 
Derry down, &c. 


“* Och! if that is the case, my dear honey,” says 
she, 
“ If you’re apt to be sleepy, you wo’n’t do for me, 
For I want a young fellow, brisk, jolly, and tight, 
But if you are so sleepy, I’ll bid you good night.” 
Derry down, &c. 


I stood for some time, staring like a stuck pig, 
And what to say next rather bothered my gig ; 
When, as if recollecting some business torgot, 
She set off like a bow from an arrow that’s shot. 
Derry down, &c. 


With the use of my speech I recovered my voice, 

Says 1, “(my dear jewel, pray take your own 
choice ; 

For the future I’ll serve one my love will not 
slight, 

That’s Hak Aide and my country, with joy and de- 
1 e 
: Derry down, &c. 


GOoPIPLISHP 


FAIR PLEDGES OF A FRUITFUL TREE. 
(Robert Herrick, 1648.) 


FAIR pledges of a fruitful tree, 
Why do ye fade’ so fast ? 
Your date is not so past, 
But you may stay here yet awhile, 
To blush and gently smile, 
And go at last. 


What were ye born to be, 

An hour or half’s delight, 

And so to bid good night ? 
Twas pity nature brought you forth, 
Merely to show your worth, 

And lose you quite. 


But you are lovely leaves,—where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne’er so brave ; 

And, after they have shown their pride, 

Like you awhile they glide 
Into the grave. 


PPP PE OL 


THE PRETTY MANTUA-MAKER, 
(Upton. ) 


SHE lives near the square, but I will not tell 
where, 
The girl of all others the dearest ! 
And this I’ll impart, each throb of my heart 
Says there she is always the nearest. 
Though a maker of gowns, there’s a charm in her 
frowns, 
So witching, you cannot forsake her ; 
And ee loungers all know, from Bond-street to 
ow, 
The pretty, the fair mantua-maker. 
With her caps and pelisses, 
Band-boxes and kisses ; 
Her ogles and wiles, 
Pouting lips, roguish smiles . 
The pretty, the fair mantua-maker. 


Though others may carp, than her needle more 
sharp, 
Each glance of her eye pierces through us; 
While smart as her taste is the round of her waist, 
To prove she is born to undo us. 
And this I must say, if at work or at play, 
For one of the Graces you’d take her: 
And the men with a sigh, say, there she goes by, 
The pretty, the fair mantua-maker. 
With her caps, &c, 
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Ye dress-makers all, high and low, great or small, 
To the queen of your ealling knock under? 
With your mantles and cloaks, hats, bonnets, and 
pokes, 
Bow down to this darling of wonder? 
Priest, Stoic, or Jew, she is formed to subdue, 
Or bring down the starch of the Quaker ; 
With a look to beguile, there’s a spell in each 
smile 
Of the pretty, the fair mantua-maker. 
With her caps, &c. 


GLE EII IPF 


THE SKATING DUET. 
(Dibdin.) 


THIS bleak and frosty morning, 

All thoughts of danger scorning, 

Our spirits briskly flow, 

We’re all in a glow; 
Through the sparkling snow 

While a skating we go; 

With a fa la la la la la la, 

To the sound of the merry horn. 


From right to left we’re plying, 
Swifter than winds we’re flying : 
Spheres on spheres surrounding, 
Health and strength abounding. 
In circles we sleep, 
Our poise still we keep, 
Behold how we sweep 
The face of the deep. 
With a fa lala, &c. 


Great Jove looks on us smiling, 
Who, thus the time beguiling ; 
Where the waters he seal 
Still rove on our keel ; 
Our weapons are steel, 
And no dangers we feel. 
With a falala, &c. 


See, see our train advances! 
See how each skater lances ; 
Health and strength abounding, 
While horns and hautboys sounding, 
The Tritons shall blow 
Their conch-shells below, 
And their beards fear to show 
While a skating we go. 
With a fa lala, &c. 


PPPDPESP 


THE POTENT DELIGHTS OF SPARKLING 
A 


ComE, let’s haste to the grove, 
Where, with rapture and love, 
We’ll chase the dull hours,—where pleasure pre- 
vail ; 
Where each jovial fellow 
Will drink till he’s mellow, 
The potent delights of the sparkling ale. 


Where true friendship and peace 
Every moment increase, 

And harmony lifts its shrill voice to the sky ; 
As the joys of the grove 
Wake to pleasure and love, 

And the hours on the wings of eternity fly. 


Here’s the lass of our heart, 
Whose smile can impart 

A pleasure, a balm for all sorrow : ' 
When sadness pervades 
Our souls in the shades, 

In the goblet all cares of the morrow. 


ALLO PEL ST 
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YEA OR NAY; 
OR, QUAKERISM IN A LOVE-SUIT, 


Air—* Oh! why dost thou shiver and shake, Gaffer 
Grey ?”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


Au! verily, Sarah, unto thee I say, 
Wilt thou become bone of my bone? 
And wilt thou,—yea,—with me 
In the spirit agree, 
-  Umph! that two heads are better than one? 
Yea or nay! ‘ 
And wilt thou,—yea,—with me, &c. 


Ah! verily, Sarah, thou movest, I say, 
And troublest my spirit within! 
When the flesh waxeth weak, 
(in the spirit I speak, ) 
Umph! then Satan provoketh to sin, 
Yea or nay! 
When the flesh waxeth weak, &c. 


Yea, verily, Sarah, believe me, I pray, 
My heart’s like a cutlet of veal, 
Broiling hot with desire, 
Grilled on love’s kitchen-fire ! 
Umph! Canst thou this hot love with me feel, 
Yea or nay? . 
Broiling hot with desire, &c. 


Yea, verily, Sarah, I buffet all day 
Against Satan,—and fight the good fight! 
But temptation perplexeth, 
Yea, my spirit sore vexeth, 
Umph! for the flesh still rebelleth all night, 
_ Yeaor nay! 
But temptation perplexeth, &c. 


Yea, verily, Sarah, last night as I lay 
On my couch, the frail flesh to repose, 
Would’st thou think, (while it seem-ed 
We embraced as I dream-ed, 
Umph! the spirit kicked off the bed-clothes, 
Yea or nay? 
Wouldst thou think, (while it seem-ed, &c.) 


Ah! Sarah, wilt thou cool the flame that 
burns still, 
My helpmate be, (yea or nay ?)—and 
Wilt thou quench my fierce fire ? 
Yea; for that, Obadiah, 
Umph! verily I will lend thee a hand, 
Yea, I will! 
Wilt thou quench my fierce fire? &c. 


CLPPLO LIP 


THE NEGRO’S LAST APPEAL. 
A HAYTIAN SONG. 


HARK! hark! the drum !—What trumpets sound? 
The sons of Afric rush to arms! 
Sparkles the glittering champaign round, 
And ring the mountains with alarms! 
In wild variety of tongue, 
Resounds from ev’ry mouth the song,— 
«« The gun prepare, unsheath the steel, 
War is the Negro’s last appeal !” 


Too long, with unavailing tears, 
The supplicating negro stood ; 
Too long essayed, with futile prayers, 
T’ arrest the chast’ning hand of blood : 
Tears and submissive prayers were vain ; 
His suff’rings pleased the tyrant train ; 
Who now, in trembling fear, will feel 
The vengeance of his last appeal! 


Thou, vertic sun, whose scorching beams 
So oft the negro’s cheek has dried.; 
Forbade, of griefs, the saline streams 
To swell the current of the tide. 
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Far as thy boundless course extends, 
Where thou or rises or descends, 
Proclaim, from thy refulgent car, 
The Negro’s last appeal is war: 


Ye winds, that oft the Negro’s sighs 
To unregarding ears have borne ; 
Ye waves, the witness of his cries, 
When from his home his children torn :— 
The songs of vengeance now convey, 
To Europe’s shores, with speed away : 
Bid the pale vanquished despot hear,— 
The Negro’s last appeal is war! 


Fierce as their kindreds whirlwinds rage,— 
Fierce as the waves that rage return,— 
The sons of Afric claim the stage 
Of war, and for the contest burn: 
Freedom, the prize for which we arm, 
Displays each soul-inspiring charm, 
And bids th’ insulted Negro dare 
Assert his last appeal is war! 


PL PL EL OF 


AIR BALLOONING. 


FROM an air balloon, I, 
While it sailed through the sky, 
On the shifting scene looked down, sir, 
And had a clear view 
Of the motiey crew 
Who inhabit country and town, sir. 
Each one striving, 
Bustling, driving, 
Some deceiving, 
Others grieving, 
Coaxing, hoaxing, 
Hoarding, robbing, 
Gay hob-nobbing, 
Wenching, bruising ; 
O, ’twas amusing 
Thus to find 
All mankind 
Strive to flourish fortune’s noon in ; 
‘Low and high, 
All would fly: 
All were bent on air ballooning. 


SPOKEN.] What’s the matter there at the west 
end of the town ?—I see, they are all in motion, 
at it pell-mell. O, it is a levee, and the nobs are 
flocking to kiss the——hand of C@sar, as the rea- 
diest way to promotion. Yes, there they go, lords 
and ladies, lobsters of note, and tarpaulings with a 
swab on each shoulder! no single swabs, and ward- 
room boys, I warrant! There are lawn sleeves and 
stiff wigs; long robes and sage wigs! Hey day! 
what’ a train of coaches! Well, the visiters no 
doubt know on which side their bread is buttered. 
—Yes, yes, they are aware 

Who ’tis worth while to please, sir; 
Now, as I confess myself a highflyer, and would 
like to have my bread well buttered, too, of course, 
Since ’tis noble and grand, 
I would fain kiss the hand 
Of the lord of ‘the manor, great Cesar. 


Thus, you surely can see 
As well, sir, as me, 
These struggles to bask fortune’s noon in ; 
For low, sir, and high, 
Believe me, would fiy! 
All, all would go air ballooning, 
All, all, &c. 


But turn to low life, 
See, wanting a wife, 

A tinker, with pelf in his noddle ; 
Though hump-backed and handy, 
Would find it quite handy 

To marry the rich widow Waddle. 


Begging crokers 
Will sport doxies! 
Old rag brokers 
Country boxes ! 
Cobbler, tailor, 
Soldier, sailor, 
Butcher, dyer, 
All aspire. 
So the sweep and the nightman, 
Each is a right man 
In his own estimation, 
To rise and be gay, 
In wealth flash away, 
And govern this powerful nation. 


SPoKEN.| Aha! they are pretty busy about St. 
Giles’s, too. What the devil? surely that tilbury 
is not standing at the door of a chimney-sweep’s ! 
yes, it is though ; and I see Mother Sooterkin in- 
tends to take an airing in the Park, attended by 
one of her climbing boys, with a half-washed face, 
and dressed in an old livery, bought in Monmouth- 
street. There they go! egad, ’tis a dashing set 
out! And now I see a group of Irish fishwomen, 
hooting and throwing mud at them; oh! envy is 
asad thing! But what is going on yonder? Oh, 
’tis a couple of kind knights-errant, who have 


| found a stranger, and are taking ham in, by selling 


him some wonderful iargain. He pulls out a gold 
watch, to see how time goes; then inquires the 
way to St. Paul’s. They offer to escort him. Ha! 
they have him in a blind alley, and are easing 
him of the trouble of carrying his watch and money 
any further—how attentive! And there stands a 
female docior, pitying a youth with a monstrous 
long nose, and pressing him to take physic, famous 
for removing that inconvenient excrescence, the 
snout, from the human countenance, if he will pay 
her well; but, no fee, no doctor. 
Thus, you surely can see, &c. 


POLL LOL? 
e 


VLL GANG NAE MAIR TO YON TOWN. 


I’LL gang nae mair to yon town, 
Betide me joy, betide me pain; 
T’ve tint my heart in yon town, 
And-dare na gang the gate again. 
The sun shall cease to thowe the snaw, 
The corn to shoot wi’ simmer rain, 
When I gang back to yon town, 
And see the gate my heart has gane. 


Yestreen I went to yon town, 
Wi’ heart im pleasure panting free, 
As stag won from the hunter’s snare, 
Or birdie building on the tree ; 
But ae half-hour tint ail my peace, 
And lair’d my soul in dool and pain, ~ 
And weary fa’ the witchcerait wit 
That winna let it free again. 


Had I but been by fortune’s hand 
In the silk lap of grandeur thrown, 
And she had trimmed the humblest home 
That ever rose in Caledon; 
I’d clad her in a starry robe, 
And claspt her to my bosom fain ; 
And blest the happy hour I went 
To see the mirthsome town again. 


She’s fairer than a summer morn, 

And purer than the spotless sky ; 
Far is the journey to her heart, 

She measures in her haughty eye. 
But she is sweeter than the rose 

New bathed amang the balmy rain— 
And i maun gang to yon town, 

And see the lovesome maid again. 
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THE SENTINEL. 
Air—‘* Our Bugles sung true.” 


WHEN I thought that the morn might a sad tale 
of sorrow 
Unfold to the maid to my fond heart so dear; 
And the moon which shone bright, on the eve of 
the morrow, 
Be dim to the eye which then viewed it so 
clear ;— 
My spirits sunk low, and a feeling of dread 
Fell cold on my heart, while I looked on the 
dead ;— 
And thought that, like them, when my spirit was 
fled, — 
I might long to be gazed on, by foreigners,—led 
By glory or gold to a country so drear. 


Not a drum, nor a trumpet, nor shot, broke the 
still 
Of the night, or their aid to my soul would im- 
part ; 
But despair left me reckless of Fate’s giddy will ; 
For conscience had wound herself deep in my 
heart :— 
And my spirits sunk low for the deeds I had done, 
To that hour, from the hour when my life’s march 
begun, 
Passed dark o’er my soul, as a cloud o’er the sun 3 
And so tinged with red blood was the race I had 


Tun 
That it curdled to ice the full stream of my 
heart. 
Other scenes met my view, and I thought of the 
day, 
When my bosom beat high, as my sword waved 
in air; 


And dastardly fear to new courage gave way, 
While zeal took the place of the demon despair. 
Though my spirits arose, still I looked with regret 
On the brave, whose last pulse had but yesterday 
beat ; 
And I swore, ere the sun, which then rose, should 
be set, i 
.n the gore of their foes my true steel should be 
set 
Or my spirit, like theirs, be exulting in air. 


GILLIE LP LS 


THE BROOK-SIDE ANGLER; 


OR, THE MAN THAT’S CONTENT IS AS BLEST AS 
A KING. 


ComE, lay by your cares, and hang up all sorrow, 

Let’s angle to day, and ne’er think of to morrow : 

And by the brook-side as we angle along, 

We’ll cheer up ourselves with our sport and a 
song. 


Sometimes on the grass ourselves we will lay, 
And see how the wat’ry citizens play ; 
Sometimes with a fly stand under a tree, 

And choose out what fish our captives shall be. 


Thus void of all care we’re more happy than they 
That sit upon thrones, and poor subjects obey ; 
For sceptres and crowns disquiet still bring, 

But the man that’s content is as blest as a king. 


POLPLOOE 


FILL A BRIMMER TO LOVE. 
(T. Moore.) 


FILL a brimmer to love, for ’tis love claims the 
day 

That gave birth to the maid who now prompts my 
fond lay ; 

And may wishes as pure for her happiness flow, 

As the tears of the vine that within the cup glow. 


For in what fairer breast could joy find a blest 


seat, 


Than in one which with love can so fervently beat ? 
And where should a smile e’er its light pinions 


dip, 


If not in the perfumes that hang on her lip ? 
May the genius that smiled on her blest natal 


hour 


O’er her fate still continue his’ blessings to shower ; 
May misery’s tears never flow from those eyes, 
Nor that bosom e’er heave but with rapturous 


sighs. 


May thy way through Life’s journey with roses be 


spread, 


And the sunshine of beauty play over that head ‘ 
May the eve of each day promise bright clouds 


to morrow, 


Nor even be dimmed with the vapours of sorrow. 


Oh, still on thy path, may the bright liquid light 
On pleasure beam lightly, and lead to delight ; 
While the bright fairy prospects of youth round 


you smile, 


And love’s glowing raptures the journey beguile. 


Whilst the tinges of beauty still o’er the cheek fly, 
And love bids his fires still beam in that eye 3 
Whilst still with the fervour of youth that heart 


glows, 


May you gather, unmixt with a thorn, pleasure’s 


rose. 


But when the shrunk hand of slow stealing age 
Shall have torn that loved name from youth’s glow 


ing page ; 


On each past line of rapture, as backward you 


look, 


Oh! ne’er may regret’s bitter tear blot the book. 


GPPL PEP? 


VIVE LA BAGATELLE. 
Air— La petit Tambour.” 


WHEN de littel tiny boy, 
Mamma call me her joy, 
And de mademoiselles pretty stories tell, 
While me dey kiss and toy. 
Den at de opera, 
Me caper de grand pas, 
Though very little sense, me pocket de pence, 
While de ladies cry oh la! 
Den war and glory come, 
Me grown a little bigger, 
And me rub a dub de drum, 
And fear nor sword nor trigger. 
Great heroes kill pell mell, 
Me still alive and well ; 
So me dance and sing, long live de king, 
And Vive la Bagatelle. 


Oh, den with roguish eye, 
Von litiel girl I spy : 
She had some gold, so my love I told, 
And languish, leer, and sigh. 
We wed,—she die—me sad, 
Three days me rave like mad ; 
But me cry don’t be rash, but pocket de cas. , 
Dere be plenty more wife to be had. 
In Bony, den, me delight, 
Cry Vive l’Empereur so clever ; 
But now some tink more right, 
And shout Bourbon for ever! 
Dus me keep all matters well, 
And me please both beaux and belles ; 
And me dance, and sing long live de king, 
And Vive la Bagatelle. 


WAKEN, LORDS AND LADIES GAY. 


WAKEN, lords and ladies gay, 
On the mountain dawns the day; 
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All the jolly chase is here, 

With hawk, and horse, and hunting spear ; 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling ; 
Merrily, merrily mingle they, 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 


Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain gray ; 
Springlets in the dawn are streaming, 
Diamonds in the brake are gleaming ; 
And foresters have busy been 

To trace the buck in thicket green : 
Now we come to chant our lay, 
Waken, lords and ladies gay. 


Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the green wood haste away ; 

We can show you where he lies, 

Fleet of foot and tall of size: 

We can show the marks he made 

When ’gainst the oak his antlers frayed ; 
You shall see him brought to bay, 
Waken, lords and ladies gay. 


Louder, louder chant the lay, 
Waken, lords and ladies gay ; 
Tell them, youth, with mirth and glee, 
Run a course as well as we: 
Time, stern huntsman! who can balk, 
Stanch as hound and fleet as hawk ; 

_ Think of this, and rise with day, 
Gentle lords and ladies gay. 


GPLLLPLL IF 


WILLIAM AND FANNY. 


THOUGH tossed amid the ocean’s bed, 
My father William be, 

Still, as he ’scapes the stormy dread, 
Each thought shall bend to me : 

This little knot my bosom bears, 
While quivering in the wind, 

Still the rude blast my William shares, 
Yet still his heart’s behind. 


While gentle breezes fill the sail, 
And to his cot he hies ; 

His Fanny, she shall still prevail, 
And thus, methinks, he sighs— 

Can absence separate one mind? 
Can constancy e’er fail? 

He rises, leaves a tear behind, 
And tends the swelling sail. 


POPP LIPS? 


GAY TOM TICKLE, THE CARRIER. 
(Westall.) 


GAY Tom Tickle, the carrier, a wag of renown, 
Met spruce Betty, as he was returning from town ; 
Says she, “‘ Tom, you’re good-natured, and never 
refuse, 
When you come down from London, to tell us the 
news.” 
“« Forakiss.” ‘* Well, take this.” 
«© Now, sweet miss, thus it is: 
Monday next, don’t be vexed, 
Or perplexed ; the pretext, 
On what odd fancy founded I really can’t tell, 
But the king’s proclamation for you will make 
well. 
** Now, this strange proclamation,” says Tom, 
<< will be sent, 
In two days, round the nation,—thus is its in- 
tent :— 
That all maids who have got little mouths must 
prepare, 
Monday next, to present themselves "fore the Lord 
Mayor, _ 
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Where there’ll be, you will see, 
Oh dear me, in high glee, 
And grand state, quite elate, 
To await their own fate, 
All young bachelors, likewise; from whom, if 
they please, 
All these maids with small mouths may pick out 
two a-piece. 


Betty’s lips were contracted, and bridled her chin, 
As, with simpering grace she this strain did be- 
ins . 
Crying, “«“Hem: but pray what must the poor 
huge ones do 
To get husbands, when we little ones shall have 
two ?” 
““ Oh!” says he, “‘ each huge she 
Shall have three !”’ instant he 
Bet’s mouth spied, side to side 
A foot wide, as she cried— 
«© Ah! the case then is changed: would the three 
were a score ; 
For, in gaping for husbands no girl can gape 
more.” 


GPLLIP?OF? 


PATRICK O’STERN AND CATHARINE 


O’GRAY. 
WHEN the rude yell of war had ceased its loud 
thunder, 
And peace on the land cast its sweet, smiling 
ray, 


Then Britain, of nations the envy and wonder, 
At sea held its power, its dominion, and sway : 
Poor Patrick O’Stern, now discharged from his 
duty, 
Had hoarded his prize-money, pay, and his 
booty, 
Himself and his wealth to resign to his beauty, 
The pride of fair Wicklow—sweet Cath’rine 
O’Gray. 
You in peace now that hear this sad true relation, 
And pity, with me, the poor sailor’s fate, 
Those piilars of war that uphold your great nation, 
Preserving your king, your church, and your 
state, 
Drop a tear for poor Cath’rine, dejected, forlorn, 
Whose heart, like the billow, in tempest was 
torn, 
O’er her two lovely boys left in anguish to mourn, 
While her Patrick, in tears, was torn from his 
Kate. 


But view the reverse: the wars now are ended, 
And Patrick arrives, rich in wealth and in fame, 
His Cath’rine, dejected, and poor, and unfriended, 
He finds yet in health and in virtue the same. 
His boys, by the parish maintained, bold and 
hearty, . 
Now clasped in his arms, make glad the blithe 
party: 
No words can their joy, their bliss here impart 
t’ye 
Of Cath? rine with Patrick, and Patrick with 
Kate. 


GIP LIF POP 


THE LADIES’ DRINKING SONG; 
OR, A SMOKING CUP OF TEA. 


LET topers drain the flowing bowl, 
And tipsy get for me; 
I ne’er their orgies shall control, 
So I’ve a bowl of tea : 
And let them jest, and drink, and smoke, 
And stir up mirth and glee; 
V’ll stir up (pleasure to provoke) 
A smoking cup of tea. 


% 


When.round the board the. old.and young 
With characters make.free, 

The pivot of the prattling tongue 
What oils so well as tea? 

By sorrow bid, should we take down 
Noyeau or ratafie, 

What can the fumes so fairly drown 
As qualifying tea? 

The type of life, its joys and cares, 
This beverage we see 5 

The vital stream the water wears, 
The bitters are the tea: 

West-India’s produce are the sweets ; 
And while they thus agree, 

In cream the happy medium meets 
That life corrects and tea. 


Then let the great and rich give way, 
Pomp, pride, and pedigree, 

We find distinctions ev’ry day 
Levelled by death and tea; 

From gipsies underneath the hedge 
To the grand coterie ; 

Kind females still each other pledge 
In bowls of social tea. 


ORLILE PEO IF 


THE MAID OF GLASGOW. 
( Maclaren.) 


HIGH on a shaggy sea-worn rock, 
Proud jutting o’er the roaring flood, 
With many a sigh, and wishful look, 
The weeping maid of Glasgow stood. 
“« Blow fair, blow fair,” she cried, “‘ sweet gale! 
Blow fair, and smooth the raging sea; — 
Be kind to love, fill up each sail, 
And bring my Jamie safe to me.” 


Light sailing o’er the foaming suzze, 
There came two swans of fair degree, 
In plaintive notes they sang the dirge 
Of British sailors gone to sea. 
** Come, tell, sweet birds, come tell me truth, 
By your white breasts and sable feet, 
Saw ye my love—the bravest youth 
That ever sailed in any fleet ?” 


«© Ah! maiden fair, by love opprest, 
Restrain those tears—’tis vain to weep ; 
Near Portugal your Jamie rest, 
In the cold bosom of the deep! 
Dark was the night, hid was the rock, 
And rapid, rapid ran the stream ;” 
The morning dawned, fair Jenny woke, 
And thanked her fate it was a dream. 


Loud blew the post his warning horn-- 
Long had she watched the welcome sound— 
Quick did she glance the letter o’er, 
As quickly dropped it on the ground ! 
From her flushed cheek the blood withdrew ; 
With weak and falt’ring breath she cried— 
<¢ My dream is true—vain life, adieu !” 
Then broke her heart—sank down—and died ! 


PIL PE LIF 


LIGHT-HORSE PAT. 
(R. Morley.) 


MY name is sweet Pat, I’m a tight Irish lad, 
The clane thing at tossing a cock of hay, 
Some folks would persuade me a father I had, 
But the devil a bit I believe what they say, 
For he was gone dead long before I was born, 
With drinking of whisky he slipped the wind, 
And left my poor mother, all forlorn, 
To bring forth my sweet self, which was rather 
unkind. 


SPOKEN.]| To be sure, honey, I didn’t make a 
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great big noise when I came into the world, so de- 

lightfully squalling, the old gossips cried out, see, 

he’s so 

Frisky with whisky and shamrock so gaily, 

Och, sure, Pat’s the sweet boy that will kiss the 
girls daily. 


My mother cried, “ Paddy, you’re now a big elf, 
It’s a shame you should longer be skulking at 
home ; 
Here’s a thirteen, so now do the best for yourself, 
And be off, with your pitchfork, abroad for to 
roam.” > 
Well, I theught, faith and sure, ’twas ashame to 
lie idle, 
So entered on board a troop of light horse, 
When, seizing the saddle, I mounted the bridle, 
But the spalpeen grew rusty, and gave me a 
toss. 


SPOKEN.] Faith and troth, but the great big 
thief spilt me all along, clane in the mud, 


Being frisky, &c. 


| As I laid along, sprawling, my neck almost broken, 


The sergeant roared out, “ Mr. Paddy, you’re 
down.”’ 

Says I, <* ’tis a lie!” but the devil a word spoke, 
Because by the fall [ had bothered my crown ; 
But, jumping up quickly from off the hard stones, 
A big sup of whisky I poured down my throat, 

And found in my stomach I’d broken no bones, 
So I mounted again, with a sweet muddy coat. 


SPOKEN.] By the powers of Moll Kelly, but we 
both gallopped off in a canter as hard as we could 
trot, 


Quite frisky, &c. 


Soon we marched off for Spain in a ship all the way, 
| *L[would have done your heart good to see us 
parade ; 
Then we soon fought and conquered, one glorious 
day, 
By the powers, I mean to make fighting my 
trace. 
So, long life to the English, the Irish, the Scotch, 
The Russians, the Prussians, the Cossacks, so 
hearty ; 
In our ’scutcheon ourenemies can’t make a blotch, 
For, united, you know, we bate great Bony- 
parte. 


SPOKEN.]| What do you think of my great coun- 
tryman, the Duke of Wellington, and his brave 
army ? He was the boy to drub his foes at Sal- 
man-ca [bag of foes]; and, last of all, at Water- 
loo; and the devil burn me if Iknow where! So, 
long life to him, and may he never be kilt till after 
he’s dead, and then may he live for ever! And, 
should an enemy ever set one foot in Ireland, upon 
British ground, d—me, but they’d find a Welling- 
ton in every mother’s son of us. 


All so frisky, &c. 


PLIES LIS 


BE HUSHED, YE BITTER WINDS. 
(H, K. White.) 


Be hushed, be hushed, ye bitter winds! 
__ Ye pelting rains, a little rest ; 
Lie still, lie still, ye busy thoughts 
That wring with grief my aching breast. 


O, cruel was my faithless love 
To triumph o’er an artless maid ; 
O, cruel was my faithless love 
To leave the breast by him betrayed. 


When exiled from my native home, 
He should have wiped the bitter tear ; 


« 
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Nor left me, faint, and lone to roam, 
A heart-sick, weary wanderer here. 


My child moans sadly in my arms, 
The winds they will not let it sleep 5 
Ah! little knows the hapless babe, 
What.makes its wretched mother weep. 


Now lie thee still, my infant dear, 
I cannot bear thy sobs to see ; 

Harsh is thy father, little one, 
And never will he shelter thee. 


O, that I were but in my grave, 
“And winds were piping o’er me loud, 
And thou, my poor, my ape babe, 
Were nestling in thy mother’s shroud. 


PPL PLOILF 


SENSIBILITY. 
(W. Hersee.) 


Hive not thy face, Maria, dear, 
For beauty’s cheeks more fair appear, 
Graced by the falling crystal tear 
Of Sensibility! 
The loveliest rose that ever grew, 
When moistened by the morning dew, 
Appears more lovely to the view 
, Of Sensibility ! 
And those engaging eyes of thine, 
Through pity’s dew more lovely shine, 
To see thy bosom soft reclined 
On Sensibility * 
Let Gentleness, a welcome guest, 
Be ever in thy female breast, 
And Beauty’s mind be still exprest 
In Sensibility ! 
How beauteous are the tears that start. 
Sweet consolation to impart 
To the deep-wounded, tender heart 
: Of Sensibility ! 
Indeed, dear girl, the finest grace 
That ever female can embrace, 
Is in the form, the eye, the face 
Of Sensibility ! 


THE PRECIOUS GOBLET, 


SEE the jolly god appears, 

In his hand the bowl he rears, 
Quaffing let me drown my care, 
And all thy noble spirit share. 
Precious goblet, cup divine, 
Let me quaff thy rosy wine. 


Let my hoary honours grow, 
Wrinkles trespass on my brow ; 
Let them come, prepared I stand, 
And grasp my goblet in my hand. 
: Precious goblet, &c. 


Cupid, in my youthful hour, 

Led me captive of his power; 

Now, with branches from the vine, 

I guard me from his dart divine. 
Precious goblet, &c. 


Bacchus, jolly god! appear, 

None but choicest friends are here 3 

Pierce thy oldest, deepest cask, 

And let us drain the frequent flask, 
Precious goblet, &c. 


PIF LISD? 
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NO, NO, HE’LL NOT DECEIVE. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


FULL many a lad in Liwyel’s vale 
Has tried my heart to move ; 
They came so oft a courting, 
Courting hir to love, 
With nona, nona, Taffline, dear, 
With nona Taffiine, dear! 
Had hir believed, 
They had deceived, 
No, no! 


Hir heard them tell their artful tales, 
But gave.to none hir love! 

To shepherd swains, ah, long ago, 
Hir learned to answer always no ; 
Hir heard them tell their artful tale, 
But gave to none hir love. 


I’ll have a swain who’s not too wise, 
A faithful spouse to prove ; 
Who still will come a courting, 
‘ Courting hir to love, 
With nona, nona, &c. 
Hir will believe, 
He’ll not deceive,— 
No, no, he’ll not deceive. 


Hir will believe his faithful sighs, 
And give him all hir love! 
To shepherd swains though, long ago, 
Hir learned to answer always no. : 
Hir will believe, &c. 


OCPILOLASP? 


THE BUT AN’ THE BEN. 


Our farmers now brag o’ their blue sklatet biggins, 
An’ follow the fashion like high gentlefouk ; 
Gie me my bit bield wi’ its straw theckit riggin, 
An’ muckle mou’d lum to tak off the peat 
smoke. 


There is na a man in the fair land o’Fyvie, 
On hill-head or brae-side, on green haugh or 
glen, 
Mair happy than me, wi’ my thriftie wee wifie, 
Wha bide ina bield o’ a But an’ a Ben. 


A cantie an’ couthie guidwife is my Katie, 
Tho’ by her best days, still she’s bonnie and 
blithe, 
An’ a’ her delight is to please her ain Patie, 
Wi’ aad and wi’ manners sae leesome an’ 
ithe. 


Guid butter an’ kebbocks the milk maks o’ Hernie, 
An’ frae the hen-roost a new. egg now and then, 
Wi’ twa three trouts taen frae yon bickerin burnie, 
My frien’s feast fu’ weel in the But an’ the Ben. 


To my youngest bairn aft I sing diddle de diddle, 
Or aiblins some sang coft the last market-day ; 
An’ there are waur fists than mysel at the fiddle, 
At scrapin’ a Scottish jig, reel, or strathspey. 


Though sometimes I may be down-hearted an’ 
dowie, 
For wha can ken pleasure an’ never ken pain? 
The physic that fizzes i? the barmy ale bowie 
be dool frae the fowk o’ the But an’ the 
en. 


Ahint my laigh housie blooms nae branchin’ 
bower, 
But a divot-dyked yard for my cabbage an’ 
kai),— 
Perhaps, here an’ there, springs an anterin flower, 
That courts the kind kiss o’ the soft summer 
gale, 
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Ilk e’enin frae labour low’st to luve an’ leisure, 
What happiness purer can mortal man ken? 
While the prospect 0’ past an’ the present gies 
pleasure, 
O, wha wadna bide in a But an’ a Ben. 


GPOEPLPPP? 


WITH A YOE, YEA, AND DRINK TO THE 
GIRLS LEFT BEHIND US, 
( Dibdin. ) 
You ask me the life of a tar, 
That’s tossed up and down on the ocean, 
Why know that, in peace or in war, 
Of danger we have not a notion: 
Yes, yes, my dear, it is true, 
With such we have nothing to do; 
For we sing as we go, 
With a yoe yea, yea, yoe, 
And drink to the girls left behind us. 


When landsmen preach up, as they do, 
And say this and that of the navy ; 
Why, tell them, ’ere Fear brings us to, 
We'll grapple with Death and old Davy : 
Yes, yes—and, dear Jack, this impart, 
The worth of a tar is his heart— 
For we sing as we go, &c. 


?Tis sweet, when the battle is o’er, 
To say that a tar’s done his duty ; 
Yet sweeter to think, when on shore, 
He’ll meet with a welcome from beauty ; 
Yes, yes—and, dear Jack, may a tar 
E’er meet with a smile from the fair ; 
For we sing as we go, &c. 


GIPPPE PPPS 


THE STAGE-STRUCK BARBER. 


Dick FRIz was a barber’s man, 
A barber’s man I say, 

But Thalia did his heart trepan, 
And he was resolved to play. 

As Figaro he did appear, 
Nor varied from his trade, 

And he did the part so very queer, 
That he ne’er again it played. 


As Dicky Gossip he next came 
To play upon the stage, 
But soon the audience cried out shame, 
For he put them in a rage. 
This put poor Dicky at a stand, 
And spoiled all his bliss, 
For, when he expected ev’ry hand, 
He got nought but a hiss. 


As Thalia proved an unkind jade, 
To Melpomene he turned ; 

He ne’er again thought on his trade, 
For tragedy he burned. 

In crooked Richard now he starts 
When he beholds the ghosts ; 

Of his success in all his parts 
Unto his friends he boasts. 


The water now was hissing hot, 
His razor was so keen, 
But like that great man he was not, 
His like there’Il ne’er be seen. 
Dick, finding that he could not play, 
Resolved the stage to leave ; 
Tam no Richard, Dick did say, 
And so I will not grieve. 


PFPIPLPEOF 
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THE SINGLE MARRIED, / ND THE 
MARRIED HAPPY. 


(T. Dibdin. ) 


A BACHELOR leads an easy life, 
Few folks that are wed live better ; 

A man may live well with a very good wife, 
But the puzzle is how to get her, 


There are pretty good wives, and pretty bad wives, 
And wives neither one thing nor t’other ; 

And as for the wives who scold all their lives, 
I’d sooner wed Adam’s grandmother. 


Then, ladies and gents, if to marriage inclined, 
May deceit nor ill-humour ne’er trap ye! 

May those who are single get wives to their mind, 

- And those who are married live happy. 


Some choose their ladies for ease and for grace, 
Or a pretty turned foot as they’re walking ; 
Some choose for figure, and some for face, 
But very few choose ’em for talking, 


Now, as for the wife I could follow through life, 
"Tis she who can speak sincerely ; 

Who, not over nice, can give good advice, 
And love a good husband dearly. 


PPL PLPPOP 


DO BUT VIEW THIS GLASS OF CLARET. 


PRITHEE, friend, leave off thy thinking, 
Cast thy cares and love away ; 

Troubles still are drowned in drinking, 
Do not, do not, then delay; 

Bacchus cares not for thy will, 

But will have us drinking still. 


Do but view this glass of claret, 
How invitingly it looks! 

Drink it quickly, or you’ll mar it, 
Away with fighting and with books, 

Let us have good store of wine, 

Hang him, then, that does repine. 


Call the waiter,—bid him fill it 
As full as ever it can hold ; 
O, take heed you do not spill it, 
’Tis more precious far than gold ! 
Let us drink, and then ’twill prove, 
Drinking’s better sport than love. 


PIPPI 


THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 
('T, Dibdin.) 


Your fortunes thus I tell, ma’am, 
It seems that you’ve a heart, 

You choose your diamonds well, ma’am, 
And diamonds wealth impart. 


The cards you’ve chosen tell you true, 
Your lady holds a club for you ; 

And hence, your worship, I infer, 
You sadly want a spade for her, 


The king denotes your rule, ma’am, 
The ace, wealth, gold, and rings ; 
In Queen-street lives each fool, sir, 
The knave this letter brings. 
Thus club and diamond, spade and heart, 
And ace and knave, and queen and king, 
Love, riches, rule, and health impart, 
And weddings, journeys, letters bring. 
Then, be my gifts respected, 
What Fortune gives to-day, 
When least by you expected, 
She thus may snatch away. 


GCRPPP OPP 
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DOT AND CARRY ONE. 
(O’Keefe.) 


POUNDS, shillings, pence, and farthings, I 
Have at my fingers’ end ; 
And how to sell, and how to buy, 
To borrow, or to lend ; 
But this, though I ne’er went to school, 
My pate has run upon; 
Addition be my golden rule, 
Ha! dot and carry one. 


At loss and gain a scholar good, 
Right early was I taught, 

To gain of guineas all I could, 
To lose—the devil a groat ; 

For fractions and divisions when 
They practise sword and gun, 
Subtract myself I will, and then— 

Ha! dot and carry one. 


But words no more [’|] numerate, 
And thus the sum total lies ; 
Of war no more I’ll sing or prate, 
Reduction I’|l despise ; 

And if cockade and roguish eye, 
Has not my Susan won? 

If she’s resolved to multiply, 
Ha! dot and carry one. 


SIPOLaS oS 


A GARLAND ILL GIVE TO THE LAD 
THAT I LOVE, 


( Hook.) 


How swest are the flowers that grow by yon foun- 
tain, 
And sweet are the cowslips that spangle the 
grove, 
And sweet is the breeze that blows over the moun- 
tain, 
Yet none are so sweet as the lad that Ilove. 
Then I'll weave him a garland, 
A fresh flowing garland, 
With lilies and roses, 
And sweet blowing posies, 
A garland I’ll give to the lad that I love. 


It was down in the vale where the sweet Torza 
gliding, 
Its murmuring stream ripples through the dark 
grove ; 
I owned what [ felt, all my passion confiding, 
To ease the fond sighs of the lad that I love. 
Then Ill weave him a garland, &c. 


PPLLP ICP 


MISTER REUBENS COHEN ?AND MISTER 
NAB; 
OR, HONESTY IN JEOPARDY. 


Air—“ Goody Burton’s Ale.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


To tell you first vat’s true, 

My name is Reubens Cohen ; 
Next I’m an honest Jew, 

Dat’s more petter vort knowing ; 
For all tings vat I deals, 

Ven honest bargain done 1s ; 
I never ax who steals, 

But pays down arl de monies! 


SPOKEN.] Steal, pe tamed! if a cood pargain 
come to my fingers vat right have I to ax a yentle- 
man how it vas come into his hand. If I vas deal 
mit atief, must I make a rogue of myself by axing 
him to tell me vat I buy stolen coods? No, no, 
py Cot! I knows a ting more petter as two of dat. 
fam an honest man, vhile I don’t know it of my- 
self. Nopody vat is curions can make a cood par- 
gains honestly. Dat is not my vay; never ax 
questions,—it spoils every ting at arl vat is trade 
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mit an honest yentleman vat lives at his fingers’ 
ends by his Rum tum ti tum ti, &c. 


Vonce into scrape I got, 

Vat nigh to lag my leg vas, 
Because I'd pought a lot 

Vat scarcely in my bage vas, 
Ven I vas made find out 

My coods of honest dealing 
Vas vat my friend, past doubt, 

Had just pefore peen stealing! 


SPOKEN.] Pless ma honest heart, I vas so 
struck mit amaze, I tought vat I should have trop- 
ped into a tunderpolt! Ven dey vas sheized arl my 
friend, and my bage, and myself, and arl my 
coods, says I, S’help my Cot now, Mister Nab, it 
is arl mistake, upon ma honesty! This honest yen- 
tleman, my friend, is a very cood man, so as my~ 
self. Yes, says he, you are both very cood, I dare 
say, but.ve shall try your goodness at the Assay~ 
office. Oh! pless my Cot! at de Assay-office? 
says 1; vhy, I am neither colds nor silvers, Mister 
Nab. No; put ve shall try your prass dere, says 
he. Oh! tear, pless ma honest heart, says I to 
myself, here ish a pretty piece of pork and greens 
for a poor Jew! Vel; dere I vas at laste, perfore 
Lard Judge ; and though I vas swear hard vat I 
vas an honest man, dey vouldn’t pelieve my vord 
of it at arl. Py Cot’s trute, arl my honesty vas 
just lost, if I hadn’t hired an honest yentleman, 
vat you call a bear-roaster-at-law, to make a flaw 
of me; cost me more as dirty pound ; but he vas 
pick a large pig hole in de law for me, vat let me 
out of it, mit arl my honesty safe at my back, and 
den dere I vas, pless ma honest heart, mit myself 
arl— Ri tum ti tum ti, &c. 


To myself, Reubens, said I, 
After dis legal brushing, 
Your honesty must try 
To keep from public blushing ! 
So my honesty’s all right 
And safe in secret practice, 
For trute can’t come to light 
Vhile in the dark de fact is! 


SPOKEN.] Dat ish vat I tells my friend Aarons, 
vat deals in melting second-hand pewter pots ; 
arlvays do your pisness in your pots, says I, ma 
friend, in de dark, vat ish de honest vay to get a 
safe penny by your coods! Pless my honest heart, 
dat ish arlvays my practish ; never expose my ho- 
nesty to daylight ; it vo’n’t do at arl in my vay, 
because it might vear my honesty out pefore I vas 
done mit it. But I tell you vat von ting, how I 
make a leetal old honesty more petterer as new. 
Vhen a yentleman prings me a pargains vat I tink 
he prig in his honest vay of trade; vel, dere now, 
says I, I give you tirteen for it, and s’help my Cot, 
I sell it for six to-morrow; den to a customer, 
next day, dere, dere is a peauty; I sell it to you 
for ten, and, py Cot, it cost myself more as six- 
teen. Dere ish honest deal! say one; give more 
as half than vat he sell. Dere, dere ish honest 
man, say t’other; sells more as less than one tird 
vat he puy! So I make my double honesty arl 
cood. Any pody vant a leetal honesty here now ? 
I can sell ’em some as sheap as— 

Ri tum ti tum ti, &c. 


GRIP IPI? 


YES, MY LOVE, YES. 
Answer to—“ No, my Love, no.” To same Air, 
( Upton.) 


You tell me I look on your vows with mistrust, 
And treat a soft passion with fear ; 

Ah, yes !—and suspicion is surely unjust, 
To one you know loyes you so dear! 
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But men will-be men, ever false and unkind, 
Yet take not the meaning amiss ; 

If a fault you possess, to that fault I am blind, 
O, yes, my dear, yes, my dear, yes. 

You tell me when others gaze on me I sigh, 
Still doubting my love to be true; 

Or surely the tear-drop that starts-to my eye, 
Must tell that I sigh but for you! 

For if now and then to another you speak, 
I envy that fair one the bliss, 

And the warm fear of jealousy crimsons my cheek 
O; yes, my dear, yes, my dear, yes! 

You tell me I-start in my'sleep, and look pale, 
Ah,-yes, and your words may be true, 

For, sleeping or waking, my love will prevail, 
And fancy still wander to you! 

And now if I-more.of my.love can explain, 
Nor deem the confession amiss, 

I'd die ere: I’d give you a moment of pain, 
O, yes, my dear, yes, my dear, yes! 


2 


Se a ee al 


MATTHEW MUGGINS. 
(C. Dibdin:) 


SOME say that a bachelor’s life wo’n’t do, 
Others say that it’s merry and mellow ; 

Some say it is like an old glove or a shoe, 
Good for nothing—for want of a fellow: 

A bachelor I, to wed not afraid, 
Tf a partner for life I can gain 8 

I’m warm in the pocket, a chandler by trade, 
Matthew Muggins, of Mincing-lane. 


T think I had best advertise for a wife, 
It our general method in trade is ; 
A gentleman wanting a partner for life 
Gives this gentle hint to the ladies: 
He don’t care how pretty she is, if no shrew, 
If good humoured, don’t mind if she’s plain ; 
If wearing the small-clothes she’ll always leave to 
Matthew Muggins, of Mincing-lane. 


If nineteen to the dozen, when kind, her tongue 
T could listen all day to her prattle ; 

If her clapper runs cross, I need only suppose, 
’Tis the watchman a-springing his rattle, 

She may dress as she likes—only dressed let her 
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Naked Venuses don’t suit my vein ; 
Such, such is the wife for that neat little. beau, 
Matthew Muggins, of Mincing-lane. 


a et a 


NO LONGER V’LL PIPE ON THE PLAIN. 
(Shenstone. ) 


No longer I’ll pipe on the plain, 
No more will I tune to the nine, 

Ah, me! how unhappy a swain, 
Eliza can-never be mine. 


In fancy how once was I blest, 
But, alas! the delusion is o’er; 

Though lost is the hope I possest, 
I never shall cease to adore. 


She’s fair as the op’ning rose, 
She’s sweet as the jessamine’s flower ; 
She’s soft as the woodbine that grows, 
Encircling the sweet scented bower. 


Oft times when reclined in the shade, 
{’ve sung in soft notes to her praise, 
How blessed if a smile from the maid, 
Has seemed to approve of my lays. 


No longer revived by her smile, 

The jessamine droops to the ground, 
Its verdure is fled from the soil ; 

The flowerets are fading around, 
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I'll walk in the dead of the night} 
Endymion shall light me along ; 

I'll walk when avoiding the light, 
Sad Nyctimene utters her song. 


Oh! give me the desolate cave, 

Whence is banished the face of the day, 
Oh! give me the maddening wave, 

When tempests their fury display. 


Oh: give me where fancy has made 
The seat of the phantom and sprite, 

Oh: give me the gloom of the shade, 
Entrancing the horrors of night. 


But whilst I’m thus sadly inclined, 
Thus wildly I utter my care, 

Sweet hope repossesses my mind, 
Dispelling the gloom of despair. 


May some whispering angel impart 
The passion which reigns in my breast 
And, oh! if she heave but her heart, 
Then Colin shall truly be blest. 
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No longer I’ll pipe on the plain, 
No more will I tune to the nine, 

Ah, me! how unhappy a swain, 
Eliza can never be mine. 


In fancy how once was I blest, 
But, alas! the delusion is o’er ; 

Though lost is the hope I possest, 
I never shall cease to adore. 


PPP LP POP 


THERE’S NOTHING LIKE WHISKY TO 
MAKE A GIRL FRISKY. 


(Arnold.) 


Ox! light is the heart ever jocund and gay, 
If for whisky in plenty your pocket can pay, 
If you’re e’er so melancholy, and cannot tell why, 
It can brighten your soul, though it deadens your 
eye: 
If sorrow should vex you, and care should perplex 
you, 
Get tipsy enough, and your cares all depart ; 
For there’s nothing like whisky to make a man 
frisky, 
To soften his sorrows and lighten his heart. 


If in love with one maid, who your flame would 
deride, 
Drink enough, you'll see. charms in a dozen beside ; 
Drink more, and your victory then is complete, 
For you'll find you’re in love with each girl that 
youmeet. * 
If the girl’s sick, poor creature, no doctor should 
treat her, 
But a plentiful drop of good whisky impart, 
For there’s nothing like whisky to make a girl 
frisky, 
To cure all her ills and to soften her heart! 


Oh, whisky! dear whisky! it charms and cajoles, 
For it lies like a friend at my heart and consoles! 
No grief be it ever so smart can subdue, 
While I have but, dear whisky, my flask full of 
ou. 
Oh! ‘et it, ye powers, rain whisky in showers, 
And when ’tis dried up, please some more to 
impart, 
For there’s nothing like whisky makes an Irishman 
frisky, 
It gladdens his features and lightens his heart. 


ea a a a 
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' DEAR LILLA. 
(J. H. Haddon. ) 


ON Lilla’s cheek, the rose is seen, 
With native bloom adorning ; 
Her form excels the fairy queen, 
E’en on the May-day morning. 
Dear Lilla, 
Sweet Lilla, 
No maid so fair as Lilla. 


Her sparkling eyes, when Edwin’s nigh, 
All other eyes excelling ; 
Her smile so sweet, so soft her sigh, 
When in her leafy dwelling. 
Dear Lilla, &c. 


The kiss that mantles on her lips, 
And that with love is given ; 
It pleasure yields whene’er he sips, 
"Tis balmy dew from heaven! 
Dear Lilla, &c. 


THE SOLDIER’S OATH OF ALLEGIANCE. 
(Dibdin.) 
THE standard of freedom’s displayed 5 
Ye Britons your all is at stake ; 
Then, sacredly, under its shade, 
The oath of allegiance take. 
While angels strong zeal shall impart, 
Let these words through the ranks loudly ring, 
I swear, and may heav’n judye my heart, 
To fight for my country and king. 


For those friends that commend me and sigh, 
Those dear comforts, my children and wife, 
And ev’ry natural tie 
That invig’rates the springs of my life ; 
In a word, that our deeds may impart 
Those joys peace and liberty bring ; 
I swear, and may heav’n judge my heart, 
To fight for my country and king. 


PLL IL LPR 


A TERRIFIC REGISTER; 
OR, THE TREMENDOUS YEAR. 
Air—** Bow, wow, wow.” 


The times that once were middling, are daily get- 
ting worse, sir, 

And folks that grumbled quietly now make a 
hideous fuss, sir; ‘ 

For ev’ry thing terrific is, and small things make a 
precious stir, 

Which, when enumerated, form a most Terrific 
Register. 

O, terrific are the times we live in, 

They can’t get worse, but, if they do, I’m sure, we 
all must give in. 


The lamps that glimmered in the streets by flaming 
gas are now put out, 

That shame the day with such a light, the blind may 
see their way about; 

And, though ’tis hardly bearable, they portable 
have made it, 

You may in your pockets wear a fire, and be not at 
all afraid of it. 

O, terrific are the times, &c. 


Once, if we met a pretty lass, we various things 
could talk upon, 

But envious watchmen have the will this joy to put 
a balk upon ; 

Should we but say, “‘ Pray, how d’ye do?” they 
swear we’re trying tricks on, 

And, to learn to live with decency, give us a month 
at Brixton. 

O, terrific are the times, &c. 
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A man once, setting up in trade, could send his 
posting bills about, 

But now a mode is hit-upon, a good one, too, with- 
out a doubt; 

For chalk has spoiled the printer’s ink—terrific let- 
ters tall you see, 

For doctors’ names, with Warren’s blacking, white- 
wash every wall you see. 

O,. terrific are the times, &c.» 


There was a time, the poet sings, that’ Joy and I 
together went 

To smoke a pipe, and with some friends have many 
a pleasant hour spent ; 

But landlords so terrific look, you’d think they 
meant to burn you out, 

And, when the clock eleven strikes, they, quite 
politely, turn you out. 

O, terrific are the times, &c. 


Prize-fighters once were glad enough to box for ten 

. or twenty pounds, 

And on the turf would settle it in less than half-a- 
dozen rounds ; 

But now, so fierce the times are grown, they scorn 
such tender ninnies, 

And fight all day, on iron pavements, for a thou- 
sand guineas. * 

O, terrific are the times, &c. 


The play-bills, too, in length and size, attention 
surely rouses ; 

They once were short and sweet, but now they pa- 
per all the houses ; 

And actors so terrific are, they scorn that you 
should come and pay ; 

A horrid head surmounts each bill, to frighten all 
the folks away. 

\ O, terrific are the times, &c. 


The most terrific things of all are combats on the 
stage, sir, 
Which once were nothing thought about, but now 

are all the rage, sir; 
And dreadful are all those affrays, which once were 
managed sadly ; 
sind awful ’tis when Blanchard fights with the ter- 
rific Bradley. 
O, terrific are the times, &c. 


The green-baize curtain which, for years, in the- 
atres had held its place, 

With looking-glass was put aside to show each lass 
her pretty face ; 

The crowds that saw, and wondcred at it, flocked 
from ev’ry quarter, 

The heat was such, the glass dissolved into trans- 
lucent water. 

O, terrific are the times &c. 


And now, my kind, terrific friends, I pray you, 
do not frown on me, 

And, O, ye great terrific gods, in kindness pray 
look down on me, 

Ye sweethearts, too, and married men, to terrify 
your spouses, 

Applaud each grand terrific piece, and bring terri- 
fic houses. 

O, terrific are the times, &c. 


GRABLE? 


ROBIN HOOD. 
( Dibdin.) 

CoME, listen awhile, ’twill do your heart good, 
While I sing of Clorinda and bold Robin Hood ; 

The damsel as handsome as handsome can be, 
Who has many a pound, and plenty of geer, 
Than whose father no lord ever kept better cheer, 
Who now goes to marry a mate of high blood, 
And all out of spite to this bold Robin Hood : 

Tadderer too, tadderer tee, tadderer, radderer, 

tandoree. 
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This Robin, as shall be related anon, 
With brave William Scarlet and bold Little John, 
All outlaws, as daring as daring can be, 

Makes this wide-skirted forest, betimes in the 
morn, 

Resound, far and near, with the bugle-horn ; 

When straight, out of fear, all that live near the 
wood 

Run and lock up their daughters from bold Robin 
Hood. 

Tadderer too, &c. 


How this Robin full fifty bold foresters slew, 

How the Pindar of Wakefield made one of his 
crew, 

As desp’rate a crew as desp’rate can be ; 

How the butcher he tricked, bid the bold tinker 
stand, 

Made the bishop say mass, and fought Arthur of 
Bland, 

Are wrote and set down, in true language and good, 

In the life and adventures of bold Robin Hood. 

Tadderer too, &c. 


But the best joke of all is the comical tale, 
How he rescued the sweetheart of Allen-a-Dale, 
An action as daring as daring could be. 
It happened her parents would force her to church, 
With intention poor Allen to leave in the lurch ; 
When twenty stout fellows, all firm men and good, 
Rushed in, and were headed by bold Robin Hood. 
Tadderer too, &c. 


But, to come to Clorinda, and finish my tale, 
‘The second edition of Allen-a-Dale— 

With us he’d fain play, but too cunning are we ; 
Him, John, and his Scarlet we all laugh to scorn, 
His merry men all, and his bugle-horn : 

Let him come then, he’!] find us all stout men and 
ood, 
Fit to nab all such outlaws as bold Robin Hood. 
Tadderer too, &c. 


OLPOPPIPP 


THE GRAVE OF CRAZY JANE. 
(Finlay.) 
PEACEFUL is the grave of lovers, 
When from all their cares they sleep, 
Soft the turf their bosom covers, 
And their eyes have ceased to weep. 
In this valley silent wandering, 
Oft I mark, at dewy e’en, 
Through the shade of twilight gathering, 
The lone grave of Crazy Jane. 


Oft I heard the voice of angnish 
Stealing down yon hawthorn-glade, 

And I marked the soft eyes languish 
Of a poor and hapless maid. 

Still my heart, with pity bleeding, 
Listened to the melting strain ; 

Oh, the canker, grief, was feeding 
On the cheek of Crazy Jane. 


Now her breast has stilled its motion, 
Every pang has passed away, 

Now, forsaking life’s wild ocean, 
Cold, she mingles with the clay, 

When the sun of silent evening 3 
Tinges all the western main, 

Then its radiance wild, declining, 
Gilds the grave of Crazy Jane. 


Mark the spot where, silent, yonder, 
Shakes the .eafess hawthorn-tree ; 

Oft she’d wander there, and ponder, 
Weeping o’er lite’s stormy sea. 
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There, when morning frost advancing, 
Crisps with ice the sleeping wave, 

See the red-breast, softly chanting 
O’er her bare and lonely grave. 


If thou, red-breast, knew’st her sorrow, 
Softer would thy wild-note flow ; 
Thou her plaintive voice would borrow, 
Sweetly warbling strains of wo ; 
Yet, when summer’s suns are beaming, 
And the winds have ceased to rave, 
Faithless, to the woods retiring, 
Thou forsak’st her lonely grave. 


SPP PI OP 


WE LAUGH AT SUCH DISSEMBLING 
FOOLS. 


Love, and mirth, and wine uniting, 
Fill our souls with joys sublime ; 
Lured by pleasures so inviting, 
Who would grudge to spend his time? 


Snarling cynics, that despise us, 
Yet in secret court the bliss, 

May with sober face advise us, 
Liking what they call amiss. 


But we boldly take our pleasure, 
And despise their empty rules ; 

Fill up all our joyous measure— 
Laugh at such dissembling fools. 


PIPPI SPR 


THE MARINERS’ SONG. 


TIS a time of pride when the bark is prancing, 
Like an Arab steed, o’er the waste of waves, 
When her path behind in light is glancing, 
And the fire-white foam her bowsprit laves ; 
Then, then is the time of proud emotion,— 
And if in the bosom a proud one sleep, 
?T will awake to dance to the music of ocean, 
And sweep, with the winds, o’er the welteriny 
deep. 


With my bark through her own blue path career- 
ing, 
I neve can envy the landsman’s bliss ; 
No sun on the shore ever shone so cheering 
As it sparkles down on a world like this ! 
What music can make the heart so sprightly 
As the roll of the billows in the breeze ? 
What ball upon earth ever shone so brightly 
As the stirring dance of the sun-lit seas? 


GLOSLE LF 


ROSY ANNE. 


FREQUENT, at early blush of morn, 
O’er yonder filow’ry meed I’ve ran ; 
Brushed the bright dew-drops from the lawn, 
To steal a kiss from Rosy Anne. 


?Tis she can smooth life’s rugged road, ° 

The chequered path with thorns o’er ran; 
Virtue adorns the blest abode, 

And loves to live with Rosy Anne! 


Come, smiling spring, with lovely greet, 
Come, fragrant gales, that gently ran, 

Come, summer skies, and sweet serene, 
And deck the cot of Rosy Anne ! 


To misers give the sordid wealth, 
To topers give the flowing can, 

To me, kind powers! the blessing health, 
A faithful friend, and Rosy Anne! 


PeLIEIEILD 
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Said Giles, ‘* who be you??? said the ghost, “Ibe I, 
A coming to punish your par-ju-ry !” 





KITTY MAGGS AND JOLTER GILES ; 
OR, THE APPLE-PUDDING GHOST. 


KITTY MaGGs was a servant to Farmer Styles, 
And a buxom wench was she; - 
And her true lovier was Jolter Giles B 
A ploughman so boid was he; 
Giles had wages, five pounds, due at Candlemas- 
tide, 
And then he told Kitty he’d make her his bride. 
Ding dong, bo! 
Betty Blossom she wore a high-cauled cap, 
Which caught fickle Jolter’s eye ; 
And poor Kitty Maggs, O, dire mishap! 
Mourned his incon-stan-cy ! 
And high on the bough of an apple tree, 
When they married, Kate finished her misery. 
Ding dong, bo! 
At the supper Giles gave for Betty his bride, 
An apple-pudding had they, 
And from the same bough on which poor Kitty died 
The apples were plucked they say ; 
The pudding, pies on it, grew deadly cold! 
The death-watch ticked, and the church-bell tolled ! 
Ding dong, bo! 
To carve the pudding was Giles’s post, 
He cut, and from the ga 
Popped the head of poor dear Kitty Maggs’s ghost, 
All in a new fashioned shroud cap : 
Said Giles, <‘ who be you?” said the ghost, <I 
be I, 
A coming to punish your par-ju-ry !” 
Ding dong, bo! 
« O Kitty,” said Jolter, “« pray alter your note !”” 
“« Tvo’n’t!”’ the ghost replied ; 
When plump flew the pudding down Giles’s throat, 
And on the spot he died. 
Now his ghost, once a year, bolting pudding is seen, 
While blue devils sing, every mouthful between, 
Ding dong, bo! 


56—VoL, II 


ADIEU, MARINETTE, THOU PRETTY 
COQUETTE, 


A RONDO. 
(Kenney. ) 


ADIEU, Marinette, 

Thou pretty coquette, 
My folly ne’er hope to renew ; 

In vain all thy pains, 

They have broken my chains, 
And gaily I bid thee adieu. 


Seek early, seek late, 
In vain you may wait, 
For a heart that’s as honest as mine ; 
And wherever I fly, 
Your sweet sex can supply 
Ten thousand such trifles as thine. 
Adieu, Marinette, &c. 


There’s a time in our youth, 
To be all love and truth, 
There’s a time when we sigh and adore ; 
But, beware, lest you learn, 
From each lover in turn, 
There’s a time to be wise and give o’er. 
Adieu, Marinette, &c. 


PPP PLP PEF 


THE FIREMAN’S HOLIDAY; 
, OR, LIFE IN WATER-COLOURS. 
Air—* The merry old Maid.” —(Jesse Hammond.) 


S1x firemen ply’d on the river Thames, 
All dressed in their jackets so gay, 

And though I can’t tell you ail their names, 
Stout lads from the Eagle were they; 

The Globe you might search to find such a set, 
For each was a Phoenix at fun; 

But the fact is, these firemen were apt to get 
A little too much in the Sun ; 
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And ’twas on my Lord Mayor’s holiday, 
These gods of the water, to soak their clay, 
Had all forsaken the wherry ; 
And as customers came, ‘ you must stop,’ said they, 
* Or else you must go some other way, 
For we cannot cross the ferry ; 
But to-morrow we go 
All of a row, 
Above or below, 
Whatever wind blow, 
To-day we’ll drink and be merry.’ 


Six midwives came first in a terrible haste, 
And saw the liquor afloat, 
But such women, we know, have no time to 
waste, 
So they call’d for a birth in the boat; 
‘ The ladies must lie-in some other day,’ 
The lads of the Eagle swore ; 
‘ Or go round by Cuckold’s Point you may, 
Where your husbands have been before : 
For this is the Firemen’s holiday, 
And we sons of the Thames, to soak our clay, 
Have all forsaken the wherry ; 
If you wish for a birth you had better stay, 
Or else you must come some other day, 
For we cannot cross the ferry. 
But to-morrow we go, &c., 


Six painters came next to the-river-side, 
And call’d for a sculler or more, 
“ In search of the picturesque,’ they cried, 
‘ We would visit the opposite shore.’ 
‘ The picturesque in November fogs! 
Why, where the deuce do you mean? 
You had better go visit the Isle of Dogs, 
Where such puppies are always seen ; 
For this is the Firemen’s holiday, 
And we sons of the Thames, to soak our clay, 
Have all forsaken the wherry ; 
If you like a good birth you had better stay, 
Or else you can go some other way, 
For we cannot cross the ferry. 
But to-morrow we go, &c. 


Six ministers last, in their robes of state, 
Came and wanted a boat to the West, 
But the firemen swore at a pretty rate, 
They thought to the Tower was best ; 
‘ Your honours can see the Tender near, 
And to stop you from taxing us more, 
To Execution Dock we can steer, 
Where your betters have been before ; 
For this is the Firemen’s holiday, 
And we sons of the Thames, to soak our clay, 
Have all forsaken the wherry ; 
If you wish for a birth you can see the way, 
Qr else you must go some other day, 
For we cannot cross the ferry, 
But to-morrow we go, &c. 


OCPPIPLPP?PO 


Ve ee 


THE SUN IN THE EAST IS APPEARING. 
[Translated from the German. ] 
(B. Livius.) 


THE sun in the east is appearing— 
The hills soon will glow in its light : 
Ah! why, when all nature ’tis cheering, 
Must I dwell in sorrow and night? 
No, no—with morning 
New hope is dawning, 
And joy to this bosom returns like the dove— 
Yet fears hang around me no morn can remove. 


Oh Fortune! now kindly relenting— 
Pity, oh pity, and save !— 
No longer my poor heart tormenting, 
Give me, oh give me my love—or the grave ! 
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But no—with morning 
New hope is dawning, &c. 


GPPOLP LIF 


DEAR ERIN GO BRAGH. 
Air—* Ye Banks and Braes.””—(J. Murphy.) 


YE sons of Hibernia, howe’er high in station, 

Or where’er you be, come attend to my call, 
Resist all attempts, and unshackle your nation, 

Old Ireland, I mean, or, alas! she must fall ; 
With burdens so great, and her liberty sinking, 
Its beauty nigh gone—on destruction it’s brinking, 
Then on, my brave boys, don’t let’s stand idly 

thinking, 
While Ireland’s our country, dear Erin go bragh. 


Oh! Erin, my country, once happy and free, 

With pleasure I’ve stood on thy once native 

shore, 
But, alas! cruel fortune has turn’d foe to thee, 

O Erin ma vourneen: thy case I deplore. 
Bound down by a shackle that’s link’d to a snare, 
By foes base and keen, who have filled thee with 

care, 
Then on, my brave boys, we’ll show we play fair; 

For Ireland’s our country, dear Erin go bragh. 


Oh, England! your taunts and your censures give 
o’er 
And spite not that country that’s equal to you, 
But join hand in hand, each day and each hour, 
With Scotland, our friends—all to each other 
true. 
United by friendship, we’ll join in a band, 
Determin’d to fight for our king, laws, and land ; 
Then on, my brave boys, don’t let us here stand, 
Whilg Ireland’s our country, dear Erin go bragh. 


PPELP PP PH 


HEART’S EASE. 
(Ryan. } 
WE roved, methought, one summer’s day, 
Through some delightful silent glade, 


Where crystal fountains ever play, 
And wild flowers deck the fragrant shade. 


And we resolved to gather those 

Which bloomed all brilliant, bright, and fair, 
And did more tints than one disclose, 

And lent a perfume to the air. 


Determining within some bower 
To part the tints so sweet to see, 

And half of every shining flower 
Should my dearest’s portion be. 


I gathered one all bright to view, 
And asked my love the flowret’s name, 
* Yon little plant,’ saith she, * hath two, 
And well they’re known by nymph and dame. 


Tis heart’s ease called by shepherds all ; 
But lovers, when the leaves they press, 
In verdant field, or banquet-hall, 
Oft call it, love and idleness.’ 


Say then, my love, which half divine 
Of this sweet flower thine shall be ; 
Say, which shall deck this breast of mine, 
And bloom for ever lovelily. 


‘ The heart’s ease, love, the heart’s ease, dear, 
Oh place it on thy bosom fair, 

And every long delicious year, 
Oh may it bloom in fragrance there. 


‘ For heart’s ease, love, I should not grieve, 
If thus it decked a breast divine, 

And the false world might still deceive, 
If love and idleness were mine.’ 


GIL IL4ILAaS 
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ONE ; 
OR, MY NANCY. 
( Dibdin.) 
Up the Mediterranin, 
One day was explaining, 
The chaplain and I, about poets and bards 5 
For I’m pretty disarning, 
And loves about larning 
To know, and all notions that such things regard ; 
Then, to hear him sing out "bout the islands 
around, 
Tell their outlandish names, call them all classic 
ground ; 
Where the old ancient poets all formerly messed, 
And wrote about love, and the girls they ca- 
ressed 3 
Swore they thought ’em all goddesses, creatures 
divine, 
I thinks that he said each old gemman had nine. 
Cried I, well said, old ones, 
These poets were bold ones, 
But every thing’s vanity under the sun 3 
Love’s as good sport as any, 
But nine’s eight too many, 
I have one worth all nine,—and my Nancy’s that 
one. 


Then we read, for their wishes, 
They turned to queer fishes, 
To cocks, and to bulls, in some verses they call 
Metarmorphus, 
And one Mr. Orphus 
Went to hell for his wife, but that’s nothing at all. 
Some figary each hour set these codgers agog, 
Old Nackron swigged off his allowance of grog; 
Master Jove had his fancies, and fine fal de rals, 
What a devil that god was for following the girls! 
But what makes the curriest part of their lives, 
They were always a chasing of other men’s wives : 
What nonsense and folly, 
Tis quite melancholy, 
That a man can’t be blessed till his neighbour’s 
undone ; 
Why, ’tis wicked to axum, 
Take the world, that’s my maxum, 
So one be left me,—and my Nancy that one. 


Then we’d hot work between us, 
?Bout Graces and Wenus, 
With their fine red and white, and their eyes full 
of darts ! 
To be sure, pretty faces 
Be well in their places, 
But, your Reverence, in love there be such things 
as hearts. 
Tis unmanly to chatter behind people’s back, 
But ’tis pretty well known that the lady’s a crack ; 
Besides, if these things about beauty be true, 
That there is but one Wenus, why, I say there’s 
two 5 
Say there is but one Nancy,—you’ll not then mis- 
take, 
For she’s mine, and [’d sail round the world for 
her sake 5 
Then no further orations, 
Or chatterifications, 
’Bout Wenus, and Graces, and such pretty fun, 
That so runs in your fancy,— 
Just see but my Nancy, 
You'll find all their charms spliced together in one. 


POLeLarle 


HIGH OVER, MY BOYS, LET’S PURSUE. 


THE sportsmen are called by the sweet winding 
horn, 
While foxes pass swiftly in view ; 
The hounds, in full chorus, awaken the morn, 
High over, my boys, and pursue! 
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Through woods, and through groves, ovey moun- 
tains and dales, 
How charming the pastime to view; 
Health blooms in each face from the sweet- 
breathing gales,— 
High over, my boys, let’s pursue ! 
Now the mist of the morn begins to give way, 
No more sparkles brightly the dew ; 
Again 1 horn sounds ;—come, my lads, no de- 
ay,»— 
High over, my boys, let’s pursue! 
Fresh vigour is gained from the toil of the chase, 
Which the dull sons of Sloth never knew ; 
Our spirits alike with the pastime keep pace,— 
High over, my boys, let’s pursue! 


PILL IPP? 


’M A YOUNG MARRIED WOMAN,—SO 
BEG YOU’LL BEWARE. 
(Kenney. ) 

I’M a young married woman,—so beg you'll be- 

ware, 
Or Martin you sport may be spoiling ; 
The Count has long promised us new married pair 
A trifle, to keep the pot boiling. 
So, as fast as I can, to the castle I go, 
As my lord has commanded by letter, 
Which [ hope you approve, and my name would 
you know, 
?Tis Rosette, sir, for want of a better. 


Young Martin, my spouse, is a fine little man, 
And after me looks very shrewdly, 
So, if you are wise, friend, you’ll make it your 
plan 
To treat a young woman less rudely. 
For she that is lawfully wedded, like me, 
Can’t suffer young men to beset her, 
But, ¥ you want a sweetheart, my grandmother’s 
ree, 
And may suit you for want of a better. 


PIPP POPP 


I PREFER THE FLOWING BOWL. 


LET the Sultan’s wanton care 
Thousands of the sex prepare ; 
Gentle, frisking, pretty lasses, 
Young and handsome as the Graces ! 
Let him kiss them, one and all,— 

What then? what then? 
This concerns not me at all, ~ 
For, like ev’ry thirsty soul, 
I prefer the flowing bowl. 
Let the noble duke or peer 
Sell his thousand pounds a year ; 
Let him quit his grass and stubble, 
He’ll soon find that life’s a bubble! 
Let him rise, or let him fall, 

What then? what then? 

This concerns not me, &c. 

Let the valiant soldier go, 
Seeking dangers to and fro 3 
Let him, when the trumpets rattle, 
Brave the foremost of the battle ; 
Honour fears nor sword nor ball— 

What then? what then? 

This concerns not me, &c. 


PLIPILE- 


EMPEROR ADRIAN’S FAREWELL TO 
LIFE; 


OR, KINDRED SPIRIT, COME AWAY. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


Spirit of Life! ah! why retiring, 
And leave me thus in death expiring ? 
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All bliss has fled, all charms are o’er, 
Love, wit, and beauty are no more,— 
For, ah! thy sister angels say, 
Kindred spirit, come away. 


Spirit of Life! this ardent breast 
Long hailed thee as a welcome guest ; 
But now we part, to meet no more,— 
Soon, soon, you hasten to that shore, 
From whence your sister angels say, 
Kindred spirit, come away ! 

Spirit of Life! I bid adieu, 

This breast no more finds charms for you; 
Farewell, farewell, I recognize 

Thy sisters in the azure skies ; 

For, hark! in louder strains they say, 
Kindred spirit, come away ! 


PRILSILEL# 


SO GAILY TO PIPE AND TO TABOR. 
A DUET. 
[Translated from the German. ] 
(B. Livius.) 


So gaily to pipe and to tabor, 
We'll dance the whole summer day long, 
Dance—dance— dance ! 
Dance the whole summer day long ! 
We'll greet ev’ry kinsman and neighbour 
With wine, with mirth, and with song, 
Wine—wine—wine ! 
With wine, with mirth, and with song. 
What sport can our friends be detaining ? 
They started with first peep of morn; 
A party the bridge now are gaining, 
And, hark! there’s the sound of the horn. 
There’s father, and mother, and cousins, 
And good merry neighbours by dozens, 
And, see, they already are here. 
Good morning, good morning! what cheer? 
How long on the road you have tarried ; 
What kept you so late on the way ? 
If you’d been on the road to be married, 
You'd have made better haste, I dare say. 
So gaily, &c. 


POPP LOOF 


‘0, THIS LOVE, THIS LOVE, 
Air—** C’est ? Amour.”—(J. Bruton.) 


O, THIS Love, this Love, this Love, 
Has smugged away my heart; 

O, this Love, this Love, this Love, 
At me has shot his dart; 

Sly Cupid, with his arrow, 
Has at me let fly, 

And pierced me through the marrow, 
And killed me very nigh ; 

Then pray on me take pity, 
Nor let me longer fret, 

And I’ll treat you in the city 
To buns and heavy wet. 

O, this Love, this Love, &c. 


Of this Love, this Love, this Love, 
The like I never knowed ; 
It touchifies up ev’ry cove, 
If it doesn’t, V’'ll be blowed ; 
At evening, noon, and morning, 
In daylight and in dark, 
He, all remonstrance scorning, 
With me doth have a lark! 
Nought but a bit 0’ backy, 
In a short doo-dee, 
Or a little jacky, 
Will give relief to me. 
: For this Love, this Love, &c. 
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THE JOLLY RINGERS. 
( Dibdin. ) 
OFT has the world been well defined 
By sayers and by singers ; 
] call ’t a belfry, and mankind 
I call the jolly ringers. 
Through major-bobs and triple-bobs 
Each emulously ranges, 
And, while each anxious bosom throbs, 
All try to ring the changes. 


There college youths are sent to school, 
And afterwards to college, 

And thence return, by square and rule, 
Well versed in worldly knowledge, 

As genius leads to cram his maw, 
Each art’s close lab’rynth ranges, 

And on religion, physic, law, 
Completely ring the changes. 


The fortune-hunter swears and lies, 
And courts the widow’s jointure, 
Then with a richer heiress flies, 
Nor minds to disappoint her : 
The widow, too, has her arch whim, 
Nor thinks his conduct strange is, 
A titled heir succeeds to him, 
And thus she rings the changes. 


- The waiter pillages the Greek, 


The Greek the spendthrift fleeces, 

The spendthrift makes dad’s fortune squeak, 
Dad rackrents and grants leases, 

The tenants break, gazette reports, 
Each difference arranges, 

Till, pro and con, through all the courts 
The lawyers ring the changes. 


Thus, like the bells, each fear and hope 
Hangs wavering and suspended ; 
All tug away, while some a rope 
Get more than they intended. 
In merry cadence as they roll, 
We'll rove where Reason ranges, 
Nor shall the bell of sadness toll 
Till Death shall ring the changes. 


ORI LGIPPS 


PLL GANG NO MORE TO YONDER TOWN. 


(Upton. ) 


THE deuce may take that Aberdeen, 

Pll go no more a fairing, O; 
Nor will I in the Broom be seen, 

Since Willie’s grown so daring, O! 
For in the Broom it was, I vow, 

When he, with toying, tore my gown ; 
But, that he shanna kiss my mou, 

TI’ll gang no more to yonder town. 


That Willie is a wily lad, 

Though birkie braw, and looing me 
I’m sure, and therefore wo’n’t be had, 

Though he is always wooing me. 
And though his vows are ilka kind, 

And dad and mither like to frown, 
In spite of a’ I’ll keep my mind, 

And gang no more to yonder town. 
The folk may tattle this and that, 

And take the part of Willie, too, 
Ill not be caught by idle chat, 

F’en though they call me silly too. 
lll treat the lad with mickle care, 

Nor will consent a wish to crown, 
And, till he names the kirk, declare 

I’ll gang no more to yonder town. 


LOCe tener 
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MERRY LET US MASONS BE. 
2 A DUET. 


LET us croak together, 
Sirs; I am not joking, 
In this frosty weather 
Singing is but croaking, 
And the tune we mean to sing 
Is that musty Latin thing— 
Grudemus egetur ! 
Gaudemus egetur ! 
Juvenes dum sumus : 
Post peractam juventutum, 
Et molestam senectutum, 
Nos habebit humus ' 


Masonry’s our subject ; 

Old, but yet not rotten, 
Though abused, degraded, 

Half its laws forgotten, 
Guiltless joy, and mirth, and glee, 
Harmony, and charity, 

Prop our institution. 

Gaudemus egetur, &c. 


Though a set of jolly souls 

All the world may call us, 
Drowning reason in our bowls, 

Let them, let them maul us: 
They may laugh who win, I think; 
Fill your glasses, then, and drink 

Mirth to every Mason. 

Gaudemus egetur, &c. 


Merry let us masons be, 
Glad on this occasion ; 
Who should sing if not the free 
And accepted Mason? 
May our union never cease, 
While we live let’s live in peace, 
Free, accepted Masons, 
Gaudemus egetur, &c. 


SIPPPLIF eS 


NOW DE SULTRY DAY BE PAST. 
A RONDEAU,. 
(Cobb.) 


Now de sultry day be past, 

And pleasant night be come at last, 

Oh! how sweet abroad to stray 

While on de wave de moon-beams play. 
Now de snltry day, &c. 


While de gentle winds quite please, 
Wake and whisper ’mong de trees, 
Teaching lovers, in deir walk, 
Softly like demselves to talk. 

Now de sultry day, &c. 


Angry passions, every one, 
Leave us with de scorching sun ; 
Love now like de moon appear, 
And gaily smile so bright and clear. 
Now de sultry day, &c. 


GPPLPPLEIS#P 


MR. PATRICK O’GIG; 


OR, THE OLD IRISH PARISH«= CLERK AND THE 
NEW ENGLISH COMPANIES. 


Air—“‘ Madam Fig’s Gala.” —(C. Dibdin.) 


My dad, Mr. Patrick O’Gig, 
A round-a-bout man, rather bargy, 
Wore a fine cauliflower wig, 
’Case he called himself one of the clargy ; 
Being head parish-clerk of the place, : 
Sweet friendship the churchwardens bore him, 
But his clerkship was held by his race, 
Forefathers and mothers before him. 
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SPOKEN.] He was parish-clerk, sure enough, 
but having a voice like a cracked trumpet, and al. 
ways taking the wrong end of the tune, he made 
such a row in the psalm-singing, that—O, blood 
and turf! talk of a pig in a gate, he was equal to 
the whole sty of em; then, he was a sexton, and, 
moreover than that, the village-poticary, and 
sarrah the crature that came under his care but 
was incurable ; so, as doctor and sexton, he kilt 
the folks with one hand and dug their graves with 
the other, as coolly as you’d say coucumbers ; but 
having, by mere accident, taken some of his own 
physic, he died one day, and made a grave end of 
all his jokes, and they put him to bed with his 
patients, with his own spade, and a [emitating 
digging | Rumpti iddity, &c. 
Dad’s head it was full of fine schemes, 

Such as bother the people im London, 

But out of their fine golden dreams 
They’ll, perhaps, wake, and find themselves us: 
one ; 

Among the new shares that are sold, 
There’s a gold mine concarn advertising ; 
All the streets will have pave-stones of gold, 

And there’! be fine Macadamizing. 


SPOKEN.] Then, there’s a steam-washing-com- 
pany! I suppose they wash the linen in the smoke 
and iron it with the smoke-jack : then, there’s new 
fish-companies, to prevent any body selling second: 
hand fish but themselves: then, the milk-compan 
want all the cream: then, the gas-company have 
famous pipes for smoking : and the equitable loan- 
company bothers the pawnbrokers, and isn’t ittwo- 
to-one in favour of both? then, there’s companies 
who insure your life, and you go and receive the 
money when you’re dead, to make your latter day 
snug and comfortable, with a 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


GPGPPIOS 


MY NATIVE LAND, GOOD NIGHT! 
(Lord Byron.) 
AH! who would heed the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour? 
New loves will dry those bright blue eyes 
We now see streaming o’er. 
For pleasures past I do not grieve, 
_ Nor perils hovering near Z 
My deepest sorrow is to leave 
No thing that claims one tear. 


With thee, my bark, Ill swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine, 

Nor heed what land you bear me to, 
So not again to mine. 

Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves ; 
And, when you fail my sight, 
elcome, ye desarts and ye caves! 
My native land, good night! 


GIPIPLIO 


THE WORLD IS A LOTTERY. 


THAT the world is a lottery what man can doubt? 
When born we’re put in, when dead we’re drawn 


out; 
And though tickets are bought by the fool and the 
wise, 
Yet ’tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a 
prize. 
Sing tantara rara, fools all, fools all. 
Sing tantara rara, fools all, 


The court has itself a bad lottery’s face, 

Where ten draw a blank before one draws a place, 

For a ticket in law who would give you thanks, 

For that wheel contains scarce any but blanks. 
Sing tantara rara, keep ont, &c. 
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?Mongzgst doctors and lawyers some good ones are 
8S , g 


found, 


But alas! they are rare as the ten thousand pound, 

Now scarce is the prize if with women you deal, 

Take care how you marry—for, oh! in that wheel, 
Sing tantara rara, blanks all, &c, 


That the stage is a lottery by all ’tis agreed, 


Where ten plays are damn’d ere one can succeed ; 


The blanks are so many, the prizes so few, 
We all are undone, unless kindly you 
Sing tantara rara, clap all, &c. 


PLEL ELE? 


SPANISH PATRIOT’S SONG. 
Air— Scots wha ha wi? Wallace bled.” 
((D. L. Richardson. ) 


ON to the battle! sons of Spain! 
Strike as ye struck, once more again; 
The haughty foe is on your plain! 


Strike—freemen—strike, or die! 


Rise, Spaniards, rise! the battle-song 

Echoes thy glorious hills along,— 

Rush—rush upon the gathering throng 
Of hate and tyranny! 


O’er fair Hispania’s cloudless sky 
The star of glory flames on high,— 
Beneath its beam or nobly die, 

Or shout—* The victory!” 


Warriors of England! once again, 

On—on to Freedom’s battle-plain ! 

Up with the war-cry, “ Injured Spain, 
Or death or liberty ! ” 


Warriors of England! friends of yore! 

Forget not famed Corunna’s shore, 

The last proud field of gallant Moore, 
Who died as heroes die! 


GIPPPLP LH 


NE’ER PRONOUNCE YES, TILL THE QUES. 


TION IS ASKED IN A CHURCH. 
(Lunn. ) 


MY mother was prudent and wise, 
And to follow her counsel besought me, 
Each morn when I opened my eyes ; 


And I'll tell you the lesson she taught me : 


Should an ardent young lover 
His passion discover, 
Though treasures before you he fling, 
Be firm in resistance ; 
Preserve a due distance ; 
And no token accept but a ring: 
For he’ll woo and he’ll sue, 
Like a turtle he will coo; 
And he’ll rant, sigh, and pant ; 
But, if favours you should grant, 
Sure as fate you'll be left in the lurch : 
So, ye fair, thus take care, 
To avoid his artful snare ; 
Though he press and caress, 
Ne’er pronounce the answer, ¢ yes,’ 
Till the question is asked in a church. 


PILL PP o 


O’ER DESERT PLAINS AND RUSHY 


MEERS. 
(Huberto Waelrent, 1590.) 
A GLEE. 


O’ER desert plains and rushy meers, 
And withered heaths I rove, 

Where tree, nor spire, nor cot appears, 
I pass to meet my love. 


But though my path were damask’d o’er 
With beauties e’er so fine, 

My busy thoughts would fly before, 
To fix alone on thine. 


No fir-crowned hills could give delight ; 
No palace please mine eye ; 

No pyramid’s aerial height, 
Where mould’ring monarchs lie. 


Unmoved, should eastern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant see? 

Splendour might catch one scornful glance, 
Not steal a thought from thee. 


GPPPPC IPS 


QUITE THE CAPER. 
Air—* Lunnun is the Devil.””—( Bryant. ) 


SINCE fashion’s all the go, 
Vl hit Folly as she’s flying ; 
So we'll banish ev’ry wo, 
For where’s the use in dying ? 
And, though my strain is gay, 
Still, Folly, V’ll not ape her ; 
We’ll drive dull Care away, 
Don’t you think ’twill be the caper ? 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


We have dandies of all kinds, 
Butchers, barbers, strutting tailors, 
With big heads and little minds, 
Dandy soldiers, too, and sailors; 
With a dandy parson, then, 
We’ve one dandy undertaker ; 
And these strutting, puffing men, 
Lord! they think themselves the caper. 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


There’s Mounsieur, the Frenchman, too, 
He fribbles it so handy 3 
He cries,—Ah! ah! parbleau! 
Begar, me am la dandy! 
Then, from Italy they come, 
There’s Signor Catgutscraper, 
He tries John Bull to hum, 
Saying, Don’t you think us quite the caper , 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


Then the dandy tailor, gay, 
Will make your suit with pleasure, 
And prays the buck may pay 
While he is taking measure ; 
But soon insolvent he 
Is christened by his draper 5 
But when within the Bench, 
He cries, —D—me, it’s the caper ! 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


The actor next appears, 
With frown or joke so funny ; 
But, Lord! he sheds his tears 
For nothing else but money ; 
Then, benefits commenced, 
He sends about the paper, 
And, with bumper recompensed, 
Cries,—O, Lord! this is the caper ! 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


The drunkard, pale and weak, 
At midnight takes his road, sir, 
To ev’ry pump will speak, 
And knock at each abode, sir ; 
Then to his spouse he hies, 
He roars,—The devil take her, 
For she, scolding, tears and cries,— 
Ladies, isn’t that the caper. 
Tural lural loo, &c. 





But now thus far I’ve spun 

My song, in hopes to please ye, 
It now is nearly done, 

Because I will not teaze ye ; 
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For having gained the aid 
Of ladies, sweet and taper, 
Thus assisted, I’m well paid, 
And, egad, you’re quite the caper. 
Tural lural loo, &c. 


GORI IP IF 


THE SAILOR’S LOVE-LETTER. 
(Rannie. ) 


DEAREST POLL, since I left you, to plough the 
wide main, 
I’ve of dangers and toils had my share ; 
But, amid these disasters, I steadiast remain, 
So, sweet girl, rest assured of my care ; 
For, though blown, by the wild winds, far over the 


sea, 
No tempest shall blow my affection from thee. 


In the hot rage of battle I’ve oft dared the foe, 
The strength of my valour to prove 5 

And the scars of renown I bear with me, I know, 
Will endear me the more to your love; 

While in search of new conquests I sail the rough 


sea, 
Yet ne’er shall it drive my affection from thee. 


Now my country, dearest love, reposes in peace, 
T’ll return to my dear girl again ; 

And your praise will the laurels of glory increase, 
When I tell our exploits on the main. 

Then repaid are the perils I meet with at sea, 

In the joy of returning, sweet Polly, to thee. 


GLI LILIF 


DRAUGHT, DRAUGHT THE ROSY 
GOBLETS FLOW. 


“CH. Powell.) 


DRAUGHT, draught the rosy goblets flow, 
Draught, draught and banish pain; 
’T was sent for mortals here below, 
Then why should we disdain 
To drink of the enchanting flow 
That doth dull souls revive ; 
Nought can such gifts as wine bestow, 
Without it none can live. 


’Twas old Silenus, poets say, 
That, with a juice divine 
Inebriated ev’ry day, 
Quaffed off the rosy wine ; 
The goblet fill, enhance it high, 
Down with the sparkling stream, 
That turns from sorrow ev’ry eye 
To pleasure’s bright’ning dream. 


GLE LIF IP? 


FAREWELL, FAREWELL, TO THEE, 
ARABY’S DAUGHTER, 


(T. Moore.) 


FAREWELL, farewell, to thee, Araby’s daughter, 
Thus warbled a Peri, beneath the dark sea, 
No pearl ever lay under Asman’s green water 
More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee! 
O, fair as the sea-flower close to thee growing, 
How light was thy heart till Love’s witchery 
came 


3 7 
Like the wind of the south o’er a summer lute 
blowing, 
And hushed all its music, and withered its 
fame. 


But long upon Araby’s green sunny highlands 
Shall maids and their lovers remember - the 
doom 
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Of her who lies, sleeping, among the pearl 
islands, 

With nought but the sea-star to light up her 
tomb ; 


And still, when the merry date season is burning, 
And calls to the palm-grove the young and the 
old, . 
The happiest there, from their pastime returning, 
At sunset will weep when thy story is told. 


The young village maid, when with flowers she 
dresses 
Her dark flowing hair, for some festival day, 
Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, 
She mournfully turns from the mirror away ; 
Nor shall Iran, beloved of her Hero, forget thee, 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they 
start, 
Close, close, by the side of that Hero she’ll set 
thee, 
Embalmed in the innermost shrine of her heart. 


Farewell, be it ours to embellish thy pillow 
With ev’ry thing beauteous that grows in the 
deep, 
Each flower of the rock, and each gem of the bil- 
low 
Shall sweeten thy bed, and illumine thy sleep ; 
Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept, 
With many a shell, in whose hollow wreathed 
chamber 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. 


We’ll dive where the gardens of coral lie dark- 
ling, 
And plant all the rosiest stems at thy head ; 
We’ll seek where the sands of the Caspian are 
sparkling, 
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 
Farewell, farewell, until Pity’s sweet fountain 
Is lost to the hearts of the fair and the brave, 
They’ll weep for their chieftain, who died on that 
mountain, 
They’ll weep for the maiden who sleeps in this 
wave. 


GPIPEIOF 


HERE, UNDER THE GREEN-WOOD 
BUSHES. 
(M‘Nally.) 
I MEND pottles and cans, 
Hoop jugs, patch kettles, and pans, 
And over the country trudge it ;— 
I sing without measure, 
Nor fear loss of treasure, 

And carry my all in my budget. 
Here under the green-leaved bushes, 
O, how we’ll firk it, 5 

Caper and jerk it, 
Singing as blithe as thrushes. 


I’m not plagued with a wife, 
Live free from contest and strife, 
Blow high, blow low, Ruttekin ne’er will 
mind it ; 
I eat when I’m hungry, 
Drink when I’m dry, 
Join pleasure wherever I find it. 
Here under the green-wood bushes, &c. 


PIG P ELSE 


THE NEGRO’S COMPLAINT. 
(Cowper. ) 


ForceD from home, and all its pleasures, 
Afrie’s coast I left forlorn ; 
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To increase a stranger’s treasures, 
O’er the raging billows borne ! 

Men from England bought and sold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold; 

But, though slave they have enrolled me, 
Minds are never to be sold. 


Still in thought as free as ever, 
What are England’s rights, I ask, 
Me from my delights to sever, 
Me to torture, me to task ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion 
Cannot forfeit Nature’s claim ; 
Skins may differ, but affection 
Dwells in white and black the same. 


Why did all-creating Nature 
Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs must fanit, tears must water, 
Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters, iron-hearted, 
Lolling at your jovial boards ; 
Think how many backs have smarted 
For the sweets your cane affords. 


Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 
Is there One who reigns on high? 
Has he bid you buy and sell us, 
Speaking from his throne, the sky? 
Ask him, if your knotted scourges, 
Matches, blood-extorting screws, 
Are the means that duty urges 
Agents of his will to use? 


Hark ! he answers—Wild tornadoes, 
Strewing yonder sea with wrecks, 
Wasting towns, plantations, meadows, 

Are the voice with which he speaks, 
He, foreseeing what vexations 
Afric’s sons should undergo, 
Fixed their tyrants’ habitations 
Where his whirlwinds answer—No. 


By our blood in Afric wasted, 
Ere our necks received the chain ; 
By the miseries that we tasted, 
Crossing, in your barks, the main; 
By our sufferings since ye brought us 
To the man-degrading mart ; 
All sustained by patience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart. 


Deem our nation brutes no longer, 
Till some reason ye shall find 

Worthier of regard, and stronger 
Than the colour of our kind. 

Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 
Tarnish all your boasted powers, 

Prove that you have human feelings, 
Ere you proudly question ours! 


a a ee 


THE JOYS OF A SAILOR’S LIFE. 
( Ward.) 


WITH a fancy somewhat flighty, 

I set sail for Otai-hai-te ; 

Just at the foggy time of year, 

So nothing saw, though off Cape Clear. 

Swearing, bawling, boatswain calling, 

Hazy weather, foul together, 

Breezes blowing, ten knots going, 

Tempests roaring, high-tops low’ring, 

Ducklings quacking, timbers cracking, 

Lubbers preaching, women screeching, 
O, these are the joys of a sailor’s life! 


Nonght but war and rude commotion 
Reign throughout Pacific Ocean ; 
Back we return, with vent’rous scope, 
To anchor safe at Cape Good Hope. 
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Voyage over, land at Dover, 

Claret quaffing, joking, laughing, 

Carriage rolling, voting, polling, 

Crowding, swearing, cap a tearing, 

Forward pressing, me caressing, 

Court invited, to be knighted, 
Swearing, bawling, &c. 
Voyage over, &c. 

Such are the joys of a sailor’s return! 


GPP PALO F 


LOVE AND THE ROSE-BUD. 
(F. Thornhill.) 
[Music, Dale, Poultry.] 


As Ellen reclined, ’mid a bower of roses, 

By chance, from her bosom a bud she let fall, 
Which Cupid, concealed ina tuft of sweet posies, 
In fanciful bondage resolved to enthral; 

So, placing a sprig of rich myrtle beside it, 
He bound them with heart’s ease together as 
one ; 
Then flew to the maiden, who archly espied it, 
And could not but blush at what young Love had 


done. 

Nay, blush not, said Cupid, to find your lost 
flower, 

So close with this bright-blooming evergreen 
found ; 


O, may I behold, in some fortunate hour, 
Each fair virgin blossom as dearly entwined ; 
For, sure, *tis a truth, and by none should be 
slighted, 
That these buds, which the pride of our garden 
we own, 
Will blossom more sweetly, by Love thus united, 
Than when they are destined to blossom alone. 


GPO PLLIP 


THE DANCING MELANGE. 
Air— Peas upon a Trencher.”’—( Miss Bryant.) 


GIVE me the ball-room graces, 

Sly looks and pretty faces, 

With how dy’e do? and how are you? 
Salutes and kind embraces. 


Ha! Mr. Black—Miss White here ! 
Miss Green and Mr. Wright, dear. 
My best respects—ah ! who rejects 

To pass a pleasant night here ? 


SPOKEN.] How dy’e do, miss? Servant, sir. 
Most obsqueakus, madam. Uncommon purlite, sir. 
Pray, madam, will you allow me to dance with you? 
Don’t know, sir, but I’llask mamma. Dear mamma, 
I wish you’d just put that gentleman off, why they 
say that he’s got a cork leg. What, does he come 
fromCorkshire, in Ireland? No, no, I mean that he’s 
got a wooden leg made of cork. Never mind, my dear, 
then he’s sure to have a light toe, and you know, 
as the play says, you’ve got a ‘* fantastic” one, so 
you'll suit very well. Yes, but Iam determined 
not to follow his steps, for all that. Dear me! 
there’s Miss Rompaway fell over the ropes. He! 
he! he! what a joke! take care you don’t have an 
accident with a rope yourself, one of those days, 
sir. Beg your pardon, miss, only my way. Now, 
ladies and gentlemen, places, places, for— 


Air—“* Hungarian Waltz. ’ 
Now in the waltz let us, sweetly uniting, 
Ne’er think of the blush that from modesty glows, 
While encircled we step, each delighted delighting, 
Though fathers and husbands are knitting their 
brows ; : 
But hush the sott sigh, 
And think not of sadness, 
While merrily tripping and gracing the waltz. 
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SPOKEN.] Oh! dear me, I amso giddy. Giddy! 
I should think so: you’re giddy, your father’s giddy, 
and all your family’s giddy, to let you dance such a 
thing as that there. gad it’s no wonder that we 
have had so many elopements to Gretna-green, 
when strangers can make so free in a common 
dancing-room. I'd have you to know, sir, that my 
rooms are not dancing-rooms, but assembly-rooms, 
and, likewise, that you do not behave like a gentle- 
man. And I’d have you to know, sir, that 1’m no 
gentleman, but an honest tobacconist. Indeed, I 
thought you appeared up to snuff. Yes, anda 
tolerable judge of blackguard, too. Now, I tell you 
what, you had beiter go by a short cut, or your 
acct may occasion you a few blows of the nose, 
or— 

Air— College Hornpipe.” 


Hold your tongue, there’s a hornpipe now, 
See, Master Jackey points his toe ; 
Oh! what a shuffle, 
Dear, how they scuffle, 
To have a little peep at his dancing, oh! 
Oh, there’s a cut! dear me, how fine! 
Really, I think it’s quite divine ; 
But see, he’s very tired, 
Although he’s so admired, 
Ah! let us all encore for another, though. 
SPOKEN.] Very well, indeed, sir; ma’am, I 
give you great hopes of yourson. Thankee, sir, 
I can assure you the dear creature is very clever ; 
he has had no less than twelve different masters, 
and has cost me an immense sum of money al- 
ready. Yes, and I have no donbt but he’ll cost 
you a great deal more before you’re done with him, 
Look, look, there’s Mr. Pompous leading out Miss 
Prim. Dear me, we are going to have something 
very majestic. Do you know the reason, sir? Yes, 
ma’am, they say the gentleman is going to accom- 
pany the lady in a minute. Then I shall beg leave 
to stop, and look at them for a second. 


Air—“ Minuet de la Cour,” &c. 


Sce, see the lady comes, oh dear! oh dear! she 
blushes so, 
See, see the gentleman now makes a graceful 
bow, 
Now, now they scrape again, 
Now, now they scrape again, 
Salute again, salute again, dear me! how low. 


Trip, trip away, 
The lively measure’s now before us, 
Trip, trip away to the cheerful strain, 
Oh! she thinks they may encore us. 
First step again ! 
Now the gazers must adore us. 
O! what a sprain 
In my ankle now is coming. 
Your pardon I beg, 
Sure to dance there’s no presuming 
With a limping leg. 
Trip, trip away, &c. 
SPOKEN.] Dear madam, I beg your pardon for 
being under the necessity of interrupting you, but 
really, my foot - Bless me, why you’re the 
gentleman with the cork leg. No reflections, pray, 
madam. Velly file dalser upol my world, mum. 
Thank you, sir. Velly hot eveling, mam. Why 
you appear to have plenty of cold in your head, 
however, sir. Velly little of allything else, I as- 
sure you, mum. He! he! he! what a joke. Sir? 
Beg your pardon, sir, it’s all about nothing, only 
my vay; but see— 
Air—** The Carnival of Venice.” 
They join the gay quadrille, 
Come rise, each lover gay, 
And while dear music’s power can thrill, 
We’ll drive the hours away. 
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So let the violin’s sweet note 

Join with the flagelet ; 
And all in sweet unison float, 

To deck the hours we met. 


SPOKEN.] My dearest, your beautiful figure has 
charmed every body, upon my soul. Yes, sir, Mr. 
Tripaway, my dancing-master, teacues me very 
pretty figures, Ican assure you. Bless me, madam, 
why I mean your own sweet form. I’m very happy 
to return the compliment, and can only say, that 
you cut rather an wncommon figure yourself. How 
d’ye do, Mr. Popinjay? Supremely well and in- 
sufferably hot, thank you ; let me have the unpa- 
ralleled felicity of introducing my sister to your 
notice. Fine young lady, upon my honour ; I hope 
you intend to get her a good husband. Thank you, 
sir, but I intend to get that myself. Oh! you do, 
miss, then take me. Why, sir, there’s but one rea- 
son. Indeed, what’s that? Why, that I cannot 
possibly have you. Much obliged to you, really. 
Well, Mr. Surlyface, what’s the matter? Don’t 
know. Why, there certainly is something. Can’t 
tell, Come, what is it? Why, I’m confounded 
hungry, that’s all. Shall I order you a sandwich ? 
What, the sixteenth part of an ounce of ham be- 
tween the sixty-fifth part of a slice of bread? why, 
hang me if I couldn’t eat three hundred in a mi- 
nute. Hope to have the pleasure of seeing you again, 
sir; and if you’ll only inform me when, I’ll enter 
into a contract with the ham-merchant. Ladies 
and gentlemen, it grows uncommon late, and, there- 
fore, being at present very early, I shall beg the 
favour of one more set, and then we depart. Well, 
then, strike up a country-dance ; and then farewell 
to mirth and good humour for one night. 

Air—“ The Young May-Moon.” 
Then, hey, join hands, away we g0, 
A fig for ev’ry sorrow, oh! 
We’ll post away with the opening day, 
And we’ll meet again to-morrow, oh! 
But see in the east ’tis dawning, oh! 
There’s Chanticleer gives us warning, oh! 
Then good by to you—my friends, adieu ! 
And I wish youa very good morning, oh! 


GLaISLIESR 


THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER BOY. 
(Upton. ) 


MY lot is sad, my station hard ; 
And, like a blighted tree, 

Cut off from every fond regard, ’ 
The whole world frowns on me ; 

Bereft of parents, friends, and joy, 

A cast-off chimney-sweeper boy. 


Through courts and alleys, street and lane, 
Ere winter’s day appears, 

I’m doom’d to crawl in grief and pain, 
With no relief but tears ; 

Bereft of parents, friends, and joy, 

A cast-off chimney-sweeper boy. 


In vain I breathe the wo-fraught sigh, 
No smiles are stor’d for me ; 

The hope, the fount of hope is dry, 
A wanderer doom’d to be: 

Bereft of parents, friends, and joy, 

A cast: off chimney-sweeper boy. 


aa ad aaa 


LET ME, SIR, THIS LESSON GIVE, AND 
BE COMPLETE A BEAU, SIR. 


Air— Quite politely.””—( Moncrieff. ) 
IF in London town you’d live, 

Quite politely, quite politely, 
Let me, sir, this lesson give, 

And be complete a beau, sir !— 
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Cossacks you like sacks must wear, 
In a brutus cock your hair, 
And wear of Wellingtons a pair, 
To shine from top to toe, sir. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


You must get a pair of stays, 

Like the ladies, like the ladies, 
Through an eye-glass still must gaze, 

And stare at all you meet, sir! 
With sham collar hide your nose, 

Wear false calves, like other beaux, 
And still a brazen front disclose, 

With brass heels to your feet, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


To the Opera you must go, 
Don Giovanni! Don Giovanni ! 
And talk, as fashionables do, 
Most loudly while they’re singing ; 
You must go to ball and play, 
Drink, game, swear, and lie all day, 
Protect some graceless chere amie, 
Yourself to ruin bringing. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


You must visit race and fight, 
Betting on Sire, two to one, sir; 
Four-in-hand to drive delight, 
Like groom and jockey clever. 
With your tailor debts contract, 
In the Bench for three months pack, 
Get out by the white-washing Act, 
And be as clean as ever. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


GIL PILP PH 


BAIL, BRITANNIA’S HAPPY SHORE. 
Air—* Rule, Britannia.” 


WHEN Charity, at Heaven’s command, 
Was sent o’er mortal hearts to reign, 
It blest Britannia’s favoured land, 
And choirs celestial sung this strain. 
Hail, Britannia’s happy shore, 
Ignorance shall reign no more. 


The poor and wretched, sunk in grief, 
With sickness, want, despair, or pain, 
May all in Britain find relief, 
And healing pity still obtain. 
Hail, Britannia’s happy shore, &c. 


Our poor, neglected, helpless youth, 
To Error once an easy prey, : 
By your foundations, led to Truth, 
Are taught to find the heavenly way. 
Hail, Britannia’s happy shore, &c, 


May we, with grateful hearts, around 
Our generous benefactors see ; 
And may each festive day be crowned 
With social mirth and harmony. 
Hail, Britannia’s happy shore! 
Happy be thou evermore. 


GPIL LP LEH 


VLL STILL BE A MAID, AND 1 STILL 
SHALL BE FREE. 


A DUET. 
( Arnold.) 


She.—-IN dear little Ireland lived a sweet crea- 

ture, 

And she, as they say, was the darling of 
Nature ; 

A dozen young men came and courted her 
daily, 

She scoffed at them all, and thus laughed 
at them gaily ;— 
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Ha! ha! silly men! you shall never catch 


me ; 
I'll still be a maid, and I still shall be 
free. 


He.—Just then, a gay youth, who was hand- 

some and clever, 

Determined the sex he’d abandon for 
ever ;— 

Says he,—they are all of them fickle, 
false-hearted, 

I’ve trusted them oft, and as oft have I 
smarted ;— 

No, no, silly maids! you shall never catch 


me 
You still shall be single, and I shall be 
free ! 


She.—At last, as it happened, this maid and 
youth meeting, 
The one began blushing, the other en- 
treating. 


He.—The clerk cried amen, when the parson 
had blessed them, : 
And Cupid looked down, and thus archly 
addressed them :— 


Both.—Ha, ha! silly folks! you’re at last caught 
by me, 
Now you’re once in my toils, you shall 
never be free. 


PLIPPIP IX 


COMFORT FOR THE POOR, IN THE 
WORST OF TIMES. 


(Collins. ) 


OH, blest is he who works and sings, 
Contented, through the day ; 

Nor levels Envy’s pois’nous stings 
At those who rest or play ; 

The plough he guides, or wields the flail, 
With heart alert and blithe ; 

The anvil beats, drives on the nail, 
Or whets the mower’s sithe. 


Or when the streets with rubbish teem, 
The broom he’ll not beshrew, 

But smile at those who shameful deem 
The toil to clean a shoe ; 

For he, whose hope and peace doth rest 
On Virtue’s base alone, 

A treasure hoards within his breast, 
To Mammon’s tribe unknown. 


Thus, in blind Fortune’s whiffling round, 
While ups and downs appear, 

The peasant, while he plods the ground, 
May shame the loftiest peer ; 

For pearls and diamonds, lands and mines, 
Though pomp and pride may boast, 

More bright that gem interior shines 
Than all on India’s coast. 


*Tis that which cheers the drooping heart 
In times replete with wo, 

And helps the pilgrim through his part, 
Howe’er despised or low; 

"Tis want of that which bars the high 
From blest Contentment’s door, 

And makes the rich, desponding, sigh 
For what sustains the poor. 


’Tis that which blunts A flliction’s sting 
When wealth and friends are flown, 

And makes the doitless pauper sing, 
While lords of thousands groan ; 

Nay, he must own that wears a crown 
While others tug the oar,. 

Fate may to mis’ry kings bend down, 
And inten to bliss may soar. 
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Then, would’st thou make of life the most 
That mortal’s lot can yield, 

Be virtue, ’gainst Misfortune’s host, 
Thy breastplate, sword, and shield ; 

Since Death with due desert will crown 
The sultan and the slave, 

When all distinctions are thrown down, 
And levelled in the grave. 


FPP LPIP LIL 


SHADRACH AND RACHEL; 
OR, LOVE, AND A PRESENT OF FISH. 
Air—‘* Lovely Nymph.’’—(E. J. B. Box.) 


RACHEL, vhy vas you so scaly 
To refuse de fish I sent? 
A token ’tvas you vould had daily, 
Vat of love to you vas meant! 
Dat fish so sveet, arl live a leaper, 
Myself vas brought from boat ashore, 
And sent it, wrap in nice vhite paper, 
Vat could a tender Jew do more? 


I tought vat so your heart ’tvould soften, 
If but your teeth vas pick de bones ; 
But as arl over, (as I’ve often 
Told you,) you’re more hard as stones ; 
Next fish I send (you ne’er vas had von 
Such upon your dish or shelf), 
Shall be a flat-fish, arl a dead von, 
And dat flat-fish vill be myself ! 


PPOLPILLS 


O, NE’ER FORGET THE SAILOR. 
Air—‘* The neglected Tar.” —( Upton.) 


YE lords and pilots of the state, 
Ye rulers of the nation, 

Why so forget and underrate 
The navy—your salvation ? 

Has Nelson, Duncan, Jervis, Howe, 
Left no proud name in story, 

That you should treat so coldly now 
Those men that raised your glory ? 

-Q, then, when cannons cease to roar, 
And peace subdues each railer, 

When brave, but poor, he treads the shore, 
O, ne’er forget the sailor ! 


Does Trafalgar’s transcendent fight 
(Proud Spain and Gallia’s ruin) 
Not fill reflection with delight, 
And check the deeds you’re doing ? 
Must foppery, dress, and gew-gaw lace 
(Mere trifies but to mention) 
Of ocean-victories take place, 
And tars claim no attention ? 
O, then, when cannon’s cease to roar, &c. 


Let soldiers have the honours due 
To valour, worth, and spirit ; 
Yet England’s voice exclaims to you— 
«© Reward the sailor’s merit.” 
Your bulwarks are her wooden walls ; 
Your shield in war—her seamen ; 
O, yes, and, when Britannia calls, 
Will fight for England’s freedom. 
O, then, when cannons cease to roar, &c. 


But should cold looks and luke-warm aid 
Consign them to starvation, ' 
Your laurels, now so green, may fade, 
When foes proclaim invasion : 
Your injured navy then may cry— 
«< By whom are we protected? 
What matters where we live or die, 
If seamen are negiected ?” 
O, then, when cannons cease to roar, &c. 


GILLI LLISF 


ROSES AND LILIES. 
(Dibdin.) 
Beauty I sell: who'll buy? who'll buy? 
Roses and lilies, girls, here am IT; 
Neither black, brown, nor fair shall have cause 
for complaint, ; ; 

They shall look like angels, and all without paint. 

Who’ll buy? who’ll buy ? 

Here am I, 


Come, maids, and be beautiful, easy’s the task, 
Use the rouge newly taken from Modesty’s mask, 
As it blooms shall fair Truth show your heart in 
the flush, 

And Duty’s enamel shall polish the brush; __ 

For Duty gives charms that will last all your lives : 
None but dutiful daughters make beautiful wives. 

Beauty I sell: who'll buy? &c. 


Now’s your time, all ye wives, would ye beautiful 
TOW, 
Draw aati drops from Content’s lucid fount as 
they flow ; 

Take the mildness of love, throw away all the art, 

Mix these in endearment’s alembic—the heart ; 

Let the fire of attention the whole gently boil, 

Then add Nature’s best gloss—a perpetual smile. 
Beauty I sell: who'll buy? &c. 


Come round me, I’ve wares for maid, widow, and 
wife :— 

This essence of truth to the eyes gives a life,— 

This tincture of sweetness shall lilies disclose,— 

And from this, Virtue’s balm, shall spring Beauty’s 
best rose ; 

Then, while art’s in fashion, how can you refuse 

That which Nature and Reason permit you to use? 

Beauty I sell: who'll buy? &c. 


PPOLPOOP? 


PORT AND SHERRY. 


THE bards, we’re told, in ancient lore, 
All sung of love in days of yore, 

And touched the trembling string : 
Shall we, who boast of brighter days, 
To love alone devote our lays? 

Oh, no: of wine we'll sing. 

For love, in a minute, 
The devil is in it, 

Will often drive any man mad, 
While port and good sherry 
Will make us all merry 

If ever so silent and sad. 


Of thee, oh, Bacchus, god of wine, 
We'll sing, and o’er thy sacred shrine 
Strew never-fading flowers ; 
Then wilt thou, with thy rosy cheeks, 
Turn all our happy days to weeks, 
Our moments into hours. 
For love, in a minute, &c. 


But, ere we from our wine remove, 
In bumpers let us drink to love ; 
Come, put around the glass, 
And let us with it friendship blend, 
So drink to every faithful friend 
And ev’ry pretty lass. 
Though love, in a minute, &c. 


PLIL ICIP 


UPROUSE YE, THEN, MY MERRY MEN. 
A GIPSY GLEE AND CHORUS. 
(Joanna Baillie.) 

THE chough and crow to roost are gone, 

The owlsits on the tree, 


The hushed wind wails, with feeble moan, 
Like infant charity. 
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The wild fire dances on the fen, 
The red star sheds its ray, 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 
It is our op’ning day. 
CHORUS, 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, &c, 


Both child and nurse are fast asleep, 
And closed is ev’ry flower, 
And winking tapers faintly peep 
High from my lady’s bower ; 
Bewildered hinds, with shortened ken, 
Shrink on their murky way ; 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 
It is our op’ning day. 
Uprouse ye, then, &c. 


Nor board nor garner own we now, 
Nor roof, nor latched-door, 
Nor kind mate, bound by holy vow, 
To bless a good man’s store : 
Noon lulls us in a gloomy den, 
And night is grown our day, 
Uprouse ye, then, my merry men, 
And use it as ye may. 
Uprouse ye, then, &c. 


GPPPL OOS 


THIS DAY A STAG MUST DIE. 
Air— Old Towler.” 


THE op’ning morn dispels the night, 
Her beauties to display, 
The sun breaks forth, in glory bright, 
And hails the new-born day: 
Diana like, behold me then 
The silver arrow wield, 
And call on horses, dogs, and men, 
Arise, and take the field. 
With a hey ho chivy, 
Hark forward tantivy ! 
Arise, bold hunters, cheerly rise, 
This day a stag must die. 


O’er mountains, valleys, hills, and dales, 
The fleet-foot coursers fly, 

Nor heed whate’er the Sport assails, 
Resolved a stag shall die! : 

Roads, trees, and hedges seem to move, 
Such joys does hunting yield ; 

While Health a handmaid deigns to prove, 
When huntsmen take the field, 

With a hey ho chivy, &c. 


Thus virgins are by men pursued, 
And beauty made his aim, 
Till, by his wily craft subdued, 
He hunts for other game : 
And since e’en life is but a race 
We run till forced to yield ; 
Yo, ho, tantivy, join the chase, 
_ Arise, and take the field, 
With a hey ho chivy, &c, 


PLPCPPL OER 


THE JOYS OF LOVE. 
(G. Whetstone, 1582.) 


No ioy comes neare the heauenly ioy of loue, 
When we imbrace the wish of our desyre ; 

All pleasures else, that kinde or arte may moue, 
To loue, are like the heate of paynted fyre. 

Loue is the root whereon swete thoughts do grow, 


Loue is the source from whence Content doth flow. 


When I behould my mistresse in the face, 

Loue from her eyes a thousand graces throwes ; 
But when in armes I doe herselfe embrace, 

One smyling looke exileth all my wocs; 
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Then straight our lippes prepare themselues to 
fight, 
And on eche kys loue seales a new delight. 


What would you more? I wish me in my graue, 
Were but my soule with half these pleasures 
crownde, : 
And heare on earth to be my misterisse slaue, 
I hold me free, and others to be bounde. 
Wherefore I sing, which I in solace proue, 
There is no heaven to life bestowed in loue. 


GPIPL EOP? 


O, WHAT A LOST MUTTON AM I. 
Air—<* Last Valentine's Day.” —(G, Colman. ) 


A VOYAGE o’er seas had not entered my head 
Had I known but on which side to butter my 
bread ! 
Heigho! sure I for hunger must die 5 
ve sailed like a booby ; come here in a squall, 
Where, alas! there’s no bread to be buttered at 
all! 
Oho! I'm a terrible booby! 
O! what a sad booby am T! 


In London what gay chop-house signs in the 
street ! 
But the only sign here is of nothing to eat; 
Heigho! that I for hunger should die! 
My mutton’s all lost, I’m a poor starving elf, 
And, for all the world, like a lost mutton myself ! 
Oho! I shall die a lost mutton! 
O, what a lost mutton am I! 


For a neat slice of beef I could roar like a bull, 
And my stomach’s so empty, my heart is quite 
full ; 
Heigho! that I for hunger should die! 
Bat, grave without meat, I must here meet my 
grave, 
For my bacon, I fancy, I never shall save ! 
Oho! Ishall ne‘er save my bacon! 
T can’t save my bacon—not I! 


GPP FLOP SP 


THE SOLDIER’S BRIDE. 


YOuNG Delia once, a soldier’s bride, 
Assumed the soldier’s garb ; 

But yet not her’s the warrior’s stride, 
Nor hers the snaffled barb : 

A cap and feather graced her brow, 
Her form the Highland plaid ; 

In vain—her voice, so faint and low, 
The trembling fair betrayed. 


The distant camp her Henry sought, 
His country’s foes t’ engage,— 

Why cannot I, delightful thought ! 
She cried, be Henry’s page ? 

Love urged the fond deceit, and Love 
First, too, belied the maid ,— 

The dimpled smile, the chamois glove, 
The trembling fair betrayed. 


Now, bolder grown, she moved along, 
All fled Love’s sighs and tears ; 

Unscared, beheld the martial throng, 
Nor dreamed of future fears : 

Yet oft, to arms and camps unused, 
She sought the woodland glade, 

Whilst o’er her cheek the blush suffused, 
The trembling fair betrayed, 


And now, as page, her Henry’s tent 
And arms ’twas hers to gnard, 

As he, with toil and danger spent, 
For soft repose prepared : 
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With firm and measured step she paced, 
Nor asked Minerva’s aid ; 

But still the foot and taper waist 
The trembling fair betrayed. 


But, hark! the trumpet sounds from far, 
The hostile legions shout— 

Forth from its sheath, to meet the war, 
The glittering sword leaps out ; 

Where now her warrior step, where now 
Her look, of nought afraid ? 

Her pallid cheek and hectic brow 
The trembling fair betrayed. 


The legions join, the battle burns, 
Now these, now those prevail, 

And many a shriek and shout, by turns, 
Swell on the vesper gale; 

But who is he that stands alone? 
I ken his Highland blade ; 

He lives! she cried, and Love’s fond tone 
The trembling fair betrayed. 


GPPLOIES 


LOOK’E, DEAR MA’AM, I’M QUITE THE 


THING. 
(O’Keefe.) 


LOoK’E, dear ma’am, I’m quite the thing, 
Nattibus hey! tippity ho! 

In my shoe I wear a string, 
Tied in a black bow, so. 

Cards and dice! I’ve monstrous luck : 

I’m no drake, yet keep a duck, 

Though not married, yet I’ma buck, 
Lantherum swash, kee-vi! 


I’ve a purse, well stocked with—brass, 
Chinkity hey! tinkity ho! 

I’ve good eyes, but cock my glass, 
Stare about, squintum ho! 

In two boots I boldly walk, 

Pistol, sword, I never balk, 

Meet my man, and bravely ~talk, 
Pippity pop, coupee! 


Sometimes mount a smart cockade, 
Pupydom hey, struttledom, ho! 

From High-Park to the parade, 
Cock my cary kee ; 

As I pass a sentry-box, 

Soldiers rest their bright fire-locks, 

Hach about his musket knocks, 
Rattledum slap to me. 


In the Mall, ma’am gives her card, 
Cashedy me, kissady she! 

Sit before the Stable-Yard, 
Leg-orum lounge a-row ! 

Pretty things I softly say, 

When I’m asked our chairs to pay, 

Yes, saysI, and walk—away, 
Pennybus tartum, ho! 


At Bologne I lived a week, 
Fricasee hey! trickasee ho! 

There fine French I learnt to squeak, 
Grinnybuss skiptum ho! 

Slap French clack about hauteur, 

Nevette chef-d’ceuvre bon douceur, 

Et bon point, quel tout mon cour, 
Fiddledee foll, hee hee! 


OROL ELE? 


- EDWARD AND ANNA. 


THE white sails are spread, and the anchor is 


weighed, 


And soon Albion’s shores will recede from my 


view ; 


Yet weep not, dear Anna, my beautiful maid, 
While this heart beats with life, it must ever be 
true. 


Fear not, for your Edward, the perils and danger 
The merciless ocean presents to your view ; 
And to doubts of my love let your mind be a stran- 
ger, 
While this heart beats with life it must ever be 
true. 


I’ve fought at Trafalgar, so famous in story, 
Where Nelson expired in victory’s view ; 
Yes, he fell, but his death was surrounded by 
glory, 
And the tears of his country his grave still be- 
dew. 


To fight the proud foe like a Briton’s my duty, 
At my country’s call I now hasten from you, 
But, when conquest shall add to my laurels fresh 
beauty, 
With what joy I shall fly to devote them to you. 


GPP ISLIP? 


THE FLASH IN THE PAN IS GONE OFF. 
(E. Knight.) 


THE pretty Miss Pan and the brave Captain Flash 
At the voice of Detraction may scoff, 
For, when Love takes the reins, 
They may spare all their pains— 


SPOKEN.] Yes, they may. 


For a flash in the pan will go off— 
Go off—yes, a flash in the pan will go off. 


Their marriage had oft been the theme of report— 
Yet gossips declared, in their scoff, 
That Flash, an esquire, 
So long had hung fire— 


-SPOKEN.] Yes, he had. 


’Twas certain he’d never ge off— 
Go off—yes, *twas certain he’d never go off. 


But Mars and his Venus one morning decamped, 
Mother Church put an end to their scoff : 
What more, then, I pray, 
Has Detraction to say? 


SPOKEN.] Not a word. 


For the flash in the pan is gone off— 
Gone off—for the flash in the pan is gone off. 


GIP POP OP 


HENRY. 
- (Skeffington. ) 


SWEET weeping willow, friend of tears, 
Still trembling in a breeze of sighs, 
On one who ev’ry leaf reveres, 
Shed sympathy which never dies, 
Ah! willow, willow, willow tree, 
Ah! weeping willow, weep with me. 
Beneath the dread and yawning wave, 
Ah! wave, alas! untrue, unkind! 
Brave Henry found an early grave, 
And left this heart no joy behind. 
Ah! willow, willow, willow tree, 
Ah! weeping willow, weep with me. 


The eyes he praised must ever weep, 
The rose must soon this cheek forsake, 
This voice with sighs must now grow deep, 
The heart he prized for him must break. 
Ah! willow, willow, willow tree, 
Ah! weeping willow, weep with me. 
My Henry’s fate, my Henry’s truth, 
In memory shall ever bloom ; 
But, while they blossom still in youth, 
I wither for his hapless doom. 
Ah! willow, willow, &c. 
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IRISH REFLECTIONS ON MATRIMONY. 
Air— Dennis Brulgruddery.”’—( O’Brien. ) 


A WOMAN with one eye will ne’er see with two, 
And, when she is married, that one may see blue ; 
If the husband is heedless, he may break her 
heart, 
*T'were better a rope had made such a man short. 
Derry down, &c. 


If a wife wants an arm she cannot wash clean ; 
When snug in her coffin she cannot feel pain ; 
And then, if her ghost is on vengeance inclined, 
She’ll strangle the husband that she left behind. 
Derry down, &c. 


A woman without legs is not fit to roam ; 
And those who can’t tipple abroad will at home. 
A woman deprived of her tongue cannot speak, : 
But, give her this member, my stars, how she’ll 
squeak. 
Derry down, &c. 
For beef that is roasted you must have a knife, 
And when you are married the woman’s your wife ; 
If she prove a Tartar, like the beef, roast her 
well, 
And, if roasting wo’n’t do, sir, then baste her to 


Derry down, &c. 


A man without feet he will never have toes 3 
You need not a snuff-box if you have no nose ; 
Deprived of your toes, sir, you’ll never have corns, 
And, in lieu of a nose, friend, you may have long 
horns. 
Derry down, &c. 


So now I’ll leave off, and I'll finish all strife, 
Since a man that a’n’t married can’t fight with his 
wife ; 
And, although you may think me a comical elf, 
If you want any more songs you may sing them 
yourself, 
Derry down, &c. 


PLE POLIS 


MY BOTTLE AND FRIEND. 


WITH my friend and my glass let my time pass 
away ; 

Since it answers no end to be dull, Pll be gay; 

T care not how others their lifetime may spend, 

So I have my Chloe, my bottle, and friend. 


Let the miser with rapture his guineas behold, 

He may value, yet ne’er know the virtue of gold ; 

With me it’s but dross, which with pleasure I 
spend, 

To serve but my neighbour, my mistress, or 
friend. 


Let the pedantic preacher advise what he will, 
Of wrong or of right—or of good and of ill ; 

I never can think that my time ill I spend 

If I strive to relieve either neighbour or friend. 


Then, come, my companions, let’s push round 
the glass, “ : 

Tis “‘ To friendship and love!” so brisk let it 
pass, 

And care not how others their lifetime may spend, 

So we can enjoy our bottle and friend. 


PPP LIP PR 


ARISE, AND COME WI’ ME, MY LOVE. 


ARISE, and come wi’ me, my love, 
My sail is spread, and see 

My merry men and gallant bark 
To breast the billows free. 

Green Neva’s isle is fair, my love, 
And Saba sweet to see, 


‘The deep flood scenting far, my love, 
So busk and come wi’ me. 


I wad nae gie yon heathy hill, 
Where wild bees sing so soon— 

I wad na gie that bloony bush, 
Where birdies lilt in June,— 

Yon good green wood, that grassy glen. 
This small brook streaming free, 

For all the isles of spice and slaves 
Upon the sunny sea. 


Thy kirtle shall be satin, love, 
All jewelled to the knee, 

The rudest wind that fills my sail 
Shall waft red gold to thee. 

And thou shalt sit on seats of silk, 
Thy handmaids on the floor, 

The richest spice, the rarest fruits, 
Shall scent thy chamber door. 


On lonely Siddick’s sunward banks 
The hazel-nuts hang brown, 

And many proud eyes gaze at me, 
All in my homely gown. 

My fingers long and lily white, 
Are maids more meet for me 

Than all the damsels of the isles, 
Who sing amid the sea. 


He stepped one step from her, and said— 
«« How tender, true, and long 

I’ve loved thee, lived for thee, and fought, 
Might grace some landward song ; 

My song maun be the sounding wave 
My good bark breasting through” — 

He waved his hand—he could nae say 
My Jean, a long adieu. 


She was a sweet and lovesome lass, 
Wi’ a dark and downcast ee ; 
Now she’s a wedded dame and douce, 
Wi’ bairnies at her knee: © 
Yet oft she thinks on the sailor-lad 
When the sea leaps on the shore, 
His heart was broke—and a storm came on, 
He ne’er shall waken more! 


PPI IEF ID 


VEN DE OLD MAN YOUNG LADY VED. 
Air—* Pauvre Madelon.”—(H. M. Milner. ) 


Ven de old man young ladie ved, 
No longer fair-ones loving, 

He must be faithful to her bed 
Vilst she vill go a roving. 


She flirt, she scold, she drink, she fight, 
Vid de poker make him sore head ; 
Vid de young man she take de flight, 
And clap horns on her husband’s forehead ! 


GIP LIF PP 


KING ARTHUR KEPT AT MERRY 
CARLISLE. 


A TRiO. 
( Boaden. ) 


KING Arthur kept at merry Carlisle 
Christmas with princely cheer. 

To him repair’d full many a knight, 
That came both far and near, 

And when they were to dinner set, 
And cups went freely round, 

Before them came a fair damsel, 

* And knelt upon the ground. 


A boon, a boon, O king Arthur, 
I beg a boon of thee, 

Avenge me of a churlish knight, 
Who wrongs my love and me. 
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This baron grim, *twas our hard hap, 
But yestermorn to see, 

When to his bow’r he bore my love, 
And sore misused me. 


Up started then good King Arthur, 
And sware by hill and dale, 

He ne’er would quit that baron grim, 
Till he had made him quail. 

Though magic rear’d his castle strong, 
Fenc’d round with many a spell, 

And not a knight could enter there, 
But straight his courage fell. 


OH! IN TEARS I LIE AWAKE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


Ou! in tears I lie awake, 
Of grief I’ve had enough, 
I wish my heart would break, 
But, oh! it is too tough.” 
There’s nought on earth can please, 
The world is dead to me ; 
And nothing gives me ease, 
Except a dish of tea. 
Then make the kettle boil, 
And here, child, take the key, 
And put into the pot 
Four spoonfuls of bohea. 


Oh! when my love’s away, 
I never know delight ; 

He stays out all the day, 
And often half the night. 

And then, as now, you see, 
I’m always cross and gruff, 

And nothing pleases me, 
Except a pinch of snuff. 

So put into the pot, 
Four spoonfuls of bohea ; 

And here, child, take my box, 
And fill it with rappee. 


FPILSLSIPPR 


THE PRAYER WARM FROM THE HEART 


OF THE GIRL THAT HE LOVES. 
(Kenney. ) 


WHat nerves the soldier, when danger surround- 


ing 


’ 
Scowls o’er the field that his valour must win? 
What cheers his heart, when the war-note re- 


sounding, 
Swells with the signal of battle’s loud din? 


’Tis a sweet charm that, while homeward still 


bending, 
Fancy presents, and his danger removes ; 
*Tis a fond pray’r then in sileuce ascending, 


Warm from the heart of the girl that he loves. 


What to his hope is the pleasure that’s nearest, 
Safety and victory crowning his toil? 

’Tis to behold, on the cheek of his dearest, 
Sorrow’s bewailing dispers’d with a smile. 

While the green laurel his country 1s weaving, 


Dear to his heart though the joy that it proves, 


Dearer, far dearer, the tender thanksgiving 


Breath’d from the lips of the girl that he loves. 


FATAL QUALMS; 
OR, LOVE-LORN LEVY’S GHOST. 
Air— Listen to the Voice of Love.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


O! LISTEN, listen to 
A love-sick Jew, 

Vat feelsh, Miss Mo, 
Queer qualms for you ; 
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Mit bitter smart, 
Love gripes his heart, 
More vorse as cholic ’tish to bear : 
Soon from a tree, 
Miss Mo, you'll see, 
Poor love-lorn Levy dangling in despair! 


O! must I, must I die 
For love? if so, 
T’ll tell you vhy 
I vants to know 3 
?Tish to prepare 
Your vicked ear, 
Vat if for you a corpse I swing, 
Every night-tide, 
At your bedside, 
Poor love-lorn Levy’s ghost to you shall sing : 


*<¢ O! cruel, cruel fair, 
You shall not rest ; 
I’m come to scare 
You in your nest. 
Vere now you hide, 
So by your side, 
Behold my spirit from below 
For you vas come, 
Vat ish no hum, 
Vith love-lorn Levy’s ghost you down must go ” 


ee ee a 


NED MIZEN. 


NED Mizen loved a maid called Anna, 
Fair as the rose in June was she ; 

Her gentle air and pleasing manner 
Made him forget his toil at sea. 

The word was given to sail one morning, 
Fate parted thus the maid and youth ; 

But not before—deception scorning— 
‘They both had vowed eternal truth. 


Ned scarce had left his blooming Anna, 
Before a suitor came to woo, 
Who, though of rough, ferocious manner, 
Had gold in store, if Fame speaks true ; 
Which made her father fix next morning 
For them to wed!—poor Anna sigh’d— 
But, yet, all disobedience scorning, 
Gave up her love—then pin’d and died! 


Full soon arriv’d the fatal story 
Of what poor Anna had befel, 
To Ned, engag’d in England’s glory, 
Which shock’d him as it were death’s knell! 
Adieu, cried he, to bliss for ever, 
Since Fate me Anna has denied! 
I go, said he, where gold can’t sever 
True love—plung’d in the wave, and died! 


CLIP LP aL 


OH, STAY! OH, STAY! 
Air—“ Fly not yet.”—(J. O'Neil.) 


STAY, oh stay! while yet each soul, 
Enliven’d by the social bowl, 
Rises above the ills that bare 
The bosom to the gulf of care, 
And sadden at the heart. 
To bless those hours, the fairy train 
Of wit and song shall still remain, 
And beauty’s eyes, with rapture glowing, 
Beams of love around bestowing, 
Oh, stay! oh, stay! 
Time seldom gives an hour of bliss, 
To sweeten life so pure as this, 
Then why should we depart? 


There is in life too much of wo, 
That we should joys like these forego, 
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Where friendship’s sweet and open smile 

Spreads o’er the heart its witching wile, 
To bind us longer here. 

’Tis but in hours like these we find 

That magic balm that soothes the mind, 

On roseate beds, where hope reclining, 

From grosser thoughts the soul refining ; 
Oh, stay! oh, stay! 

The golden mine content is found 

Within the goblet’s sparkling round, 
And every joy is near. 


While here we stay, each moment brings 
Fresh transport on its filmy wings, 
And hearts to hearts united prove 
A goblet is the fount of love, 
Where no deceit is found. 
Then push it round jn social glee, 
Health to the soul its stream shall be, 
Like nectar pure the gods delighting, 
To fondest rapture still inviting ; 
Oh, stay! oh, stay ! 
*Tis thus we taste the Joys below, 
That high immortal beings know, 
With brightest glory crown’d. 


PLLPP PEPER 


WE ALL LOVE A PRETTY GIRL—UNDER 
THE ROSE, 


(Bickerstaff. ) 


Oons! neighbour, ne’er blush for a trifle like this, 

What harm with a fair one to toy and ito kiss, 

The greatest and gravest (a truce with grimace) 

Would do the same thing were they in the same 
place. 


No age, no profession, no station is free, 
To sovereign beauty mankind bend the knee, 
That power resistless no strength can oppose ; 
We all love a pretty girl—under the rose, 


PEPCPPPOF 


GO, GEORGE, I CAN’T ENDURE YOU. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


Go, George, I can’t endure you, 

You wrong me, I assure you; 

I wonder why I love you still, 

Are women for no use meant 

But merely man’s amusement, 

To tease and torture us at will ? 
No, if yon lov’d me true, 
You’d other means pursue 3 
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No, that you don’t, ’tis plain. 
I tell you so again, 
Yon ne’er could bear to use me so. 


What see you, pray, about me 
Thus still to scold and flout me ? 
Such treatment yet was never heard, 
I ne’er must speak, good gracious ! 
I’m sure ’tis quite vexatious, 
I never now must speak a word. 
No, if you lov’d me true, &c. 


GRILL PPL HR 


THE LAST SONG. 
(Dibdin.) 


LAWYERS pay you with words, and fine ladies 
with vapours, 

Your parsons with preaching, and dancers with 
capers ; 

Soldiers pay you with courage, and some with 
their lives ; 

Some men with their fortunes—and some with 
their wives ; 

Some with fame, some with conscience, and many — 
throw both in; 

Physicians with Latin, 
thing: 

I, not to be singular in such a throng, 

For your kindness, pay you—with the end of a 
song. 


and great men with no- 


But pleading, engrossing, declaring, and vap ring, 
And fighting, and hect’ring, and dancing, and 


cap’ring, 

And preaching, and Swearing, and bullying, pre- 
scribing, 

And coaxing, and wheedling, and feeing, and 
bribing, 


And every professional art of hum-drumming, 

Are clearly of some sort a species of humming ; 

Humming—nay, take me with you, the term’s 
very strong, 

But I only meant—humming the end of a song. 


For all who thus kindly may pay me attention, 

T would I had language of some new invention 

My thanks to return, for where's the expression 

Can describe of your kindness the grateful im. 
pression ? 

May ev’ry desire of your heart be propitious ; 

Be lasting success the result of your wishes ; 

Unimpaired be your joys—your lives happy and 
long— 

And out AM COME TO THE END OF MY SONG, 


END OF VOL. IT. é 
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INTRODUCTION. 


THE rapid and extensive sale, accorded by an indulgent public to the 
UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, prompts the compiler of these pages to offer 
his most grateful acknowledgements to the patrons of lyric poetry and 
harmony on the completion of this third volume of his undertaking. As 
the provider of an ample feast endeavours to store his banquet with 
viands suited to every taste, it is confidently hoped that some effusions 
have been found calculated to gratify the most dainty or fastidious 
appetite. The love-stricken heart,—the mind attuned to moody melan- 
choly,—-the lofty spirit panting for naval o1 military glory,—the wit,— 
the bon vivant,—the votary of Bacchanalian mirth, as well as the 
advocate for broad humour, fun, and gig,—all may alike find food to satisfy 
desire, though he stood in need of a repast 2ven more profuse than that 
prepared by an Heliogabalus.- In short, no source has been neglected 
for the supply of variety of matter, nor any pains spared in its selection; 
a toil amply compensated by the liberal patronage enjoyed, affording the 
most convincing testimony of having acquired favour. In order, there- 
fore, to support that credit so firmly established, it is our intention to 
suspend, for a time, the continuance of THE MusEUM oF MIRTH, until 
a sufficient store of novelty shali have appeared to create additional zest, 
as a redundancy of old or hacknied effusions might tend to blunt tho 
keen edge of appetite, and thereby prove detrimental to the volumes 
already extant. 

Tn one respect the compiler is certainly placed in a far more enviable 


situation than that enjoyed by any of his brother scribes; for, if what the 
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divine bard says be true, and who dares dispute the words of Shak- 


spcare when he asserts—- 


The man that hath not music in his seuf, 
Or is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 


Js fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ?— 


Then none such have we to fear, since warblerg only patronise our toil ; 
whereas, in other walks of literature, the unharmonious snarling eritic is 
ever ready to let fly his gall-tipped shafts and seal the trembling votary 
for perdition. To the humane children of harmony, therefore, we again 
present the meed of heart-felt gratitude, and until the opening of a fresh 
vocal choir, on the commencement of a fourth volume of our Songster, 
ata future period, the editor concludes by quoting his favourite motto, 


as applicable to all good friends, 


SING WE IN HARMONY APOLLO'S PRAISES, 


INDEX TO VOL. ITI. 


AMATORY. 


A fond youth serenaded his love,.....cessseceeeeseeee : 
A wolf, while Jutta slept, had made ..........00eee+e 
A sweet blooming rose in the lap of my fair ........ 
A lover often has been blest............+ 
Adieu, adieu, Blizay dear.c....cceseccecsssees 
Alas! Rose of Beauty, the spoiler has plucked thee 
Ah! does there live a wife could leave ......... 
As the star on the ocean so brilliant doth shine..,... 
Ah! sigh not for love, if you wish not to know...... 
A knight of a gay anda gallant MieN........scseeecees 
All hushed is the vuice of the village ...........0c0e008 
Adonely Arabimaid. ....csteecevecssess Se denies bese Romesie s 
Ah, me! the lovely Fanny cried............. bs tentiees 
Adown, adown the hills we'll go......... Males seeineieles eos 
Ah! did you not hear of a poor silly maid..........0 
A lovely rose my Laura viewed......... setore teiate tatalete & 
A handsome youth, a laughing youth....... Wosshiesiows 
Ah! believe Dapesk sincerely iiss: css Deaweiepe cleans 5 
Ah! mighty sir, if e’er your breast ....... menaaeanetae 
A coward to love and manly duty .. ..........06. Topales 
By the light that illumines the skies ..........sesse00s 
By your cheek of vermeil hue...,...... 
By Diana’s silver car...... Bie endl hreeusndectine Mawntees 
By that eloquent language that speaks in theeye... 
Beloved of Iram! to thy silver lute............. Berioaics 
Bright Sol darts forth his ray, lovely Nancy, O}..... 
Beauty and love once fell at Odds ........csccecenceecees 
Cease, young love, to aim thy dart........sccscsecees :. 
Come, sing round my favourite tree...... AG aeOCHOS BUC 
Come, Bully, sweet Bully, and pipe me the song..,. 
Come, listen to my story, while ........ Meeentcehscees 
Come, Anna, come, the morning dawns...... SOS SC AE 
Down Abner sate, with glowing heart......... SEDI 
Dimmed is the lustre of that radiant eye............. : 
Dear Clora, let’s love, while, in soft wanton gales... 
Diana, goddess, chaste, arise..... SOAR ADE SS APPT AACE 
E’en now thie radiant bride I’ve seen ......... “ecmpbed z 
For the rights of the fair I°ll plead, I’tl declare...... 
Far from the world to fly, where care is reigning ..., 
Farewell, my dear Mary; the beams of thy beauty.. 
Fly with me, fly with me, my lovely Jane..........006 
From native Afric borne...........ceceeeees shed 
First beueath a willow’s shade.,..,. 


weerceoverteosete 


seeeeces coe 


From infant state, beneath this roof..... ...ceceeeeeee 
Fare thee wed, thou faithless Anna.. ....ceseceece « 

Gentle Myra, tevely maids)... 05 eos. eeoee as, 
Go, lovely rose..... ana coat tates cette Nened. PARAS SeS 


Give me the breast where friendship dwells,.,....... 
Heavily drag the dull hours along.......cccccceeeeseees 
Hark! Eliza’s tuneful voice .. 
Here first I met the lovely maid...........00005. 


Fee eer eceeosereseresreren 


Hast thou a sleepless pillow prest .. 0... ....06 ceeeeee ; 
Hark ! through the vale, each cheerful sound ...... 
He’s gone, yes, he’s gone, but Iwo’n’t tell you where 
Hist! dearest, hist! thy Mary wakes .............6. 5 
Hast thou escaped the cannon’s ire....... eines sels 3 oe 


? OEE tase te a any thee 
In holiday gown and my new fangled hat......... 
in early days my joys were sweet 








— iE 
Page I culled for my love a fresh nosogay one day ........ 
1 | L never yet could see that face .......0.cs021 ae eeeeees 
30 I see the white sails of thy Ship .........2+ soeseeseeees 
54 I sigh for a maid, and a sweet little maid ... 
63 I will not, fair one, ask thee NOW ....c0ce eves 
106 I travelled among UNKNOWN MEN .......-.s0eeeeeveeee 
166 I think of thee, I think of thee...... Soot: aoe das vesiees 
170 In spring-time, when gay blue-bells bloom ...0....+. 
go3 | 1n these arms, my Julia, rest......... teesecscccucceccecs 
pote Infevery heurt to find aslaveasss..sessencsveseseasere’s 
5 | Instead of pearl or diamond rare..........sesseeveeeeees 
pak I once loved a maid, and she loved me again ...... 
titel long to dwell within some lone retreat ........2+00.- 
ra! I have a simple tale to tell ...... Song SGR AOBO00% Jeanosete 
3: I knew by the smoke that so gracefully curled ...... 
370 | If truth can fix thy wavering heart ........s0ccceseeees 
87! | In my bower a lady WeEPS...c.ssesececsccceteeeeeseeees ae 
390 | [ revel in hope and joy agait......cssccosscsecceeceeeeees 
398 | In infancy our hopes and fears.......cseccscceseseeee ads 
402 | If there’s one beam of heaven on earth’s gloomy 
426 Found yeu ss Se baeees esate eters eeeess 
444 | If I swear by that eye, you'll allow ...........00-.ee002 
146 | In youth, the young virgin is frolic and gay ...... oc 
180 | Jenny has been to our village ........esscesseeee oe Deleais 
189 | Know ye the maid that trips 80 gay......se.esseseeeee 
301 | Lady, farewell, thy cruel part...... Bondtncssbabes dosed 
361 | Love, you must own, isacomical thing ............. 
392 | Lovers how to gain we all disCOVEr...........ssveveseeee 
440 | Let the misersay all things are carried by gold...... 
104 | List, Mary, to the casement COME .........eeeseeees 
189 | Let me not have this gloomy VieW..........sececeesee 
277 | Love fell asleep in a summer bark..... gence sae 
ai Love, who’ll buy? love, who’ll buy? love, who'll 
DULY oe ce toseee ees Daoecny st Sooo HBO SABC eee tastes 
883 | Love me, did my Laura say ........ dhedadeases Sbonscnnc 
mst Love is the first, the greatest bliss.......,....sceeeesees 
7 
367 
81 
7 
37 
52 | Lady ! loved so well, SO trul ......cesccccseccecrcece cone 
210 | Machere amie, my charming fair,........s..seesseeeos 
320 | My heart will not break, and my eyes will not weep 
329 | My Fanny is young, and my Fanny is fair ............ 
343 | My friends all declare that my time is mispent.. ... 
344 | Mild zephyr, o’er the verdant grove......ssecsesssesvoe 
379 | Mark where yon waving willow weeps...... 
415 | My Henry kissed, and cried ‘adieu!....... 
436 | Nature smiles upon yon spot.......... enlsce ster sat sreece 
20 | Nay, cease not weeping, for thine eyes...........+00.- 
414 | No roses that wreathe round yoncot ......... etieoises se 
415 | Nay, deny not those lips, ’tis but folly to trifie..... 
13 ever, no, never, till [ saw you.............06 ene Tentes 
16 | Now peace smiles around, and stern war is no more 
Rae NC ana Silent etreat asc casessdesscodss stannssentscen tmp 
2741/0! "sing unto me my rounderay’ ..2. 2,8... seopsees sess 
60 } O, Lave! when two bosoms in tenderness glow...... 
IO Ont centleifisbers listen scescsscceemessss sees: 2 Acree Hor 4 
113 | Oh! did those eyes, instead of fire ..............006 +. 
127 | One night, while round the fire we sat ...........-..05 
138 | Oh! say not that she sighs for me..... Seeeninaaseaticccs 
153 | Oh! could IJ kiss thy cheek, where glows....+.......+ 
200 | Ohl whaterer my fatennay De po. ..cccccessccstesrtsccgs 
200 | Oh! where’s the harm ofa little kiss...... .........- 
214 | O, Mary! when morn breaks and brightens the 
239 hour tess. San dee baenvesa “SHER CROROAeNE veces seeeeaabess 
264 | Oh! sad drooping rose, thou hast magical power... 
276 | Oh! breathe these thrilling notes again ......++...... 
$20 | Oh! love is joy, ecstatic bliss............. PaHSAremiteer 
328 | Oh! Nature is sweet when the sun gilds each feature 
340 | Oh! sweet ’tis to wander, with tranquil delight...... 
263 | Oh! should I fly from the world, love, to thee........ 
404 | One struggle more and I am free.........cceescoreeesers 
aL eRe Line EMCCLISEMC TION | ccc bemspigesisersace ss acer ones nein 
12 | Oh! there are looks and tones that dart...........055 
LOU WC ENEC ICED netenven cee ere sates aetsuteaxanarts 165 
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Page 
One sunny evening, to a bower of brown inwoven When first young Henry on the plain ..............65 
Shade:caeseususes soedrosoresepervccesvsceccsecsserseseees 216 | When in a garden sweet I walk ...,... CORD DACaBEE ECAR: 
Oh! let me only breathe the air........ secccoveeevesoes 221 | Wake, my love, the young day wakes ............se0 
Of woman’s smile and woman’s cCharms.......+-.... 232 | What bard, oh! Time, GISCOV EL fonssant soon ieeccen ance a 
On the pale day the shadows are creeping.. ......... 236 | Where now is flown the WatrlOs’s/SOuUl e avec.ss cesses 
Oh! haste thee, gallant Christian knight............ 259 | When should lovers breathe their vows ............, 


Our grotto was the sweetest place.,......scceceeecseres 262 | When first my Thomas, so neat and so smart, sir,, 
On Richmond hill there lives a lass ........s0¢.00000056 267 | Woman is a match for Mal.......seccessovercesscseseece 


Oh ! fountain playing ’neath that shade.............. 269 | Whene’er to change my present state.............0006 
Oh! ’twas a fearful, awe-struck, dismal night ....... 270 | When I dream that you love me, you'll surely 
Oh! I ne’er can forget the blush that o’erspread,.,, 252 fOTPIVE,,..<.0.. Ma daeicnt cieia'e s sealbies ecu’skeiastee sare een 
Of all blooming roses, give me the sweet rose........ 987 | When at your fect a lover KNEEMS.+.....0eseereserveseecs 
O, Araby, dear Araby o...sceosecsscsercrsvescsccoversecrrs 292 | When my sweetheart away from me flies ............ 
Over the dark blue wWaters......scscreesseeveeeeeveeveeree SIL | What though yon blooms a tender flower...........+ 
Oh! say not that my heart is caught.................. 328 | When ’midst the gay I meet.......... caisinelsiieelpeneener 
Oh! come, my love, oh! COME CO ME 2.2.20. .0050000. 335 | When distant, my love, from my country and 
Oh! no, though rank and riches SUC ....+0...ceeereees 355 theese. ssc: aletanieleienelaatsleiriers paqghoet aa nenee mececattentets 
Oh! listen, listen, gentle knight.............. semanas 357 | Well, what if Fortune frown love........ Aoeaeateteas 
Oh ! when the favoured youth you love ..,.......0... 362 | When night, and left upon my guard................. 
Obs Pe tis love; 11S LOVE, CISMOVE) sssecccsnecccressereroce 369 | When fair Amanda first possest.......... Appboonuadundbd 
Oh! how weak will power and reason,........+....... $80 | Where dwells the rosy dimpled DOYTOA ORR 
Oh! come from thy chamber, sweet Nancy.......... 383 | Who that would ask a heart to dulness wed.......... 
Oh! that there were some fount, whose stream...... 400 | Who is the maid my spirit seeks.......... ASSES AHS ata 
Oh! the witchery that lurks in Fanny’s dark eye... 409 | When the sleep of morning breaks..,.,..........0068 
Oh! the maid of the wold, how she traversed the With a heart light and gay, in a cottage of thatch 
Land yascecncees teserecetercccsssccerecseeseresseesvososess 418 | When the sun sinks to his coral Caves...........0008 os 
Peace be around thee wherever thou rovest...,...... 5 | With care I searched the village round............. vs 
Place this flower in thy bosom, my dear............... 106 | When blushes dyed the cheeks of morn............06 
Pshaw ! tell me not the girl is frail ......,......,e66se. 191 | When first, 1 felt love’s pleasing smart....,........00. : 
Plead no more, I must refuse thee !...,..........e006++» 310 | When war’s alarms enticed my Willy from me..... 
Palemon, in the hawthorn-bower ..,..........ssse008.. 372 | What’s Love? Tis like the tulip-flower......... anaes 
Poor Carlos sued a beauteous maid ...... vecereseoeese 422 | Why, fair maid, in every feature .........csescsececees 


Round Sicily’s rocks 1 have sailed in my bark....... 19 | Well, thou art happy, and I fecl.........ss0cecccosseeee 
Roses bloom and lilies fade.....,,.....seeseseeeeeeeeeree 446 | When sorrow’s deep gloom o’er the young heart is’ 





See, beneath yon bower Of rOseS .,......ssscecsscveseres 3 stealing. ivsddecetens EBuisohns DEB ORArScunpricucauagactocs 
Swell the loud trumpet’s note of gladness.,,.......... 22 | When pale misfortune rules the hour......e6..0..0606 
Sweet was the carol he warbled before me..,,........ 30 | When early affection my bosom first cherished...... 
Soft zephyr, on thy balmy wing ..........ssesresseseeee 105 | Wake, my harp, from long slumbers of sorrow and 
She listens, ’tis the wind, she Cri€S ......:..seeeeeee022 123 CATCraahescddesswseesers ee? cule bate doce selosaan dete Bae 
Sweetest zephyr, softly breathing ........ sesese 237 | When beauty bright first sheds its light............066 
Should lovers’ joys be e’er forgot.......0.. seeeeeeeeeese 254 | What?s that I espy in my Clara’s blue eye........6.. 


Sweet seducer, blandly smiling..........scecsssseseesess 374 | Where honour calls thee wend thycway Beets 
Soft as yon silver ray that sleeps...........see0eeesseeee. 381 | When mountain storms have passed away.........0.+ 
Sweet are the charms of her I love,.,..........ss00-+... $82 | When a poor little maid feels her senses astray..... 





Stay, stay, dear Eliza, have pity, I pray................ 386 | What is love? why, Oft ainames vas sae, c:etee a een 
Softly, softly, blow ye breeZes ....,....csseccereeeeeeeee 387 | Wives, awake! unveil your eyes............ ssssseoess, 
Sickly dotage to restrain ............scesseececeereseeess 395 | With artless lay I tune my song.........00006 COAL RET 
So warmly we met, and so fondly we parted.......... 431 | When two lovers’ affections 7ea.c thete.Uce acess 
The morning smiled serenely gay .......... eines enisenit 13 | Whene’er to change my present state........ Sek eesietles 
The maid of the mountain, high bounding.......... 27 | What though ’tis true I’ve talked of love............ 
Thou restless god, who lov’st to hold .....ccccccsseeene 28 | When first I saw Flora, so sprightly and blooming 
*Tis far away, o’er yonder plains........scsseessseeeeees 40 | When Love's light wings by hope are fanned........ 
Tovarms! I take Love's field «00. 13.2. checcspdctsesens, 9.49%), When gloomy thoughts my soul possess....... Soint. 
Tell not me of woman’s WileS...........ecescsseeveneeees 50 | Was ever poor girl so ill-used..,......... Sec eene er Votes 
This flower, so fragrant, I stole from the tree......... 76 | Weve heard our fathers SING AMS ato eee We 
This maxim let every one hear.............. aR inieleal stsiotete 96 | Wake, dearest, wake ! and again united............. 
Those London belles, those London belles ........ .- 111 1 When Love’s soft emotions first dawn on the mind 
The lamp of night will soon cease burning .......... 112 | When the glen all is still, save the stream from the 
Though countless leagues divide US ........,esecees0e, 12] foun taimiGrsasoteweces es WelletsoRdwects paces oe Re ss 
The world is gay and the moon is bright...,.......... 144 | While 1 hangon your bosom, distracted to lose 
‘Thou, too, art gone, thou loved and lovely one....... 149 WOUseercscrececermacl disletertetc/eine teote sielsae Sondinicoberaaeron 
Tell me, my lute, can thy fond strain..........c.0c0000 172 | War was proclaimed ’twixt love and J..............6.. 
To hear a sweet goldfinch’s sonnet .... What pang is like the burning sigh,,......... BddssG oS 
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The whimsical lover’s a prey to all care................ 
Wien T vas at homeunany bed wesstoe. cocddvassseesces’s 
Monce deep 11 JOVEULGO ts spac sstictaten ceo basses toeca ees « 3 
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When I see what he’s about ......... APA AROS SOA SE 
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Ah, sir, how could you serve ME SO ......eereee 
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Bring the bowl] which you boast .......sceseeeseeee + 
Before I fall to kissing you, girl ............ opchondbHost 
Brother goatherd, mark you me........--.++. ncnbed ce8 
Bring, bring the generous flask, to cheer ......+...6- 
Bactria’s sage, famed ZoroasteLr.....seceeees LdacGhady 
Comes Hikapy levaicup icceccesevvesee Mar oaesieaeaaieonias : 
Come along, Jemmy Twist, for this here is Chalk 
HATTA epee rpepeescnbnecse cnet csieale aiideminctenie deanisalve 
Come, laddies, haste away, haste away, haste away 
Did tempests howl, thy a LOPE viens esses cosas 
Deep within the,dungeon’s glOOM.......eeeeceeeeeaeees 
Dark is the night, the wind blows loud ........ vialeleits 
Excuse a fond maiden’s confession .....ssececeneee vee 
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Oh, stay, sweet fair, till day is breaking,.........00+ 
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Pray, sir, don’t you be impudent .................. 
Pass the cup round, my hearts ............ce000.,,. 
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Well met, pretty maid............ Raeiclea ses sat eeeneas 
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Far removed from noise and smoke 
For I am the girl that was made for 
Hast e’er seen a hen on hot griddle..... teats sae eee Ho 
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Is’t my story you’d know, I was Patrick Malrooney 
it no lie... 


eeeenee 


I pray you, when your sweetheart pouts.............. 


PCC OOO Oe oeesene 


mM ON ete eeiecieieie Se dbbe God? ba RONG Sana oAnaE Bae 
If tars of their mon y are lavish...., calettisiate diets piel Bode 
lama chairman, my name is M‘Gee............... AO 
I’ve ranged o’er creation.,..... ere'eraoee Meaiiedreepe sade ces 
I’m called honest Ben, but for what I don’t know 
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Tow.... 


CON. Ayn eee OTe eae Haag 


The ladies? faces ae adoge 
Then, let us rejoice, for old E 

This life is a lottery, 
The Yarmouth-roads are right a-head ..... 
’Twas Saturday-night, the twinkling stars .......... 
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Plow, on; thou shining river..ci!.00.dsccaveesenoenes Reeds 
Fair wisdom, love, and power were mine ............ 
Farewell, merry maidens, to dance, song, and 

LAN SHiret eee Soest sscc tse tele ols swale sleniaiisnlensisisis siete 
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The traveller on his Weary WaY.....ss.sceecssveecererres 
There was’ a timeje’er SOrrow «s,csecsdesce sa teaetes adds. 
The sultry noon cries---while they last .........0. s+: 
Though far from home, from Britain far .. ......... 
Though darkness still attends ME .... -....sseeeesevee 
There’is a tear from Beauty’s eye .........s0000 osccees 
The aerial lark, at dawn of morn ........-... 
When first we Joyous Met . ....ceseceseeereveee PPB 
When the village is wrapt in quiet sleep...........005 
When vegetation from the new-formed earth ...... 


seevecees 


When Britain on her sea-girt shore. ........ in sticee nae 
When man first, like a blade of grass ........ ean 
When avarice enslaves the Mind ............seseseeres 
What cares surround a monarch’s brow ...........++- 


While the blushes of morning fall soft o’er the dale 
While I’m blest with health and plenty.......... ... 
When foaming waves contrary beat.........ceeseeeseee 
When Adam delved and Eve span........ spares SOSKAE 
While I sweep the chords .........seeeecesere cenarerene 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be seen .. 
Welcome, welcome, lovely comer .......... panennase 
What different tracks do mortals take .........0.0.00+ 
Who’d know the sweets of liberty...........seeeceeeee 
bi a the sunbeams of joy gild the morn of our 

AY Sirti eens aetes rte Jneeno thar SeDennoyert etre aber 
When the bonny grey morning just peeps through 
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141 
157 
143 
169 
184 
191 
219 


245 


CARCI emiestoiiaisaics eeeeee at eececcerscconse Peer eeeeseerrees . 
We sat down and wept by the waters 
When Virtue dwells within the heart ..... Aooboe siseice 
When the twilight is dying............ Rei Bdaceneeobe: set 
Whilst some of the ancients are lavish in praise .... 
When in the world, my days J past ......ccscecseeeeee 
Whilst happy in my native land...........06...5 Sotsde 
When sprites unholy vigils keep...........s00ce0ee aie 
Weep, for the word is spoken ..........scccececeeses eee 
When Cupids leave the virgin’s face.. ....... 
While Richard’s spirits languish.............. SNE : 
Would you know true enjoyment, come list to my 

AVaeeecnee cases Fectccetse tris 


When Adam dwelt in Eden’ DOWer. «occ cecccseceee, 


eerescoereecoe 


oeeee Cee eresesere 


Ce eeeese 


Yes, I will leave the festive scene..... 


ANCIENT. 


Ah, when will this long weary day have an end .... 
Ask me no more where Jove bestOWS .......-.s0ee000., 
Blow, Boreas, blow, and let the surly winds 
Do not think that love is less ........... wetted 
Good muse, rock me asleep ..... 


eooreece 


abounds. cies va stlensneet buss See te seathiiee Sve 4 
Love is a sickness, full of WOES .........ss0scceseeeees.,, 
Love has still something of the sea ...........0.0600... 
Now tell me, artist, can she love?.......... Serena trade 
O Fortune, how thy restless wavering state .......... 
Oh, mistress mine, where are you roaming ?... 
Pack clouds away, and welcome day................ 3 
Shall I tell you whom I love? ......... Seton detioe toeras 
Stay, stay, shut the gates..... a teldssdesteseetsarseeceas 
Stay, O sweet, and do not rise 
Shall I, wasting in despair ............... 
The heavens carouse each day a cup.. 
*Tis not your saying that you love...... 
Time, J ever must complain .......... 
The glories of our birth and state .......cccecccecesee,. 
‘Thou blushing rose, within whose virgin leaves .... 
To find my Tom of Bedlam, ten thousand years I’d 

CLAVEL Cleewcacecureecnn.. Peesaeae sieaiedenseeisct nonce tecetes 
Thou ever youthful God of Wine .......... 
Thursday in the morn, the ides of May . 
The mist is gone that bleared my eyes ........00.00000 
Who nt e’er been at Baldock must needs know the 
When all is doneand said...., aelewe seated seers 
When May is in his prime ..........sccccesseeses 
Why LI tie about thiy-wrist sii). ii ecdiiseosedesdbisiasons 
You meaner beauties of the night..........0c00000... 
Youth made a fault through lightness of belief 


IRISH. 


At the side of a road, near the bridge of Drum- 

CONGTA Sec caencce elvis eieipisle. aot slsiesiaiosialsaias 4 acetal siecietslsie te 
Anh ! who is this, whose thrilling tones 
All you that are wise, and think 


eeecee 


oosee 
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bee rereeorecsecoas 


eo eeceeccren 


Ce eeererosscce 


eorece Ae ever eoercseasecoaccesy 





eeoccoee 


Sccereeeevcces 


life worth enjoy- 


Oy vaied eels eivecuicine sin siopactsns welvscieiaptemsbieticcapte canine, 


Assist me, ye lads, who have hearts void of guile ., 
As blunders in Ireland most rarely are found........ 
At the dead of the night, when by whisky inspired . 
As neat a young lad as e’er danced on the sod.,....... 
Arrah, fait! but the poet’s a fool, here......0.06...4.. 
All Irishmen, honey, are comical DOVSi ae Secmscsets oe 
By the side of the Ganges, whose mystical wave.... 
Behold the crowded barks that bear 


POC eer eeeeeeoroens 


For tightness, for brightness......... nae eiaees “He 


eetses 


tteeee eeteecee 


over,, 
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From my dear native villagea long time 
Have you seen sweet Peg of Mallow. 
How briskly jogs our thinking...... ies ossisinis aS sapieaalatsee 
I first courted Judy Magrath, at her mother’s ....__ 
I’m sure you’ve all heard of Miss Biddy O’Dogherty 
I was born up and bred in Arklow........... Cone 
If my own hotheration don’t alter DON VEDIAN occsen btoae 
In old Ireland, you'll Know .........sssseessereeecn,,, 
I’m Patrick O’Flann, a great genius from Cork ,.,, 
1’m a comical fellow, I tell VOU NON Diss drasneces tech 
In Sligo’s neat town, one fine summer’s davies 
I’ve been told 1’m the son of my father and mo- 

UNS Seared Seilelelve reste sence oipi0is\0 Siglo alba sloiaie'bieinaieiseiaisiela omeee eee 
I listed with old blinking Barney 
In the city of Derry..... Heiss aadleis sie vain boleensincen sles cue iote 
If T had in the clear! :........... 
I’m an Irishman born, 


away ..... 


Oe rs 


POC COo oreo eee aeerereoe 


and they christened me 
T courted the lasses, and toasted in glasses tabs? 
Pat drew his breath 
very civil.... 


Pe eresee 


oe 


if he has been 


My name is tight Phelim, I’m come from the sod . 


eeeeere 
Pee ee recvessccecereore 
eo eeeeses Ceo eeeseccore 
SPP oe oer esorsngene 


Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a phillilu now I am 


Old father Mackshane, he was holy and ‘fat. inenens 


“@eeteessee 


my 


Oh ! the land of sweet Erin’s the land of delight.... 
Oh! when a boy, so tight and neat......0....0cs0000, 
Oh! wonders that grow in Kilkenny, so clever 
Och! I sing of the charms of my Nan................ 
Och! I sing of a wedding, and that at Dunleary.... 
Och, Judy! my darling, now don’t you be cruel .. 
Pat Crack was a boy, whom his mammy loved 


Paddy Shannon, high-mounted on his trotting little 
OMY 2 saccins cuicss ac COP rereeer Censors seosereeoeseesenese 
Pheline O' Flam Gs miy Name’... ssnescscs eee 
Pat Bray he loved Peggy as well as the whisky...... 
Poor Dennis O’Larry had, ere he would marry, .... 
Paddy loves a shamrock........ psiee es ccieeracae 
Sweet Katty O’Lynch lived at Ballinahinch 
Saint Patrick was an honest soul ............s.06006,., 
Since epilogue-speaking to me is quite new. 
Search all the world over, through all times and 
ABC Brewed cnseseresisscs eewusnecaniansctisocapese nana eeeitee 
Since Ted over the bog has taken a jog............0056 
There’s a sweet little island, that’s seen in the 
WESC eterbasecocs cst tecesaen eens pales meses riecmsiag 
There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet. 
Parody": Al esusee ts ogee en ttee eed: ae een ee 
The night before Larry was stretched ,,..- 
The savage loves his native shore ..... ... 
Tip Che-whisky ToUnd seat wee eee ee 
The cats on the tiles are squalling, lOVE w-esssccessee 
The evening-star is brightly drest 
?Twas yesterday-noon, at dark .......csccossoosseesonce 
To win and to wear a sweet creature ......0...e0c0s+s. 
To fight for Old England, says Teddy O’Casev : .... 
When old daddy Neptune lived over the water...... 
When I wasa serving my time in Drogheda .... ... 
When Erin rose at Jove’s command .............006.- 
When I was at home, in old Ireland, so frisky...... 
Wherever I’m going, and all the day long .......... 
When I was first kittened, it was in Kilkenny 
While midnight-topers their bottles drain .......... 
When I peeped at sweet Nature, I wanted a nose .. 
When talking of bulls, only mention our fore- 


fathers sinia's/0,0,9,88'sibve.€ n-alsin eee ap cuca sien temicniicae salts 


You never did hear of an Irishman’s fear 
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Pecerreceree 


You may talk about mimics who take people off .. 
JEWS. 
Come, customers, round my shop flock ...... Sahaeee 


Dere’sino Jews ee 9: Gdoahiie Sel okielee ge 
Dere vas a maid, she vas a Jewess...... 
In Plymout 1 vag bred)...c.cscecsseeeces 
I’m a merry old Jew pedilar as pe 
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O2e -  saeeesese soeve 


ee reccoee | 


INDEX TO VOL. III. 





Page 
Pisdges in Duke's. Place weiisvis.. vacsleecsoredsvetssvey ©3506 
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Vat though our grey-beard Rabbis say ....... sess. 242 
Vat a troublesome tog, sure, my husband has go 260 
MASONIC. 
Assist me, ye fair tuneful nime..........s0cesecereeeeees 214 
All ye, who to freemasons are elevated .............. 438 
Brother masons assembled, as freemasons should be 341 
Come, are ye prepared.........5..060. APSR Q IS HO OLE Cie: Bek 
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Grave business being o’er, andacall from the south 422 
How glorious their virtue who nobly contrive ....... 101 
Happy, happy mortals rise...............068 No 40st . 164 
Hail to the order first endowed on earth,..........:.. 277 
Hail to the great masonic powers......... NOH SONeCoe «. 392 
Let masons be merry each night when they meet... 122 
Some folks have with curious impertinence strove,, 251 
Should the muse of our master be silent to-day ..,. 207 
Thus mighty eastern kings, and some................ 180 
The curious vulgar could ne’er devise ......... stom a $73 
WihilstiedGh! poet sings  Wusc se. oe ck esse eee aee seve cucbes ( 4 
Wemenithe Deity?s words)... cscscsssivesecsocsvss ie siats coeeeee eO: 
While arts and sciences do lie........cccceceeseeeees PES ahs 
With plumb, level, and square, to werk let’s repair 53 
Who is the man will let me know.......... stent cette O28: 
When great George our king a freemason became.. 407 
You cowans together, both ancient and young...... 309 
Ye sons of St. George, whose attention and care.... 358 
MILITARY. 
Adieu, sweet maid, ’tis glory’s call ........se.es0000086 114 
At the name of the veteran, what bosom but glows. 174 
A jolly old farmer was soaking his clay........ Welicseecl™ 220 
A soldier wooed a peerless maid............. sete tte welt 200 
A soldier to his own fireside .........ccscceececcssusees - 391 
Briskly beat the hollow drum ............ BBcuceaneconne. DOS, 
Behold poor Will, just come froin drill .............. 345 
Hearts, like ours, should ne’er have leisure........... 24 
Hark! the muffled drum sounds the last march of 
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Hark! the drum now beats to arms ...........6000. we DO 
Hark! heard ye not those hoofs of dreadful note .... 197 
He was famed for deeds of arms......... Saatod erergaee 420 
My tight fellow-soldiers, prepare for your foes ...... 186 
Now without any doubt.......... ..scoveees ieee. Reka 2 
Oh ! calm are the sweetsthatthe hamlet adorn.... 46 
Oh! have you ne’er heard of old Corporal Firelock 310 
Of a nation of generals, noble and great ............ 361 
Sleep, soldier, sleep, in the bed of the brave......... » 0136 
Spread the flag, and strike up withthe fife and the 
Soldier, rest, thy warfare o'er ........06005 soe cE istics. Pee 
The soldier who to battle goes......ccccssseseeveseceees 42 
To battle called when chivalry was young..........00. 88 
Though distant from thee and the wild waves of ocean 96 
The trumpet may summon the soldier afar........... 175 
The trumpet sounds from afar .......ccccessceseseeeeeee 220 
The soldier who starts when the trumpet of war.... 244 
*Tis glory forms the soldier’s toil ......cssceccseeseeses 353 
The trumpet sounds, I must obey.....c..ssecsssoeeesee 414 
Weep, my country, weep, VOun GION? 05 osigeek. sieees Q 
When for our laws and native land..........cc0ece0008 14 
Where now is flown the warrior’s soul................. 16 
What joy can compare with the life of the soldier... 73 
Warriors or chiefs, should the shaft or the sword... 278 
What a charming thing’s a battle...........eccecceee08 SI 
While laurel crowned his gallant brow..........0..... 359 
When first I heard the drum and fife..........06..026. 379 
We soldiers drink or soldiers sing ............00....2. 402 
Ye British patriots, whose breasts can feel ..,....... 189 
Yes, even love to fame must yield........s0.es000s00se, 273 
NAVAL. 
All hands up aloft, swab the couch fore andaft..,.... 67 
A boat, a boat was called from ShOFe .....ccececececcee 124 
All you that are wise, and think life worth enjoying 155 
Adieu to Old England, and thou, my sweet Mary soe 284 
Avast, no flat you'll find in me......c.cecescccescseceese 986 
A wet sheet and a flowing sea..........cccccsecessecesees 204 
A bankrupt in trade, fortune smiling on shore...... 315 
Aboard of my true love’s ship I'll go ..........ec0e0e08 335 
As brisk and as merry a fellow.........ccseccseseeseeees 437 
Blue eyes had gentle Ellen ..........sseecccccerseeseevee 179 
Sorn aboard a man-of-war ..........ceceeesseveseseseeee 157 
Born at sea, and my cradle a frigate............00cc0008 219 
Blue Peter at the mast-head fleW ......cccccccccccseeee 414 
Come, all ye jolly sailors Dold ..iseccescssccecessecseeee 4 


Come, bustle, bustte, Britons bold .......,,.cece eee ee 

Chicka lik’ a sailor man...........60. FD Pons OEE Ce 
Come, if you dare, our trumpets sound .............. 
Come, pretty Poll, thy tears refrain ..... Waets Rhaats 


‘Dear Sally, behold me returned from the wars ..,... 


Early one morning a jolly brisk tar.......... sate stasis 
Full sixteen years I ploughed the faithless ocean.... 
From a long voyage, when homeward steering .,.... 
Great way at sea, where at home I’ve been-ee ...... 
How blest are we seamen, how joyful and gay ...... 
Homeward bound before the gale ........scsseccessreee 
I’m returned from the ocean again, my brave boys., 
In the course of my life I’ve seen many nations ..., 
l’ve sailed round the world, viewed all nations and 

CUES) resieeintse vies daicaieree dulves'as 


COSP Core reeseseeeeresaans 


I am a jolly roving tar....... Sob bniohatooddosbosdoaaTigabanee 
Indeed I must own they are Christians by name.... 
I once was a seaman, as jolly a blade.......... sbodlese 
I’m honest Jack of Plymouth-dock ........sceesesees 
Mat Mizen’s my name, and many a year ........... : 
My boys, would you know how our ship got her 

MAMI Cd se-eee's ayeneee adnan ioadottidabescoosne sAtasadhe 
My mother got married, my father got me......... : 


y heart was low, the wind was high,............. 
Ned Flint was loved by all the ship.......... 


Night had spread her heaviest glooms......... seeder 
On shore the tar forgets both wealth and fame ...... 
Of Britain’s future hopes I sing ............ SBoodohBaodk 
Our ship in port, our anchor cast ......... co gcanstitaeds 


Once more I’ve returned to my own native shore.... 
Over the ocean and over the land ........eecceeceeeeoes 
O, you, whose lives on land are ASSEU ay egaicsave esis: 
Sam Shift is my name, you must KNOW..........500008 
Scarce had the tempest ceased to roar...... 
Seven wives in my time, d’ye see, I have had ........ 
Speed thee well, mariner, through the dark wave... 
Silence, Jack, don’t be arailer .....ccscsceceececeeees + 
Since Fortune, Polly, has been kind ........2.0ceeees 
Sam Spritsail’s a lad you'd delight in........se.seeeees 
Sam Sailyard loved Sally, the girl of his heart........ 
Since freedom first dawned on Britain’s fair isle .... 


eoeceeoee e 


ceetees 


The sails are spread, the anchor’s weighed ........+ 
The waves may cancel every trace.....sscsssecseseseere 
The sailors bold at dangers smile .........sssseseseeees 
When whistling winds are heard to bIOW .....s.ese0e 
When bending o’er the lofty yard .......2.sceessssensre 
When Mat Marline the shores of Albion left, sighing 
When foaming waves contrary beat ...........eseer06 
bs es board of the Dreadnought, Ben Bowling 

ONE shen eran ns see cee onetencomenecbiaaceene usec: 
When Will Fanlove who glowed with love's soft 
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from a seven years’ 


strange.. 


eee eeeeeersee 


XVI 

Beyond thee, dearie, peyond thee, dearie............. 
But I will see that FACE SO UICEK a awer oattcee oh tan ht st 
Chase away those anxious Cares,....., Rois walols/es © cichprssac 
Caledonians, brave and bold............ Ae phe dase 


Dear doctor, be clever, and fling off your beaver.... 
Donald’s a shentleman, and evermore shall.,..,,,... 
Fate gave the word, the arrow sped..,....... aeateie te ct 
From the climes of the sun all was worn and weary.. 
Forlorn, my love, nocomfort near......cccecescecerenes 
Farewell, dearest Scotia, adieu to thy bowers....... é 
How blithe hae I been with my Sandy 
I’ve spent my life in rioting...... 
Ize a blithe and winsome lass........ 
[ lately lived in quiet ease.......... see wop hte horse 


teeoscereseoen 


My Jamie is a bonny boy, a bonny boy is he..... boc 
My father cries, Jenny, ’tis time you should wed., 
March, march, Ettrick and Tiviotdale............. ae 
My father has forty good shilling........... ayes 
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eceereres ereree eee 
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© e280 socecsecre 


When first my dear laddie gaed to.the green hill..., 
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foe serese 


wroeeee 


Pose esevee 


From the fall of the dew to Aurora’s bright birth... 
Gadzooks, my dear boy, they’re a hunting to-day.. 
Hark, the huntsman’s began tosound the shrill horn 
Hark forward’s the word, and all join in the cry... 
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er eereatenes 


Hark, hark, my boys, the new-born day 


ek errr 


see enes Comber erdecerrereerereres 


feet ceeee 


teeter eerene 
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to the chase.... 


Let philosophers boast of their wisdom profound.... 


Now peeps the ruddy dawn on the mountain’s top... 


Now Aurora is up, the sweet goddess of day.......,.. 
Now night her dusky mantle furls,,... 
O’er the plain see the 
Of horses and hounds 
On, on to the chase, 

Oh, life’s a gay forest, like merry Sherwood... 


Ce ee ey 


Poorer eeee 


When over the mountain’s brow peeps the young 
morn : 

The hunter’s ready ..... nivinie'Siee elsiais clove slaeee Seieelveceeeebiels 

The last of the deer on our board has been spread.. 

To your steeds, my bold comrades, let us away .... 

The sable-clad curtains undrawn.......cccescsseeseccese 

To the woods and the fields, my brave boys, haste 
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YORK AND PROVINCIAL. 


Across the briny zees I’ll zteer 
As I 


OP eee borne neces 


I cannot get to my love if I should dee 


CORED Ore eee seeees eosreose 


Ssaid .... 


Somer rreeerevereceree 


Opn deeesoscs Soatenee Shao aeiehtere eee « petite ste 


Our Ellek likes fat bacon weel...... 
To learn wit and manners I came u 


Fewer mores woe 


Cee eoeeeeeve Ceceene 
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LAINS Pens hoceen. | AitveddsscceeecnesSurtnccmesetcececses 
Hail, St, David, the day of St. David........... esses 
I have my goats, a cow, and horse.,....... ApoSoor soto : 
Llewellyn went to Winny’s cot ............ Reece ean seep 
Near the town of sweet Llanvylis AB icceianc 
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His charmer hopped down it, and then the happy delusion was o’er ; 
Girls often meet monkey-like men, but man never wooed monkey beiore. 








| PHE LOVER'S MISTAKE. 


A THREE-PART PARODY ON CHERRY 
(T. H. Bayly.) 


RIPE. 
( Moncrieff. ) 
HEAVY WET. 


[Music, Willis & Co. St. James’s Sirect.] 


A FOND youth serenaded his love, 


Who, sleeping,—‘* Love never should sleep!” HEAVY wet, heavy wet, still Tcry, 
Her father ae oe above ,— Pull and fair pots when I’m dry, 

‘< O, fathers, you never should peep ;”’— Tt a: be, yo1ask me where, 
To his daughter’s balcony he brought They are drawn, I answer, there, 

Her monk€y, in muslins arrayed ; Where our lips their thirst forget, 


The youth was o’erjoyed, for he thought That’s the place for heavy wet: 


"Twas the form of his beautiful maid. Heavy wet, heavy wet, still I cry 
» 2 Jt 


He gazed on the figure in white Meux’s, Whitbread’s, nought care I; 
Whose nods gave new life, to his hopes ; the a it a pr’ cide 

His heart throbbed with love and delight ir a wil ciouds 0 pee Ow; 
As he threw up the ladder of ropes ; nd, while we our cares forget, 


His charmer hopped down it, and then All the year quaff heavy wet! 


The happy delusion was 6’er ! 
Girls often meet monkey-like men, 
But man never wooed monkey before. 


MUTTON CHOPS. 


Mutton chops, mutton chops, chops, I cry, 


From the window, enjoying the joke, Fat or lean ones, both I’ll buy ; 


Her father feared danger no more ; But if so be you’d have my coin, 
And she, by the bustle awoke, You must cut them off the loin! 
Soon made her escape at the door! When the cook for nothing stops, 
Come, come to your Rosa, she said, That’s the time for mutton chops! 
Unless you prefer my baboon ; 
And, pray, let your next serenade Mutton chops, mutton chops, chops, I cry, 
Take place at the full of the moon! ; I as hungry am as dry; 


Let me have them nice and het, 
With a murphy and shalot! 
arcacece Heaven bless the butchers’ shops,— 
All the year they’ve mutton chops! 
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CHERRY BOUNCE, 


Cherry bounce, cherry bounce, bounce, I cry, 
Fill a full glass on the sly ; 

If so be you ask me where, 

To the wine-vaults we’ll repair; - 

When we heavy wet renounce, 

That’s the time for cherry bounce! 


Cherry bounce, cherry bounce, bounce, I cry, 
When my flame is standing nigh ; 

When with love I’m quite beguiled, 

And I wish to draw it mild, 

Then, each vulgar fear to trounce, 

Then I call for cherry bounce! 


COLOPLPOO I? 


THE DEATH OF SIR PHILIP SYDNEY. 


(W. H. Ireland.) 


WEEP, my country, weep your glory, 
Sydney lies on Zutphen’s plain ; 
Never did more rueful story 
Wake your breasts to silent pain. 


Zutphen saw our Philip numbered 
With the pale and icy dead 5 

There with glory Sydney slumbered, 
There with honour Sydney bled. 


There he bade the foe defiance, 
And with heroes ranked his name ; 
’Twas not wealth, or proud alliance, 
Sydney thirsted after fame. 


As from Zutphen’s soil, fast bleeding, 
Philip, wounded, bent his way, 

His own sufferings little heeding, 
Glory having crowned the day ; 

Faint with pain, with thirst expiring, 
Oft he claims the friendly bowl ; 

Water’s cooling draught requiring, 
To recruit his sickening soul. 


Soon the ample can was given, 
By a squire of Sydney’s train : 

But this virtuous child of heaven 
Melted at another’s pain. 


For from off the field of battle, 
Where the hardy warriors bled, 
Where the murderous cannons’ rattle 

Sealed so many with the dead. 


Lo! a menial soldier dying, 
By his pitying comrades borne, 
Sydney’s can so wistful eyeing, 
With a faint and dolorous moan, 


Raised the dew of tender sorrow 
In Sir Philip’s sunken eye ; 

Sydney Pity’s soul did borrow, 
Faintly thus the youth did cry : 


Little are my wants, believe me, 
Take from hence this flowing can ; 
Yon poor soldier’s misery grieves me, 

Bear it to that dying man. 


From his lips, so parched and quivering, 
Sydney straight the liquor gave; 

Soon death’s damp and chilly shivering, 
Struck the pitying hero brave. 


Thus awhile the youth did languish, 
Thus, he fell on Zutphen’s plain, 

Thus expired, with parting anguish, 
Feeling for another’s pain. 


Weep, ye brave! the child of glory 
Died entwined with mercy’s crest ; 

May our valiant Sydney’s story 
Warm each gallant Briton’s breast. 


es this trne, but rueful ditty, 

irtue to each youth impart 5 

May each soul be warmed with pity, 
May each breast wear Sydney’s heart. 


PII LI LEIP 


WHEN GIRLS THEIR CHARMS DEVE- 
LOPE. 


Air-— Love and Pastry,” or “ Molly Popps.” 


(James Bruton.) 


WHEN girls their charms develope, 
They quite our wits envelope, 
And big as butts, 
The saucy sluts, 
Do make our hearts to swell up. 
Oh! yes they do, I’m sure they do, 
Fol lol tol lol, &c. 


I loved one Sukey Cinder, 
Till my heart was burnt to tinder, 
My lantern ribs, 
You, without fibs, 
Could see through like a winder, 
Oh yes! you could—I am sure you could. 
Fol lol tol lol, &c. 


We met one day so civil, 
And I began to snivel, 
Says I, my dear, 
I am quite queer, 
I loves you like the devil, 
Oh, yes! I do—I am sure I do. 
Fol lol tol lol, &c. 


I’m dying, Suke, by inches, 
For love my life so pinches, 
Daily his dart, 
Right through my heart 
He shoots, and never flinches. 
Oh, yes: he does—I’m sure he does. 
Fol lol tol lol, &e. 


There’s nought but buns and backey, 
And heavy wet and jackey, 
Will give relief 
Unto my grief, 
My life does so much lack ye. 
Oh, yes! it does—I’m sure it does. 
Fol lol tol lol, &c. 


Says she, ‘‘ now tip’s no lingo, 
I knows it’s false, by jingo, 
And think, you elf, 
That I myself 
Would marry such a thing? No. 
Oh! that I won’t—I’m sure I wo’n’t.” 
Fol lol tol lol, &e. 


I thought I would persist, sir, 
So I caught her neck, and kissed her, 
When in a crack, 
Upon my back 
She laid me with her fist, sir. 
Oh, yes! she did—oh, lord! she did, 
Fol lol tol lol, &e. 


PPILE RIL 


ALL UNDER THE WILLOW-TREE. 
(Chatterton. ) 


O, SING unto me my roundelay, 
O, drop the briny tear with me, 
Dance no more at holiday, 
Like a running river be. 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed, 
All under the willow-tree 


~ 
Binge. 
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Black his hair, as the winter’s night, 
White his skin, as the driven snow ; 

Red his face, as the morning-light, 
Cold he lies in the grave below ! 


My love is dead, &c. 


Sweet his tongue, as thrush’s note, 
Quick in dance, as thought can be, 
Deft his tabor, cudgel-stout, 
Oh! he lies, by the willow-tree ! 


_ My love is dead, &c. 


See, the white moon shines on high, 
Whiter is my true love’s shroud ; 

Whiter than the morning-sky, 
Whiter than the evening-cloud. 


My love is dead, &c. 


PLILP EL OF 


MY POLL AND MY WHERRY. 
ABOEL.. 1.) 


SAM Skift is my name,you must know, 
Of fresh-water bred to the notion, 

On Thames’s smooth surface I row, 
Content: as a son of the ocean; 

In pleasures untainted by pain, 
My days'they all roll away merry, 

On fortune, then, need I complain, 
Possessed of my Poll and my wherry ? 


Contented I seek for my rest, 
And rise with the lark to my labour ; 
That thought never lodged in my breast 
That could injure a friend or a neighbour ; 
When plying each morn for a fare, 
I whistle and sing at the ferry, 
With a glass bid defiance to care, 
And think but of Poll and my wherry. 


Like Charon, who plied at the Styx, 
For souls, by the hundred together ; 
Age, sex, and condition, all mix 
In my bark, Thames’s surges to weather: 
Then, since ’tis Sam Skift’s welcome fate, 
To sit down contented and merry, 
I'll laugh, and sing, ’ere ’tis too late, 
And stick to my Poll and my wherry. 


GP? IPEP ID 


THE ITALIAN BOY. 
(Upton. ) 


O, YE who can feel for the offspring of grief, 
Give ear to an alien, that sues for relief, 


From the cravings of hunger an outcast defend, 


Bereft of a parent, relation, or friend : 
Pity, pity a stranger, debarred of all joy, 
A destitute, wandering Italian boy. 


Seduced from a land to the sciences dear, 
A poor distressed foreigner crawls about here ; 


His hope and dependence for lodging and bread, 
The image, “‘ fine image,” he bears on his head: 


Pity, pity a stranger, debarred of all joy, 
A destitute, wandering Italian boy. 


*‘ What matters,” he cries, “ all the grandeur 


I see? 
The world is a desart and winter to me; 


To scorn and reproach, I am doomed to appear, 


No shield, no protector to succour me here. 
Pity, pity a stranger, debarred of all joy, 
A destitute, wandering Italian boy.” 


Ye Britons, with freedom for ages renowned, 


With beauty unrivalled, and vaiour-deeds crowned, 


Give ear to a foreigner’s sorrowful strain, 


And snatch him from misery, insult, and pain. 


Pity, pity a stranger, debarred of all joy, 
A destitute, wandering Italian boy. 


PPEL OP OF 


JEMMY LINKUM FEEDLE. 
(G. Colman.) 


A CLERK I was in London gay, 
Jemmy linkum feedle, 

And went in boots to see the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 

I marched the lobby, twirled my stick, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle ; 

The girls all cried, ‘* He’s quite the kick .* 
Oh, Jemmy linkum feedle. 

Hey, for America I sail, 
Yankee doodle deedle ; 

The sailor-boys cried, “ Smoke his tah ? 
Jemmy linkum feedle. 

On English belles I turned my back, 
Diddle, daddle, deedie ; 

And got a foreign fair, quite black, 
Oh, twaddle, twaddle, tweedle! 


Your London girls, with roguish trip, 
Wheedle, wheedle, wheedle, 

Boast their pouting under lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 

Wywows would beat a hundred such, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 

Whose upper lip pours twice as much 
Oh pretty double wheedle. 


Rings ll buy to deck her toes, 
Jemmy linkum feedle ; 

A feather fine shall grace her nose, 
Waving fiddle seedle ; 

With jealousy I ne’er shall burst, 
Who'd steal my bone of bone-a? 

A white Othello, I can trust 
A dingy Desdemona. 


PL EPP EOP 


EDWIN AND ELLA. 


SEE, beneath yon bower of roses, 
Sweetly sleeps the heavenly maid, 
’Tis my gentle love reposes, 
Softly tread the sacred shade. 


Mark the loves that play around her, 
Mark my Ella’s graceful mien, 

See, the wood-nymphs all surround her, 
Hailing Ella beauty’s queen. 


Flutt’ring Cupids round descending, 
Soft expand their silken wings; . 

From the zephyr’s breath defending 
Ev’ry sweet that round her springs. 


Sportive Fancy, hear my prayer, 
Gently whisper from thy airy throne, 
Whisper to the sleeping fair— 
Edwin lives for her alone. 


GPLILLOP 


KATHARINE, LANCELOT, AND TEDDY ; 
OR, PRAY, SIR, DON’T YOU BE IMPUDENT. 


A TRIO. 
Air— Hey dance to the Fiddle and Tabor.” 
(C. Dibdin.) 
Kat. (To Lan. )—Pray, sir, don’t you be impu- 


dent, 
Else I shall show you the difference soon. 
Lan.—Hey, toss! now for some merriment, ; 
She’s up as high as the man in the moon, 
Kat,—Sir, let me tell you, you’re mighty ridicu- 
lous ! 
Ted.—O, to be sure, here’s the cat in the pan, 
Don’t affront Katty, or—( squaring his fists. , 


| Lan.— What, would you tickle us 


If you’re for fancy work—(preparing to 
Sight.) 

T.d.— I am your man. 

Kat. (separating them. )—Hey dey! 

Ted.—Let me come at him, now! 


Lan. Paddy, my honey, which way runs the 
ull? 


Ted.—Kate, dear, do let me pat him now. ( Show- 
ing his fist. ) 


Kat.— He who strikes first must with me a crow 
pull. 
REPEAT. 
Kat.—Hey-dey! don’t you go at him, now. (To 


Teddy. ) 
Ted. & Lan.—Hey-dey ! let me come at him, now. 


Kat. & Lan.—Paddy, my honey, which way runs 
the bull? 
Ted.—Paddy don’t mind your ‘‘ which way runs 
the bull ?” 


Lan. & Ted.—Kate, dear, do let me pat him, 
now ? 
Kat.—-No, no; you shall not pat him, now. 


Kat.—He who strikes first must with me a crow 
pull. 

Lan. and Ted.—He who strikes first must with her 
a crow pull. 





Lan.—Kate, Kate, say, will you marry me? 
Ted. Bother! you’d not have a husband like 
he? 
Kat.—Fools, fools! peace! or you'll harry me ; 
In either what charm for a choice can I 
see ? 
Ted.—I’m quite genteel— 
Kat.—For a chairman_or drover, O. : 
Lan.—See, Paddy, for you what a trifle she 
cares ; 
I am the boy, pretty Kate, for a lover, 
O 


Kat.—For any old maid who is at her last prayers. 
Ted.— ‘There, there! there is a rap for you. 

Kate, you’re a jewel— 

Cat.— Which you'll never wear. 

Lan.— There, there! there was a slap at you. 

(To Ted. ) 

Kat. ( To Lan. )— When toes one is treading you’d 
better take care. 


REPEAT. 
All.—There, there! there was a rap for you. 
Kat.—I am no jewel for either to wear. 
Lan. & Ted.—Kate, you’re a jewel I’m dying to 
wear. 
Ted. & Lan. (to each other. )—There, there! there 
was a slap at you. 
Kat.—There, there! each there’s a slap at you. 
When toes one is treading you’d better take 
care. 
Lan. & Ted.—When toes she is treading we’d 
better take care. 


GPPILG LILLIE 


MASONRY HONOURS MY SONG. 
Air—** From the East breaks the Morn.’ 


WHILST each poet sings 
Of great princes and kings, 
To no such does my ditty belong, 
Tis freedom I praise, 
That demands all my lays, 
And Masonry honours my song. 
’Tis treedom, &c. 


Within compass to live, 
Is a lesson we give, 
Which none can deny to be truc ; 
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All our actions to square 
To the time, we take care, 
And virtue we ever pursue. 
All our actions, &c. 
On a level we are, F 
All true brothers share | 
The gifts which kind heaven bestows ; 
In friendship we dwell ; 
None but Masons can tell 
What bliss from such harmony flows. 
In friendship, &c. 


In our mystical school 
We must all work by rule, 
And our secrets we always conceal ; 
Then, let’s sing and rejoice, 
And unite ev’ry voice, 
With fervency, freedom, and zeal. 
Then, let’s sing, &c. 


Then, each fill a glass, 
Let the circling toast pass, 
And merrily send it around ; 
Let us Masonry hail, 
May it ever prevail, 
With success may it ever be crowned. 
Let us Masonry, &c. 


GP PLPILDGSF 


PADDY CRACK AND PEGGY O’REGAN. 
Air— Donnybrook Fair.””—(K. O’Brien. ) 
Pat CRACK was a boy whom his mammy loved 

well 
And so might his daddy, but that I can’t tell, 

In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle ; 
But one thing I know, that his father, one day, 
Before he was married, from his wife ran away, 
So Pat and his mother, of course, stopped be~- 

hind ; 
Soon Pat left his mother, a wife just to find, 
In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 


On Peggy O’Regan he fixed a sheep’s eye ; 
<< For you,” said he, « Peggy, for love I will die,” 

In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
He told her his love was uncommonly true ; 

“‘ Sweet hegar,” cried Peggy, “ then, faith, I'll 
love you ; 

The match it is dry, love, we will have a drap ; 

We will, indeed, Paddy, if I pawn my cap,” 

In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
When people are married they sometimes repent, 
For Peg was the steel, and her Paddy atl flint, 

In the Land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
Says Paddy, one day, to his dear loving rib, 

«« Your temper I’ll try with a thump on your jib ; 

All peevish men, honey, are hasty yet true, 

The more that I thump you, the more Ill love 
ou,” 

In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
So he thumped, and she thumped, and he thum- 

ped her again ; 
They thumped like two devils, till Peg cooled his 
brain, 
In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
Still they kept thumping for an hour, perhaps 
more ; 

Peg thumped him behind, and then thumped 
him before ; 

“‘ Stop, devil!” cried Paddy; says Peg, “¢ that 
won't do, 

The more that I thump you, the more I’ll love 


you,” 
In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
The last thump she gave him she broke his long 
back ; 
He soon had a hump, and they christened him 
Crack, 
In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 
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Now Paddy, sweet honey, he wears a wise head, 
The two live quite happy, and will when they’re 
dead. 
If ever stout Peg is inclined for a thump, 
Pat turns round his back, crying, ‘* look at my 
hump,” 
In the land of dear Erin, sweet Liberty’s isle. 


POL PLIGG? 


PEACE BE AROUND THEE! 
(T. Moore.) 


PEACE be around thee wherever thou rovest, 
May life be for thee one summer’s day, 
And all that thou wishest, and all that thou lovest, 
Come smiling around thy sunny way! 
If sorrow e’er this calm should break, 
May even thy tears pass off so lightly 
That, like spring showers, they’ll only make 
The smiles that follow shine more brightly. 


Time, who sheds his blight o’er all, 
And daily dooms some joy to death, 
On thee let years so gently fall, 
They shall not crush one flower beneath. 
As, half in shade and half in sun, 
This world along its path advances 
May that side the sun’s upon 
Be all that shall ever meet thy glances. 


PPOEPLPEFR 


THE FAMILY CONCERT. 
(Dibdin.) 


SHON, pring te tesk, te moosic pook, 
Sholter your musket, Master Shackey ; 
Alderman, for your rosin look, 
Fy, vat dam lazy dog dat lackey! 
Stupit sir, vill you fetch te arp 
To kief your sweet young laty ; 
Come, tune now, not too flat, ne sharp. 


SPOKEN.]| Stay, stay, Alterman, poise your 
fiddlestick ; Shackey, poot your flute your mout— 
take care your embrasseur—cock up your nose ah 
leetel more. Come, leetel miss, ah! la jolie pe- 
tite Savoyarde! vere is your triangle !—very well. 
Now, mine ainchel, your arp—ah, que des graces ! 
Come, Madame la mere, pox about your tam- 
bourine.—Ah, vous etes charmante ! Young comme 
your daughter, except bote forty yare—Will 


Tash afay, now are you ready ! 


CHORUS. 

To make up this harmonious scene, 
Miss strums the harp so mellow, 
Mamma loud thumps the tambourine, 

And dad the violoncello. 


While Master Jackey puffs the flute, 
Miss Suke bangs the triangle, 

While squeak and squall, and howl and hoot, 
Join the delightful wrangle. 

Come, Alterman, man, now play your part, 
Dash away, my nople fellow ; 

Play up von leetle solo part 
Upon the violoncello. 


SPOKEN.] Eh! vat te deffle isdis? O, zounds! 
he let fall the pook upon his gouty toe! I tink the 
defile was coming.—Done, you stoop Alterman. 
Shon, pick ope your master’s pook.—Due ko di 
vik now.—Pick ope te pook a te fik.—Once more 
piano.—Bless my soul— 


To make up this harmonious, &c. 


Ferry fell indeed. No, messe, mine lofe, you 
Icetle solo vid my vice. 


ey 


Chently clyte the popeling stream, 
“Wid your image as it play; 

Till, like delusive morning trim, 
De preze come snatch it kavite away. 


SPOKEN. ] O, charmante! teliteaful! come, 
now, pianissimo ! 


Piano, piano, gust’ Italiano, 
Let te note sweetly preathe as so chently play ; 
Now forte te forte, vid force to tune porte, 
While, loud as te deffle, you fire away. 


SPOKEN.] Ha! vat defile nise !—Vat is dis ?— 
O, ’tis de maid pring de shildens from Bartlemy 
Fair, vid te trum, te trumpet, and te penny fissel 
Ah! stop-all te shildens. 


Pianissimo, piano, piano, &c. 


Now arp and te floot, . 
Twang, twang, toot, toot. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! vat terrible devil ting diss ?—O, 
tam, ’tis Shon he tret pon te cat a de kitten; I 
vish he bite um. Vell, never mind, ’tis all te 
family concert. Come, farry goot poy and kals, 
once more, and ten I kiff you holiday. 


Pianissimo, piano, piano, &c. 
PGOPISIFGES 


WITH JOYS SUCH AS YOURS I SHOULD 
NEVER AGREE. 


A DUET, 
(Kenney. ) 


OH, give me the fields that we see, 

And the flow’rets that daintily strew them ; 
The gay streets of Dresden for me, 

And the pretty girls capering through them ! 
The fresh-blowing breeze,—happy songs from the 

trees, 

Are joys without blame, and always the same ; 
Ever changing the graces of gay human faces, 
And tongues full of glee are too noisy for me. 


How lovely the scene when, all Nature delight- 


ing, 
The ae freshly breaks to the lark’s merry 
song ! 
Such scenes at the Opera are much more inviting, 
When, elbowed by Beauty, we join the gay 
throng. 
As day is declining, we dress, then, for dining, 
The calm that approaches,—the rattle of coachse ! 
With the twilight’s dim rays, when the lustres 
all blaze ; 
Then our slumbers how still, while we waltz and 
quadrille ; 
With joys such as yours I’should never agree, 
The livelier charms of the city, the quieter charms 
of the country, for me. 


GLPLICHPE 


PURSUE, WHILE YOU LIVE, THE RARE 
SPORTS OF THE FIELD. 


THOUGH your wealth be a mountain, 
From which flows a fountain 
Whose drops are converted to gold ; 
Though we plainly may see, 
By your long pedigree, 
You’re descended from princes of old ; 
Without me what is all 
-But an atom too small 
For Reason’s clear eye to behold 
Then, to dress in my roses, and taste all I yield,, 
Pursue, while vou live, the sports of the field 
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On the blue hill at morning, 
The yellow tipt boughs of the elm, 
You'll meet my bright eyes, 
And, scorning disguise, 
Own health the first good in the realm ; 
Then fly your town throng, 
To live pleasant and long, 
And, when Fate calls your hand from the 
helm, 
In spite of the tales the poor timorous tell, 
Like aco in autumn, you'll step from your 
shell ! 


GLOLL ILS 


THE THISTLE OF SCOTLAND. 


Let them boast of the country gave Patrick his 
birth 
The land of the oak and its neighbouring earth, 
Where blossoms the rose and the Shamrock so 
ereen ! 
Far dearer to me are the hills of the north, 
The land of blue mountains, the birth-place of 
worth ; 
Those mountains where Freedom has fixed her 
abode, 
And these deep winding vales where a slave never 
trode, 
Where blooms the red heather and thistle so 
green. 


Though rich is the soil where blossoms the rose, 
And barren our mountains, and covered with 
snows, 
Where blooms the red heather and thistle so 
green ! 
Yet, for friendship sincere, and for loyalty true, 
For courage so bold that no foe can subdue, 
Unmatched is our country, unrivalled our swains, 
And lovely and true are the nymphs in our plains, 
Where blooms the red heather and thistle so 
green ! 
Far famed were our sires in the battle of yore, 
And many the cairns which rise on our shore 
O’er the foes of the thistle, the thistle so 
green ! 
But those fields are still free which our forefathers 


won, ‘ 
And the fire of the father still glows in the son 5 
Tet foe come on foe, as wave follows wave, 
We'll give them a welcome, we’ll give them a 
grave, 
Beneath the red heather and thistle so green! 


And dear to our souls as the blessings of heaven, 
Is the freedom we boast,—is the land that we live 
in,— 
The land of red heather and thistle so green! 
“or that country, that freedom, our forefathers 
bled 
And we swear by that blood which our ancestors 
shed 
No foot of a foe shall e’er tread on their grave, 
But the thistle shall bloom o’er the bed of the 
brave,— 
rhe thistle of Scotland, the thistle so green. 


GPL PP PLO 


MUNDEN’S CHAPTER OF BENEFITS. 
( Moncrieff.) 


MANY cheer I’ve read, of folks, fashions, and 
: ings, 
Sights, pockets, and other like every-day things ; 
But of Pees there’s none half so proper, that’s 
clear, 
As to read o’er my chapter of benefits here. 
Derry down, &c. 


My first was, when long in the country Id 
stumped, 

Up to town, with ‘‘ The Farmer,” brisk Jemmy, 
I jumped ; 

And straight through “ The Turnpike-Gate” mer- 
rily passed, 


Where still I’ve remained your Crack man to the 


last. 
Derry down, &c. 


“* Sprigs of Laurels” I gathered in Néipperkin 
next 5 
Nor felt in the high “ Road to Ruin” perplexed ; 
As Old Dornton, the banker, I urged Nature’s 
cause, 
And drew immense drafts on the public applause. 
Derry down, &c. 


We very well know “ Every One has his Fault ;” 
But, as Harmony, often I made Anger halt ; 
I have met with my ‘ Rivals,” but, say what they 
will 
In Sir Anthony, faith, I was Absolute still. 
Derry down, &c. 


The brisk ‘* Busy Body” my fame next advances ; 
I gave public favour a Gripe in Sir Francis ; 
And in serving the public I truly can say, 
I a great busy body have proved to this day. 
Derry down, &c. 


In “ Speed the Plough,” Able and Handy I 
proved, 
As from project to project I merrily roved ; 
I invented a new plan to pleasure the town, 
And reaped a rich Harvest of wealth and renown. 
Derry down, &e. 


In a © Cure for the Heart-Ache”’ I rapidly rose, 
And cured many sad hearts, I trust, of their 
WOES 3 
As Old Rapid, the tailor, I made a new suit 
For the public, and gained cash and custom to 
boot. 
Derry down, &c. 


Still Watchful in “ Past Ten o’Clock,” for your 
ease 

As Old Dozey I proved I awake was to please ; 

Yes, night after mght, to my post I was true, 

Till, at last, in Sam Dabbs, you found out «* Who 


was Who.” 
Derry down, &c. 


But though I’ve through so many characters past, 
There’s one that will stick by me still to the last,— 
It is, as I hope many here fully know, 

Your obliged, your devoted, your constant friend 


Joe. 
Derry down, &c. 


OPPRIE LL IF 


FAREWELL. 
(D. L. Richardson.) 


LADY, farewell! thy cruel part 
Hath sadly wrung a faithful heart ; 
No fear of guile, or change in thee 
Alarmed its fond sincerity ! 

How oft, when in the twilight bower, 
You sunk upon my heaving breast, 
Its quick throb told thy beauty’s power, 

And thou eternal truth profest ! 


But now, alas! no tears can move 

One sweet return of kindred love! 

And yet no thought shall cherished be 

False and irreverent to thee ; 

Though cold Indifference mocks at wo, 
With lip of scorn, and reckless eye, 
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For thee each fervent wish shall glow, 
And lacerated Love shall sigh 


For, lady, thine the secret tear— 

The sad repinings none may hear; 

Thy gentle heart could uever know 

A triumph o’er another’s wo. 

And, oh! when tolls the mournful knell 
That sounds my spirit’s flight on high, 

Thou ’lt not forget it loved thee well, 
And soothe it with a tender sigh. 


GOFSL LLL 


A TOPING WE WILL GO. 


CoME, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogshead, 
Unto our master’s shrine. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


Then, let us drink, and never shrink, 
For I’ll give a reason why ;— 
Tis a great sin to leave a house 
Till we’ve drank the cellar dry. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear ; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought twas too severe. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 
He filled a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a sup 5 
But had it been a gallon pot, 
By Jove, I’d tossed it up. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 
And ever since that happy time, 
Good wine has been my cheer ; 
Now nothing puts me in a swoon 
But water or small beer. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 
Then, let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly ; 
But fill our skins brim-full of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry, 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


GRIP L IL? 


' LOVELY SUE. 
(T. Jones. ) 


WHEN first Young Henry, on the plain, 
Declared his love was true, 

The maiden who believed his pain 
Was charming, lovely Sue. 


He told a simple, artless tale, 
’T was formed but to subdue ; 

Then Henry seemed to breathe the gale, 
And live for only Sue. 

Full twelve long months the youthful maid 
Believed his passion true 5 

Then, wo to her, by him betrayed, 
He left poor lovely Sue. 


Far, far to sea he sailed away, 
While she no comfort knew, 

Till Sorrow called from earth away 
The soul of lovely Sue! 


GLI GIIAS 


BEWARE OF THE CUCKOO. 
( Upton.) 


For the rights of the fair, I’ll plead, I declare, 
Unless there’s an advocate here ; 

Not a man do I see will the task take from me, 
So cruel you’re all, and severe. 


= 
4 


Then thus for ourselves, I’ll tell the proud elves, 
We have rights, aye, and franchises, too ; 

So let’s have our way, both to do and to say, 
Or else, sir, beware of the cuckoo! 


In the fond honey-moon, like roses in June, 
O, then you're all sweetness, I swear; 

Tis “¢ My angel, my dear, you're tired, I fear; 
Pray, pray let me get you a chair!” 

But, that season o’er, you pet us no more, 
And show what your tempers can do ; 

But, though you can joke, don’t too far proveke, 
Or else, sirs, beware of the cuckoo ! 


To love and obey we promise, they says 
O, yes! and we'll do so, believe ; 
But husbands must then deserve it like men, 
And love us as Adam did Eve. 
When, surly and gruff, they hector and huff, 
Ye fair, your prerogative show ; 
When affection they slight, let our tongues do us 
right, 
And bid them beware of the cuckoo! 


DPOEFPICEP 


THE WAGGONER. 
(Dibdin.) 


WHEN I comes to town with a load of hay, 
Meanly and lowly though I seem, 
I knows pretty well how they figure away, 
While I whistles and drives my team! 
Your natty sparks, and flashy dames, 
How do I love to queer! 
I runs my rigs, 
And patters, and gigs, 
And plays a hundred comical games 
o all that I comes near; 
Then, in a pet, 
To hear ’em fret, 
A mobbing away they go ;— 
The scoundrel deserves to be horse-whipt, 
Who, me, ma’am? 
Wo, Ball, wo! 
Soto mind them I ne’er seem, 
But whistles and drives my team. 


So as I seems thinking of nothing at all, 
And driving as fast as I can, 
I pins a queer thing against the wall, 
Half a monkey and half a man! 
The mob came round him to put up his blood, 
While he’s trembling from top to toe, 
My whip it goes spank, 
I tips Ball on the flank, 
Ball plunges, and paints him all over with mud, 
Queers his stockings, and spoils the beau! 
- Then, the sweet, pretty dear! 
Ah, could you but hear :— 
<¢ Ods, curse, I’[l make you know, you infernal 
villain.” 
«© Lord bless your baby face, I would not hurt 
your spindle shanks for the world !” 


Wo, Ball, wo, &c. 


And so I gets the finest fun 
And frisk that ever you saw, 
Of all I meets I can queer every one 
Bat you gemmen of the law! 
Though they can scarcely put me down, 
Says I, to their courts when I’m led, 
Where their tales of a pig 
They hide with a wig ! 
How many ways, in London town, 
They dresses up a calf’s head ! 
Then every dunce 
To hear open at once, 
Like mill-clacks their clappers go !— 
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“* O, that’s the fellow I saw grinning through the 
horse-collar in the country !” 

‘* I fancy, you are the fellow [I saw grinning 
through the pillory in London !” 


Wo, Ball, wo, &c. 
OCPIPL PLE? 


WHEN IN A GARDEN, SWEE?D, I WALK. 
(O’Keefe.) 


WHEN in a garden, sweet, I walk, 
The charming flowers admiring, 
Each nods upon its tender stalk, 
And seems my touch desiring ; 
Though all of beauties are possessed, 
Too much to be rejected, 
Yet only one for Mary’s breast 
By fancy has selected. 


Full conscious of thy faith and truth, 
No wrong to thee intended, 

Ah, should I choose some other youth, 
Be not, fond youth, offended ; 

The starting tear, the heaving sigh, 
True signs, not disregarded, 

But by a maid, more fair than LD; 
O, be thy love rewarded. 


PLEP? LOE 


LOVE, YOU MUST OWN, IS A COMICAL 
THING, 
Air— Here’s to the Maiden of bashful Fifteen.” 
( Bryant.) 
LOVE, you must own, is a comical thing, 
°Tis hoaxing, and coaxing, and teasing, 
Its power is so great it can conquer a king, 
Still its heaviest chains are oft pleasing. 
Its praise let us sound, 
For I will be bound, 
There are nine out of ten in love all the world 
round. 


Stoics may preach against love if they please, 
Still, still V’ll declare it a pleasure ; 
For though a fair maiden may oftentimes tease, 
Still the girl of my heart is a treasure. 
Its praise let us sound, &c. 


Husbands may say when they’re wed a few years, 
A wife’s a hard bargain to deal with ; 
But I value not their lamentations and tears, 
For some lass I will soon sign and seal with. 
Its praise let us sound, &c. 


Let single or married rail as they will, 
Yet love is the sunshine of life, sirs, 
And I will stand forth as its advocate still ; 
Nor stop till I get me a wife, sirs, 
Its praise let us sound, &c. 


Tam in love, as before I have said, 
And no cynic my passion shall smother, 
Til marry a wife, and when she is dead, 
Why, then, I will marry another. 
Its praise let us sound, &c. 


Then come in our dreams, love, love it shall be 
Our joy—it shall sweeten our glasses ; 
We’ll drink it by land, and we’ll drink it by sea, 
For without it we lose all our lasses. 
Its praise let us sound, &c. 


THE DROOPING ROSE. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


Ali! drooping rose, thy leaves no more 
Around their fragrant perfumes pour, 
No longer on this verdant bed 

Are their lovely odours shed ; 


No more we see thy modest flower 
Diffuse its charms in shady bower. 
Ah, no! thy beauties now we mourn, 
Never, never to return. 


Ah! drooping rose, which once did yield 
A thousand charms to this fair field ; 
How soon we weep thy life’s decay ; 
How soon thy charms have past away : 
How short, how transient was thy hour, 
How frail, how fleeting was thy power ; 
For scarce thy lovely beauties shone 

Ere we mourn them past and gone. 


Ah! drooping rose, with grief I see 

My own sad fate exprest by thee ; 

My morn some pleasing charms displayed, 
But soon, alas! I saw them fade. 

Some sweet delights still blest my noon, 
But they did vanish quite as soon ; 

The evening my decline will see, 

And night behold me fade like thee. 


GLIL IPO? 


THE PLYMOUTH JEW; 
OR, FACT IN A BOMBOAT. 


Air—* Love and Whiskey.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


In Plymout I vas bred, 
And a block of de old chip am, 
Of arl vat’s bomboat-trade, 
T a good judge ’bout a ship am. 
I knows I’ve caught a fish, 
Ven I’ve vonce fair hooked a sailor ; 
And he finds, (boned in my dish,) 
Vat he’s met mit a sharp nailer. : 
Ri tol li tol lol, &c. 


I casts my net so vell, 
Vat vas just my fader’s vay, too, 

I makes ma baits ar tell 

Soon, for vat my boat vas lay to: 
Ven I can make a clear- 

Ing out vell of all their pouches, 
My boat pushed off, who care 

’Bout their ‘¢ tam arl cheating Smouches! ” 


SPOKEN.] I sings in my sleeve den— 
Ri tol li tol lol, &c. 


If sailors vas more vise, 
And ve Jews vas not so vitty, 
How vould come de supplies, 
Vat’s so boast of in your city ? 
If a prince vants a loan, 
To de city he goes ranning, 
Yet Christian merchants bone 
Arl their pelfs by Jewish cunning ! 


SPOKEN.] And ven dey catch fish, sing in decir 
sleeve as ve do— 
Ri tol li tol lol, &c. 


PPL IPCIP PIS 


HOW SHORT IS LIFE’S UNCERTAIN 
SPACE, 


( Merrick.) 


How short is life’s uncertain space ! 
Alas! how quickly done! 
“How swift the wild precarious chase! 
And yet how Gifficult the race } 
How very hard to run! 


Youth stops at first its wilful ears 
To wisdom’s prudent voice ; 
Till now arrived to riper years, 
Experienced age, worn out with cares, 
Repents its earlicr choice. 


—s 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


What though its prospects now appear 
So pleasing and refined ; 

Yet groundless hope and anxious fear, 

By turns the busy moment share, 
And prey upon the mind. 


Since then false joys our fancy cheat 
With hopes of real bliss, 
Ye guardian powers that rule my fate, 
The only wish that I create 
Is all comprised in this : 


May I through life’s uncertain tide, 
Be still from pain exempt ; 

May all my wants be still supplied, 

My state too low to admit of pride, 
And yet above contempt. 


But should your Providence divine 
A greater bliss intend, 
May all those blessings you design, 
(If e’er those blessings shall be mine) - 
Be centred in a friend. 


PREP IIL#? 


TEDDY O’MONAGHAN’S LIST OF HIS 
SWEETHEARTS. 


Air— Mr. 0’ Gallagher.” —(C. Dibdin.) 


I FIRST courted Judy Magrah at her mother’s, 

She had two fine black eyes, and she gave me two 
others, 

When swate Peggy Nolan stole from her the heart 
of me, 

And vowed, all for love, Judy should have no 
part of me: 

When tall Katty caught me, and Peg ’gan to pout 
at that ; 

But Katty cried, “‘ Peggy, you cratur, come out of 
that. 77 

Yet cut out was Katty by Shelah O’Donaghan— 

The cratur’s now mad after Teddy O’Monaghan. 

Whack row de dow, &c. 


Ther Molly Maloney she threw a sheep’s eye at 


me 

Which made Biddy Byrne most voraciously fly at 
me ; 

<a Teddy,” said she, “ I’ve the vows had before of 
you,” 

Said I, «“ For me, dying in love there’s a score of 


you; 
But I am not the Grand Turk, so I only can marry 
one.” 


’ Said she, “‘ That’s myself :”—*«< O, (said I,) dot 


Fe 


and carry one ; 
Biddy, my darling, yon tricked Pat O’Ronaghan, 
But your capers wo’n’t carry with Teddy O’Mo- 
naghan.” 
Whack row de dow, &c. 


i Norah O’Neil to my mug took a fancy, 

But Phelim O’Foy had a daughter called Nancy, 

Whose nose was so beautiful, I thought my lot 

: was Cast, 

But nae Macshane put her nose out of joint at 
ast 5 

Shelah oft vowed she no falsehood could harbour, 

But “a off, like soap, with a bothering bar- 
er; 

I lathered the barber, one Mr. O’Gonaghan, 

As a hint to the rivals of Teddy O’Monaghan. 

Whack row de dow, &c. 


PPLE LEOE?A 


WE SHOUTED VICTORY! 
( Pocock, ) 


SCARCE had the tempest ceased to roar, 
Scarce had our ship beat off the shore, 
When beamed the morning-light : 


All hands make sail, the boatswain cries, 
Our flying royals sweep the skies, 
A vessel hove in sight. 


We neared the chase, the fight began, 
When ship to ship, and man to man, 
Each Briton’s heart beat high ; 
Longside the foe our guns we plied, 
Till a raere wreck on ocean’s tide, 
We shouted victory ! 


A crippled hulk, now home we steer, 
To friend and mistress doubly dear, 
With hearts elate we fly ; 
For those who fell, a sigh they heave, 
For us a crown of laurel weave, 
And hail our victory. 


PPOEPLLOF 


LE BON VIVANT. 
Air—‘ A Glass is good, &c.””—(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHEN green-eyed Care 
Excites black Despair 
To look blue on Mirth’s recreation, 
Shake off the yoke 
With a merry joke, 
That’s the child of potent libation : 
For dull Care is the sullen mother of Grief, 
And her offspring she clothes in sorrow ; 
While Despair, that robs us of peace like a thief, 
Steals that which we can’t buy nor borrow. 


SPOKEN.] Fill up bumpers to the brim, my 
hearties! and, while good humour floats on the 
surface of friendship, we’ll take Mirth and Merri- 
ment in tow, right and left, sink Care in the centre 
of jollity, and kick Despair, and attendant blue- 
devils, to Old Nick! 


Then, laugh and sing, 
And quaff deep, to bring 
Wit’s merry thought whim-cracks together ; 
From rough to smooth, 
?T will all trouble soothe, 
And change Fortune’s foul to fair weather. 


By Fate’s sour frowns, 
Through life’s ups and downs, 
Smiling Hope may seem sadly blighted, 
But revives again 
When, by wit and champagne, 
Mirth’s torch in the face is well lighted. 
When the heart is faint, and the spirits are dull, 

None but fools indulge melancholy ; 

While whose head is wise at the bottle will 
ull, 

To oe his soul happy and jolly. 

SPOKEN.] By wetting the soul with wine we 
warm the heart to mirth, spur the mind to wit, 
and raise the spirits to the full standard proof of 
genuine good-fellowship and social conviviality.— 
Bon vivants toujours! Vivat! vivat! vivat! 

Then, laugh and sing, &c. 


Such pleasures flow 
From the generous glow 
That’s by wine in our bosom’s created, 
That, truly, we 
On earth seem to be 
Mortals into immortals translated. 
Surly Care we straight to the devil consign, 

And securely forbid from returning, 

While we keep up the heat of that spirit divine 

In our veins now celestially burning ! 

SPOKEN.] While filled with the divine spirit of 
grape, we defy the blue-devils, and all their 
works! Qur devotions are truly sincere, and our 
rewards shall last as long as there is a cork left to 
be drawn! 

Then, laugh and sing, &c. 
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THE CHEVALIER’S LAMENT ; 
OR, KINLOCH OF KINLOCH, 
(Burns. ) 


‘THE small birds rejoice in the green leaves return- 
ing, 
The murmuring streamlet runs clear through the 
vale 
The primroses blow in the dew of the morning, 
And wild-scattered cowslips bedew the green 
dale. 
But what can give pleasure or what can seem fair, 
When ling’ring moments are numbered by Care ? 
No birds sweetly singing, nor flowers gaily spring- 
ing 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair. 
The deed that I dared, could it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne ; 
His right are these hills, and his right are these 
valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, but I can 
find none. 
But what can give pleasure, &c. 


But ’tis not my sufferings—thus, wretched, forlorn, 
My brave, gallant friends, ’tis your ruin I 
mourn 3 
Your deeds proved so loyal in hot bloody trial, 
Alas! can I make it no better return ? 
But what can give pleasure, &c. 


LILLE LEP 


HONOUR MAKES THE MAN. 
Air— Ackee oh! Ackee oh !’’—(Jesse Hammond. ) 


NINE times did the clapper clang 
In the steeple 
To the people, 
And nine times the echo rang, 
To prove life but a span; 
Young Nimble, on his shopboard laid, 
At his length was sleeping, 
When Venus there with Cupid strayed, 
Both at his parchment peeping ; 
The little railer 
Spanned the tailor, 
And, laughing, thus began :— 
“< Now, between us, 
Mother Venus, 
Nine times this would make a man,” 


Venus took the measure, then, 
Looking slily, 
Speaking drily, 
«< Is it so you measure men ?” 
She to the god began; 
«¢ Then you’re a saucy blackguard boy, 
Full of freaks and gambols, 
And often gild a paltry toy, 
And roses hang on brambles ; 
Now, ’tis stupid, 
Master Cupid, 
So to form your plan, 
For good-nature 
Is the stature, 
And ’tis honour makes the man.” 


Cupid answered, in a pet, 
““ Dearest mother, 
Make no pother, 
T will lay a trifling bet 
Nine tailors make a man ; 
Nine times then he twanged his bow, 
And let fly an arrow, 

And, whether it was meant or no, 
It pierced the tailor’s marrow ; 
«‘ Awake!” he cried, 

** And quick decide 

The wager, if you can, 


Come, Sir Nimble, 
Knight of the thimble, 
Say what ’tis that makes a man?” 


Nine times Nimble rubbed his eyes, 
Strangely smarting ; 
Then, up starting, 
With a strut surveyed his size, 
And boldly thus began : 
«* Your godship, I don’t care a d—-n 
What your cutting mark is, 
You a narrow soul may cram 
Tnto a tailor’s carcass ; 
But, rely on’t, 
That a giant 
Is oft a dwarf in span; 
For ’tis good-nature 
Makes the stature, 
And ’tis honour makes the man, ” 


Both immortals then withdrew, 
Full of wonder ; 
And, in thunder, 
Through Olympus this news flew-~ 
A tailor is a man. 
Then, let the moral have its weight 
When we meet together, 
No outside show can make us great, 
The tinsel or the feather ; 
But sense and spirit 
Form true merit— 
Doubt it if you can— 
’Tis good-nature 
Gives the stature, 
And ’tis honour makes the man. 


GPLPLPPILGF 


LITTLE JANE, OF THE MILL. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


LITTLE JANE, of the mill, had a lover so fine. 
He was healthy and wealthy, as some folks that 
I know 3 
He’d treat her with coaches, with sweetmeats, and 
wine 
Or, whenever she wished it, a little ready rhino, 
Yet Jane did not like him, the truth must be told, 
For, though he was healthy, and wealthy, and 
bold 
Yet little Jane thought him a little too old. 


To her master says Jane, then, to finish this strife, 


Since you’ve houses, and lands, and a person 
so clever, 
Provided your worship gets leave of your wife, ; 
Here’s my hand—you may keep it for ever and 


ever. 
For Jane did not like him, &c. 
CHAPTER OF TOASTS AND SONG OF 
SENTIMENTS. 


Most folks give their sentiments after their song, 
But I cannot say that is my tether ; 

To part heart and harmony sure must be wrong, 
Song and sentiment I join together ; 

So, at once, in a song I’ll my sentiments give, 
Sure you’ll all approve what I am givine— 

Here’s ‘‘ the King!” heaven bless him, and long 

may he live, 

With ‘* Old England, the land that we live in.” 


Here’s ‘* Lovely Woman!” a toast monstrous pat, 
For in each care and ill she’ll relieve him ; 
“Sweet home!” for, though homely, ’tis home 
for all that, 
With “ a friend, and a bottle to give him.” 
Here’s ‘‘ may honour and honesty never decline,” 
’Tis the wish of my heart, I assure ye ; 
May “‘ justice and mercy for ever entwine,” 
With our glorious “ Trial by Jury.” 
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Here’s ‘‘ the heart that can feei for another’s di.- 
tress,” 

And “ the man that was never ungrateful ;” 
Here ‘* may we the smiles of good humour possess, 
With friends around, cheerful and faithful.” 
Here’s our old wooden walls,” that still lay our 

foes flat, 
With those treasures— wives, children, and 
friends,”’ 
Here’s ‘‘ our own noble selves ;” and now, having 
drank that, 
Here my song of good sentiment ends. 


GPLEL OIF 


WAKE, MY LOVE! OH! WAKE TO BLISS. 
(Soane. ) 


WAKE, my love, the young day wakes! 
And, from yonder beams of light, 
The star of morning freshly breaks, 
In a beam of purple light. 


Wake, my love! from yonder bower 
The skylark trills our nuptial song. 

Wake, my love! has sleep the power 
To charm thee to thy lover’s wrong? 


Wake, my love! oh, wake to bliss! 
Th’ unconscious rose by love 1s won, 

And hopes its blushing leaves to kiss 
A bridegroom in the rising sun. 


PILL EPIF 


: THE JOYS OF IRELAND. 
Air—** St. Patrick was a Gentleman.’ 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


OcH, go to Ireland, now, my dear, 

Among the O’Briens and Durfeys, 
And then, instead of paving-stones, 

You'll get plenty of meat and murphies ; 
And there you’ll see the O’s and Macs, 

With hearts brimful of good-nature, 
And there you’ll see the Paddy Whacks 

A tippling up the cratur. 

Then, go to Ireland, &c. 


> 


And, when they catch you there, agrah! 
They’ll never do nothing but sarve you ; 
And, if you will not eat their food, 
They’ll choke you rather than starve you. 
And, though you bother ’em twenty years, 
When back again you are hieing, 
The creatures, ’stead of breaking your head, 
Will break their hearts with crying. 
Then, go to Ireland, &c. 


And there you’ll view fair black-eyed maids, 
With the brogue so soft and pretty ; 
And there you'll meet the nice young blades, 
So illegant and witty ; 
And there you'll see the vulgar mind 
Show, through its rust, a brightness, 
For the Irish lads, whate’er their lot, 
‘Treat ladies with politeness. 
Then, go to Ireland, &c. 


You'll seek the little greenest spot 
That ever graced the ocean, 
And, when yow’re leaving it, your heart 
Will feel a sad emotion ; 
Then, mind not what its foes may say, 
Their scorn can hurt it never ; 
So, join with me, my gramachree, 
And Ireland sing for ever. 
Then, go to Ireland, &c. 


a 


PIPPLEL LEE 


WHAT BARD, O TIME, DISCOVER. 
(R. B. Sheridan. ) 


WHAT bard, O Time, discover, 
With wings first made thee move ? 
Ah! sure it was some lover, 
Who ne’er had left his love! 


For who that once did prove 
The pangs which absence brings, 
Though but one day, 
He were away, 
Could picture thee with wings ? 
What bard, &c. 


PIF IIOP IF 


WOMEN AND WAR ALTERNATE MOVE. 
A DUET. 
(Cumberland. ) 


WOMEN and war alternate move 
The heart to glory and to love, 
But when together both invite, 
How shall we set the matter right ? 


When glory calls us to the field, 

Honour must rule and beauty yield, 

For when Fame sounds the martial strain, 
Her trumpet must not sound in vain. 
Come, glory come, and if we live, 

Let us deserve what love can give. 


Then merrily we’ll drain the bowl, 

Whilst the loud thundering drum shall roll ; 
And when we fall, our comrades brave, 
Shall strew the laurel on our grave. 


CL OPOPPR 


DUTY TO HIS COUNTRY AND HIS KING, 
( Arnold.) 


ON shore the tar forgets both wealth and fame, 
While fondly clasped in lovely Nancy’s arms, 
He swears that none but she his heart can claim, 
He knows no heaven but in her circling arms. 

But when at honour’s call, 
The crew assembled all, 
He scorns ue behind, though Nancy round him 
cling : 
He’s called away, 
And must obey, 
Nought claims a part 
In that brave heart, 
But duty to his country and his king. 


And when, as silence hovers o’er the deep, 
The lover walks on deck his nightly round, 
While happier messmates sink in careless sleeps 
He breaks the stillness with a sigh profound. 

But when he hears afar, 

The bursting sounds of war, t 
In vain his Nancy’s form may recollection bring, 

No thoughts of love 

His soul can move, 

Nought claims a part 

In that brave heart, 
But duty to his country and his king. 


PIPL ILIOF 


THE TIGER HUNTERS. 
A GLEE. 
(Upton. ) 
O’ER dreary wastes, and desarts wild, 
Where lions roar, and leopards stray, 


And many a traveller falls beguiled, 
The tiger-hunters bend their way. 
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With lusty arm the spear is thrown, 
He’s hit! he’s hit! we hear his crics! 

He struggles, bleeds, while every groan 
Makes known he dies—the tiger dies ! 


GPOPEL EPP 


I WOULD WED, IF I WERE NOT TOO 
YOUNG. 


(Cunningham. ) 


In holiday gown, and my new fangled hat, 
Last Monday I tript to the fair; 

I held up my head, and I’ll tell you for what, 
Brisk Roger, I guessed would be there : 

He woos me to marry whenever we meet, 
There’s honey, sure, dwells on his tongte! 

He hugs me so close, and he kisses so sweet, 
I would wed, if I were not too young. 


Fond Sue, Ill assure you, laid hold on the boy, 
(The vixen would fain be his bride, ) 

Some token she claimed, either ribbon or toy, 
And swore that she’d not be denied ; 

A topknot was bought her, and garters of green, 
Pert Susan was cruelly stung ; 

I hate her so much, that, to kill her with spleen, 
I would wed, if I were not too young. 


He whispered such soft pretty things in mine ear! 
He flattered, he promised, and swore! 

Such trinkets he gave me, such laces and gear, 
That,—trust me,—my pockets ran o’er. 

Some ballads he bought me, the best he could find, 
And sweetly their burden he sung : 

Good faith! he’s so handsome, so witty, and kind, 
I would wed, 1f I were not too young. 


The sun was just setting, ’twas time to retire, 
(Our cottage was distant a mile, ) 

I rose to be gone—Roger bowed like a squire, 
And handed me over the stile : 

His arms he threw round me—love laughed in his 

eye, 

He led me the meadows among, 

There prest me so close, I agreed, with a sigh, 
To wed—for I was not too young. 


GPOP OPEL 


WOULD YOU TASTE THE PERFUME OF 
THE MORN. 


WOULD you taste the perfume of the morn, 
While the dew-drops bespangle the thorn, 
Hark! away, when the sounds 
Of the merry-mouthed hounds 
Keep time with the mellow-toned horn. 
Ere Phoebus with round ruddy face, 
The tops of the mountains shall grace, 
To the sports of the day, 
Brother bucks, haste away, 
Pursue with new vigour the chase. 


It was Nimrod, the jovial and gay, 
Who first taught us to hunt for our prey, 
And with full flowing bowls 
To enliven our souls, 
And joyously finish the day. 
Due homage then pay to the shrine, 
Pour mighty libations of wine, 
Fill up to the brink, 
To his memory let’s drink, 
Preclaim our great founder divine. 


PILP PEO Oe 


FORGET ME NOT. 
(Bernard Barton.) 


APPEALING language! unto me 
How much thy words impart! 

They seem as if designed to be 
The motto of the heart ; 


Whose fondest feelings, still the same, 
Whate’er its earthly lot, 

Prefer alike this touching claim, 
And say—* Forget me not!” 


The soldier, who for glory dies, 
However bright may seem 

The fame he wins in others’ eyes, 
Would own that fame a dream, 

Did he not hope its better part - 
Would keep him unforgot. 

The chosen motto of his heart 
Is still—¢ Forget me not!’ 


The sailor, tost on stormy seas, 
Though far his bark may roam, 

Sull hears a voice in every breeze 
That wakens thoughts of home. 

He thinks upon his distant friends, 
His wife, his humble cot : 

And from his inmost heart ascends 
The prayer—‘ Forget me not!” 


The sculptor, painter, while they trace 
On canvass, or in stone, 

Another’s figure, form or face, 
Our motto’s spirit own ; 

Each thus would like to leave behind 
His semblance—and for what? 

But that the thought which fills his mind 
Is this—* Forget me not!” 


The poet, too, who, borne along 
In thought to distant time, 

Pours forth his inmost soul in song, 
Holds fast this hope sublime ! 

He would a glorious name bequeath 
Oblivion shall not blot, 

And round that name his thoughts enwreath 
The words— Forget me not!’ 


Our motto is, in truth, the voice 
Of nature in the heart ; 

For who from mortal life, by choice, 
Forgotten would depart? 

Nor is the wish by grace abhorred, 
-Or counted as a spot ; 

Even the language of our Lord 
Ts still—* Forget me not!’ 


Within the heart his Spirit speaks 
The words of truth divine, 

And by its heavenly teaching seeks 
To make that heart his shrine. 
This is ¢ the still small voice’ which all, 

In city or in grot, 
May hear and live—its gentle call 
Is—*‘ Man, forget me not!” 


GIP OPER 


ON ONE PARENT STALK TWO WHITE 
ROSES WERE GROWING. 


( Dimond.) 


ON one parent stalk, two white roses were grow- 
ing, 
From buds just unfolded, and lovely to view ; 
Together they bloomed, with the same sunbeam 
glowing, 
And anointed at night by the same balmy dew. 
A spoiler beheld the fair twins, and, unsparing, 
Tore one from the stem, like a gay victim 
dressed, 
Then left its companion,—his prize proudly bearing, 
To blush for an hour, ere it died on his breast. 


But, ah! for the other one,—shrivelled and yel- 
low 
Its sleek silver leaves lost their beautiful hue ; 
It sickened in thought,—pined to death for its fel- 
low,— 
Rejected the sunbeam,—and shrank from the 
dew! 
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Then where, ruthless spoiler! ah! where is thy 
glory ? 

Two flowers strewed in dust that might sweetly 
have bloomed ; 

A tomb is the record which tells thy proud story, 

Where beauty and love are, untimely, con- 
sumed ! 


GLIPLLGOPIS 


FRIENDSHIP AND WINE. 
Air—“ The Flowing Bowl.” —(G. W. L.) 


’TIs wine alone can banish Care, 

And haste the busy mind to rest ; 
Dispel the phantom of despair, 

And soothe the lover’s throbbing breast! 
The balmy dew of Laura’s lip 

A cordial sweet is to my soul; 
But sweeter is the dew I sip 

From this ambrosial sparkling bowl. 


When quaffing deep the gen’rous tide, 
In vain my friend says, << let’s away ;” 
When through my brain soft visions glide, 
Tis rosy Bacchus bids me stay. 
Then crown the goblet to the brink, 
Invoke the ever-tuneful Nine ; 
Like sons of Bacchus let us drink, 
And mingle friendship with the wine, 


SILI PISPD 


POLLY OF THE GREEN. 
Air—‘* Kate, of Aberdeen.”—( Clark.) 


THE morning smiled serenely gay, 
Sweet music filled the grove ; 

Bright beamed the cheerful God of Day, 
And filled each breast with love. 

The lark attuned his song on high, 
All Nature blithe was seen; 

A sweeter voice seemed to reply,— 
*Twas Polly of the Green. 


My oaten pipe, beneath the shade, 
[ tuned to mirth and glee ; 

She stood and listened while I played,— 
What charms I then did see! 

The rosy blush which decks the morn, 
Upon her cheek was seen ; 

The Graces did her form adorn, 
Dear Polly of the Green! 


I gazed, she smiled ; I smiled again 
With infinite delight ; 

Fond love I found in ev’ry vein, 
Her form so charmed my sight ; 

No maid that ever I beheld, 
Had such a graceful mien ; 

So much she ev’ry one excelled, 
Sweet Polly of the Green! 


Ye Powers, who rule the realms above, 
Attend my ardent prayer; | 

Let Polly to my wishes prove 
As kind as she is fair! 

O, Venus! to my suit incline, 
As thou art beauty’s queen, 

And let the charming maid be mine, 
Dear Polly of the Green! 


PPL PP LPP 


DAY AND NIGHT SCENES; 


OR, THE LARKS AND ROWS OF LIFE IN 
LONDON. 


Air—* The Bold Dragoon.’—( Bryant.) 
SINCE Life in London’s all the go, 

I'll tell you, if I may, 
My own few scenes of bliss and wo, 

_T’ve been in night and day. 


From public-house to coffee-shop, 
To watch-house, free and easy ; 
At nothing now you'll find me stop, 
Since, if I can, 1’1l please ye! 
With my comic tale, 
Mill and bail, 
The Compter and Guildhall, sirs! 
. Since I have had some comic scenes, 
Egad* I’ll sing them all, sirs ! 
With my bow, wow, what a row! fal lal de 
riddy, riddy, sparkey, larkey, funny, 
dunny, quizzy, dizzy, O. 


The other morn, I rose from bed, 
And walked into the street, 
When Natty Bill, with bushy head, 
So swellish, I did meet: 
He cut along through Bishopsgate, 
And no poor chap felt bolder ; 
But, Lord! his courage soon was cooled, 
For a bum split on his shoulder. 
With bailiff’s tale, 
Bill and bail, 
Tapping, slapping, call, sirs, 
Since I have had some comic scenes, 
Egad! I’ll sing them all, sirs. 
With my bow, wow, &c. 


Another day, I had a coach, 
To ride to the West End, 
To have a game at billiards, 
And dine with Dick, my friend 5 
But, having left the chink behind, 
The coachman, rude and rough, sir, 
Just broke my nose, and then he said, 
You find I’m up to snuff, sir. 
With his crack and smack, 
My nose, alack, 
He broke, and my shiit did maul, sirs : 
Since I have had some comic scenes, 
Egad! I'll sing them all, sirs. 
With my bow, wow, &c,. 


Now, free and easy being gay, 
I went one night with glee ; 
I drank, and all my cash did pay, 
Then who so drunk as me? 
But as I walked along so grand, 
As shop-boy folks did book me 3; 
And the watchmen must have thought the sama, 
For he to the Compter took me! 
With his sword-stick, 
Cross as Nick, 
The Compter beds ara small, sirs! 
Since I have had some comic scenes, 
Egad! I’ll sing them all, sirs. 
With my bow, wow, &c. 


Next morning, I was sent away ; 
But mark the climax now,— 
Some cruel things my wife did say, 
And kicked up such a row! 
She says I am a wicked man. 
And she loses all her charms, 
So with her nails she claws my face, 
And gives me her coat of arms. 
With her pouting lips, 
Warm tear drips, 
We kiss, then on necks fall, sirs. 
Since I have had some comic scenes, 
Egad! Vl sing them all, sirs. 
With my bow, wow, &c. 


PIL IFPI 


HEAVILY DRAG THE DULL HOURS 
ALONG. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


HEAVILY drag the dull hours along. 
Every hope disappearing ; 
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Where for a comfort, alas! shall I turn, 
Or look for a ray that is cheering ? 


How unrelenting, how cruel of Fate, 
Hearts so united to sever ! 

Why have I traced out her distant abode, 
When gone is her love for ever? 


O, how enraptured I’ve dwelt on her smiles ! 
Smiles which so oft have relieved me! 
And on the vows she tenderly made, 
Vows which, alas! have deceived me! 
How unrelenting, how cruel, &c. 


GLP EL EL 


PUSH ROUND THE GLASS. 


PUSH round the glass, and with us join 
The song, the catch, and merry glee ; 
True pleasures here refulgent shine, 
Gay sons of mirth and jollity. 
Like Bacchants we drink, ’tis folly to think, 
We revel and laugh as the moments go by ; 
To Venus and love, with constancy prove, 
So here’s to the lass with a sparkling eye, 
Then,- fill again, my jolly boys, 
We know that life is but a jest; 
*Tis sacred friendship crowns our joys, 
To worldly cares we’ll leave the rest ; 

With bumpers of wine, like planets we shine, 
And merrily dance, and as merrily sing ; 
Then of loyalty boast, so I’ll give ye a toast, 
For a bumper from Bacchus we’ll drink to the 

king. 


PILPG LI LID 


REUBEN STUBBLE, 
(C. Dibdin.) 
My name’s Reuben Stubble, no mere man of 
straw, 
True grain, though, mayhap, mixed with chaff; 
I stickle for duty, make justice my law, 
Sc they call me severe, 
But let them gibe and jeer, 
At their snigg’ring I whistle and laugh, 
As I did when, light-hearted, [ drove father’s 
team, 
While the bells at their collars were ringing ; 
For I found to be one thing, another to seem, 
Were vexation, and kept me from singing 
Fal lalla, &c. 


Plain upright and downright was ever my plan 5 
Your flatt’ry’s too pleasant by half; 
Let me finish in age as in youth I began, 
For, if now [should slip, 
To catch me on the hip 
How your snigg’rers would whistle and laugh; 
If I did, too, whenever I passed by a team, 
While the bells at their collars were ringing, 
*[would remind me how diff’rent to be and to 
seem, 
And spoil all my relish for singing 
Fal lal la, &e. 


GPPOPS LOS 


MOURNFULLY TRACING THE TIMES 
THAT ARE GONE. 


(Ranuie.) 


MOURNFULLY tracing the times that are gone, 
Remembrance past joys endearing, 

Tn sadness, I path the wild woods alone, 
And sigh, far beyond mortal’s hearing. 


Pity I ask from the Lord of the sky, 
My heart, though depressed, still adoring 5 
My soul, in its grief, looking through the dim eye, 
A fate the most wretched deploring. 
Mournfully tracing, &c. 


MAT MIZEN. 


MAT MIZEN’s my name, and many a year, 
Undaunted, I’ve faced the fierce wave ; 

*Midst tempests, and balls, still a stranger to fear, 
And to lubberly notions no slave. 

Life’s rubbers I suffered, and met with disdain, 
Ne’er spurned at the present or past, 

But cheerfully weathered it, hoping to gain 
A birth in contentment at last. 


When keen-blowing blasts pierce each shivering 
limb, ; 
And mountain-high billows attack ; 
When the blue forked lightning, with terrific glim, 
Awaits the big thunder’s loud crack ; 
When the seaman is fixed, amidst death’s grimly 
train, 
At the horrors of battle aghast ;— 
These ills I’ve encountered, still hoping to gain 
A birth in contentment at last. 


My wearisome labours, when on the salt deep, 
I’ve followed for many a day; 

Hope flattered my mind I should happiness reap 
While homeward our sails bore away. 

I said to my heart—courage! flinch at no pain; 
Hence, dull Melancholy, avast! 

Misfortune will end, and Mat Mizen obtain 
A birth in contentment at last. 


Now, thank my kind stars, all my troubles are by, 
My moments, how happy they move ! 
Borne by prosperous gales, and beneath a calm 
sky, 
I vehi to my country and love. 
With a plenteous provision of toil-gotten gain, 
In the harbour of wedlock made fast, 
I safely enjoy, what I wished to obtain, 
A birth in contentment at last. 


PPP PL OFF 


WE’LL CONQUER OR WE’LL DIE, 
A POLACCA. i 
(H. B. Code.) 


WHEN, for our laws and native land, 
We brave th’ embattled field, 

By freedom fired, a generous band, 
No foe shall make us yield. 

Then, let the angry tyrant. boast, 
And vaunt his fortunes high, 

Him and Gallia’s slavish host 
We’ll conquer, or we'll die. 


What though domestic jars divide, 
And fancied ills alarm, 
”T was ever yet the patriot’s pride 
?Gainst foreign foes to arm! 
Then, let the angry tyrant boast, &c. 


PIIPLI PIL 


BACHELOR’S FARE, 


FREQUENTLY whining, and always repining, 
Vexed and perplexed at not having a wife, 
Thinking to marry, decided to tarry, 
So pass the days of a bachelor’s life. 
His mind ever ranging, unconstant and changing, 
It’s fraught with anxiety, trouble, and care, | 
And fed with vain wishes, poor pitiful dishes! 
But most that’s delicious in bachelor’s fare. 


| How cheerless and lonely is he that has only 


Himself to have thoughts for, himself ta main- 
tain : 

No one to regale him when sorrows assail him, 
And none to bewail him in sickness and pain. 
Though marriage brings trouble, its comforts are 

double, 
As all happy husbands can truly declare, 
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To all that the single state ever did arrogate, 
Hence do we reprobate bachelor’s fare. 


Who call women evils, new, old, or blue-devils, 
Convince one they’re acting the comic part o’er 
Of the fox in the fable, which, not being abie 
To pluck and to suck the sweet grapes, calls them 
sour ; 
To love a sweet creature, with grace in each fea- 
ture, 
Not even a bachelor’s self can forbear ; 
But such to neglect, and feign to reject, 
Those fools may expect that want bachelor’s 
fare. 


It can’t be denied that sometimes wives will chide, 
As they ought when they see there’s occasion ; 
And those who do blame them for this, and de- 

fame them, 
Deserve a severe flagellation. 
To have an adviser each day growing wiser, 
A true bosom friend, is the married man’s share; 
But, though ’tis distressing and spirit-depressing, 
To lack this great blessing is bachelor’s fare. 


Thongh children, too truly, are often unruly, 
And boys may sometimes be too lavish of trea- 
sure, 
Yet few, rich or poor, ever lived, I am sure, 
That did not afford to their parents much plea- 
sure ; 
If all men of this, and of all other bliss 
That wedlock contains, were but fully aware, 
Not one in a score, the nation all o’er, 
Would wish any more to have bachelor’s fare. 


t 
GPL LFEPIP 


THE MARRIED MAN’S FARE. 


HAPPY and free are a married man’s reveries ; 
Cheerily, merrily, passes his life ; 

He knows not the bachelor’s revelries, devilries, 
Caressed by and blessed by his children and 

wife. 

From lassitude free, too, his home still to flee to, 
A pet on his knee, too, his kindness to share, 

A fire-side so cheery, the smiles of his deary,— 
O, this, boys, this is the married man’s fare. 


Wife, kind as an angel, sees things never range 
ill, 
Busy promoting his comfort around, _ 
Dispelling dejection with smiles of affection, 
Sympathizing, advising, when Fortune has 
frowned. 
Old ones relating, droll tales never stating, 
Little ones prating, all strangers to care ; 
Some romping, some jumping, some punching, 
some munching, 
Economy dealing the married man’s fare. 


Thus is each jolly day one lively holiday : 
Not so the bachelor, lonely, depressed— 
No gentle one near him, no home to endear him, 
In sorrow to cheer him, no friend if no guest ; 
No children to climb up—’twould fill all my rhyme 


up, 
And ne too much time up, to tell his despair ; 
Cross housekeeper meeting him, cheating him, 
beating him, 
Bills pouring, maids scouring, 
fare, 


devouring his 


He has no one to put on a sleeve or neck button ; 
Shirts mangled to rags—drawers stringless at 
knee ; 
The cook, to his grief, too, spoils pudding and 
beef, too, 
With overdone, underdone, undone is he; 
No son, still a treasure, in business or leisure ; 
No daughter, with pleasure, new joys to pre- 
pare > 


But old maids and cousins, kind souls! rush, in 
dozens, 
Relieving him soon of his bachelor’s fare. 


He calls children apes, sir, (the fox and the 
grapes, sir,) 
And fain would be wed when his locks are like 
snow ; 
But widows throw scorn out, and tell him he’s 
worn out ; 


And maidens, deriding, cry “* No! my love, 
no!” 
Old age comes, with sorrow, with wrinkle, with 


furrow, 
No hope in to-morrow—none sympathy spares ; 
And, when unfit to rise up, he looks to the skies 


up, 
None close his old eyes up—he dies—and who 
cares ? 


OPP CECE 


THE DAYS O’ LANGSYNE. 


WHEN war had broke in on the peace of auld men, 

And frae Chelsea to arms they were summoned 
again, 

Twa Wie a grown gray, with their muskets sair. 

ed, é 

With a sigh were relating how hard they had 
toiled ; 

The drum it was beating, to fight they incline, 

But, ay, they looked back on the days of langsyne, 


O, Davy, man, weel thou remembers the time, 

When twa daft young callants, and just in our 
prime ; 

The prince led us, conquered, and showed us the 
way, 

And many braw chield we turned cauld on that 
day: 

Still again I wad venture this auld trunk o’ mine, 

Could our generals but lead, or we fight like lang- 
syne. 


But garrison-duty is a’ we can do, 

Though our arms are worn weak, yet our hearts are 
still true ; 

We feared neither danger by land or by sea, 

But Time is turned coward, and na you and me 5 

And though at our fate we may sorely repine, 

Youth winna return, nor the days 0’ langsyne. 


When after our conquest, it joys me to mind, 

How thy Jean caressed thee, and my Meg was 
kind ; 

They shared a’ our dangers, though ever sae hard, 

And we cared na for plunder, when sic our re- 
ward 5 

Even now they’re resolved baith their hames to 
resign, 

And to share the hard fate they were used to lang- 
syne. 


GFF LE LRP? 


TRANSITORY BLISS. 


DID you mark the young rose, 
On its lovely green stem, 
Just opening its lips to the dew? 
And the newly-fledged birds, 
Did you look upon them, 
Just fluttering their wings as they flew? 


Did you mark the young light 
Dawning dim in the east ? 

And the clouds cold and silent above ; 
And the loud-ringing bell, 
And the gay nuptial-feast, 

And the joy of the bride and her love? 


Oh! the rose has been swept 
By the tempest’s rude blast, 
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And its leaves are all scattered and dead ; 
And the light which dawned dim 
In the west has now passed, 

And its last ray in twilight has fled. 


And the young birds are gone, 
By the fowler they fell, 
As they sung on the green blossomed spray ; 
And the bell that was chimed 
Is now knolling a knell, 
And the lover and bride, where are they ? 


GPL EF PIL 


GILES COLLINS AND LADY ALIS. 


GILES COLLINS he turned to his mother, and said, 
O, mother! tie up my pig-tail ; 

Run to dear Alis, and tell her, poor soul, 
That Collin’s as dead as a nail. 


I will not be buried in are a coffin, 
As timber is not very strong ; 
I will not be buried in are a coffin, 
But wrapt up in a blanket that’s long. 
Lady Alis was sitting up three pair of stairs, 
A darning a hole in her stocking ; 
She saw from the window a terrible sight, 
A burying—-and dear, it was shocking. 


What carry you there, you six ill-looking dogs, 
What carry you there on your backs? 

We are carrying the body of Collin O’Logs, 
And his surname was Paddy O’Whacks. 


Then lay him down straight, you six ill-looking 
dogs, 
You dogs that look so grim, 
While I knock out my brains with the heel of my 
shoe, 
That I may be buried with him. 


So she knocked out her brains with the heel of her 
shoe, 
Her skull cracked asunder, like leather ; 
The six ill-looking dogs bore the body away, 
And laid them in one hole together. 


Giles Collins grew up, and he turned to a thorn, 
Lady Alis she grew to a thistle; 

Now all you who don’t like'my song, and attend, 
May go with Giles Collins and whistle. 


LRIIL EPP 


YN EARLY DAYS MY JOYS WERE SWEET. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


IN early days my joys were sweet, 
No anxious care I knew, 

Till torn from childhood’s best retreat, 
I sighed, and said adicu! 


A gentle fair had won my heart, 
Our love together grew ; 

We pledged our vows—but forced to part, 
I sighed, and said adieu! 

My friends grown poor—to grief a prey, 
My fair one proved untrue 5 

For ever must I mourn the day, 
I sighed, and said adieu! 


GLI PELE ?P 


WHERE NOW IS FLOWN THE WARRIOR’S 
SOUL. 


(1. M, Milner.) 


WHERE now is flown the warrior’s soul ? 
Where now is fled the spirit of the brave 

That in the field, where War’s dread thunders roll, 
Seemed but to seek the hero’s honoured grave? 


Not Death’s worst terrors could arrest thy course, 
Or stay thy warlike arm’s resistless force, 

Can then the loss of one weak woman’s charms 
Subdue a heart unconquered yet by arms ? 


KATHLEEN O’MORE. 


My love, still I think I see her once more, 
Though, alas! she has left me her loss to deplore, 
My own little Kathleen, my Kathleen O’More! 
Her hair glossy black, her eyes were dark blue, 
Her colour still changing, her smiles ever new, 
So pretty was Kathleen, my Kathleen O’More. 


She milked the dun cow, that ne’er offered to 
stir, 

Though wicked to all, it was gentle to her; 

So kind was my Kathleen, my Kathleen o’More, 

She sat at her door, one cold afternoon, 

To hear the wind blow, and to look at the moon, 

So pensive was Kathleen, my Kathleen O’ More. 


Cold was the night-breeze that sighed round her 


bower, 

It chilled my poor girl, she drooped from that 
hour, 

And I lost my poor Kathleen, my Kathleen 
O’More. 


The bird of all birds that I love the best 

Is the robin that in the church-yard built its nest, 

For it seems to watch Kathleen, my Kathleen 
O’More. 


PLIP OPE? 


"TIS PRETFY POLL AND HONEST JACK, 


WHEN whistling winds are heard to blow 
In tempests o’er the earth, 

The seaman’s oft dashed to and fro, 
Yet cheerly takes his birth ; 

And as fearless mounts the shrouds, 
Awhile the vessel swings ; 

Though skies are mantled o’er with clouds, 
The gallant sailor sings ; 

’Tis pretty Poll and honest Jack, 
My girl and friend on shore, 

Will hail me at returning back, 
So let the billows roar. 


Now bending o’er the rocking yard, 
While seas in mountains rise, 
He takes a spell, however hard, 
And danger e’er defies ; 
The storm once o’er, the gallant tar 
Lets fancy freely roam, 
And though from many a friend afar, 
Thus sings of those at home :-— 
Tis pretty Poll, &c. 
On burning coasts, or frozen seas, 
Alike in each extreme, 
The gallant sailar’s e’er at ease, 
And floats with fortune’s stream ; 
To love and friendship ever true, 
He steers life’s course along ; 
And, wheresoever sailing to, 
Fond hope elates his song. 
’Tis pretty Poll, &c. 
PPP P OP PP 
HARK, ELIZA*S TUNEFUL VOICE. 
TARK, Eliza’s tuneful voice 
Gives harmony to Love’s soft song ; 


Hush every rude and vulgar noise, 
Ye Zephyrs, softly breathe along. 


See, Love herself stands, listening, by, 
While Cupids hover round, 

Let not the tender, heaving sigh 
Disturb the magic sound. 


?Tis heaven to hear Eliza’s voice, 
When love inspires the song, 

But, ah! how must that swain rejoice 
Whase name her notes prolong ! 


GaLACE LRA 











UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 17 
er 
With his shaking, quaking, ballad-making, his fiddle-stick, and music-paper, 
** Och |? Says she, “ you’re out of tune; so, get along, you Catgut-scraper !?» 
SS 
MISS M‘CANN; With his shaking, quaking, 
, Ballad-making, 
: Mogae i: oat at His fiddle-stick, and music-paper 5 
Air—- The bold Dragoon. —-( Lawler.) “ Och!” says she, “ you're out of tune ; 
A MAIDEN sure there was, she was ugly, old, and So, get along, you catgut-scraper !”” 
tough, With your whack, &c. 
But lovers she found plentiful, because she had But the boy that won her heart, you soon shall 
the stuff, : : understand, 
With her leering, snecring, An Irishman he was, with his shellelagh in his 
Lovers queering, hand, 
Och! she could be sporting some, With whiskey, frisky, 
For, ev’ry afternoon, All so brisk-e, 
To her levee they would courting come, «« Gramachree” did sing so sweetly, 
With a whack, soM de dow, de dow, That to church he led her soon, 
Fal, lal, de riddy, iddy, And her money-bags he rummaged neatly. 
Whack, row de dow, de dow, With his whack, &c. 
Fal, de ral, de ra. ¢ 
An alderman came first, like a turtle, I declare; CE SS 
If she had married him, there would of turtles be THE EMERALD ISLE. 
a pair, r 
With his waddle, twaddle, | (Fs Moores ) 
Empty noddle, THERE’S a sweet little island that’s seen in the 
Belly round, and wig 80 spruce, sir ; _ west, : 
But she told him soon, With green-vested mountain and vales ; 
All he could do would be of no use, sir. The fountains of health find their source in her 
With his whack, &c. breast, 


An attorney, too, there was—with him the cash And her breath plumes the ee 


-breathing gales’. 


No venomous reptile lies hid in her groves, 
ran shy, 


; : Her bosom no serpents defile 
He came to Hymen’s court, he said, with her a WwW P 4 
cause to try ; 


hen virtue and truth lead the graces and loves 


; : . ; O’er the face of the emerald isle. 
With his smirks and jerks, wae peahiia 
His flaws and quirks, But where is this Eden that lies in the west, 
She never had confuted him : Where the fountains of health overflow? 
But the cause was ended soon, This queen of all islands is Erin, the blest, 


And Miss M‘Cann non-suited him. 


Where scions of honour still grow. 


With his whack, ‘&c. ‘Oh! search the wide world to its furthermost 


The next that came a courting to the lovely Miss aa houris of paradise s 
M‘Cann, i) 


mile, 


: ’ i i ty is 
Was a foreign music-master, sure, but he was not You will find that n place with such beau ae 


Rosen. crowned . 
Ms As the sea-circled emerald isle, 
58—VoL, 11, 
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Oh! did I possess all the lands of the globe, 
Were the wealth of the universe mine, 
Give me but a spot on my Erin’s green robe, 
And the world and its wealth shall be thine. 
Thrice happy were I should I waste all my youth 
From my country, in lonely exile, 
To enjoy my last years with some daughter of 
truth, 
A maid of the emerald isle. 


For no land of such feminine excellence boasts, 
To the utmost extremes of the earth, 
As the green-breasted isle of azure-zoned coasts, 
Where female perfection had birth ; 
From the east to the west, from the pole to the 
pole, 
The sweet maids of the heart-winning wile, 
Are the white-bosomed fair, who, in greatness of 
soul, 
Win the palm to the emerald isle. 


PPI PPL IPP? 


THE CAT’S SERENADE. 
Air—“ The young May-Moon.” 


Tue lamps are faintly gleaming, love, 
The thief on his walk is scheming, love! 
And it’s sweet to crawl 
O’er the dead wall, 
While the tabbies are gently screaming, love! 
Then put out one paw so white, my dear, 
The house-tops are covered with light, my dear, 
Through the day, at our ease, 
We'll sleep when we please, 
ete ramble abroad through the night, my 
ear. 


Now all the world is sleeping, love! 

But the bulky his night-watch keeping, love! 
And I who wait, fn 
On this cold, cold slate, 

While you’re at the mouse-hole peeping, love! 

Then, awake, till rise of sun, my dear, 

And we’ll have the devil’s own fun, my dear; 
But if you look shy, 
Faith it’s all in my eye, 

For away with another I’ll run, my dear. 


GPIGCPP IF 


YES, YES, BE MERCILESS, THOU TEM- 
PEST DIRE! 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


YES, yes, be merciless, thou tempest dire | 

Unawed, unsheltered, I thy fury brave ; 

V’ll bare my bosom to thy forked fire, 

Let it but guide me to Alonzo’s grave : 
O’er his pale corse, then, while thy lightnings glare, 
V’ll press his clay-cold limbs, and perish there. 

But, thou wilt wake again, my boy, 

Again, thou’lt rise to life and joy, 

Thy father, never! 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, 
Unconscious that eternal night 

Veils his for ever. 


On yon green bed of moss, there lies my child ; 
O safer lies, from these chilled arms apart! 
He sleeps, sweet lamb! nor heeds the tempest 
wild 
O sweeter sleeps than near this breaking heart! 
Alas! alas! my babe, if thou would’st peaceful 
rest, . 
Thy cradle must not be thy mother’s breast. 
Yet thou wilt wake again, Sc. 


POLI LOERF 


FILL THE CUP WITH GENEROUS WINE. 


(Right Hon. C. J. Fox.) 


FILL, fill the cup with generous wine, 
And pass the circling goblet round, 
Expand the heart, dull thoughts resign, 

And let the song of joy resound. 


Let beauty’s praise inspire the lay, 
Fond love, thy rapturous strains impart ; 
Thou, friendship, too, thy charms display, 
And reign united o’er my heart. 


Bright were the joys the draught inspired, 
Sweet were the numbers of the song, 

While all the heart, enchanted, fired, 
Blest the gay hours that flew along. 


The sun beamed bright on earth and skies, 
O’er man could happier moments roll ? 

Yes, Achmed, yes! hark, Freedom cries, 
I was a stranger to thy soul. 


POLL PILL 


WHEN TWO BOSOMS WITH TENDERNESS 
GLOW. 
( Upton.) 
O, Love! when two bosoms with tenderness glow, 
What rapture thy coming awaketh ! 
From the fount that delighteth the balmy streams 
flow 
And sweet as the blushing rose breaketh : 

From the haven of feeling, the joy-throbs arise, 
Where the houris of peace hold their treasure ; 
And, sure, when the transport is told by the eyes, 

The soul is transported with pleasure 


O, Love! be thy power-reign ever caressed, 
- While life has a charm that endeareth ; 
And soft be thy sway in the sensitive breast, 
Like sun-beams that yladden and cheereth. 
May the hag-witch, indifference, long prove un- 
known, 
Where hearts twine in fondness together 5 
And the seed-flower bloom, that affection has 
sown, 
While the pinions of life move a feather. 


POPE PPP EF 


THE LAMPLIGHTER. 
(Dibdin. ) 
I’M jolly Dick, the lamplighter, 
They say the sun’s my dad, 
And truly I believe it, sir, 
For I am a pretty, lad. 
Father and I the world delight, 
And make it look so gay, 
The difference is, I lights by night, 
And father lights by day. 


But father’s not the likes of I, 
For knowing life and fun; © 
For I queer tricks and fancies spy, 
Folks never show the sun 5 
Rogues, owls, and bats can’t bear the light, 
TP’ve heard your wise ones say, . 
And so, d’ye mind, I sees at night 
Things never seen by day. 


At night men lay aside all art, 
As quite a useless task, 
And many a face and many a heart 
Will then pull off the mask. 
Each formal prude and holy wight 
Will throw disguise away, 
And sin it openly all night, 
Who sainted it all day. 
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His darling hoard the miser views, 
Misses from friends decamp, 

And many a statesman mischief brews 
To his country o’er his lamp. 

So father and I—d’ye take me right ?— 
Are just on the same lay ; 

I bare-faced sinners light by night, 
And he false saints by day. 


PIL IL LEP 


THE WOODMAN’S Boy. 
(J. Alford.) 


IN pity hear my tender tale, 
*Twill give me some relief ; 
But if I longer silence keep, 
My heart will burst with grief! 
My Lather dead, my mother poor, 
«ind I without employ ; 
Ah, could I food for her procure, 
Id hasten home with joy. 


A woodman long my father was, 
Each piercing winter braved, 
The lives of many little birds 
From wanton boys he saved : 
To him the sturdy oak would yield, 
When once he struck the blow; 
But Death, from whom no one can shield, 
Alas! has laid him low. 


if pity in your bosoms dwell, 
Her friendly boon impart ; 
And may a widowed mother’s tears, 
With kindness melt your heart. 
Could I but food for her obtain, 
I'd hasten home with joy ; 
To ease a tender mother’s pain, 
Relieve a woodman’s boy. 


PPL IP PIO 


MURROUGH O’MONAGHAN. 
(Carey. ) 
AT the side of a road, near the bridge of Drum- 
condra, 
Was Murrough O’Monaghan stationed to beg ; 
He brought from the war, as his share of the plun- 
der, 
A crack on the crown, and the loss of a leg. 
“* Oagh, Murrough!” he’d cry—** musha nothing 
may harm you, 
What made you go fight for a soldier on sea? 
You fool, had you been a marine in the army, 
You’d now have a pinchun, and live on full pay. 


“* But, now I’m a cripple, what signifies think- 
ing? 
The past T can never bring round to the fore ; 
The heart that with old age and weakness is sink- 


ing, 
Will ever find strength in whiskey galore. 
Oagh, whiskey, my varneen, my joy, and my 
jewel! ; 
What signifies talking of doctors and pills? 
n sorrow, misfortune, and sickness, so cruel, 
A glass of North-Country can cure all our ills. 


“ When cold, in the winter, it warms you so 
hearty ; 

When hot, in the summer, it cools you like ice; 

{n trouble,—false friends, without grief I can part 


. yous 
— Goo .whiskey’s my friend, and I take its ad- 
vice ; 
Vhen hungry and thirsty, *tis meat and drink to 
me ; 
It finds me a lodging wherever I lie ; 
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Neither frost, snow, nor rain, any harm can do 
me,— 
The hedge is my pillow, the blanket the sky. 
“* Now, merry be the Christmas! success to good 
neighbours ! 
Here’s a happy new year, and a great many, 
too 


With a plenty of whiskey, to lighten their labours, 
May sweet luck attend every heart that is 


true !” 
Poor Murrough then joining his old hands toge- 
ther 
High held up the glass, while he vented this 
prayer,— : 


“« May whiskey, by sea or by land, in all weather, 
Be never denied to the children of Care!” 


PLPPLE OLS? 


COLD IS THE LOVE OF MY RUSSIAN 
MAID. 


(J. H. Dixon.) 


RoUuND Sicily’s rocks I have sailed in my bark, 

When the billows were bounding, and heaven was 
dark ; 

Of storm and of tempest I ne’er was afraid, 

Yet cold is the love of my Russian maid. 


When the dwellers of Drontheim attacked my bold 
crew 

How bravely I fought, and their monarch I slew ; 

My sword reaped new laurels, my temples to 
shade, : 

Yet cold is the love of my Russian maid 


When the sea’s foaming waves did our vessel o’er- 
whelm, 

And shattered the sails were, and useless the 
helm ; 

I braved all the horrors of heaven, and said— 

“* She loves me!”’ yet cold is my Russian maid! 


On skates swift and nimbly I traverse the snow, 

I curb the proud courser and bend the stiff bow, 

I sing the wild war-song and soft serenade,— 

Yet cold is the love of my Russian maid !, 

The widows and maids of Byzantium can tell 

Of the numbers against me in battle that fell, 

Can speak of the wounds from my death-dealing 
blade, 


| Yet cold is the love of my Russian maid! 


But soon in the grave I shall tranquilly sleep, 
And my heart cease to throb, and my eyes cease 
to weep 5 


| I’ll lie in the spot where my fathers are laid, 


And forget the disdain of my Russian maid. 
And then, in the mansions of Odin the blest, 


| With Braga and Thor I shall joyfully rest, 


And sorrow no longer this frame shall pervade, — 
Farewell to thee, Thora, my Russian maid! 


GPRPOP ILLS 


THE FAIR. 
(Dibdin.) 
WOULD ye see the world in little, 
Ye curious, here repair, 
We’ll suit you to a tittle 
At this our rustic fair ; 
We’ve glitt’ring baits to catch you, 
As tempting as at court, 
With whim for whim we’ll match you, 
And give you sport for sport. 
From a sceptre to a rattle, 
We’ve every thing in toys 
For infants that scarce prattle 
To men who still are boys. 
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Cock-horses and stage-coaches 
In gingerbread are sold; 
Cakes, parliament, gilt watches, 
And horns all tipt with gold. 
Then, if for fine parade you go, 
Come here, and see our puppet-show. 
SPOKEN.] Walk in here, ladies and gentlemen, 
here you may see the Queen of Sheba and King 
Solomon, in all his glory! You think that that 
figure’s all alive, but he’s no more alive than I 
am! 
While the pipes and tabors rend the air, 
Haste, neighbours, to the fair. 


What’s your sweepstakes and your races, 
And all your fighting cocks, 
To our horse-collar grimaces 
And girls that run for smocks. 
Our hobs can snivle noses, 
At single-stick who fight 
As well as your Mendozas, 
Though not quite so polite. 
In their deception neater 
Are your keen rooks allowed 
Than is yon fire eater, 
Who queers the gaping crowd. 
Then, boast not tricks so noxious 
That genteel life bespeak, 
Our jugglers, hixious-doxious, 
Shall distance every Greek. 
Can Pharaoh and his host be found 
To match our nimble merry-go-round ? 


SPOKEN.] Put in here! putin! putin! every 
blank a prize! down with it, and double it, twenty 
can play as well as one. 


While the pipes, &c. 


Hear yon mountebank assure ye 
Of diseases by the score 
A single dose shall cure ye ; 
Can Warwick-lane do more ? 
Vid virligigs, tetotums, 
Yon Jew-imposhing faish 
Shall cheat you here in no times, 
All one as in Duke’s place. 
Hark, yonder making merry, 
Full many a happy clown 
For champagne who drink perry 
As good as that in town. 
Then, for sights we’ve apes and monkeys, 
Some on four legs, some on two ; 
Tall women, dwarfs, cropt donkeys, 
For all the world like you. 
Then, would ye Ranelagh find out, 
What think ye of our roundabout? 


SPOKEN.] Walk in, ladies and gentlemen! the 
only booth in the fair! here ye may make the 
whole tour of the world! would ye nde in the Ca- 
ravan, the Expedition, the Land Frigate, or the 
Dilly! fourteen miles in fifteen hours, ladies and 
gentlemen! 


While the pipes, &c. 


OGG? . (PP 


GENTLE MYRA, LOVELY MAID! 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


GENTLE MyRA, lovely maid! 
In kind pity, don’t upbraid ; 
Can this life such wo impart, 
Can such grief assail this heart, 
As to hear such words expressed 
By the idol of my breast. 


Gentle Myra, didst thou know 

How this bosom’s weighed with wo, 
Thy fond breast would now give o’er, 
Thy sweet tongue upbraid no more, 
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Let, dear maid, thy accents kind 
Calm to peace this troubled mind. 


Gentle Myra, then no more, 
Once adoring, still adore. 

Let sweet love, a welcome guest, 
Warm again thy gentle breast ; 
Let again love’s passion rise, 
Beaming in-your sparkling eyes. 


PILIPP LEP 


BOAR-HUNTING. 
(R. Morley.) 


BRIGHT SOL, from the east, spreads his beauties 
around 
O’er mountain and valley so low, 
The chase our delight, when we follow the hound 
And the musical sound of the huntsman’s halloo! 
This is our song, 
Dash, dash along, 
To chase the boar, 
Streaming with gore, 
With fiery eyes, 
His bristles rise, 
Still we, undaunted, tune our song, 
With forward, my boys, dash, dash along 
To the mellow-toned horn! 


Od a 


THE BEGINNING OF MASONRY. 
Air—“ From the East breaks the Morn.” 


WHEN the Deity’s word 

Through all chaos was heard, 

And the universe rose at the sound, 
Trembling Night skulked away, 
Bursting Light hailed the day, 

And the spheres did in concert resound. 


Then the Grand Architect, 

In omnipotence decked, 

In order the mass did compound ,— 
Deemed the Sun King of Light, | 
Crowned the Mvon Queen oi Night, 

And the Earth with an atmosphere bound. 


Mighty man then was formed, 

With five senses adorned, 

Which the noble five orders expound 5 
With the birth of the sun 
Architecture begun, 

And till Nature expires will abound. 


Bible, compass, and square 

As our ensigns we wear, 

The bright symbols of wisdom profound ! 
And, while these are our guide, 
Ev’ry mystery beside 

As a foil to our art will be found. 


Cd a ee oe 


THE BLOSSOM OF WALES. 
(Miss Bryant.) 


THE daughter of Cadwal, the warlike and bold, ~ 

Her fond vows of love to a young Saxon told ; _ 

He won her young heart by his warm~breathing 
tales 

But the Saxon was false to the blossom of Wales. 


When the summits of Snowden were covered with 
snow 

And many 4 form by the shaft was laid low, 

Both wounded, deserted, exposed to the gales, 

His life it was saved by the blossom of Wales. 

But with health there came falsehood, he wanderea 
away ‘ j 

To the chiefs of his land,—and the midst of the 
fray ! 
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His arm slew bold Cadwal, and conquered his 
vales, 

Where, drooping, now wandered the blossom of 
Wales! 


She faded ;—the false one looks high in his power, 

But. still dark’retribution oft dwells on an hour — 

He is slain by her brother,—shouts rend hills and 
dales 

While each Cambrian sighs for the Blossom of 
Wales ! 


PPOPLIOL 


THE BIRTH OF ANACREON., 
A GLEE. 
(Upton. ) 
TAP the tun, the oldest tun, 
Dedicate the day to mirth; 
Let the wine in torrents run, 
Celebrate Anacreon’s birth ! 
Great Apollo! Son of Jove! 
God of music, tune the lyre : 
Leave awhile the Delos grove, 
And our festive rites inspire! 
Momus, come, and join the glee! 
Spirit of Anacreon, rise ! 
Tell us if we’re worthy thee, 
While the moments thus we prize! 


GP OPP PLP 


CHASE AWAY THOSE ANXIOUS 
BONNY, BONNY LASSIE. 


CHASE away those anxious cares, 
Bonny lassie! dearest lassie ! 
Eyes like thine should ne’er know tears, 
Bonny, bonny lassie ! 
While their lustre, chaste and bright, 
Shines sae sweetly to his sight, 
Where’s the man wad dim their light 
With grief, my bonny lassie ? 
Then chase away, &c. 


As the dews that fall on earth, 

Bonny lassie, bonny lassie! 
Wake the blossoms into birth, 

Bonny, bonny lassie ! 
May each moment Time shall fling 
From his ever-waving wing, 
Bid new blessings bud and spring 

From thee, my bonny lassie ! 

Then chase away, &c. 


CARES, 


PPPIP OTS 


1 WENT TO’STRATFORD AVON ONCE. 
Air—“* Bow, wow, wow.”—( Bryant. ) 


I WENT to Stratford Avon once, 
Old Shakspeare’s house to see, sirs ; 
And Gad forgive my foolish sconce, 
For much it played with me, sirs; 
For I got to the market-place, 7 
’Mong geese, and cows, and hay, sirs ; 
And the folks all stared me in the face, 
And said ’twere market-day, sirs ! 
Quawk! quawk away! 
Ising of Stratford, pretty Stratford! on a market- 
day ! 
There were pigs and donkeys, pork and veal, 
And lots of tempting mutton ; 
With geese, and ducks, and niceties, 
To suit the greatest glutton ; 
And, lord! there were such pretty girls, 
I couldn’t get away, sirs ; 
‘And this was all at Stratford Avon, 
On a market-day, sirs. 
Quawk! quawk away, &c. 


Now, since I had been very ill, 
And lately had grown thinner, 
I thought that I would buy a fowl, 
To serve me for my dinner: 
But a fellow met me, like a witch, 
And from bag my fowl did pluck, sirs ; 
Then shoved me in a danged deep ditch, 
And for fowl gave me a duck, sirs. 
Quawk, quawk away, &c. 


Then I went to a justice straight, 
And there I did complain, SITS 5 
But he did say 1 came too late, 
And now ’twere all in vain, Sirs 5 
But when I told him of my fowl, 
His wig aside he cocks, Sirs 5 
Then he called me rogue and vagabond, 
And put me in the stocks, sirs. 
Quawk, quawk away, &c. 


Now, when they put me in the stocks, 
By beadle I was welted ; 
And, lord! the thing each feeling shocks, 
By little boys was pelted! 
And though I was quite wringing wet, 
And lost my dinner dish, sirs, 
They hooted me all through the town, 
And called me the odd fish, sirs. 
Quawk, quawk, &c. 


So now I’ve come from Shakspeare’s house, 
I have enough to rave on, 
To think how folks myself did chouse, 
At famous Stratford Avon, 
But, never mind, I’ve now got loose, 
Yet Pll my rage control, sirs ; 
But ll give you leave to call me goose 
If I lose another fowl, sirs. 
Quawk, quawk away, &c. 


5 tn ad eal 


THE STEERSMAN’S SONG. 


WHEN freshly blows the northern gale, 
And under courses snug we fly ; 
When lighter breezes swell the sail, 
And royals proudly sweep the sky ; 
?Longside the wheel » unwearied still, 
I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Doth mark the needle’s faithful thrill, 
I think of her I love, and cry, 
Port, my boy, port! 


When calms delay, or breezes blow 

Right from the point we wish to steer ; 
When by the wind, close-hauled, we go,’ 

And strive, in vain, the port to near 3; 
I think ’tis thus the Fates defer 

My bliss with one that’s far away ; 
And while remembrance springs to her, 

Watch the sails, and, sighing, say, 

' Thus, my boy, thus. 

But see, the wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands are up the yards to square, 
And now the floating stu’n-sails waft 

Our steady ship through waves and air 
O, then I think that yet for me 

Some breeze of Fortune may thus spring, 
Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in that hope I sailing sing, 

Steady, boy, so! 


PPPP PP OP 


BY THE GENTLE VOWS OF LOVE, I 
PROMISE TO BE TRUE. 


A DUET. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


She.—By the gentle vows of love, 
_ By the sighs that pity move, 
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By the lightly stealing tear, 
By the fondly jealous fear, 
By the meed to honour due, 
Will you promise to be true? 


He.—Yes,—I promise to be true. 


He.—By the pang that absence knows, 
By the faith that constant glows, 
By the lover’s tender kiss, © 
By his hopes of lasting bliss, 
By his joys, for ever new, 
Will you promise to be true ? 
She.—Yes,—I promise to be true. 


Both.—Then, thus uniting, we defy 
Cares that vex, and hours that fly, 
Content a mutual fate to prove, 
Beneath the sway of mighty Love. 


OPPPEL OOP 


THE SCHOOLMASTER ; 
OR, PETER PEDAGOGUE’S A MULTUM IN PARVO. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


From London, ah, why did I stray, 
And throw al! my prospects away? 
For, without egotistical crammers, 

* Ego doceo, lingos and grammars, 

ic, hec, hoc, how d’ye do? 

Si signor, and parlez-vous ? . 
At-arithmetic, too, 
I Cocker outdo! 
In my footsteps no magister treads ; 
What rules pates to wo’n’t bend, 
E whip im at t’other end, 
And each fraction by breaking their heads. 
Then geography to me 
Comes as patas ABC; 
¥ know all the land and the ocean : 
I’d the longitude find, too, 
If the way I only knew! 
And with my wife I lost 
A grand discovery, to my cost, 
For her tongue was the perpetual motion : 
And, then, besides geography, 
I teach and write biography 5 
Compile, with my pen, 
All the lives of great men 5 
No matter who is who, 
The same incidents will do,— 
The same copper-plate shows, 
Only alter eye or nose, 
Whisker, cravat, chin, or wig, 
All little men or big! 
Then music play, or sing, 
And teach, like any thing, 
Andante spiritosa, 
Though, entre nous, but so, so! 
. Who once quavered such a dash, 
That John Bull cried encora! 

And changed all her notes to cash, 
Then I dance, and fence so fierce, 
Cut and shuffle, carte and tierce 5 
And likenesses I draw, 

Such as you never saw 5 
Make valentines and verses, 
Blacking cakes, and puzzle-purses, 

And more things than now I can mention, 
Except that Iam not beneath + 
Cutting corns, and drawing teeth. 

But words butter no parsnips, and so 
- ¥'d best be beginning to go, 
With my: crammars and grammars, 
And lingo by jingo ; 
And such like transactions, and flogging and frac- 
tions! 
Charts and maps, 
Land and ocean— perpetual motion 5 





Biography, likewise,—false nose, wigs, ane 
eyes, } 

Cutting capers, sharping rapiers, 

Fiddle sawing,—likewise drawing, 

Making verses,—puzzle-purses, 

Corns destroying,—teeth drawing, 
Peter Pedagogue’s a multum im parvo. 

With teeth, corns,—ram’s horns, 

Purses, verses, 

Valentines, blacking shines, 

Drawing, sawing, 

Dancing, fencing, 

Amoroso,—very SO, SO; 

Biography, geography, 

Lingo, stingo, 

Cocker, mocker, 

Grammars, crammars, 

Parlez-vous—how d’ye do? 

Si signor, what a bore! 

Hic, hec, hoc, what’s o’clock ! 
Peter Pedagogue’s a multum in parvo. 


GLIP SIP PP 


‘THE BRIDAL DAY. 
(D. L. Richardson.) ' 


SWELL the loud trumpet’s note of gladness ! 
And strike the wild harp’s string of joy! 

Away, away, ye Fiends of Sadness, 
Whose breath would wither and destroy 

The wreaths that Pleasure’s brow adorn, 


‘And hush the songs of Bridal Morn! 


A father ‘on his child is gazing— 
A lover on his youthful-bride,— 
And Hope her pleasant voice is raising, 
And Joy and Revelry preside! 
And gentle dreams, and visions gay, 
Are smiling on this bridal day! 


Young Hymen’s flowery chain is wreathing— 
Faith, Truth, and Love the tendrils twine— 
Many a fervent wish is breathing, 
Many a prayer for thee and thine 5 
Then, oh, receive this tribute lay, 
Sweet lady, on thy bridal day. 


O, may the forms of Fancy’s dreaming 
Ne’er from the future’s landscape fly ‘ 
But life, with love and gladness beaming, 
Still kindle rapture in thine eye ; 
And prove as bright, and fair, and gay 

As this auspicious bridal day ! 


POEL OI PL 


YOUNG DAMON. 
(Collins.) 


- YounGc DAMON of the vale is dead ;— 

Ye lowland hamlets, mourn! 

A dewy turf is o’er his head, 
And at his feet a stone 5 

His shroud, which Death’s cold damps destroy, 
Of snow-white threads were made 5 

All mourned to see so sweet a boy 
In the earth for ever laid. 


Pale pansies o’er his corse were placed, 
Which, plucked before their time, 

Bestrewed the boy, like him to waste, 
And wither in their prime ! 

But will he ne’er return, whose tongue 
Could tune the rural lay ? 

Ah! no; his bell of peace is rung, 
His lips are cold as clay. 


They bore him out, at twilight hours 
The youth who loved so well! 

Ah, me! how many a true-love shower 
Of kind remembrance fell ! 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Each maid was wo ;—but Lucy, chief, 
Her heart o’er all was tried ; p 
Within his grave she dropped in grief, 

And, o’er her loved one, died. 


PPP OL IP? 


KIT CRACK, THE COBBLER’S, VISIT TO 


THE SHIP-LAUNCH. 
Air—“ The Cobbler.”’—( Male.) 


VHEN I vas at home in my bed, 
And dreaming of all sorts of things. 


' A thought, somehow, came in my head, 


al 
vi 


About all the queens and the kings ; 
I voke my old vite by my side, 

Says she, vhat the devil’s this clatter? 
Says I, I’ve been taking a ride, 

Vith all th’ inflammable matter. 


_Spokén.] Inflammable matter, says she, vhat’s | 


I that there? Vhy it’s vhat they fill the balloons 
th, and soI vent up vith wone, thatis, in my 


dream, you know, and vhen ve had fled over clouds 
and land, ve comed over the vater to France, and 


th 


ere looking down ve saw the crownation proces- 


sion of Charley Dix, the French king; and so 
vhile ve vas laughing at the fun, ve heard an Irish- 


m 


fo 


an below, calling out for us to take him vith us, 
r he’d sooner live in the air upon nothing, than 


Starve in such a dirty land upon plenty, so ve pull’d 


hi 
fo 
J 





m up, and set off home again, but vhen ve came 
r to let go the grand parachute, he bawled out, by 
s, man, and what are you after, do you think 


I’m to stop here, with you, and have my neck broke 
by the fall? so out of the car he jumps, and away he 


tu 


the smoke, and I voke out of my sleep, and found 


it 


- 


mbled, head over heels, through the clouds and 


all a dream—and 
Fol de dol lol, &c. 


Vhat nonsense, says she, ’tis you talk, 
Vhat have you got to do i’ th’ air, 
You’d best to the sbip-launch go valk, 
For all the vhole vorld vil be there ; 
The ship launch, says I, vhere is that, 
It’s over the vater, says she, 
Says I, vhy, my dear, you’re a flat, 
To think ve can valk on the sea. 
Fol de dol lol, &c. 


I gave my consent though at last, 
And threw down my hammer and sprigs, 
I fastened my trappings up fast, 
So set off as merry as grigs ; 
Oh lud! vhat a sight ’twas to see, 
Such numbers of people vere there, 
The flags vere all flying vith glee, 
It looked all the vorld like a fair. 
Fol de dol lol, &c. 


There yas lords and ladies so fine, 
In tandems and new-fashioned gigs, 
And four-in-hand, bang-np and prime, 
And doxies vith new bang-up wigs ; 
There vere thieves and thief-takers by scores, 
Vith many more common cha-rac-ters, 
‘Pretenders of vit vho vere bores, - 
Lame ducks, bulls and bears, and contractors. 
Fol de dol lol, &c. 


My vife, vhen the fine folks did spy, 
She vhispered me sly in the ear, 
Do pull off your apron—my eye, 
You disgrace me I vow and declare; 
Vhat, says I, do ye go for to say, 
That I’m to the craft a disgrace, 
Aren’t they cobblers all in their vay, 
Though they strap up their sheep-skin with 
lace? 


SPOKEN.] Lord bless your silly upper-leather 


skull, vhy don’t you know now that all the vorld’s 
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made up of cobblers, and though they don’t alvays 
vear their ecce ignum in public as I do, that they 
vax up their ends at home in order to cut a splash 
abroad, and sing— 


Fol de dol lol, &c. 


A bottle the carfindo took, 
And o’er the ship’s head he it broke, 
Vhile all crowded round him to look, 
Vith woice of a Stentor he spoke ; 
This here wessel I’m now ’bout t’ name, 
Vill prove, as the foe soon vill see, 
The glory of England’s proud fame, 
Great Charlotte, the queen of the sea. 
‘ Fol de dol ‘ol, &c. 


Then into the vater she slid, 
A terrible large hole she made, 
Like a floating mountain she rid, 
And the folks vaved their hats and huzzaed ; 
So ve vent i’ the ale-house at hand, 
And drank off a pot, full of glee, 
Success to our native free land, 
And Britons, the lords of the sea. 


SPOKEN. ] Success— why, what should hinder 


them, so long as we have brisk trade at home, and 
our brave tars to man our shipping, why we shall 
always be able to join chorus with— 


Fol de dol lol, &c. 


GPPPOPOOS 


HUNTERS WATCH SO NARROWLY, NAR- 


— 


ROWLY. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


THE toils are pitched, and the stakes are set, 
Ever sing merrily, merrily, 

The bows they bend, and the knives they wet, 
Hunters live so cheerily, cheerily. 


It was a stag, a stag of ten, 

__ Bearing his branches sturdily ; 

He came stately down the glen, 
Ever singing hardily, hardily. 


He had an eye, and he could heed, 
Ever sing warily, Warily ; 

He had a foot, and he could speed, 
Hunters watch so narrowly, narrowly. 


GPFIFPPOEGS 


GRANT A THOUSAND OATHS I SWORE. 
(John Bulteel, 1650.) 


I GRANT athousand oaths I swore 
I none would love but you ; 
But not to change would wrong me more 
Than breaking them can do. 
Yet you thereby a truth will learn, 
Of much more worth than I, 
Which is, that lovers who do swear, 
Do also use to lie. 


Chloris does now possess that heart 
Which did to you belong ; 

But though thereof she brags awhile, ° 
She shall not do so long. 

She thinks by being fair and kind, 

_ To hinder my remove, 

And ne’er so much as dreams that change 
Above but those I love. 


Then grieve not any more, nor think 
My change is a disgrace ; 

For though it robs you of one slave, 
It leaves another’s place, 

Which your bright eyes will soon subdue, 
With him does them first see ; 

For if they could not conquer more, 
They ne’er had conquered me, 
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WHILE ’M TOPING LUSCIOUS WINE. 
[Translated from Anacreon. | 


WHILE I’m toping luscious wine, 

Care and griet forget to pine ; 

Ever jolly—ever free, 

What are care and grief to me? 

Gaily live, and live as I, 

Shall I grieve when born to die? 
For whene’er I’m toping wine, 
Care and grief forget to pine. 


Know, nor care nor grief 
Will from death afford relief ; 
‘Phen no more, with anxious strife, 
Murder every hour of life. 
Let us quaff the shining juice, 
Bacchus gives it for our use. 
For whene’er I’m toping, &c. 


GIPLPILPOP 


I SPRANG FROM A CELLAR; WE ALL 
SPRANG FROM EARTH. 


Ait— In the Days of my Youth I could bill like a 
Dove.” —(G. Colman.) 


I SPRANG from a cellar ; we all sprang from earth ; 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Then why should we kick up a dust about birth? 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Since upstarts can never their ancestors choose, 
An emperor’s sire may (like mine) have blacked 
shoes. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Oh! when I was christened, my father did say, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
‘«« Y’m resolved to get drunk, and black nothing to- 
day.” 
‘ Fal de ral, &c. 
My mother agreed ; down to dinner they sat! 
And he gave her two eyes just as black as my hat. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


My father he forced me his trade to pursue ; 
Fal de ral, &c. 
And leathered me'daily, to clean boot and shoe ; 
Fal de ral, &c. 
“To leather myself, now,” says I, ‘‘ the time 
suits.” 
So I hopped off, one day, in a new pair of boots. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


PP PPPOPF 


LIFE IS SHORT, AND MEANT FOR 
PLEASURE. 


(Kenney. ) 
HEARTS like ours should ne’er have leisure 
Here below for strife or brawl ; 


Life is short, and meant for pleasure, 
Love and friendship claim it all. 


What have we to do with quarrels? 
Soldiers, if you must-have blows, 
Let them win a soldier’s laurels,— 
Aim them at your country’s foes. 
Hearts like ours, &c. 
All this may be very pleasant, 
But, since life is but a span, 
Don’t forget the wedding-present— 
And remember I’m the man. 
Hearts like ours, &c. 


CLP L LP? HP 


THE ARETHUSA. 
(Prince Hoare.) 
CoME, all ye jolly sailors bold, 
Whose hearts are cast in honour’s mould, 
While English glory I unfold, 
Huzza, to the Arethusa! 
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She is a frigate tight and brave, 

As ever stemmed the dashing wave ; 
Her men are stanch 
To their fav’rite launch, 

And, when the foe shall meet our fire, 

Sooner than strike, we’ll all expire 
On board of the Arethusa. 


"Twas with the spring fleet she went out, 
The English Channel to cruize about, 
When four French sail, in show so stout, 
Bore down on the Arethusa. 
The famed Belle Poule straight a-head did lie, 
The Arethusa seemed to fly, 
Nat a sheet, or a tack, 
Or a brace, did she slack ; 
Though the Frenchmen laughed, and thought 
it stuff, 
But they knew not the handful of men, how 
tough, 
On board of the Arethusa. 


On deck five hundred men did dance, 
The stoutest they could find in France ; 
We with two hundred did advance, 
On board of the Arethusa. 
Our captain hailed the Frenchman, ho! 
The Frenchman then cried out, hallo! 
Bear down, d’ye see, 
To our admiral’s lee, 
No, no, says the Frenchman, that can’t be; 
Then I must lug you along with me, 
Says the saucy Arethusa. 


The fight was off the Frenchman’s land, 
We forced them back upon their strand, 
For we fought till not a stick would stand 
Of the gallant Arethusa. 
And now we’ve driven the foe ashore, 
Never to fight with Britons more, 
Let each fill his glass 
To his fav’rite lass ; 
A health to our captain and officers true, 
And all that belong to the jovial crew 
On board of the Arethusa. 


GPOPIFIILIP 


HERE FIRST I MET THE LOVELY MAID. 
(R. Bloomfield.) 


HERE first I met the lovely maid, 

When hope was young, and dared not soar 5 
And round my heart a flame has played 

That binds me to these shades the more. 


Touched by the breeze, with graceful swing, 
The tow’ring branches, mingling, play, 
When the sap dances up in spring, 
And when their autumn leaves decay. 


What joys may rural conquerors prove, 
Far from the dreadful conflict’s roar! 
I’ve rescued her, the maid I love: 
Dear shades, I prize you still the more! 


PPPS PPLE PP? 


THE BOY IN YELLOW WINS THE DAY. 
(Dimond.) 


WHEN first I strove to win the prize, 

I felt my youthful spirits rise,— 

Hope’s crimson flush illum’d my face, 

And all my soul was in the race. 

W-hen weighed and mounted, ’twas my pride 
Before the starting-post to ride ; 

My rivals dressed in red and green, 

But I in simple yellow seen. 


In stands around fair ladies swarm, 
And mark with smiles my slender form ; 
Their lovely looks new ardour raise, 
For beauty’s smile is merit’s praise. 
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The flag is dropped—the sign to start-— 
Away more fleet than winds we dart ; 
And, though the odds against me lay, 
The boy in yellow wins the day! 


Though now no more we seek the race, 
I trust the jockey keeps his place ; 

For still to win the prize I feel 

An equal wish, an equal zeal ; 

And still can beauty’s smile impart 
Delightful tremors through this heart ; 
Indeed, I feel it flutter now— 

Yes, while I look, and while I bow. 


My tender years must vouch my truth— 
For candour ever dwells with youth ; 


Then sure the sage might well believe 


A face like mine could ne’er deceive. 

If here you e’er a match should make, 
My life upon my luck Ill stake ; 

And, ’gainst all odds, I think you'll say, 
The boy in yellow wins the day. 


IPP PIOF 


CONJUGAL COMFORT. 
( Dibdin.) 
DEAR John, prithee tell me,” cried Ruth 
To Gubbins, her husband, one day, 
«« Dost think, in good sooth, 
I should swear but the truth, 
Did I swear what I’m going to say, 
That wedlock’s a state, 
In good humour, that Fate 
Contrived to bless woman and man, 
And that Giles here’s an ass, 
Who such fortune lets pass ? 
All should marry as soon as they can.”” 


Why, Goody,” cried Gubbins, “ you know 


My thoughts of the thing fore to day ; 
Nor, as I shall show, 
Need one many miles go 
To prove what I’m going to say : 
Did wives ever scold, 
Were they ugly or old, 
A spouse were a miserable man; 
But smooth is their tongue, 
They’re all comely and young! 
Giles, get married as soon as you can. 


If one’s children one wished in their graves, 


Still plaguing one day after day, 
The girls Fashion’s slaves, 
Thy boys puppies and knaves, 
One then might have something to say, 
But brats are no evil, 
They ne’er play the devil, 


Nor have wives from their duty e’er ran; 


Then since, my friend Giles, 
Wedlock greets you with smiles, 
Get married as soon as you can.” 


Cried Ruth, “ Will you let your tongue run? 


Here, you scurvy old villain, I rnle!” 
<< Rogues there are,” said the son, 
«« But, Old Quiz, am I one?” 

Cried the daughter, “‘ my father’s a fool !”” 
«*€ Don’t you see,” Gubbins cried, 
«« T’ve the tenderest bride 

And best children that ever blest man? 
Giles, would you be driven 
To Bedlam or heaven, 

Get married as soon as you can.” 


PPILPLI LP? 


LOVE AND WINE. 
(D. Carey.) 


THY face, where ivy-garlands twine, 
Bedecked with many aruby gem, 
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I leave, O, generous God of Wine, 
For sweeter joys than wait on them. 


For Lesbia’s love, for Lesbia’s arms, 
The matchless fair, with looks beguiling, 
With waist that shows a thousand charms, 
And eye of most voluptuous smiling, 


Who would not quit the dropping vine, 
And to the myrtle-shade repair, 

To press at Beauty’s sweeter SHO) 
A form so faultless and so fair? 


But should my Lesbia prove unkind, 
Whose smile some happier rival meets ; 
O, blot the traitor from my mind, 
Thou laughing god of nectared sweets! 


GPIPFILIGPS 


ENGLAND, OUR MOTHER, THE LAND 
THAT WE LOVE. 


(Jesse Hammond.) 


OH, bring me a bumper! a bumper of wine, 
For each Briton that loves to be free ; 
The toast I shall give deserves nectar divine, 
To nourish fair Liberty’s tree! 
Tis that sweet spot of earth, 
The land of our birth! > 
*Tis Liberty’s throne, 
Where she’s worshipped alone! 
?Tis the rock of the ocean 
That claims our devotion! 
Tis England, our mother, the land that we love. 


Around her old Neptune encircles his arms, 
And Mars leads her sons to the fight ; 
While Venus bestows on her daughters her charms, 
And Minerva gives wisdom and might. 
Here’s that sweet spot, &c. 


Unshaken she stood in the storms of the world, 
And shone, like a beacon, afar; 
And Europe beheld her broad banner unfurled, 
Like Liberty’s bright blazing star! 
Here’s that sweet spot, &c. 


Then the voice of our country each bosom shall 
cheer, 
While she’s lighted by Liberty’s smile ; 
And tyrants shall tremble the mandate to hear 
That bids us be true to her soil. 
Here’s that sweet spot, &c. 


GPEPPPLaP 


A TRIP TO BATH; 
OR, A PEEP AT THE ASSEMBLIES. 


WHEN winter is over, 

And summer brings clover, 
From the George and Blue Boar, 
Where the coach starts at four, 
The wits and the cits 

Take their pleasuring fits, 

And hasten to Bath in a hurry ; 
Crammed snug in their places, 
As horses in traces, 

While wheels loudly rattle, 

And passengers tattle, 

The ladies they handle 

Snuff, cordials, and scandal, 
And all is noise, hurry flurry. 


SPOKEN.] Now, then, are youall ready? No, 
Mr. Coachman, I’m not. Make haste, ma’am. 
—I vas afraid you vas gone vithout me.—No, 
ma’am, I took steps to prevent that.— You’d better 
give me the steps, young man, and leave em 
alone.—Dear me! I shan’t relish travelling in this 
manner, this fat lady leaning upon me wo’n’t make 
me any cooler.—When you've quite done with my 
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back, ma’am, I’ll trouble you for it.—Dear me, 
how troublesome this gentleman’s feet are.—Well, 
the coachman doesn’t seem ready to start; I think 
I shall get out and stretch my legs’a little.—O, for 
heaven’s sake, don't do that, for they’re quite long 
enough already.—La! look through the window at 
that creature, how she’s dished up,—what a spec- 
tacle'!—Yes, ma’am, and if you was there, there 
would be a pair of spectacles.—Now, then, are you 
all right?—Why, we were all right before.—Well, 
are you all right behind,—ya hip. 


Hurry skurry, flight and flurry, rattle tattle, 
on we drive,— 

For Bath is the region to keep soul and body 
alive. 


After stretching and yawning, 
Till twelve in the morning, 
The folk move their pins, 
And their dear joy begins ; 
To the pump-room we haste, 
The waters to taste, 
And to meet Messrs. Bob-tail and Tag-rag. 
Then the libraries at two 
Sport their raffles and loo, 
Where we lose, all so funny, 
Our tempers and money 3 
When, to wind up the day, 
The assemblies, so gay, 
Give their cards, cakes, their dancing, and 
scan-mag. 


SPOKEN.] Well, here we are, all safe arrived 
at Bath.—_ D—n Bath, I was mad tocome to Bath. 
—Then you’re come to get your head shaved, I 
suppose.—You puppy, you’ve no head to shave.— 
No, ’'m a Whig.—’Pon my soul, this pump-room 
is an uncommon fine place.—I say, there’s old 
Suet, the butcher, playing cards.—How are you, 
Suet ?—What are stakes ?—Best rump, are a shil- 
ling; chuck, tenpence halfpenny.—I say, Tom, 
there’s a fine girl.—I’ll have a dance.—Tom, Tom, 
I wish you would not be so droll.—Droll! what 
d’ye mean ?—I wish you’d keep your funny-bone 
out of my ribs.—Come, strike up; let’s have the 
Bath waltz. 


Hurry skurry, &c. 


PHP? IG? 


HOW BLITHE HAE 1 BEEN WI’ MY 
SANDY. 


How blithe haeI been wi’ my Sandy, 
As we sat in the howe 0’ the glen! 
But nae mair can I meet wi’ my Sandy, 

To the banks o’ the Rhine he is gane. 


Alas! that the trumpet’s loud clarion 
Thus draws a’ our shepherds afar ; 
O, cou’dna the ewe-bughts and Marion 

Please mair than the horrors o’ war! 


Not a plough in our land has been ganging ; 
The ousen hae stood in their sta’ ; 

Nae flails in our barns hae been banging, 
For mair than a towmond or twa, 


Wae’s me, that the trumpet’s shrill clarion 
Thus draws a’ our shepherds afar ! 

O, I wish that the ewe-bughts and Marion 
Could charm frae the horrors 0’ war. 


PEI LIPIL 


SEVEN WIVES. 
Air— Meg of Wapping.” 
SEVEN wives, in my time, d’ye see, I have had, 
Pull away, pull away, so jolly; 
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‘Though six out of those would drive any man 


mad, 
And the first was carbuncled-nose Molly ! 
But eee ieee so hard that she drank herself 
ead ; 
And Peg was the next girl I married ; 
And she broke her larum while scolding in bed, 
Pull away, pull away, then, I say, 
For‘her tongue day or night never tarried. 


The next, for I ventured again to the church, 
Pull away, pull away, so merry ; 
Was Nan, who, the next day, left mein the 
lurch, 
And sheered off with Dick of the Ferry. 
Then Sue, of St. Katharine's, I took for a wife, 
And she made up four ont of seven, 


Who, in less than three weeks, lost, in child-bed, 


her life! ; 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 
For Sue and her brat’s gone to heaven. 


Coaxing Bet and the Widow next took me in tow, 


Pull away, pull away, so eek 
And soon Cuckold’s Point, lord! they made me to 
know ;— 
But they popped off,—and grieving is folly : 
Bonny Kate, at last, came, and a wife the most 
kind, 
For show mea better, no, never! 
And young chips we will get of the old block, d’ye 
mind? : ; 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I Bays 
For our tars and Old England for ever! 


PPOP PEP OP? 


OH, GENTLE FISHER, LISTEN. 
A CANZONETTE 


[Translated from the words, and adapted to the 
music of the Venetian Canzonette, “* O Pescator 
del? Onda.” 

(Moncrieff. ) 


OH, gentle Fisher, listen 
To my hail— 
O’er waves that brightly glisten 
Speed thy sail! 
-My ring I’ve lost—ah, wo! 
Then thy gay gondola hasten, 
Gentle youth, thy nets to throw 
Where the currents deeply flow. 


One hundred crowns, believe me, 
Gentle swain ! 
In silken purse, I’ll give thee 
For thy pain, 
If thou my ring wilt gain! 
Then thy gay gondola hasten, 
Gentle youth, thy nets to throw 
Where the currents deeply flow. 


Your gold, and silk purse, too, love, 
I decline ; 

But one sweet kiss from you, love, 
Must be mine: 

For that your ring Pll gain— 

For that my gay gondola hasten 
O’er the waves, my nets to throw 
Where the mighty currents flow. 


He gained her ring that gay day, 
; Which he gave, siSan 
In church, to that fair lady, 
Cupid’s slave ! 

And still they bless the day 

He did his gay gondola hasten, 
For her ring his nets to throw 
Where the rapid currents flow. 


PIPPI ICE 
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ZOUNDS! WHAT MEANS THIS CURSED 
ROW ? : 


g A SESTETTO. 
Air— Country Bumpkin.”—(H, M, Milner.) 


AH, sit, how could you serve me so? 
Was it for this that I came in the dark? 
Good lack! that I should have such a beau! 
Honour and honesty, without a spark 


Vile wretch! is this the way you treat — 
Women of virtue and beauty like me? 
Was it for this that you vowed and swore at my 
feet? 
Then to put up with such trollops as she! 


Oui da! vat for you knock me down? 
Never it is, dat I haf affront you: 

Sacre donc‘ but you ave crack my crown, 
And beat my body all black and all crew! 


Lord! lord! what will become of me? 
. I’ve got myself into a pretty to do! 
This comes of my master’s a making a Don of 
me :— y 
Won’t you have pity, my darling ?—nor yon? 


Hollo! and is it you, my dear, 
Thus gallivanting, I catch in the fact ? 
Yes, yes! but I’ll soon make you fear, 
Thus to betray me when I turn my back. 


Zounds! zounds! what means this cursed row ? 
__ Are all the devil’s imps let loose to night? 
Yes, sir! and they’re going to maul me now; 
If you don’t save me, they’ll murder me quite. 


Vile slave! what are you doing here ? 

What are you after ’—what have you been at ? 
Ladies and gentlemen, I, you perceive, am clear 
_ OF all this vagary, this—I don’t know what. - 


O, what a master is this cursed Don of mine! 
Allhis own sins he would lay on my back ; 
Through this confusion, my innocence will not 
shine, 
Though I should swear, in the face, till ’m 
black ! 


Fool! fool! do you think that I shall incline | 
E’er to forgive you injustice so black? 
No; though at my feet you, repentant, should sigh 
and whine, 
I my revenge will record on your back! 


Js this the man that I, weakly, thought so divine, 
That thus can practise a falsehood so black ? 
Henceforth, in hopeless love, I’ll pine, 
Nor think that indulgence can e’er win him 
back! 


Ah! ha! dis prudent vife of mine, 
On dis dam hubbaboo she turn her back 5 
I wish dat so good luck vas mine, 
Den my right eye had not got dis hard smack. 


So, sir, did you think for to twine 
Arts such as yours round my heart in a crack? 
That you could buy me as easily as my wine, 
And, when you’d done with me, turn round your 


back? 
THE MAID OF THE MOUNTAIN. 
(Reynolds. ) 


THE Maid of the Mountain, high bounding, 
No voice through the valley was sounding, 
When the moon-beam light 
Shone awfully bright 
On warriors, a captive surrounding ; 
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Though to the rock chained, 
Still ne’er he complained, 
Nor death, nor base foemen he feared ; 
Yet, while his guard slept, 
The poor captive wept, 
And the Maid of the Mountain appeared. 


The sun more than ever adoring, 
The fate of the stranger deploring, 
Her eye glancing round, 
His chain she unbound, 
To freedom the captive restoring. 
The warriors slept on, 
Their victim was gone,— 
And gratitude lasting he swore ; 
Then cried from his heart,— 
«* No more will I part 
From the Maid of the Mountain, no more !” 


GPP P?IDPPP 


THE HEAVENS CAROUSE EACH DAY A. 


CUP. 
(Lord Rochester.) 


THE heavens carouse each day a cup, 
No wonder Atlas holds them up! 

The trees suck up the earth and ground, 
And in their brown bowls drink around; 
The sea, too, whom the salt makes dry, 
His greedy thirst to satisfy, 

Ten thousand rivers drinks, and then 
Gets drunk, and brings them up again. 


The Sun, and who as right as he ? 
Sits up all night to drink the sea ; 
The Moon quaffs up the Sun, her brother, 
And wishes she could tope another ; 
If all things fuddle, why should I, 
Of all things, be.the onethat’s dry? 
Well, I’ll be content to thirst, i 
’ But too much drink shall make me first. 


GIPPP EP? IP 


HAST THOU A SLEEPLESS PILLOW 
PREST. 


(Anna Maria Porter.) 


HAST thou a sleepless pillow prest, 
And vainly, vainly sought for rest? 
Ah, say, have sighs and tears confest 
That love was kindling in thy breast? 


Alas! if not, why dost thou fly, 

To haunt my path, my sight, mine eye? 
Stull looking, as thou wanderest nigh, 
A world of idolatry! 


Oh! cease, if vanity should be 

The only aim that leads to me! 

Oh! cease, while yet my heart is free, 
From hope, and fear, and love, and thee. 


PPL PPFIOP? 


THE JOLLY HORN, THE ROSY MORN. 


AWAY, we’ve crowned the day, 

The hounds are waiting for their prey ; 
The huntsman’s call invites you all, 

Come in, boys, while you may. 
The jolly horn, the rosy morn, 

With harmony of deep-mouthed hounds ; 
These, my boys, are heavenly joys, 

A sportsman’s pleasure knows no bounds, 
The horn shall be the husband’s fee, 

And let him take it not in scorn ; 
The brave and sage, in every age, 

Have not disdained to wear the horn. 
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Away, make no delay, 

The night. shall crown the sports of day; 
The circling glass around shall pass, 

Be jovial. while you may ; 
The cheerful song shall mirth prolong, 

And mirth and joy shall know no bounds ~ 
Nimrod of old, as we are told, 

First urged the chase with horn and hounds. 

The horn shall be, &c. 


GLOFSLCPPD 


THE POOR RECRUIT. 
(Saville Carey.) 
As I’ve plodded my way to some far country 
town, 
Full many a wearisome day, 


My purse has contained but a scanty half-crown, 
And that has soon melted away. 


Oft tired and sad, on some wint’ry road, 
With rain I’ve been wet to the skin : 
Of my knapsack grown tired, I’ve sought for 
abode ; 
At some friendly good alehouse or inn. 


I’ve hoped that good Fortune, 
wheel, 
Would cast me, perchance, on the place 
Where ia wound of my bosom would instantly 
eal, 
At the sight of my Sally’s dear face. 
She grieves, for she knows how I’m destined to 
roam, 
On the strength of my furlough to rest ; 
And then she oft wishes her Allen at home, 
To bury his cares in her breast. 


in turning her 


GPPPIPCEP? 


BEAUTY IN SMOKE, 
Air—“ Beauty in Tears.” 
OH, weep not, sweet maid » though the smoke from 
the chimney 
Brings tears from those eyes, and your sorrows 
provoke; 
May pane with roses throw up both the win- 
ows, 
To soften the anguish of Beauty in smoke. 


Though the turf it isbad, and this bog-deal wo’n’t 
urn 
Ere the power of a bellows you try to invoke ; 
But scarce has it lighted, when the smoke doth re- 
turn, , 


Which A to feelings like thine, is enough to pro- 
voke. 


Then come, dearest fair one, to him who adores 
you; 
Oh, do not say no,—or you'll kill him in joke! 
Oh, come to the dwelling of him who implores 
you, 
And fly far away from your cottage of smoke. 


GPPPPO LIF 


<H, HAPPY! HAPPY! LET HER DREAM. 
A SERENADE. 
(Holcroft. ) 


THOU restless god, who lov’st to hold 

Thy vigils where Zelida dwells, 

In peaceful sleep the fair infold : 

From starts and tremors, charms and spells ; 
From goblin guard her, elf, and sprite, 
Which, prying, haunt defenceless night, 

With eye too free, and hand too bold. 


Oh, happy! happy! let her dream 
f some most sweet celestial theme, 
While sylphs glide smiling by, and Sparry metcors 
gleam! 
With music charm her ravished ears, 
Such, and so heavenly, as the spheres 
To ancient sages played. 
These varied joys, oh Love, decree 5 
Worthy her and worthy thee, 
To nightly soothe th’ angelic maid. 


PPP LPEHP 


THE TALE OF A PIG; 
OR, HOW TO SAVE YOUR BACON. 


JOSKIN said to his wife, as we’re both rather poor, 
And our sow has grown lately a very great bore, 
We'll kill/her at once, so he gave her a dig, 
And the poor sow began to bleed like a pig. 
Derry down, &c. 
Joskin’s wife shed some tears as she saw her sow 
bleed, : 
For it was exactly her own size and breed, 
Then took to her bed, though ’twas very warm 
weather, 
When Joskin and she nightly pigged in together. 
Derry down, &c. 


The priest of the parish came by, in his wig, 

And grunted, I surely smell out a tithe-pig ; 

So in haste for a spare-rib he went, all a-gog, 

For our priest was in eating of pork quite a hog. 
Derry down, &c. 


Joskin saw him approach, zmd it came in his head 
That his pork he would hide, with his wife, in the 
bed ; 
Then swore to the priest, I’ve no pig, on my life, 
But what’s now in the bed. Ah, that old sow, your 
wife. 
Derry down, &c. 


Said the priest, you have often left me in the lurch 

With your pork, so that bed I shall make bold to 
search 5 

When Joskin’s wife emptied the jug on his wig, 

And asked the poor parson how he liked cold pig? 
Derry down, &c. 


The parson now thought it was high time to fly, 

But having at that time a stye in his eye, 

He did not see the sow till his shins he was break- 
ing, 

So poor Joskin, for once in his life, saved his 
bacon. 


Derry down, &c. 


PPI POP PF 


NATURE SMILES UPON YON SPOT 
Air— Auld Lang Syne.”—(K. O’Brien. ) 


NATURE smiles upon yon spot, 
The spot on Nature, too; 
But sweeter smiles my Mary’s cot, 
That fronts the mountain blue ; 
She leads a humble, happy life, 
Her sire is all her kin ; 
A zest he feels in ev’ry strife, 
An angel dwells within. 
An angel dwells within, my love, 
An angel dwells within ; 
A zest he feels in ev’ry strife, 
An angel dwells within. 


Yon rose, now smiling in the bud, 
Expelling sweet perfume, 

The nipping blast, or rainy flood, 
May rifle all its bloom: 

My love partakes the roses red, 
Likewise the lily’s hue, 
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But lo! the rose soon hangs its head, 
And so may Mary too, 
And so may Mary, too, my love, 
And so may Mary, too; 
But lo! the rose soon hangs its head, 
And so may Mary’s too; 


But now I hear the passing bell, 
All Nature seems in gloom, 
The raven croaks upon the dell, 
And tells the virgin’s doom. 
Now Mary’s dead! her sire’s in view ; 
An angel’s gone, he cried ; 
He blessed the maid, had heaven in view, 
And, broken-hearted, died ! 
And, broken-hearted, died my 
friend, 
And, broken-hearted, died! 
He blessed the maid, had heaven in 
view, 
And, broken-hearted, died. 


GLILP?ILE- 


HONESTY IN TATTERS. 
( Dibdin.) 
Tals here’s what I does—I, d’ye see, forms a 
notion 
That our troubles, our sorrows, and strife, 
Are the winds and the billows that foment the 
ocean . 
As we work through the passage of life ; 
And for fear on life’s sea lest the vessel should 
founder, 
To lament, and to weep, and to wail, 
Is a pop-gun that tries to out-roar a nine-pounder, 
All the same as a whiff in a gale. 
Why now, I, though hard fortune has pretty near 
starved me, 
And my togs are all ragged and queer, 
Ne’er yet gave the bag to the friend who had 
served me, 
Or caused ruined beauty a tear. 


Now there, t’other day, when my messmate de- 
ceived me, 
Stole my rhino, my chest, and our Poll, 
Do you think, in revenge, while their treachery 
grieved me, 
I a court-martial called—not at all: 
This here on the matter was my way of arg’ing— 
’Tis true they ha’n’t left me a cross, 
A vile wife and false friend, though, are gone by 
the bargain, 
So the gain, d’ye see’s more than the loss. 
. For, though Fortune’s a jilt, and has, &c. 


The heart’s all—when that’s built as it should, 


sound and clever, 
We go ’fore the wind like a fly; 
Bat, if rotten and crank, you may luff up for 
ever, 
You'll always sail in the wind’s eye. 
With palaver and nonsense [’m not to be paid off. 
I’m adrift, let it blow then great guns, 
A gale, a fresh breeze, or the Old Gemman’s 
head off, 
I takes life rough and smooth as it runs. 
Content, though hard fortune, &c. 


’ 
PO PIPPPP 


MA CHERE AMIE. 


MA chére amie, my charming fair, 
Whose smiles can banish every care, 
In kind compassion, smile on me, 
Whose only care is love of thee. 

Ma chére amie, &c. 


Under sweet friendship’s sacred name 
My bosom caught the tender flame ; 


May friendship in thy bosom be 
Converted into love for me. 
Ma chére amie, &c. 


Together reared, together grown, 
Oh, let us now unite in one ; 
Let pity soften thy decree, 
I droop, dear maid, I die for thee. 
Ma chére amie, &c. 


PLP OLP PPLE 


BACCHUS, GOD OF ROSY WINE. 


BACCHUS, god of rosy wine, 

Shed your influence divine ; 

Fill to the brim the sprightly bowl, 
Nought but wine can cheer the soul. 


By this Alexander fought ; 

By this godlike Plato thought : 
This was, sure, the sacred spring 
Where the muses used to sing. 


Mirth by this will ever smile, 
This will ev’ry care beguile ; 
Ev’ry joy and social bliss 

Rises hence, and moves to this. 


Love may beat his soft alarms, 
This excels e’en Nancy’s charms ; 
Often frowns deform her face, 
Wine has everlasting grace. 


PIPPI LPEFP 


THE SUN THAT ON MY NATIVE ISLE 
(Cumberland. ) 


THE sun, that on my native isle, 

With milder radiance deigns to smile, 
Spares the sweet blushing maid it warms, 
Nor rifles, but refines her charms ; 
Whilst you, that drive your panting floc rs 
To dreary wastes, o’er barren rocks, 
Where, in the rolling sand immersed, 
The patient camel dies for thirst, 

Know how in vain it were to seek 

For bloom upon the Moorish cheek. 
Away! some darker damsel try, 

More to your taste—and pass me by. 

I do not like the savage grace 

Of whiskered lip and tawny face ; 

The sly Italian’s grin I dread, 

The Frenchman’s gabble splits my hea, 
I let the stiffand stately Don 

Of proud Castile go strutting on, 

For Russ or German, Dane or Dutch, 
In troth I care not overmuch ; 

Give me the gallant British tar, 

Who, ’midst the thunder of the war, 
Will plunge into the briny wave, 

His vanquished, sinking foe to save. 


, A ae ee 


0, WE CAPERED AMONG THE 
LASSES, O! 


(T, Dibdin.) 


WHEN yet but a boy, 
’T was ever my joy 
With mad-cap lads to mingle, O; 
At my stout quarter-staff 
There was none who dare laugh, 
For fear his two ears should tingle, O. 
Wake, session, or fair, 
__ I was sure to be there, 
And when fops were sipping from glasses, O, 
I drank fat ale, 
From flagon or pail, 
And made merry among the lasses, O ; . 
I danced among the lasses, O ; 
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I pranced among the lasses, O; 
Right and left, in and out, 
Cross hands, round about, 

I whooped among the lasses, O. 


In war, when the lads, 
With their bucklers and plaids, 
Came piping away our cattle, O; 
Then was I to be seen, 
With my archers in green, 
In the pride of a border-battle, O. 
Like Britons we fought, 
As true Britons ought, 
For a land that all others surpasses, O; 
Scotch and English bands, 
Beat by turns, then shook hands, 
And feasted among the lasses, O; 
O, we capered among the lasses, O, 
We reeled among the lasses, O, 
Right and left, &c. 


Then Jock-o -the-side, 
With his seven-foot bride, 
Though reckoned the king of good fellows, O, 
Took it highly amiss, 
That I gave her a kiss, 
When I’ll swear he’d no cause to be jealous, O. 
For Alice and Kate 
So puzzled my pate, 
And Madge, who still many surpasses, O, 
All loved me so well; 
But I'll not kiss and tell 
How I frolicked among the lasses, O, 
O, I danced among the lasses, O, 
I pranced among the lasses, O, 
Right and left, &c. 


PPP PIPPI F 


JUTTA AND CASPAR. 
(G. M. Lewis.) 


‘A WOLF, while Jutta slept, had made 
Her favourite lamb his prize ; 

Young Caspar flew to give his aid, 
Who heard poor Jutta’s cries. 

He drove the wolf from off the green, 
But claimed a kiss for pay ; 

Ah! Jutta, better *twould have been, 
Had Caspar stayed away. 

They toyed till day its light withdrew ; 
When night invited sleep, 

Fond Jutta rose, and bade adieu, 
And homeward drove her sheep. 

But ah! her thoughts were changed, I ween, 
For thus they heard her say ; 

—‘ Ah! Jutta, better ’twould have been, 
Had Caspar stayed away!’ 


POPFL IPP 


DOCTOR M‘SAP TOOK MATILDA FOR 
WIFE. 


(Charles Swan.) 


SWEET rose of the summer, thine eyes, intense | 


glo 


ey 
Hath dazzled my soul, and so sweet is thy fame, 


That if thou’lt affect me hereafter in story, 
With mine future. ages shall couple your name. 
Think, think when the genius of history rising, 
With her light beaming pencil shall scribble my 
life, 
In stateliest phrases—how sweetly surprising, 
That—Doctor M<Sap took Matilda for wife. 


Yes, yes! but my keen mathematical senses, 


This love hath so dulled—so encumbered my | 


breast, 


That mechanics can’t heave me,—with dull moods: 


and tenses 
Is my sweet adolescence abstracted from rest. 
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Algebraical reasonings die as they’re born— 
In the ade that engendered them,—Euclid him- 
self, 
Alack! hath been viewed with unmerited scorn, 
Bespangled with cobwebs that cover my shelf. 


My ventiducts stopped—scarce a breath is embow- 
elled ; 
Oh! virgin in effumability, I 
Shall be quickly diffused if my wounds are not now 
healed, : 
With the balm that exudes from thy dulcified 
eye. 
Nunc vale et vive, this heart’s oscillation, 
Can thine alone guard from a fearful mishap, 
And oh! how luciferous will be the ovation, 
The resuscitation of Sandy M«Sap. 


LLIEP LIOR 


I AM SURE I SHALL NEVER FORGET 
| HIM. 


SWEET was the carol he warbled before me, 
Enough a cold vestal to move ! 

O dear, I don’t know what it was that came o’er 

me, 

Perhaps it was something like love. 

I thought ’twas some sylph when the carol began, 
And thought by neglect I’d not fret him, 

But O, lack-a-day, *twas a handsome young man, 
And I’m sure I shall never forget him. 


Graceful his manner of kneeling before me,— 
Kissed my hand; I’d not got on a glove ; 
And then at that moment, what ‘was it came o’er 
me? 
Oh dear, I dare say it was love. 
He flattered, till I hid my face with my fan, 
He’d have knelt there till now, had I let him ; 
But I couldn’t be rude to a handsome young man, 
And I’m sure I shall never forget him. 


SIGPOP PL 


THE BARD’S ADDRESS TO THE SPIRIT 
OF SONG. 


(Mrs. Peck.) 


SPIRIT of song! which erst hath raised, 
?Midst scenes of war, the impassioned lay,— 
And held in rapture, while it ’mazed, 
E’en grovelling reptiles of the day! 


Where have thy wondrous visions fled ? 
Where now those powers which once were thine? 


| «Is genius paralyzed, or dead ?” 


Is fancy banished from thy shrine ? 


Oh, no! they’re only lulled to rest, 
Sunk for a time in nature’s gloom! 


| Within the chaos of her breast, 


They’ve found a temporary tomb! 


But they shall wake, once more to sing 
Of Erin’s sons and deeds renowned : 
High towering on the muse’s wing, 
The western bard shall yet be found. 


And when, by love of freedom fired, 

He chants the ‘song of other times,’ 
O Erin! be thy sons inspired 

To spread thy theme to distant climes. 


‘Though now behind the western cloud 
The sun descending brings the night, 

Yet he shall rise again—and proud 
Shall Erin be to hail the light. 


PRIPLILI OP 
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_ PEG OF MALLOW. 
Air— Roy’s Wife.”—( O’Brien. ) 


HAVE you seen sweet Peg of Mallow? 
Have you seen sweet Peg of Mallow? 
Sure, you'll say, I’ve happy been, 
The hour I wed sweet Peg of Mallow. 


‘Her hair was ted—eyes of a-kin, 
Her mouth was wide, her cheeks were hollow; 
A wen went see-saw from her chin, . 
Her skin like summer’s rotten tallow. 
Have you seen, &c. 


In the street to hear her bawl, 
Faith, she’d stun you with her hollo ; 
I treated Peg, the glass was small, 
It suited not her precious swallow. 
Have you seen, &c. 


I saw her to St. Giles’s Pound, 
And we were married on the morrow ; 
Next day got drunk upon her round, 
I wheeled her home in her own barrow. 
Have you seen, &c. 


Ochone! she’s gone, for she has fled, 
But don’t despise my Peggy’s merit ; 
For though the creature has gone dead, 
I’m sure you'll own she died with spirit. 
Have you seen, &c 


Oh, I’ve lost sweet Peg of Mallow! 
Whiskey killed sweet Peg of Mallow! 
I’m left alone, to grunt and groan, 
For whiskey-drinking Peg of Mallow. 
Have you seen, &c. 


GPOPOL PPL 


THE FULL-BRIMMING BOWL. 
THE swain with his flock, by a brook loves to 


Test, 
With soft, rural lays to drive grief from his 
breast ; 


The fop, light as air, loves himself to behold, 
The Briton, his foe, and the miser his gold! 

The pleasures I choose yield more joy to my soul, 
The delight of my heart is a full-brimming bowl. 


The huntsman, fatigued with the toil of the 
chase, 
By the side of a fountain delights. to solace : 
At his mistress’s feet the fond lover to whine, 
The beau, at the play or assembly to shine. 
' The pleasures I choose, &c. 


My Clara’s enraptured to hear herself praised : 
The courtier to hear that his pension is raised ; 
Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels to 
blaze ; 
And some silent shades, with a lover to please. 
The pleasures I choose, &c. 


Some love cards, some coffee, some dice, and 
some tea; 
Some aie et some fiddling, some dancing, some 
Play ; 
Their choice it is dull—there’s a spirit in wine, 
Which more than enlivens with raptures divine. 
The pleasures I choose, &c. 


PPPREP PP 


AULD LANG SYNE. 
(J. H. Dixon.) 


OH, aft I’ve thought upon the hours 
I spent in early years, 

When Fancy strewed my path wi’ flowers, 
An’ life was free frae cares ! 

Oh, aft I’ve thought upon the days 
When a’ was bliss divine, 

The days 0’ youth, the happy days 
Of auld lang syne! 











Of auld lang syne sae dear, 
Of auld lang syne ; 

Oh, dear to me shall ever be 
The dayso’ lang syne! 


When late I sought the village where 

I roamed, a careless boy ! 
How changed, alas! a’ seemed sa drear 

An’ sad, where once was joy ! 
The trees were felled which graced the brook, 

Yet still the sun did shine, 
An’ sported o’er its breast as erst, 

Tn auld lang syne ! 
In auld lang syne, &c. 


No more upon the village-green 
The sportive children played ; 
No more the aged sires were seen 
Beneath the hawthorn’s shade! 
The dial fra’ the kirk was ta’en, 
That told me aft the time, 
An’ a’ seemed altered sin the days 
Of auld lang syne! 
Of auld iang syne, &c. 


The cot where did my parents dwell 
Was mould’ring in decay ; 
No more its smoke rose in the dell 
Buta’ in ruin lay! 
No cheerfu’ fire glowed on the hearth, 
Where once, wi’ friends o’ mine, 
I sat at eve, an’ heard the tale 
Of auld lang syne! 
Of auld lang syne, &c. 


Yet still I love the school-boy spot, 
Though a’ my friends are gane, 
(Those friends who ne’er can be forgot, ) 
An’I am left alane! 
The well-known scenes 0’ boyish sports, 
To cheer me a’ combine, 
-An’ recollection, pleased, looks back 
On auld lang syne! 
On auld lang syne, &c, 


Sweet village! ne’er I’ll leave thee more ; 

When a’ my days shall cease, 
In thy kirk-yard, my troubles o’er, 

Pll rest mysel’ in peace ! 
Ah! though I’ve lang a wand’rer been, 

- Yet, in my life’s decline, 

No more IJ’ll leave the spot which tells 

Of auld lang syne! 

Of auld lang syne, &c. 


OLS LS OCPR 


GENTLE FRIEND, I KNOW THY HEART. 
( Cumberland. ) 


GENTLE friend, I know thy heast 
Joys to see me fine and gay, 
Must I not repair by art 
Bloom that tears have washed away ? 


Ah, where is the pride 
Of the gem, if you hide 
Its elegant form from our sight ? 
But see it displayed 
On the beautiful maid, 
It shines, and we gaze with delight. 


Gentle friend, I am thy slave, 
Send me hence, and set me free, 

More than that I do not crave, 
More thow can’st not do for me. 


GPOPP LPP P 


THE WEARY WOODMAN. 


THE weary woodman, worn with toil, 
O’er misty meadows walks, 

Where drooping daisies bathe in dews, 
And nurse the vi’lets’ stalks ; 
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To kiss his prattling babes he hies 
Far o’er the distant plain, 


And listens to the warbling choir 
Of ev’ning’s pensive train. 


To the deep wood the rooks repair, 
Light skims the swallow o’er the scene, 
And from the sheep-cote furrowed field 
The ploughmen wrestle on the green ; 
Till evening, with a solemn light, 
A]l o’er the cloudless azure steals, 
When Cynthia, on the brow of night, 
Stops, in her mid career, her wheels. 


When morn ascends, and zephyrs break, 
He takes his walk, with jocund health, 
And trudges o’er the bloomy heath, 
With monarch’s bliss and beggar’s wealth. 
Now distant’s heard each echoing stroke, 
And ev’ry murmur of the wood, 
The thunder of the falling oak, 
Till eve steals on in silent mood. 


PPE POPPD 


VLL TELL YOU HOW TO KEEP A LOVER, 
IF YOU’LL ATTEND. 


(Prince Hoare.) 


LOVERS how to gain we all discover, 

But love with Hymen’s chain is said to end, 
I resolve and vow to keep my lover— 

Pll quickly tell you how—if you’ll attend. 


If, to wrath inclined, a word provokes him, 
With gentle speech and kind I’ll anger cool ; 

If with troubles crossed, I’ll soothe and coax him, 
Nor think it labour lost a spouse to rule. 


Blithe if he appear, I’ll laugh and chatter ; 
But then, if grave his air, [’ll silent be; ~ 

Whatsoe’er his will may be, no matter, 
He’ll surely have it still the same for me. 


Humble looks Ill wear if he should grieve me, 
But sharp resentment ne’er he shall discern ; 

Never cross, but sad, if he will leave me, 
And [ll be ever glad if he return. 


Pleased at home to stay, when thus I find him, 
I’ll strive, with converse gay, the hours t’ im- 
prove ; - 
He’ll forbear to roam, if nothing bind him ; 
Who still to smiles comes home, his home will 
love. 


OPP PPOP 


YE SPORTSMEN ALL, ATTEND TO THE 
CALL OF THE CHEERFUL HORN. 


YE sportsmen all, attend to the call, 
The welcome call, of the cheerful horn! _ 
Quit business for pleasure, nor thirst after trea- 
sure, 
But purchase new life from the sweets of the 
morn ; 
See now Dapple-Bay in his foin waxeth gray, 
And White-Lily stops with the scent in his chaps, 
And now nimbly she bounds from the cry of the 
hounds, 
Then, boys, haste away, without further delay, 
*Tis with pleasure like this that we hail the new 
day! 


Whilst cares of the state attend the great, 

And courtier’s prey on their country’s wealth, 
No stately ambition or sickly condition 

Disturbs our repose, recreations, or health. 
The fop,. vainly-proud of his delicate self, 
The miser, who doats on his ill-gotten pelf, 
And the lover, who sighs, ogles, flatters, and lies, 
Would they hither repair, they need not despair 
Of enjoying sweet life with a mind free from care. 
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MY HEART WILL NOT BREAK, AND MY 
EYES WILL NOT WEEP. 


MY heart will not break, and my eyes will not 
weep, 

For they’ve buried my true love afar in the deep; 

Where the ocean is deepest, and loudest its roar, 

They’ve buried my true love, far, far from the 
shore. 


My mind it is dark, and my soul it is sad, 

And some say that Mary, poor Mary! is mad; 

But her reason remains—no madness has she, 

For she knows that her true love lies deep in the 
sea. 

Alas! for the day that I saw him depart, 

When a pang of despair wrung wildly my heart : 

‘ O weep not, my Mary! O weep not,’ he said, 

As in anguish he raised from my bosom his head. 


No more on my bosom that head shall recline, 
Nor his lips press so softly and sweetly on mine ; 
For unshrouded he lies on a sand-bank to sleep, 
And his lips are all white with the salt of the deep. 


Roll on, thou dark ocean! ye waves rush along; 

Ye sea-birds, scream louder ; sing, mermaids, your 
song ; 

My William ye cannot arouse from his bed, 

For unbroken and still is the sleep of the dead. 


My heart will not break, and my eyes will not 
weep 

For they’ve buried my true love afar in the deep; 

Where the ocean is deepest, and loudest its roar, 

They’ve buried my true love, far, far from the 
shore. | 


PPOELGLPF 


AN UNSEASONABLE VISIT; 
OR, DEATH AND THE BONA-ROBA! 


Air—‘“* ?Twas past Ten o’Clock, and a Moonlight 
Night.” —(E. J. B. Box.) 


ONE morn, ’twas in Ratcliff-Highway, 
And in the month October ; 

Oh! ne’er shall I forget that day, 
For Nell that day was sober! 

Sweet Nell I met, and in my eyes, 

Aurora, when she gilds the skies, 

With golden lustre, seemed less bright, 

And then her voice! Oh! sweet delight ! 
Enchanting Bona-roba. 


Enraptured I her form beheld, 

While with the raven’s vieing, 
Her voice in sweetest echos swelled, 

As she was oysters crying ! 
And as I followed through her rounds, 
My ravished ears still caught the sounds, 
Which seemed to lullaby my cares, 
As ’twere the music of the spheres, 

In croaking accents dying ! 


The bright carbuncle, (that bespeaks 

A brilliant visage tasteful, ) 
Adorned my charming Nelly’s cheeks ; 

In short, she had a face full! : 
Delightful ’twas to hear her sing, 
‘ Fresh oysters, crabs, and old salt ling ; ” 
I followed closely at her heels, 
I saw her style of skinning eels, 

Oh! that was truly graceful! 


What could Ido? just to my taste— 
For love, a full-weight treasure ,— 
Her figure, shape ; and'then her waist, 
Was just eight feet, round measure ; 
I seized her hand, the treasure pressed, 
But scarce had clasped her to my breast, 
When Nell, compelled her charms to give 
To death,—for me she could not live, 
Because she had not leisure. 
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Bilin. LL La 
He still lives a bachelor; drinks when he’s thirsty 3 
And sings like a lark, and loves Docter Monro. 











DOCTOR MONRO. 
Aw—“ Humours 0’ Glen.” —( Hogg.) 


* DEAR Doctor, be clever, and fling off your beaver, 
Come, bleed me, and blister me, do not be slow ;: 
im sick, I’m exhausted, my schemes they are 


blasted, 
And all driven heels-o’er-head, Doctor Monro.’ 
* Be patient, dear fellow, you foster your fever ; 


Pray, what’s the misfortune that bothers you 
} 


so? 
“ O, doctor! I’m rnined! Pm ruined for ever ! 
My lass has forsaken me, Doctor Monro, 


«I meant to have married, and tasted the plea- 
sures, 
The oe the enjoyments, in wedlock that 
ow ; 
But she’s ta’en another, and broken my measures, 
And fairly confounded me, Doctor Monro.’ 
“I'll bleed and Vl blister you, over and over 5 
Pll master your malady ere that I go; 
Bat raise up your head from below the bed-cover, 
And give some attention to Doctor Monro. 


“« If Christy had wed you, she would have misled 
you, 
And laughed at your love with some handsome 
young beau: 


Her conduct will prove it; but how would you 


love it?’ 
‘ T soon would have lamed her, dear Doctor 
Monro.’ 
‘ Each year brings a pretty young son or a daugh- 
ter’: 
Perhaps you’re the father, but how shall you 
know ? 
You hug them—her gallant is bursting with laugh- 
ter ’— 
‘ That thought’s like to murder me, Doctor 
Monro.’ 
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* The boys cost you many a penny and shilling ; 
You breed them with pleasure, wit trouble and 
wo: 
But one turns a rake, and another a villain.’— 
« My heart could not bear it, dear Doctor Monro.’ 
© The lasses are comely, and dear to your bosom ; 
But virtue and beauty has many a foe! 
O, think what may happen; just nipt im their 
blossom ! ’— 
‘ Ah, merciful Heaven! cease, Doctor Monro. 
‘ Dear Doctor, I'll thank you to hand me my 
breeches ; 
I’m better; Vi drink with you ere that you go ; 
Ill never more sicken for women or riches, 
But love my relations and Doctor Monro. 
I plainly perceive, were I wedded to Christy, 
My peace and my pleasures I needs must fore- 
a 


go. 
He still lives a bachelor ; drinks when he’s thirsty ; 
And sings like a iark, and loves Doctor Monro. 


POL PPO EF 


WAKE, OH, WAKE; BEAUTY, WAKE, 
A DUET AND SEMI-CHORUS. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


He. —An, when awakes the gay guitar, 
And lute at beauty’s bower, 
When prying eyes are distant far, 
Oh! then is love’s own hour. 
Ne’er can woman’s heart reprove, 
When music breathes the vows of love. 


CHORUS. 
Wake, oh! wake ; beauty, wake, 
List, oh! iisten to thy praise ; 
Wake, oh! wake, love for thee now breathes 
His sweetest, sweetest lay. 


She.—Who now my slumber softly breaks? * 
What thrilling strains are these I hear! 
Ah, when to music beauty wakes, 
Far flies each anxious doubt and fear, 
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Ne’er can woman’s heart reprove, 
When music breathes the vews of love. 


CHORUS. 
Hear, ch! hear—lady, hear, 
List, ch! listen to thy praise ; 
Hear, oh! hear, love for thee now breathes 
His sweetest, sweetest lays. 
- GLEE, 
Awakes the deer upon the hill, 
The skylark carols gay ; 
The rose that blushes by the rill, 
Unfolds its buds to day. 
Ne’er can woman’s heart reprove, 
When music breathes the vows of love. 
Hear, oh! hear, &c. 


PPL PIPED 


THE AGE OF APES AND MONKEYS, 
ON AND OFF THE STAGE. 


Air—** Derry down.” 


IF you go to a playhouse, from cares to escape, 
You are sure to behold either monkey or ape ; 
But for one on the stage we can see fifty off, 
Who, because they are mimicked, hiss nightly and 
scoff. 
Derry down, down, down, down, derry down. 


White Surrey still boasts of its strange Monsieur 
Gouffe, 
Who from all his competitors keeps far aloof ; 
Of monkeys and apes, he is worth the whole 
bunch, 
Excepting Mazurier—the wonderful Punch! 
Derry down, &c. 


That mam is an animal none can deny, 
Who is but émitative—and Ill tell you why; 
Like Hamlet’s poor ghost, he «a tale could unfold,’ 
And so can each monkey we nightly behold. 
; Derry down, &c. 


But a truce to philosophy—these are not times 

To speculate largely in dvll prosing rhymes ; 

For a difference wide now exists, “tis most true, 

’Twixt the Heights of Parnassus and Mines of Peru. 
Derry down, &c, 


What with Jacko and Jocko, who gambol so gay, 

Brazils have got up a wonderful way ; 

But let it be first only well understood, 

If John Bull stends the monkey, why all very good. 
Derry down, &c. 


GPPPEL EF 


OH! DID THOSE EYES, INSTEAD OF FIRE, 
WITH BRIGHT AFFECTION SHINE. 


(Jord Byron.) 


OH! did those eyes, instead of fire, 
With bright, but mild affection shine, 

Though they might kindle less desire, 
Love more than mortal would be thine. 


For thou art formed so heavenly fair, 
Howe’er those orbs may wildly beam, 

We must admire, but still despair, 
That fatal glance forbids esteem. 


When Nature stamped thy beauteous birth, 
So much perfection in thee shone, - 

She feared that, too divine forjearth, 
The skies might claim thee for their own. 


Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 
Lest angels might dispute the prize, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 


These might the boldest sylphs appal, 
__ When gleaming with meridian blaze ; 
Thy beauty must enrapture all, 

But who can dare thy ardent gaze ? 


*Tis said, that Berenice’s hair, 
Tn stars adorns the vault of heaven ; 
But they would ne’er permit thee there, 
Thou would’st so far outshine the seven. 


For did those eyes as planets roll, 
Thy sister lights would scarce appear ; 
E’en suns, which systems now control, 
Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 


CRIP I PE? 


LONDON, WO TO THEE. 


WHEN ink to cream is churned, 
And charcoal sneers at wheat, 
When London-bridge is turned, 
And ice is in a heat ; 
When boys are changed to hammers, 
And Thames-street gnaws a flea, 
When Bedfordbury stammers, 
Then, London, wo to thee. 


When wigs are water-cresses, 
Potatoes garter blue, 

Pigs comb their scattered tresses, 
And Pall-Mall feeds on glue ; 

When Mother Goose a fly is, 
Roast pig an ounce of tea, 

A pert adverb the sky is, 
Then, London, wo to thee. 


When Shakspeare is a tea-pot, 
Roast virtue but a snail, 
Cucumbers fall asleep hot, 
Or abstract beef a pail ; 
When Nankeen hopes are rotten, 
A bell-rope toasts the sea, 
Mourn, mourn, ye balls of cotton, 
And, London, wo to thee. 


When stripes of beer grow riper, 
And peaches scratch their leg, 

A purple mouse a viper, 
Cream-cheese a wooden peg; 

When toads make love in sonnets, 
St. Paul’s a vis-a-vis, 

And cinders wear straw bonnets, 
Then, London, wo to thee. 


When bishops swallow gutters, 
And salt beef walks on stilts, 

When Virgil’s toe-nail flutters, 
Decanters wear Scotch kilts ; 

When sore throats dig up vices, 
And twenty-one is three, 

When large round coals are slices, 
Then, London, wo to thee. 


PIP FL LIF 


THE TAR WHO WAS WOUNDED AT SEA. 


I’M returned from the ocean again, my brave boys, 
And the rage of the battle is o’er, 
Yet Time, the disperser of sorrows and joys, 
No ease to my breast can restore ; 
For my limb was lopped off, ah! how dreadful the 
smart ! 
And [ wander by fortune’s decree ; 


| Let love, then, subsist in each true feeling heart, 


For the tar who was wounded at sea. 


When I parted with Sue, and for fame bartered 
love, _ 
My anguish no words can explain ; 
But the Valiant once boarded, I roused up, by 
Jove, j 
And forgot all my trouble and pain. 
I fought with the foe ’till my splinters were torn, 
And they left me for dead, dire decree! 
Although poor and helpless, still wanders forlorn, 
The tar—who was wounded at sea, 
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With tender compassion, regard his sad lot, 
Who from duty and love would not swerve, 
But still hazard his life—though his name be for- 
ot, 
His Sunlty and king to preserve ; 
. Let the mite of sweet pity be tenderly dealt, 
And warm this old bosom with glee; 
And gratitude ne’er will more strongly be felt, 
Than the tar’s~who was wounded at sea. 


GLP LEP PEP 


YOUR CARE OR WOES, WHY, SINK THEM 


IN THE BOWL. 
Air—€ The Glasses sparkle on the Board.” 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


O WHEN you hear the midnight bell 
Toll the departed hours, 
Then bid the rosy goblet tell 
What fleeting moment’s ours = 
And as life’s rapid current flows, 
And if it show you care or woes, 
Why, sink them in the bowl. 


Or, if you hear life’s spring will fade, 
And love and friendship dear, 

Then ask the goblet’s generous aid, 
To make them blossom here : 

And think as each the bumper SIpS, 
Whilst wine inspires the soul, 

That, as he dips, some angel’s lips 
Salute him in the bowl. 


And when you hear Time’s busy wing 
Will roll the winter on, 

Then bid the sparkling goblet bring 
Fresh joys when those are gone ; 

And chase life’s winter from your brows, 
Nor let it freeze the soul, 

But, if it shows you care or woes, 
Why, sink them in the bowl. 


THE LAST BUGLE. 
(E. H. Cumming.) 


HARK! the muffled drum sounds the last march of 
the brave ; 
The soldier retreats to his quarters—the grave ; 


Under Death, whom he owns his commander-in- . 


chief, 
No more he’Il turn out with the ready relief ; 
¥et, spite of Death's terrors, or hostile alarms, 


When he hears the last bugle, he’H stand to his. 


arms. 


Worn out in the service, Death signed his dis. - 


charge, 
In the grave pitched his tent, where he’s pensioned 
at large 
In a corps of reserve, till the g¥eat muster-day, 
When the coward and hero shall each have their 

p2y- 

Then, spite of Death’s terrors, &c. 

Farewell, brother soldier, in peace may yon rest, 
And light lie the turf on your veteran breast, 
Until that great day when the souls of the brave 
Shall behold the chief ensign, fair Mercy’s flag, 


wave; 
Then, forced from Death’s terrors or hostile 
' alarms, 

When we hear the last bugle, we’ll stand to our 


arms, 
WHEN FIRST WE JOYOUS MET, 
(John Ambrose Williams. ) 


WHEN first we joyous met, 
What raptures filled my breast! 
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And ne’er can I forget 
The truth thy smiles confessed, 
A thousand changing notions, 
Till then unknown emotions, 
With Hope’s delicious potions, 
Embalmed or stole my rest. 


Now youth’s sweet hours are fled 
The light of joy is o’er, 
A light that Time will shed 
On our old heads no more. 
Yet life’s autumnal closing, 
Its season of reposing 
Is mild as that it rose in, 
With brighter hopes in store. 


Peace to the aged heart ! 
We gray in years have grown, 
Performed love’s various part, 
Nor need we aught disown. 
And when to earth descending, 
Our boys and girls attending, 
We'll teach them, by our ending, 
A lesson for their own, 


3’ 


GOPPOPOF 


| DON GIOVANNI’S FILLY IS THE FAVOU- 


RITE ’GAINST THE FIELD. 
Air— Epsom Races.”’-~( Moncrieff. ) 


Come, haste along, and join the throng, ye rural 
swains and graces, 


| For, on this day, by custom, they commence the 


annual races ; 


| The jockeys named for skill are famed » the horses 


entered are too, 


| For breed, and feed, and deed, and speed, re- 


nowned both near and far too. 
And, to be won, 
yield here, 
And Don Giovanni’s filly is the favourite ’gainst 
the field here. ; 


SPOKEN.] Aye, aye; come, gentlemen, clear 


old Lushington a silver cup will 


| the conrse and make your bets, the horses are just 


going to start; Don Giovanni’s bay, Caroline, 
against Lord Rattington’s Alien. One heat for 
the ladies’ plate : odds—two to one on Caroline. 
Clear the course, clear the course there. 


The stand is manned, the stewards’ true hearts 
rare joy soon they’ll yield here, 
For Don Giovanni’s filly’s fully backed against the 


field here. 
THE HUNTERS’ HORN. 
(Fitzsimons. ) 


Swirt from the covert the merry pack fled, 
While, bounding, they spring over valley and 
mead. 


Wide-spreading his antlers, erected his head, 


The stag his enemies scorning. 
Oh, had you seen, then, through torrent, through 
brake, 
Each sportsman, right gallant, his rival race take, 
’Twould have pleased beauty’s ear to have heard 
‘Echo wake 
To the hunters’ horn in the morning. 


Pleased was the forest, the mountain passed o’er, 
Yet freshly their riders the willing steeds bore ; 
The river rolled deep where the stag spurned the 
shore, 
Yet owned no timorous warning, 
So close was he followed, the foam where he 
sprung 
Encircled and sparkled the coursers among, 
While the dogs of the chase their rude melody 
run 
To the huntess’ horn in the morning. 
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THE WEDDING OF PAUDIEN O’RAFFERTY. 


i’M sure you’ve all heard of Miss Biddy O’Dog- 
herty, 

How she got married to Paudien O’ Rafferty, 

But you hav’n’t heard of the sporting fine wed- 
ding— 

About throwing the stocking when they were a- 
bedding : 

The bride was dressed out from the head to the 
tail 

Such cambrics, such ribbons, such muslins, and 
vail ; 

She locked so enchanting, so killing, bewitching, 

To get the first kiss sure my mouth was a-itching. 


Young Paudien, my jewel, was dressed out so 
neat, 


He’d a pair of white stockings and pumps on his } 


feet, 
He’d corduroy breeches, all spick and span new, 
He’d a red scarlet waistcoat, his coat dark sky- 
blue ; 
O, you souls, on his head he’d a neat carline hat, 
- And a tighter young boy there wasn’t than Pat ; 
The girls all swore, pon their souls, without flaf- 
tery, 
They wished ’twas their lot to get Paudien O’Raf- 
ferty. 


SPOKEN.] Now, you see, the company that 
were assembled— 


Was Dermot M‘Murrough, that’s uncle to Paddy, 

And a half-sister’s son of Biddy’s own daddy 5 

There was three cousin-jarmins of Mrs. O’Dog- 
herty, 

With a grandmother’s sister of Paudien O’Raf- 
ferty ; 

Now you see these were all of their own relations, 

Besides all the strangers that got invitations : 

There was Darby Delaney and Peter M‘Mullen, 

There was Nancy M‘Manus and sweet Kitty 
Cullen. 


Now we sat down to tea, when the clargy came in, 

And quickly to tie them sure he did begin ; 

The bride, the sweet creature, she blushed up like 

y etine? 

And Pat, all attention, stood up hard by her; 

And, when they were married, sly Pat, the young 
rogue, 

Laid hold of Miss Biddy and got the first pogue ; 

So we all gathered round, and more joy fell a 
wishing, 

Such shaking of hands, and such hugging and 
kissing. 


Now, when this was all over, why then we sat 
down, 

And the song and the glass went merrily round, 

Soon a smoking hot supper was laid on the table, 

With a “‘ Cead meela faultigh,” "tis eat while you’re 


able, % 

For there was mutton and turnips, and fine belly 
bacon, 

And a thumping peas-pudding, of Biddy’s own 
making 5 


There was a fat roasted goose, stuffed with praties 
and butter ; 

Now what do you think, wasn’t that a good sup- 
per? 


Now, while we were drinking the young couple’s 
heal:., 

Norah, Mooney, and Biddy, stole from us by 
stealth, 

And Pat, the sly sleveen, he scon took the hint, 

For he stripped off his clothes—to his darling he 
went ; 


But now was the fun, sure, of throwing the stocks 


ing— 
For it hit Kitty Cullen—but where’s rather shock- 
ing ; 
So we wished them good night, as the wedding 
was over, 
And left the young bride and her darling in clover. 
LABOUR, LADS, E’ER YOUTH BE GONE 
A CHORUS. 
( Dibdin.) 


LABouR, lads, e’er youth be gone, 

For see apace the day steals on ; 
Labour is the poor man’s wealth, 
Labour ’tis that gives him health; 
Labour makes us, while we sing, 
Happier than the greatest king. 

Then labour, lads, e’er youth, be gone, 
For see apace the day steals on. 


POPP PIP PX 


THE LONELY ISLE. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


Not faster yonder rowers might 
Fling from their oars the spray 5 

Not faster yonder rippling bright, 

That tracks the shallop’s course in night, 
Melts in the lake away, 

Than men from memory erasé 

The benefits of former days. 

Then, stranger, go! good speed the while, 

Nor think again of the lonely isle! 


High place to thee in royal court, 
High place in battled line; 
Good hawk and hound for sylvan sport, 
Where Beauty sees the brave resort,— 
The honoured meed be thine! 
True be thy sword, thy friend sincere, 
Thy lady constant, kind, and dear, 
And, lost in Love’s and Friendship’s smile, 
Be memory of the lonely isle. 


GPPIPLIIOP 


A MARRIED LIFE; 
OR, BEWARE OF THE HORNS. 
(T. Jones.) 


WHILE moments of happiness glide on, 
What comforts we find in a wife ! 

Though sometimes like ice that we slide on, 
Where no one is sure of his life: 

For when once the ice becomes broken, 
The roses are all turned to thorns, 

And the husband we know, by the token, 
Is deck’d with a large pair of horns, 


So a married life’s— 
A pleasing life, or a teazing life, 
Or a squalling life, or a bawling life, 
Or a winning life, or a sinning life, 
Or a lazy life, or a crazy life ; 
And a husband we know, by the token, 
Is frequently deck’d with the horns. 


A wife, for better or worse, we take, 
No changing when once we’re tied ; 
Then cautiously act,—make no mistake, 
Nor let beauty your passion decide : 
For when you find out that the roses 
You expected,—no longer adorns, 
You’ll find what my ditty supposes, ; 
And be evermore deck’d with the horns, 
For a married life’s, &c. 


PIPL PPLIS 
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COME, CHEER UP, MY LADS, MERRY 
CHRISTMAS IS NEAR. 


Air.—“ Hearts of Oak.” 


Come, cheer up, my lads, merry Christmas is near, 

And I hope we shall all have a happy New 
Year! 

Then eat your plum-puddings, and drink your 
strong ale, 

And may plenty and peace, in Old England ne’er 
fail ; 

O still may our flag be with lustre unfurl’d! 

Let’s ever be ready, steady, boys, steady, 

And true to ourselves we defy all the world. 

O still may our flag, &c. 


The king, and the state, and the laws of the land, 
The good constitution our forefathers plann’d, 
To maintain them, we all with one heart should 
agree, 
For while they protect us, Old England is free. 
O still may our flag, &c. 


No hand of oppression we ever can fear, 
Cur laws are the same for the peasant and peer; 
Our house is our castle, our fire-side our throne, 
And each man in Old England is sure of his own. 
O still may our flag, &c. 


Some men must be stronger, some wiser than 


others, 

But good laws can unite them, to live like good 
brothers ; 

For while the strong labour, the wise ones will 
think, 

And then in Old England we ne’er shall want 
chink. 


O still may our flag, &c. 


Then drink to the king, to the state, and the laws, 

With one heart, with one voice we’ll support free- 
dom’s cause. 

To commerce, to trade, to the plough, and the 
flail, , 

And may plenty and peace in Old England ne’er 
fasten; 


O still may our flag, &c. 


GIPOPPOEP 


YOUTH, DEAR SEASON, OF FOND PLEA- 
SURE. 


(W. W. Waldron.) 


YOUTH, dear season of fond pleasure, 
Wrapt in every gay delight ; 

In thy year thou ne’er can’st measure 
Days of gloom or sorrow’s night : 

From the sky no clouds alarm thee, 
E’en if there, they won’t appear. 

_ Autumn, spring, and summer charm thee : 

But no winter clouds thy year. 


Days of bliss, ah! must we sever,— 
Thy sad absence must we mourn, 
Will the aged bosom never 
Joy to hail thy sweet return? 
No, thou bloom’st thy little hour, 
Transient then, thou pass’d’st away, 
Short lived as the fragrant flower, 
Soon we mourn thy quick decay. 


Then let Virtue, purest blessing, 
With her offsprings, Grace and Truth, 
The chief treasures worth possessing, 
Light the breast of ev’ry youth: 
Then, her richest odours given, 
Cheer us each succeeding day, 
_ Whose sweet fragrance soars to heaven 
When life’s pleasures pass away. 


SPP PES OD 


WHEN SHOULD LOVERS BREATHE THEIR 
VOWS? 


(T. Moore.) 


WHEN should lovers breathe their vows? 
When should ladies hear them? 
When the dew is on the boughs, 
When none else is near them, 
When the moon shines cold and pale, 
When the birds are sieeping, 
When no voice is on the gale, 
When the rose is sleeeping, 
When the stars are bright on high, 
Like hopes in young love’s dreaming, 
And glancing round the bright clouds fly, 
Like soft tears to sheath their beaming. 


The faieest smiles are those that live 
On the brow by starlight wreathing, 

And their lips the richest incense give 
When the sigh is at midnight breathing ; 

Oh! softest is the cheeks’ love-ray 
When seen by moonlight hours ; 

Other roses seek the day, 
But blushes are night flowers ; 

Oh! when the moon and stars are bright, 
When the dew-drops glisten, 

Then their vows should lovers plight, 
Then should ladies listen. 


JOLLY FRIARS TIPPLED HERE. 
A GLEE, 
(G. Colman.) : 


JOLLY friars tippled here 
Ere these abbey-walls had crumbled, 
Still the ruins boast good cheer, 
Though long ago the cloisters tumbled. 
The monks are gone, 
Well, well ; 
But that’s all one, 
Let’s ring their knell, 
Ding, dong ! ding dong ! to the bald-pated monk : 
He set the example, 
We'll follow the sample, 
And all go to bed most religiously drunk. 


Peace to the good fat friar’s soul, 
Who, every day, 
Did wet his clay 
In the deep capacious bowl. 
Huzza! huzza! we’ll drink and we’ll sing, 
We'll laugh, 
And we'll quaff, 
And make the welkin ring! 


PEPE? SE BaL 


FAR FROM THE WORLD TO FLY, WHERE 
CARE IS REIGNING. 


(Kenney.) 


FAR from the world to fiy, where care is reigning, 
Hence all the toil of life, while thoughts disdain- 
ing. 
Here joys beguiling, 
Here beauty smiling, 
Here purest joys beguiling, 
Here love and beauty smiling, 
Arouse the manly heart to joys supreme ! 
For while within my dwelling, 
Is seen no form compelling, 
The laughing loves around in radiance beam, 
Or when the martial strain 
Shall rouse the warrior train, 
What charm like woman can controi 
The wilder passions of the soul. 


GPPOP LPL HL 
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TRANSFORMATIONS ; 
OR, THE DAYS OF YORE, 
Air— Bow, wow, wow.”’—{ Miss Bryant. ) 


Tas ancients, so the story goes, when dead were 
turned to flowers, 

‘To rocks, to animals, and stars, to grace the Gre- 
cian bowers ; 

But if the gods our 
tation, 


Good lack! ’twould be a blooming scene now in the 
coe 


British nation, 
To grow, grow, grow, 
The ancients died, 
Then rose in pride, 
To grow, grow, grow. 


A fighter well might be box-wood, a scolding wife | 


a nettic, 
A singer, to reward his notes, be made a singing- 
kettle ; 


And dandy nondescripts who strut, might sink to } 


dogs and asses, 
While wise and good s¢flecting men: are changed to 
looking-glasses, 
To grow, grow, grow, &c. 
If Jupiter should take a trip below, too, just to spy 
land, 


How rum ’twould be to see him turn a man into an : 


island ; 
Or since M‘Adam mends the roads, and levels 
. down each by-way, 
Mayhap, the god, by way of thanks, might turn 
him to a highway, 
To grow, grow, grow, &c. 
A toper well might be a vine, a baker turn to 
plaster, 


A teaman bloom a great sloe-bush, a church a pep- }: 


per-caster 5 
A publican be turpentine, a grocer rocks of salt, 
sirs, 
And brewers, too, 
thing but malt, sirs. 
To grow, grow, grow, &c. 
A lover, then, might be a goose, an alderman a 
turtle, 


A simpering, blooming, little miss. a pretty sprig of | 


myrtle ; 
A lawyer, too, might turn a screw, an overseer, 
I'll swear, sirs, 


Might be a flint, a thief a steel, and a justice be a | 


bear, sirs. 
To grow, grow, grow, &c. 


The living skeleton transformed might be the cata- | 


combs, sirs, 


for their homes, sirs ; 
A watchman be a sleeping-draught—a pretty girl 
turn honey, 
«.nd a poet, too, might well be changed to any 
thing but money. ° 
To grow, grow, grow, &c. 
Bt now my song is at an end, no more I’ll ring 
the changes, 
But leave you, friends, to spend your time where- 
ever fancy ranges ; 
Though first, indeed, before I go, I'll for this fa- 
vour sre, sivas, 
However time may me transform, to find no change 
in you, sirs, 
To grow, grow, grow, &c, 
MASONRY WITH GENEROUS SKILL. 
Air—© Sweet are the Charms of her I love.” 


WIUIILE arts and sciences do lie 
In embryo in the human mind, 


present race turned to a vege- | 








might all be changed to any 
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’Twas then the rough inclement sky 
Made men employ their wits to ind 

A shelter from the piercing cold, 

Hence caves and dens were dng of old. 


But masonry, with generous skill, 
Made cities, castles, temples nse - 
With influence superior still, 
Formed masons in socicties, 
Where friendship in perfection shines, 
And harmony unceasing reigns, 


Thus chaos wrapt in darkness lay, 
When it the omnific fiat heard ; 
From womb of night sprang new-born day, 
And thus the world’s grand lodge was reared 
With joy angelic harps were strung, 
From pole to pole creation sung. 


PIPPIPO IPP 


THE MIDSHIPMAN., 


OF Britain’s future hopes I sing, 
From which unnumbered chiefs shall spring,. 
To guard their native land and king, 

In short, E sing the midshipman. 


When tossing on old ocean’s foam, 
Perhaps, a thousand Icagues from home, 
No danger can his mind o’ercome,. 
Or daunt the dashing midshipman: 


Should hosts of foes appear in sight, 
With joy he hails the coming fight ; 
No hostile fleets can c’er affright 
The little fearless. midshipman. 


When shot like hail flies thick around, 
Inflicting many a fatal wound, 
Unawed he hears the cannon sound, 

Tis music to the midshipman, 


The battle o’er,. he views: with pain 
The deck spread o’er with numbers slain,. 
Nor pleads a wounded foe in vain, 

To move a gallant midshipman. 


His faults partake of virtue’s hue, 
For still to king and country true, 
And though temptation may subdue, 
Can never change a midshipman. 


From thence a Nelson, Duncan sprung, 
Brave Hood, and numbers yet unsung, 
Let not, then, a despiteful tongue 

Defame the name of midshipman. 


GIP IG IL 


TON TON SOUNDS THE HORN. 


: ie : WHEN over the mountain’s brow pecps the youne 
The milkmen, too, might choose out chalk, or water,. | jah peep YOUNES 


morn, 

The pack the dew dashing, ton ton sounds the 
horn ; 

The fox, scared from the kennel where cunning he 
lay, 


Brushes off to the tally ho!—we burst away. 


Up hill and down valley we rattle along, 
No dog is at fault, for the scent it lies strong ; 
No hedge or ditch stops us, we circle the woods, 


High over the swinging bar, dash through the 


floods. 


The view-hollow given, the wild welkin rings ; 
Hark, hark! they re-echo, ’tis music for kings ; 
Men, horses, and hounds in loud harmony share 
The chorus of Nature—can Nature forbear? 


When down he went dodging, a double he tries, 
O’er banks and hedge brushing, to cover he flies , 
What man can be tame, or be tempted to stay, 
Or think upon safety, who hears hark away! 


PPIEF LOOP 
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THE ROBIN. 
(Upton. } 


STOP, boy, lay by that murdering gun, 
Thy direful aim forego ; 

What harm has Bob, poor Robin, done, 
That thou should prove his foe? 


No harm nor ill to thee or thine, 
That you should take his life ; 

Then, boy, thy blood-fraught sport decline, 
Nor wage with innocence strife. 


Docs he not tune his swectest song, 
To please the list’ning car? 

from morn to night the strain prolong, 
Where’er he does appear ? 


Then spare the bird with bosom red, 
And what thou canst, too, give; 
He only craves some crumbs of bread, 

Then let poor Robin live! 


GPP IFLIC SR 


PUBLIC POLITICAL MEETINGS. 
Air—‘* The London Newspapers.” —(Beulcr. ) 


In England, you see, folks of every degree, 
From the highest to the lowest, are all states- 
men 3 
The radical’s a bore that in public will roar 

Against court-pensioners and placemen, 

Whilst the ministerial man, on a mysterious plan, 

Proceeds in a way that is stranger : 

Forges pike-heads and shots for green-bag plots, 

And swears that the state is in danger. 

Public mecting—plots defeating, 
Rebels spying—libels trying, — 
Sword and sithe—tax and tithe, 

And each party the other e’er abuses. 

SPOKEN.] Ha! Old Nick, I’m glad to see you 
at our mecting: dreadful times these, when our 
liberty’s violated, our laws debauched, and constitu- 
tion’s broken! But let’s listen to the horytars. 
That there man with a face like the red sea, a hat 


like the white sea, a shirt like the black sea, anda : : u i 
| tried by twelve jury-men instead of one mayor, it 


| was soon found out that what Mr. Oliver Pry took 


mouth like the bawltic, is a vastly clever fellow ; 
listen, and you'll yhear. (Spoken in a different 
voice.) Gentlemen—no, I'll not disgrace you by 
calling you gentlemen, gentlemen,—no, I’ll call 
you co-patrioters and fellow-citizens, gentlemen. I 
am an upright, downright, plain, straight-forward, 


pint-blank, blunt, bold, open-minded, not-to-be- | 


frightened, honest Englishman, and I rise to make 


a few observations on the deplorable conditions to | 


which rapeecious min’sters have reduced my poor 


country, countrymen, women, and children. First } _. Y ; : 
el M ‘ f | Bills stuck here and there, notify that their 


and foremost, haven’t they taxed every ie oe 
Formerly I could afford to drink my wine, now I’m 
obligated to drink my water. And what have they 


taxed us for? why, to support rotten boroughmon- | 


gers, worse than rotten cheesemongers, sinnercurist, 


grooms of the stool, bed-chamber lords, privy-cham- | 


ber gentlemen, mecessaxy women, spies, parasites, 
informers, and inquisitors. It is they that pray 
and feed on, and devour, by inches, the poor phea- 
santry of this here country. Perhaps what I’ve 
said may be said to be contrary to law, but I don’t 
mind the law—I came here to speak my mind 
fearlessly and uprig’teously. I’ve now, gentlemen, 
an important particular to relate:—a friend of 
mine has procured the bones of Mr. Thomas Paine. 
“In another voice.) I say, did he bone them? No; 
ne dug ’em up, and each bone will be exhibited pro 
sono! Talking of Thomas Paine, gentlemen, puts 
me in mind of Christianity. They talk about 
Zhristianity'! when, look at the black corruption 
of our elargymen. What, our chimney-sweepers ? 
No; onr bishops. Hollah. here come the soldiers! 


| belong to me? 
}and glory, I mean they were speaking erudition 
; against the state and his Majesty’s worshipful com- 
| pany of ministers. 
/nisters! flat high treason, by St. George and the 


| me a sinnercurer. 





Then I had better go; so, help us out of the wag- 


Then, search the world through, you'll find it truc, 
Every rogue his neighbour accuses. 


The public will storm for ever for reform, 
And for that they will oft have a meeting, 
There each one will strain, according to his vein, 
’Gainst government trickery and cheating. 


| Then major and mayor to the meeting repair, 


To prevent breach of peace or a riot ; 


| With soldiers at their back, and constables a pack, 


Who crack people’s heads to keep em quiet. 
Speakers spouting—people shouting, 
Notes taking—heads breaking, 
Sharp swords—seditious words, 
So each one his power wrongly uses. 
SPOKEN, in a magisterial tone.] Well, Oliver 
Pry, who have you got there; any body from the 
diabolical, riotous, radical meetings? An’ please 


our honour’s worship and glory,-I o’erheard this 
Ly p glory 


here man and woman talking high treas-on. High 
trees-on! whom do the trees belong to; do they 
An’ please your honour’s worship 


Hey! what! against the mi- 


Dragon! What were they talking about? An’ 


| please your honour’s worship and glory, they were 


talking about firing a beacon. Firing a beacon! 


| here’s a flaming plot discovered ! take him to prison 
| directly. But I hope your worship will hear what 
| I’ve got to say in my defence. 
| take him away; and as for the woman, I'll keep 
| her back, to examine her privately ; and then I’ll 
| send off the particulars to Lord Side 
| him away and keep him to hard labour till he’s 
| tried, then he’ll be hung as sure as a gun. 
| Oliver, I think this will be a good job for us‘if we 


No, I wo’n't; 


th. Take 





Well, 


can bring it home to ’em. Yes, your honour’s 
worship and glory, they can’t do less than make 
you a barren knight-man, and perhaps they’ll make 
Well, the man was indicted,” 
and his trial came on; but, as he happened to be 


to be firing a beacon was only the man talking to 
his wife about frying of bacon, therefore the man 
was acquitted ; Oliver Pry turned out to be a rogue, 
and was rewarded with a place ; the mayor proved 
an ass, and was knighted accordingly. 


Then, search the world through, &c. 


To mect in their turn ministerialists burn 
To cut down the radical pest-tree ; 


Public meeting will be held in a vestry. 
There ministers of grace, and other men of place, 
’Cuse the people of blasphemy and treason ; 
Then petition the prince, and beg he’ll not mince 
Any thing to bring them back to reason. 
Bring a bill in— bout folks drilling, 
Fire-arms showing—meetings going, 
Laws re-dress—shackle the press, 
For there in the press great abuse is. 


SPOKEN.] A right reverend magistrate, parson 
Opiate, rose to speak. (Spoken in a dull, drawl- 
ing, monotonous voice, as many divines preach. ) 
"Tis evident, gentlemen, that a great rebellion is 
on the point of breaking out ;—a rebellion that will 
introduce all those barbarous brutalities, dreadful 
massacres, bloody executions, and horrible assas- 
sinations, which disgrace the annals of the French 
Revolution !—the people seem ripe for it ; I cannot, 
indeed I need not, bring a greater proof than this 
—no one comes to hear me preach, and, if they do, 
gentlemen, they all fall asleep, though it is well 
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known to you that I preach as long and as loud as 
any minister of the gospel can afford to do for one 
thousand pounds per annum. And then, the de- 
plorable and dreadful depravity, infamous licen- 
tiousness, and horrid blasphemy of the press! 
There are now, gentlemen, no periodical publica- 
tions proper to be perused, except the Courier, the 
Post, and the New Times. The frequent radical 
meetings make one shudder! if it were not, gen- 
tlemen, for the activity of our police and the loyalty 
of our mayors, what would become of us? we should 
all be plundered of our property and slaughtered 
in our beds! every praise is due to them, and par- 
ticularly to our late worthy mayor, to whom the 
words of the poet may be so well applied :— 


‘€ Spafields’ and Smithfield’s plot lay hid in night, 
Heaven said, ‘ let At—ns see,’ and all was light.” 


It is such as he, gentlemen, that keep the riotous, 
rebellious mob in proper subjection, and an Eng- 
hsh mob, gentlemen, is a monster like this :— 


In body a bull, in heart a lamb, 
In voice a lion, in head a ram, 
Whose head full-but in a halter will poke, 
Then tamely submit to be Ied by the yoke. 


Thus, search the world through, &e. 


GPIISPIEP?P SP 


THE SOUL-ENLIVENING GLASS. 
(D. Carey.) 


CAN her blushing charms surpass 
Yonder soul-enlivening glass? 
Fair and rosy must she be, 
Bacchus! if she rival thee. 


Are the sweets that deck her lip 
Like the dew thy vot’ries sip? 
Balmy sweet those lips must be, 
Bacchus! if she rival thee. 


Can the bliss her smiles dispense 
Pour oblivion o’er the sense ? 
Sweet oblivion it must be, 
Bacchus! if she rival thee. 


Can her mind, when these forsake her, 
Still a blooming goddess make her ? 
Such an one, if such there be, 

She alone shall rival thee. 


PRFIPIEEIP DP 


THE FAIRY’S SONG. 
(J. H. Dixon.) 


WHEN the village is wrapt in quiet sleep, 
And the hum of voices is still, 

From our tiny mansions we softly creep, 
And hie to the thymy hill, 


And there we trip with our nimble feet, 
While the moonbeams fall on the fell, 

And our melody is the music sweet 
That peals from the heather-bell. 


And oft we gather a garland fair 
Of flowers and sprays so green, 

And a wild wreath form for the flowing hair 
Of our lovely fairy queen. 


And then, frem the beautiful fairy land 
Where never did mortal tread, 

We send sweet dreams and visions bland 
To float round the peasant’s bed. 


And ever we cause from the maiden’s breast 
All turbulent thoughts to flee, 

And we show her the form of her lover blest, 
Who sails on the moonlit sea. 


We know not the woes of a world like this, 
No cares do our lives annoy, 


Our days are a round of endless bliss-— 
A scene of eternal joy! 


PPPOPPOSD 


.BETTY MARTIN AND MY EYE! 


OR, ENOCH MOSS’S DISSERTATION ON WOMAN. 


Air—‘* A Piper in a Meadcw playing.” 
(E. ¥. B. Box.) 


VAT ish vomans ven you try her? 
Dat ish arl I vants to know; 

Vhen for good you sell or buy her, 
Vat’s she more as outside show ? 


I’ve a vife vat costs me monies 

__ Every day vat ish I live, 

More dan, if dere better none is, 
I’d for fifty Venus’s give. 


Vat’s her beauty arl, in von sense ? 
Call her angel—vat a lie ; 

Arl you mean’s no more as nonsense, 
Betty Martin and my eye! 


Vat ish vomans, dress her fine up, 
But a chattering, gay macaw? 

If a sheep den be your sign up, 
You’re de head, but she’s de jaw. 


If you mit Old Hymens deal.vas, 
Light as he may fit de ring, 
Vomans soon you tighter feel vas 

Got you in her leading-string. 


Vomans, vonce she cuts your mutton, 
You vill never be at loss, 

She’ll (though you be quite a glutton) 
Find more as ’nough of caper-sauce. 


If by auction-sale you lot her 
Out—knocked down for bargam nice ; 

Of Satan’s apple who vat’s got her 
Finds he’s bought a bitter slice. 


Now II] tell you, vonce for arl, vat 
Vomans like de vinds, vat blow 

Up changes,—now a storm, vat’s arl hot, 
Now more cold as frozen snow. 


She’s as a hurricanes unruly, 
Uncertain as a farding toss ; 

In short, she’s arl I tell, as truly 
As vat my name ish Enoch Moss. 


PPPEFISP 


AH, WELL-A-DAY, POOR LADY! 
(T. Dibdin.) 


*T'ls far away o’er yonder plains 

A cruel pagan tyrant reigns, 

And holds a Christian maid in chains, 
Ah, well-a-day, poor lady! 


While every day some gallant knight, 
Who strives to win this lady’s right, 
Is by the pagan slain in fight. 

Ah, well-a-day, poor lady! 


And e’er the sun forsakes the sky, 
Unless more powerful aid is nigh, 
The pagan she must wed or die. 

Ah, well-a-day, poor lady! 
And now fair Eglantine is gone _ 
(By jealous pangs her bosom torn) 
To save her love, or die forlorn. 

Ah, well-a-day, poor lady! 


GPLIPOIP 


JERRY BLOSSOM’S DESCRIPTION OF 
MODERN EDUCATION. 


My father, poor creature, so oftentimes said, 
That learning would only confuse my poor head, 
2 
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Says he, my dear Jerry, thou know’st very well, 


Thou art quiet and will soon make a man of thysel. 


So he got me a place wi’ a lady hard by, 

Who soon took 2 liking and fancy to I, 

For she had a daughter and three bonny boys, 
Who all were at school for to make themsel’ wise. 


The first that came home a parson would be, 
For I ne’er see’d a monkey so wicked as he, 
For he call’d for his dogs and took up his gun, 
And shot at the chickens and call’d it but fun. 


The next that came home I could never make out, 

For he strutted, and swaggered, and niggled about, 

He’d a large pair of gloves on, with nout but a 
thumb, 

And he talked about millers, and fibbers, and rum. 


Miss Fanny came home so nimble and sharp, 

She capered about, and she strummed on the harp, 
And when she had nothing her mind to amuse, 
She sat like a cobbler and mended her shoes. 


To make up the number, home came the young 
squire, 
Wi’ a pair of long spurs, like the tongs by the fire, 


He was dressed like a coachman, for fun, I suppose, | 


Wi’ a couple of leeches tucked under his nose. 


Thinks I, I shall never make nought of all 
these, 

So I’ll go where they’li learn me to serve and to 
please, 


And if you, my kind gentlefolks, think that the | 


best, 
[ll stick to it ever, and laugh with the rest. 
THE NOSEGAY. 
( Arnold.) 


I CULL’D for my love a fresh nosegay one day, 
She smil’d as I flew to her side, 
I check’d the soft sunbeam of pleasure’s bright 


ray, 
While thus I half playfully cried : 

These beauties and sweets, gentle maid, are like 

yours, 

This nosegay thy excellence tells, 

The rose, to thy eye, like thy beauty allures, 
But its thorn, like thy virtue, repels. 

The softest carnation that blooms by its side, 
In thy bosom is pity’s soft glow, 

. The lily, fair purity’s image and pride, 

Resembles that bosom of snow. 


The violet I found where, retreating from view, 
It shrunk from the popular gaze, 
Its modest retirement reminds me of you, 
So sweet, yet so heedless of praise. 
The jasmine, so simple, so sweet to the sense, 
Of gentle and delicate hue, 
Recalls all thy talents, so void of pretence, 
So modest, so exquisite too, 
The woodbine, where bees love their treasure to 
seek, 
Is a type of affection like mine, 
But most may this unnotic’d flow’r, my wishes 
speak, 
And heart’s ease for ever be thine. 


LILO PL IF 


THE GREAT MOGUL AND THE BLUE- 
BOTTLE. 
(G. Colman.) 


Air—e Of a noble race is Shenkin.” 
OH! the Great Mogul, call’d Babor, 
Was a little fat punchinello ; 


On his Ottoman gay, 
How he dozed all day, 
Squat under a grand umbrella! 


Air—‘** Cease rude Boreas.” 
When a monarch so despotic 
Yielded to the drowsy god, 
Spreading round him a narcotic, 
All his court began to nod :— 
Air—* We're a’ noddin.”’ 
So they all nodded, nid, nid nodded, ¥ 
All nodded, round the Great Mogul. 
When he chane’d to wake, then how brisk they 
grew, 
When again he nodded, then they all nodded too ; 
And they all nodded, &c. 


Air—‘* Black Joke” 
But it happened one day, while to sleep he in- 
clined, 

That a mighty big fly, of the Hindustan kind, 

Kept buzzing just under the Great Mogul’s nose. 
<« By Mahomet!” bellowed the Emperor, then, 
“¢ If that blue-bottle ever should plague me again, 
«« My first lord in waiting, that minute, shall die, 
“* Unless he immediately catches the fly, 

<¢ That dares to disturb my imperial repose.” 


Air— Maid of Lodi.” 
Again soft slumbers coming, 
The Emperor ceased to speak ; 
Again the fly came humming, 
Aud stuck upon his cheek, 


Air—<‘¢ Let the Toast pass.” 
Then the first lord in waiting took aim with much 
grace, 
Calling all his good stars to assist him ; 
And dealt the Mogul a sound slap in the face, 
Crying, a Curse the blue-bottle, I’ve missed 
him! 
¢¢ Rot it, how dull! 
<¢ Wo on my skull! 
“©The fly has escaped, and I’ve floored th 
Mogul !” : 
Air—‘* Young Lobski.” 
The Mogul got up, with fury fraught— 
A limner then his likeness caught, 
Which makes him look so grim, they say, 
On packs of cards, in the present day. 
The present day, &c. 


PIPE POPP 


THE BRITISH THREE-DECKER. 
(Bryant.) 
WHEN old daddy Neptune lived over the water, 
He often convers’d with Britannia, his daughter, 
And, as Frenchmen and Spaniards were Iriskp 
men’s railers, 
This Britain soon call’d us an Island of Sailors. 
Sing tureiaddle oh! tureiaddle oh! 
Whack fal de ral de ral tureiaddle oh! 


Said he to his daughter, one day, at his dinner, 

This island’s a ship, sure as I am a sinner ; 

If it unfurls its sails and should go out a cruising, 

By the oakey! our foes she’ll be quickly confusing. 
Sing tureiaddle oh! 


Saint Patrick was cabin-boy neat and so pretty, 
He sang a good song, and was devilish witty ; 
And when post-captain rated, he made the crew 


jolly, 
For ke kill’d Mr. Care, and he drown’d Melan- 
choly. 
Sing tureiaddle oh! 


Now Paddy was gay, he was merry and frisky, 
Lov’d beef to be sure, but less water than whiskey, 
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And, och, when he died he left ne one his chink, 


sir, . 
For he spent it in whiskey, for Neptune to drink, 


sire 
Sing tureiaddle oh! 


SWEET BARD OF WO! 


(D. L. Richardson.) 


SWEEET Bard of Wo! 
Oh! sweep again the plaintive lyre ' 

And, while the gems of feeling flow 
Adown the trembling wire, 

I'll bless the Minstrel’s sacred art 
That calms the fever of the heart! 


The spell-fraught gleam, 
That made thine early pathway bright, 
Hath vanished like the passing dream, 
In sorrow’s troubled night ; 
And mirth’s broad glare but mocks the gloom, 
Like summer sunlight o’er a tomb! 
Gay Hope was young— 
And she of love and joy would speak, 
But silent are the notes she sung— 
And oh! thine heart might break, 
But for the mournful harp of wo, 
That bids the soothing tear to flow! 


Lorn Bard of Tears ! 
Oh! sweep again the plaintive string! 
And while the strain that grief endears, 
A sound cf peace shall bring ; 
I'll bless the Minstrel’s sacred art, 
That calms the fever of the heart! 


GPR EPPP 


FINE YOUNG WIDOWS. 


Must we be forgotien still, 
Fine young widows ? 
Must we be forgotten still, 
And not think the treatment ill? 
Oh! this is enough to kill 
Fine young widows! 
‘Thus to see preferred each ninny, 
Fine young widows! 


Come and try them, miss or hit, 
Fine young widows! 
Come and try them, miss or hit, 
They’re not worse for wear a whit, 
We’ll engage a ready fit. 
Fine young widows' 


PGRIGL OF 


SMART YOUNG BACHELORS. 


HERE we are a dashing set, 
Smart young bachelors! 
Here we are a dashing set, 
Over head and ears in debt, 
Seeking each a wife to get, 
Smart young bachelors! 


When young maidens we implore, 
Smart young bachelors! 


When young maidens we implore, 


With an eye upon their store, 
Tis for love, and-—nothing more, 
Smart young bachelors! 


Up to fashion’s height we dress, 
Smart young bachelors ! 

Up to fashion’s height we dress, 

Quite the go—but, would you guess ? 

Sometimes poor and pennyless, 
Smart young bachelors ! 


Youth and beauty we pursue, 
Smart young bachelors ! 
Youth and beauty we pursue, 
Though some wrinkled dame might do, 
With one thousand pounds or two, 
Smart young bachelors! 


What a life twould be to us, 
Smart young bachelors! 
What a life ’twould be to us, 
Wife at home, and child at nurse, 
Not a penny in the purse, _ 
Smart young bachelors! 


Ladies all, it matters not, 

Smart young bachelors ! 
Ladies all, it matters not, 
Gentle, simple, tall, or squat, 
So you have the rhino got. 


. Thus to see preferr’d each ninny 
Spinster shrivell’d, lame, and grinning, 
Bachelors old, lank, and skinny, 

Fine young widows! 


SPOKEN.] Then, indeed, you have the command 
of them, and may choose a husband when you 
please, to keep him from the list of— 

Poor old bachelors ! 
Let us boldly claim our meed, 
Fine young widows! 
Let us boldly claim our meed, 
t 


GPIP LOLOL 


THE MYRTLE AND ARROW OF LOVE. 


THE soldier who to battle goes, 
And danger braves for duty, 
Although he laughs at fear or foes, 
Like others, sighs for beauty ; 
For Cupid’s a general whom all must obey, 
As the bravest of mortals can prove, 
For no weapon, though keenest that art can dis- 


Let us doff the sable weed, | 
And in search of husbands speed. 

Fine young widows! 
We will ask the men of sense, 

Fine young widows! 
We will ask the men of sense, 
If a house and sterling pence, 

' Will give them the least offence. 

Fine young widows! 
We, for Fate would have it so, 

‘Fine young widows ! 
We, for Fate would have it so, 
Laid our former husbands low, 
Spent some time in decent wo, 

Fine young widows! 
Yet one secret,don’t refuse, 

Fine young widows! 
Yet one secret don’t refuse, 
Nor our confidence abuse, 
Our late husbands left their shoes. 

Fine young widows! 


play, 
Can wound like the arrow of love. 


The soldier from the field returns, 
To tell his mattial story, 
With joy his ardent bosom burns, 
To gain the meed of glory ; 
But glory you'll find little more than a name, 
And affection much sweeter will prove, 
For though grateful the much-envied laurel of 
fame, 
Much dearer’s the myrtle of love. 


PILPAOVER 


Ms 
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Oo COME TO THE GROVE, WHERE THE 


CYPRESS-BOUGH SHADING. 
( Wood.) 


O COME to the grove, where the cypress-bough, 


shading 
The calm gliding streamlet, in solitude grows ; 


When the last ray of brightness in heaven is | 


fading, 
And Nature seems hushed by herself to repose. 


There, while the moon’s ray on the foliage sleep- 


eth, 
We'll talk how the prospects of life are o’er- 
thrown ; 
And on each tale of sorrow that misery weepeth, 
We'll ponder, till sympathy makes it our own, 


For love’s disappointments our pity shall waken, 
For virtue and valour neglected we’ll mourn ; 

Our sighs shall be given for bosoms forsaken, 
Our tears for the friends that can never return. 


And, oh! we will say, as the star-beams fleet o’er 
us, 
And this shall be all the remembrance we crave, 


Some sensitive heart may hereafter deplore us, 
And pity’s tears water the flowers on our grave. 


PLPIP PLE LF 


VM EVER JOVIAL, GAY, AND FREE—AND | 


SO YOUR HUMBLE SERVANT. 
(Cobb.) 


WHEN up to London first I came, 
An awkward country-booby, 

I gaped, and stared, and did the same 
As every other looby, 

With countenance demurely set, 

I doffed my hat to all I met, 
With— Zir, your humble servant!” 


Alas! too soon I got a wife ; 
And proud of such a blessing, 
The joy and business of my life 
Was kissing and caressing. 
’Twas, ‘Charmer! sweeting! duck, and dove!’ 
And I, o’er head and ears in love, 
Was Cupid’s humble servant. 


But when the honeymoon was past, 
Adieu to tender speeches! 

Ma’am loved quadrille, and lost too fast, 
I swore I’d wear the breeches. 

I storm in vain—restraint she hates : 

« Adieu!’ she cries, ‘ the party waits ; 
« My dear! your humble servant ! ” 


She’s gone, poor girl! and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle smiling, 
I’d envy not a higher lot, 
The tedious hours beguiling ; 
If Care peeps in, I’m busy then, 
I nod—desire he’ll call again, 
And am his humble servant. 


Since life’s a jest, as wise one’s say, 
’Tis best employed in laughing ; 

And come what frowning cares there may, 
My antidote is quaffing : 

I’m ever jovial, gay, and free, 

For this is is my philosophy ; 
And so—your humble servant. 


GRItrr¢r 


FOR YOU, PRETTY SALLY, FOR YOU. 
(Upton. ) 
DEAR Sally, behold me returned from the wars, 
With a heart true and faithful as ever ; 
And though in my person disfigured by scars, 
Yet nought could my constancy sever ; 


For true as the compass, a sailor’s best friend, 
My love was to Sally directed ; 
And sure, I may say, since the war’s at an end, 
In battle for you was protected, 
For you, pretty Sally, for you! 


When mischief has hovered its omens around, 
And dark was the face of the ocean ; 
My heart ne’er the least of uneasiness found, 
Nor felt, but for you, an emotion ; 
When Breage and lightning pealed round us like 
shot, 
And billows tempestuous were rolling ; 
If a thought turned on thee, I each danger forgot, 
That thought was so kind and consoling, 
For you, pretty Sally, for you! 


Full many’s the time when my messmates have 
slept 
And the mid-watch has fell to nty duty ; 
From the day that we parted, a reckoning I’ve 
kept 
For e’er in my mind was thy beauty ; 
But oh! how can langnage my raptures impart, 
When homeward the vessel was stcering ; 
’T was almost too much, my dear girl, for my heart, 
My joy was so great and endearing! 
For you, pretty Sally, for you! 


PPEaIPOEL 


THE FLY AND THE FISH. 


A LITTLE fly one day did look, 
Fol Jol de dol lol liddle dol de dee. 
At a fish within a brook, 
Fol lol, &c. 
The fly did gaze with eye so bold, 
Upon the fish who shone with gold, 
Who, although dumb, did a tazl unfold, 
Fol lol, &c. 


“Now flies have hearts like other things, 


Fol lol, &c. 
And ’tis well known that flies have stings, 

Fol lol, &c. 
And the fly, whose story here is sung, 
Was by a May-bee’s beauty stung, 
And flies, like men, are by love wrung. 

Fol lol, &c. 


The fish, not thinking of the fly, 
Fol lol, 
First opened his mouth, then oped his eye, 
Fol lol, 
Not dreaming that a soul was nigh, 
He drank of the stream, and looked at the sky, 


And still went on most swim-ming-ly, 
Fol lol, &c 


&c. 
&ce. 


Said the fly, if from that fish’s tail, 
; Fol lol, &c. 


Fol lol, &c. 
He ne’er could miss it when ’twas done, 
And if for my sweetheart it could be won 


It would make a nice hat for to keep off the sun, 
Fol lol, &c. 


I could but steal a golden scale, 


The fly not feeling any dread, 

Fol lol, &c. 
By a mistake, for the tail took the head, 

Fol lol, &c. 
To snatch the scale he did not pause, 
Quite valiant in his May-bee’s cause, 
But, alas! fell into the fish’s jaws, 

Fol lol, &c. 


MORAL. 


All you young men that are in love, 
Fol lol, &c. 


Pray, let this talea warning prove, 


Fol lol, &c. 
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If you would for your swecthearts get 

A present of silk, lace, or net, J 

Pray, mind and keep out of the jaws of debt, 
Fol lol, &c. 


PPPIPLPF 


I THOUGHT I SHOULD GO MAD WITH 
JOY. 
(Male.) 
WHEN first my Thomas, so neat and so smart, 
sir, 
Appeared, with his face full of smiles, 
No longer I found I held my own heart, sir, 
So easy our sense love beguiles ; 
But when he told me he loved me most dearly, 
And begged I’d not act so coy, 
I blushed, looked foolish, but answered sincerely, 
And thought I should go mad with joy. 


The ticket he gave me when last we parted, 
When pearly drops filled both our eyes, 

I hung on his bosom, near broken-hearted, 
And Echo returned our fond sighs ; 

Should Fate now but grant a smiling behest, sir, 
And Fortune shine on the dear boy, 

Love backed with riches,—our wedding how blest, 


sir 
I think I should go mad with joy. 


Then, dressed out so fine—the pink of the fashion, 
We’ll both of the mode be the ton, 

Sport a new tandem, so gaily we’ll dash on, 
And all our fine trappings put on : 

Our servants so smart, new livery dressed in, 
Our footman a little black boy, 

While lads and girls with envy are bursting, 
We both shall be stark mad with joy. 


PPP OPIS 


JERRY’S BATCH OF CAKES; 
OR, MY EYE AND PEGGY MARTIN ! 
Air— I made love to Kate.” 


HERE am I so gay, I hope to make you merry ; 

Here are cakes, come, buy away, encourage little 
Jerry ; 

The world, you will agree, of things that’s strange 
partakes, sir, 

We’re all one family, and all like different cakes, 


sir. 
ated To be sure ; there are your hot cakes 
and your cold cakes, your flat cakes and your sharp 


cakes, your dry cakes and your shy cakes, your 
biscuits and your any cakes—for my part, I recom- 
mené every one of you to 


Buy nice cakes I sell’, they’re genuine I’m sartin, 
But, if the truth I tell, it’s all my eye and Peggy 
Martin. 


A coxcomb’s head is chaff, like mould-crust, wo’n’t 
bake, sir, 

Too puffy he’s by half, and therefore called a cake, 
sir ; , 

While the miser, lack-a-day, ’s a gripe-cake, you 
may trust, sir, 

And the best that you can say, he’s but a mouldy 
crust, sir. 


SPOKEN.] I met a miser the other day—Hark’e, 
fellow, says he, are your cakes made of the best 
flour? O, yes, upon my honour, sir, says I. D—n 
your honour, says he, when I was in trade I had 
no honour, Egad, he had me there ; however, I 
advised him to 


Buy a nice queen-cake, they’re genuine, I’m sartin, 
But, if honour is the stake, it’s all my eye and 
Peggy Martin. 
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A sailor, like a tea-cake, is moulded of the best, 
Sir ; 

A bailiff, like a sea-cake, is d —d hard to digest. 
sir ; 

The doctor is an ill cake, sure you will agree, sir, 

And, if he gives a pill-cake, he pockets snug his 
fee, sir. 

hae es German doctor came to attend my 

wife when she was dying. Oh, oh! says he, dis 

very bad country for de health, de people do die 

very fast here. Says I, Doctor, I’ll be very much 

obliged to you te tell me the country where the 

people do not die, and I’ll go there and end my 

days. ’Gad, I had him there! Come, said I, 

Doctor, and 


Buy my cakes so fine, my wife’s dead I’m sartin, 
For her to grieve or pine, is all my eye and Peggy 
Martin! 


A prude, you know’s a dry cake, neither bitter, 
sour, nor sweet; 

A coquette we'll call a sly cake, that none would 
wish to eat ; 

A soldier is a rum cake, who frightens well our 
foes, sir, 

And pretty miss a plumb-cake, a bride-cake, we 
all know, sir. 


SPOKEN.] Few females, I fancy, but what are 
fond of a bride-cake, though they all declare, O 
dear, don’t talk to me about husbands, I hate the 
nasty men, I’m resolved I’ll never be married '—- 
Till somebody asks you, said I. That’s right, 
miss, take my advice, and 


Bride-cake buy again, of this I’m sure and sartin, 
If you say you hate the men, it’s all my eye and 
Peggy Martin ! 


A lover is a lean cake, softened by his fair, sir 5 

And beauty is a queen-cake, that drives him to 
despair, sir ; 

Of spices made so pat, a lawyer is a ban cake, 

His client is the flat, and therefore like a pancake. 


SPOKEN.] The law always bothers me, for it 
puts me in mind of a coffin, if once you get in you 
never get out again ; therefore, sooner than meddle 
or make, I would advise you to 


Buy nice cakes, and regale—of this I’m sure and 


sartin, 
If lawyers tell a tale, it’s all my eye and Peggy 
Martin. 


Now, to sum up all my cakes, and make ’em in 
one batch, sir, 

May the devil that hard cake, monopoly, once 
catch, sir, 

In his oven, warm and deep, may he be baked 

secure, sir; 

Whilst the wheat-cake may grow cheap, for to be- 
nefit the poor, sir. 


SPOKEN.] And there’s not the least doubt of it, 
as we keep unanimous at home; and, should our 
enemies choose to be troublesome, why, I’ll tell 
7em this— 

Our soldiers would take heart, and our seamen, 
too, I’m sartin, 

Would tell our enemies it’s all my eye and Peggy 
Martin! — 


PP PP EPP 


MY WIFE’S A WINSOME WEE THING. 


SHE is a winsome wee thing, 

She is a handsome wee thing, 

She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife 0’ mine. 


I never saw a fairer, 
I never lo’ed a dearer, 
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And neist my heart Ill wear her, 
For fear my jewel tine. 
She is a winsome wee thing, &c. 


The world’s wrack we share o’t, 
The warsile ay the care o’t, 
Wi’ her I’ll blithely bear it, 
And think my lot divine. 
She is a winsome wee thing, &c. 


PLP ILIPEP? 


OH! THE JOYS OF GUZZLING! 
OR, THE TOPERS’ DUET. 
A PARODY. 
Air—*‘ The Angler’s Duet.”’—(J. Bruton.) 


GAILY round the flowing bowl, 
See the jolly topers sit, 
Swigging hard, each jovial soul, 
Their eyes sparkling bright with wit. 
Fill your glasses, 
Jolly beys! 
What bliss surpasses 
Our joys? 
Charge! charge! 
Drink away ! 
Here’s a toast, 
Huzza! huzza! 
Huzza! huzza! 


Sull with liquors bright galore, 
They swig away, and gaily roar; 


Thus, from morn till night they’re fuddling, 


But then they get— 
Get what? 
Maudlin, 


Oh, the joys of guzzling! oh, the joys of guzzling! 


Now gay Bacchus they’re invoking, 
Now his name resounds with glee ; 
Thus they spend their time in soaking, 

Thus in harmonious jollity. 


Avaunt, Care! 
Likewise Pain, 
Come not here 
While we’ve a drain: 
Enter Mirth ; 
Begone, Sorrow ! 
Here’s no room ; 
Cali to-morrow. 


But scarcely ere the morning’s o’er, 
Each sleepy gets, and can no more: 
Then home they go, their spouses thinking 
That they have been— 
Been where ? 
j A drinking. 
Oh, the joys of guzzling! oh, the joys of guzzling! 


PFIPOL ELF 


A SAYING ’TWAS WHEN I WAS YOUNG. 
(Dibdin.} 

A SAYING "twas, when I was young, 
That golden carts take hay in, 

And in my ears my mother rung, 
Oft times, this self-same saying. 

My dad, who the main chance did think 
Of human cares the dearest, 

Would cry—whene’er thou goest to drink, 
The deepest stream’s the clearest. 


T had an uncle, and his saw 
Was, take and never ender ; 
And this he gave me asa law, 
While yet my years were tender. 
My aunt had her good adage too, 
Who also was my tutor ; 
Says she, whoever comes to woo, 
A dower’s a handsome suitor. 


Let me, good sir, add mine to theirs, 
Tell not your name for nothing ; 

A rule I’ve found, in all affairs, 
Meat, washing, drink, and clothing. 

My girl, who has her parents’ knack, 
For maxims adds a right one, 

No crows are found that are not black, 
Yet a rich crow’s a white one. 


PPOIP PEP? F 


DRUMION DUBH; 


OR, .THE IRISHMAN’S LAMENTATION FOR THE 


LOSS OF HIS BLACK COW. 


OH! there was 2 poor man, 
And he had but one cow, 

And how he had lost her 
He couldn’t tell how, 

But so white was her face, 
And so sleek was her tail, 


That I thought my poor Drumion Dubh 


Never would fail. 

Agus oro Drumion Dubh 
Oro ah! 

Oro Drumion Dubh 

'Mhiel agrah! 

Agus oro Drumion Dubh 
O, ochone! 

Drumion Dubh dheelis 

Go dea tu slan? 


Returning from mass, 
On a morning in,May, 
T met my poor Drumion Dubh 
Drowning by the way 
I roared and I bawled, 
And my neighbours did call, 
To save my poor Drumion Dubh, 
She being my all. 


Agus oro, &c. 


Ah, neighbours, was this not 
A sorrowful day? 

When I gazed on the water 5 
My Drumion Dubh lay. 

With a drone and a drizzen, 
She bid me adieu, 

And the answer I made was 
A loud phillilu. 


Agus cro, &c. 


Poor Drumion Dubh sunk, 
And I saw her no more 
Till I came to an island 
Was close by the shore ; 
And down in that island 
I saw her again, 
Like a bunch of ripe blackberries 
Rolled in the rain. 


Agus oro, &c. 
Arrah, plague on you, Drumion Dubh, 


What made you die? 
Or why did you leave me? 
For what and for why? 
I would rather lose Padeen 
Ma mhogiel beg ban 
Than part with my Drumion Dubh 
Now that you’re gone. 


Agus oro, &c, 


When Drumion Dubh lived, 
And before she was dead, 
She gave me fresh butter 
_ To drink to my bread ; 
And likewise new milk, 
That I soaked in my scon, 
But now its black water, 
Since Drumion Dubh’s gone! 


Agus oro, &c. 


GIILALIIF 
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)O NOT THINK THAT LOVE IS LESS. 
| Banquet of Music, 1689.] 


Do not think that love is less 

Which the tongue can ne’er discover, 
Looks and silence best express 

Truth and passion in a lover. 


Only he deserves your heart, 

Who leves most, with least professing, 
And not he who has the art 

Of addressing and caressing. 


As your greatest bane avoid 

Hiin who cunningly besceches ; 
Nor by rhet’rick be decoy’d ; 

Fairest love makes fewest speeches. 


Rather be to him inclined, 
Who at distance sighs and trembles, 
For who speaks the most you'll find, 
Only wheedles and dissembles. 


PRIL ELIF, 


CHRISTMAS, THE SEASON OF JOY; 
OR, MERRILY PASS THE SONG AND THE GLASS. 
Air—‘* Gee ho, Dobbin !”—( A. 1. Masow.) 


Now, worthies, the year hath again run its race, 
liet’s strive with hearts jovial its closing to grace, 
And trust that a feeling within me attends, 
Which welcomes with pride such a circle of 
friends. 
Then merrily pass: 
The song and the glass, 
And jocund good humour keep up to the last. 


This ev’ning commences a season of joys 
When nothing of sorrow should mortals employ, 
An earnest we, therefore, must offer this night, 
Of proper respect to a season so bright. 

Then merrily pass, &ce 


Our forefathers e’er did this period hail, 
As a signal for merriment’s rule to prevail, 
Isct’s prove the same spirit still runs in our blood, 
And mirthfully follow example so good. 
Then merrily pass, &c. 


Old Time in his progress for once e’en must stand, 
We’ll shiver his glass, and distribute its sand ; 
Thus, losing his compass, the thief must keep 
still, 
© witness our pleasure, in spite of his will. 
Then merrily pass, &c. 


Sages say, human nature's a sorrowful scene, 
With little that’s happy to brighten its mien ; 
Then, surely, that littie we doubly should greet, 
That periods like this may in joy be complete. 
Then merrily pass, &c. 


Then while are exerted our gayest of powers, 
All care to expel from these privileged hours, 
May hope in the future hold up to our view. 
Returns of the season, our mirth to renew. 
Then merrily pass, &c. 


To onside as, I fear, I’ve detained you too 
ong, 
I offer this simple excuse for my song, 
Like a books introduction, of substance quite hol- 
OW, 
It merely premises that better shall follow, 
Then merrily pass, &c. 


PIPL IS PS 


WOMAN {S A MATCH FOR MAN, BE HE 
NE’ER SO WISE. 
(Hayley. ) 
WOMAN is a match for man, 
Though he be ne’er so wise, 





For cunning plays about her tongue, 
‘And magic in her eyes 5 

Let youth and beauty mark him out, 
The victim of a smile! 

And down the mighty hero falls,— 

A lion ina toil. 

Then, husband, set your heart at ease, 
For young I am, and fair enough, 
And, only bring me to the proof, 

I'll find a way to please. 

For woman is a match, &c. 


Why should fairy fancies hold 
Poor mortals in a spell, 
When simple woman, every day, 
Can do the feat as well? 
Then trust my skill, and you shall see 
What wonders I can do; 
For, sure, a wonder it must be, 
To make a man of you. 
But, Darif, set your heast at easc, 
For young I am, and wise enough, 
And, only bring me to the proof, 
I'll find the way to please, 
Yes, woman isa match, &c. 


PIE PPI OP? 


THE POWER OF. WINE. 
( Byerley.) 
LET hoary Time do all he can 
To rack the mind with cank’ring care, 


I'll yet defeat his arts and plan, 
And bid the morning still be fair. 


Allied with Fate, he tries to blast 
The glowing prospects of che hour, 

And in the shades-of darkness cast 
Fair Pleasure’s soft and rosy bower. 


Time dropped his snows upon my head, 
And on my cheek be graved a furrow; 
Fate tore my partner from my bed, 
And gave me up to Care and Sorrow. 


But when with wine I ’gan to glow, 

Gay Laughter soon resumed his place; 
The snows of Time began to thaw, 

And filled the furrows on my face. 


GPLEOLSLLOPD 


THE BANNER OF BATTLE. 


On! calm are the sweets that the hamlet adorn, 
And dear are the joys from affection that 
spring ; 
When the heart gaily dances in Youth’s joyous 
morn, 
And Love fans the moments with halcyon wing. 


But lost on his youth are those soul-soothing 
charms, 
As the smoke-wreath is lost on the cloud where 
it curled, 
When the trumpet of War calls the hero to arms, 
And the banner of Battle is floating unfurled. 


But the war-shout is hushed, and the confict is 


o’er, 
And Peace, sweetly smiling, returns to the 
grove ; 
And Glory and Fortune the hero restore 
To the cot of Content and the bosom of Love! 


Delighted, he views all his heart holds most dear, 
Away from him far shield and falchion are 
hurled ; 
No longer the trumpet of War stuns the ear, 
Nor the banner of Battle is floating unfurled. 


GLLEP IO? 
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THE LIVELY PACK-HORSE BELLS. 
( Pearce.) 


ONE night, while round the fire we sat, 

And talked of ghosts, and such-like chat ; 

A stranger, who had lost his road, 

Till day should break, implored abode! 

Pack-horses *twas his lot to guide along, 

Whose bells the trav’ller cheer with ding, ding, 
dong ! 


Against distress, though we were poor, 

My father never shut his door! 

I know not how,—but, from that day, 

Though formed by Nature brisk and gay, 

I felt within my beating breast a tingling, 

Whene’er the lively pack-horse bells went jin- 
gling ! 


When first he wandered to our nook, 

His course, it seems, he had mistook 

Now, twice a week he comes that way, 

But never tells us he’s astray ; 

And in his song my name I hear him mingling, 

Each time his passing pack-horse bells go jin- 
gling! 


GIPPPL IPP 


THAT PRETTY WORD—YES. 
(E. Mackey.) 


YOUNG Harry he wooed me 
And called me his love ; 
Then William he sued me 
His vows to approve ; 
But I smiled, unconcerned, 
When they begged me to bless, 
And I only returned— 
No—I cannot say YES! 


But that wild urchin Cupid 
Has spread out his snare ; 
And Iam so stupid 
I cannot beware ; 
There’s a youth I could name, 
If his love he should press, 
id not cry, for shame, 
No—I cannot say YES! 


If he offered to marry, 
And make me his bride; 
I no longer would tarry, 
But take him with pride ; 
To the church we’d away, 
And his love I would bless, 
With love, honour, obey, 
And that pretty word—yEs ! 


GPL PPP PF 


MACPHERSON’S LAMENT. 
(Written by himself.) 


I’VE spent my life in rioting, 
Debauched my health and strength ; 

I squandered fast as pillage came, 
And fell to shame at length. 


To hang upon a tree, a tree, 
Accursed, disgraceful death! 

Like a vile dog hung up to be, 
And stified in the breath. 


My father was a gentleman, 
Of fame and honour high ; 

O, mother! would youne’er had he ine 
The son so doomed to die. 


The laird of Grant, with power aboon 
The royal majesty, 


Passed his great word for Peter Brown, 
And let Macpherson die. 


But Braco Duff, with rage enough, 
First laid a snare for me ; 

And if that death did not prevent, 
Avenged I well could be, 


But vengeance I did never wreak, 
When power was in my hand; 

And you, dear friends, no vengeance seek, 
It is my last command. 


Forgive the man whose rage betrayed 


Macpherson’s worthless life : 
When I am gone, be it not said 
My legacy was strife. 


And ye that blame, with cruel scorn, 
The wand’ring gipsy’s ways, 

O, think, if homeless, houseless born, 
Ye could spend better days. 


If all the wealth on land or sea 
Before my eyes were spread, 

I’d give them all this hour to be 
On the soldier’s dying bed. 


Though cut and hacked in every limb, 
And choked with heaps of slain, 

Glory and fame should be my theme, 
To soften every pain. 


My father was a gentleman, 
Of fame and lineage high ; 

O, place me in the field, like him,— 
Like him to fight and die ! 
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THE MAIDEN’S CHOICE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


WHENE’ER to change my present state 
Kind Heaven shall decree, 

Be this the model of my mate,— 
In mind and body free. 


Let honour all his actions guide, 
Be upright and sincere ; 

Let Virtue in his breast reside, 
And lodge sweet Pity there. 


Let him have never been the cause 
Of injured virgin’s tears ; 

Or sorrows which, by Nature’s laws, 
The feeling parent bears. 


In learning and in sense complete, 
And wholly free from pride ; 

No foppish dress, but plain and neat, 
With reason on his side. 


Let him be gen’rous, brave, and kind, 
And then, oh! may I prove 

The woman suiting to his mind, 
That he can only love. 


Blessed with a partner to my heart, 
While life’s so shortly spanned ; 

Nought shall divide, till death shall part, 
The matrimonial band. 
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TEDDY O’CONNOR. 


Air—** The Night before Larry was stretched.” 


(J. Murphy.) 


ONE night, about five in the morn, 


In the middle of foggy November, 


My mother told me I was born, 


Sure the day very well I remember. 
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Such a baby was ne’er seen before, 
For beauty, I say, pon my honour, O! 
The ladies, all did me adore, — 


Sure, they christened me Teddy O’Connor, O. 


Tol de rol, tol de rol da, &c. 


So I grew up a nate and fine boy, 

In figure so plump and so rosy ; 
My mother she called me dear joy! 

And the ladies they called me their posy ! 
O, musha! they sent me to school, 

Them thinking to teach me my letters, O! 
But I can tell you all I was no fool, 

For in larning I could bate my betters, O! 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Now, beginning, they taught me to know 

That politeness would grace my fine figure, 
And to London if e’er I should go, 

Some lady’s hand soon I should quiver ; 
By my sowl, O, now then, says I, 

Your politeness itself do me pother, 
To larn now is all in my eye, 

O, be asey, and do not me bother. 

Tol de rol, &c 


When first into London I came, 
In love fell I all in a totter 
With a sweet and most beautiful dame, 
Whose name was Miss Judy O’Cottor. 
By my sowl, she did me bewitch, 
O, the sight of her gold made me crazy! 
All over was I of an itch, 1 
To clap my thumb on that sweet daisey. 
Tol de rol, &c 


Miss Judy! long life to my dear; 
My hand it is now that I offer ; 
And, believe me, my love, I’m sincere, 
I respect the great name of O’Cottor ! 
On my honour, I now vow to you, 
I was born in Dublin famed city, 
Where all my estates are, it’s true, 
And my fortune it is nate and pretty. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


She consented, and, faith, you must know, 
I didn’t lose time, not a liffee, 

Off straight to the church we did g0, 
And married were we in a jiffey ! 

Then awaken up all, my brave boys, 
O never be low or faint-hearted A 

While those females partake of our joys, 


From the dear creatures may we ne’er be 


parted. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


O, success to the pair of us all, 
May Fortune attend on us ever, 
May Il-will and Deceit from hence fall, 
And may we all live jovial together ! 
Dear creatures! I toast all your health, 
With happiness may you live long, 
Possessed of good-humour and wealth, 


Mr. [name some person, | come, give usa song. 


Tolde rol, &c. 


PPPOP OPO. 


THE CONTENTED LOVER. 
(Cowley. ) 
I NEVER yet could see that face, 
Which had no dart for me; 


From fifteen years to fifty’s space, 
They all victorious be. 


Colour, or shape, good limbs, or face, 
Goodness or wit in all I find ; 

In motion, or in speech, a grace, 
If all fail,—yet ’tis womankind. 


If tall, the name proper slays ; 

If fair, she’s pleasant as the light ; 
If low, her prettiness does please, 

If black, what lover loves not night. 


The fat, like plenty, fills my heart ; 
The lean, with love makes me too SO; 
If straight, her body’s Cupid’s dart ; 
To me, if crooked, ’tis his bow. 


THE CLERKENWELL BALL. 
_ Air—< Songs of Shepherds.”—(W. H. Main.) 


SILENCE, ye waltzers and dancers pragmatical, 
Twisting and twirling your trotters in air, 
Fig for your antics and tricks operatical, 
Who can your dancing with ours compare? 
Spite of your vapours and puffs in the papers, 


Now come, and cut capers with us if you dare.;. 


But first hear the story of us in our glory, 
At our ball so famous last Bartlemy-fair. 
Spite of your vapours, &c. 


Cock up ee ears, then, and mind that ye hearken 
well, ° 
Seldom such stories as this you shall hear, 
-’Twas at a turning that goes into Clerkenwell, 
Sign of the house was the Bull-dog and Bear. 
Price was a shilling, which all who were willing, 
Dropt Brandynose’s till in to matters square, 
Then as each goes in, what rapture his toe’s in. 
To hear the folks rosin up two pair of stair. 
Spite of your vapours, &c. 


Blear-eyed Barney ’gan to flourish his fiddlestick, 

But darkness for dancing not being thought fit, 
Four short sixes did up in the middle stick, 

Thus was our ball-room most handsomely lit ; 
Brisk went the fiddle, while brisk down the mid- 

dle, 

As sharp as a needle, each light-footed pair, 
To Voulez-vous dansez and Harlequin’s fancy, 

Did caper and prance with agility rare. 

Spite of your vapours, &c. 


Four quart-pots were inside of the fender set, 
Two half-gallons kept open the door, 

Pipes and backey were placed in the window-seat, 
Gin-and-water was running galore ; 

To open the ballet, a little French valet 
Led clumpy-toed Sally to dance de la Cour, 

But chancing to stumble on poor Sally’s bumble, 
Alas! both did tumble bang down on the floor. 

Spite of your vapours, &c. 


Next came tripping on light toe fantastical, 
Bouncing Bet, from the Saracen’s Head, 

Hand in hand with big Bob, the gymnastical, 
Six feet high, with her feathers so red ; 

Then a bandy-legged dyer, with gawky Maria, 
And squinting Sophia, joined hands in a reel, 

With Dumpy, the baker—the fat undertaker, 
And slammaky Kate, with a hole in her heel. 

Spite of your vapours, &c. 


But oh! the catastrophe, dire and disastrous, 
Muses with horror and sorrow declare, 
Bull-dog and Bear was an old lath and plaster- 
hous2— 
Ceilings and roofings much out of repair ; 
So slap went the floor in *mong ladies deploring, 
And gentlemen roaring—Lord, how they did 
Swear ; 
I’m grieved to relate it, and sorry to state it, 
But thus terminated our ball at the fair. 
Spite of your vapours, &c. 
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FOR JOKE’S SAKE, LOVE POOR DINGY. 


(Dibdin.) 


THE ladies’ faces, now-a-days, 
Are various as their humours; 
And on complexions oft we gaze 
Brought home from the perfumers ! 
Hid, as it were, beneath a cloak, 
The beauty’s false that wins you; 
Then pardon me, by way of joke, 
If I prefer my Dingy. 
A handkerchief can rub away 
Your roses and your lilies; 
The more you rub, the more you may, 
My Dingy dingy still is! 
Besides, her hair’s as black as jet, 
Her eyes are gems from India ; 
Rail as you list, then, I shall yet, 
For joke’s sake, love poor Dingy. 
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PLL CONQUER OR PLL DIE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


To arms! I take Love’s field, 
And boldly all will dare ; 
Truth is my sword and shield, 
My motto,—On, and brave despair. 
Rope ladders soon shall scale your walls, 
Success my hopes shall crown ; 
Ill storm your castle till it falls, 
And boldly take your town. 
Then loud sound Love’s alarms ! 
My Julia is the cry ; 
To arms! to arms! to arms! 
1’ll conquer or I’ll die. 
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Rope ladders, &c. 


PAUDIEN O’RAFFERTY’S COURTSHIP. 


WHEN I was a serving my time at Drogheda, 

Minding my work, just as I ought to be, 

My master’s fair daughter, Miss Biddy O’Dog- 
herty, 

Bored a hole in the heart of young Paudien 
O’Rafferty. 

Miss Bid was a nice little girl, as she ought to be, 

Courted by half the young fellows of Drogheda, 

Who longed to be kissing this sweet creature of 


Drogheda,— 
But she loved none so well as young Paudien 
O’Rafferty. 
Now to think upon this, faith, it made me con- 
ceited, 


[ went near the fire where Miss Biddy was seated, 
She looked like an angel, when knitting her stock- 
- ing, O! 

IT put my arm round her neck, and laid hold of her 
bottom,* O! 

When I found myself close by my darling a sitting, 

Says I, my dear creature, come, throw by your 
knitting, 

And listen awhile, till I tell how I love you, why, 

And how much I adore you, Miss Biddy O’Dog- 
herty. 


O, can’t you be aisy, Pat? don’t be a teazing, 

You’ve pulled out my needles, you see, by your 
squeezing ; 

P’ve dropped all the stitches; you’ve quite spoiled 
the stocking, O! 

The dickens is in you, pray let go my bottom, O! 

Her mother came running to us in the kitchen, 

To see if Miss Biddy was minding her knitting ; 

Says she, what are you doing there, Paudien O’Raf- 
ferty ? 

Faith, Pm courting your daughter, Miss Biddy 
O’Dogherty. 

* Bottom of thread, from which the knitter w 

supplied, 
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Yet Fashion guides the hand of Art, 
Gives commerce circulation, too, 
To poverty can wealth impart, 
And spur to emulation, too; 
So may our high-born beauteous fair, 
In whate’er mode they dress them, all 
England’s produce ever wear, 
And then the poor shall bless them all. 


Her nose grew as red as a big turkey-cock’s snout, 

Says she, my young Pat, have I now found you 
out! 

But straight I will run and tell Mr. O’Dogherty, 

What a hopeful apprentice is Paudien O’Rafferty ! 

Then I begged the dear girl no longer to stay, 

But pack up her tatters, and with me set away 3 

So now she’s no longer called Biddy O’Dogherty, 

Faith, we’re married, and now she’s Mrs, O’Raf- 





ferty. 
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THE ACCUSING LOVER. 
( Upton.) 


OH, say not that she sighs for me, 
Because her lips are sweet 5 

Like Scylla, false, the sex can bey 
Like Circe, breathe deceit. 


Oh, say not woman’s love is trués 
That never felt its flame ; 

?Tis man she glories to subdues 
And love is—but a name! 
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THE REPENTANT LOVER, 
( Upton.) 


TELL not me of woman’s wiles, 
I, yes I’ve accused her wrong 5 

Oh, there is in woman’s smiles 
All that can to bliss belong! 


Tell not me her heart is cold, 
Feigning warmth she never knew} 
Tell not me her price is gold,— 
I have found her all that’s true! 


Tell not me that woman lives 
But to jilt and laugh at man; 
Nought in life such rapture gives, 
Rapture such as woman can! 


Tell not me she’s false and vain, 
Luring only to betray ; 

Man is proud to wear her chain! 
Life’s a gloom when she’s away. 
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THE CHRONICLE OF FASHION. 


WHEN Eve and Adam fitst were wed, 
On dress they threw no thoughts away ; 
No fashions like our great folks led, ‘ 
Nor silks nor satins bought away ; 
Of petticoat, coat, hat, or wig, 
They never saw a particle ; 
They wore a leaf, nor cared a fig 
For any other article. 


But Fashion soon beat up recruits, 

New modes in haste came stalking in, 
For Nimrod wore a pair of boots, 

Though not like ours for walking in. 
When Charles the Second bore the sway, 
, They were a set of merry grigs ; 

Twas then the ton to dash away 
In square-toed pumps and periwigs. , 


Queen Bess no tippet wore, nor muff, 
So fond of plaits and quillery ; 
With pasteboard looking three-fold ruff, 
"T'was vastly like a pillory! : 
The ladies, too, of ancient fame, 
With waist so taper, long, and small, 
Not like each modern tasty dame, 
Who hardly sports no waist at all. 


’ 
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FAREWELL! FORGET ME NOT 
(L. E. L.) 


I SEE the white sails of thy ship, 
The blue depths of the sea; 

T hear the wind sweep o’er the wave 
That bears thee, love, from me! 

Thy flag shines in the crimson sun, 
Now setting in the brine ; 

That sun will set to-morrow there, 
But light no sail of thine! 

Yet, with to-morrow’s evening star, 
Again I'll seek this spot 5 

’T was here I gave my parting charge, 
My last—Forget me not! 


Around my neck there is a band, 
?Tis made of thy dark hair ; 

Its links guard my heart’s dearest prize, 
A broken ring they bear! 

A like pledge hangs upon thy breast, 
The last sweet gift Love gave ! 

We broke that ring, we twined that hair, 
Upon a maiden’s grave ; 

A girl who died of broken vows, 
(How can love be forgot?) 

A fitting shrine for faithful hearts 
To sigh—Forget me not! 


How can I bear to think on all 
The dangers thon must brave ? 

My fears will deem each gale a storm 
While thou art on the wave ! 

How my young heart will cling to all 
That breathes of thine or thee ! 

How I will plant thy favourite flowers, 
And nurse thy favourite tree! 

And thou! oh, thou! be shade or shine, 
Or storm or calm thy lot, 

Bear on thy heart our parting words, 
Our fond—Forget me not! 


Nay, pray thee, mother, let me gaze 
~ Upon that distant sail ; 
What matters that my eye is dim, 
Or that my cheek is pale! 
And tell me not ’tis vain to weep 
For him who is away ; 
That sighs, nor tears, will speed his flight 
Of but a single day! 
It is not that I hope to bring 
My sailor to our cot ; 
But who can say, and yet not weep, 
Farewell !—Forget me not! 


GREP CEIF 


| FRIENDSHIP, LIFE’S MERIDIAN LIGHT. 


Air— Flow, thou regal purple Siream.” 


FRIENDSHIP, life’s meridian light, 
Beam around the board to-night : 
Kindle every genial soul, 

Hallow every flowing bowl. 

Here thy bland effulgent dart 

Wakes the soul and warms the heart ; 
Where’s the gem that can surpass 
The sparkling of this ruby glass ? 
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Where’s the gold can purchase bliss 
Half so pure, so bright as this? ~ 
Where’s the monarch half so free, 
So jovial, and so blest as we ? 
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WHEN I DREAM THAT YOU LOVE ME. 
(Lord Byron. ) 


Wuen I dream that you love me, you'll surely | 


forgive, 
Extend not your anger to sleep ; 
For in visions alone your affection can live, 
I rise, and it leaves me to weep. 
Then Morpheus envelope my faculties fast, 


Shed o’er me your languor benign ; 


Should the dream of to night but resemble the last, 


What rapture celestial is mine ! 


They tell us that Slumber, the sister of Death, 
Mortality’s emblem is given ; 

To Fate how I long to resign my frail breath, 
If this be a foretaste of heaven. 


Ah! frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft brow, 
Nor deem me too happy in this; 

I'sin in my dream—I atone for it now, 
Thus doomed but to gaze upon bliss. 

Though in vision,sweet lady,perhaps you mayemile, 

Ah! think not my penance deficient ; 

When dreams of thy presence my sluinbers beguile, 
To awake will be torture sufficient, 
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CROSS-READINGS IN THE NEWSPAPERS; 
OR, OH! TWILL MAKE A GRAND CONCERTO. 
(Prince Hoare.) 
« RECITATIVE. 
YESTERDAY the eclipse of the moon— 
Was brought up for examination in Bow-street. 
, AIR. 
Here the violins a little, 
Twee, twee, twittle ! 
RECITATIVE. 
The hard gale on Tuesday night— 
W ind instruments ! 
Gaye a crowded rout in Portman-square— 
AIR. 
Here the drum! 
‘Trum, trum, trum! 
RECITATIVE. 
A fine plate of strawberries was served up— 
Hautboys ! 
To an overdrove ox running down Fleet-street ; 
AIR. 





Horns! Ta ra! 
Ta, ta, ta! 
RECITATIVE. 
The new ghest that appears in the Bird-cage 
Walk— 
Flutes con spirito ! 
Will accompany the flotilla to England— 
Flats in C. 
AIR. 
Bravo! better cannot be. 
RECITATIVE. 
‘ Their majesties will visit Covent-garden Theatre 
Voices! Song! 
With the blessing of order in a land of liberty | 
Grand chorus!’ 
AIR. 
Bravo! suits me toa T. 
Better, better cannot be. 
Now let all proceed together, 
Lover’s Vows, with—Change of weather— 
Lovers of sauces— Native groundsel— 
Sun eclipsed—By advice of counsel— 
Fleet at Boulogne—Heads in pillory— 
British spirits—Old distillery— 





Bravo! bravo! that 1’ll swear to— 
Oh! ’twill make a grand concerto! 


Hold! the devil! What’s the matter? 
Keep your horns there somewhat flatter ! 

To night the full-moon— 

Take care you’re in tune. 

Gretna-green beauty— 

Post-horse duty. 

Wants a good vlace— 

Pimples on the face. 

In fine preservation— 

The state of the nation. 

Vermicelli— 

Pains in the belly. 

Union of hearts— 

Gooseberry-tarts. 

Service of the Turk— 

Maid of all work. 
Lottery—Hamburgh—Volunteers— 
Ship-news—Theatres—House of Peers 

Latin—satin— 

Money—honey— 

Scholars—dollars— 

Sales by auction ; 
Teaching—bleaching— 
Blacking—cracking— 
Chicken—licking— | 

Bark decoction. 

Bravo! bravo! that I’ll swear to— 
Oh! ’twill make a grand concerto! 
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LOVE! INSPIRING LOVE! 
A DUET. 
( Kenney.) 

LOVE, inspiring Love! 
Ordained by Heaven above, 
Locks, bars, boits I defy thee ; 

My heart with rapture burns, 
And sooner e’er than fly thee, 

I'll court each fair by turns. 


My lord, they’ll surely hear you, 
And all our plans o’erthrow— 
Softly, softly, some one’s near you, 

From this place pray quickly go. 
If you lose here but a minute, 
The wager you will never win it, 
And all our plans o’erthrow ; 


| So, from this place pray quickly go. 


Your advice is now not wanted ; 
On this freedom I ne’er counted. 
Oh, love! inspiring love, 
Ordained by Heaven above. 


Hark! I hear, I think they’re coming ; 

Pray, sir, now, but leave your funning ; 

For a moment, pray have done, 

As the silent grave be dumb. 

I hear now, not lost now, the wager still is mine- 

Here now, your wager’s lost now, the wager is not 
thine, 


POPOL ORS 


THE SKELETON HUNTSMEN. 
Air—** Old Towler.” 


THE moon’s eclipse proclaims our hunt, 
The graves release their dead, 
The common man lifts up the wood, 
The lord springs from the lead ; 
The lady-corpses hurry on, 
To join the ghostly crowds, 
And off we go, with a ho! so, ho! 
A-hunting in the clouds. 
With a hey, ho, chivey, 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy . 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy . 
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No hill, no dale, no glen, no mire, 
No dew, no night, no storm, 
No earth, no water, no air, nor fire, 
Can do wild huntsmen harm. 
We laugh at what the living dread, 
And throw aside our shrouds, 
And off we go, with a ho! so, ho! 
A-hunting in the clouds. 
With a hey, ho, chivey, &c. 


Oft when by body-snatchers stolen, 
And surgeons for us wait, 
Some honest watchmen take the rogues, 
To be examined straight ; 
We slip away from surgeons, and 
From police-office crowds 5 
And off we go, with a ho! so, ho! 
A-hunting in the clouds. 
With a hey, ho, chivey, &c. 
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HER SMILE I SHALL NEVER FORGET. 
Air— Jessie, the Flower of Dumblane.”’ 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


FAREWELL, my dear Mary, the beams of thy 
beaut 
No longer shall brighten the path I pursue, 
For loud on the blast rolls the mandate of duty, 
And glory bids pleasure and Mary adieu ; 
But though, lovely maid, it seems madness to lose 
thee, 
Yet absence shall soften the sigh of regret, 
For memory pledges, when fondly it woos thee, 
Thy smile, thy sweet smile, I shall never forget. 


Farewell, my first love, but the tear that’s now 
falling 
Preserve as a relic, a relic from me, 
And each lonely hour my affection recalling, 
That heart-drop of sorrow thy lover shall be ; 
And when thou hast brought my lost image before 
thee, - 
Let memory soften the sigh of regret, 


For the tear shall declare I must ever adore thee, - 


And thy smile, thy sweet smile, I shall never 
forget. 


Farewell, then, for ever, the night-star that listens, 
My vows may record in the temples above, 
And the last parting tear, in the moon-beam that 
glistens, 
fae stamp, asa seal, the sweet bond of my 
ove 5 
For I swear, till the night of the tomb overtake me, 
And the sun of my life shall for ever be set, 
My fondness for Mary shall never forsake me, 
And her smile, her sweet smile, I shall never 
forget. 


CLEP IPP?P 


THE ITALIAN MUSIC-MASTER. 
(Dibdin.) 
Io sono moosic maestro Jose come de St. Fiorenza 
Che sell de English poples ut, re, mi, fa sol, la, 
Che teach de pretty laty de shak and de cadenza, 
Che mak so moshe astonitch de papa and de 
mama ; 
I teash all de sort to suprise de grand mato, 
L’aria, si dolce il flauto obligato, 
De recitativa accompagnamenti ; 
Che kive soshe great telight to all the cognoscenti. 
De capricio ad libitum il penseroso, 
De presto, and den alla larga doloroso ; 
De noisy bravura, so tintamar keeping, 
And den d’adagio, che set you all sleeping ; 
L’allegro si gai; le grand maestuoso ; 
Pastoralle si gentil ; the mad furioso ; 


c ( 
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And good many more ting, for fee in de mano, 


That give good English cash for bad note Italiano, 


And den they sob and sigh avay, 
And faint avay and die avay, 
And faint, and sob, and sigh, 
And turn up the vite of the eye, | 
Like the dying magpie. 4 
SPOKEN.] So, ven he very great rapture, look | 
ope to heaven; can’t see no more; I take the op- | 
portunity, squeeze the younk laty by the hand ; El 
say, my tear angel, you must smile delight! (a 
fool in my eye ;) it is impossible to resist-a me, | 
fur, my lofe, you see, 
To sono moosic maestro, &c. _ 


So den dere come de fish, de turtle, and de pies, . 
And laugh and halloo, and make some noise: - _ 

The goose and the mustard, ; 

The boodun, the custard, 

And den, after dey dine, 

They drink all sort de vine ; 

So the alderman, wid him jelly, 

He stuff his great belly; 

We go at it ding-dong ; 

Monsieur, I knock you down for asong; | 

Si, signior, vat sall I sing? | 

Any ting you please ; vat, any ting? 

SPOKEN.] I cot soshe a crate cold, I too my 

pest; John don’t make so noise. 
I meet one pretty kirl, I say mine lofe and mine | 

tear, | 
I vish, you please, little vipster in your ear; 
So she say, outlandish fellow! vid an air so scorn 





a fool ; 
I von’t lofe you at all, sir; I shall lofe mine Jacky’ 
Bull. 
Den I say, mine lofe and mine life, consent to ko 
wit me, 


I show you von krand ting so fine in my contree, — | 
Vid my friend Italianio, who always make a rule | 
To spend the English guinea, and laugh at Jacky 

Bull. 


Vat you tink te little devil say? she vo’n’t take 
such a prance ; ! 
Whereabout, sare, your contree, since Italy gone 
to France 5 2 | 
Beside, you cheat, you 
you full, 

Little England, I say, for ever, and honest Jacky, 
ull! 


leech, che trop of when. 


Den come again the noise, bravo! encore ! | 
The Italian set de table in a roar, | 
While English merit-he stay out of door. | 


SPOKEN.] Yes, to be sure, for you see, by this 
time, I ket very good foot in de family. I bring 
the letter to the gentleman from the French 
dansease, and to the lady from the fine flashy 


| beau; but, one day, you see, devilish pad ting, 


the monkey pick out my pocket, in de presence de 
shentleman, de letter address to the laty. Oh, 
diavolo! he kick me out of the house, swear I was) 
de worse moosic-maestro che ever compose: bote 
I don’t mind dis; I ket to anoder family, where I 
shake te shentleman by the hand, salute de laty, 
stroke de chambermaid under the shin, introduce 
Master Jacky to the op’ra-girl ; to be sure it’s all 
very true, every body know dis. I make de hose 
my home, I too vat I please, now can it be other- 
wise? because, | 

Io sono moosic maestro, &c. 


_ OIL LILI 


A MARINERS’ GLEE. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


SEE our sails, in swelling pride, 
How they bear us o’er the tide ; 
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Lo! the space we leave behind 

As we move before the wind ; 

Soon no object will there be 

But the expanse of heaven and sea,— 

Soon no object will we view 

But the expanse of azure blue. 
Now, my comrades, ho ye ho! 
See triumphantly we go! 
Soon no object will we view 


But the expanse of azure blue. 


Now ’tis near the close of day, 
So, my comrades, pull away ; 
Now let’s work, it draws near night, 
When the sun will yield no light ; 
Darkness soon, ah! soon will veil 
Ev’ry rope and ev'ry sail, 
Then, oh! then we'll try in vain 
To steer us oer the stormy main. 
Now, my comrades, &c. 


GGPPIOOP 


A RECIPE TO MAKE A BEAUTY; 
OR, THE CHARMERS OF 1825. 
Air—-“* Yankee Doodle.” 


DOUBLE, double, toil and trouble! 
Sisters, do your duty ! 
Fire, burn! and cauldron, bubble! 
Let us make a beauty. 
All that’s fair come running there! 
All ugliness keep out! 
Your potent ware prepare! prepare! 
And stir the charm about ! 
Double, double, &c. 


You gatherers of Olympian dew 
From fens you ne’er have been on, 
Distillers of macassar, too, 
And matchless bloom of Ninon! 
Venders of rouge invisible, 
And Kalydor of Rowland, 
False masks you sell, white lies, to veil 
Necks fit for black Negroland. 
Double, double, &c. 


Or, when at fading twenty-five, 
You find us fast retreating, 
Oh, fleeting is the life you give, 
To charms at best but fleeting : 
In vain for these you rob the dead, 
Each buried grace retrieving, 
We will a wreath of beauty braid 
With flowers culled from the living. 
Double, double, &c. 


Round about the cauldron go, 
The charmed draught enchanting 5 
First, here’s from Chester’s cheek a glow, 
Blushed in her earliest granting : 
A majesty from Bunn—a smile 
From black-eyed Garcia given, 
Like those that light the Elysian isle 
When there is mirth in heaven. 
Double, double, &c. 


A garter stolen from Vestris’ knee, 
A ringlet of Leivan’s, 
And three notes of a melody 
Sung by Miss Kitty Stephens ; 
A sigh caught murmuring from the lips 
Of peerless Judy Pasta, 
A kiss, snatched in the moon’s eclipse, 
From Chatterley by Basta. 
Double, double, &c. 


A breath of heart from Mary Tree, 
From blue-eyed Love a dimple, 

A grace from Foote’s pale brow—fair—free, 
Caught from beneath her wimple, 





As, speeding forth in love’s fond dream, 
She sought the Berkeley’s dwelling, 
And, uncommissioned, suffered him 
To go a colonelling. 
Double, double, &«. 


Higher, higher mounts the fire! 
Something still is wanting ; 
Throw in a tear from Kelly here— 
A tear of Natnre’s granting ; 
(A grief like those the blest above 
Shed o’er the ills by man done) 
A lay of broken-hearted love 
From Letty Lizzy Landon. 
Double, double, &c. 


Higher, higher mounts the fire! 
Sisters, we are speeding ! 
Let the charm nor sink nor tire, 
Lost for lack of feeding ! 
A cadence, caught upon the death, 
From gentle Caradori ; 
Of Catalani’s siren breath, 
A memory—a story ! 
Double, double, &c. 


Here’s Wilson’s first sweet sunny glance, 
Culled on her home return, 
And here a pas, from a new dance, 
By Mrs. Oscar Byrne ; 
A promise here of future soul 
From Glover’s little Phillis, 
And Fashion now, to crown the whole, 
From Mrs. Arthur Ellis. 
Double, double, &c. 


Now, peace! the spell is working well, 
And yet there needs an aid 
To make it irresistible, 
The beauty you have made: 
If that be wanted still, nought boots 
Your art and charmed cup, 
A cheque at sight from Mrs. Coutts 
Peace, ho! the spell’s wound up! 
Cease, oh cease, to toil and trouble, 
You have done your duty ; 
Whose shall be the glittering bubble ? 
Who will buy a beauty ? 


PILILGIPIP 


BACCHUS, GOD OF JOYS DIVINE! 


BACCHUS, god of joys divine ! 
Be thy pleasures ever mine! 
Smile on this thy votary’s prayer, 
“All else is not worth our care 
Ali our griefs brisk wine dispels, 
Drinking ev’ry trouble quells. 


When the goblet full is filled, 

From the clustering vine distilled, 
Then, indeed, I’m truly blest, 

And ev’ry anxious thought’s at rest 5 
While its potent juice I quaff, 

Still I sing, and dance, and laugh. 


Would you be for ever gay, 
Mortals, learn of me the way ; 
”Tis not beauty, ’tis not love, 
Will alone sufficient prove ; 

If you’d raise and charm the soul, 
Deeply drain the spicy bowl. 


FPEPLOPL 


A FIG FOR ALL THOSE WHO ARE 
FREEMASONS’ FOES. 


WITH plumb, level, and square, to work let’s 


prepare, 
And join in sweet harmony ; 

Let’s fill wp each glass, and around let it pass 
To all honest men that are free. 


& 


o4 


Then a fig for ail those who ars freemasons’ foes, 
Our cecrets we’ll never impurt, 

But in vnity we'll always agree, 
And chorus it—prosper our art. 


When we’re properly clothed, the master dis- 
closed 
The secrets that’s lodged in his breast ; 
Thus we stand by the cause that deserves great ap- 
plause, 
In which we are happy and blest. 
Then a fig, &c. 


The Bible’s our guide, and by that we’ll abide, 
Which shows that our actions are pure ; 
The compass and square are emblems most rare, 
Of justice our cause to ensure. 
Then a fig, &c. 


The cowan may strive, nay, plot and contrive, 
To find out our great mystery ; 
The inquisitive wife may in vain spend her life, 
For still we’ll be honest and free. 
Then a fig, &c. 


True brotherly love we always approve, 
Which makes us all mortals excel, 
If a knave should by chance to this grandeur ad- 
vance, 
That villain we’ll straightway expel. 
Then a fig, &c. 


So onpderige, that’s so pure, to the end shall en- 
ure, 
In virtue and true secresy ; 
Then let’s toast a good health, with honour and 
wealth, 
To attend the kind hands made us free. 
Then a fig, &c. 


PCP EOI PPO 


THE JEW PEDLAR. 
( Male.) 


CoME, cushtomers, round my shop flock, 
Of articles here you the best will find, 
Don’t stand shilly-shally—or mock 
Your fancies,—but choose as you feel inclined ; 
Here’s bracelets for delicate wrist, 
You sha’n’t, ladies, find me o’ercharging you ; 
Here’s love-cakes for those who’d be kist, 
And a camphire-bag thrown in the pargain, 
too; 
Come, puy 7em, mai pretties, come puy maicoots, 
prime 5 ‘ 
If you’re not in coot haste, you'll not be in time. 


Here’s podkins, and praids for your hair, 

And lockets, with sharming pearl studding ; 
Here’s all sorts of Prummagem ware, 

And knives that can cut up—a pudding ! 
Here’s vatches vat go till—they stop, 

The finest gilt chains seen in nature, 
Though I’m a great man with mai shop, 

For sixpence I’ll sell you a grater. 

Come, puy ’em, mai pretties, &c. 


Mai scissars vat cut—pest at twice, 
Nut-crackers for those who their teeth have 
lost ; 
Here’s paints and pomatums so nice, 
They’re all going off now at under cost ; 
Mai ink-horns and fine sealing-wax, 
A necklace will make you look killing ; 
If t” marry you any one ax, 
A cold ring I sell for a shilling. 
Come, puy ’em, mai pretties, &c. 


flere’s spectacles fit for all eyes ; 

A good stock of logic,—don’t cheapen it 5 
Here’s beads of all colour and size ; 

A two-penny show, only peep in it! 
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Steel thimbles yonr fingers to save,-- - 
l’ve wonders, besides, would amaze you so; 
If your head you’re inclined, mam, to shave, 
Here’s a second-hand fine new jazey, O! 


SPOKEN.] Don’t be alarmed, mai pretty dear, 
it’s all right enough ; I bought it of Mrs. What- 
d’ye-call-um, the alderman’s vife’s vaiting voman, 
—her mistress had it spick-and-span new from the 
shop in Sheapside, and vore it once at mai Lord- 
Mayor’s feast, vhen a clumsy Irish vaiter going to 
hand over a dish of flummery, knocked down a 
vax candle—burnt off one peautiful locks, and 
threw the ladies all into fits.—Mr. Paddy, in order, 
my dears, you know, to set all into confusion again, 
popped the vig into a turean of soup to extinguish 
it, and said it only wanted the head there to make 
ita rare mess of mock-turtle—put I’ve had it made 
up more petter as new, and here it is a pargain. 


Come, puy ’em, mai pretties, &c. 
POPPI LOCI? 


A SWEET BLOOMING ROSE; 
OR, THE CHAINS OF My. FAIR. 
(T. Jones. ) 


A SWEET blooming rose in the lap of my fair 
I laid, with a lily beside ; 

She accepted the tribute, approved of my air; 
I asked her if she’d be my bride ; 

She gave her consent, to church off we went, 
And, from that time, I vow and declare, 

I did never repent! nay, am ever content 
To wear the sweet chains of my fair. 


Now, ye that are single, and wish through your 
life 
To live happy, take warning from me ; 
Make your choice with discretion, and take for 
your wife 
One whose chain even captives sets free : 
Let deception’s control ne’er fetter your soul, 
Let your actions your motives declare ; . 
Be assured, on the whole, you'll in happiness 
roll, 
And love the sweet chains of your fair. 


POP IPLLOL 


WHAT ARE YOU A’TER? 

OR, THERE NEVER WERE SUCH TIMES. 
Air— Merrily danced the Quaker’s Wife.” 
( Beuler. ) 

MY song, like many others, has 
A plentiful lack of wit, sirs, 

But there are words which, like the gas, 
Seem people’s taste to hit, sirs. 


Like jesters now, whose brains are fat, 
I fain would raise your laughter, 


‘ By crying out—What are you at? 


Or else—What are you a’ter? 
Fol de rol, &c, 


There never vas such times as these ! 
Sounds on each highway common ; 
Such phrases now are sure to please 
Boy, girl, and man, and woman ; 
To-day, as I, behind oli Grimes, 
Was romping with his daughter, 
Said she—There never were such times! 
Said Grimes—What are you a’ter? 
Fol de rol, &c, 


There never were such times as these, 
For beaus, and belles, and boxers! 
The beaus, for certain, wear tight stays, 
False bosoms, and false locks, sirs. 
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To imitate the female suits, i 
And make themselves look smarter, 
Egad! they wear long petticoats,— 
What next will they be a’ter? 
Fol de rol, &c. 


As beaus to ape the fair sex strive, 
The fair, in emulation 
Of these fine gents, will often give 
A striking imitation ! 
One vexed a lady t’other night, 
She boxed him like a tartar 5 
And made him roar, with all his might, 
_O dear! what are you a’ter? 
Fol de rol, &c. 


There never were such times as these 
For grumbling and for gambling, 
For riches, poverty, and peace, 
And foreign countries rambling ; 
Great folks in debt now take French leave, 
And trip to Paris quarter, 
And leave their tradesmen here to grieve, 
And cry—What are they a’ter? 
Fol de rol, &c. 


There never were such times as these 
For politics and taxes, 

And ’gainst all government spies and fees, 
Now warm the nation waxes. 

- To save some tax the radical tries, 

So drinks herb-tea and water ; 

But, as he drinks, his stomach cries— 
O lord! what are you a’ter? 

Fol de rol, &c. 


The English now, both low and high, 
Are filled with party-bother ; 
Newspapers try to edify 
By bullying one another. 
There never were such times—that’s flat, 
Since signing Magna-Charta ! 
All we can say’s—What are they at ? 
And mind what we are a’ter. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


GPPLPP LPF 


THE WOODLARK AND NIGHTINGALE. 
( Upton.) 
THE woodlark sings his wild-note song 
Where bowery silence holds its reign ; 


Now softly sweet, now sweetly strong, 
' The feathered Orpheus of the plain. 


Not Philomela, night’s loved bird ! 
The woodlark’s carol can excel ; 

Nor e’er more sweet musician’s heard 
Than the woodlark and nightingale ! 


Like morn’s young breath, at break of day, 
The aerial minstrels breathe each strain ! 
Steal the sad sighs of wo away, 
And soothe to joy the wretch’s pain. 


GLI L II 


THE GREEKS. 
Air— In Slumbers of Midnight.”—(J. Lambe.) 


ONCE proud, noble land ! for empire and glory, 
For grandeur, for honour, and heroes gone by! 
Thou’rt in thy decline, ill-fated, and hoary! 
The shouts of invaders thy powers defy. 


Devastation and death now darken the nation, 
Thy sons and thy daughters now die ere they 
bloom, - 
Thy temples, thy trophies, now hurled from their 
station, 
Are mould’ring alike in the general tomb. 


Shame, shame on those Greeks, whose jealous 
contentions 
Delay to avenge their spurned country’s wrongs ; 
Shame, shame on such feelings, when those dis- 
sensions 
Our woes, our disgrace, and subjection pro- 
longs. 
Arouse, then, for vengeance! unite for 
venging ! 
Strike for that freedom thy ancestors gave ; 
And thy noble reward will be, for avenging, 
An honourable life, or a glorious grave. 


Te- 


GPIPLIL DSH 


LOVELY NANINE, THE QUEEN OF THE 
MA 


(Dibdin.) 


OH! neat is the cot of sweet Kathlane the fair, 

Do you love Nature’s beauties, you’ll find them all 
there ; 

Sweet flowers, warbling birds, and clear rivulets 
try, 

To regale every heart and delight every eye! 

But the cot of all cots that gives joy to the heart, 

Where Nature’s but little indebted to Art, 

For the ear, mind, and eye, where all pleasures 
are seen, 

Is the béautiful cottage of lovely Nanine. 


The dwelling of Unah, where each rustic clod, 

With his lilts and his chanters, enlivens the sod, 

Where the rivulet gurgles the pebbles among, 

And the sweet feathered warblers all join in the 
song ; 

Where Pat, Teague, and Dermot, their partners 
take out, 

And neatly and handily foot it about, 

Has its pleasures and pastimes, but better are 
seen 

At the beautiful cottage of lovely Nanine. 


Thus of pleasures fair Kathleen and Unah take 
part, 

But Nanine has a Patrick, and Pat has a heart 5 

And the villagers say that they all understand, 

The next coming May morning, she gives him her 


hand. 

Then hey for the wedding, Teague, Dermot, and 
Pat, 

There’ll be pleasure in plenty, fait, you may say 
dat ; 

For the hostess, all gaily, will then be hailed 


queen 
At the beautiful cottage of lovely Nanine. 


CLP PL ELIF 


WELL MET, BROTHER SPORTSMAN. 
A DUET. 


WELL met, brother sportsman, what say’st to the 
morn; 
Dost not think it a scent-lying day ? 
With the heart-cheering hounds and enrapturing 
horn, 
To the coppice let’s hasten away. 

The morning is‘fresh, and the winds are all still, 
The daylight approaches apace, : 
The bright god of day tips with gold the blue hill, 

And awaits for the charms of the chase. 


This morn, by a shepherd hard by, was I told 
That old renard has been in the field, 

And stole a young lambkin away from the fold, 
Besides many more that he killed ; 
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Then, to horse, let’s away, and abroad with the 
hounds, = 
We'll draw yonder copse, if you please, 
Where Echo shall double and treble the sounds, 
And the traitor recline at his ease. 


’Tis agreed : come, away! sound, sound the gay 
horn ! 
The hounds are impatient to go, 
And blushing Aurora, fair queen of the morn, 
Will chide us for loitering so. 
Up mountains we’ll climb,. and we’ll dart through 
‘the woods, 
The hounds and the horns shall combine 
With Echo’s sweet notes rolling over the floods — 
May such rapture for ever be mine! 


PPLPOP OLS 


POOR WILLIAM FOUND A WATERY 
GRAVE! 


(Dick Wills.) 
[The Poet of Greenwich-Hospital.] 


THE rose had sipped the early dew, 

And balmy sweets perfumed the air, 
When William wept a last adieu 

Upon the bosom of his fair: 
“« Farewell!” he cried, ‘* my lovely Jane ; 
Though distant far across the main, 
This heart to thee shall true remain 

Till death its cords shall sever!” 


The morning breezes swelled the sail, 
His vessel soon was lost to view : 

But evening brought the angry gale, 
And vivid lightnings round them flew : 

In vain the billows’ force they brave : 

Sinking beneath the oppressive wave, 

Poor William found a watery grave— 
And bade adieu for ever! 


PLL PLP POF 


CHRISTMAS EVE. 
Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.”—(A. I. Mason. ) 


Goop folks, now the close of the year 
Has brought us this season of leisure, 
Be assured that your company here 
Affords me the greatest of pleasure, 
And I hope that this evening will show 
Our object we all shall be gaining, 
While flashes of merriment flow, 
_ And mirthful good humour is reigning. 
Merrily let the song pass, 
Fill up with laughter the measure, 
Circulate quickly the glass, 
Crowning each moment with pleasure. 


If Care should by chance dare to frown 
In clouds of depression and sorrow, 
The monster we’ll promptly disown, 
There’s time for his visit to-morrow. 
The world’s busy. strife we’ll expel, 
Nor let its disasters confound uS, 
But think of, what all must excel, 
The circle of friends that surround us. 
Merrily let the song pass, &c, 


But short is the journey of life, 
Then wherefore devote it to sadness, 
Since few, ’midst its troublesome strife, 
Are the moments e’er given to gladness : 
And when such a period as this 
Occurs for our gratification, 
We should strive so to heighten its bliss, 
As to make up for years of vexation. 
Merrily let the song pass, &c. 
Time, rapidly stealing away, 
Affords.us this kind intimation— 


That height of enjoyment to-day 
Must certainly meet approbation. 
And still we’ll look forward with hope, 
The future may, brightly appearing, 
Afford us abundance of scope, 
The remnant of life to be cheering. 
Merrily let the song pass, &c. 


May many returns of the year 

Restore you a seasen so pleasant, 
With num/rous friends, it to cheer, 

Like those who support me at present. 
Accept my excuses I pray, 

My song’s in amusement no stronger, 
You'll doubtless agree, when I say, 

’Tis needless fatiguing you longer. 

Merrily let the song pass, &c. 


GPPPOEPERP 


SEWING UP OF TIMOTHY STITCH’EM, 


AT a village in Kent, as I have heard tell, 
Lived a tailor, called Timothy Stitch’em, 
Who could sigh and could groan, aye, and preach 
very well, 
So the neighbours ali feared he’d bewitch ’em ; 
He would oftentimes tell them a comical tale 
About religion and cabbaging so neatly, 
When collected together, their minds to regale, 
He’d measure out a subject completely. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my friends, I shall cut out my 
subject by a well-shaped pattern, which, no doubt, 
will fit you all as close as wax—there are many of 
you whose understandings are become threadbare, 
and, if you are not turned from that coat of wicked. 
ness, Old Nick will cabbage you, to a dead -cer- 
tainty ; but I hope no one present will be such a 
goose as to get within the length of his sleeve-board, 
if you do, you will make a devil of a job of it, he 
will rub down your seams and work-up your button- 
holes, so that you will all be ready to 

Sigh away, die away, 
Moan away, groan away, 
What comforts must certainly reach ’em, 
Such sighs and such cries, 
How they turned up their eyes 
At the sight of little Timothy Stitch’em. 


Now Stitch’em oft visited a farmer hard by, 
Who heeded but little his advice, ; 
But the wife on this doctrine would always rely, 
And believed he could mend her in a trice ; 

So Timothy, finding the farmer was deaf 
To all he might preach, sing, or pray, 

He would take care to visit his dear loving wife, 
And console her when he was away. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, Timothy always avoided the 
presence of Farmer Fusty, in order to comfort the 
wife with his devout doctrine, and also to comfort 
himself with some good cordials which she could 
procure ; and, one evening, when the farmer was 
gone to market, they, not expecting him back very 
soon, took the opportunity of regaling themselves 
with cups of comfort, prayers, and what else { 
can’t say, but this love-feast had such an effect on 
their spirits that they began to 


Sigh away, die away, 
oan away, groan away, 
What comforts must certainly reach ’em ; 
Such sighs and such cries, 
‘You’d have turned up your eyes 
Had you seen little Timothy Stich’em. 


Now the fire being warm, and their Spirits so cool, 


They both fell asleep very quick, 
When some knowing wag took a peep through the 
key-hole, 
And opening for mischief to seek ; 
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Then, hearing them snore, he stole a black cat, 
Then soon mounted to the chimney-top, 

‘Yo her tail tied straw, with an old dirty hat, 
And bundled her down neck and crop. 


SPOKEN.}] Yes, pussy descended the chimney 
very quick, with her straw packed up behind her, 
as if she was set out on a long journey, but, un- 
fortunately, her burden caught fire, so running to 
the pious couple for protection, set their garments 
on fire, so there was a pretty blaze altogether, and 
their fright caused them to 

Sigh away, die away, 
Moan away, groan away, 
What confusion must certainly reach ’em, 
Such sighs, and such cries, 
You’d have turned up your eyes, 
Had you seen little Timothy Stitch’em. 


This woman, through fear, called for help so loud 
That the neighbours were struck with amaze, 
Who assembled so fast that a wonderful crowd 
Came to see Mr. Stitch’em in a blaze 5 
Now the farmer arrived in the midst of the clatter, 
And with wonder he began to stare, 
Soon the neighbours did explain the truth of this 
matter, 
When he raved like a man in despair. 
SPOKEN.] Well, this is a pretty rig! but, how- 
ever, I’1l soon cool their courage and heat at the 
same time, by tying them together with a cart- 
rope, and sending them to hunt water-rats at the 
bottom of the horse-pond : I think it is proper they 
should have a soaker after their scorcher, so I’ll 
let them stick fast in the mud till they begin to 


Sigh away, die away, 
Moan away, groan away, 
What confusion must certainly reach ’em, 
Such sighs, and such cries, 
How they turned up their eyes, 
?Twas the sewing up of Timothy Stitch’em. 


GPP aII IPD? 


OH, LIBERTY! NAME DIVINE! 
(Dimond. ) 
On, Liberty! 
High praise to thee! 

Our fathers blessed thy name divine ! 
And, steeped in blood, 
Unshrinking, stood 

The priests and champions of thy shrine! 
Thy cherished fame 
Yet burns the same 

As when of yore it warmed our sires— 
Our hearts now beat 
With all its heat, 

Its generous glow, its faithful fires! 


De a 


THE BIRTH-DAY SOCIETY. 
Air—** Anacreon in Heaven.”’—( Upton. ) 


To the cause we’re now met in, the birth of our 
friends, 
My song shall declare it a glad celebration ; 
For friendship, true friendship, by nature por- 
tends 
To'rank for its value, the first in the nation. 
O yes! and ’tis clear, 
In a cause that’s so dear, 
We meet, and that truly, to celebrate here! 
And where is the Englishman e’er can decline, 
The birth-day of harmony, friendship, and wine. 


That the world is a stage, where each one plays a 


part, 
We are told, and most true, by a heaven-born 
poet ; 


And the man that acts up from a true honest 
eart, 
Will make his grand eit right well, and we 
know it. 
But while on this earth, 
Let our lives pass with mirth, 
And meet here to bumper a friend on his birth. 
And where is the Englishman e’er can decline, &c. 


Let faction and politics reign where they will, 
Our birth-day society treats them as foes ; 
So the bottle goes round, to good humour we fill, 
And eare not, while here, how the jarring world 
goes. 
’Vis the charms of the fair, 
Dear woman, I swear, 
Weare proud to acknowledge, and make, make 
our care. 
And where is the Englishman e’er can decline, &c. 


To rub off dull sorrow, and discord defy, 
We meet here determined to pull strong toge- 
ther ; 
And while festive reason waits on us rely, 
For the slaves of the demon we don’t care a 
feather. 
Fiends of Hell, we can say, 
To your torments, away ! 
We are met like good fellows to moisten our 
clay. 
And where is the Englishman e’er can decline, &c. 


In a word, to sum up what our birth-days call for, 
Tis to pass now and then a convivial hour ; 
As for speeches and cavil, such things we abhor, 
Which tend but too often our moments to sour. 
So the toast and the song 
Shall our pleasure prolong ; 
And to drink to us all health and wealth can’t 
be wrong. 
And where is the Englishman e’er can decline, &c. 


GPIPL IIS 


SAY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT 
TO-DAY. 


(T. Moore.) 


SAY, what shall be our sport to-day ? 
There’s nothing on earth, in sea, or air, 
Too bright, too bold, too high, too gay, 
For spirits like mine to dare. 
Tis like the returning bloom 
Of those days, alas! gone by, 
When I loved each hour, I scarce knew whom, 
And was blest, I knew not why. 


Aye, those were the days when life had wings, 
And fiew—oh! flew so wild a flight, 

That, like the lark that sunward springs, 
’Twas giddy with so much light. - 

And though of some plumes bereft, 
With that sun so nearly set, 

I’ve enough of light and wings still left 
For a few gay soarings yet! 


GILLI PEF 


FILL HIGH THE BOWL—’TIS PERHAPS 
THE LAST. 


(Mrs. Rolls.) 


FILL high the bowl—’tis perhaps the last, 
The kindred warriors e’er may drain! 
Oh, when to morrow’s fight is past, 
How few to pledge it may remain! 


Fill high the bowl—’tis perhaps the last 
That Beauty’s hand may yield to thine ! 
Oh, when it o’er her lip has passed, 
It gives a joy more sweet than wine ! 


Fill high the bowl-—’tis perhaps the last 
That will beneath this roof be crowned ! 
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Soon the wild breeze, that murmurs past, 
May sweep its rained wall around ! 


Fill high the bowl—’tis perhaps the last 
In which we hail our fathers’ fame ! 

Oh! when ’tis by our children passed, 
May added glories gild their name ! 


Fill high the bowl—’tis perhaps the last— 
In it come pledge the hero’s grave! | 

For him, Death’s pang, ere felt, is past— 
It lingers only to the slave ! 


POF PLP LL 


TEDDY O’BRADE AT THE ONE-HORNED 


RED COW; 
OR, A HOUSE FULL OF ODDITIES ! 
Air—€ In Cork lived Miss Molly O’ Rig.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


I WAS born up and bred in Arklow, 

And lived BooTs at the One-horned Red Cow ; 
But, one horn to her skull, 
A cow must be a bull, 

Nater makes some odd blunders we know, 

Yet, a bull-calf can’t be an old cow! 


Twas a house full of oddities queer, 
Faith, my master had only one ear ; 

And my mistress had, (why 

I can’t tell,) but one eye ; 
Sure I thought them an odd-coupled pair ; 
Such two odds can’t be even, that’s clear! 


With next odd in the house to begin, 
All was odd, from the knee to the chin, 
For the sarvant-maid, Peg, 
Had for use, but one leg ; 
¢ Peg,’ says I, ‘love, what’s got t’other shin?’ 
Och! the devil burn this wooden pin! 


What’s odd too, to keep odds up to par, 
A. DUMB WAITER they kept at the bar; 
And a deaf and blind coox, 
In the kitchen, to look 
After boilings and stewings! Ah! ha! 
Och! She Madame Francaise was, begar! 


I for oddness long puzzled my brain, 
Myself’s evenness gave me great pain, 
Till I found out at last, 
In my mould an odd cast, 
Where my oddness long hidden had lain; 
Och! I’ll make out the case on’t quite plain ! 


Look! I’ve got but one FACE to my HEAD! 
That’s odd too, and may even be said, 

Tis an odd-side what’s blind, 

For with no face behind, 
Faith, I can’t be look where my heels tread, 
Och! an ODD-ONE then’s TEDDY O’BRADE! 


PLE LIFG IE 


SORROW HATH TWINED A WREATH 
FOR ME. 


(D. L, Richardson.) 


SoRRoOw hath twined a wreath for me, 
Made of the weeping cypress-tree, 

And o’er my young, but troubled, brow 
Hath thrown a mournful shadow now ! 


And, as the meteor, gleaming bright, 
Misleads the wanderer of the night, 
Young Hope, a fair, but faithless, maid, 
Hath this too trusting heart betrayed ! 


Mine early joys have fled, like dreams,— 
And life a cheerless desart seems, 

Where nought invades the silence dread, 
Save disappointment’s hollow tread ! 


Lonely and sad, I sojourn here,— 
A dark and withered heart I bear,— 


While hope’s gay beam, and sorrow’s shade, 
But mock the ruin they have made! 


PIG ILCIALF 


JOCK O” HAZEL-DEAN, 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


WHY weep ye by the tide, lady ? 
Why weep ye by the tide ? 

I’ll wed ye to my youngest son, 
And ye shall be his bride ; 

And ye shall be his bride, lady, 
Sae comely to be seen, 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’, 
For Jock o’ Hazel-dean. 


Now let this wilful grief be done, 
And dry that cheek so pale, 

Young Frank is Chief of Errington, 
And Lord of Langley-dale ; 

His step is first in peaceful ha’, 
His sword in battle keen ; 

But, aye, she loot the tears down fa’, 
For Jock o’ Hazel-dean, 


O’ chain o’ gold ye shall not lack, 
Nor braid to bind your hair, 

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk, 
Nor palfrey fresh and fair ; 

And you, the foremost of them a’, 
Shall ride our forest-queen, 

But, aye, she loot the tears down fa’, 
For Jock o’ Hazel-dean. 


The kirk was decked at morning-tide, 
The tapers glimmered fair, } 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And dame and knight are there. 
They sought her both by bower and ha’, 
The lady was not seen; 
She’s o’er the border and awa’ 
Wi’ Jock o’ Hazel-dean. 


GIL IPIFIP 


LOOK YOU NOW. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


THERE is a proferb ferry old, 
Look you now! Look you now! 

If hur prudence must be told, 
Look you now! 

This proferb is of ancient rnles, 

Ferry coot to caution fools— 

‘ Never meddle with edge tools,’ 
Look you now! Look you now! 


There is a fable pat enough, 
Look you now! Look you now! 
A snake once licked a file so rough, 
Look you now! 
So tore her tongue above, beneath ; 
Hur wished hur had not left the heath, 
But ‘ kept hur tongue between hur teeth,’ 
Look you now! Look you now! 


A story ferry coot I’ve heard, 
Look you now! Look you now! 
There was a Turk who wore a peard, 
Look you now ! 
Twas all hur pride, till once a clown 
Pulled it so, when, with a frown, 
The angry Turk was knock hur down, 
Look you now! Look you now. 


THE LAKE OF WINDERMERE. 
( Dibdin. ) 


SLipT from her mother’s apron string, 
Miss Pat, the ’prentice for her dear, 
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For love and Gretna-green took wing, 

_ And passed the lakes of Windermere. 
Cried dad, my boots, bring out the shay ; 
Up love, we’ll catch ’em, never fear 5 
Yo Kendal, come, they’re flown away : 

: What shall we do now? 
Let’s see the lakes of Windermere, 


See, see, of lakers, what a mob! 
I’d’clare ’tis d’lightful to come here 5 
And yonder’s Captain Thingumbob, 
Oh! charming lake of Windermere. 
Why, aye, the grouse and potted char, 
And trout and eels are noble cheer ; 
But, my mind Greenwich-hill is far,— 
Upon my word I think so,— 
Beyond the lakes of Windermere, 


“« Servant, dear ma’am.” ‘* Ah! how d’ye do?” 
«* Ah! Captain, pray what brought you here?” 
** Your letter ;—on love’s wings I flew 
To see the lakes of Windermere.” 
** Zounds! there’s the ’prentice and our Pat ; 
T’ll rate ’em soundly ; stay you here.” 
The Captain now in amorous chat, 
Yon see, my angel, I was punctual to my ap- 
pointment, 
Beguiles the time at Windermere. 


** Dear pa!” “* You hussy, hold your tongue, 
No single syllable I’ll hear ;” | 
*¢ Pity a pair so fond and young, 
And make us blest at Windermere. 
«* What says your mother?” <¢ In my sight 
Let not the wicked wretch appear ; 
Would she had never seen the light ! 
A little devil to interrupt us 
On these sweet lakes of Windermere. 


** My virtuous feelings thus to wound ; 

Begone, vile wretch!” ‘* Ma’am, in your ear, 
By accident this note I found, 

Here at the lakes of Windermere. 
‘ I’ve but a moment’s time to write ; 

That brute, my husband, is so near: 
Dear Captain, instant take your flight 

(You see, ma’am, you are discovered) 
On Cupid’s wings to Windermere.’ ” 


«« Dear mother, are you cruel still?” 
«« She pleads her cause so well, my dear, 
Let’s pardon her?” ‘* Well, so we will, 
And enjoy ourselves at Windermere.” 
Dad takes the qualms, away they call 
Captain, and all get glorious cheer, 
And enjoy,—while Nunky pays for all, poor easy 
contented dupe, 
The pleasures of gay Windermere. 


PPIELL ELF 


OLD RINGWOOD. 


Yr darksome woods, where Echo dwells, 
Where every bud with freedom swells, 
To meet the glorious day ; 
The morning breaks, again rejoice, 
And with old Ringwood’s well-known voice, 
Bid tuneful Echo play. 


We come, ye groves, ye hills, we come: 
The vagrant fox shall hear his doom, 

And dread our jovial train. 

The shrill horn sounds, the courser flies, 
While every sportsman, joyful, cries, 

‘© 'There’s Ringwood’s voice again.” 
The chiming notes of cheerful hounds, 
Hark! how the hollow dale resounds ! 

The sunny hills how gay ! 

But where’s the note, brave dog, like thine; 
Then urge the steed, the chorus join, 
Tis Ringwood leads the way. 


LOVE IS A SICKNESS FULL OF WOES, 
(S. Danyell, 1623.) 
LOVE is a sickness full of woes, 
All remedies refusing ; 
A plant that with most cutting grows, 
Most barren with best using ; 
Why so? 
If we enjoy it soon it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sizhing cries, 
Hey ho! 
Love is a torment of the mind, 
A tempest everlasting ; 
And Heaven has made it of a kind, 
Not well, nor full, nor fasting ; 
Why so? 
If we enjoy it soon it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries, 
Hey ho! 


POPP IF IPXD 


JERRY’S RAMBLE TO TOWN, 


YOUR sarvant, I’m come to relate 
Of my rambles among the fine sights ; 
I took leave of my sweetheart Kate, 
And in town thought to meet with delights ; 
Thinks I, now I’m come to this place, 
Pll see all that is handsome and rare, 
But the folks crowd as if ’twas a race, 
Or at wonders was running to stare. 


S?oKEN.] Well, thinks I, I’ll be darn sorry if 
this an’t worse than being at home working, though 
I have plenty to do there, ’tis true, because ’m 
a kind of all-works like; I sow the corn, go to 
plough or harrow, fetch the cows, clean the pig- 
styes out, work in the garden, thrash, chop wood, 
go to market along with our Mary, fetch water, 
help churn, and ringle the eld sows, so I come 
here for a little pleasure ; but if they call it plea- 
sure to be crowded and pushed, and thumpt, and 
bumpt, and lumpt about among all these here peo- 
ple, the devil take such pleasure, I say, for I have 
ane no more peace than a toad under a harrow all 

aye 
Tol de rol, lol de rol, &c. 
Thinks I, I, at home or abroad, 
To no one bear animosities, 
So I’]l just see what I can learn 
Among wonderful fine curiosities ; 
Ill tell it out when I go back 

Among all my friends and their spouses, 

That the streets on both sides were bedecked 

With such nation kits of great houses. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, there was such a raft of great 
overgrown houses and fine sights, that I really 
thought I had got into another world, and the 
people come swarming down the streets like bees 
in a hot summer’s day; one fine cockney-looking 
gentleman axed me what it was o’clock? why, sir, 
says I, I can’t tell; why not, says he, haven’t 
you got a watch with you? Yes, sir, said I, and 
mean to keep it, for I have sewed it fast in my 


pocket. 
Tol de rol, lol de rol, &c. 


One evening I met in my way, 
As in the streets a musing I walked, 
A lady so handsome and gay, 
And most charming she chattered and talked ; 
She axed me if I’d see her home, 
Her way being lonesome and dreary, 
Says she, sir, I can’t go alone, 
Odd zounds! thinks I, now here’s a query. 


SPOKEN.] I was rather queered to be sure ; but, 
however, thinks I, if I am to be robbed, stripped, 
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and murdered, it will only be the:death of me 
that’s all, so I went home with her, and she kept 
talking so fast that I had not room to say a word 
all the time ; at last we come to her house and 
went in, so she told me to sit down, while she 
fetched me something to drink; so after she was 
gone, I looked all round the room, presently I 
heard a devil of a noise and fighting up stairs, so 
T scrambled out of the window and ran away as 
fast as ever I could; and as I was looking behind 
me, I ran slap up against an old watchman, and 
knocked him down sprawling. 
Tol de rol, lol de rol, &c. 


The devil, thinks ],’s in this town, 
And I must look after my stops, 

So I’ll just take a rove up and down, 
To see what they sell in the shops ; 
Then I heard the folks talk of the play, 
So I posted towards it with speed, 
And that night was to be, I heard say, 

Some devilish keen acting indeed. 


SPOKEN.] I got carried in with the crowd, and 
then I paid a shilling to a man what set in a cup- 
board like, then I went up stairs, very near seven- 
teen story high, and I fancy I did look about me a 
little matter to think where I could have got to, 
for with the music, singing, dancing, and fine 
sights altogether, I was quite struck comical ; but 
I was devilish glad to get out again, for the 
Squeezed me very near as flat as an old shilling, 
and I was just a little matter glad to get home in 
the country again, for if I had staid there much 
longer, I should have been stifled, smothered, and 
smoke dried like a red herring. 

Tol de rol, lol de rol, &c. 


PPL PP PP 


ELLEN’S WEDDING DAY. 


( Bryant.) 
HARK! through the vale, each cheerful sound 
With happy shepherds stray ; 
And now they troll the merry round, 
On Ellen’s wedding day. 
Oh, ting, ting, ting, 
They merrily sing, 
As o’er the hills they stray ; 
Let the tabor sound, 
And the song go round, 
’Tis Ellen’s wedding day. 


See how the sun with sparkling face, 
Through wandering breezes play ; 
And ev’ry cloud with stately grace, 
Proclaims the wedding day. 
Oh, ting, ting, ting, 
We merrily sing, 
As o’er the hills we stray, 
Let the tabor sound, 
And the song go round, 
’Tis Ellen’s wedding day ! 


PPP PCL IPP 


JACK OF GUINEA. 

Air—* When I was a pure.” —(T. Dibdin.) 
GREAT way off at sea, where at home I’ve been-ee, 
Buckra man fetch me from de coast of Guinea : 
Christian massa pray, he call me heathen doggy, 
Den I run away, for very much he floggy. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 
White man bring me here, and good Christian 
make me, 
Lady fair, O dear! for a footman take me ; 
Stand behind her chair,—she faro play for guinea ; 
Always she play fair,—yet she always winnce. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 
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Lady run away, lawyer man now take me, 
Latin word he say, and great rogue he make me}; 
Poor man dere I saw, go to law so funny, 
He get all de law, but massa all de money. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


Actor man so gay, for a sarvy hire me, 
Tragedy he play,—playhouse never tire me 3 
Massa often die, den good wine he quaff-ee ; 
All the people cry—I and massa laughee. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 


After dat I go, with a doctor livee, 
Hold him hand out so,—den de fee dey givee ; 
Dey be fool enough, massa make great fussee 3 
He give de patient stuff, it make de poor man 
worsee. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


Negro girl I see,—love her sweet as honey ; 

Soon she marry me,—she and I get money ; 

Happy she and I,—live among our betters, 

To heaven go when die,—if buckra man will let us. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


SOLF IIOP? 


WEEP, LOVE, FOR ’TIS BLISS TO SEE 
THY PASSION IN SUCH PURITY. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


Nay! cease not weeping, for thine eyes, 
When drowned in tears, thy thrilling sighs 
Have purer charms than smiles express, 
For smiles oft spring from nothingness ! 
Oh! who can hear thee softly sob, 
Or see thy lips so ripe for bliss, 
And think ’twould be a sin to rob 
Those lips of one voluptuous kiss ? 
When on thy cheek, of love’s own hue, 
Steal tears, like gems of morning dew, 
Which April’s budding roses wear ; 
Or, lighted by their sun, thine eyes, 
Like diamonds from the mine appear, 
Such brilliancy within them lies! 
Then weep, love, for ’tis bliss to see 
Thy passion in such purity. 


Yes! weep, my love, thy tears can seek 
No sweeter shrine than on thy cheek: 
Nor can love’s rosiest bower eclipse 

The roses of those humid lips; 

Then let thy tears their station keep, 
Refreshing, while they sweetly fall ; 
Those fragrant rose-buds let them steep, 

They’ll lose no incense, shed them all. 
Oh! I could fancy thee the maid 
Whom Jupiter with gold betrayed ; 

Or meek-eyed Pity, from the spheres, 
Sent down to balm our bosom’s wo, 

And think thy tears but April tears, 
Which Beanty sheds, that love may grow: 
Then weep, dear, for ’tis bliss to see 
Thy passion in such purity. 


PIPPI IPP OF 


CHRISTMAS TIME. 
(Oakum.) 


As Christmas approaches, each bosom is gay, 
For good cheer will always drive sorrow away ; 
Young Roger then kisses swect Susan or Dolly, 
While trimming the house up with ivy and holly. 
For never as yet was it counted a crime, 
To be cheery and merry at that happy time. 


Then plenty of turkey, of chine, and roast beef, 
Old English provision, allowed still the chief : 
The cook, Roger whispers, his wishes to crown, 
Aud Dolly says, give me a bit of the brown. 

For never as yet, &c. 
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Then the luscious plum-pudding appears to the 
eye, 
And close at its heels the pleasing mince-pie ; 
When each mouth waters at such delicate fare, 
Well pleased as they hope to come in for a share. 
For never, as yet, &c. 


With humming October the jorum is filled, 
Which would make the heart glow, if with frost 
it was chilled ; 

Then song, joke, and gambol, 
; round, § 
And each, with good humour, is happily crowned. 

For never, as yet, &c. 


goes merrily 


Twelfth-day you will find is just by in the rear, 
When the rich sugared cake to the sight will ap- 
pear ; 
Then sloven and slut, and the king and the queen, 
With laughter come forward to heighten the scene. 
For never, as yet, &c. 


Thus filled with good cheer, and contented in 
mind, 
At Christmas we hope every comfort to find ; 
May the rich, who are blest with abundance in 
store, 
To crown the blithe season, make merry the poor. 
For never, as yet, &c. 


PPL PPA 


THE DEAREST OF THE QUORUM. 
( Burns.) 


O MAY, thy morn was ne’er sae sweet 
As the mirk night 0’ December ; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 
And private was the chamber ; 

And dear was she I dare na name, 
But I will ay remember. 


And here’s to them that like oursel, 
Can push about the jorum, 

And here’s to them that wish us weel, 
May a’ that’s gude watch o’er them ; 

And here’s to them we dare na tell, 
The dearest of the quorum. 


GIPIP LIP? 


I CAN MEND BOTH YOUR SOLE AND 
YOUR BODY. 


BEHOLD, Doctor Last, known for ages past, 
I’m the man, as sure as.a gun, sir; 
Yonr pulses feel, or mend your sole-heel, 
I’m the son of the seventh son, sir! 
Bleed and blister,-- gargle and glister, 
Patients buried under the soddy ; 
Scarify, dilute, or make a new book, 
I can mend both your sole and your body. 


When seated in my stall, should a patient chance 
to call, : 
Myself I always fresh rig, sir; 
For a doctor’s sense and consequence 
Lies in his cane and wig, sir; 
With Latin words a fuss,—cook a saucepanabus, 
I can break your teeth with words very oddy ; 
Paris come parabend,—lapstone and waxend, 
I can mend both your sole and your body. 


At inoculation, I’m the best in the nation, 
And by fees I am scraping up the pelf, sir ; 
Though the physic that I give the patient may 
outlive, 
I shouldn’t like to take it myself; sir; 
Make a mortar of the stew-tub,—mix sal by salpo- 
lyrist and rhubarb ; 
As a medicine for the false niddy noddy ;° 
Damaged welt and upper leather I can always put 
together, 
For 1 mend both the sole and the body. 


Betwixt you and me, the college all agree, 
However I might bolus and have pilled him ; 

If a patient chance to die, he mustn’t say ’twas I, 
He mustn’t say ’twas I that killed him ! 

An ague I can charm, knock a tooth out without 

harm, 

But, zounds! how you’d caper diddy doddy! 

The ladies cry, in haste, let us fly to Doctor Last, 
He cures both the sole and the body. 


PPPOE L aE FH y 


HAPPY THE MAN MUST PASS HiS LIFE. 
(Rt. Hon. C. J. Fox.) 


[This song can be read in alternate lines, which 
alters the subject completely. } 


HAppy the man must pass his life 
Who’s free from matrimonial chains ; 
Who is directed by his wife, 
Is sure to suffer for his pains. 


What tongue is able to unfold 

The falsehoods that in woman dwell; 
The worth in woman we behold 

Is almost imperceptible. 


Adam could find no’solid peace 

When Eve was given him fora mate ; 
Before he saw a woman’s face, 

Adam was in a happy state. 


In the female race appear 
Hypocrisy, deceit, and pride; 
Truth, offspring of a heart sincere, 
Ne’er found in woman to reside. 


They’re always studying to employ 
Their time in malice, hate, and lies; 
Their leisure hours in virtuous joy 
To spend, ne’er in their thoughts arise. 


Destruction take that man I say 
Who makes a woman his delight ; 

Who no regard to woman pay, 
Keeps reason always in his sight. 


GI LIP IP? 


YE SONS OF HARMONY, ARISE. 


YE sons of Harmony, arise, 
The social night is ours ; 
See, Jove looks down from out the skies, 
And strews our path with flowers. 
The sparkling glass invites our lips, 
With nectar filled divine, 
As Bacchus, rosy boy, he dips 
His wings in generous wine. 


The laurel shades our brows to prove, 
In Bacchus’ mystic charms, 
Twined with the wreath of gentle Love, 
He smiles in Beauty’s arms! 
Then fill the goblet higher, boys, 
Quaff off the rosy wine ! 
Ours are true pleasure’s social joys, 
Avollo’s sons divine. 
Ye sons of Harmony, &c. 


PIPE LIF SP? 


ISAY ALL ARE TRIFLES AND NOTHING 
TO LOVE. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


LET the miser say all things are carried by gold, 
Let courtiers on titles and places lay hold, 

Let patriots their zeal for their country approve, 
I say all are trifles, and nothing to love ! 


When statesmen are got to the end of their line, 
And think, at one stroke, to complete their de- 
sign, ; 
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Their planning and scheming imperfect will prove, 
Unless they will top it, and crown it with love ! 


Let fine-fashioned fops, with their dress and their 
grace, 

Boast their unfeeling heart, and unchangeable 
face ; 

Yet these pretty creatures, whom nothing can 
move, 

Might something be fit for, could we warm them 
with love. 


PPLL LPL 


NO LIFE’S LIKE THE LIFE OF A 
SOLDIER. 


Now, without any doubt, 
You’re about to find out, - 
If you list to my mode of explaining, 
How I’1l keep you all jogging, 
No soul ever flogging, 
For that’s the best method of training ; 
To all and to each, 
While I preach, I shall teach, . 
What will make yon genteeler and bolder! 
On my plan, a rattan 
Will ne’er fall on a man, 
If his duty he learns like a soldier! 
With a row-de-dow whack, 
Shoulder arms in a crack, 
Expert and alert, like a soldier. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


When war’s alarms height’ning, 
Swords bright’ning, like lightning, 

The enemy charging like thunder; 
Tooth and nail, thick as hail, 

Yet let mercy prevail 

The moment you find him knock under; 
And spare all those Turks’ lives, 
Who have married four wives; 

The cause—if ye want to be told here— 
Four widows would need 
Consolation indeed, 

Unless pitied by each gallant soldier ! 
Then row-de-dow whack, 

Shoulder arms in a crack, 

No life’s like the life of a soldier! 

Then row-de-dow, &c. 


You must march, though heat parch, 
Or cold pinch, stiff and starch, 
In search of the foe till you find him 3 
From each place, in disgrace, 
Beat, he’ll ne’er show his face, 
Except when he’s looking behind him ! 
In war line the trenches, 
In peace love the wenches, 
They’ll make ye politer and bolder ; 
Your duty to beauty 
Neglect, and I’ll shoot ye! 
Who loves not the fair is no soldier. 
Then row-de-dow whack, 
Present arms in a crack ; 
For beauty’s the pride of a soldier. 
Then row-de-dow whack, &c. 


GOOD NIGHT ALL. 
(P. Savage.) 


GOoD night, all 
Whose heads or hearts with aught are aching ! 
Weary hand and fevered brow, 
Day is over—rest ye now, 
Till the morn again is breaking. 
Good night, all! 
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Rest ye, rest! 

All noise is with the light decaying, 
Hushed is every harsher sound, 
Than the warder on his round ! 

And the quiet night seems saying, 

Rest ye, rest! 
In your sleep 

Be dreams of heaven your souls beguiling! 
And the sweetest dream of all, 

To the lover’s fancy call 

Her he worships, kindly smiling, 
In his sleep. 

Good night, all! 

Sleep on, till day’s above you breaking ! 
Sleep—till with another morn 
Other cares as well are born ; 

Sleep secure—your father’s waking ; 
Good night, all! 


SLL? ELH 


LONG LIFE TO THE KING AND THE 
PEOPLE. 


A TRIO AND CHORUS, 
*TwIXT the crown and the people were confidence 
dead, 
’Twould be like a man’s body cut off from his 
head, 
A pond out of fish, or a loaf without bread, 

Or without any church, a high steeple. ; 
May the king love the people, the people the king, 
May he who love neither deservedly swing, 

While the lads of each island shall merrily sing 

Long life to the king and the people.. 

While the lads of each island, &c. 


Then let’s stick close together, for if we divide, 
We do that, which to make us, our foes have long 
tried, 
For the straighter we go, when we’re all on one 
side, 
While on their own heads may they heap ill, 
Who envy our nation as much as it thrives, 
May their liquor be weak, discontented their lives F, 
May they run from their foes to be beat by their 
wives, 
Who wish ill to the king and the people. 
May they run from their ioes, &c. 


POLL ILGPS 


THE SEA-BOY ON THE HIGH AND GIDDY 
MAST. 
( Pearce.) 

To England’s towers of oak, farewell ! 

No more for me shall be unfurled 
The canvas in the gale to swell, 

The ocean is no more my world ; 
Yet these life’s earliest years I fearless passed, 
A sea-boy on the high and giddy mast. 


There oft, to cheer the midnight hour, 
The helmsman with a fancy free, 
His ditty to the waves would pour, 
Of love on shore, or storms at sea ; 
And how the sea-boy, ’midst the rattling blast, 
Keeps station on the high and giddy mast. 
Dear were the sounds, though rude and hoarse, 
Of helm-a-lee or helm-a-weather, 
To bring the vessel to her course, 
And keep the sails well filled together ; 
While on the look-out far my eyes were cast, 
A sea-boy on the high and giddy mast. 


LONDON COMPLIMENTS. 
A DUET. 
To a popular French Air.—( Miss Bryant.) 


He.—GooD morning, dear. 
She.— Good morning, sir. 


He.—You look so charming! 
She.—Oh, sir, fie! 
He.—Upon my life! 
She.—I’m sure you err. 
He.—A glance has shot me from your eye. 
She.—How you talk, I wish you’d walk, 
Nonsense ! 
Thus to flatter me. 
He,.—In this nation, by salvation, 
Such beauty cannot flattered be. 
Beauty cannot flattered be, &c. 


She.— Enough of stuff. 
He.—Upon my honour! 
She.— Where’s your honour, say, sir, do? 
He.—In my heart, dear. 
She.—Pardon me, sir, 

For your honour’s in your shoe. 
He.—Gipsey ! 
She.—Tipsey ! 

Go your ways. 
He.—Hear me, pray? 
She.—Not me. 





He.—Ah, do! 
Wo’n’t you? Then, farewell, thou false 
one. 
She.—Very well, kind sir, adieu ! 
Both.—Very well, kind ‘adieu! 
Sir, 


SILENT LOVE. 
(G. Colman.) 


A LOVER often has been blessed 
With a soft hand in secret pressed, 
Or with a glance, or with a sigh, 
Or with some other foolery 

Of silent love. 


And should the nymph, with roseate charms, 
Glide, through night’s darkness, to his arms, 
Nestling there, while scandal sleeps, 
Sweet are the joys, till daylight peeps, 

Of silent love. 


But bitter are the lover’s woes, 
When love no symptom dares disclose ; 
When to the fair, who fires his breast, 
Not e’en a look must be expressed, 

Of silent love ;— 


Then stolen pangs his sleep destroy, 

And wring him, like the Spartan aA 

Who never would his theft impart, 

But cloaked it, till it gnawed his heart, ~ 
Like silent love. 


GLOSS LE LL 


THE LOVES OF JUDY ROONEY AND 
LOONEY CONNOR. 


Air—‘* Nancy Dawson.”—(O’Flannaghan. ) 


OcH! Judy Rooney, neat and tight, 
Twas she first gave my heart delight, 
In bed I staid awake at night, 
A thinking of her beauty ; 
For, oh! her eyes such conquest draws, 
That she has gained the world’s applause, 
And Judy plays with hearts like straws, 
With which a knot but few tie! 


Resolved to speak my mind one day, 
I sought Miss Rooney, where she lay 
Reclining on a cock of hay, 

Her cheek so rosy red, gra; 
Says I, “ Och, Judy! give relief, 
For love, that universal thief, 

Has nearly kilt my heart with grief, 

Unless with me you’ll-wed, gra, 
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The live-long night, the ne’er a wink 

I get, but still of you I think ;— 

Since sorrow’s dry, myself must drink, 
Then bid not Looney part you ; 

For since my heart to you has flown, 

My night-cap it has useless grown, 

So e’en take that, they’re both your own, 
My night-cap and my heart, too. 


With that the soul, she smiled to hear 
Her lovely self to me was dear, 
And Judy’s smile brought hope to cheer 
The faithful heart of Looney. 
Upon the hay I bent my knee, 
Your night-cap you may keep, says she, 
But t’other trifle leave with me, 
Your own true Judy Rooney. 


So then I threw my cap at care, 
And no one but ourselves being there, 
I just made bold to kiss the fair, 

While blushes crowded on her; 
With downcast eyes she sighed, a power— 
She owned, of youths I was the flower, 
And Judy Rooney, from that hour, 

Is Mrs, Looney Connor, 


PLPP PP OP 


THE BRITISH OAK. 


WHEN vegetation, from the new formed earth, 
Called forth her first green progeny to thee, 
She gave distinguished ominence of birth, 
She marks thee for the forest’s kingly tree. 


Thou canst not brook the clime where tyrants reign, 
And cringing slaves unmanly homage pay, 

Still at the sight of loathed oppression’s chain, 
Thy verdure sickens, and thy nerves decay, 


But in the land where liberty and law 
Their blended infiuence happily unite, 
Where justice keeps enormity in awe, 
And weighs in equal beam the wrong and right. 


There thou delightest to keep thy staple seat, 
Luxuriant here thy honours spread, 

The muses consecrate the loved retreat, 
And taste and genius round it lustre shed. 


Then rear thy green head to the summer gale, 
Let all thy towering branches proudly wave ; 
For till the powers of vegetation fail, 
No tyrant freedom’s favourite shall enslave. 


GPIPLEIL EPP 


THE STEP-SONS OF FORTUNE. 


YE step-sons of Fortune, who long have seen 
clouded 
The hopes which you cherished in life’s early 


day ; 
Oh! why sibile you weep, though the visions are 
shrouded, 
The dreams of your fancy have faded away. 
Our fate, like our planet, with mountain and val- - 


ey, 
May chequer the path where the pilgrim must 


g0 ‘ 
While round the high mountain may waving winds 
rally 
Which stoop not to visit the valley below. — 


’Tis noble to strive with the hardships which merit 
Must oftimes endure ere its worth can be found; 
Tis base to submit and to humble the spirit, 
For lacking what Fortune’s gay minions sur- 
round. 
The coward may boast when to battle a stranger ; 
The fool head may flourish when Fortune does 
bless ; 
But the test of the brave is the dark post of dan- 
ger 5 
The trial of wisdom is doubt and distress. 


64 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


Though we grow like the grass on the common of 
Nature, 
Which ranks not in beauty with flowers of the 
field ; 
True worth is not buckled to beauty or stature, 
Nor life to the fragrance the sweetest flowers 
‘ yield., ; 
The lowliest plants may be useful and healing, 
And baneful and worthless the gaudiest flowers : 
So none from the station can judge of the feeling 
Deep hid in our bosom, those secrets of ours. 


Shall we measure our days, shall we fill up their 
number, 
By secret repining at Fortune’s decree ? 
Or rousing at once from such cold mental slumber, 
Throw from us our fetters, resolve to be free? 
Resolve to be free from the tyrant that crushes ; 
The wretch who still pines that his fortune is 
small ; 
Bend heaven our hearts with their hopes and their 
wishes, 
And black discontentment the tyrant will fall. 


Yes, happiness waits for the hero whose valour 
Can conquer all passions of mortal descent ; 
Fall, conquer, and not like the safe-landed sailor, 

Still sigh to return to his own element. 
Ah! hard is the task, for though discord oft mixes 
Her voice with the passions of mortals below, 
Yet strong is the chain of affection that fixes 
Our hearts to the scene of our joy and our wo. 


PPPPPP PS 


MRS. VON TRUMP AND HER LOVER. 


In Hamburgh’s free city lived Mrs. Von Trump, 
Adored. by Von Drauzel dim Dandie : 
She had legs, it is true, but between me and you, 
One was cork, and the flesh one was bandy ; 
Odd to relate, spite of her gait, 
Though crooked her legs, he would marry her 
straight. * 


Mrs. Von Trump, on her back had a hump, 
Her complexion was dingy and sooty ; 
For her lump Drauzel swore, he loved her the 
more, 
For a curve was the true line of beauty. 
Her charms he’d extol, and swear by his soul, 
She was one of the fair sex, though dark as a mole. 


Von Drauzel persuaded : she yielded at last, 
And waddled away to the altar ; 
O’er her hump was the knot of affection soon 
passed, 
Her legs fixed in the conjugal halter. 
Von Drauzel alone could call her his own, 
For her cork leg had now become bone of his bone. 


The honey-moon over, I dread to relate, 
The spouse of Von Drauzel dim Dandie, 
Loved at routs, plays, and balls, to exhibit her 
gait, 
She also loved noyeau and brandy. 
Quarrels arose, and the story it goes, 
As fate corked her leg, she would bottle her nose. 


Soon sickness assailed her, prescriptions they 
gave, 

But her physic was rum, and she’d suck it ; 
Till, as Nature had sent her one foot in the grave, 

With the other she soon kicked the bucket. 
Then, you must know, her hump was laid low, 
In her coffin, poor soul, her cork leg cocked its toe. 
Von Drauzel was rife, he buried his wife, 
And lived like a spinster the rest of his life. 

»~ 
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ERE LIFFEY’S WATERS MEET THE © 
TIDE. 


Air— Roy’s Wife.” —(J. Tighe.) 
ERE Liffey’s waters meet the tide, 
They roll by many lovely bowers ; 


There’s one more fair than all beside, 
For Kathleen’s hands entwine the flowers. 


You’ve seen the primrose in the glade, 
Robed with purest dews of morning! 
O, thus, in modesty arrayed, 
She blooms, her native fields adorning. 
Ere Liffey’s waters, &c. 


Tis not sweet Kathleen’s gifted mind, 
Her form so fair, her tresses flowing, 
Alone compose the chains that bind 
My soul in love, so pure, so glowing. 
Ere Liffey’s waters, &c. 


I heard her song of Innesfail, 
The once renowned in martial story ; 
And sadly sweet as Banshee’s wail, 
She poured the strain for faded glory. 
. Ere Liffey’s waters, &c. 


O, twas a song of other years, 
And cold the heart as frozen waters, 
That would not join the maiden’s tears 
For Erin’s sons, and Erin’s daughters. 
Ere Liffey’s waters, &c, 


GLIELLIEIS 


HE DRINKS, AND DRINKS FOR EVER. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Oh, say not Woman’s Heart is bought.” 


OH, say not life is dearly bought 
By him who seeks for pleasure ; 
Oh, say not joy is wrongly sought 
When whiskey’s thought a treasure! 
When first a youthful toper knows 
Its fumes, he wanders never ; 
He gladdens at his pimpled nose, 
He drinks, and drinks for ever. 


Oh, say not whiskey does impair, 
Nor like a poison rages ; 

Still seeking ev’ry vein to tear, 
Nor cause such deadly changes! 

Oh, no! the draught that first can warm 
Will leave his stomach never! 

Though all his friends may rant and storm, 
He’ll drink, and drink for ever. 


GPOPP LPF 


COME, COME, MY BRAVE LADS, TO THE 
SPORT. 


Air— Loose, loose every Sail to the Breeze.” 
(H. Powell.) 


COME, come, my brave lads, to the sport, 
And let the shrill horn sweetly sound ; 
Away to our fav’rite resort, 
Where renard is sure to be found. 
Come, come, my brave lads, come away, 
Sly renard so soon to surprise ; 
How grand, then, will be the display 
As over the meadows he flies. 


Us hunters no care e’er annoys ; 
We’re strangers to trouble or pain ; 

We envy no other men’s joys, 
And true hearted ever remain! 

Come, come, my brave lads, come away, 
Quick over the meadows to fly; 

How grand, then, will be the display 
When renard is going to die. 


GILG LIPID 
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Father found a whip, ana very g.ad was he. 
“ Dh! that’s my nice stay-lace, 


** How came this whip here without the leave of me ??? 





my auntee sent to me.’? Then father laced her stays, and cut of doors went she. 





CHRISTMAS NUPTIALS ; 
OR, MATRIMONIAL DISCIPLINE! 
_ Old Air in the Gentle Shepherd.— Arnold. 
_ (With recitations, originally added by E.J.B. Box.) 


*TWAS on Christmas-day 

Father he did wed, 
Three months after that 

My mother was brought to bed ; 
Father he came home, 

His head with liquor stored, 
And found, in mother’s room, 

A silver-hilted sword. 


SPOKEN.] That was a pointed thing, you know ; 
a pricking spur to the sides of suspicion; and, 
although he was a patient man as any of his clan, 
his patience was agitated as on that point he cogi- 
tated ; and very naturally too; for what could he 
do? the sight of that was quite enough to put any 
patient man’s patience into a very violent-distress- 
ingly huriicaneous sort of a 


Fiddle de diddle de dum, 
Te dum ti deedle dee! 

Tiddle de riddle de rum, 
Be-rump ti reedle ree ! 


How came this sword here? 
Mother says, says she, 
«* Lovee, ’tis a poker 
Auntee sent to me.” 
Father he stamped and stared: 
T'was the first, I ween, 
Silver-hilted poker 
He had ever scen. 

SPOKEN.] Now, that being the case, and seeing 
it in that place, before his face, he was puzzled to 
trace any thing but disgrace in such a tool; for he 
was no fool, and twas always his rule, when he 
couldn't be cool, to stir up the fire of his rage till 
it burst out in a blaze of ; 
Fiddle de diddle de dum, &c, 
6{—VOL. III. 


Father grumbled on ; 
But, getting into bed, 
As the luck fell out, abhat’s that?” } 
A man popped up his head !—[* Ek! 
*« That’s my milk-maid,” says she. 
Says dad, << I never heard, 
In all my travels yet, 
A milk-maid wore a beard !” 


SPOKEN.] Nor do I suppose he ever had ; for, 
though he was my dad, he was aclever old lad; a 
mun of bright parts and shining qualities, and a very 
great philosopher too, for he was the first who had 
skill and science enough in mathematics to find 
out and establish decisively the real right angle 
of the genuine geometrical 


Fiddle de diddle de dum, &c. 


Father found a whip, 

_And very glad was he. 
‘«* How came this whip here, 

Without the leave of me ?”’—[ That whip !] 
“* Oh! that’s my nice stay-lace, 

My auntee sent to me.” 

Then father laced her stays, 

And out of doors went she. 

SPOKEN.] That settled all, and brought every 
thing to the point: she was a good sort of woman, 
though she was my mother; she knew it was her 
duty to love, honour, and obey; so the devil a 
word did she say, but hopped away, as frisky and 
gay, and full of play, as if it had been day, in the 
month of May, singing 

Fiddle de diddle de dum, &c, 


GREECE, WHICH WAS DEAD, IS ARISEN. 
(Shelley. ) 
THROUGH the sun-set of hope, 
Like the shades of a dream, 
What paradise-islands of glory gleam! 
Beneath heaven’s cope, 
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Their clear shadows float by— 
The sound of their oceans, the light of their 
sky, 
Burst like morning on dream, ‘or like heaven on 
death, 
Through the walls of our prison, 
And Greece, which was dead, is arisen! 


The world’s great age begins anew, 
The golden years return ; 

The earth doth, like a snake, renew 
Ver winter-weeds outworn. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 
From waves serener far ; 

A new Peneus rolls its fountains 
Against the morning star. 


Where fairer Tempe’s bloom, there sleep 
Young eyelids on a sunnier deep ; 
A loftier Argo cleaves the main, 
Fraught with a later prize ; 
Another Orpheus sings again, 
And loves, and weeps, and dies! 
A new Ulysses leaves once more 
Calypso for his native shore. 


O, write no more the tale of Troy, 
If earth death’s scroll must be! 
Nor mix with Laian rage the joy 
Which dawns upon the free ! 
Another Athens shall arise, 
And to remoter time 
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies, 
The glory of its prime, 
And leave—if nought so bright may live— 
All earth can take or heaven can give. 


POPP POPEHF 


FILL THE GOBLET AGAIN! 
(Lord Byron.) 


FILL the goblet again! for I never before, 

Felt the glow that now gladdens my heart to its 
core ; 

Let us drink! who would not? since, through 
life’s varied round, 

In the goblet alone no deception is found. 


I have tried, in its turn, all that life can 
I have basked in the beam of a dark 
I have loved! 
declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there ? 


In the days of my youth, when the heart’s in the 
spring, 
And dreams that affection can never take wing, 
I had friends! who has not? but what tongue will 
vow 
That friends, rosy wine, are so faithful as thou? 


The breast of a mistress some boy may estrange, 

Friendship shifts with the sunbeam—thou never 
canst change ; 

Thou grow’st old; who does not? but on earth 
what appears 


Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with its 
years? 


Yet, if blessed to the utmost that love can bestow, 

Should a rival bow down to our idol below 

We ee jealous, who’s not? thou hast no such 
alloy, 

For the more that enjoy thee, the more we enjoy. 

Then, the season of youth and its vanities past, 

For refuge we fly to the goblet at last, 

There we find, do we not? in the flow of the soul 

That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 


When the box of Pandora was opened on earth, 
And Misery’s triumph commenced over Mirth, 


1 supply ; 
rolling eye ;. 
who has not? but what heart can 
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Hope was left, was she not? but the zoblet wo 
kiss, 


And care not for Hope who are certain of bliss. 


Long life to the grape! for, when summer is flown, 

The age of our nectar shall gladden our own; 

We must die! who shall not? may our sins be for- 
given : 

And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven. 


PLPPPCIP PO 


‘THE TRUTH, WE KNOW, IS NOT, AT 


ALL TIMES, TO BE SPOKEN, 


WHEN at your feet a lover kneels, 
And owns his tender passion, 

Describes the thousand pangs he feels, 
As long has been the fashion, 


+ Vows his heart by your frowns would be broken ; 


Should you, blushing, confess 
That you love him no less, 
O.lud, how the swain 
Would be shaking his chain, 
And, unless one held fast, 
Perhaps break it at last ; 
Oh! no, no! 
The truth, we know, is not, at all times to be 
spoken. : 


All’s fair in love and war, they say, 
But e’en, on most occasions, 
What would become of mortal, pray, 
Wer’t not for some evasions? 
The peace every hour would be broken, 
Poor medicine and law 
Would be not worth a straw, 
Most husbands and wives 
Would lead cat-and-dog lives, 
Which no one, I trow, 
Will pretend they do now, 
Oh! no, no! 


The truth, we know, is not, at all times, to be 


spoken, 


PIP OPI EP 


THE LIFE OF A HIGHWAYMAN. 
Air—* There’s nae Luck about the House.” 
(W. L. Rede.) 


AT four o’clock one frosty morn, 
John Brown was born, d’ye see ; 
So nature marked him from his birth, 
A peep-o’-day boy he. 
With sweets and pap the little chap 
Was kissed, and hugged, and duckled, 
As in Lad-lane the boy was born, 
In Milk-street he was suckled. 


To school he went, when bigger grown, 
And wicked tricks was at ; 

And though the master horsed him for’t, 
He wasn’t cowed at that. 

Religious works he laughed at all, 
To his relation’s sorrow, 

And even to * LAW’s serious call,’ 
Said, ¢ call again to-morrow.’ 


From thence he was a ’prentice sent, 
To calm his parent’s fears ; 

And lest he should again break loose, 
Had him bound for seven years. 

In a watchmaker’s shop he dwelt, 
And there, as it is said, 

All when he should have made a watch, 
The rascal watched the maid. 


At length, for tricks turned out of doors, 
He knew not what to say ; 

So with company exceeding low, 
He went on the high-way, 


ee ee 
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A clergyman he stopt one night, 
And much to his surprise, 

He first began to eye his clothes, 
And then to close his eyes. 


The heartless fellow shirtless made 
The victim of his wrath ; 

He took the parson’s coat, and had 
No pity on his cloth. 

And Johnny Brown he paused not so, 
But no great booty meeting, 

First gave the priest a beating heart, 
And then a hearty beating. 


The Bow-street runners very soon, 
Determining to book him, 

Knowing he had a shop-boy been, 
Off to the counter took him. 

His lady wept, (for one he had, 
If I must own the truth, ) 

That he had lost his youthful hope, 
And she her hopeful youth. 


Then tied together with the flocks 
Of rogues, from near and far ; 

Poor Johnny Brown, he shook his locks 
At the Old Bailey bar. 

With brass, not guilty did he plead, 
But all in vain harangued ; 

For, as he had a hanging look, 
They said, he must he hanged. 


Though to the gallows bound to go, 
To whine he didn’t choose ; 
And seeing sorrow booted not, 
He kicked off both his shoes. 
His drunken frolics all are past, 
No more he’ll dream of such, 
Since just at eight o’clock one morn, 
He got a DROP too much. 


GIPPP LIAO? 


FAREWELL TO NORTHMAVEN. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


FAREWELL to Northmaven, 
Grey Hillswicke, farewell! 

To the calms of thy haven, 
The storms on thy fell—- 

To each breeze that can vary 
The mood of thy main ; 

And to thee, bonny Mary! 
We meet not again. 


Farewell to the wild ferry, 
Which Hacon could brave, 
When the peaks of the Skerry 
Were white in the wave ; 
The maid may look over 
These wild waves in vain 
For the skiff of her lover, 
He comes not again, 


‘The vows thou hast broke, 
On the wild current fling them, 
On the quicksand and rock 
Let the mermaidens sing them ; 
New sweetness they’ll give her, 
Bewildering strain, 
But there’s one who will never 
Believe them again. 


Oh! were there an island, 
Though ever so wild, 

Where woman could smile, and 
No man be beguiled. 

Too tempting a snare 
To poor mortals were given, 

And the hope would fix there, 
That should anchor in heaven 


a ae ae 





TALLY HO! TALLY HO! AWAY WE Gu. 


( Bryan Corcoran. ) 


THE hunters ready, 
Are mounted steady, 

The rosy morning hails the throng, 
All nature singing, 

‘ With music ringing, 

Mast echo to the huntsman’s song. 
Tally ho! Tally ho! 
Away we go, 

O’er the plains, o’er the mountains merrily, 
The stag is in view, 
With glee we pursue, 

And tramp o’er the minutes cheerily. 


See, see, ’tis no dream, 
He jumps in the stream, 
The hounds soon they bear him to land, 
Now writhing in gore, 
He can scamper no more, 
For, alas! he lies dead on the strand. 
Tally ho, &c. 


a a a ae aa 


ALL HANDS UP ALOFT. 


ALL hands up aloft,—swab the couch, fore and 
aft,— 
For the punch clubbers straight will be sitting 5 


For fear the ship roll, fling off a full bowl, 


For our honour let all things be fitting ; 
In an ocean of punch, we to night will all sail, 
lV’ th’ bowl we’re in sea-room enough, we ne’er 
fear; 
Here’s to thee, messmate ! 


‘Thanks, honest Tom, ’tis a health to the king, 


Whilst the larboard man drinks, let the starboard 
man sing! 
With full double cups, 
We'll liquor our chops, 
And then we’ll turn out, with a who up! who up! 
But, let’s drink ere we go, but let’s drink ere we 
go! 
The wind’s veering aft, then loose ev’ry sail, 
She’ll bear all her topsails a trip; 
Heave the log from the poop, it blows a fresh 
ale, 
iar just account on the board keep; 
She runs the eight knots, and eight cups to my 
thinking, 
That’s a cup for each knot, must be filled for owr 
drinking. 
Here’s to thee, skipper! __ 
Thanks, honest John, ’tis a health to the king, 
Whilst the one is drinking, the other shall sing. 
With full double cups, &c. 


The quartier must cun, whilst the foremast-man 
steers, 
Here’s a health to each port, where’er bound ; 
Who delays, (’tis a bumper,) shall be drubbed at 
the geers, 
The depth of each cup, therefore, sound ; 
To our noble commander, to his honour and 
wealth, 
May he drown, and be d—d, that refuses the 
health. ; ' 
Here’s to thee, Harry ! 
Thanks, honest Will! old true-penny still ; 
Whilst the one is a-drinking the other shall fll. 
With full double cups, &c. 


What news on the deck! ho! it blows a mere 
storm, 
She lies a try under her mizen ; 
Why, what though she does, will it do any 
harm ? 
~ If a bumper more does, us all reason ; 
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The bowl must be filled, boys, in spite of the wea- 
ther, 

Yea, yea, boys, huzza! boys, let’s howl alto- 
gether, rei 

Here’s to thee, Peter! 

Thanks, honest Joe; about let it go; 

In the bowl still a calm is, where’er the winds 
blow. ; 

With full double cups, &c. 


GPO IPL EIR 


HUR FOR A HUSBAND MUST TARRY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


AH, weli-a-day, 
Now may hur say, 
Hur for a husband must tarry ; 
Hur’s young, and thought pretty, 
O, ’tis a pit 
That Ned hur e’er promised to marry. 
In vain he comes after hur wooing, 
In vain hurself Harry pursuing : 
?Tis wailing and wo! 
Hur must sigh heigho! 
And love, spite of Ned, cruel Harry. 


Why did he come? 

Sweet was hur home ; 
Care hur had never to parry ; 

: Now all’s melancholy, 

Grieving and folly, 
Ah, sure to the grave twill hur carry ! 
Of hur cruelty Ned is complaining, 
Hurself suffers Harry’s disdaining! 

Tis wailing, &c. 


GPIPPGISF 


THE JOYS OF CHRISTMAS. 
(Hon. W. R. Spencer.) 


BE merry all, be merry all, 

With holly dress the festive hall ; 

Prepare the song, the feast, the ball, 
To welcome merry Christmas. 


And, oh, remember, gentles gay, 
For you who bask in fortune’s ray, 
The year is all a holiday, 

The poor have only Christmas. 


When you, with velvets mantled o’er, 

Defy December’s tempest’s roar, 

Oh, spare one garment from your store, 
To clothe the poor at Christmas. 


- From blazing loads of fuel, while 

Your homes with in-door summer smile ! 
’ Oh spare one faggot from the pile, 
To warm the poor at Christmas. 


When you the costly banquet deal 

To guests who never famine feel ; 

Oh, spare one morsel from your meal, 
To feed the poor at Christmas. 


When gen’rous wine your care controls, 

And gives new joy to happiest souls ; 

Oh, spare one goblet from your bowls, | 
To cheer the poor at Christmas. 


So shall each note of mirth appear 
More sweet to heaven than praise or prayer, 
And angels, in their carols there, 

Shall bless the rich at Christmas. 


GPPICP OP 


THE GIPSY HAT. 
( Upton.) 


I SIGH for a maid, and a sweet little maid, 
And bonny Susanna’s her name ; 
Then well do I know, by my heart 
The poor little thing’s in a flame. 
For it throbs, throbs, throbs! and it beats, beats, 
beats! 
Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat! 
And sure it’s the case, I’m in love with a face, 
All under the gipsy hat. 


S panting so, 


That she’s kind as she’s fair, I freely declare, 
So none can my candour reprove ; 

But then what I rue, (and believe me it’s true, ) 
Is, hang it, for being in love! 

For my heart throbs, throbs! and it beats, beats, 

beats! 

Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat! 

And, ah! I’m afraid, for the face of the maid 
All under the gipsy hat. 


That I’ve said all my life, I’d ne’er take a wife, 
And looked on all plagues that the worst 

I own,—for my heart was then free from smart, 
While now,—oh, I think it will burst! 

For it throbs, throbs, throbs! and it beats, beats, 

beats ! 

Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat! 

And, ah! must I tell ?—‘or the face of the girl 

’ All under the gipsy hat. 


PPIPIP IPP? 


MISTER MANAGER STIFFDICK ; 
OR, THE REHEARSAL OF A NEW MELO-DRAME!!! 


Air— Bow, wow, wow.”’-—(E. J. B. Box.) 


MANAGER Stiffdick, a man full 
Of parts and education ; 

So learned, he knew B from a bull,— 
An adept, too, at translation ! 

Could translate sense into nonsense, 
With ease and without trouble ; 

While his acting powers were so immense, 
All the lest parts he could double !! 


SPOKEN.] Mister Manager Stiffdick,—beg his 
pardon though for the plain mister, without the 
flourish adjunct, esquire, as he was always, as self- 
dubbed; and, according to his own correct reading, 
self-denominated Mister Christopher Stiffdick, Esq. 
M.C.P. a sort of handsomely subjoined parliamen- 
tary initial distinction, significantly implying, Ma- 
nager of a Company of Players, necessarily expres- 
sive of his own dignity;  distingnen dignitatis in 
wpse, ab plebes!! Manager Stiffdick was not only 
a master of players, master of plays, and master 
of parts, but was a master melo-drame writer, and 
a master mellow-dram drinker, also and likewise ' 
Nothing was out of his way, for he stumbled over 
every thing; tragedy, comedy, farce, burlesque, 
melo, or pantomime ; nothing came amiss to him, 
excepting the miss of audiences, and the consequent 
horrible miss of the brandy bottle, which often made 
an O. P. or opposite prompt exit, when the 
prompter, Tip, was not inthe P. S. prompt side 
of his pocket!!! Mr. C. Stiffdick, M.C.P. was 
getting up a new melo-drame of his own; a great 
man in the terrific! amazingly adroit at scenic 
arrangement ; perfect in the whole arcana of stage 
effect, situation, business, and minutie of acting ; 
and, as manager, he was completely onde for, and 
eae in, all the distinguishing manage- 
ria 

Bow, wow, wow! 
Blow-up, crow-up, show-up, row-up’ 
Row, row, row! 
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Rehearsal called,— the morning came,— 
The prompter at his table ; 

Krect stood Stiffdick, courting fame, 
And dressed in rusty sable! 

Commander-in-chief, as he was, there 
He addressed his corps dramatique ; 

** By G—d, I’il forfeit each his share, 
Whose part’s not in his attic!” 


SPOKEN.] <‘ Come, come, clear the stage! all 
to your sides ; ready ; no reading parts this morn- 
ing, d—~—me! I’ll forfeit the first I see with his 
part in his hand! All serus now ;—prompter! 
where the devil are oh! Isee you are at the 
post!”” ** No, sir, I’m not; I am at the table.” 
“ Well; that’s right, then you’re the post at the 
table! but come, let’s go on; and don’t be witty ! 
Now ring the music in; we’ll go through it all 
reglur ; mark the sidés, business, and properties, 
as we go on: where’s the-—-d—-n that fiddler! 
not come yet; drunk last night and can’t get up 
this morning, that’s it; forfeit him; put him down, 
d—me! Now here’s a cursed stop for the—stay, 
Vl whistle the curtain-rising music myself !— 
( Whistles part of the Black Joke. )—There! now, 
now ; who begins? zounds! the stage is standing.” 
* Well, sir; it wo’n’t run away then, till Blophos- 
phorus walks on!” <«* Well; and where is he? 
why don’t he—who does Blo ey, you 
do it yourself.” «* Do 1? eh! so I do; then here 
goes. First, mark the wind though: a strong 
north-easter, QO, P.—Now for it :—( The singer, as 
of entering from the wings. ) 


‘Hark! hark! how, now the madly wondering 

winds, 
Darker than night’s dark darkest darkness rave, 
And fret, and stare; piercing the hollow deep, 
They from their peaceful slumbers ronse the fish, 
And in their faces look despair! While I, 
E’en I, could clip their wings, and—and—— 
Who the devil’s that laughing behind the scenes 
now? I'll forfeit ye all,— every body,—the whole 
company: You have knocked me up; I was dead 
perfect to a letter; I was just got into the coal-pit 
of my finest speech, digging away gloriously! and 
now I’m stopped! What’s the word? no matter 
though,—I can’t go on, now I’m thrown out! 
Coaling it so nicely as I was, too!! Call the next 
scene. Mark, thunder and lightning, P.S. Get 
plenty of rosin, mind. Where’s Miss Trullygrow, 
for next scene? Come; she does Madame Lum- 
pandorff, and she’s the harrowing of the piece !” 
“« Sent a note, sir; she’s sick.” “ Sick! can’t be 
sick, mustn’t be sick ; sha’n’t be sick! there it is; 
knocked up again! not found this morning she’ll 
be lost at night! be behind instead of: before ; on 
one side when she should be in the middle! wo’n’t 
do; no catching her any where! d—me! [ll dis- 
charge all that don’t attend ; wo’n’t have my barn 
dis—theatre, I mean, disgraced! I’lI settle it all 
it’s time I let yon all know who is manager, and 
hewercise the proper managerial.” 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


- Quite wild with rage, now Stiffdick grew ; 
More thick and agonizing, 
To every scene, (called on,) anew, 
Impediments arising, 
As if the author’s hopes to blast, 
By this confused rehearsal, 
The bog-and-flounder blight, at last, 
Became quite universal. 


SPOKEN.] Poor Manager Stiffdick lost all pa- 
tience at last. Mr. Manager, I sha’n’t act this 
part of Rummerella. Why, Miss Bottleby ? Rum- 
merella is exactly in your line; fine part! Is it 
too long for you? No, sir, it is too short, and no 
Stuff in it to make any thing of. No stuff in it !— 
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here, let me see :—here, look at this beautiful 
sublime passage, speaking of your friend Crowina’s 
beauty : 

** Fresh as the rustic shadows of the east, 

And blooming as the snows that gild the night, 

Kissing the blue-eyed cheek of Heaven!” 


There! is not that stuff enough for any thing? So. 
you wo’n’t do it, Miss Bottleby,—d—me! all 
alike. Here’s a situation for a manager! charm- 
ing piece, too! the finest mellow-dram ever pro- 


juiced; more pith, more marrow, more fat, was 


never consecrated together in one piece: all spirit, 
all energay, all pat-horse ; every thing to delight, 
astonish, and amaze ; all fat and fireworks. Then 
my expense in bringing it out with striking e-clatt : 
a transptrant new half-moon put into the old sea- 
scene; three ounces of rosin-powder-lightning, 
and a gallery order to the brazier’s boy for a sheet 
of iron thunder! Benefit to-morrow night, tickets 
out, bills all delivered, too: “* New Mellow-dram 
of Blophosphorus and Rummerella; or, The Fatal 
Hen-Coop.” Zounds! I shall go mad! raving, if 
we Come,—I’ll be calm! Begin the last act, 
and try how we can Where's Mr. Gaskins? 
Three scenes of his Clamourclack over! fine part! 
Forfeit him; put him—oh! here he is; now we’ll 
goon. Sir, I wo’n’t do this part. No; what not 
Clamourclack? No, sir; he has not a line to 
speak! Nota line! how the devil do you mean? 
why the part is eight lengths! Yes; but not one 
line of fat in it! ‘The comedy old man Chatter- 
feldtz is my line, and I wo’n’t do any thing else ! 
Sir, Mrs. Stiffdick plays that; and she is perfect 
in it; dead perfect in the part, sir! but I see what 
it is; you want to take all Mrs. Stiffdick’s parts 
from her; but she sha’n’t give them up! Mrs. 
Suffdick is the best old man in the country! Then 
I sha’n’t play at all in your—pooh! it’s all stuff! 
There: there’s a pretty fellow! says my play is all 
stuff! just now Miss Bottleby said there was no 
stuff in it! Oh! it is all to knock it up! to min 
me! Zounds and the devil! you'll all drive me 
crazy: I shall run distracted, jump into a lime-pit, 
get smothered in whitening, and die of the scarlet 
fever! Oh! I'll settle all at once; if I don’t, 
d—me! I'll close the doors, and shut up my barn 
—theatre, I mean, discharge you all together, 
and double all the parts myself, till I get a new 
company! I’ll teach you what a manager’s autho- 
rity 1s, and to pay proper respect to his— 
ow, wow, wow, &c. 








GPLPE LMS 


HOW DEAR, HOW SWEET LOVE’S 
RAPTURES, 


(Moncrieff.) , 
A DUET, 


OH, love was never yet withont 

The pang, the agony, the donbt, 

The anxious fear, the heart-sprung tear, 

The sigh, that lovers only hear ; 

Which, if such were not passion’s leaven, 

Love would make earth more dear than heaven. 


Yet still love’s sighs sound sweeter far 
Than music-breathing passion’s spell : 
Love only yields a joy in grief, 
Bestows a luxury in wo; 
There’s in love’s fears a soft relief 
Joy’s certainty can never know. 
Which if such were not, &c. 


How dear, how sweet love’s raptures, 
When passion mects return ; 

How keen, how sweet love’s transports, 
When hearts in unicen burn, 
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THE EMIGRANT. 
Air—‘* The Vale of Avoca.”-—(J. Lambe.) 


DARK and drear was the day when we left our 
lov’d isle, 

Not a face on the deck was illumed with a smile : 

Our feelings experienced a harrowing thrill ! 

So acute was the pang,—I remember it still. 


Though in foreign climes I’m destined to toil, 

[ ne’er shall forget my dear native soil, 

Nor friends that I valued, come fortune or ill ; 
lhough distant from all,—-I remember them still. 


And should fortune smile, I'll see them once 
more 3 

With joy I’ll return to my blest native shore ; 

Where liberty, commerce, and happiness fill 

Every Englishman’s heart,— I remember them still. 


PILI ILE 


FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER. 
[Music by J. Power, Strand. } 
(T. Moore.) 


FLow on thou shining river ; 
But ere thou reach the sea, 
Seek Ella’s bower, and give her 
The wreaths I fling to thee ; 
And tell her thus,—if she’ll be mine, 
The current of our lives shall be, 
With joy along their course to shine, 
Like those sweet flowers from thee. 


But if in wandering thither, 
Thou find’st she mocks my prayer, 
Oh! leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there : 
And tell her thus,—when youth is o’er, 
Her lene and toveless charms shall be 
Thrown by upon life’s weedy shore, 
Like those sweet flowers from thee. 


PPLIEL EI? & 


OH! KATTY NOW CAN’T YOU BE EASY. 


SWEET Katty O’Lynch lived at Ballinahinch, 
And her sweetheart was called Mister Casey ; 
How sweetly she’d cry, as he’d constantly sigh, 
Oh! Paddy now can’t you be easy ! 
And don’t be coming over me with your 
Tu ral lal lu, ral, tu ral, &c. 
Oh! Paddy now can’t you be easy. 
One morning, *twas owned, in her chamber he 
found 
A man, that was not Mister Casey ; 
Arrah ! eb this? says he, "tis my brother, says 
she : 
Oh! Katty, now can’t you be easy, 
And don’t be coming over me with your 
Tu ral lal, &c. 


Lhe next time they met, she cried out in a pet, 
_ Arrah! Paddy, you’ve drove me quite crazy ; 
Since you are the boy, wo’n’t you marry me, joy, 
Marry you, marry you; 
Arrah! Katty, now can’t you be easy, 
And don’t be coming over me with your 
Tu ral lal, &c. 


PPL errre 


i WILL NOT, FAIR ONE! ASK THEE NOW, 
(David Lester Richardson.) 


I WILL not, fair one! ask thee now 
A pardon for my simple lays ; 
Et will not cloud thine open brow 
To-hear my voice of love and praise. 
Though all on earth to thee I owe, 
And higher meed thy virtues claim, 
Thou’lt deem the numbers sweetly flow 
That breathe and bless thy name. 








And think not he, whose faithful heart 

Dictates the rude, but honest strain, 
Could ever feel one moment’s smart 

From the world’s coldness or disdain ; 
Enough if thou approve the lay, 

And own that grateful love is mine, 
Though haply it may ill repay 

A tenderness like thine! 
Dear object of each hope and care! 

For thee my fervent heart shall glow,— 
Still prompt and proud thy fate to share, 

Through every change of weal or wo ;— 
Oh! heed not then the false world’s smile, 

Thine is one fond and steadfast friend, 
Who, from its insult and its guile, 

Will guide thee, and defend ! 


PRIPOP EPP 


LET SONG AND JOKE ABOUND. 


Air—“* There’s nae "auck.”—(A. J. Mason.) 


AGAIN around me friends I view, 
Who bring this hope to mind, 

That we, in what doth hence accrue, 
May much of pleasure find : 

Preceding years ’t has been my prayer 
That mirth should gild the scene 5 

And may this ev’ning nought of care 
Or sorrow intervene. 


CHORUS. 
So Pleasure’s cup fill to the brim, 
The glass move quickly round ; 
And while, through mirthful tides we swim, 
Let song and joke abound. 


The sinking trav’ller through the gloom 
Of dark and wintry night, 

The beacon views that marks a home, 
Where all is pure delight! 

So we, with Christmas season blest, 
Should let the minds employ 

Be lost to thoughts that have distressed, 
And yield to festive joy. 

So Pleasure’s cup, &c. 


The various ranks of human kind, 
The peasant, prince, and peer, 
With one according voice we find 
This sacred time revere : 
All give their hearts to jocund glee, 
As best their powers display ; 
So these few hours must show that we 
The same glad homage pay. 
So Pleasure’s cup, &e. 


Then since the past should not distress, 
Where mirthful souls are found, 
We less should let the future press 
The thoughts that now abound. 
For be that future dull or bright, 
No sadness now must lower; 
So let’s enjoy throughout the night 
What’s still within our power. 
So Pleasure’s cup, &c. 


The flight of Time will not decrease, 
Though gloomy we should be ; 

Then wherefore should our pleasures cease, 
While jocund hearts agree ? 

With utmost voice, then, we’ll maintain, 
Pure mirth our only law ; 

‘« The present moment is our ain, 
The neist we never saw.” 

So Pleasure’s cup, &c. 


May all your hours this season be 
Replete with earthly bliss, 

And many returns, O, may you see, 
Much happier still than this. 
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Excuse my song—its aim has been 
Of action to bereave 
All envious powers who’d intervene 
To cross our Christmas eve. 
So Pleasure’s cup, &c. 


ae a 


GOD SEND TO MY FOES ALL THEY © 
HAVE THOUGHTE, 


(Queen Elizabeth.) 


[ Written, with charcoal, on a shutter, while a pri- | 


soner at Woodstock, 1554.] 


OH, Fortune! how thy restlesse wavering state 
Wath fraught with cares my troubled witt ! 
Witnes this present prisonn, whither Fate 
Could beare me, and the,joys I quitt ! 
Thou caused’st the guiltie to be losed 
_ From bandes, wherein are innocents enclosed, 
Caused the guiltless to be straite reserved, 
And freeing those that death had well de- 
served ! 
But by her envie can be nothing wronghte, 
So God send to my foes all they have thoughte. 


PPP PLEPE HR 


THE PERPETUAL MOTION. 
Air—“ Darby Kelly.”’—( Bryant.) 
WHEN first I went, 
On courtship bent, 
To court a girl so witty, O! 
I thought her smart, 
She won my heart, 
And was so devilish pretty, O! 
We soon were wed, 
And put to bed, 
I paid her strict devotion, O1 
But her tongue I found, 
The whole year round, 
Was the perpetual motion, O! 
With click, click, clack, 
Her voice, alack ! 
Like squalls upon the ocean, 0! 
Both day and night 
Would me affright, 
For I found perpetual motion, O! 


If I staid out, 
You need not doubt, 
Her lungs were ripe for action, O! 
She’d squall and bawl, 
Then names she’d call, 
And seemed to like detraction, O! 
Her voice it rose, 
Then, heaven knows, 
From words her blows would follow, 0! 
She’d never tire, 
But vent her ire, 
And make me hoop and hollo, 0! 
With click, clack, &c. 


But now once more, 
My heart is sore, 
She’s gone, and left me easy, O! 
But I again 
Have sought out pain, 
For another’s come to teaze me, O! 
I little knew 
The sex all through 
Of talking had the notion, O° 
But upon my life, 
My second wife, 
Keeps up perpetual motion, O 
With click, clack, &c 


GILILILIF 





THE BOLD CAMERONIAN’S GRAVE. 


Ou! mark that green mound ’mid the brown moor- 
land heath, 
Where the sunshine and dew-drops are nursing 
the blooms— 
Where the spring-shower descends, and the sum- 
mer gales breathe, 
Like the soft sigh of woman, their breath of 
perfumes ! 
And the mountain-bee murmurs its pleasure at 
noon, 
In the breast of the flowers to the breezes that 
wave ; 
And the sky-lark cowers down ’neath the bright 
walking moon, 
Where the bold Cameronian 1s laid in his grave. 


He fought for his faith, as his father had fought— 


He worshipped his God, as his father had 
done 3: 
And the night-psalm oft joined in some desolate 
spot 
Where his brethren a moment of safety had 


Won ; £ 
But the human blood-hounds on the worshippers 
sprung, 
Like the wolf on the lamb, that no shepherd can 
save ; 
And woman’s wild wail through the solitude rung, 
And the bold Cameronian was led to his grave. 


Alas! that the fate of his father he shared, 
From the scourge of their country—the agents of 


hell ; 
He prayed. as he knelt, while his bosom they 
bared, 
And the winds of the desert were sounding his 
knell. 


His wife and his children were dragged to behold 
The fall of the faithful, the blameless, and 
brave ! 
The death-shot was thundered,—the death-drum 
was rolled, 
And the bold Cameronian was housed in his 
grave ! 


GPPPLPPILF 


THE STRANGER TRAVESTIE. 
Air—‘** Drops of Brandy.”’—(Beuler. ) 


BARON WALDEBURG, who once lived in Germany, 
(In England they call him the ‘* Stranger,” 

All at once grew quite solemn and sermony, 
Because his fair wife proved a changer ; 


| Now he was a smutty old boy, 


And she a young tit, sweet as honey, 
He ’spoused her because she seemed coy, 
She him—because he had money. 
Rumpti iddity iddity, &c. 
“«¢ Adelaide” soon got used to a court, 
She would gamble, would spend, and woud 
frame a lie; 
The baron connived at her sport, 
For he saw an increase in his family ; 
Two babies soon brought forth mamma, 
To continue the family lineally, 
And were as much like their papa 
As old men’s children are generally, 
Rumpti iddity iddity, &c. 
Then Adelaide raised her expenses, 
And gambled with greater effrontery ; 
So the baron, on divers pretences, 
Bundled her down in the country. 
She didn’t like this, and she got 
With a friend of her husband’s quite cozy ; 
Their heads they both laid in a plot, 
And away she eloved from old spousy. 
Rumpti idditv idditv, &c 
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rhe baron did soon miss his wife, 
A misfortune too much for philanthropy ; 
From the court he divorced him for life, 
And went and he courted misanthropy ; 
His wife, at the end of a week, 
Found her love’s passion a weak one ; 
Off at Passion-week’s end did he sneak, 
And left her a living to seek one. 
Rumpti iddity iddity, &c. 
She wept, blew her nosé, washed her face, 
Which good was as any bank-note for her, 
It got her a honsekeeper’s place, 
With the aid of a character wrote for her. 
More pious she grew every day, 
Forgave all who did any wrong to her; 
Gave the poor wine, though, they say, 
She gave them what didn’t belong to her. 
Rampti iddity iddity, &c. 


Close by the count’s, Adelaide’s master, 

The baron, perchance, took his quarter, 
When, one day, a dismal disaster 

Upset the count’s son in the water. 
The baron dived in—drew him out, 

But for all the count’s praise he was glum to it, 
So the count, in return, gave a rout, 

And inyited the stranger to come to it. 

Rumpti iddity iddity, &c. 


Meantime, he found out who he was, 
‘And sent for the baron’s two young ones : 
Baron came—saw children and spouse, 
Which set him a crying like onions ; 
Man and wife stood, at first, you’ll suppose, 
Like a couple of ciphers, disorderly, 
But soon, after a couple of oh’s! 
They embraced eacii othcr most cordially. 
Rumpti iddity iddity,. &c. 
So the baron forgave his frail wife, 
Which does from all censure exempt her, 
And she lived with him faithful for life, 
Because—nobody clse came to tempt her. 
O, women, stop at home in your house, 
Let morality guard you from danger, 
And then, if you have a strange speuse, 
Ne’er endeavour to make hii a stranger. 
Rumpti iddity iddity, &ec. 


PPI L SASH 


HOW SWEET THE WOODLARK 
SINGS! 


(W. W. Waldron.) 


HARK! how sweet the woodlark sings ! 
She tells her amorous tale 

While her pennant flight she wings 
Across Ovoca’s vale. 

tow sweetly do her notes appear 
‘To move from realms above ; 

How grateful to the ravished ear 
Her little tale of love. 


HARK! 


Oh, tarry still, and bless my sight, 
Sweet charmer of the grove, 

Ah, where thus fleetly bend thy flight? 
Why thus delight to rove ? 

Oh, swect enchantress, turn, and see 
The pleasure you impart, . 

And let thy sweetest melody 
Sull gratify the heart! 


PEOL*OCe 


WOMEN, WINE, AND FRIENDSHIP! 


{ Byerley.) 
IT is not a howl} but a bottle I want, 
A bottle of wine and the friend of my heart : 
Of nectar the poets in garrets may rant— 
Can faney the pleasures of drinking impart ? 


Of drinking, the pleasure, the pleasure’s extreme, 
A friend still partaking each alternate glass 

Of port, hock, madeira, or vin de champagne, 
Such pleasures dry fancy can never surpass, 


But if, in addition to drinking’s pure joys, 
We add lovely woman, loved woman’s swect 
charms, 
We form a fond whole, which all canker destroys 
In friendship and wine, and a woman’s fond 
arms, 


OIL AP CEO 


THE FISHERMAN’S SONG. 
(Johanna Baillie.) 


No fish stir in our evening net, 

And the sky is dark, and the night is wet, 
And we must ply the lusty oar, 

For the tide is ebbing from the shore ; 
And sad are they whose faggots burn, 

So kindly stored for our return. 


Our boat is small, and the tempest raves, 
And nought is heard but the lashing waves, 
And the sullen roar of the angry sea, 

And the wild winds piping drearily ; 

Yet sea and tempest rise in vain ; 

We'll bless our blazing hearths again. 


Push bravely, mates! our guiding star, 
Now from its tow’rlet streameth far ; 

And now, along the nearing strand, 

See swiftly moves yon flaming brand ; 
Before the midnight watch is past, 

We'll quaff our bowl, and mock the blast. 


PLA P IP ERP 


WIEN YOU’RE AT ROME BE A ROMAN, 
(M:Tarren,) 


T wWAs born one day, 
In the middle of May, 
When the lambs skip and play, 
And the trees look so gay, 

And my mother was a Sabine woman ; 
AS I lay on her lap, 
My mouth used to gap, 
So she fed me with pap, 
Till I sunk ina nap, 

And my daddy he called me a rum one, 
‘Then I grew stout and strong, 
Very often went wrong, 
The pretty girls among, 
Till they dragged me along, 

And said for a soldier you must go, man } 
While my comrades were slain, 
I a prisoner was ta’en, 
Which saved me much pain, 
So 1 sung the old strain, 

Of « When you're at Rome be a Roman.’ 


SPOKEN.] Yes, that’s the best philosophy, put 
the best face upon every thing; it’s true I am but 
a serving man here, but then I’m better off than 
I was, and he that serves to-day, may be served to- 
morrow. The way to obtain distinction is to be ac- 
commodating ; if a great man says, the north wind 
is sonth, acknowledge it—if a pretty girl says her 
eyes are diamonds, swear it—that’s the way to get 
on—accommodate yourself to circumstances, and 
it’s ten to one but your own circumstances will feel 
the accommodation. 


Yes, flatter the proud, 
To the deaf talk loud, 
Let the rich be well bowed, 
And the pretty well vowed, 
And when you’re at Rome be a Roman, 


And now I’m in love, 
With as pretty a dove, 
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As e’er came from above, 
And full soon we shall prove 
All the joys that a married pair may ; 
~ Our wedding shall bring 
All our friends in a string, 
And we’ll dance and we’!I sing, 
And we’ll fit on the ring, 
And we’ll frolic and frisk it and play ; 
But e’er that takes place, 
We must say a little grace, 
For to save a wry face, 
Some cash in the case 
Is wanted the piper to pay: 
But, lord, I don’t fret, 
There is time enough yet, 
For me and my pet, 
Twenty children to get, 
For ‘ Rome was not built in a day.’ 


SPOKEN.] Now “ it’s an ill wind that blows no- 
body good,” the day that made my young master a 
married man, made me a freed-man—there’s a wide 
difference—however, I’m content; and if I can 
but contrive to please my friends, it’s all I hope 
for, and it ought to be the hope of all—down with 
ambition—put pride in the stocks, and let modest 
merit prosper—this is philosophy. 

So I very seldom mope, 

But live in just hope, 

That soon, without trope, 

With the greatest I may cope, 
For ‘ Rome was not built in a day.’ 


PPE LEIP LP 


THE EASTERN PORTALS OPEN WIDE. 
(T. J. Daly.) 


THE Eastern portals open wide, 

And Pheebus comes the world to cheer, 
The day receives with joy its guide, 

The shades of night soon disappear ; 
So youth receives love’s earliest ray, 

His heart bounds with the witching flame, 
And nature guides him on his way, 

He seeks, he pants for nought but fame. 


But mark the crimson-tinted sky, 
That tells «the sun his course has run,’ 
And see the clouds of golden dye, 
They all proclaim his labour done ; 
Thus time o’ertakes the thoughtless man, 
Though love still plays about his heart, 
And to us proves, that passion can 
Ey’n unto age a charm impart. 


PELLOLVOEP 


GIRLS SHY APPEAR WHEN MEN FIRST 
LEER. 


(Pearce. ) 


GIRLS shy appear 

When men first leer, 

And steal aside, 

As if to hide !— 

But, daring grown, 

As things get known, 

They giggle, simper, 

Niggle, and whimper, 
And try to lure wherever they go, 
The ’squire, the jockey, the rake, the beau, 

‘he young, and the old ones, 

The timid, and bold ones ; 

Yea, with the grave parson, 

They carry the farce on-- 
And all are snared in a row. 


Of balls the pride, 
Thus Miss I’ve eyed, 


The MINUET pace, 
With blushing face. - 
But, ere the night 
Had taken flight, 
I’ve seen her ramping, 
Tearing—tramping ! 
Along the room in a COUNTRY-DANCE: 
Now figuring in with bold advance ; 
Here setting and leering, 
There crossing and fleering : 
And when that’s completed, 
Before she’ll be seated, 
A mad SCOTCH REEL she must prance! 


GILG PIPS 


NELSON’S VICTORY AT TRAFALGAR. 
(Dibdin. ) 
THEN, let us rejoice, for Old England so glorious 
A victory never was seen : ‘ 
We have often o’er five, nine, eleven, been victo- 
rious, . 
But now we have taken nineteen 5 
Yet ’twas earned by a wound that for years will 
want healing, 
A wound that at sea and ashore, 
Every Briton shall mourn with one heart and one 
feeling, 
Our hero, great Nelson, ’s no more. 


I sailed with him often in pretty hard service ; 
More than once saw him wounded and smile, 
I was there when he gained snch renown under 
Jervis, 
And he peppered the French on the Nile. 
I heard his-last words that so grieved each by- 
stander, 
Words sounding so mournful and sweet, 
’T was ¢ his love and farewell ’-D—me, there’s a 
commander — 
© To each brother tar in the fleet.’ 


But he’s gone, and so nobly the French and the 
Spaniards 
Have been Jathered, fore, aft, back, and sides, 
That we have not left a rope from the shrouds to 
the laniards, 
For in fighting we worked double tides : 
And the notion’s a right one;—ah, where’s such 
another, 
We’ve lost!—why the count’s without end, 
The king a great subject, each sailor a brother, 
And every Briton a friend. 


GPLIPLIP 


CORPORAL WHEEDLE. 


WHAT joy can compare to the life of a soldier, 
When blest with the smiles of the fair! 
A kiss from a sweet pretty lass makes him bolder, 
And drowns all his sorrow and care. 
For our row de dow dow beats a strange palpita- 
tion 
In the bosom of each pretty girl in the nation ; 
When they see me pursuing, as sharp as a needle, 
Oh! they fiy to the arms of smart Corporal Whee- 
dle. 


When our officer billets the men to their quarters, 
For a lively young lass we look out ; 
The landlady’s eyes look sharp after her daughters, 
And scarcely knows what she’s about, 
For our row de dow dow, &c. 


When I am disabled, quite unfit for each duty, 
And march down the hill of old age ; 

I must then bid adieu to each favourite beauty, 
Chelsea quarters will finish life’s stage. . 
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Then in my last camp will I cheerfully sing, 

Bless my country, and life to my master, the 
King, 

No more in my duty as sharp as a needle, 

And,—when fired my last gun—farewell, Corporal 
Wheedle! 


GIPIPPSP OF 


OH! COULD I KISS THY CHEEK. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


OH! could I kiss thy cheek, where glows 
Beauty’s warm tint, as on a rose ; 

How would my lips receive the bliss, 
Thus hallowed in that luscious kiss ! 


Oh! could thine eyes’ bewitching glance 
Meet mine, in that enraptured trance, 
When fond, my love, I gaze on thee, 
How great would be my ecstasy! 


And could I but thy form entwine 

Tn love’s embrace, what joy were mine! 
Meet thy fond glance, sip thy sweet kiss! 
Oh! what on earth were greater bliss! 


PP OLRILIF 


KING DICK. _ 
Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—(T. Scarnell. ) 


I SING of a warrior bold, 
Who was fond of both murder and strife, sir; 
On his back he’d a hump, I’ve been told, 
And his shins were as sharp as a knife, sir; 
His days he passed over in shame, 
(Believe me ’tis true every word, sir ;) 
He gained much tyrannical fame, 
And his name it was Dickey the Third, sir, 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
This comical outlandish dog, 
With ambition grew very big, Sir 5 
He grunted and growled like a hog, 
And stuck Harry just like a pig, sir ; 
‘ Down, down to hell, rascal,’ he cried, 
‘Tis a proper place for you to enter ; 
Go, tell brother Nick how you died, 
And tell him also that I'sent you.’ 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
Now Dick bit his fingers and nails, 
And with passion got near out of breath, sir, 
To think what a number of tales 
He must teil to account for his death, sir: 
‘ I have it,’ he cried, « people may 
Inquire with wonder how fell he, 
But sure it is easy to say 
He died with the cramp in his belly. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
Then soon were the people appeased, 
Which made him more thirsty for glory ; 
He felt himself very well pleased, 
To hear they had swallowed his story : 
But still he’d not finished his plan, 
Oh! no, for a very good reason; 
He had to destroy Lady Anne, 
For fear he should get hanged for treason. 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


Now Dickey to finish his work, 

Had many more schemes to contrive, sit ; 
He grinned and he swore like a Turk, 

For still were two princes alive, sir: 
‘ By jingo!’ he cried, with a frown, 

«I have those young dogs in my power ; 
And to make me more sure of my crown, 

I'll invite them to sleep in the Tower.’ 

Raum ti iddity, &e, 

To their nunky they soon were both led, 


But against the whole plan were thcir hearts 
bent ; 


They didn’t much fancy the bed, 
Nor did they much like the apartment : 
They stirred up a deuce of a row, | 
But to end any more altercation, 
Consented, by making their bow, 
Just to please their good hump-back relation. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Then down they both laid to repose, 
And never did mortals sleep sounder; 
Two men stopt their mouths with the clothes, 
And killed them both dead as a flounder: 
Then Dick softly crept to the door, 
Cried, < tell me if we are alone, sir ;” 
‘ Tis done,’ cried a son of a w—e, 
‘So you'd better make haste to your throne, sir. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Now soon did the sad news take flight, 
*Bout the deaths of those two murdered princes - 


_The people saw all was not right, 


And their faces looked sour as quinces : 
One Richmoud, in angry talk, 
’Gainst poor Dickey did loudly complain, sir; 
Swore he’d cut up his carcase like pork, 
And shorten the days of his reign, sir. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Then soon in a field they both met, 
Poor Dickey was pricked by remorse, sir ; 
He bawled out aloud ’till he sweat, 
« My kingdom [ll give for a horse,’ sir! 
‘ Your kingdom,” cried Richmond, ¢ good lack, 
?Tis mine, or the devil is in it; 


| Then whipt out his guts in a crack, 


And sent him to hell in a minute. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Then home trudged good Richmond, so gay, 
Was cheered as he passed through the town, 


sir ; 

And, indeed, I have heard some folks say, 

He got for his trouble a crown, sir: 
So thus ends my wonderful tale, 

Take care not on justice to trample; 
And as long as you live never fail 

To take warning by Dick’s sad example. 

Rum ti iddity, &e, 


PLEL IPP HR 


THE EVENING STAR. 
( T. Campbell.) 


GEM of the crimson-coloured even, 
Companion of retiring day, 

Why, at the closing gates of heaven, 
Beloved star, dost thou delay? 


So fair thy pensile beauty burns, 
When soft the tear of twilight flows, 
So due thy plighted step returns, 
To chambers brighter than the rose. 


PPP PPIPFP 


A NEW LADIES’ DRINKING SONG; 
OR, GENUINE BOHEA AND SCANDAL. 


Air—‘* Nothing in Life can sadden us.” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


OH! ladies, these men are enough to madden us; 
They tease and perplex us with vows o’er and 
o’er 5 
And though a true lover’s sweet vows mav oft 
gladden us, 
Still, what do we want, pray, with near half a 
score ? 
Come, come, are ye ready, fill out the bohea to us, 
Hand round the toast, and let sorrow ne’er 
balk 





, 
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The pleasure derived from a sweet cup of tea tous, 
Which gives a new zest as we laugh and we 


talk. 
Aeagl Happy to see you, Miss Mumps; 
pray may I be so bold as to ask the health of your 


mtended? 


Sweet susceptible creature ; then, perhaps, you are 
privately married? Dear me! la, ma’am! good 
gracious! no! There, Mrs. Jaundice, did you 
mark her? No, madam; but I remarked her. 
Why, when you only mentioned her intended, she 
blushed. Yes, and that’s a most conclusive sign 
of guilt, for blushing is too much out of fashion in 
the present day, without a very sufficient reason 
for it. But when you asked her whether she was 
married, madam, really her confusion was insup- 
portable. Very unnatural, indeed ; there’s some- 


thing wrong in Miss Mump’s case, I’ll be sworn. | 


Is your tea to your liking, Mrs. Starch? Uncom- 
monly good, thankee, ma’am ; it’s the best thing 
the grocer keeps in his house; for they say, Mrs. 
Teadust is only a so so kind of awoman. A little 
milk for Mrs. Sneer. Then, between you and me, 
I’d advise her to get a little of the milk of human 
kindness. A small piece of sugar for Miss Gall. 
He! he! she certainly does want a little sweet to 
her bitters. Yes; and, by-the-by, they say she’s 
very fond of taking something else in her bitters, 
too. Fy! fy: let us leave the ladies alone, I 
beg, and Oh! botheration, it’s impossible to 
leave the ladies alone, when they’re in their own 
sweet company, 





Sing to the gents how we scorn them and flout ’em ; : 


’T was always the same since poor woman began ; 
And though the dear creatures we can’t do with- 
out ’em, 
We tease and perplex ’em as much as we can. 


What think you of Edward? Dear me! he’s a 
rover, 
Who swears the same thing to each female he 
meets 5 
And then Captain George is a general lover ; 
If a girl is quite sour, why he vows she’s all 
sweets. 
And then there’s vain Robert, his nonsense ad- 
dressing ; 
If you smile at his folly, he’ll think you’re in 


love : 
While Richard declares that the girls are a bless- 
ing, 
And still says in secret,—an evil they prove. 


SPOKEN.] How is your mother, miss? She en- 
joys a very bad state of health, I thank you, ma- 
dam. No occasion to thank me, I assure you, for 
I don’t envy her enjoyment, Have you heard the 
news? No; what is it? Why, Fl tell you a 
great secret; Miss Bloomly, you know, that paints 
so abominably, says, that Mrs, Ogle, who wears 
the glass eye, told her that Miss Queerface, with 
the false hair, informed her that Mrs. Drowsy, 
who spends all her nights at the gaming-table, told 
her that her little girl saw Mrs. Rednose go out 
this morning with a gentleman. Dear me! what 
a shame it is to scandalise so. Why, do you know, 
madam, that the propagator of the story is guilty 
of every vice you mention, herself, and was seen 
by nearly twenty people, to go out with a gentleman, 
and in the open night-time. Good gracious! how 
shameful it is to take away people’s characters, to 
be sure. Why, what’s that old lady laughing at 
in the corner? Why, ma’am, if you must know, 
it’s at your very nice notions of character. And 
pray, ma’am, what is your opinion of it, then? 
i consider character as a plaything, invented to 
amuse a female party, where the poor creature is 


Dear me, ma’am, you really put me: 
to the blush, for I have no intended, I assure yon. ' 
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so mutilated, that, perhaps, she never recovers 
from the ill usage of one evening, and leaves many 
a virtuous mind to pine in misery, through the 
false imaginations of a weak heart and a jaundiced 
imagination. Dear me! why I think we had bet- 
ter Sing to the gents, &c. 


PIF LI LOPSR 


ALL WHEN SECURE IN COURTING. 
Air— All when my Farm is taken.””—( Male.) 
OH! now secure in my courting, 


| How delightful it will be my rivals to see, 


With their sly looks, their frowns, and all levelled 
at me, 
Whilst I’m in her arms gaily sporting ; 
Ill stick by her both tooth and nail, 
In spite of every gaby, 
T’ll never in my purpose fail, 
However matters may be ; 
I'll have gigs, whips, rigs, trips, 
Country jaunts, and pouting lips, 
Horses, ponies, asses, slips, 
And slip, p’rhaps, in my election ; 
I'll get a seat—I’ll get in grace, 
I'll get a sinecure, snug place, 
Aye, and care not for inspection ; 
Then Ill strut so fine, 
I’ll bin my wine, 
Pll write my franks,” 
I'll play my pranks, 
T’'ll sell my vote, 
I'll say by rote, 
Ill mind myself, 
1’ll look for pelf, 
I'll never flag, 
I'll swear all’s right, 
I'll bounce and brag, 
But never fight ; 
All now secure in courting, 
All now secure in courting. 


I’ll set off to town with my loving wife, 
And there we’ll lead an irregular life, 
For we know that is all now the fashion ; 
I’ll go to the Op’ra, Madame Squaline to hear, 
And she will be struck with my figure, it’s clear, 
For ’tis formed to inspire love’s passion : 
I shall win her—O! that’s plain enough, some 
day, 
Then i keep up the sport, 
At St. James’s resort, 
Then our grand concerts we’ll give on a Sunday ; 
-Then cards of invitation taking, 
And our fresh appointments making, 
Servants here and there sent, 
My lady’s compliment, 
Will please honour us with your company ; 
What a flustrificaticn, 
With the grand preparation, 
And packing up of all the trumpery ; 
For the flutes will be playing, 
The trombone a braying, 
Horns blowing, 
Fiddlers bowing, 
Bassoon grumbling, 
Big drums rumbling, 
Oboe sweet, 
Piano neat, 
Triangle jingling, 
Welsh harp tingling, 
Madame squalling, 
Encore bawling, 
That’s right, 
What a night, 
Jingle-jingle, saw-saw, be-bo, 
Toot, strum-strum, bravo, brayo, 
All when secure in courting, 
All when secure in courting. 
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GO, LOVELY FLOWER. 
(Upton. ) 
THIs flower, so fragrant, I stole from the tree, 
To pleasure a lover’s request ; 
Who fondly called it an emblem of me, 
And asked it to lay on his breast. 
Then go, lovely flower, devoid of all fear, 
And tarry awhile near the heart of my dear. 


Sweet flower, that heart is to sympathy true, 
And knows not a tint of deceit ; 


From the seed of endearment it budded and grew, 


And still with affection does beat. 


Then go, lovely flower, &c. 


Yet should it, too warm for so slender a stem, 
Change a leaf of thy delicate face, 

O, do not, I charge you, the wearer condemn, 
I'll hasten, and die in thy place. 


Then go, lovely flower, &c. 


PPIPLPIC PH 


I WILL EVER THINK OF THEE. 
(Kenney.) 


OH, whate’er my fate may be, 
I will ever, ever think of thee! 
In the busy hum of day— 
When the sober night is gay. 


Space nor time can ne’er divide 

The hearts that Love has firmly tied ; 
Oh, whate‘er my fate shall be, 

I will ever think of thee. 


OPPOP LOO 


LOVE TURNED MUSIC MASTER. 
(Dibdin. ) 


LOVE great Achilles taught to sew, 
Made bully Hercules turn spinner, 
And Proteus Jove a courting go, 
Who knew so well the way to win her! 


For me, though mad for all the fair, 
Not one would pity my condition, 
Smile on my fate, or chase my care, 


Till, taught by Love, I turned musician. 


Now gods and men, surpassing all, 
I tip them pretty well the go-hy ; 
Lead yielding females at the call 


Of my flute, my trumpet, horn, or hautboy. 


The blacksmith’s daughter’s heart I got, 


For while Love blew the fame to warm her, 


I the iron struck while yet ’twas hot, 


On the anvil played, and won the charmer. 


With a devotee I fell in love, 


Then, lovers, try no other wit, 
Success in courtship to insure you ; 
By the tarantula Love when bit, 
Sweet music shall completely cure you. 


PPL IPPLAOD 


WHEN THOU ART FAR AWAY, MY 
LOVE, 


[From the Gaelic.] 
(Donald Macpherson. ) 


O, LONG and dreary is the night, 
And heavy is the day ; 
And sad and silent are the hours 
When thou art far away. ~ 
When thou art faraway my love! 
When thou art far away ; 
O, long and dreary is the night, 
When thou art far away! 


O, sweet the blossom on the thorn, 
And sweet the new-mown hay; 
But, ah! to me no fragrance breathes 
When thou art far away. 
When thou art far away, my love! 
When thou art far away; 
No more the summer smiles for m 
When thou art far away. 


O, sweet the bonny, blooming heatb 
And sweet the morn of May; 

But Nature has no sweets for me 
When thon art far away. 

When thou art far away, my love! 
When thou art far away ; 
’Tis:gloomy winter all around 
When thou art far away. 


Then hasten, Donald, back to me, 
No longer stay away ; 
Then cheerfully shall summer smile, 
And all be blithe and gay. 
No longer stay away, my love! 
No longer stay away ; 
But bring that peace I never knew 
When thou art far away. 


PIPE PPE? 


THIS SHOWS THE HEART OF A SAILOR. 


(T, Dibdin.) 


*TISN’T the jacket and trousers blue, 


The song or the grog so cheerly, 


That show us the heart of a seaman true, 


Or tell us his manners sincerely ; 


’Tis the hour of strife, when venturing life, 


Where the spirit of Prudence might fail her ; 


In battle he’ll sing, ‘‘ for Britannia and King,” 


With heavenly mind, and face of gorgon ; 
And, while her thoughts were placed above, 
To win her heart I played the organ. 


To win Doll Gob, the cook, for life, 

The salt-box, lord! how I did thump it! 
Then, for the trumpeter and his wife, 

He played the horn and I the trumpet. 


The sexton’s daughter loved me well, 
And oft my am’rous song kept time in, 
For none like me e’er tolled a knell, 
Or set the merry bells a chiming. 


Miss Hop would foot it toe and heel, 
And in the ball-room toil and labour ; 
So, to win her heart, a highland reel 
T learnt upon the pipe and tabor. 


Welsh Win to gain, the harp I’d strum ; 
The bag-pipes conquered [rish Katty ; 

And ’twas the sprightly fife and drum 
That won the heart of lovely Patty. 


And this shows the heart of a sailor. 


?Tisn’t his merriment, kindled ashore, 

By the cash much too quickly expended ; 
’Tisn’t his going to sea for more 

When the store in his locker is ended : 


?Tis the hour of distress, when misfortunes op- 


press, 
And Virtue finds sorrow assail her, 
’Tis the bosom of grief, made glad by relicf, 
That pictures the heart of a sailor. 


PLILPIGD? 


THE WIDOWED INDIAN. 
( Busby.) 


HERE, here sleeps the spouse of my love, 
Here o’er her the green turf I laid ; 

But my soul, with what angnish it strove 
When for ever I wrapt her in shade. 
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Long, long were we blest on the heath, 
It witnessed our fair passing days, 

It witnessed her kindness till death, 
It witnessed my love and my praise. 


When through the red wave rose the sun, 
At his noon-beams, when sickened the flowers, 
When dews, and when darkness came on, 
Soft peace and contentment were ours. 
F’en the yloom of the winter could charm, 
Burning summers flamed o’er us in vain, 
The shrill howling north wind was warm, 
And love soothed the storm on the plain. 


Would you know all her deeds that were kind, 
Count the sands in the ocean that lie; 

Count the leaves borne away by the wind, 
Count the lights that illumine the sky ; 

From the trees we’ve turned cautious away; 
Lest our footsteps should crush them in youth, 

With years we have seen them decay, 
So long shone her love and her truth. 


The streams the while changing have been, 
From new channels reflecting the skies ; 
Where princes have feasted we’ve seen 
The nettle and wild thorn arise ; 
Our pleasures so long did they last, 
So long did our comforts remain, 
But Comfort and Pleasure are fled, 
Ne’er to visit Alknoma again ! 


O, Manilla! thy face was a light 
Whose lustre was lent from above, 
A beam all attractively bright 
That shone round the steps of thy love! 
Now she blesses some far-distant shore, — 
Quick, quick to that shore let me fly ! 
Life! fetter Alknoma no more, 
Let me seek her in yon purple sky! 


PRAOOLIP? 


JOLLY BOYS FOR EVER. 


HANG your humdrum loobies, 

_ Give me something clever ; 

A fig for clownish boobies, 
Jolly boys for ever. 


How pleasant the man that is witty, 
With teazing love chat, 
Looks sly, cocks his hat! 

Then smiles in my face, with an impudent grace, 
And tells me I’m wonderful pretty. 


‘And then, with a pleasing love sonnet, 

._The sly one peeps under my bonnet ; 

.Then snatches a kiss, I call up a frown, 
Though the dear fellow knows 

That the day is his own. 


GPOPPLIO 


EDMUND OF THE HILLS. 
[Translated from the Irish. ] 
(Lady Morgan.) 
AH! who is that whose thrilling tones 
Still put my tranquil sleep astray ; 
More plaintive than the wood-dove’s moans, 
And send my airy dreams away? 
Tis I! ’tis Edmund of the hills, 
Who puts thy tranquil sleep astray, 
Whose plaintive song of sorrow thrills, 
And sends thy airy dreams away. 


Here, nightly, through the long, long year, 
My heart, with many a love-pang wrung, 
Beneath thy casement, ever dear, 
My sorrows and thy charms I’ve sung ; 


Thine eye is like the moon’s soft ray, 
Tinted with evening’s faded blue ; 

Its first glance stole my heart away, 
And gave its every wish to you. 


Like a soft gloomy cloud thine hair, 
Tinged with the setting sun’s warm rays, 
And lightly o’er thy forehead fair 
In many a spiry ringlet plays. 
O, come, then, rich in all thy charms, 
For Eva I’m as rich in love, 
And, panting, in my circling arms, 
I'll bear thee to old Thuar’s grove. 


POPILP IPP? 


A GLASS OF RICH BROWN ALE. 
Air—© The Lass of Richmond-Hiill.”’ 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


LET gallants boast their bowers of bliss, 
And raptured scenes of love; 
Their feast a sigh—their heaven a kiss— 
Their paradise the grove: 
But I have more 
True bliss in store, 
And joys that never fail ; 
Whilst friendship’s shrine, 
My cot is mine, 
And a glass of rich brown ale. 


Let misers turn their riches o'er, 
And gaze on bags of gold; 

With my wealth they must be poor, 
When all their treasure’s sold : 
But I have more 

True wealth in store, &c. 


Let monarchs, in their marble domes, 
Boast a much grander lot ; 
I envy not their splendid homes 
Whilst monarch of my cot ! 
_ There I have more 
True bliss in store, &c. 
MR. SNIP AND MRS. O’DIP. 
Air—‘* Molly O’ Rigge.” 
In the Strand lived a tailor named Snip, 
To Gretna he longed for a trip; 
For he was in love, 
Head and ears far above, 
With the remnant of Mrs. O’Dip ; 
A rare beauty was Mrs. O’Dip. 


He a note sent to Mrs. O’Dip, 

Saying—“ Pray, my dear ma’am, come and 
sip, 

In my net your tea, 

For I'll give you bohea 

As fine as e’er touched lady’s lip ; 

O, pray, come, my dear Mrs. Dip.” 


At six o’clock came Mrs. Dip, ; 
(But she first took a draught of good flip ;) 
Mr. Snip was so smart 

He soon cabbaged the heart 

Of amorous Mrs. O’Dip ; 

How wastly purlite was poor Snip! 


To church soon away they did trip, 
But the bride gave the bridegroom the slip ; 
For, five minutes before 

They had reached the church-door, 

She eloped with a four-in-hand whip ; 
What a false-hearted Mrs. O’Dip! 


Let her go, for who cares? said poor Snip, 
Things oft hap ’twixt the cup and the lip: 
I'll go home, eat my matton, 

And not care a button 

For faithless Mrs. O’Dip ; 

Good-by to you, Mrs, O’Dix. 
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O, ERIN, MY COUNTRY, FOR EVER 
ADIEU. 


By the side of the Ganges, whose mystical wave 
Oft serves as a tomb to the exile and slave, 

I mourn, but in vain, for the dear, beloved few 
That bound me for ever, dear Erin, to you. 


In vain does the east all its treasures display, 

Or the free Asiatic enliven the day ; 

My bosom still beats for the dear, beloved few 

That mourned my departure, dear Erin, from 
you. 


Unchanged is my heart though my spirit’s sub- 
dued 

The euishivis of hope oftentimes will intrude, 

And tempt me to sigh for the dear beloved few 

That bound me for ever, dear Erin, to you. 


When the woes of the care-worn exile shall cease, 
And the mandate of death brings a final release, 
O, the last throb of Nature’s eternal adieu 

Shall be mingled in blessings, dear Erin, for you. 


Farewell, honoured land of my forefather’s birth ; 

Dear isle of delight! heaven’s favoured on earth! 

fo thy green-mantled bowers, and mountains of 
blue, 

O, Erin, my country! for ever adieu! 


GIPIPPIGL? 


THE BAZAAR. 


SuRE London’s the place, where, I’ve often heard 
tell, 
Or else I am sadly mistaken, 
Where folly doth all other places excel, 
Since John Bull you ne’er can awaken: 
Then to keep him amused ingenuity tries, 
{Inventions they bring from afar ; 
Like a child for its rattle, or something else, cries, 
So they found out the famous Bazaar. 
lligh, low rich, and poor, they all come from 
afar, 
Determined to peep at the famous Bazaar. 


Where yoods of materials are offered for sale, 
The best in the country or city, 
Who would not themselves of such bargains avail 
I’m sure you'd their ignorance pity : 
There ladies are suited with trinkets so fine, 
And ringlets to hang o’er their faces, 
With Prince’s famed Lotion and Pomade Divine, 
To make them out-rival the Graces. 
High, low, rich, or poor, &c. 


For bucks they’ve suspenders to fit with great 
ease, 
And garters their boots to be lacing ; 
With hats to fold up, or to wear as they please, 
And spurs fit for lounging or racing ! 
Old maids they can suit with a patent peruque, 
Or spencers trimmed neatly with frogs ; 
With ao of Scots’ collar that might please a 
uke, 
Or with collars can furnish their dogs! 
So I’d have you all run, Soho is not far, 
And there you may peep at the famous Bazaar. 


MAY MORNING. 
"A GLEE, 
(Milton. ) 


Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger, 
ota dancing, from the east, and leads with 
ler 





The flowery May, whod from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose ! 
Hail, bounteous May! that dost inspire 

Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing, 

Hill and dale both boast thy dressing ! 

Thus we salute thee with our early song, 

And welcome thee, and wish thee long. 


HARRY HAWSER’S MEDLEY. 


( Arnold.) 


IN the course of my life I have seen many na- 
tions, 

I’ve seen many states, and have filled many sta- 
tions ; 

The valet by turns with the master I’ve been, 

And in each various state various fortune have 
seen ; 

With the high and the low, thus by turns we go, 

With a hob, anda nob, and ajirk, and a bob! 


SPOKEN.] But I’d always a great inclination to 
be master ;~-so I sung— 


<¢ Britons never will be slaves.” 


A soldier I served in two fearful campaigns, sir, 
And felt all the courage a soldier ne’er feigns, sir ; 


| Then parade it, and strut in the sprightly cockade, 


Which, all the world knows, oft a captain has 
made 5 

From sloven to fop, then, by turns we hop, 

With a hob, and a nob, and a jirk, and a bob! 


SPOKEN.] But I didn’t like a soldier’s life ;—so 
I used to sing— 


«¢ Britain’s best bulwarks are her wooden walls.” 


A sailor I’ve been, and have ploughed the salt sea, 
Sits 
And, of all sorts of lives, still a sailor’s for me, 


sir 5 
I’ll shun all the great, and their cursed civil 
racket, 
And change ev’ry suit for a sailor’s blue jacket ; 
On the high and the low, still the wind may blow, 
With a hob, and a nob, and a jirk, and a bob. 


SPOKEN.] Sonow I care for nothing, but dance 
upon deck and sing— 
«© Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God save the king.” 


GRIPE LIPF 


NO ROSES THAT WREATHE ROUND YON 
COT. 


(J. Bruton.) 


No roses that wreathe round yon cot 

With the blush of her cheek can compcte; 
No zephyrs that break through yon grot 

As her breath half so mild or so sweet ! 
Yet her heart oft harbours deceit, 

And falsity lurks on her lips; — 
Her vows are as fragile as sweet, 

And false as the air that she sips. 


No lilies that grow in the grove, 
With her fineness of form, can compare ; 
Nor angel in heaven above 
Can match with the grace of her air. 
Yet her heart oft harbours, &c. 


The cygnet’s fair plumage, so soft, 
Can’t vie with the down of her breast ; 
Nor lark, that sings sweetly aloft, 
Seems half in spirits so blest. ' 
Yet her heart oft harbours, &e. 
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The cowslip that spangles the vale 
Can’t vie with the sweets of her lip ; 

Nor fawn that bounds over the dale 
Can move with her lightness of trip. 


Yet her heart oft harbours, &c. 


THE CATALOGUE OF LADIES, 


WHEN young I sung, 

Danced, vlayed to a maid, 
Merry, gay, end witty, too; 

Feel pain for Jane; 

Blue eyes I prize ; 


i OE Then fall in love with Kitty, too: 
ELLEN: Charming little creature, 
? Brisk in every feature ; 
OR, THE MISERIES OF WAR. Eyes as black as sloes she had : 
(Rev. E. Mangin.) Waist so taper, 


BLUE eyes had gentle Ellen, 
' And she had yellow hair ; 
No maiden in the valley 
With Ellen could compare ; 
And Ellen had a tender heart, 
To love and Edward true, 
And Edward was a seaman bold, 
The boldest of the crew. 


But he must part from Ellen, 
And face the stormy sea; 
For Edward was a sailor bold 
On board of the Victory! 
And when he would have said ¢ farewell!’ 
O, then he could not speak ; 
So he, in silence, kissed away 
The tear from Ellen’s cheek. 


And now he’s to the battle gone, 
That famous fight to see, 
When Nelson gained the laurel 
On board of the Victory ; 
But bloody was the wreath he won, 
For news had reached the shore 
How Nelson died for England, 
With many a hundred more. 


And many a maid and widow 
In sorrow hung the head ; 
And many a little orphan mourned 
A valiant father dead. 
Bat gentle Ellen dares not run 
When the news had reached the shore, 
Some warning voice had whispered her 
That Edward was no more. 


O, he was no more, and Ellen 
Has heard the deadly tale! 
No longer gentle Ellen moves, 
The envy of the vale ; 
Dim are her eyes with weeping, 
And wild is her yellow hair ; 
And the tender heart, that was so true, 
Is broken with despair. 


- TO-MORROW, 
(E. Mackey.) 
IF my purse is light, why my heart is light, 


Cut a caper ; 

Oh! she had nearly drove me mad. 
Charming creature, 
Form and feature ; 

She had nearly drove me mad. 


Next miss I kiss 
Is Mary, sweet fairy ; 
Tall, and slim, and slender, too. 
Soon quit her wit ; 
Poor Nell, sweet belle! 
Fifty times as tender, too. 
She gives way to Nancy, 
Who, singing, struck my fancy ; 
For charms I always boasted her, 
She was merry, 
Brown as berry ; 
Every body toasted her. 
Yes, she was brown, 
For all the town 
Continually toasted her. 


Then came new flames, 
Caroline all divine, 
Lively, arch, and pretty, too; 
She flew when I knew 
Sweet Fan, who can 
Show you she is witty, too. 
An angel now I love, 
And if she’d but approve, 
My suit I hope to carry it. 
The die is cast, 
I’m caught at last, 
Pll marry charming Harriet ; 
For she’s so fair, 
T vow and swear, 
I'll marry none but Harriet. 


Farewell each belle, 
No more as before 

I must throw my leers about : 
Should I cock eye 
At alass, alas! 

Wife will make a plaguy rout. 
Yet you’re all such darling dears, 
That, did I live a thousand years, 


In spite of wind or weather, O! 


Married, single, 
Still I’d jingle, 

I love you altogether, O! 
Nanny! Fanny! 
Kitty! Betty! 
Jenny! Winny! 


I scorn all thoughts of sorrow ; Nell, or 
Against it I’ll fight, with all my might, Bell, or 

In hopes of a better morrow; Isabella, or Sophia, 
From joys divine and the rosy wine, Or Maria, 


I my portion of spirits will borrow; 
With the wreath of vine I will entwine 


Juliet, Jenny, Jane, or Joanna, 
Arethusa, Desdemona, 


19 


The roses of hope for to-morrow. All such charming, charming dears, 
That, should I live a thousand years, 
I’d love you altogether, O! 


PLO FPO 


SEE! SEE! HOW THE STEEDS SCAMPER 
OVER THE PLAIN. 


See! see! how the steeds scamper over the plain, 
While renard flies swiftly, alas! ’tis in vain ; 


Then away, Melancholy! thy presence is folly, 
In vain you would fill me with horror ; 

Whom try to appal ye, I’ll live and be jolly, 
In hopes of more pleasure to-morrow : 

Drive dull care away, is my motto each day, 
And decay to each offspring of sorrow : 

I moisten my clay, and strive to be gay, 
In hopes of a pleasanter morrow. 
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All his knavery’s over, for soon his last breath, 
Will own that he’s conquered by hunters and 
death. 


Dick Doubtful he tumbles right over the gate ; 
Bob Bushbeat is thrown, how I pity his fate : 
But see how the hounds scamper over the heath, 
To see the fox conquered by hunters and death, 


But see, it’s all over, the echoing pack 

Have got the poor fellow quite snug on his back ; 
While each jolly boy they come up ont of breath, 
To see the fox conquered by huntsmen and death. 


GI IPL IPPP 


’TIS TRUE THIS LIFE’S A LANGUID 
STREAM, 


Air—“ Auld Lang yne.”" 


*TIS true this life’s a languid stream, 
How dark its course would keep, 
If friendship’s sweet and ‘sunny beam, 
Smiled not on its cold sleep. 
For-auld langsyne, my friend, 
For auld langsyne, 
We'll quaff a cup 
Of friendship up 
And auld langsyne. 


Behold this brimming sparkling bowl, 
To friendship quaff it up ; 
This pure libation, where the soul 
Is hovering o’er the cup. 
For auld langsyne, &c. 


Then mem’ry shall bring back the days 
When smiling hope was ours ; 
Her white wings shedding fairy rayS, 
To light our path of flowers. 
For auld langsyne, &c. 


But give us Jove’s ambrosial wave, 
For we should quaff that stream, 
When toasting her, whose ripe lip gave 
The kiss of “ love’s young dream.” 
For auld langsyne, &c. 


PIP PPPP HP 


AFFECTIONS, MOST PURE, NOW UNITE 
US. 


A TRIO, 
(O’Keefe.) 


EXCUSE a fond maiden’s confession, 
Her blushes exhibit her bliss ; 
My joy is too great for expression ! 
Suppose, then, you speak in a kiss. 
Affections, most pure, now unite us, 
Chaste pleasures now wait to delight us, 
The music and bottle I’ll bring. 
The finch and the linnet invite us. 
Fond turtles should pair in the spring, 
- Affections, most pure, &c. 


Let lasses by you take example, 

The lads should take pattern by thee ; 
You give me of love such a sample, 

That married I’ll certainly be. 
Ah! what is the gay-blooming flower, 

The transient sweets of an hour, 
Compared to the charms of the mind ! 

Good humour to charm us has power, 
When time leaves no beauties behind. 

Ah! what is the gay, &c. 


GLPPP EP IF 


THE BRITISH FAIR. 


PHCBUS, meaner themes disdaining, 
To the lyrist’s call repair ; ; 

And the strings to rapture straining, 
Come, and praise the British fair. 








Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer, and to spare, 

Were not yvallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the fair. 


All the works of worth and merit, 
Which the sons of art prepare, - 

Have no pleasure, life, or spirit, 
But as borrowed from the fair, 


Reason is as weak as passion, 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the fashion, 
Favoured by the British fair. 


POPP PLPPP 


MY NATIVE HILLS, MY NATIVE HILLS! 


MY native hills, my native hills! 
Where childhood’s dreamy day was spent, 
Where trivial joys, and petty ills, 
With youthful aspiration blent ; 
Ye seem not as ye did to me, 
When life was young, and thought was free. 


Far fairer things have met my view, 
And deeper, darker thought been mine ; 
Ausonia in her vintage hue, 
Of myrtle, mulberry, and vine ; 
And sterile Appennine hath been 
To me a more familiar scene, 


To ride on the Atlantic’s breast, 
When the tornado rages there; 
On Arno’s fragrant bank to rest, 
And breathe Italia’s balmy air ; 
Will change the thoughts, howe’er we cling 
To hazel glen and mossy spring. 


But yet, my native hills, ye have 
A hallowed influence on me, 
Like that on pilgrim, at the grave 
Of him who died on Calvary :— 
The mingled feelings of delight 
And melancholy, ye unite. 


Upon your breast devotion dweils, 
Though weaker it may haply be, 
Than when it dwelt in desert-dells, 
And Nature was its sanctuary ; 
And ye contain the relic-dust, 
Of those I loved, and watched, and lost. 


And ye have eyes that beam on me, 
And hearts‘whose throb responds to mine, 
And whispering of felicity, 
Which tel me I should not repine ; 
«ind, therefore, though I see your ills, 
T love you well, my native hills. 


GIL FILER 


O LOVELY WERE THE SUMMER HOURS. 
(J. R. Planche.) 


O LOVELY were the summer hours of innocence 
and youth, 

When every look was full of love, and every thought 
was truth ; 

When the rose of hope bloomed sweetly, and the 
voice of beauty stole, 

Like a seraph’s song of gladness, o’er the pulses of 
my soul. 


There’s a darkness on my day of life that ever must 
remain, 

There’s a blight upon the flower, it will never 
bloom again ; 

And oer harp neglected lies, as silently and 
one 

As the withered heart that bowed before the magic 
of its tone. 


VIGIL 
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I sometimes break plates, to be sure, but then I know who pays 
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SOMNO; 
OR, THE SLEEP-WALKER AWAKE, 


Air-—* Madam Fig’s Gala.” —(T. Jones.) 


I’M a comical fellow, folks say, 
And by some I am thought a vain talker, 
I travel by night and by day, 
And am commonly called a sleep-walker ; 
Since our times they are none of the best, 
I out of bed often glide, sir, 
And in order to feather my nest, 
I now and then work double tides, sir. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
Ym a bit of a dab at all trades, 
To each art I well can a hand tum, 
Can frighten young men and old maids, 
Or dish an old scout of his lantern, 
Though sleep o’erpowers my head, 
A light still illumines my brain, firs 
I wander away from my bed, 
To give my sweet Julieé a strain, sir. 
-Rum ti iddity, &s. 
To please both the rich and the poor, 
I wander about while I’m sleeping ; 
I sometimes break plates, to be sure, 
But then I know who pays for peeping. 
Though cash in these times runs so taper, 
Yet, most things I find to come pat now; 
Ising, and I dance, and I caper, 
‘ And what do you think of that now?? 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
In Romeo, or crooked King Dick, 
They say I’m at home toa, sir; 
To Walter I change quite as quick, 
Or the children, it’s all one to me Sin 
Though I travel about in the dark, 
I can make my voice lowly or louder ; 
Can give you the Prince of Denmark, 
Or blow up a lawyer with powder. 
Rum ti iddity, &c, 
62—Vvol. 111, 
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There’s your player-folks make a great fuss, 
Of lords and fine ladies, no fear on’t, 
No doubt, they’ll be all taken worse, 
If my wonderful power they hear on’t ' 
The Haymarket hence will, no doubt, 
Be thought the grand place for a peep, sir; 
For I have the secret found out, 
To charm all the folks while asleep, sir. 
Rum ti iddity, &. 
But, let me go gently along, 
Your moments while I am beguiling, 
If you are but pleased with my song, 
IT must still keep awake to your smiling ; 
Your plaudits I feel in my heart, 
And while my best efforts I’m making 
To gain them, I’ll act any part 
To please you, or sleeping or waking. 
Rum ti iddity, &¢. 


THE RADIANT BRIDE, 
A BOLERO SONG. 
(Sir Lumley Skeffington, Bart.) 
[Music, Delmaine, Soho-square. | 
E’EN now the radiant bride I’ve seen, 
With airy grace, the dance surprise ; 
Decked like a sylph, she moves a.que2n, 


And wins all hearts, and thoughts, and eyes‘ 


Each glowing charm, by rapture is improv’d - - 

Why beats this breast ? 
Yet—yet—fond hope still whispers here, 
Some hour J may as bright appear. 


With eyes cast down, with blushing fear, 
Fresh beauties o’er the fair expand ; 
While, glancing fire, the bridegroom near, 
With tender pressure grasps her hand. 
Joy and confusion in her looks are bornc'! 
Why beats this heart? ’Tis not by envy torn ; 
Yet—yet—hope whispers to my breast, 
Thus fondly shall thine own be press’d. 


’Tis not by envy mov’d ; 
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NEW YEAR'S EVE; 
OR, FAREWELL TO THE FAST FLEETING YEAR. 
Air—* Fly from the World, oh! Bessy.” 
(Mackey. ) 
IN a few fleeting moments this year will be past, 
And another commence its career ; 
Then let us converse the short time it will last, 
Of that and the new-coming year. 
If ill-luck has attended the days that are gone, 
We'll from memory banish the theme, 
In hopes that the morrow’s now fast coming morn, 
With a pleasanter aspect may beam. 


If the year that’s gone by has been teeming with 
joys : 
May the new one continue the same; 
With fears we will not the fair vision destroy, 
Which seems our best wishes to claim. 
May our joys be renewed all throughout the long 
year, 
And each day with new pleasures be beaming ; 
With minds free from guilt, we shall have nought 
to fear, 
But our days be with happiness gleaming. 


Then drive away sorrow afar from the board. 
_ And of the past think but with pleasure ; 
To brood over miseries gone will afford 
Time with fresh cares to fill up the measure. 
Come, then, to the future we’ll drink now, with 
hopes 
That each morn we may meet with good cheer, 
Taking care that no trouble or wo interlopes— 
Here’s farewell to the fast fleeting year!” 


GI PFPPL ER? 


THE OLD BLUE BOAR; 
OR, PARSON BULL AND THE LANDLORD’S WIFE, 
Air—** Yow’re welcome to the Bell.’’ 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


AROUND the edge of Gander Green 
Stood houses near a score, 
And there the village-church was seen 
Close by the old Blue Boar ; 
Where Parson Bull threw a sheep’s eye, 
And warned his flock, as they passed by, 
That they should booze no more,— 
‘ For, don’t you see, 
Brethren,’ cried he, 
‘The Boar has much more trade than me? 
As God’s in heaven that sha’n’t be, 
So beware the old Blue Boar!’ 


Yet tempted to this Chapel of Ease, 
To take his evening-glass, 
’Tis said the parson, on his knees, 
Was often saying mass ; 
For, like a goat, he went astray, 
And to the landlord’s wife did pray, 
To love him evermore :—~ 
© O fy! fyl fy 1? 
Said the land-la-dy, 
‘ Your reverence sees the church close by ?’ 
‘ Nay! sink the shop,’ was all his cry, 
‘ The church is but a bore!’ 


Yet still the parson hoped, no doubt, 
To have a greasy chin, 

For, as this Parish Bull turned out, 
He heard the sow lay in ; . 
Then back he went, and, by his wig, 

He swore again to dine off pig, 
If ten the old sow bore ; 
‘ For you keep nine,’ 
Said this divine, 
* But, by the law, the tenth is mine. 
‘ Oh, no!” said she, ¢ ’tis like my sign, 
The tithe-pig is a bore!’ 
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It happened on the sabbath next, 
This excellent divine, ‘ 
Though sorely vext, had fixed his text 
About the herd of swine ; 
But ere the text his reverence took, 
He found that he had lost his book, 
Or left it at the Boar: 
Then patience fied, 
And ah! ’tis said, 
The Boar run so much in his head, 
That, *stead of swine, this text he read, 
‘ The devil’s in the Boar!’ 


GPPP BIER 


THE WINE VAULT; 


OR, MY CELLAR’S MY CAMP, AND MY SOLDIERS 
MY FLASKS. 


Air— The Hounds are all out.”—(G. A. Stevens.) 


CONTENTED I am, and contented I’ll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will sociably sit on my knee, 
And a cellar that’s plentiful stored, 
My brave boys, 
And a cellar that’s plentiful stored. 


My vault-door is open, descend every guest, 
Broach that cask, aye, that wine we will try, 
*Tis as sweet as the lips of your love to the taste, 

And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 
My brave boys, &c. 


In a piece of slit hoop I my candle have stuck, 
’Twill light us each bottle to hand ; 
And the foot of my glass for the purpose I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper should stand. 
My brave boys, &c. 


We are dry where we sit, though the oozy drops 
seem 
The moist walls with wet pearls to emboss, 
From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taste 
stream, ; 
Like stucco-work cut out of moss. 
My brave boys, &c. 


Astride on a butt, as a butt should be strod, 
I sit my companions among, 
Like grape-blessing Bacchus, the good fellow’s 
god 
And a sentiment give, or a song. 
My brave boys, &c. 


I charge spill in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled, 
Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myself for my Bucks I’ll drink dead. 
My brave boys, &e. 


Sound that pipe, ’tis in tune, and those bins are 
well filled, 
View that heap of Old Hock in the rear; 
Yon bottles of Burgundy, see how they’re piled, 
Like artillery, tier over tier, 
My brave boys, &c. 


My cellar’s my camp, and my soldiers my flasks, 
All gloriously ranged in review, _ 
When I cast my eyes round, I consider my casks 
As kingdoms I’ve yet to subdue. 
. My brave boys, &c. 


Like Macedon’s madman, my drink I'll enjoy, 
In defiance of gravel and gout ; 
Who cried when he had no more worlds to sub. 
due— 
I’ll weep when my liquor is out. 
My brave boys, &c. 
When the lamp is brimfull, see the flame brightly 
shines, 
But when wanting moisture, decays ; 
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Yeplenish the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
_ Or else there’s an end of my blaze. 
My brave boys, &c. 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear should be shed, 
No HIC JACET be cut on my stone ; 
3ut pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And say, A choice fellow is gone, 
My brave boys, 
And say, A choice fellow is gone. 


GRELIL LE 


TOUNG BLUE-EYED MARY AND EARL 
EDWIN. 


Air— Kate of Coleraine.”—( Beuler.) 


"OUNG Mary, the blue-eyed, whose beauties were | 


blushing, . 


Adown a lone valley, unseen by the world, 


gushing 

In eddies, round lilies, 
pearled. 

ler eye beamed with pity, the poor and the weary 
Were cheered on their path by her alms and her 
| care ; 

hey called her sweet Mary, the young blue-eyed 
| fairy, 

Whose heart was as good as her bosom was fair. 


with dew-drops im- 


arl Edwin, while coursing, first saw blue-eyed 

| Mary, . 

For the hare, as if knowing where innocence 

| dwelt, 

‘Il trembling, flew into the arms of the fairy, 

_And she for its life at Earl Edwin’s feet knelt. 

hen Edwin was charmed by the suppliant’s 

graces, 

: Her eye beamed with beauty, his heart felt its 

| power ; 

e owned he admired, and his flattering praises 

: ae the maid, and she loved from that 
our. 


y Edwin deluded, she fled from the haven, 

The valley that nursed her in virtue and peace ; 
y splendour and love Mary’s heart was en- 

slaven,* ; 
But, ah! without virtue their pleasures soon 
/ cease. 
on cleyed by possession, her beauties no longer 
Fill the heart of Earl Edwin with glowing de- 
light, 

e slighted her love, and aversion grew stronger, 
As the tear of her eye blamed his frown and his 
slight. 
‘he worm of despair quickly cankered the blossom, 
That once bloomed the beauty and pride of the 
f vale ; 
ov the frown of the Earl deeply stung Mary’s 
bosom, 
And the rose of her cheek became withered and 
ae pale. 
ne heart of the Jorn one with anguish was break- 














Cast 5 


‘She languished—she died ; but she loved to the 


last! 
TOM TOUGH, 
(Dibdin.) 
Yname d’ye see’s Tom Tough, I’ve seed a little 
Sarvice, 


Where mighty billows roll and loud tempests 
blow, 


Vas as pure and as free as the stream’s water. 


orJife quickly ebbing—her soul was forsaking— | 





I’ve sailed with valiant Howe, I’ve sailed with 
noble Jarvis, 
And in gallant Dunean’s fleet I've sung out yo, 
heave ho! 
And, more would ye be knowing, 
I was cockswain to Boscawen, 
And even with brave Hawke have I nobly faced 
the foe ; 
Then, put round the grog, 
So we’ve that and our prog, 
We’ll laugh in Care’s face, and sing out yo, heave 
ho! 


When from my love to part I first weighed anchor, 
And she was snivelling seed on the beach be- 
low, 
I’d like to cotched my eyes snivelling, too, d’ye 
see, to thank her, 
But I oe my sorrows up with a yo, heave 
ho! 
For sailors, though they have their jokes, 
And love and feel like other folks, 
Their duty to neglect must not come for to go, 
So I seized a capstan bar, 
Like a true honest tar, 


| And, in spite of sighs and tears, sung out, yo, 


heave ho! 


But the worst on’t was that time when the little 
ones were sickly, 
And if they’d live or die the doctor didn’t know. 
The word was goved to weigh so sudden and so 
quickly, 
I thought my heart would break as I sung yo, 
heave ho! 
For Poll’s.so like her mother, 
And as for Jack, her brother, 
The boy, when he grows up, will nobly fight the 
foe ; 
But in Providence I trust, 
For you see what must be must, 
So my sighs I gave the winds, and sung out yo, 
heave ho! 


And now at last laid up in a decentish condition, 
For I’ve only lost an eye and got a timber toe, 
But old ships must expect in time to be out of coin- 

mission, 
Nor agpip the anchor weigh with a yo, heave 
o! 
So I smoke my pipe, and sing old songs, 
For my boy shall well revenge my wrongs, 
And my girl shall breed young sailors, nobly 
to face the foe ; 
Then, to country and king, 
Fate no danger can bring 
While the tars of Old England sing out yo, heave 
ho! 


for 


GLPLSCIIF 


SWEET FANNY, THAT LIVES IN THE 
VALLEY. 


(Upton.) 


My Fanny is young, and my Fanny is fair, 
My Fanny is kind and excelling ; 
And she lives, but I will not—I must not say 
where ; 
Yet a neat little cot is her dwelling. 


} I met the loved maid with a blush on her check, 


Yes, a blush that no jester dare rally ; 
And I sighed for the giti, the dear little girl, 
Sweet Fanny, that lives in the valley. 


My Fanny, I found, was the pride of the vale, 
And yet Fanny knew not her beauty ; 
Contented to carry her milk and her pail, 
And ’tend on her parents with duty. 
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O, yes! and I saw her with virtues so rare, 
Not Vice, nor its slaves, dared to rally ; 
And I sighed for the girl, the dear little girl, 

Sweet Fanny, that lives in the valley. 


My Fanzy, the fairest, yet humble and meek, 
I pressed, with affection to marry ; 
Kissed the tear from her eye and the blush from 
her cheek, 
And -vowed that no longer we’d tarry. 
To the church then I led her, and made her my 
wife, 
Resolved not to stand dilly daliy ; 
¥or I sighed for the girl, the dear little girl, 
Sweet Fanny, that lives in the valley. 


OPLIIIG ID 


THE WARDEN’S SONG. 
(Dr. Anderson.) 


From henceforth ever sing 
The craftsman and the king ; 
With poetry and music sweet 
Resound their harmony complete ; 
And with geometry, in skilful hand, 
Due homage pay, 
Without delay, 
To the king and to onr master grand ; 
He rules the free-born sons of art 
By love and friendship, hand and heart. 


Who can rehearse the praise, 
In soft poetic lays 
Or solid prose, of masons true, 
Whose art transcends the common view ; 
Their sccrets, ne’er to strangers yet exposed, 
Reserved shall be 
By masons free, 
And only to the faithful lodge disclosed, 
Because they’re kept in mason’s heart, 
My brethren of the royal art. 


PP PPLP OI? 


‘THE HUNGRY GOAT AND THE COTTAGE- 
COUCH; 


OR, WINNY’S LAST HEIGHO FOR LLEWELLIN. 
Air— A Frog he would a woving go.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


f.LEWELLIN went to Winny’s cot, 
Heigho! says Winny ; 
Winny was boiling green leeks in her pot, 
len Llewellin came there, on his goat, in a 
trot, 
- With a jig-up, prig-up, 
Treacle and toasted cheese, 
O, heigho, says Winny ! 
Jiressed in his best, Llewellin came, 
Heigho! says Winny ; 
‘vvite spruce was Llewellin, his goat was the same, 
But with hard three miles tit-up both tired and 
tame, 
With hur jig-up, prig-up, 
‘Treacle and toasted cheese, 
O, heigho, sweet Winny! 


J).smounted, then, Liewellin said, 

Heigho, sweet Winny ; 
“* {nto your bedchamber let hur nag be led, 
For iur’s rid hur so fast, hur needs rest to hur 

head ;” 
With hur jig-up, prig-up, 
treacle and toasted cheese, 
Then heigho, dear Winny ! 


That done; then dinner-table set, 
Heigho, sighed Winny ; 
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While she took out the leeks, nicely cooked in 
net, 
And well-seasoned with pepper,—the hest h 
could get, 
Dished with prig-up, jig-up, 
Treacle and toasted cheese, 
Sweet heigho, rare Winny ! 


Llewellin kissed lip, neck, and cheek, 
Heigho, cried Winny ; , 
While hur smiled in hur face as hur swallow 
each leek, 
Swore hur’d stop at the cot, and make love t 
whole week, 
For such jig-up, prig-up, 
Treacle and toasted cheese, 
O, heigho, charmed Winny ! 


Llewellin stopped to tea and sup, 
Heighoing Winny ; 
Forgetting hur goat to feed, poor hungry Tup! 
Winny’s bed being hay, the goat eat it all up; 
What a jig-up, prig-up, 
Treacle and toasted cheese, 
Cruel heigho for Winny! 


Then Winny did both frown and chide, 
‘« Heigho, why, Winny ;” 
Cried Llewellin ; “ be curst, if hur’ll make j 
hur bride.” 
As hur bridled hur goat, off full tit-up to ride, 
In quick jig-up, prig-up, 
Treacle nor toasted cheese, 
Sad heigho for Winny! 


Poor Winny sobbed and wept full sore, 
Heigho, lost Winny ; 
That Llewellin would there come a-wooing 


more, 
She (her bed ate up) died in despair on the fioo 
Her last jig-up, prig-up, 
Done treacle toasted cheese, 
Death heighoed poor Winny! 


GIF IP PIF? 


VM A SPORTSMAN, ’TIS TRUE. 


I’M a sportsman, tis true; I love game as 
life ; 

Indeed, it comes next to my children and wife 

And the birds, whether flying or fearful they ru 

I pop, and they tumble, as sure as a gun. 


If I follow the fox over meadow and heath, 
I’m last at the bottle and first at the death ; 
I’m a true jolly fellow and up to the fun 

Of old renard, and mark him, as sure as a gut 


Either stag-hunting, cock-fighting, sure I 
there; 

At mauling a lion, or baiting a bear 5 

And still all the ladies, wherever I run, 

Are after my person, as Sure as a gun. 


PROP OILO 


FAIR WISDOM, -LOVE, AND POWER 
A HEBREW MELODY. ~ 
(Lord Byron.) 


FAIR wisdom, love, and power were mine, | 
And health and youth possessed me, 
My goblet blushed from every vine, 
And lovely forms caressed me ; 
I sunned my heart in beauty’s eyes, 
And felt my soul grow tender, 
All earth ees give, or mortals prize, 
Was mine by royal splendour. 


1 strive to number o’er what days 
Remembrance can discover 

Which all that life or earth displays 
Would lure me to live over,-- - 
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There rose one day, there rolled one hour 

OF pleasure unembittered, 

_ And not a trapping decked my power 
That galled not where it glittered. 


|The serpent of the field by art 
___ By spells is won from harming, 
But that which coils around the heart, 
Oh, who hath power of charming ? 

It will not list to wisdom’s lore, 
| Nor music’s voice can lure it, 
But there it stings for evermore 

The soul that must endure it. 


LONDON COMFORTS ; 


OR, FOG AND RAIN. 
Air—<¢ Teddy Blink and Bundy Jack.” 











so bewitching, 
are itching ; 
London starting, 


Betty Martin. 


























[ say, Bill, how d’ye like it ?—Oh, wastly much. 
Tsay, how we spins along, don’t we? eh, ah! 


ce like the top of a lantern?—O, that’s St. 
ul’s.—St. Paul’s! I say, Ben, vat a rich man 
Panl must have been to have such a precious 
jat house.—Bless me, vat a smoke!—I say, 
}chman, put me down at Mr. Brisket’s, the 
cher’s, in Vitechapel, will you ?—Yes, ma’am. 
ty, coachee, vere do ve stop at?—The Blue 
wr, sir.—Vat a bore it vill be if they can’t let us 
veabed, eh, Ben?—Ees, I thinks as how ve 
Illook like blue boars then ; for ve may stop in 
street all night, and amuse ourselves by hear- 
the vatchman bawl— 
Ri fol, &c. 


ir hands in both their pockets crammed, they 

gape about so silly, 

iithen from side to side are jammed, whilst 

rambling Piccadilly! 

now the rain begins to fall, while some for 

coaches bawling, 

ilst Ben upsets an apple-stall as he is backward 
falling. 


POKEN.] There, you stupid country fellow, you 
| pay for my apples—you capsized ’em all into 
nud.—There, brother Ben, you’ve just got into 
No, brother Bill, I be just got out on’t. Dang 
‘there gutter, I say. Look at my white cor- 
lys; I’m just like a mudlark.—There, there’s 
dest umbrelly spoilt: that gentleman has run 
ftop of his’n smack through it.—Never mind, 
un; twill let in more air.— La, sir, I’m sure 
namma had airs enough before.—There, that 
w’s splashed me from head to foot, ’pon 
yur.—Lud, papa, I’ve lost my shoe.—Shoo, 
» come along; come, child, we’ll go through 
er Change ; we can’t change for the worse.— 
:eare, sir, you’ll push your numberella into 
aye.—That’s all my eye, ma’am.—Oh, I’ve 
‘ny patten.—That’s a bad pattern to set.—My 
ise is wringing wet through, I wow and pur- 
—Turn it the other side, then, my darling, and 
he dry side outwards.—Tell you what, sir, if 
shoves me in that ere way again I shall be for 
g you what you may call a—What, sir? 
Ri fol, &c. 





4, London’s such a charming place, so fine and 
at country lads all thither haste, and for its joys 
ipa and ma, good-by! they bawl, and off for 


eclare they think the country’s all my eye and 


SPOKEN.] Come, coachee, knock ’em along, my 
y- How far to Lunnun now ?— Only five miles. 


eres Lunnun! I say, coachee, vat’s that ere 
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And now a heavy fog arrives, just to increase vex: 
ation, 

While hurry skurry each one drives, and all is con 
sternation ! ’ 

Says brother Bill,—We’ve lost our way . says Ben 
—We’re done for sartin : 

And both exclaim, in town to stay’s my eye and 
Betty Martin, 


SPOKEN.] Bless my soul, says brother Ben, 
what a nation smoke! there must be a large fire 
somewhere,—Fire ! no, no, says brother Bill, I’ve 
Just hit on’t! "tis water! they do every thing here 
by steam.—Blow me, if one of the hingines isn’t 
burst, and we’ll all be scalt. to death.—Scalt, oh, 
Lord, how shocking, cries brother Ben.—Terrible, 
says brother Bill.—A light, a light, light, d—me. 
—A man that would make light of this would make 
light of any misfortune.—Bless me, sir, how 
clumsy you are, you’ve run up against me, and 
knocked all my teeth down my throat.—Beg par- 
don, ma’am,—very sorry,—couldn’t help it,— 
quite accidental.—By your leave.—Take care of 
your heads.—Take care of your pockets.—Oh, my 
toes, my toes. —Put them in your reticule, ma’am, 
>—T’l] thank you not to ridicule my wife’s toes, sir, 
if you please.—Why, here’s quite a stoppage, 1 
declare.—Go ; will you come ?—Well, I’m going 
to come to go as soon as I can.—Come, lather 
away, my boys, cries a barber,—Skip along, says 
a dancing-master.— Peg along, my lads of wax, 
cries a shoe-maker.—I declare, says a dandy, 
those men show their avocation by their vulgar 
confabulations, *pon honour, d— me.—-You look as 
if you were just taken off a shop-board as a pat- 
tern, cries a tailor; stitched up, but not finished. 
—By the powers, the fog’s so thick, and there’s 
such a crowd, Ill just stand here till they’re all 
gone by, and sing— 


Oh, London is a famous place, 
So pleasant altogether, 

But don’t exactly suit my taste 
In wet and foggy weather. 


GLE P IFIP 


SOFT PITY NEVER LEAVES THE GENTL2 
BREAST. 


A TRIO. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


Sort Pity never leaves the gentle breast 

Where Love has been received a welcome guest : 
As wand’ring saints poor huts have sacred made, 
He hallows ev’ry heart he once has swayed ; 
And (when his presence we no longer share) 
Still leaves Compassion as a relic there. 


PLLELIPEF 


ST. PATRICK WAS AN HONEST SOUN, 


SAINT Patrick was an honest soul, 
No saint did ever look so big, 

No sinner of the flowing bowl 
So hearty ever took a swig ; 

Och! whiskey rare so long he’d swill 
As Dublin could a glass afford ; 

Of love, too, th’ old boy took his fill, 
None so an Irish lass adored. 


But, rest his soul, he is no more, 
Since Death, that taef, has seized hi 
No toping boy on the Irish shore 
So merry ever breathed his last : 
The tiibute to dear Pat we’ll give 
Of tears that fill the merry bow] ; 
Though dead, his name shall ever live 
In honest Paddy’s very soul. 


4gt 9 
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Come, boys, and fill your bumpers up, 
We’ll have no cares or sorrow near j 
To-day we’il drown in t’other cup, 
And never for to-morrow fear ; 
"Tis what our patron did of old, 
Who spent his days in glee and fnn ; 
We’ll toast St. Patrick now he’s cold, 
And drink and love as he has done. 


PLOGLLIF 


HERE RESTS HER FORM IN SWEET 
REPOSE, 


Air—* Love’s young Dream.”—-(J. Bruton. ) 


HERE rests her form ’neath the clay cold sod, 


In sweet repose ; 
By sorrow blighted in its bud, 

Like some young rose ! 
The path she traced 
Was but a waste 

Of darkening grief and gloom, 
Where Sorrow lowered, 
Till she, o’erpowered, 

Sunk to the tomb! 


The daisy wild, and violet blue, 
Shall deck thy tomb ; 
Each flower of simple matchless hue 
O’er thee shall bloom ! 
These eyes shall lave 
Thy cold green grave, 
And keep them moist and fair, 
Till life shall cease, 
And I, {n peace, — 
Thy cold tomb share, 


This bursting heart can ne’er know peace, 
Since thou art gone! 
Nor, till each vital throb shall cease, 
F’er cease to mourn! 
These lips shall pour 
Thy name each hour 
‘fo heaven, in holy prayer, 
Till life shall cease, 
And I, in peace, 
Thy cold tomb share. 


POPP ILP IF 


"TWAS I. 
A QUARTETTG. 
Air— The Dusty Miller.” 


i MUST run away 3 

But, from this hour, depend on’t, 
I'll be sure to say— 

’Twas I, whate’er the end on’t. 


That’s a dear !—and now, 
The owl, last night—who shot it ? 
Why, master? 
How, sir, how? 
Oh! ’twas I,—I had near forgot it. 


Hey-dey! Miss Georgeite ! 
How dare you stand and chatter? 
No cherries gathered yet? 
How now, wife,—what’s the matter? 


Georgette, my dear, don’t cry ; 
Who got her such a snubbing? 
*Twas I—’twas—’twas I! 
Then I’Jl give you a drubbing. 


Servants are a pest 

To ev’ry one about ’em ; 
I shall get no rest 

Until I do without ’em. 





Wives are but a pest 
To ev’ry one about ’em; 
Men are ne’er so blest 
As when they do without ’em. 


How I tremble, least 
I lose my spouse and roses ; 
Madam Mag wo’n’t rest 
Until she all discloses. 
Let ’em spit their spite, 
And beat me till they’re weary, 
1’ll bawl, with all my might, 
’Twas I, to please my deary. 


BRITAIN’S BEST BULWARKS ARE HEE 
WOODEN WALLS. 
(Dr. Arne.) 


WHEN Britain on her sea-girt shore, 
Her ancient Druids first addressed : 

“© What aid,” she cried, ‘ shall I implore, 
What blest defence—by numbers pressed ?””— 


| ‘ Though hostile nations round thee rise, 


(The mystic oracles replied, ) 


1 And view thine isle with envious eyes ! 


Their threats defy, their rage deride ; 
Nor fear invasion from your adverse Gauls, 
Britain’s best bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


<< Thine oaks descending to the main, | 

With floating forts shall stem the tides, 
Asserting Britain’s liquid reign, 

Where’er her thundering navy rides ; 
Nor less to peaceful arts inclined, 

Where commerce opens all her stores, 
In social bands shall league mankind, 

And join the sea-divided shores : 
Spread, then, thy sails where naval glory calls, 
Britain’s best bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


“© Hail! happy isle, what though thy vales 
No vine impurpled tribute yield, 
Nor fanned with odour-breathing gales, 
Nor crops spontaneous glad the field ; 
Yet, liberty! rewards the toil 
Of industry, to labour prone, 
Who jocund ploughs the grateful soil, 
And reaps the harvests he has sown : 
While other realms tyrannic sway enthrals, 


Britain’s best bulwarks are her wooden walls.” 


{ Thus spake the bearded seer of yore, 


In vision wrapt of Britain’s fame, 
Ere yet Iberia felt her power, 
Or Gallia trembled at her name ; 
Ere yet Columbus dared to explore 
New regions rising from the main ; 
From sea to sea, from shore to shore, 
Bear then, ye winds, in solemn strain, 
This sacred truth,—an awe-struck world appalk 
Britain’s best bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Sn eee oe 


JOY, WHEN MUTE, IS STILL THE 
SWEETES 
A DUET. 
( Arnold.) 


She.—How should language speak the feelii 
Of a heart, its love revealing, — 
When with boundless love it be 


He.--Words but weakly paint the glowing 
Passion, from the breast o’erflowlt 
When a fond return it mects. — 


She.—Joy, when mute, is still the sweetes! 
He.—F’en as time unmarked is fleetest. ~ 


s 
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Both.— Bat when lips are fondly greeting, 
And in softest kisses meeting, 
Is the lover’s soul exprest : 
Then in silence both are blest. 
No, no! love by thought inspires! 
No, no! love no voice requires ! 
No! no! 


Se a ae 


THE LOTTERY OF WEDLOCK. 
(Dibdin.) 
Puls life is a lottery, wives are the prizes, 

For every bachelor chooses a blank ; 

And as the premium lowers and rises, 

According to goodness and virtue they rank. 
That giggling thing there will turn up a fifty ; 

That flirt will no more than a twenty be found. 
Not so yon wife, so prudent and thrifty, 

She’ll prove a prize of full ten thousand pound. 
Then round with the wheel, no gold shall ye find, 
The wealth of our lottery’s confined to the mind. 
Adventare then boldly, ill fortune despise, 

’Tis the lottery of wedlock, and woman’s the prize. 


Should sometimes appear trifiing failings congenial, 
To fond inexperience, in minds immatured ; 
If vice have no share, and the failings are venial, 
By kindness and sense be that ticket insured. 
Do not ever by beauty alone be invited, 
Which too oft with conceit is and vanity found ; 
But be beauty and goodness together united, 
’Tis a capital prize, and the ten thousand pound. 
Then round with the wheel, &c. 


Much faith, for good luck, to odd numbers are 
given, 
But adventurers for this may credulity thank ; 
Tis the temper gives value, and that must be even, 
Else ’twere better your ticket. had turned up a 
blank. mA 
Number three, I acknowledge, comprises the 
graces ; 
But so will the furies and harpies be found, 
If the mind every virtue domestic embraces, 
Ey’n or odd, high or low, you’ve the ten thou- 
sand pound. 
Then round with the whcel, &c. 


GRP OFIL IFS 


DRINK, DRINK, THE NIGHT IS WEARING. 
(Connell. ) 


DRINK, drink, the night is wearing ; 
Time is flying, joy appearing ; 
Drink, drink! 
For we’ve plenty of minutes to grieve, so they say, 
And pain and dull sorrow not long stop away. 
So drink, drink, the night is wearing, &c. 


‘Smile, smile in the cup of gladness, 
‘Thinking’s folly,—grieving’s madness : 
Smile, smile! 
For ’tis but for a moment they can appear, 
And the smile, alas! often is checked by a tear. 
So smile, smile, the night is wearing, &c. 


Sing, sing! let music borrow 
A ray to dazzle dusky sorrow. 
Sing, sing! 
And, oh! may our songs ever gladden the night, 
Till peaceful we sink to the realms of delight. 
So sing, sing, the night is wearing, &c. 


PIPPI I PF 


ANNIE, THE FLOWER AND THE PRIDE 
0’ THEM A’, 
WHEN winter’s cauld blasts destroy nature’s sweet 
grandeur, 
And darkness steals on ere the mid aitcrnuin ; 


Wi’ heart warmed by Inve in the e’ening I wander, 
Ay proud to meet Annie by light o’ the muin, 
If stormy the wind o’er Benlomond be blowing, 
And valleys around are covered wi sna’ ; 
T heed nae wild winds nor the clouds were they 
fa’ing, 
Ay fain to meet Annie, the flower 0’ them a’. 


My plaid she ay hangs near the ingle when dreep- 
ing, 
The rosy sweet smile her cauld lover can warm; 
Oh, pity! (she’ll say) thou hast got sic a steeping, 
It pruives to poor Annie, how fain thou wadst’ 
charm. 
When seated together, ay cheerful and smiling, 
How short seems the hours till I wander awa. 
Ah! wo to the wretch wha delights in beguiling, 
May sic ne’er see Annie, the flower o’ chem a’. 


She’s modest and cheerfu’, a witching yeung cica- 
ture, 
Wi ripe rosy cheeks and twa bonny black een ; 
The blessings 0’ health she ay shows in ilk feature ; 
Ane sweeter in Scotland nae mortal has seen. 
When seated by Annie I’m ever delighted, 

For none in her conduct could e’er find a flaw : 
The wish o’ my heart is to suin be united 

Wi Annie the pride and the flower o’ them a’, 


PLECLLIPS 


PREPARE, TO THE FIELD, MY BRAVE 
BOYS, HASTE AWAY. 


PREPARE, to the field, my brave boys, haste 
away, 
The morning is clear and bids fair for the day: 
Aurora’s bright beams now dispel the fresh dew, 
And bids us to horse, our fleet game to pursue. 
To mount, then, prepare ; 
To the field we’ll repair, 
The woods and the hills they invite. 
The horn sounds so sweet, 
Our pack so complete, 
No charms can we want to delight. 


The hounds in full cry now announce to our ears, 
With nose to the ground that sly renard #¢ pears. 
Elate, we rush forward with horns and with 
hounds ; 
Tally-ho! is the word, and the valley :esounds. 
See, see, where he flies! 
Alarmed by our cries ; 
How rapid, how subtle his flight. 
The horn sounds, &c, 


Poor renard, worn out, his life now must yield, 
With shouts and with music re-echoes i“.€ fie}. 
‘Then homeward, with transport, to ara n the full 
bowl, 
Drink health to the fair, and enliven .? # soul. 
May health, love, and peace 
Our blessings increase, 
While beauty still gladdens our £ i,ht. 
May ev’ry glass ring, 
With God save the king, 
And loyalty friendship unite. 


OPPL IAL ES 


LIST, MARY! TO THE CASEMENT COME. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


LisT, Mary! to the casement come, 
Thy faithful lover wakes ; 

Anrora has in splendour shone, 
The dawning morning breaks. 

The little lambkins sport around, 
Now Nature’s sons rejoice, 

And all, though not with huma. souad, 
In Nature’s works rejoice. 
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Then, lovely maid, I prithee come ; 
Ah! why so long delay? 

And in the pious concert join, 
To hail the coming day. 

While the dumb creatures of the field 
Their grateful thoughts express ; 

Ah! can you fail your thanks to yield, 
For blessings numberless ? 


Then Mary, come, and let your charms 
With fair Aurora shine, 
And leave the slothful Somnus’ arms, 
For one embrace of mine ; 
One gentle word, in mercy speak,— 
One glance from that mild eye, 
Dissolves the tears that steal this cheek,— 
Dispels each struggling sigh. 


PPL IR FP SF 


THE RED-CROSS KNIGHT. 


To battle called, when chivalry was young, 
A red-cross knight, sworn foe to cankered Care, 
While Christabel upon his corslet hung, 
Thus gaily carolied to the blue-eyed fair : 
** My sword is war’s alone, 
My heart is all thy own; 
To die for love, or bravely fall in fight, 
Both, both are glorious to the Red-Cross Knight.” 


From Palestine returned, still fresh as May, 
With victovy new beaming on his crest, 
Once more to Christahe] he tuned the lay, 
And strained the charmer to his throbbing breast. 
«« My sword is war’s alone, 
My heart is all thy own ; 
To live for love, and conquer in the fight, 
Both, both are glorious to the Red-Cross Knight.’ 


SIOP LIES 


A HUNGRY FOX ONE DAY DID SPY. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


A hungry fox one day did spy, 
‘ ie Fal lal la, &c. 
Some nice ripe grapes, which hung so high, 
Fal lal la, &c. 
And, as they hung, they seemed to say 
To him who underneath did stay, — 
If you can take me down you may. 
Faj lalla, &c. 


The fox his paticace nearly lost, 

Fal lalla, &c. 
His expectations balked and crossed, 

Fal lal la, &c. 

Still licked his chops for near an hour, 
‘Fill he found the fruit beyond his power, 
Then he went, and swore the grapes were sour. 
Fal lal la, &c. 


LIF RPE IR 


THE PLOUGHMAN’S COURTSHIP. 
(R. Bloomfield.) | 


Down Abner sate, with glowing heart, 
Resolved, whatever might betide, 
Yo speak his mind; no other art 
He ever knew or ever tried. 


And, gently twitching Mary’s hand, 
(The bench had ample room ior two, ) 
jis first word made her understand 
The ploughman’s errand was to woo, 


My Mary !—may f call thee so? 
For many a happy day we’ve seen, 
And if not mine—aye, years ago, 
Whose was the fault ?— you might have been. 
A!l that’s gone by, but I’ve been musing, 
And vowed, and hoped to keep it true, 


PA 





That she shall be my own heart’s Sates 
Whom I call wife—hey, what say you? 


And, as I drove my plough along, 
Aad felt the strength that’s in my arm, 
Ten years, thought I, amidst my song, 
I’vé been head man at Harewood-farm : 


And now my own dear Mary’s free, 
Whom I have loved this many a day, 
Who knows but she may think on me ?—__ 

I'll go hear what she has to say. 


Perhaps that little stoek of land 

She holds, but knows not how to till, 
Will suffer in the widow’s hand, 

And make poor Mary poorer still. 


That scrap of land, with one like her, 
How we might live, and be so blest ; 

And who should Mary Jones prefer? 
Why, surely him who loves her best. 


Therefore I’m come to night, sweet wench, 
I would not idly thus intrude. 

Mary looked downward on the bench, 
O’erpowered by love and gratitude, 


And leaned her head against the vine, 
With quickening sobs of silent bliss, 
Till Abner cried, ‘* You must be mine! 

You must!” and sealed it wich a kiss. 


She talked of shame, and wiped her cheek 3° 
But what had shame with them to do 
Who nothing meant but truth to speak 
And downright honour to pursue ? 


GLP PFCe ee 


THE DISREGARDED TAR, 


THE sea was smooth, the winds were low, 
And from its source the village rill 
Retired, with mournful lapse, and slow, 
When poor Ben Hatchway, “neath a hill, 
Thus mournful sighed, in deep distress : 
«« Alas! my wants go unrewarded ; 
But ah! no heart with meek redress 
Relieves the tar when disregarded, 


«‘ When doomed by unrelenting Fate, 
Alas! I left my native land, 
What agonies did love create 
When blooming Mary left the strand ; 
While hovering o’er the vessel’s side, 
J thought my love she then rewarded, 
But since kind Fortune’s me denied, 
My faithful heart is disregarded. 


«« Shipwrecked ! of all I had bereft ; 
My life escaped a watery grave ; 
Returned, some cordial still I’d left, 
But found that friendship was a slave 
To Avarice’s greedy store, 
For, ah! my wants went unrewarded, 
And those these hands relieved when poor, 
By poverty’s now disregarded. 


«¢ But who shall still the raging storm 
That spread ill fate, alas! on me, 
When I, unpitied and forlorn, 
Shall sink beneath life’s ruthless sea? 
Save happier climes, when, troubles o’er, 
My wants will then be sweet rewarded, 
When black ingratitude no more 
Shall crush the heart now disregarded.” 


THE MATCH-MAKER. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


{ Joc through the world’s varied scene, 
In spite of its rubs and its scratches, 
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Like the blacksmith of Gretna-Green, 
Get my living by making of matches. 


SPOKEN.] You know my matches a’n’t the only 
ones that have to do with brimstone—-so 


i cry my matches as far as Charing-Cross ; 
We all know the gray mare is oft the best horse. 
Come, buy my matches ! 


All folks except scolds meet their match, 
For by scolds even lawyers surpassed are ; 

Law’s limbs may be had by Old Scratch, 
But a scold is the devil’s own master ! 


SPOKEN.] We all love our mother’s tongue, but 
when it’s joined to a wife’s tongue, it’s two to one 
against poor Benedict. That’s the way with me; 
so, when my wife begins— 

I cry my matches to where it is said 
There is a good woman without e’er a head. 
Come, buy my matches! 


Some matches ’tis wealth that cements, 

When with Plenty’s full horn love carouses ; 
But some ladies they take its contents, 

And leave all the horn to their spouses. 


SPOKEN.] A great many people make a point of 
abusing matrimony ; but it has many good points 
about it for all that—to be sure, there’s Cuckold’s 
Point—so 
I cry my matches as far as Horn-fair, 

And see a great many fine gentlefolks there. 
Come, buy my matches! 


Our churchwardens cannibals match, 

For let them, (the proof we oft meet it,) 
In the parish a bastard but catch, 

And, to save all the charges, they eat it. 


SPOKEN.] But I don’t wonder at it; for I went 
to our churchwarden t’other day, and he snapped 
so, I thought he was going to eat me. ‘ Well, 
Mr. Churchwarden,” said I, “if you wo’n’t let 
me dine with you, I can dine with a greater man.” 


So I cried my matches until it was dark, 
And dined with Duke Humphrey, in St. James’s 
Park. 
- Come, buy my matches! 


Monopoly all would devour, 

What a pity that justice don’t him stone ; 
But may those who monopolize flour 

Be matched by the flour of brimstone. 


SPoKEeN.] Monopoly’s a disease as bad as the 
plague ; but I wonder, among all our quack pills 
and drops, we hav’n’t a cure for it; I know one; 
so— 

i cry my matches ’mong the Old Bailey shops, 
But can’t recommend Dr. Ketch’s new drops. 
Come, buy my matches! 


PIF E POE F 


ZEPHYR, FOR ONCE, MY WISHES BEAR. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


ZEPHYR, for once, my wishes bear, 
Oh, fly, and whisper to my fair, 
When rosy ev’ning steals along, 
And Philomel begins her song, 
And, shrined within her roseate bower, 
That gentle maid, of form divine, 
Prepares to yield to slumber’s power, 
Tell her no heart can love like mine, 
And whisper softly in her ear,— 
I ask no greater boon or bliss, 
Than, like thee, to be ever near, 
Like thee, too, share her fervid kiss! 


SIAL EEL aE 


89. 


YOU NEVER DID HEAR OF AN IRISH- 
MAN’S FEAR, 


(C. Macklin.) 


You never did hear of an Irishman’s fear, 
In love or in battle, in love or in battle, 
He’s always on duty, and ready for beauty, 
Where cannons do rattle, where cannons do 
rattle. 


By day and by night we love and we fight, 
We’re honour’s defender, we’re honour’s de- 
fender. 
The foe and the fair, we always take care 
To make them surrender, to make them surren- 
der. 


By day and by night we love and we fight, 
We’re honour’s defender, we’re honour’s de- 
fender : 
The foe and the fair, we always take care 
To make them knock under, to make them knock 
under. 


GRIF PIPL? 


THE BRIGHTER HOURS OF LIFE ARE 
PAST. 


(David Lester Richardson. ) 


THE brighter hours of life are past— 
The sun of hope is set,— 

Thongh its lingering beam, as it glowed its last, 
Woke the tear of vain regret ; 

It hath left a twilight gloom of sadness 

I would not lose for the glare of gladness ! 


I sojourn on a foreign strand,— 
I share the stranger’s bowl— 
Yet dear is the dream of my native land,— 
Star of the wanderer’s soul ! 
And of memory’s chain (love’s farewell token‘) 
Each sacred link hath remained unbroken ! 


GOLIPILOP 


THE THREE JOLLY PIGEONS FOR EVER. 
(Goldsmith. ) 


LET schoolmasters puzzle their brain, 
With grammar, and nonsense, and learning ; 
Good liquor, I stoutly maintain, 
Gives genus a better discerning. 
Let them brag of their heathenish gods, 
Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians, 
Their qui’s, and their que’s, and their quod’s, 
They’re all but a parcel of pigeons. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


When methodist preachers come dawn 
A preaching that drinking is sinful, . 
I'll wager the rascals a crown, 
They always preach best with a skinfull. 
But when you come down with your pence 
For a slice of their scurvy religion, 
I’ll leave it to all men of sense, 
But you, my good friend, are the pigeon. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


Then, come, put the jorum about, 
And let us be merry and clever, 
Our hearts and our liquors are stout, 
Here’s the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever : 
Let some cry up woodcock or hare, 
Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeons ; 
But of all the fine birds in the air, 
Here’s a health to the Three Jolly Pigeons. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


NEW YEAR’S GIFTS. 
(Dibdin. ) 


SINCE custom commands us to give 
Some wish to our friends at this season ; 


80 


And of those, by the public who live, 
Is required all they can give in reason ; 
For me, I’d bestow ev'ry good 
That can fall on child, woman, or man; 
But, since I can’t give what I would, 
You’ll permit me to give what I can ; 
And while your protection, my mind nobly lifts, 
Like friends let us give and receive new year’s 
gifts. 


If I could I’d to lovers impart 
That condition so sweet and delicious, 
That, as they hold honour at heart, 
So might all their hopes be propitious ; 
To those, who to merit are blind, 
Common-sense should recover the sight ; 
And in those who distress human kind, 
Remorse should turn crime to delight. 
Twas for this wholesome end, that the mind nobly 
lifts, 
Sprung the custom to give and receive new year’s 
gifts. 
Public speakers, a sound pair of lungs ; 
To guttlers, a choice of rich dishes ; 
To the ladies, the sweet gift of tongues ; 
And to placemen, the loaves and the fishes. 
I’d give prudence to those, who to sail 
Down the torrent of folly are bent ; 
And to those who at Providence rail, 
I’d bestow the sweet balm of content. 
’T was for this wholesome end, &c. 


POLI L IIL? PR 


LIBERTY. 
Air—“ Ye Banks and Braes 0’ bonnie Dvon.’’ 


Au! what is summer’s gandy gear, 
Or beamy morn, to captive ee ; 
Or music to the prisoned ear, 
Save that wild cadence,—liberty. 


The orient sun, with golden light, 
May stud the palace of the free ; 
But noon-day gleams are dull as night, 

To her who weeps for—liberty. 


Young spring hath not a flower to charm, . 
Nor tint of grace, nor breath of glee; 
Nor smile to cheer, nor ray to warm, 
The heart bereft of—liberty. 


For freedom is the sun,—the dew,— 

Spring’s life, and summer’s fragrant sigh, — 
We riot in its radiant hue, 

And when its glory sets—we die. 


GLPLLOLO 


THE CAPTIVE’S LAMENT. 
(R. Hanse.) 


I MAY deserve the fate I share, 
That lessens naught the pain; 

Though far removed, still those there are 
I’d die to meet again. “Ii 

But fate decrees, that this my will 
Protracted thus should be ; 

Here I must stay and murmur still, 
While days pass slow to me: 

But better days there are in store, 
Bright hope assures me so, 

And soon I’ll meet my love once more, 
And bid adieu to wo! 


WHITE HATS ARE QUITE THE Go. 
Air—‘ Gee ho, Dobbin.”’—( Bryant. ) 


TIME was when white hats they looked devilish 
funny, 

But now in such things all the folks spend their 
money ; 
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For tailors, and cobblers, and barbers likewise, 
Place a bit of white beaver right over their eyes. 
Oh, the white hats, sir, 
Oh, the white hats, sir, 
You'll own that white hats are at present the go. 


Your nobleman, certainly, wears his hat white, 
And the ladies, ’od bless em, in them too delight ; 
So that dressed with white hat, coat and capes 
nearly ten, 
Ecod, the dear creatures, they look just like men. 
Oh, the white hats, &e. 


A radical, once, by his beaver we knew, 
But now we have radicals all the town through ; 
And if hats make the radicals, to settle such mat- 
ters, 
Hadn’t government better imprison the hatters ? 
Oh, the white hats, &c. 


Your black-legs appear with their heads lily white, 
Your loungers, thus beavered, walk forth day and 
night 
Your Toms and your Jerrys by them are shown 
pat, 
And a gentleman now, sirs, is known by his hat. 
Oh, the white hats, &c. 


But I am not proud, sirs, but fond of my pelf, 

Or else, I, perhaps, might just get one myself ; 

Still I am too wise e’er to grieve about that, 

So for ease and for pleasure give me my old hat. 
Oh, the white hats, &c. 


But this I must say, since white hats rule the 
roast, : 

As for heads and for hats, pray which is worth 
most ? 

And this is my maxim, Pil live at my ease, 

And my neighbours may dress themselves just as 
they please. 

Oh, the white hats, &c. 


PPP ELL OF 


BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS, WHILST THOU 
ART SLEEPING, 


(T. Moore.) 


Bricut be thy dreams, may all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping ; 
Those by death, or seas removed, 
Those who in thy spring-time knew thee ; 
All thou’st ever prized or loved, 
In dreams come smiling to thee! 


There may the child, whose love lay deepest, 
Dearest of all, come while thon sleepest ; 
Still the same—no charm forgot— 
Nothing lost that life had given, 
Or if changed, but changed to what ? 
Thou’lt find her yet in Heaven. 


GRICILIPOF 


NEW POLLY HOPKINS. 
A DUET. : 
He.—A SuITOR, Polly Hopkins, I come again, I 
come again. 
Ske.—I’ve often told you, Mr. Tomkins, ’tis all in 
vain,—’tis all in vain. 
ffe.—As sure as fate. 


She.— Don’t tease me, fool. 
He.—My love is great. 
She.—- Then let it cool. 


He.—Oh! cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, to tease me 
so, to tease me so! 

She.—Oh! silly, silly Tommy Tomkins, to urge me 
so, to urge me so! 


SPOKEN.] Now,.my dear Polly, whilst on my 
knees, hear me swear, my love for you, upon my 


| soul and body, is all 


Fai lal la, &e. 
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He,.-—Arn’t la beauty, Polly Hopkins, oh‘ pray 
disclose, oh! pray disclose ! 

She.—Yes; such a beauty, Mr. Tomkins, you’d 
scare the crows! you’d scare the crows ! 

He.—My shape’s divine ! 


She.— Oh! pray not boast! 
He,—My figure’s fine !— 
She.— As a whipping-post. 


He.—Oh! cruel Polly Hopkins, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Polly! you’re only spiteful because 
the girls of the village notice me. They all say, 
when I pass,—‘ What a pretty figure! What a 
pretty face! What eyes—like gas-lights!” But 
when I talk to you of my beauty, you always 
say— 

, Fal lalla, &c. 
He.—Polly! I should be transported, if you’d 

agree, if you’d agree! 
She.—With all my heart, sweet Mr. Tomkins, so 
let it be, so let it be. 
He.— When shall we wed? 
She. -- What! be your wife ? 
He.—That’s what you said— 
She.— I meant for life. 
Oh! cruel Tommy Tomkins, &c. 


ie Well, Polly, I always thought you 
loved me a little ; but now I find your love for me 
is all— 

Fal lalla, &c. 


He.—Beneath some yew-tree’s dismal shade, Ill 
- go and die, I'll go and die! 
She.—I’ll see you buried when you’re dead, so now 
good by, so now good by. 
He.—With worms [711 sup— 
She.— ‘That’s sorry fare ! 
He.—I’m quite screwed up !— 
She.— I wish you were! 
Oh! cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! Polly Hopkins! Polly Hopkins! 
I little thought you’d wish me to die! but as you 
are so cruel, I’m resolved to end my life. But, re- 
member, I’ll always haunt you. 
strikes twelve, every night, you shall hear my 
ghost, under your bed-room window, murmuring 
in a hollow voice, 

F Fal lal la, &c. 


GOL EOL PP 


OH! WHERE’S THE HARM OF A LITTLE 
KISS? 


On! where’s the harm of a little kiss ? 
One, one—only one? 
And I’m sure my heart never went with this, 
But, e’en if it had, I can’t see what there is, 
So very amiss 
In a little kiss— 
One, one—only one. 


If the young man offered you a kiss— 
One, one—only one! 
How cruel ’twould be to take it amiss ; 
Or, if it were stolen, I can’t see what there is 
So very amiss 
In a little kiss— : 
One, one—only one! 


POLI LLL IE 


DEAR JIM, THIS BLACK JACK! 
Air—“* Dear Tom, this brown Jug.” 


DEAR Jim, this black Jack, now so full of stout 
whiskey, 

Out of which I now drink to fat Judy, so frisky, 

Was once atin kettle, a soldered old squire, 

As ever boiled water for tea on the fire ; 


When the clock | 


For simpering and singing it never was chid, 
And in boiling about always puffed off the lid, 
Always puffed off the lid. 


As it happened to sit on the fire one day, 

With just water enough to simper away, 

Old Katty stept out for a pinch of Foot’s snuff, 

And forgot in this pot to leave water enough 3 

The fire soon dried it, the sides were burnt out, 

The solder was melted, and off dropt the snout, 
And off dropt the snout. 


The shell in the alley long time it had lain, 
And by travelling at dogs’ tails was beat flat again, 
A wench picked it up—-to the tinker brought back-- 
Faith! out of the kettle he formed this black Jack 
Now sacred to whiskey, to mirth, and mild ale, 
Here’s to fat Judy, of Kilmainham Jail. 

Of Kilmainham Jail. 


PLLIG IPS 


JUSTICE QUORUM. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


My name’s Justice Quorum, I'm lord of this vil- 
lage, 

And, ifackins, I makes pretty toil of my tillage; 

I know little of law, so my wife, that the best is, 

Does the law part, while I manufacture the justice : 

All should live by their trade, or it isn’t fair deal- 


ing, 

And it’s just out of mine, that I should get a feel- 
ing : 

I don’t always hear both sides, which strange may 
appear, 

To those who don’t know that I’m deaf of one ear. 

A. man feed me once with a small bag of barley, — 

His opponent six beautiful geese brought to parley ; 

Goosy carried the cause, when the chandler, of- 
fended, 

Cried, ‘ I gave you some barley, and on you de- 
pended.’ 

Says I, ‘true, but just after you left it, in hob- 
bled 

Six monstrous geese and the barley they gobbled ; 

And, neighbour, you'll own, ’tis no new case to 
find, 

When a thing’s out of sight it soon gets out of 
mind.” 


GOL ILIF 


SPEED THEE WELL, MARINER. 


SPEED thee well, mariner, through the dark wave 
Safe may thy vessel in majesty sail ; 

Ella still breathes a love-prayer for the brave— 
Sighs for his welfare, Bransbury Vale ; 

She, whom thy last caress saddened to tears, 
Paining a heart, by its sorrows o’ercome, 

Pensive, thy memory faithfully wears, 
Ella will welcome the mariner home. 


Mariner, thou hast twin little ones left, 
Smiling, unconscious their sire is afar, 
Clung to a bosom of quietude ’reft, 
Whilst thou art exposed to the tempest and 
war: 
Yet Ella, in absence, will teach them a name, 
Endeared to rememh’rance, where’er thou mayst 
roam, 
And the scions of love will enkindle a flame, 
To light the return of the mariner hone. 


Haste thee, then, mariner, ply through the wave 
To the saint of thy promise, whose haven of 
rest 
Shall lull to repose every care of the brave, 
And thou with the kiss of regard shall be blest ; 
And the smiles of a progeny, chaste as the gem 
Which hangs on the flow’ret of summer’s young 
bloom, 
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Will beam on a father returning to them, 
And joy shall revisit the mariner’s home. 


PPPRPOEAE 


WOMAN, THE PRETTY CREATURE MUST 


BE BOUGHT. 
(Holman. ) 


WoMAN now by grace and feature, 
Sighs and vows, will not be caught, 
If yon’d have the pretty creature, 
The pretty creature must be bought. 
You may swear—You may tear, 
You may cry—You may lie, 
You may kneel—You may feel 


All the pangs that from love’s raging fervours 


arise, 


And proclaim her an angel dropt down from the 


skies. 
No pity she shows 
For your budget of woes; 


She scoffs at your tears, and derides all your pain, 


And e’en darling flattery assails her in vain. 
Who then finds the way, 
His addresses to pay, 

In a stile which this whimsical creature can fix ‘ 
He who drives to her door 
In a chariot and four, 

Or Cld Nick himself in a fine coach and six. 


PI LPPPLE 


A CHOKE-PILL FOR HUMAN PRIDE; 


OR, THE HISTORY OF MAN, 
Air— I sing the British Seaman’s Praise.” 
(Collins. ) 


WHEN man first, like a blade of erass, 
Upsprung from out the sod, sir, 
He tor a crab-tree’s fruit, alas! 
Felt sour affiiction’s rod, sir: 
A serpent’s guile through life he wailed, 
Being by a serpent stung, sir, 
Till, dust to dust, once more he hailed 
The soil from whence he sprung, sir. 
Of life, how short then is the span, 
How soon employed the spade, sir, 
How proud of substance, upstart man, 
How soon an empty shade, sir! 


From Adam’s down to Noah’s days, 
None can this truth deny, sir, 
That all mankind found means and ways 
T increase and multiply, sir; 
Their hosts, for numbers, did surpass 
The quicksands on the shore, sir, 
But quick their sands ran through the glass, 
And now they’re quick no more, sir. 


Of life, how short, &c. 


Size Abram’s seed, by zeal when fired, 
To burn up heathenish chaff, sir, 

If wanting Isaac’s faith, when tired, 
They leaned on Jacob’s staff, sir; 

Corn, wine, and oil, when all at hand, 
Could Abram’s sons refuse ’em? 

3ut few looked for the promised land 
That’s lodged in Abram’s bosom 


And yet, of life, how short, &e. 


Assyrians, Babyionians, Medes, 
And Persians once so proud, sir, 
Though clang’ring Fame their mighty deeds 
Proclaimed with trump so loud, sir; 
Great Nimrod, now, and all his race 
Have struck to one grim foe, sir. 
And Cyrus, armed all foes to face 
«4 woman’s arm laid low, sir. 
Alas! of life, how snort, «c. 


The moon-struck Macedonian wight, 
Who aped celestial sway, sir, 
By death confirmed, in pride’s despight, 
His godship was but clay, sir ; 
For, termed a mortal foe to peace, 
A mortal’s fate to share, sir, 
He proved, at last, a scurvy piece 
Of brittle crock’ry ware, sir. 
Of life, how shost, &c. 


The head lies low that once upreared 
The crescent o’er the cross, sir, 
And, through his past life, never feared 
Of future life the loss, sir: 
Nor e’er did virtue sift from vice, 
Like pure bread from the leaven, sir, 
But, in his impious paradise, 
A brothel made of heaven, sir. 
Of life, how short, &c. 


The breast where brav’ry knows no bound 
Must to the heart-ache yield, sir : 
Nor laurels, which the head surround, 
Can from the head-ache shield, Sir 5 
Nay, more, the bright imperial crown 
Which Cwzsar’s brow adorns, sir, 
On life’s last pillow, when laid down, 
May prove a crown of thorns, sir, 
Of life, how short, &c, 


Yet monsters o’er mankind would sway, 
Who spurn at sacred order, 
And, bloodhounds like, in quest of prey, 
Break down each fence and border ; 
But dire destruction and dismay 
Will yet o’erwhelm the crew, sir, 
For dogs can only have their day, 
But fiends will have tkeir due, sir. 
And he who, more a fiend than man, 
Would earth and heaven invade, sir, 
’ When justice his desert shall scan, 
In hell may be repaid, sir. 


OIL PLP LI ES? 


LET US ALL GET DRUNK TO-NIGHT. 


OVER the bottle let us join, 

Nought can comfort give but wine; 

Wine’s the soul of happiness, 

Wine cures sorrow and distress. 
Then, my jolly comrades, here 
Let dull sorrow disappear ; 
Pleasure looks upon us bright, 
Let us all get drunk to-night. 


Never mind what wives may say, 
They can drink when we’re away ; 
They can scold when we go home,— 
To stop ’em all the plan’s to roam. 
Then, my jolly comrades, &c. 


Waiter! Waiter! come, unscrew,—: 
The devil! we’re too quick for you ;— 
Now the glasses ’gin to dance, 
This is wine's delightful trance. 

Then, my jolly comrades, &e. 


PRL IL OLS 


THE CONTENTED BAKER; 


OR, MY CHILDREN, FREECOM, AND MY ERIEND, 


(Cross. ) 


By nature soft as kneaded dough, F 
My heart, ne’er chilled by cold deceit, 
When injury proclaims a foe, 
Will glow with a warmed oven’s heat. 
Ne’er crusty I, though Fortune’s blind, 
‘To those around its.comforts spare, 
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Give crumbs of bliss to all mankind 
Yet seem to stint me of my share: 
Still happy I, while pleased attend, 
My children, freedom, and my friend. 


My sacks are few, and small my grain, 
Dame Fortune ne’er enlarged my store ; 
The rich oft treat me with disdain, 
And Grandeur flouts, because I’m poor ; 
But then my cherubs sweetly smile, 
Though robbed of a fond mother’s care, 
Thcir infant prate can grief beguile, 
And fond endearments lull despair : 
So blest am I, while pleased attend, 
My children, freedom, and my friend, 


GPPOL OPES 


WE’LL CHASE THE FOX OVER THE 
GROUNDS. 


HARK! the huntsman’s begun to sound the shrill 
horn, 
Come, quickly unkennel the hounds ; 
’Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden-eyed morn, 
We'll chase the fox over the grounds. 


See, yonder sits renard, so crafty and sly, 
Come, saddle your coursers apace ; 

The hounds have a scent, and are all in full cry, 
They long to be giving him chase. 


The horsemen are mounted, the stecds feel the 
spur, 
And swiftly they scour it along; 
Rapid after the fox runs each musical cur, 
Follow, follow, my boys, is the song. 


O’er mountains and valleys they skim it away, 
Now renard’s almost out of sight ; 
But, sooner than lose him, they’ll spend the 
whole day 
In hunting—tor that’s their delight. 


By eager pursuing, they’ll have him at last, 
He’s so tired, poor rogue, down he lies ; 

Now starts up afresh—young Snap has him fast, 
He trembles, kicks, struggles, and dies. 


GPE LEIP IF 


THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 
Air—“ The Birks of Abergeldie.”’—( Burns.) 
CHORUS, 


Bonnie lassie, will ye go, 
_ Will ye go, will ye go; 
Bonnie lassie, will ye go 
To the Birks of Aberfeldy ? 


Now simmer blinks on flow’ry braes, 
And o’er the crystal streamlet plays, 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 


While o’er their heads the hazels hing, 
The little birdies blithely sing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 


The braes ascend like lofty wa’s, 
The foaming stream deep-roaring fa’s, 
O’erhung with fragrant spreading shaws, 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 


The hoary cliffs are crowned wi’ flowers, 
White o’er the linns the burnie pours, 
And, rising, weets wi’ misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonrée lassie, &c. 


Let Fortune’s gifts at random fee, 
They ne’er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Supremely blest wi’ love and thee, 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 


GRILP IRD 


THE CLOWN’S ODD SWEETHEART. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


A. COMICAL lass I went to woo, 

She had a good face and a fortune, too; 
She had but one eye, one arm, and one leg, 
But a monstrous handsome wooden peg! 


SPOKEN.] Butthe leg and the harm were two to 
one in my favour; and the eye, you know, enabled 
me to get on the blind side of her 


Fal de ral, &c. 


She’d one golden guinea, one silver crown, 
One hat, one cap, one cloak, one gown, 
One table, one chair, one three-legged stool, 
One basin for holding gooseberry-fool ! 


SPOKEN.] And I’m monstrous fond of that ‘ 
it’s the pleasantest kind of fool there is ;—I wish I 
had a large bason full now, I would so— 


Fal de ral, &c. 


One kettle she had, without a spout, 

One saucepan with one bottom out ; 

One knife, fork, spoon, one dish, one plate, 
One ladle, with which she broke my pate! 


SPOKEN.] She wasn’t content with making an 
impression upon my heart, but she must make one 
on my head too ; and she did give me such a— 


Fal de ral, &e. 


GRIPE P IF 


SHALL 1 TELL YOU WHOM I LOVE? 
(William Browne, 1616.) 


SHALL I tell you whom J love? 
Hearken, then, awile to me ; 
And if such a woman move 
As I now shall versifie, 
Be assured, ’tis she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 


Nature did her so much right, 
As she scorns the help of Art; 
In as many virtues dight 
As e’er yet embraced a heart ; 
So much good, so truly tried, 
Some for less were deified. 


Wit she hath, without desire 
To make known how much she hath ; 
And her anger flames no higher 
Than may fitly sweeten wrath : 
Full of pity as may be, 
Though, perhaps, not so to me. 


Reason masters every sensc, 

And her virtues grace her birth ; 
Lovely as all excellence, 

Modest in her mode of mirth : 
Likelihood enough to prove 
Only worth could kindle love. 


Sach she is, and, if you know 
Such a one as I have sung, 

Be she brown, or fair, or » $0 
That she be but somewhile young, 

Be assured, ’tis she, or none, 

That I love, and love alone, 
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LET FOREIGNERS BOAST OF THEIR 
COUNTRY SO FINE. 


(Lady Morgan.) 


Let foreigners boast of their country so fine, 
Of their fruit, their good living, and harvest of 


wine ; 

What land round the sea can with Erin compare, 

For beauty, for courage, and love for the fair? 

And as for the comforts of life when we’re dead, 

We have cruskeens of whiskey to eat with our 
bread! 

And the ladies ne’er take our flirtation amiss, 

So we kiss whom we please, and we please whom 
we kiss. 

Then sing away merrily, o’er the glass cheerily, 

Killing dull Care with a laugh and a song ; 

And thus we, true Irish boys, add to the ladies’ 
joys, 

Coaxing and pleasing them all the day long. 

Long life to St. Patrick, though now he’s no 
more, 

For he drove ev’ry monster and plague from our 
shore, 

And his spirit shall still to protect us advance, 

To stand by St. George ’gainst the dragon of 
France 5 

And as for myself, by this twig in my hand, 

For old Ireland I’ll fight while I’m able to stand ; 

For so sweet a green island no country can boast, 

And its ah, my dear Erin, yourself is my toast. 

For we sing away merrily, &c. 


OF LOILO? 


' ROGER AND DOLLY. 
Air— Calder Fair.”’—( Hudson. ) 


DOoWN in our village lived a parson and his wife, 

Who led a very decent sort 0’ comfortable life ; 

They kept a serving man and maid, as tidy as 
could be, 

The maid was fond of Roger—and Roger fond of 
she. 


The parson’s wife kept Dolly so very close to 
work, 

She might as well been bred and born a Hottentot 
or Turk ; 

But though she was employed all day, as close as 
close could be, 

Her thoughts were fixed on Roger, and Roger’s 
fixed on she. 


The parson was an old man, and would have done 
amiss, 


For he got her in a corner, and axed her fora 


Kiss ; 

But she answered to him, as plain as ‘plain could 
be, 

She wanted Roger, and Roger wanted she. 


Cupid, that blind little god, had got so in her 
head, 
That, oy night, assure as ever she went up to 
cd, 
Before she went to sleep, she, as pious as could be, 
Would pray:she might have Roger, and Roger 
prayed for she. 


By love and work together, she was taken very ill, 

The doctor he was sent for, and tried his best of 
skill ; 

But she wouldn’t take his stuff, though bad as bad 
could be, 

She only wanted Roger, and Roger wanted she ! 

When the parson found ’twas only love that made 
her bad, 


He ey rgd said that she had better have the 
ans 
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The sight of him soon made her well, as well as 
well could be,— 

They marric€d—she had Roger !—and Roger he had 
she! 


PLO LIL IF 


FROM THE MAIN-TOP-MAST HEAD. 


A DUET. 
FROM the main-top-mast head, as a sailor spied 
land, 
Whilst over the deck each wild billow rude 
rolled, 
Pleased he saw on the cliff a fair maid wave her 
hand, 


In token of help, ah! how sweet to behold. 
The ship went to pieces, he swam soon to land, 
She stretched forth to save him her lily white 

hand. 


From that moment they loved, and vowed never 
to part ; 
But what are the vows of most lovers is known : 
But if false they ne’er prove, yet, to try each true 
heart, 
Mischance may compel them their wish to dis- 
own. 
The ship went to pieces, she stretched forth her 
hand ; 
She saved him; but, ah! they were wrecked upon 
land. 


PPP PPGPE? 


SHEFFIELD IS A WONDERFUL TOWN 0! 
Air—** All among the Leaves so green, O!” 


LADIES and gentles all, 
I am ready at your call, 
To sing a little song, 
And I will not keep you long, 
?Bout the sights of this wonderful town, O! 
In Sheffield’s praise, tune my lays, 
For what ‘tis famed shall soon be named, 
T’ll tell, don’t doubt it, all about it. 
Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
Sheffield is a wonderful town, O! 


For cutlery so famed 

None with Sheffield can be named, 

Where the people all their lives 

Are making razors, scissors, knives, 

In this very wonderful town, O! 
Lots of files, all in piles ; 
Stones go round, razors ground ; 
Friday quick, goes boring stick ; 
Saturday get your pay, 
Then regale yourselves with ale. 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Next the Market-place survey, 

When round comes the market-day ; 

And there such sights you'll see, 

That with me you'll agree, 

This Sheffield is a wonderful town, O! 
Lots of stalls against the walls, 
Make your rambles through the shambles, 
Beef and mutton, stuff a glutton, 
Butchers cry, who’ll buy ? 
Dogs and asses, pretty Ae 
If you gain Campo-lane, 
Neville’s ale, bright and pale, 
You will find to your mind. 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Next a lawyer ’mongst you came, 
Lawyer Applebee, his name, 
He could get you all estates, 
Fill your pockets and your plates, 
For the good of this wonderful town, O! 
Points of law, well did draw, 
House and land did understand ; 
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Took the chaise various ways, 
Law profession took possession, 
With ahod took up a sod, 
In he lets, sweepy bets, 
Gets your brass, then, alas! 
Off he waddles, then he schedules, 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


In the church-yard all the people 

Are gazing at the steeple, 

Where the man, to point the spire, 

Is each moment getting higher. 

To amuse you in this wonderful town, 0! 
From the crate shows his pate, 
See him climb, with stone and lime, 
Lord! how high, people cry, 
I’d rather he was there than me ; 
By gauls, if he falls. 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Last the playhouse in this street, 

Where your favourites you greet, 

And where actors, funny folks, 

Make you laugh with cracking jokes, 

For the joy of this wonderful town, O! 
Act away, all so gay, 
Sights so funny, for your money, 
Believe not me, but come and see 
Bell ringing, actor singing, 
Then you roar encore. 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


ee aaaaaed 


YOU MAY CHANCE TO BE FLEECED TO 
THE SKIN. 


(Cowper. ) 


A THICK twisted brake, in the time of a storm, 
Seemed kindly to cover a sheep ; 

So snug for awhile he lay sheltered and warm, 
It quietly soothed him to sleep. 


The clouds are now scattered,—the winds are at 
peace, 
The sheep to his pasture inclined ; 
But, ah! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat is left forfeit behind. 


My friends, who the thicket of law never tried, 
Consider before you get in; 
Though judgement and sentence are passed on 
your side, 
You may chance to be fleeced to the skin. 


GILL OP IPF 


MADAM VANDERCROUT. 
( Dibdin. ) 

Ma’AM Vandercrout, her weeds quite new, 
Fifty, and richer than a Jew, 
With voice of raven, and an eye 
Might with the coddled gooseberry vie ; 
Fair as bull-beef, and then a form 
Lovely as porpoise in a storm; 
A ton of flesh, with gold hoops bound, 
Just four feet high, and six feet round ; 
Thus formed, thus featured, and thus faced, 
Her person and her purse thus graced, 
No wonder lovers swarmed about 
The charming Madam: Vandercrout. 


A lawyer begged his cause to plead, 


_ Said if he liked each title-deed, 


*Twixt Hymen, him, and her, that night 
He’d draw indenture tripartite. 

Come, come, said she, my man of law, 
In your proceedings there’s a flaw ; 

My goods and chattels you convey ! 
Please to convey yourself away! 


You plead in vain, the trial’s past, 
You’re nonsuited, ejected, cast ; 
You’re ignoramussed and thrown out, 
Then sue not Madam Vandercrout. 


An Irish jolman swore away, 

He’d love for ever and a day ; 

And if she’d him for husband have, 
Her lord and master were her slave! 
Paddy, you’ve made a bull, cried she, 
You want to make a slave of me; 

I’m his who for my person seeks, — 
Sure, e’n’t you Irishmen all Greeks ? 
Nothing but loss with you I’d gain, 

No, never, wid your seven’s the main, 
’Mongst Pharoah’s host shall fly about 
The cash of Madam Vandercrout. 


An auctioneer, a cunning dog, 

Of hercharms had made a catalogue ; 
With small talk keeping still a din, 
Said he should like to buy her in. 
Indeed, cried she, by fortune crossed, 
Must I, then, wed to who bids most ? 
My person to the hammer brought, 
And put up like a scurvy lot! 

Be going, sir, least, with a frown, 
Without reserve, I knock you down! 
’Tis heart for heart, you babbling lout, 
Must purchase Madam Vandercrout. 


Thus lover after lover came, 

The fortune courting, not the dame, 
Which fortune, rather than enthral, 
She vowed she would not wed at all! 
This conduct’s given a hundred names, 
Some say she drinks, some say she games, 
But none have hit the truth, not one, 
The fact is she has married John; 
John’s tall and comely, and, beside, 
She knew him ere her husband died ; 
And now the history’s fairly out 

Of lovely Madam Vandercrout. 


GPREFIII 


THE WISE MEN WERE BUT SEVEN. 
A GLEE, 
(W. Laves.) 


THE wise men were butseven, 
Ne’er more shall be for me ; 

The Muses were but nine, 
The worthies three times three! 

And three merry boys, and three merry boys, 
And three merry boys are we. 


The virtues they were seven, 
And three the greater be ; 
The Cesars they were twelve, 
And the fatal sisters three ; ‘ 
And three merry girls, and three merry girls, 
And three merry girls are we, 


GRIF LILF 


NOVEMBER’S HAIL-CLOUD DRIFTS 
AWAY. 


(Sir Walter Scott.) 


NOVEMBER’s hail-cloud drifts away, 
November’s sun-beam, wan, 

Looks coldly on the castle gray, 
When forth comes Lady Anne. 


The orphan by the oak was set, 
Her arms, her feet were bare 5 
The hail-drops had not melted ye 

Amid her raven hair. ‘ 


And, dame, she said, by all the ties 
That child and mother know, 


Aid one who never knew these joys, 
Relieve an orphan’s wo. 


The lady said an orphan’s state 
Is hard and sad to bear ; 

Yet worse the widowed mother’s fate 
Who mourns both lord and heir. 


Twelve times the rolling year has sped 
Since while, from vengeance wild 

Of fierce Strathailan’s chief I fled, 
Forth’s eddies whelmed my child. 


Twelve times the year its course has borne, 
The wand’ring maid replied, 

Since fishers, on St. Bridget’s morn, 
Drew nets on Campside side. 


Saint Bridget sent no scaly spoil, 
An infant, well nigh dead, 

They saved and reared, in want and toil, 
To beg from you her bread. 


That orphan maid the lady kissed, 
My husband’s looks you bear; 

St. Bridget and her mérn be blessed, 
Yon are his widow’s heir. 


They’ve robed that maid, so poor and pale, 
In silks and sandals rare ; 

And pearls, for drops of frozen hail, 
Are glistening in her hair. 


GPPLPLOI?PEL 


1F THEY PRESS TO THE POINT, WE ARE 
MUM. 


(Colman. ) 


THIS maxim let every one hear 
Proclaimed from north to the south, 
Whatever’s took in at your ear 
Should never run out at your mouth, 
We servants, liké servants of state, 
Should listen to all, and be dumb : 
Let others harangue and debate, 
If they press to the point, we are mum. 


The judge, in dull dignity dressed, 

In silence hears barristers preach 5 
And so, to prove silence is best, 

Hell get up and give them a speech, 
By saying but little, the maid 

Will keep her swain under her thumb ; 
And the lover that’s true to her trade 

Is certain to kiss, and cry mum. 


GIPSIPI#P 


THE SOLDIER’S FAREWELL. 
(Fraser. ) 


THOUGH distant from thee and the wild waves of 
ocean 
Forbid such a hope as to meet ever more, 
They bind not our hearts from a kindred emotion 
In turning again to the days that are o’er : 
Remembrance may cling to the joys we have 
tasted, 
And wake, ina measure, on raptures anew 3; 
But think not—for, ah! thy pure tears would be 
wasted 
Jn brooding o’er them and our long, last adieu! 


Farewell, ever dear, though to part be corroding, 
When glory invites me ’tis mine to away ; 
Though the first bolt that fies should fulfil thy 
forebodiny, 
Nor that, nor chy tears, should entice me to stay ; 
Yet think not, though tame swell the heart of thy 
lover, : 
His bosom to thee can be ever untrue ; 
Till energy is fled shall my thoughts ever hover 
On ees my fond love, and our long; last 
adieu. 
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KING ARTHUR’S COURT, AND THE ORIGIN 
OF DRUNKENNESS 


OR, THE HINT OBLIQUE, 
Air-— All the World is a Chase.’ 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHEN great, little Tom Thumb, 
Famed in war, home was come, 
Crowned with conquests, King Arthur (to feather 
Tom’s cap) swore, by his bowl 
Of rack-punch, every soul 
Of his court should get dead drunk together! 
Together, together, 
Noble heads of strong leather, 
All for honour, get dead drunk together ! 


Ere those beastly days, then, 

Of King Arthur, few men 
Would get drunk, save the mob—that’s the cae 

naille ; 

But, since his time, ’tis found, 

Kings, queens, nobles, all round, 
Typify drunken hogs at the swill-pail. 

Together, together, &c. 


’Twas King Arthur’s court that 
Set example,—and pat 
Thea excuse was—the little war strippling ! 
Now, a butcher let loose 
Fron field-slaughter ’s in use 
For the revel-drunk honour of tippling. 
Together, together, &e. 


To those days of disgrace 
As we drankenness trace, 
In King Arthur’s court originated 
All that riot, no doubt, 
In the nocturnal rout 
Where now, shamefully, wealth’s dissipated ! 
Together, together, 
Where the heads of strong feather 
And high fashion get dead drunk together. 


CPPCL ESS 


THUS THE MIDNIGHT TEMPEST RAGING. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


THUS the midnight tempest raging 
Strikes the sailor with dismay, 

Furious winds, and waves engaging, 
Banish every hope of day. 


But, at dawn, their wrath subsiding, 
Ocean wears a tranquil face : 

Joy, through every current gliding, 
Calms his bosom into peace. 


GPRPPIIO “CS 


A GLOOM IS ON THY TROUBLED HEART. 
(David Lester Richardson. ) 


A GLOOM is on thy troubled heart that shal! not 
pass away, 

Like gray mists from the shrouded hill, or storms 
from April day ; 

There is a shadow on thy brow, 
soul, 

No earthly hope may banish now, no mortal voice 
control. ¥:i 


a tempest in thy 


For she, the charm, the life of life, hath vanished 
from the scene, 

And thou art left to mourn in vain a vision that 
hath been; 

Alas! too like a sunny beam from some celcstia. 
ciime, 

That with a transient radiance touched the flitting 
wings of Time. 


GIP IIPR LH 
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They’ve got mein the picture-shops, they haye, 
i’m next to Venus, which, they say, is quite al 





THE ADVENTURES OF PAUL PRY. 
[Music, Mayhew & Co. Old Bond-street. | 


I'VE just dropped in to make a call, I hope I don’t 
intrude now, 

Tis but Paul Pry, how are you all? pray do not 
think me 1ude now : 

They say that I’ve gone out of town, but that, in- 
deed, ’s a story, 

Or how could I appear to make my handsome bew 
before ye, 

Poor Paul Pry, 
Ev’ry body laughs when they behold Paul Pry. 


Because I take an interest in other people’s busi- 
ness, 
I’m bumped and thumped, and snubbed and drub- 
; bed, until I feel a dizziness, 
Which makes me vow I’ll never do a kind and 
worthy action, 
For whatsoe’er I meddle in,—I ne’er give satisfac- 
tion. 
Poor Paul Pry. 
Every body fleers and jeers at poor Paul Pry. 


One night as next the wall I walked, my way in 
caution groping, 

I spied a ladder next a window, placed there foi 
eloping. 

I knew this was not Quite Correct, 
did clamber, 

And as I just dropped in, I saw a man hide in a 
chamber. 


so to the top 


Poor Paul Pry. 
What a situation ’twas for poor Paul Pry. 


Who should the lady’s father be but my friend, 
Colonel Hardy, 


I pointed to his daughter’s room, and bid him not 
be tardy ; 
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He quickly kicked me out of doors, and called me 
lying fellow ; 
But I came back, because I had forgot my um- 
brella. 
Poor Paul Pry. 
Every body’s mischief falls on poor Paul Pry. 


This umbrella cost me one-and-ninepence in the 
city ; 

To lose an article so useful, would be shame and 
pity. 

I often, too, forget my gloves, affairs my mind dis- 
tract so, : 

While people can’t forbear from laughing when 
they see me act so. 

Poor Paul Pry. 
Every body laughs when they behold Paul Pry. 


One lucky act has crowned my life, I saved a man 
from marrying, 

By fishing up some letters that down the stream 
were hurrying. 

A housekeeper she tried to hook her gudgeon of a 
master, 

But I saved the old bachelor from such a sad dis- 
aster. 

Poor Paul Pry. 
Every body laughs when they behold Paul Pry. 


They’ve got me in the picture-shops, they have, 
upon my honour ; 

I’m next to Venus, which, they say, is quite a 
libel on her. 

No matter, if my friends still smile, their plaudits 
ne’er denying, 

To yield them more amusement, why I’ll still con- 
tinue Pry-ing. , 

Pry, Pry, Pry, 
Every body laughs when they behold Paul Pry, 
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WHEN TWO AGAIN ARE ONE. 


WHEN my sweetheart away from me flies, 
All the night bitter tears fill my eyes : 
But, oh! when I see him, my spirits return, 
And thence I this lesson for true lovers learn : 
There’s nothing that either can do, 
When one and one are two; 
Nor nothing that cannot be done, 
When two again are one. 


In the gay village dance when we mect, 
How wildly my glad pulses beut! 
When he leads out another, I turn, 
Oh! I grieve—but this lesson I learn : 
How deeply the fond heart may rue, 
When one and one are two; 
But, oh! every sorrow is done, 
When two again are one. 


GPPLPPIOL SF 


THE MONKEY ; 


OR, DEAR CREATURES, WE CAN'T DO WITHOUT 
THEM. 


Air— Oh! nothing in Life can sadden us.” 
(Beuler. ) 


“‘ OH! nothing in life can sadden us, 
While we have plenty of horrors in store ; 
With these, and a few clevcr monkeys to gladden 
us, 
Show me the fool who’d wish to see more.” 
Thus said each manager, singing in one key, 
“« I for tragi or comedy don’t care a sous ; 
Yor if I had not a prime devil-and monkey, 
I must, I am certain, soon shut up my house. 
Dear creatures! we can’t do without one, 
They’re all that’s attractive and pleasing to 
man ;* 
Scratching, grinning, and jumping about one, 
We'll seek for them, pay for them, all that we 
can, 


“© Oh! let us drink health to those who divert us: 
Here’s to Von Weber, may he weave us some 
more 
Skeleton chorus’ and demon concertos, 
Faustus’ and Freischutz’, and devils galore! 
Here’s to gay Paris that brought out great Jocko, 
And send such prime monkey-men ever o’er 
here: 
And here’s to that one, who beats Jacko Macca- 
cho, 
Monkey Mazurier, votre sante, monsieur.” 
Dear creatures! we can’t do without one, &e. 


A bumper to Gouffe, you'll say he’s a bold one, 
Whenever you see him jump all round the 
house ; 
He is such a devil, you’d think with the old one, | 
His ma, Madam Gouffe, proved false to her 
spouse. 
Here’s monkey Wieland, the youth of Old Drury, 
Whose acting alone filled the manager’s purse ; 
His ma wa’n’t a monkeyess, I can assure ye, 
But he certainly must have had one for his 
nurse. 
Dear creatures: we can’t do without one, &c. 


Here’s to the young German ape, of the wild clan, 
Cousin-germain to all the monkey-men brood ; 
And here’s young Grimaldi, whose pa was a Wild 

Man, 
And young Joey shows that he’s from the same 
wood. 


* Managers... 


T'o see all this monkey tribe grinning so spiteful, 
And all without small-clothes keep jumping 
about ; 
Scratching themselves with all-fours, it’s delight- 
ful! 
So delicate, too, that the ladies all shout. 
Dear creatures! we can’t do without one, &c. 


And then their intentions are always so ethic, 

For others’ misfortunes they all seem to feel ; 
And then, when they die, it is so pathetic, 

It’s ten times more moving than Siddons or Neil ! 
We’ll marry our monkeys to daughters of tragedy, 

Then we’ll get full purses, and they’ll get eclat ; 
Then let us managers drink to their progeny, 

Here’s to all monkey-men! huzza! huzza! 

Dear creatures! we can’t do without one, &c. 


SPILL OBI SP 


THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 
( Ryan.) 


How oft we view, without a sigh, 

A year eventless pass us by; 

As if we thought the wings of Time, 
By Heaven were given to us alone, 

To waft us to some sweeter clime, 
Or some soft love-illumined zone. 


Our morn of life alone gives birth 

To folly or ephemeral mirth ; 

And months and years roll on, when soon 
Man gains his azimuth of life ; 

But fleetly sets that cloudless noon, 
In Pleasure’s sea or Folly’s strife. 


Why, tell the rest ?—He fleetly dies ; 

While relatives, with tearful eyes, 

And hearts, o’erfraught with wo and gloom, 
Bend o’er, and dire libation vive, 

And place a statue—weeping tomb, 
O’er him, who knew not how to live. 


Folly shall steal forth from her bower, 
At noon’s congenial noisy hour, 
And calling Wit, in sportive jest, 

Shall tell him, with triumphant laugh, 
«* A son of mine lies sleeping here, 

And Wit must write his epitaph.” 


Then Wit his shining pen shall trace, 

Upon the snow-white marble’s face, 

And write, ‘‘ Here slumber’s Folly’s child,— 
And were just half the world to fall, 

And be in lots compactly piled, 
The line, I think, would serve for all.” 


PIPL FLL? 


TEDDY MOLLOY. 
Air—“ Carrotty Poll.’”’—(J. Murphy.) 
Ou! dear, oh! dear, what a phillilu now Iam in, 
Because I am told that I must be bold, 
Sure enough, you must know it’s to sing. 
Is it sing that you mean? oh! dear honeys, for 
why 
Would you be after so tasing poor Teddy Molloy, 
Whose heart if it could, oh, yes, and it should, 
Be pleasing to all who on me now call. 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! a drop of that crature, my 
Joy, 
And then for to mend I will make an end, 
And begin with poor Teddy Molloy. . 


Oh, dear! oh, dear! in love, you must know, 
once I fell 

With one Judy M‘Quire, who did me require, 

To marry herself, sure as well ; 

That thing which I did oft times I repent, 

She having seven small children to make me re- 
lent. 
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All girls and boys, what comfort, what joys, 
‘To tease my poor life with their wrangling and 
noise. 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! bad manners, she did me 
decoy, 
I not being aware, she did then insnare 
|The heart of poor Teddy Molloy. 


Oh, dear’ oh, dear! if whisky should bother my 
brain, 

Not contented at all, right at me she’d fall, 

Unless she herself had the drain. 

On St. Patrick’s Day I was asked out to sip, 

Thinks I to myself I’ll give you the slip. 

And faith, sure I did, both bravely and well ; 

Yet out she soon smelt me, which way I can’t tell. 

Oh, dear! oh, dear! she soon put an end to my 


JOY 5 
For with x loud strain she then bothered the brain 
And the heart of poor Teddy Molloy. 


Oh, dear! oh, dear! come, Judy, be asy, says I, 
Don’t be minding the matter, but holding your 
chatter. 
 Avourneen, dear Judy, I'd cry. 
But at me she’d storm, just like a mad bull, 
You spalpeen, she’d cry, you have got yourself full 
Of whisky, and all, you are ready to fall. 
When she would thump and so bump me, that out 
I would call, 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! adieu to all comfort and joy, 
For my wife why so bold is a monstrous scold, 
To the heart of poor Teddy Molloy. 


Qh, dear! oh, dear! her blows, faith ’n sure was 
| no joke, 

So not liking her way, without more delay, 

I soon put a wheel in her spoke. 

Now who should be master, we both of us tried, 
When of grief her heart broke, so one day she died, 
Which ended my wo, and my love to forsake, 

T buried her decent each night with a wake. 

Oh, dear! oh, dear! adieu'to you Judy, my jey, 
Who often perplexed, teased likewise and vexed, 
The soul of poor Teddy Molloy. 


Oh, dear! oh, dear! here single I’m now to be 
had, 

Ready to coy, my time to employ; 

With a female whose pockets ne’er sad, . 

To their health now I drink, at their anger -I’ll 
| wink, 

May they live long and happy, their fortune to 
ies chink: 

And likewise all here, I’ll toast a good cheer, 

A very merry Christmas and a happy new year. 
Oh, dear! oh, dear! by my soul, I shall now feel 
. great joy, 

tT will sing, e’er his praises shall ring, 
Round the heart of poor Teddy Molloy. 
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BLACK SLOVEN. 


h;. 
LAST Bepeanee day when bright Phebus shone 
lm clear, 
Thad not been hunting for more than a year; 
Taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo. 
Tmounted Black Sloven, o’er the road made him 
bound, 
For I heard the hounds challenge, and horns 
sweetly sound. 
Taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo. 


Hallow into covert, old Anthony cries, 

No sooner he spoke, but the fox, sir, he ’spics ; 

| Taleo, talco, &c. 

This being the signal, he then cracked his whip, 

Taleo was the word, and away we did leap. 
Taleo, taleo, &c, 
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Then up rides Dick Dawson, who cared not a 
pin, 
He sprang at the drain, but his horse tumbled in ; 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 
And as he crept out, why he spied the old ren’, 
With his tongue hanging out, stealing home to his 
den. 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horses were always as good 
As ever broke covert, or dashed throngh the wood ; 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 
Old renard runs hard, but must certainly die, 
Have at you, old "fony, Dick Dawson did cry, 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 


The hounds they had run twenty miles now or 
more, . 
Old Anthony fretted, he cursed, too, and swore ; 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 
But renard being spent, soon must give up the 
ghost, 
Which will heighten our joys when we come to cach 
toast. 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 


The day’s sport being over, the horns we will 
sound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo resound ; 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 
So fill up your glasses, and cheerfully drink, . 
To the honest true sportsman who never will 
shrink. 
Taleo, taleo, &c. 


PLOELSLL I? 


SWEET BETTY OF BILLINGSGATE. 
Air—** Kitty of the Clyde.” 
A PARODY. 


A BOAT unmoored from off Bankside, 
Young Charley he was rowing ; 
With him Bet Flounder oft was seen, 
To Billingsgate a-going. 
Young Charley he Bet Flounder loved, 
And to her he’d his love relate, 
To please each night and morn he stroved, 
Sweet Betty, of Billingsyate. 
Sweet Betty, sweet Betty, &c. 


As on they rowed, he told his tale, 
How, that on her he was doating ; 
The boat was upset by a gale, 
Like a flounder she was floating. 
He plunged into the river wide, 
Nor did he amoment wait, 
To save his dear, his destined bride, 
Sweet Betty, of Billingsgate. 
Sweet Betty, sweet Betty, &c. 


Betty she is a high-born fair, 
A dustman was her daddy, 
Her mammy she sold wooden ware, 
Her brother was a Paddy. 
Sweet Betty, at length, young Charley blest, 
And she took him for her mate, 
And happy now with her he lives, 
Sweet Betty, of Billingsgate. 
Sweet Betty, sweet Betty, &c. 


PILPPLIO- 


THE AFRICAN PRINCE’S LAMENT 
[Who sold a fine Negro-Boy for a Watcn.} 


WHEN avarice enslaves the mind, 
And selfish views alone bear sway, 
Man turns a savage to his kind, 
And blood and rapine mark his way ; 
Alas! for this poor simple toy, 
I sold a blooming Negro-boy. 
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His father’s hope, his mother’s pride, 
Though black, yet comely to the view, 
I tore him helpless from their side, 
And gave him to a rufian crew— 
To fiends, that Afric’s coast annoy, 
I sold the blooming Negro-boy. 


From country, friends, and parents torn ! 
His tender limbs in chains confined, 
I saw him o’er the billows borne, 
And marked his agony of mind ; 
But, still to gain the simple toy, 
I gave away the Negro-boy. 


In isles that deck the western wave, 
I doomed the hapless youth to dwell, 
A poor, ferlorn, insulted slave, ‘ 
A beast, that Christians buy and sell ; 
And in their cruel tasks employ 
The much-enduring Negro-boy. 


His wretched parents long shall mourn, 
Shall long explore the distant main, 
In hopes to see the youth return, 
But all their hopes and sighs are vain; 
They never shall. the sight enjoy 
Of their lamented Negro-boy. 


Beneath a tyrant’s harsh command, 
He wears away his youthful prime. 
Far-distant from his native land, 
A stranger ina foreign clime ; 
- No pleasing thoughts his mind employ, 
A poor, dejected, Negro-boy. 


But He who walks upon the wind, 
Whose voice in thunder’s heard on high, 
Who doth the raging tempest bind, 
Or wing the lightning through the sky ; 
In his own time will sure destroy 
The oppressors cf the Negro-boy. 


GPPEPL ID 
TO BE SURE; 
OR, MARY ROSEBUD AND MASTER RALPH. 


(Hudson.). 


WHEN I wur at whoam I wur ina sad plight, 
A doing o’summat fra’ morning to night ; 
I hoped such a life could not always endure, 
There wur nothin’ but work, work, work, work, to 
be sure, 
Derry down, &c. 
One morning it happ’d I wur making o’hay, 
I spied Mary Rosebud a-coming that way : 
* Here, Ralph!’ she cried out, I quickly ran to 
her, 
‘ Help me over the stile'’ ¢ oh,’ says I, * To be 
sure.’ 
Derry down, &c. 


F lifted her over, and then felt all o’er 
A sort of a somehow, I ne’er felt before ; 
So I'said, as I got myself closer up to her, 
* Mary, you'll grant me one kiss, to be sure?’ 
Derry down, &c. 
Says I, when I’d gin her one sweet melting 
smack, 
« If you don’t like it, why give it me back :’ 
Said she, ‘ Mr. Ralph,’ and she looked so de- 
mure, 
‘ What makes you so imp’runt ?’—< Why love, to 
be sure.’ 
Derry down, &c. 
Says rs Will you marry?’ while down her head 
ung, 
She answered, ¢ Why, Ralph, we’re both of us too 
young 5 
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And if we wur-married, we’d always be poor; 
And—we might—ha’ some—cl.ildren,’ says I, ¢ Zo 
be sure!’ 
Derry down, &c. ~ 


‘TI have saved up three pounds,’ says I, ‘ safe in 
purse, 
So let us get married for better, for worse ; 
’*T will happiness bring to us both quite secure,’ 
‘ But d’ye think we shall do?’ ¢ Lord,’ says I, ¢ to 
be sure !? 
Derry down, &c. 


Her kisses so sweet did the minutes beguile ; 
When who but old master should come o’er the 
stile : 
Says he, ‘ Master Ralph, dost thee think I’ll en- 
dure ? 
Do you call this working ?’” says I, ‘ To be sure.’ 
Derry down, &c. - 


Says he, ‘Now I’Il just tell ye what, Master 
Ralph, 
You’re getting too lazy and saucy by half; 

You don’t do no work—-you’re as thin as a skewer, 
But ye feeds nation well!’ ‘ Yes,’ says I, < to be. 
sure.” 

Derry down, &e. 


One word brought another-—he got in a rage, 

Discharged me at once, but first paid me my wage: 

I’ve gotten a good place, no longer I’m poor, 

So Ill marry sweet Mary—I will, to be sure. 
Derry down, &c. 


GPIPIOPSP? 


THE STEAMER BRAVES BOTH WIND AND 
TIDE. 


A CHORUS. 


THE wind may blow, 
And the tide may flow, 
But the steamer is stayed by neither; 
For her boast and her pride 
Is to brave wind and tide, 
And not care a farthing for either. 
Yo, yo! 
Let her go; 
There’s a foaming sea, and she’ll merrily dance 
To the rigadoon boys on the coast of France. 


PIGPPOCIP 


THE TRIUMPH OF WINE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


WuatT though from Venus Cupid sprung 
No attribute divine 

(Whate’er the bawling bards have sung) 

Had he, his bow till Bacchus strung, 
And dipped his darts in wine : 

Till old Silenus plunged the bo 
In nectar from the vine, ‘ 

Then love, that was before a toy, 
Became the source of mortal joy ; 

The urchin shook his dewy wings, 

And, careless, levelled clowns and kings, 
Such power has mighty wine. . 


When Theseus on the naked shore 
Fair Ariadne left, 

D’ye think she did her fate deplore, 

Or her fine locks or bosom tore, 
Like one of hope bereft? 

Not she, indeed, her fleeting love 
From mortal turns divine, 

And as gay Bacchus’ tigers move, 

His car ascends amidst a grove 
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Of vines, surrounded by a throng, 
Who lead the jolly pair along, 
Almost half gone with wine. 


Ma’am Helen loved the Phrygian boy, 
He thought her all his own, 

But hottest love will soonest cloy, 

He ne’er had brought her safe to Troy, 
But for the wife of Thone. 

She, merry gossip, mixed a cup 
Of tipple, right divine, 

To keep Love’s flagging spirits up, 

And Helen drank it every sup ; 

This liquor is, ’miongst learned elves, 

Nepenthe called, but, *twixt ourselves, 
’Twas nothing more than wine. 


Of Lethe, and its flowery brink, 
Let musty poets prate, 
Where thirsty souls are said to drink, 
That never they again may think 
Upon their former state. 
What is there in this soulless loss, 
_ I pray you, so divine? 
Grief finds the palace and the cot, 
Which, for a time, were well forgot ; 
Come here, then, in our Lethe share . 
The true oblivion of your care 
Is only found in wine. 


PIPOP IPP HL 


THE WITHERED ROSE. 
(David Lester Richardson. ) 


TWAS eve—the lover’s sacred hour, 
And murmured every silver fountain ; 
The setting sun had kissed the bower, 
And smiled farewell unto the mountain,— 
When he who loves such scene full well 
Received thy little fragrant spell ; 
Its bloom had fled,—I poured a shower 
Of tears upon the faded flower! 


Oh, lady! ’tis a painful feeling, 

sind clouds the boding heart with sadness, 
To think how Time’s cold grasp is stealing 

The glowing rose of youth and gladness ! 
That, perchance, another morrow 

May bring the blighting gale of Sorrow, 
That breathes upon the fair one’s dower, 
And leaves her but—a withered flower ! 


POL POOL FS 


_ EPILOGUE SONG TO JOHN BULL; OR, 
AN ENGLISHMAN’S FIRE-SIDE, 


(G. Colman.) 


SINCE epilogue speaking to me is quite new, 
Pray allow me the help of a fiddle or two; 
I’m as strange to this job as the man in the 
moon,— 
‘But, Ithink, if I sing, I shall speak to some 
i tune. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


Now, touching this comedy, critics may say 

“Tis a trumpery, Bartlemy-fair kind of play ; 

It smells, faith, of Smithfield, we all must al- 
low 

For ’tis about. Bull, and the scene’s a Red Cow. 

Fal lal lal la, &c. 


Yet not without moral the author indites, 

For he points to the blessings of Englishmen’s 
| rights 5 

Let a duke wrong a brazier, the barristers all 
Know that brass can do wonders at Westminster- 
| Hall, 

! Fal lal lal la, &c. 





| But how charmingly, sure, Mr. 
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But was ever a tale so improbable told 
As Peregrine’s swimming with huge bags of gold ? 
Should a man who sinks cash, with his cash wish 
to swim, 
*Tis a pound to a shilling his ¢ash would sink 
him! 
Fal lal lalla, &c. 


Let us find some excuse for this strange over- 
sight, 

Let’s suppose that his guineas were most of them 
light 5 

Nay, the guineas for grappling the shore he must 
thank ; 

Tis amazing, of late, how they stick in the 
Bank! 

Fal lal lalla, &c. 


Now, in art, if not nature, Tom Shuffleton’s 


found ; 

He’s one of those puppies who better were 
drowned ; 

Of the worst Bond-street litter,—such whelps none 
admire ; 


Chuck ’em allin the Thames, they wo’n’t set it on 


fire | 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


Oh! Mr. Dennis Bulgruddery lives with his dear ; 

They’re in stile, and agree just like thunder and 
beer ; 

An Irishman’s blunders are pretty well hacked ; 

did act! 

Fal lal lalda, &c. 


Then success to John Bull, let his toast be his 
pride ; 

Bless the king of John Bull, andJohn Bull’s fire- 
side ; 





WAt Sonn MBulea, Grasition ahomidie testes to 


frown, 
May John ne’er want a poker to knock the foe 
down. 
Fal lal lalla, &c. 


Now I’ve touched on the principal points of the 
lay, 
Shall esis a few nights, or to night run away? 
Your votes, friends and critics, we now rest upon; 
The ayes have it, I think—though it mayn’t be 
nem. con. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


PPPL EPP LP 


SUCCESS TO ALL MASONS, AND GOD 
SAVE THE KING. 


How glorious their virtue who nobly contrive 

The means to keep freedom and friendship alive, 

Who, firmly united, in harmony sing, 

Whose hearts are true blue to their country and 
king ; 

All masons ate such, hear the trumpet of .Fame, 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Let poor thoughtless wretches prepare to a club, 

Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub, 

We ne’er let such fools our society jom, 

For love and good-will crown each glass of our 
wine ; 

You ne’er hear a mason another defame, 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and right, 

A mason’s a patriot to speak or to fight ; 

How blest were great Britain, to combat her fovea, 
If all knew as much as a freemason knows , 

To all social virtues we justly lay claim, 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name, 
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The ladies confess, with a satisfied air, 

That none like a mason is formed for the fair 5 

A whisper, a look, and some moments’ chit-chat 
Soon brings on agreement, and love, and all that ; 
Each’beauty’s convinced that sincere is our flame, 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Old Time our society’s worth shall enroll, 

And masons be honoured from pole unto pole ; 
Now raise up your voices, and cheerfully sing 
Success to all masons, and God save the king! 
As spotless as snow is our story in fame, 

Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


PPPFIEaS? 


YOUNG DONALD, OF EDINBOROUGH 


TOWN. 
(Upton. ) 
“© AND where are you going,” he said, ‘‘ pretty 
maid ?”” 
Did Donald, young Donald, of Edinborough 
town. 


«To bring up my kine, and a-milking,”’ she said, 
“« All down in the meadows, a-down, a-down, 
a-down.”” 
‘©Then I must go with you, who love you so 
well,” 
Said Donald, young Donald, of Edinborough 
town. 
“© No, no,” said the lassie, “ I’ll go by mysell’, 
¢« All down in the meadows, a-down, a-down, 
a-down,”” 


<‘ Come, come,” says he, ‘‘ Jenny, we’ll gang to 
the kirk.” 
Did Donald, young Donald, of Edinborough 
town. 
‘¢ QO, no,” said the lassie, ‘* I must to my work 
All down in the meadows, a-down, a-down, 
a-down. 


¢* Then Susie,” he answered, ‘‘ is waiting for 
me,’ 

Did Donald, young Donald, of Edinborough 
town. 

«¢ Hoot, hoot, lad!” said Jenny, ‘‘ to kirk let us 
flee, 

A-down in the meadows, a-down, a-down, 


PLP PIL IR 


WHEN BENDING 0O’ER THE LOFTY YARD. 
(Fisher. ) 


WHEN bending o’er the lofty yard, 
The jolly seaman reefs the sail, 

Though whirlwinds roar, he grapples hard 
The swinging beam, nor Aras the gale: 

When hidden rocks and sable clouds 
Impede the shattered vessel’s way, 

The boatswain, clinging to the shrouds, 
Undaunted pipes his midnight lay. 


And, ere the wreck begins to sink, 

Ere through her sides the billows pour, 
The sailor bravely stops to drink, 

Then grasps the mast, and gains the shore : 
Thus, Harriet, were I moored with you, 

No threatening danger would I see, 
But laugh at Terror’s pale-faced crew, 

And bafile life’s tempestuous sea. 


Or, haply, should soft Zephyr blow, 
We’d leave the port and share the gale ; 
While Bacchus called.all hands below, 
And Fortune, laughing, set our sail, 
From quicksands of domestic care, 
Where Jealousy’s lond breakers roar, 
From Sorrow’s coast we’d steer afar, 
Till Death should tow our boat ashore. 
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DITTO, DITTO, DITTO! 


OR, MARK BENJAMIN’S PICTURB OF CHRISTLAX 
CONSCIENCE. 


Air—-“ Gee up, Dobbin.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


DERE’S no Jew, 
Vat you’ve knew, 
More as Benjamins just 
(Dat’s myself, ) 
Ven de pelf 
In his hand you was trust ; 
And more trute, 
Vat’s to boot, 
Deal mit me and you'll find 
Not von jot 
In a lot 
Vill I cheat you, though blind. 


SPOKEN.] Dat you vould see as plain as a nose 
on ma face, if you vas plind as a bat vat has no 
eyes in his head: arlvays ma vay to deal honest, 
so as vat I vouldn’t trick a penny out of a bargain, 
vat if 1 vas put in a pound by it! So, you see, I 
don’t carry ma conscience in ma pocket, though 
Vm a Jew, as vat some many Christians do: 
dere, take dat for a relish to your next breakfast 
of profit-porridge ; it vill do you good if you vas 
get it down; vhile I shall sing vat as ’tish mit you 

In Christian practice, 
Conscience hacked is, 
And mangled more vorse as ’tvas ever by Jew. 


Tish de plot 
Vat you’ve got 

In arl trade vat you deal 
Makes your heart, 
Every part, 

More as hard as cast stecl ; 
Custom come, 
Vat to hum, 

If your conscience vas nice, 
For your gain, 
Vould it strain 

Out tvice-double fair price ? 


SPOKEN.] Tevil 0” von bit of vat it vould, if it 
vas honest ; dat’s anoder nut for you to crack mit 
your conscience! I knows vat its teet is sharp 
enough to bite at any ting vat ish nibble in de 
monies. But yours ish so curse hungry conscience 
vat is so glutton; vat swallow every ting greedy ! 
If you vas have six times de call for vat you sells, 
at vonce you clape on four times so more profits 
upon every customer for your conscience ; vhile 
our peoples takes off vat ish arl proper mit reason, 
because ve knows dat vat twenty customers at one 
shilling each is arlvays better as three at eighteen- 
pence a-piece profits. But you say vat as how you 
must live? Vell, and mustn’t a Jew live too? but 
den—not—I,—tammed vat if I’d have such a rob- 
reason conscience at arl to carry about mit me! 
Dere, now I sees de frown outside dat part o” your 
face vat vo’n’t laugh beganse your conscience don’t 
like to hear trute: bnt it’s no matter; if it curse 
me for quizzing it, ’tish arl’s von to Mark Benjae 
mins; I speaks honest vat it ish mit you 


In Christian practice, &e, | 


Dere’s no doubt, 
Ven arl’s out, i 
Vat I says ish arl fair ; 
For, ‘tish trute, 
From de root, 
Mitout splitting a hair. 
Cent per cent, 
Not content ; 
So, poor foolish John Bull, 
By de vay, 
You make pay 
For his thickness of skull! 


oe ee Ee cs, ee 
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SPOKEN.] Dat’s more vorser as robbing an in- 
nocent little school-child of its bread and butter, 
or vheedling a poor baby out of its apple mit a 
cock’s feather; if I vas breakfast upon such cheat 
I knows vat I couldn’t sup upon my conscience, 
and sleep in peace after it. Poor Johnny! vonce 
he pop his nose in your shop, you vas tickle his 
eye mit a butterfly’s ving vhile your finger gets to 
de bottom of his pocket. Vat ish arl your dash 
and looking-glass flash but a butterfly-splash into a 
bankrupt-smash? Vat’s a crash, to pocket de 
cash, by a Bench vhite-vash, to come out clean as 
a penny and bold as a brass knocker. Den, a 
nice conjuring trick of your conscience, vat pays 
two-and-a-half per cent. dividend to your credi- 
tors, and pockets two hundred per cent. for your- 
self clear, to make a fresh start mit over again, 
vat ish ditto, ditto, ditto! It ish a nice pretty 
school for your conscience to go to; and who vas 
de fool but poor Johnny Bull, vat pays for it arl, 
board and lodging into de bargains! Poor Johnny 
is so pleased mit gewgaw shows dat ven you 
dazzles his sight he is so stone blind he vo’n’t see 
vat vay your cheat vas creep into his pocket. It 
ish great shame to play such trick mit his poor in- 
nocence, vhile it ish tearing conscience arl to rags 
mit knavery. Now I’ve told you arl vat ish stub- 
born fact, I vishes you pleasant dreams mit your 
afternoon nap, and ven you vakes remember vat 
as I tell you, dat, 4 


In Christian practice, 
Conscience hacked is, 
And cut up more vorse as ’tvas ever by Jew. 


GLO FLEID 


THE TEAR. 
Air— Believe me.”’—(Jesse Hammond.) 


O, Mary, when morn breaks and brightens the 
hour, 

And gilds the green waves of the sea, 

My memory wanders away to the bower 
That was sacred to love and to thee: 

And then my sad spirit doth mournfully rove 
Round the spot to my bosom so dear, 

Fondly tracing the scenes of our earliest love, 
Till remembrance awakens the tear. 


O, Mary, whene’er I sce night coming on, 
And the sunbeams are hast’ning away, 
I think of the scenes that for ever are gone, 
And sunk, like the orb of the day. 
Then, then my sad spirit, &c. 


O, Mary, whenever the moon I behold, 
As in splendour she sails through the sky, 
I think, oh! how swift the bright seasons have 
rolled, 
And how fast the soft pleasures flew by, 
And then my sad spirit, &c. 


PROP IL IF 


MY MUGGING MAID. 
A PARODY. 
(James Bruton.) 


Why lie ye in that ditch, so snug, 
Where Sal, the sow, is oft laid, 
With hair all dangling down thy lug, 
My mugging maid ? 
Say, mugging Moll, why that red rag, 
Which oft hath me dismayed, 
Why is it now so mute in mag, 
My mugging maid ? 
Why steals the liquor through thy snout, 
By mulberry’s blue arrayed, 


And why steals thy throat the hiccup out, 
My mugging maid? 


Thy stall that held fine fish and fruit, 
Why is’t 0’ one side laid, 
That fish and fruit ye loved to hoot, 
My mugging maid ? 


Why is thy mug so wan and blue, 
Where mud and muck are laid ? 
Say, what’s the matter now with you, 
My mugging maid ? 


The flask that in her fist appeared, 
The snore her snout betrayed, 
Told me, that Hodges’ max had queered 
The mugging maid! 


PLIELIIIR 


THE WRECK OF THE COMET STEAM- 
BOAT, 1825. 


DARKNESS is on the wave— 
The sea heaves sluggishly— 
The winds are in their cave, 
Slumbhering silently : 
Dun is the seaman’s track, 
Uncheered by starry glow ; 
And all above is black— 
And lightless all below. 


Two ships are on the sea— 

No need of wind have they 
To speed them rapidly 

Forth on their watery way. 
Like creatures of the deep 

They ply their forward course, 
Breaking old Ocean’s sleep 

With heavy sounds and hoarse. 


Look through the darkling veil 
Night hangs upon the wave— 
Death’s own eternal pale— 
The universal grave !— 
Mark yon ta!] bark—the din 
Of life that is about her— 
Love, hope, and mirth are in, 
And ruin is without her. 


Youth is slumbering there, 
And Age—as beautiful— 
Hushed is the heart of care— 
Beauty’s love looks are dull=— 
Here young Hope’s honey breath 
The waking lover quafis— 
And yonder see where Death 
Sits on the wave and laughs. 


The vessels near !—they ply— 
They meet !—that fate hath caught her: 
A sudden crash !—a ery !— 
A wail above the water— 
A hiss of quenching flame— 
A rush of billows on her— 
The hungry waves are tame— 
The sea is smooth upon her. 


A voice is on the deep— 
Hoarse are the whirlwind’s lungs— 
The sea starts from her sleep, 
And lifts her billowy tongues— 
« A sorrow for the dead !— 
Friend—countryman—and stranger— 
And a curse for him who fled 
His fellow-men in danger *’” 


PLL ILI L FE 


WE GO TO THE CHASE OF THE HARE 


O’ER the plain see the pack how they bound, 
The morning looks on them so fair ; 

The steeds, full of life, paw the ground, 
And we go to the chase of the hare 
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Now, how we all set off with glee, 
See the poor timid thing flies in fear ; 
While each, anxious the foremost to be, 
Gallops on to the chase of the hare, 


But now on the ground she lies lost, 
Her prospects, how fearful and drear ; 
By the hounds she is mangled and tost, 
And we grieve for the death of the hare. 


GREP PL LIP PR? 


DRINK OLD ENGLAND DRY. 
Air — Lunuun is the Devil.’’—( Bryant. ) 


SINCE I’m named for a song, 
First I’ll wet my throttle, 
Come, waiter, don’t be long, 
But bring another bottle ; 
First, I'll toast my friends, 
Then my sweethearts pretty, 
And then, to make amends, 
I'll drink my comrades witty. 
Too ral loo, &c. 


Here’s to all those boys 
Who are so brisk and funny, 
Here’s those who prompt new joys, 
And those that lend me money 3; 
Here’s the jolly man, 
And may he ne’er grow thinner, 
For he, whene’er he can, 
Invites me to a dinner. 
; Foo ral loo, &c. 


Here’s to charming Bet, 
For she’s a maid so jolly, 
And here’s to lovely Let, 
And here’s to plump faced Molly 
And here’s to Sukey Sly, 
Likewise to pale-faced Jenny, 
Who looks with roguish eye, 
And tells me I’m a ninny. 
Foo ral loo, &c. 


Now to lovely Nan, 
For she’s the best of lasses, 
But not forgetting Fan, 
Who cheers me in my glasses ; 
Fill to Lucy, dear, 
Who crowns my life with blisses, 
For she it is can cheer ; 
Each passion with her kisses. 


Too ral loo, &c. 


Now a bumper toast, 
Fill the goblets—brimmers, 
For we will rule the roast 
Until sweet day-light glimmers ; 
Fill, oh! fill my boys, 
All sorrow we defy, sirs, 
We'll taste of social joys, 
And drink Old England dry, sirs. 
j Too ral loo, &c. 


PROP PPE? 


CEASE, YOUNG LOVE. 
CW. W. Waldron.) 


CEASE, young Love, to aim thy dart, 

Thou knowest ’tis vain such arts to try ; 
No more to thee Ill yield my heart, 

No more for thee I’ll heave a sigh. 
Then plume thy wing, V’ll joy and sing ; 
Then prithee fly, no more I'll sigh; 
Then, ah! how vain thy shait to aim, 
No more I'll weep, no more complain. 


Then why, young Love, thus wish to tease ; 
How sad my heart when thou didst reign 3 
But ne’er again such arts as these 
Sha’ * my bosom hold domain. 
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Away, away, why thus delay, 

Thou’st had thy day, no more delay ; 
Young Love, young Love, I prithee fly, 
No more 1’ll weep, no more I'll sigh. 


OLPP OP OP 


PRETTY DEARY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


ADOWN a green valley there lived an old maid, 
Who being past sixty her charms began to fade, 
She of waiting for husbands was weary ; 
She was monstrously rich, that for me was enough, 
And sadly I wanted to finger the stuff, 
So says I, will you marry me, deary ? 
Pretty deary! 
O, la, fal, &c. 


Says she, “* you embarrass me coming to woo,” 
And she tried how to blush, but she blushed rather 
blue, 
For her cheeks of the roses were weary ; 
Says she, ‘* I am told you’re a sad little man, 
And cheat all the dear pretty girls that you can ;” 
Says I, “« don’t believe it, my deary i 
Pretty deary ! 
O, ia, fal, &c. 


She consented that I for the license should 20, 
When across her mean time, came a tall Irish 
beau, 
Who, like me, in pocket was peery ; 
Out of his calf’s head such a sheep’s eye threw 
he, 
That a queer little hop-o’-my-thumb she called me, 
And he diddled me out of my deary! 
Pretty deary! 
O, la, fal, &c. 


PPPELIPEI? 


THE LAST OF THE DEER. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


THE last of the deer on our beard has been 
spread, 

And the last fiask of wine in our goblets is red ; 

Up, up, my brave kinsmen! belt swords, and be- 
gone,-— 

There are dangers to dare,—and there’s spoil to 
be won. 


The eyes that, so lately, mixed glances with ours, 
For a space must be dim, as they gaze from the 


towers, 

And strive to distinguish, through tempest and 
gloom, 

The prance of the steed, and the tep of the 
plume! 


The rain is descending, the wind rises loud, 
And the moon her red beacon has veiled with a 


cloud 5 
| "Lis the better, my mates, for the wa:der’s dull 
eye 
Shall in confidence slumber,—nor dream we are 
nigh, 


Our steeds are impatient,—I hear my blithe gray, 
There is life in his hoof-clang, and hope in his 


neigh ; 

Like the fiash of a meteor, the glance of his 
mane 

Shall marshal your march through the darkness 
and rain! 


The draw-bridge has dropped, and the bugle has 
blown, 

One pledge is to quaff yet,—then mount, and be» 
gone 5-— 
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To their honour and peace that shall rest with the 
slain! 

To their health and their glee that see Trevial 
again. ; 


PPP ILE? 


OH, REST THEE, BABE, REST THEE. 
(Terry.) 

Ou! slumber, my darling, 
Thy sire is a knight, 

Thy mother a lady, 
So lovely and bright! 

The hills and the dales, 
From the towers which we see, 

They all shall belong, 
My dear infant, to thee. 

Oh, rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep on till 


day ; 
Oh, rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep while 
you may. 


Oh, rest thee, my darling, 
The time it shall come, 
When thy sleep shall be broken 
By trumpet and drum ; 
Then rest thee, my darling, 
Oh, sleep while you may ; 
For war comes with manhood, 
As light comes with day. 
Oh, rest thee, babe, &c. 


PLL LIL EP 


JACK AT GREENWICH. 
(Dibdin.) 

WE tars are all for fun and glee, 
A hornpipe was my notion ; 

Time was I'd dance with any he 
That sails on the salt ocean ; 

I’d tip the roll, the slide, the reel, 
Back, forward, in the middle ; 

And roast the pig, and toe and heel, 
Ail going with the fiddle: 

But one day told a shot to ram, 
To chase a foe advancing ; 

A splinter queered my larboard gam, 
And, d—me, spoiled my dancing. 


Well I’m, says I, no churlish elf ; 
We messmates be all brothers ; 
Though I can’t have no fun myself, 

I may make fun for others! 
A fiddle soon I made my own, * 
That girls and tars might caper ; 
Learnt ¢ Rule Britannia,’ ¢ Bobbing Joan,’ 
And growed a decent scraper : 
But, just as I’d the knack on’t got, 
And did it pretty middling ; 
I lost my elbow by a shot, 
And, d—me, spoilt my fiddling. 


So, sometimes, us I turned my quid, 
I got a knack of thinking 

As I should be an invalid, 
And then I took to drinking ; 

One day called down, my gun to man, 
To tip it with the gravy ; 

I gave three cheers, and took the can, 
To drink the British navy ; 

Before a single drop I sipt, 
Or got it to my muzzle, 

A lanridge off my daddle whipt, 
And, d—me, spilt the guzzle. 


So then I took to taking snuff, : 
?Cause how my sorrows doubled, 

And pretty pastime ‘twas enough, 
D’ye see, when I was troubled : 


But Fortune, that mischievous elf, 
Still at some fun or other, 

(Not that I minds it for myself, 
But just for Poll and mother, ) 

One day, while laying on a tack, 
To keep two spanking foes off, 

A broadside comes, capsizes Jack, 
And, d—me, knocks my nose off, 


So, in Misfortune’s school grown tough 
In this same sort of knowledge ; 

Thinking, mayhap, I’d not enough, 
They sent me here to college ; . 

And here we tell old tales, and smoke, 
And laugh while we are drinking ; 

Sailors, you know, will have their joke, 
E’en though the ship were sinking : 

For I, while I get grog to drink 
My wife, or friend, or king in, 

?T will be no easy thing, I think, 
D—me, to spoil my singing. 


GFLIPPCOFP 


HER BOSOM’S THE 
PEACE. 


RECITATIVE. 
Sort Zephyr, on thy balmy wing 
Thy gentlest breezes hither bring ; 
Her slumbers guard, some hand divine! 
Ah, watch her with a care like mine. 


MANSION OF 


AIR. 

A rose from her bosom has strayed, 

T’ll seek to replace it with art ; 
But no, “twill her slumbers invade, 

I'll wear it, fond youth! next my heart. 
Alas, silly rose! hadst thou known 

’Twas Daphne that gave thee thy place, 
Thou ne’er from thy station hadst flown,— 

Her bosom’s the mansion of peace. 


GLGLPIF IP 


THE WATCHMAN OF THE PARISH. 
Air—‘* The Beadle of the Parish.” —(H.S.Fuller.) 


I’M an old one on the town, 
That cry the hour around, 
And make rogues and thieves rather scarish ; 
At night I raise the cry, 
I protect the sleeping eye, 
I guard each bolt and lock, 
As I cry past ten o’clock, 
Why, because I’m the watchman of the parish. 
Starlight night, 
Moon shone bright, 
Reeling home, 
Drunkards come, 
Move along, 
Come, push on. 


SPOKEN.] Come, walk on there, ma’am, you 
mus’n’t stand picking up your gemmen here; my 
orders is to clear the streets: so push on, ma’am. 


' —La! cries the poor unfortunate, ar’n’t you good- 


satured, old boy? it’s a cold night: what say you 
co a arop of precious ?—Say, why it would be very 
much the thing: but I have one objection against 
the bribe. Indeed, fatner, and what is that? 
Why, first, it would encourage vice ; secondly, it 
would rob the distressed ; and thirdly, I should be 
guilty of neglect of duty. Why, old pad, who are 
ou? 
7 Why, zounds! I’m the watchman of the parish. 


I'm the man of noisy fame, 
Old Dozey is my name, 
And the girls say 1’m angry an@ bearish ; 
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At my box I take my stand, 
With my lantern in my hand, 
And to drown all noise and prattle, 
I spring my watchman’s rattle, 
Why, because I’m the charley of the parish. 
Thieves about, 
Find ’em out, 
Watch the cry, 
Rattles fly, 
Such a patter, 
Noise and clatter, 
With the rattles of the charleys of the parish. 


SPOKEN.]| Watch, watch, watch! ( Imitate the 
rattles. ) stop thief, stop thief ; hold him fast, hold 
him fast. What’s the matter, sir? The matter, you 
rascal, you’ve stolemy watch. Watchman, I give 
charge. And, sir, I give charge. Here’s my card, 
I deny your charge, sir; and, as agentleman, will 
punish you for so gross a mis-statement ; search 
me, search me. Shame, shame, cries the mob, to 
charge a gentleman with such an act. I'll swear 
he took my watch, I saw it go, when two more 
chaps came by, and pass was the word; I gave 
the alarm, and Ill make good my charge. Come 
along, sir, to the watch-house. Stop, I give 
charge of that gentleman, I give charge of that 
gentleman, I give charge of that fellow, I give 
charge of that fellow. Zounds, cries the watch, 
charge yourself, for the devil a charge can I make 
of either of you. Bravo, cries the gang. Who 
are you, says the gemman? Who am I? 

Why, zounds' I’m the watchman of the parish. 


I’m the guardian of the night, 
At whom wags take great delight, 
And call it Life in London so wagarish ; 
Then turn topsy turvy down, 
Our box upon our crown, 
And then to save long parleys, 
Their cry is, floor the charleys, 
Why, zéunds! he’s a watchman of the parish. 
Go it Tom, 
Come, push on, 
See they sherry, 
Floor em Jerry, 
Caught at last, 
Watch-house fast, 
Where they’re charged by the watchman of the 
parish. 


SPOKEN.] Well, Tlom—Jerry, here we are at 
last, cooped up in the d d strong hole of the 
watch-house. Oh! Tom, I told you what these 
confounded sprees would bring us to; to think, 
Jerry, what ad d clatter them rattles kicked 
up, our heads being lighter than ourheels. Turn- 
ing the corner of that narrow street, slap I went 
against the old scout ; down was the word, fairly 
caught—and here we are, two pretty dickies in the 
cage. And then, Tom, what will the world say of 
a public examination to-morrow, at the office; I 
think yoa had better offer terms to purchase liber-~ 
ty, and make an exit at any price. Why, I think, 
Jerry, your advice is in very good season. I'll 
see what can be done. Most honourable and 
worthy master, keeper of the strong hold of this 
delightful mansion, we two, nothing but good 
ones, having a little of too much good humour in 
us, to let any one else be in humour, unfortu- 
nately, met a trifling jar with your worthy guar- 
dians of the out-door, have thus obtained their 
friendly assistance in a lodging for the night ; 
being desirous of making a removal, and trusting 
the name of a sovereign will remove the barrier, 
restore liberty, and heal all broken heads, we 


rade be happy to drink in a bowl of punch to 
the 








Watchman of the parish, &c. 
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THE ROSE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


PLACE this flower in thy bosom, my dear, 
Tis the earliest rose of the year; 

What better an emblem can be 

Of beauty, of love, and of thee? 


Ah, that blush and that glance secm to say 
Thorns encircle this young bud of May ; 
Fear them not, the care still shall be mine 
To keep thorns from that bosom of thine. 


GPPLOGPGH 


WONDERFUL SIGHTS. 
Air—* Drops of Brandy.” 
THE world full of wonders is grown, 
And still every day they’re increasing ; 
When you’ve heard my song, you’ll all own, 
They never are like to be ceasing. 
A monster of late has appeared 
Who beats former wonders all hollow ; 
The truth I can’t tell, but I’ve heard 
He means all the world soon to swallow. 
Oh, Lord! what a deuce of a twist! 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


He a pipe of the Monument made ; 

Took the dome of St. Paul’s for a bowl, sirs ; 
With Colossus, at Rhodes, too, ’tis said, 

He walked through the streets cheek by jow., 

Sirs : 

His appetite, too, is so sharp, 

That, once, when he wanted a feast, sirs, 
The Tower he took down at a gape, 

And swallowed up all the wild beasts, sirs. 
My eye, what a deuce of a twist! 

Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


Vauxhall-Gardens he put in his boot, 

And at foot-ball, oh dear, he’s so clever, 
With one touch of his sweet little foot 

He kicked London-Bridge into the river. 
He next took his way to the Mint, 

And there, sirs, he cut such a caper, 
He pocketed all that was in’t, 

So now we get nothing but paper. 
Oh, dear, what a deuce of a chap! 

Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


The India-House, Bank, and Exchange 

Were hid in his large waistcoat pocket, oh! 
And what, sirs, was equally strange, 

He wore Carlton-Honse as a locket, oh! 
The watchmen astounded were quite, 

And alarmed for the good of the nation, 
When he told them that he, ev’ry night. 

Drank the Thames as a cooling potation. 
Oh, dear, what a deuce of a gulp! 

Fal, lal, lal, &c.. 


Then over the Mansion-Honse straight 

He jumped, all so handsome and clever, 
But, oh! what misfortunes await-— 

He tumbled right plump in the river, 
He swallowed the boats in a crack, 

And the vessels had shared the same doom, 

sirs, 

But the devil caught hold of his back, 

And, diving, he carried him home, sirs. 
My eye, what a precious good go! 

Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


PPL IaILIAF 


ADIEU! ADIEU! ELIZA, DEAR. 
[Music, W. Hodsell, 45, High Holborn. | 


ADI£U! adieu! Eliza, dear! 
We yet again may meet; 
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Then, sweetest love! sad Sorrow’s tear 
Shall change to joy so sweet ! 

That o’er bright smiles will soft reveal 
What tongue can never speak ! 

To paint such joys as then we feel, 
All language were too weak. 


As exiles gaze upon the star 
That o’er their home may shine, 
So my true heart to thee afar 
Shall fondly still incline ; 
Yes, sweetest love! ’twill never stray, 
But ever constant be ; 
For, though I may be far away, 
I will sigh alone for thee. 


Eliza, dear! adieu! adieu! 
I feel my sad heart ache ; 

But, ere its love shall fade for you, 
Its dearest string shall break ; 

One kind kiss, Eliza, sweet, 
I'll keep it pure and free 

From other lips ; and, when we meet, 
Again restore’t to thee. 


GIL PEO? 


COME, FILL UP, LET A CUP TO THE 
HEALTH OF WOMAN PASS. 


A QUARTETTO AND CHORUS. 


Air—“ I'd sooner have a Guinea than a One-Pound 
Note.” —( Moncrieff. ) 


ComE, fill up, let a cup 
To the health of woman pass; 
English, French, still a wench 
Will be sugar in the glass ; 
Here’s our wives, bless their lives, 
They’re not near, our deeds to note 5 
So come, all great and small, 
Boys, that wear a petticoat! 
And he who wouldn’t drink it till all the seas are 
dry, 
May his purse and courage fail him when a glass 
and lass are by. 
And he who wouldn’t, &c. 


Come, fill up one more cup, 
Now we’re in a foreign land, 

To the isle that can smile, 
And ’gainst ev’ry nation stand ; 

Whose bright name still gains fame, 
Where’er her flag’s unfurled ; 

England, dear! without peer, 
The glory of the world! 

And he who wouldn’t drink it till all the seas are 


dry 
May his strength and courage fail him when the 
enemy are nigh. 
And he who wouldn’t, &c. 


Come, fill up one last cup, 
And I'll give you magnum charter ! 

No denial—and trial 
By jury !—which who'd barter? 

No applause—king and laws! 
Constitution, army, fleet! 

With the city—and ’twere pity 
‘To forget poor Tooley-Street. 

And he who wouldn’t drink them, why I’ve only 

this to say,—- 


May the Bank of England fail him when he’s got 


a bill to pay. 
And he who wouldn’t, &c. 


GPLEOLILOP 
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THE IRISH WELCOME. 
A PARODY. 
Air— The Meeting of the Waters.” 


THERE is not in the wide world a valley so sweet, 

As the vale where the beef and the white cabbage 
meet ; 

With potatoes galore, and strong beer at one end, 

In one corner yourself, in the other your friend. 


But it was not that Nature had shed o’er those 
scenes 

The head of white cabbage, instead 
greens 3 

But, when that was all over, we had potheen in 
store, 

With a welcome I’d give it, which makes it much 
more. 


of bad 


Then no more of your valleys, with your moun- 
tains so high, 

Where there’s nought to be had but a bleak wind 
and sky ! 

Ent come to the cottage, where plenty you'll sec, 

With a “ Keith mille fulthu,” you’re welcome to 
me. 


PIII IIOP? 


HARRY’S GONE A-COURTING. 
( Upton.) 


He’s gone, yes, he’s gone! but I wo’n’t tell you 
where, 
But Harry’s gone a-courting, a-courting I vow ; 
He’s gone to see the maid, pretty maid with auburn 
hair, 
And she lives—but I wo’n’t tell ye, wo’n’t tell ye 
now. 
But Harry’s gone a-courting, a-courting, poor lad, 
And says, he'll have a wite, if there’s one to be 
had. 
Ah! poor Harry! 
He can no longer tarry ; 
To go through life, must have a wife, 
And marry, marry, marry! 


He's gave, yes, he’s gave her a ribbon, I protest 
And vows that he’ll make her a present of a 
cap ; 
A true bloclinguteate in a brooch, for her breast, 
And a pretty little pug-dog, to nurse in her lap. 
So Harry’s gone a-courting, a-courting, poor lad, 
And says, he’ll have a wife, if there’s one to be 
had. 
Ah! poor Harry! 
He can no longer tarry ; 
To go through life, must have a wife, 
And marry, marry, marry ! 


He’s bought her a bullfinch, and parrot, on my 
life, 
A pair of silk-garters, a squirrel, anda ring ; 
A new cuckoo-clock, to amuse her when a wife, 
But hopes when they’re married, that the cuckoo 
wo'n’t sing. 
So Harry’s gone a-courting, a-courting, poor lad, 
And says, he’ll have a wife, if there’s one to be 
had. 
Ah‘ poor Harry! 
He can no longer tarry ; 
To go through life, must have a wife, 
And marry, marry, marry! 


GLI IL ELE 


THE DANDY BRAZIER ; 
OR, A COUNTENANCE WELL COPPER-CASED ts 
Air—* Peggy of Derby, 0!”—(E. J. B. Box. 


I’M a handsome man of metal, 
And for copper, or tea-kettle, 


When a job I take, 
To mend or make, 
So handy, that 
No brazier like me can 
Mend a lady’s pot, or pan, 
In short, I’m called, ‘ The Ladies’ Brazier, DANDY 
Mat!” 


Tis my beauty, without boasting, 
Makes the ladies, while me toasting 
In their tea-cups, 
Get the hiccups, 
Not the brandy, no; 
For while getting winky-eyed, 
Oft have they in raptures cried, 
Like Mat Muggins there’s no other Brazier Dandy- 
Beau !! ; 


Now my face and figure such is, 
I think with some heiress-duchess 
Soon to Gretna-green 
I shall be seen 
Drive off in haste! 
While I in my face have brass, 
That “twill as a LORD’s well pass ! 
‘Nay, a DUKE’s than mine is seldom better COPPER- 
CASED!! 


GPPLEPPIP 


FLATTERY. 
(E. Mackey.) 
TRUST not the flatt’rer’s wily tongue, 
Ye gentle modest fair ; 


Avoid the strains by flatt’ry sung, 
Of sycophants beware. 


Trust not the fawning parasite, 
Beware the baleful theme ; 

Tempt not by lure the with’ring blight, 
To taint thy virgin dream. 


For flattery is the offspring true, 
Engendered in these times, 
Of masked hypocrisy, who drew 
Her breath in other climes. 


Then, oh! take heed, ye gentle fair, 
Of flattery’s specious guile ; 

Avoid the tempter’s artful snare, 
Which would thy steps beguile. 


PLPPEPP EPR 


BOBBY AND HIS MARY. 
A PARODY ON DULCE DOMUM. 
To the same Air. 


IN Dyot-street a gin-shop stood, 
Oft sought by footpads weary, 
And long had been the blest abode . 
Of Bobby and his Mary. 
For her he’d nightly pad the hoof, 
The gravel-tax collecting, 
For her he never shammed the snite, 
Though traps tried to detect him ; 
When evening came, he sought his home, 
While she, distracted woman, 
She hailed his sight, 
And, ev’ry night, 
The gin-shop rung, 
As they sung, 
Oh, Bobby and his Mary, &c. 


But soon this scene of cozey fuss 
Was changed to prospects queering, 
The blunt run shy, and Bobby brushed, 
To get more rag not fearing ; 
To Islington he quickly run, 
A weary traveller dropped on, 
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But by surrounding ¢raps was caught, 
The ruffles soon they popped on. 
When evening came, he sought not home, 
While she, poor stupid woman ! 
Got lushed that night ; 
Oh, saw his sprite! 
Then heard the knell 
That bids farewell! 
Then heard the knell 
Of St. Pulchre’s bell! 
Now he dangles on the common! 


PIPPLP ECO? 


NOW, TELL ME, ARTIST, CAN SHE LOV®? 
(Forrest Promiscuous, 1650.) 


Now, tell me, artist, can she love? 
Or, loving, can she constant prove ? 
Constant she is, and love she can, 
But hard it is to find the man. 
What one to please her must he be ? 
Worthy and perfect, such as she. 


Then must I of her love despair, 

For she so perfect is and fair, 

As the best worthiness in me 

Cannot come near in least degree ; 
Shall I then strive to quench my fire ? 
No, rather love, and still admire. 


For she Love’s proper subject is ; 

Who loves not her doth love amiss. 

I’]l love her then; and, by her love 

So perfect, I will hope to prove 
That she may love what she hath taught, 
And once be catched by what she caught. 


POPPER LPP 


THE SEAMAN’S GLEE. 
(I. C. Cross.) 


WHILE our bark cnts the seas, 
And big oars cut its tide, 

We Corsairs with ease 
O’er the rough ocean ride, 

Trolling loud the seaman’s glee, 

Jollily! jollily ! 

To meet the enemy we push on, 
And take them in tow ; 

Like lions then we rush on, 
To conquer the foe : 

Such havoc and slashing, 

Guns firing, swords clashing— 
The battle grows warm— 

Shot on shot are quickly poured in, 

Then grappling and boarding, 
Man to man, and arm to arm, 


A dying comrade’s groans we hear, 
Impressive pity drops a tear, 
While fierce revenge each Corsair does in- 
spire, 
Redoubled ardour wings his ire ; 
His eye-balls roll with hideous glare, 
Contagion’s in his breath ; 
Mercy ne’er bids him weekly spare ; 
His missile weapon’s winged with death. 
They fall, they die, 
The crew shout victory ! 
Victory! victory! 
And loudly troll the seaman’s glee, 
Jollily! jollily! 


IPP LP LPR 


NOW, YIELD THEE, SIR KNIGHT 0’? THE 
HEATHER BELL. 


“« Now, yield thee, sir knight o’ the heather bell, 
Now, yield thee, sir knight, to me; 
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Now, yield thee, sir knight o’ the heather bell, 
Or the vanquished death ye’ll dee.” 


The wounded chief has raised his arm, 
And on that arm a shield ; 

And he has sworn by his halidome 
To foeman he’ll ne’er yield. 


Defiance lowered in his daring glance, 
But he ’s looked at his wounded thigh, 

And he has glanced at the broken brand 
Which on the sward did lie. 


Dark has waxed the victor’s brow, 
And dark his glaring eye— 

On the vanquished’s breast he has placed his feot, 
And he’s brandished his sword on high. 


«« Now, yield thee, sir knight 0’ the heather bell, 
Now, yield thee, sir knight, to me; 

Now, yield thee, sir knight o’ the heather bell, 
Or, by the word of a knight, ye’ll dee.” 


Wanly shines the moon, on Culloden’s plain, 
On the brow of a warrior slain ; 

His body is there—his soul is on high— 
But his heart’s with his prince o’er the main. 


PPL LIEI EO 


MY WIFE SHE HAD A RED, RED NOSE, 
AND SHE’D DRINK TILL ALL WAS 
BLUE. 


Air—** My Love is like a red, red Rose.” 


(I. R. Planche.) 


My wife she had a red, red nose, 
And a face like a full moon ; 

Her voice was like a fiddle, when 
Completely out of tune! 

And she another fault had yet, 
Which now Ill tell to you; 

’Twas when she could the liquor get, 
She’d drink till all was blue. 

She’d drink till all was blue—she would. 

She’d drink, &c. 


She drank till all was blue—she did, 
And when she could no more, 
She laid her down and died—she did; 
As many have before. 
I know not where her spirit’s gone, 
But this much [7] declare, 
If this the same in taste and tone, 
Lord help the spirits there ! 
Lord help the spirits there—say I! 
Lord help, &c. 


PRI IL IF 


BREAD, CHEESE, AND KISSES ARE 
SWEET. 


A DUET. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


She.—Sons of gaudy wealth, I’ll not 
With envy view your lucky lot, 
While the peaceful, lowly cot 
With smiling Love I share ! 


He.—Poor my drink, and plain my meat, 
Yet Joy will come and draw a seat ; 
For bread, and cheese, and kisses sweet, 
He counts the choicest fare. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


She.—Thus fellows still tell us, 
But the vision soon is o’er; 
Small bliss is found in kisses, 
When the honey-moon is o’er. 
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He,-—Nay, dearest! wherefore fearest 
Lest my love too light should be ? 
From thee never can I sever 
While thine eyes so bright shall be. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


She.—But when time dims those eyes 
Which you now so fondly prize ; 
When their flame fades and dies, 
Wo’n’t you break your vow ? 


He.—Then too blind mine will be 
Any change in yours to see ; 
And they’ll still look to me 
Just as bright as now' 
Fal de ral, &c. 


GIPILILIPF 


TO WISDOM I PROFFERED MY VOW. 
[From the French. ] 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


To Wisdom I proffered my vow, 

But, ere I could compass my end, 
O, Reason! Ineeds must allow, 

I found thee a dull, irksome friend. 


To Folly, enraptured, I flew ; 
I swam in the stream of delight ; 
But Time the false curtain withdrew, 
The charm was dispelled from my sight! 


So better to pass away life, 
And taste of the sage and the free ; 
Dame Reason I’ll choose for my wife, 
And Folly my mistress shall be. 


My wishes, in turn, they shall share, 
Each wavering fancy employ ; 

My wife shall avert ev’ry care, 
My mistress shall plan all my joy. 


PIP IPI OF- 


FATHER MACSHANE, 


OLD father Macshane he was holy and fat, 
Sing farallal, &c. 
He sprinkled my forehead, and christened mo 
Pat; 
Sing farallal, &c. 
He said to my parents,— You ugly old pair, 
Arrah! how could you get such a beautiful heir? 
With your chi chi, &c. 


Then Father Macshane he took hold of my chin, 
Sing farallal, &c. 

And drank my success in a noggin of gin ; 
Sing farallal, &c. 

Moreover, he prophesied, certain as fate, 

If Llived to be big, I should be mighty greate 
With my chi chi, &c. 


One day, says my mother, (sure, I was her joy,) 
! Sing farallal, &c, 
My darling, you now are a hobblede hoy ; 
Sing farallal, &c. 
To make a big fortune, Pat, seek out the way ; 
So ac times I made love, and at times I made 
hay. 
: With my chi chi, &c. 


Farewell to young maids, a rich old one appears, 
Sing farallal, &c. 

I must now be in love with a lady in years, 
Sing farallal, &c. 

Though elderly beauty is apt to be tough, 

Let it tender the cash, then it’s tender enough, 
For my chi chi, &c. 


GLIGIIADP 
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WHAT CARES SURROUND A MONAREH’S 
BROW. 


(Bentley. ) 


WHAT cares surround a monarch’s brow, 
And weigh the splendid sufferer down ; 
Known victim of eaeh public wo, 
A silent martyr of his own. 
With the bright circle of a crown, 
Around our temples grief we bind ; 
And press beneath the royal gown 
The vulture that devours the mind. 


For us no social bosom heaves, 
No sympathetic sorrows roll; 
But faith, proscribed with friendship, leaves 
A dreary solitude of soul! 
The ills of life alone we taste, 
Thus insulated from our race ! 
Preside with Famine at the feast, 
With Misery have the power to bless. 


PPI P LEI I 


LET THE HORN’S JOLLY SOUND ENCOU- 
RAGE THE HOUND. 


RECITATIVE. 


For here is a poor little tailor, 
Squeaking out for room pretty oft, 
And here, with his girl, sits a sailor, 
Who bundles poor Stitch up aloft. 
Rum ti iddity, &e, 


Now here is old Shortweight, the baker, 
And there is a virgin from Wapping, 
Next to her sits a prim-looking Quaker, 
With Bobby, the beau, famed for hopping ; 
Then here is a city-apprentice, 
And there is a gentleman’s lacquey, 
With Pullout, the great puffing dentist, 
And the milliner’s man, master Jackey. 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


Then there is, oh! dear, how you squecze, 
With shambling Joey, the sawyer, 
Little Snob, rather lame in his knees, 
With half of the devil, the lawyer; 
But what are their callings to me, 
Or how they are crammed, so I drive, oh! 
Yet, I carry some queer ones, you sce, 
And in holiday time, all’s alive, oh! 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


PPL PLIP#? 


Now peeps the ruddy dawn o'er the mountains’ | HARK! THE DRUM NOW BEATS TO ARMS. 


top, 
Its different notes each feathered warbler tunes 5 
The milkmaid’s carol glads the ploughman’s ex.r, 
The jolly huntsman winds his cheerful horn, 
And the stanch pack returns the loud salute. 


AIR. 


The hounds are unkennelled, and now 
Through the copse and the furze will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that must bleed i 
I told you so—didn’t I?—see where he fies, 
"Iwas Bellman that opened—so sure the fox dies. 
Let the horn’s jolly sound 
Encourage the hound, 
And float through the echoing skies. 


RECITATIVE. 


‘The chase begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor swamp, 
Qvickset, or gate, the thundering course retard, 
Till the dead sounds proclaim the falling prey, 
Then—to the sportive squire’s capacious bowl. 


AIR. 


O’er that, and old beer of his own, 
‘This song bright and wholesome we’ll sing, 
Drink success to great George, and his crown, 
For each heart, to a man,’s with the king ; 
And next we will fill to Jove’s favourite scene, 
The rich isle of saints, Britannia I mean, 
Where men, horses, and hounds, 
Can be stopped by no bounds, 
For no spot on the earth e’er bred sportsmen so 
keen. ~ 


PPIPIPI ELS? 


HOLIDAY ‘TIME. 
Air—* Mutton Pies.” 


Ou! health and long life to you all, 

My masters and mistresses too, 
Once again I am here at your call, 

To say, from my heart, How d’ye do? 
’Tis holiday-time, as you know, 

And the coach pretty crowded I drive, 
But the best fare of all—gce ho! 

Is to see my good friends all alive. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 

Oh! could you but see what odd folks 

I drive in my carriage and four, 
Why, tru.y, in spite of all jokes, 

You’d laugh, if you ne’er laughed before ; 


HARK! the drum now beats to arms, 
The word is given to form the line; 
The soldier’s breast with ardour burns, 

All fear of death he nobly spurns, 
Resolved in gallant deeds to shine. 
Though bombs and shells 
Are soldiers’ knells, 
He boldly fights 
For England’s rights ; 
And swears for King and home he’ll die, 
Or nobly gain the victory. 


Now, in the midst of fire and smoke, 
He rushes on the mighty foe ; 
The brazen trumpet fires his soul, 
When cannon their dread thunder roll, 
He deals out death at ev’ry blow. 
Though bombs and shells 
Are soldiers’ knells, 
He boldly fights 
For England’s rights ; 
But, hark! the battle’s won, I’ll fly, 
And loud proclaim the victory! 


GPPIPILPO 


WINNY WO’N’T BE MINE. 
Air—‘* Auld lang syne.”—(O’ Brien.) 
I HAVE my goats, a cow, and horse, 
And Sunday suit, that’s fine ; 
And I have something that’s not brass, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine, I fear, 
Still she’ll not be mine ; 
O Winny wo’n’t bé mine, my dear, 
No, Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
We both have gambolled o’er the vale— 
I helped to milk her kine, . 
And quaffed with her my home-brewed ale, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny, &c. 


On yon high rock we sat'to view 
The wide spread rolling brine ; 
It’s there I vowed I would be true, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny, &e. 
O'er Erin’s western hills so blue, 
We see the sun’s decline, 
Though grass and spray woo maiden dew, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny, &c, 
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The moon, low trembling in the wave, 
Where sailing barks gay shine ; 
And, like the moon, I trembling crave, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny, &c. 


She is as placid as she’s fair, — 
Her person’s beauty’s shrine ; 
With me all pleasure she will share, 
Still Winny wo’n’t be mine. 
Still Winny, &c, 


I stopt away, to try my skill, 
It chanced to tell; in fine, 
We met by chance,—she cried I will, 
Indeed, I will be thine. 
Indeed, I will be thine, my Taff, 
Ill willingly be thine ; 
I vow [ will be thine, my Taff, 
If you’ll be only mine. 


GPLPEPIIP PH 


SCARCE HAD THE PURPLE GLEAM OF 
DAY. 


SCARCE had the purple gleam of day 
Glanced lightly o’er the glowing sea, 
When forced by fortune’s shafts away, 
My native land, I quitted thee. 
There, though the sable raven soar, 
And nightly screams her death-fraught yell ; 
Though rav’ning ban-dogs bay my door, 
And howling wolves o’er pace the dell ; 


Though ice-winged tempests fret the sky, 
And chill the early flow’ret’s bloom ; 

Though still we see our rose-buds die, 
And in the snow the lily’s tomb : 

And these tired feet each soil have prest, 
Where joy and pleasures seem to be ; 

Where all, by smiling Heaven is blest, 
Still, native land, I sigh for thee. 


PIPPI IIEG 


OUR BOLD-HEARTED LORDS OF YORE. 
( Dimond. ) 


Our bold-hearted lords of yore 

From Roman helms the laurel tore, 

With bosoms bare, they braved the war, 
Impelled the spear or whirled the car: 
Great Cesar paused in mid career, 

His eagle screamed a note of fear! 

And trenched with gashes deep and wide, 
Each dying hero sternly cried ,— 

«© Oh! native land, I fall for thee, 

Thy shrines, thy hearths, and liberty.” 


Peace to the chiefs of other days! 

The bardish dirge has sung their praise ; 
The poor man’s prayer and orphan’s sigh 
Have whispered their sweet elegy. 

Their forms are lost, their souls survive, 
In sons their great forefathers live ; 

And down the far-stretched line we trace 
The ancient virtue of the race. 

Still like the prophet’s mantle given, 
Whene’er the sire was born to Heav’n, 


GRIF III? 


THOSE LONDON BELLES, THOSE LONDON 


BELLES. 
Air—“ Those Evening Bells.”—(Miss Bryant.) 


THOSE London belles, those London belles, 
Ah! what a tale their beauty tells, 

Of suff’ring beaus and wounded hearts, 
The dire effect of Cupid’s darts. 


Perhaps that maid, with eyes of blue, 
Has often made a sad to do; 

And many a heart with anguish swells, 
While thinking of the London belles. 


Ah! yes, how sweet it is to me, 

To take a social cup of tea, 

And while the heart in comfort dwells, 
To hear the chat of London belles. 


For then they scan their dress,—the play, 
Though wo to those who are away, 
For Scandal often leaves her cells, 
To join the chat of London belles. 


E’en Jove peeps‘down, with looks of love, 
And Juno, jealous, frowns above, 

To see young Beauty gladly dwells, 

To deck the charms of London belles. 


And so ’twill be in other times, 

Fond hearts will sing in softer rhymes, 
And cloud the praise this ditty tells, 
While ages grace the London belles. 


GPIPL IIL 


THE DREAM ON ANACREON. 
[From the Greek. 
(Dr. Heighington.) 


WHEN gentle sleep had charmed my breast, 
And lulled my senses all to rest, 

With my deluded eyes I seemed 

To view Anacreon whilst 1 dreamed. 

A garland on his head he wore, 

And in his hand a lyre he bore ; 
Harmonions sounds around him broke 

In melting strains: whene’er he spoke. 


And as he touched the dancing strings, 
The loves that waited clapp’d their wings ; 
Old he appeared, but silver hair, 

That made him old, had made him fair ; 
His beauties like the roses shine, 

His smiles were cheerful as his wine, 

A Cupid led the reeling bard, 

At once his conduct and his guard. 


His wreath he took, his wreath that spread 
Fresh blooming glories round his head, 
And with a smile, said he, receive 

The noblest present I can give. 

With joy I bowed, my homage paid, 
Proud of the present which he made, 

The fragrant flow’rs breathed sweets divinc, 
That smelt of him, and he of wine. 


Then, unadvised, with heedless haste, 
The chaplet on my brows I placed ; 

The chaplet, warmed with gay desire, 
Breathed gentle flames that love inspire, 
Now in my blood Anacreon reigns, 
Love and Anacreon fill my veins ; 

To his soft strains my passion move, 
Until I’m wholly lost in love. 


SPIEL OOF 


WHEN I WAS A YOUNKER, AND LIVED 
WITH MY DAD. 


(O’Keefe.) 


WHEN I was a younker, and lived with my dad, 
The neighbours all thought me a smart little lad ; 
My mammy she called me a white-headed boy, 
Because with the girls I liked to toy! 

There was Ciss, 

Priss, 

Letty, and Betty, 

And Doll, 
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With Meg, 

Peg, 

Jenny, and Winny, 
And Moll! 

I flatter 

Their clatter, 

So sprightly and gay; 
I rumble ’em, 
Tumble ’em, 

That’s my way‘ 


One fine frosty morning, a going to school, 
Young Moggy I met, and she called me a fool! 
Her mouth was my primer, a lesson I took, 
I swore it was pretty, and kissed the book. 

But school, 

Fool, 

Primer, 

Trimmer, 

And birch, 
And boys, for the girls, I leave in the lurch ! 

I flatter their clatter, &c. 


It’s well known I can dance a good jig, 
And at cudgels from Robin I won a fat pig; 
I can wrestle a fall, and the barI can fling, 
And when o’er a flaggon can sweetly sing! 

But pig, 

Jig, 

Wicket, 

And cricket, 

And ball, 
1'll give up to wrestle with Moggy a fall! 

I flatter their clatter, &c. 


scvcecrce® 


THE LOVER’S ADIEU. 
Air- -* The Bard’s Legacy.” 


THE lamp of night will soon cease burning, 
Then dip once more in the cup of Joy; 
Away with Sorrow! that child of Mourning 
Our soul-drawn kisses will soon destroy ! 
Or if a tear of affection gushing, 
Should dim the glance of thy blue-eyes’ ray, 
O, drop a tear in this red wine, blushing, 
And drink the wine and thy woes away. 


Yet, if the bursting sigh of mourning 
Ts still, my Ellen, to fondness dear, 
O, check not, then, that sigh’s returning, 
But bathe its perfume in a tear! 
Let the sweet drops of wo bedew thee, 
For Fancy tells, in those fears of thine, 
That I will meet, as I ever view thee, 
A heart as fond, and as true as thine. 


O, when upon this wide world a stranger, 
And wand’ring far from my native isle, 
The bolt of battle, or blast of danger, 
May leave me low on some distant soil : 
When the last sigh on my lip is dwelling, 
I'll think it meets, on the zephyrs, bland, 
A tear-dewed sigh from my angel Ellen, 
To soothe my shade in a distant land. 


And, O, when laid ona clay-cold pillow, 
And sleeping far from my long-lost home, 
Or slumb’ring low on the ocean’s billow, 
And lulled to death on a bed of foam! 
The star of love o’er the moorland glowing, 
Or trembling down on the wild deep breast, 
May cheer the last sigh from my own heart flow- 
ing, 
And light my soul to a realm of rest. 


OPI LOE 
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THE DROP OF A DRAM. 


SEARCH all the world over, through all times and 
ages, 
And, if you read history aright, 
You'll find that great men, from the kings to their 
pages, 
Would as lief go to drink as to fight. 
Now, be easy, dear creature! have done with com- 
plaining, 
Your troubles are all but a flam; 
To be sure, there’s no sport like the toils of cam- 
paigning, 
When cheered with a bit of a dram. 


SPOKEN.] O, my dear crature, if you was in 
the heart of a battle ‘—arrah! just suppose your- 
self in the midst of it now, and had lost three of 
your legs and two of your arms, and had a little 
drop of the crature in your third arm, it would 
cheer your old heart, and make you sing 


Tooral lal lural lal la. 


They say the Grand Turk swallows oceans in pri- 
vate 
And, faite T believe it that same, 
For he’s drained his whole kingdom so terrible 
dry, : 
That his capital’s all in a flame. 
Then be easy, &c. 


There was a great empress, called queen Rusti 
Fusti, 
A queer sort of queen, to be sure ; 
They say the old devil got wonderful busky, 
And all of a thirst after power. 
Then be easy, &c. 


There’s another great emperor, called King of Ger- 
many, 
Good faith, and he’s none of the least ; 
He hobnobs with his friends, for to keep peace and 
harmony, 
And drinks with his sword in his fist, 
Then be easy, &c. 


PPI PEP OCP 


JUST SO. 
A DUET. 
(T. Dibdin.) 
He.—HE lived with a master, as rich as a Jew, 


And a merry young maid had he; 
The master was ugly— 


She.— Just like you, 
He.—But the maid was as pretty— 

She.— As me. 
He.—He first squeezed her hand, which she took 


not amiss, 
She.—What next? for I long for to know, 
He.—Then, just in this manner he offered a kiss, 
But she slapt his face— 


She.— Just so. 


She.— Well, I own ’twas a little ill-natured, too, 
He.—Don’t come near—your intent I see. 
She.—She was monstrous cross, 


He.— Yes, just like you. 
She.—He was very ill used— 
He.— Like me. 
But what, do you think, the fool did next ? 
He held up a guinea, thus: 
She.— No! 


He.—Yes, he did: and, dear me, how the block- 
head was vext 
When she snatched it away— 
She.— Just so. 


PHI IP IIL EO 
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Bepenth her pos waniow goung & hoanep took his station ; the night it was dark, so he whispered “ Yeo ho !** 
‘ y > ack now, botheration, Mrs. Wilkins, will you marry me? “ O, no, my love, no.” 








PADDY SHANNON AND WIDOW 
WILKINS. 


Air—“ Ah! no, my love, no.” —( Cumberland. ) 


Pappy Shannon, high mounted on his trotting 
little poney, 
Set off in a gallop from Leather-lane to Bow, 
To ogle Widow Wilkins, whom he courted for her 
money, 
And, tugging at his bridle, cried—** Whoa, my 
love, whoa.” 


Beneath her bow-window, young Shannon took his 
station ; 
The pa it was dark, so he whispered—‘‘ Yeo 
fa 7? 
Then sweetly serenaded her with whack now, bo- 
theration, 
Mrs. Wilkins, will you marry me? 
my love, no.” 


<7). NOs 


O, cruel Widow Wilkins, to refuse me would be 
horrid, 
My — are so high, and my finances are so 
ow 5 
All the brass in my pocket has mounted to my fore- 
head ! 
Dear Widow, wo’n’t you marry me? “ O, no, 
‘my love, no!” 


O, ye powers! bellowed Pat, with jealousy I qui- 
ver ; 
Pm love-sick,—with pistols, to Battersea Ill 
row, 
And shoot at my dear image, as reflected in the 
river ! 7" 
She sighed, in tender sympathy, “‘ Aye, go, my 
love, go!” 
Then waved her lily hand, and cried, ‘* Go, my 
love, go.” 


GL OL IPI FE 


64—VoOL. Ul. 


WELCOME WE THE MERRY MAY 
( Southey. ) 


CHEERFUL on this holiday, - 
Welcome we the merry May ; 

On every sunny hillock spread, 

The pale primrose rears her head ; 

Rich with sweets the western gale 

Sweeps along the cowslipped dale ; 

Every bank, with violets gay, 

Smiles to welcome in the May. 


The linnet, from the budding grove, 
Chirps her vernal song of love ; 

The copse resounds the throstle’s notes, 
On each wild glade sweet music floats, 
And melody from every spray 
Welcomes in the merry May ; 

Cheerful on this holiday, 

Welcome we the merry May. 


> 
PLL APSE SE 


HIST! DEAREST, HIST! THY MARY 
WAKES. 


A PARODY. 
Air— Mary, dear Mary, list, awake!’ 
(Miss Bryant.) 


Hist! dearest, hist! thy Mary wakes, 
For thy silver-toned voice all slumber breaks, 
The soft dreams of fancy e’en fled at the sound, 
But, hush! are there listeners ? look, love, around. 
‘The watch-dog is moving—my father speaks— 
Oh, breathe not a word! for, if he awakes, 
Though the moonlight seems listening over the 
land 
To the whispers of angels like me, 
Yet my father, well armed, with a sword in his 
hand, 
Will prove but a mortal to thee, 
My dear Harry, 
Would prove but a mortal to thee. 
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Ah, love, do I see thee? oh, yes, it is thou! 
And give me your hand; yes, I press it now ; 
Thy smile plays so sweetly, just like the moon- 
beam 
That trembles so softly in yonder stream ; 
But stay, stay, no raptures, for danger flies, 
Though true love, I mark him, now peeps from 
thine eyes. 
But cease—from the casement I’ll instantly glide, 
For the voice of the flatterer to me 
Can charm not, while Virtue continues my guide, 
And so let Affection guidé thee, 
My dear Harry, &c. 
Hark! some one is stirring ; my dearest, fly ; 
Ah, kiss not my hand—but now, love, good by— 
Yet stay, I have something to tell thee still ; 
Yes, yes, I will meet thee, by yonder hill, 
To-morrow at seven—now, dearest, away ; 
Yet stop, love, for yet I have something to say, 
And now I’ve forgot half the tale I would tell, 
All, all is forgotten but thee ; 
So glide o’er the garden—now, dearest, farewell, 
Go dream of thy love, like me, 
My dear Harry, &c. 


PLIPP PLO F 


ANCIENTS AND MODERNS. 
Air— The whirligig World, 0!” 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


WHAT poet would engage 
To sing the wonders of the age 
Or the heroes of a nation 
Without some inspiration ? 
So, fill a bowl of nectar, 
That I may toast each Hector, 
Who made a mighty noise in the world, 0! 
Mighty shades 
Of royal blades, 
Or demagogues, 
And fighting dogs, 
Who got a name 
In fields of fame, 
?Mid the rattle 
Of the battle— 
Heigh down! ho down! 
Drunk with their renown, 
Like whirligigs, they spun the world, - 


There was Alexander Great, 
He fought at such a rate 
That he thought his work was done, 
?Cause he lodged in Babylon, 
But, at last, before he died, 
He fairly sat and cried, 
To conquer another little world, 0! 
Fighting dog, 
Fond of grog, 
Made a fuss 
At Granicus, 
Got his name 
In fields of fame, 
?Mid the rattle 
Of the battle— 
Heigh down! ho down! 
Drunk with his renown, 
This whirligig at last left the world, O! 


There was Cesar, of Rome, 
Who could seldom stay at home, 
With his vent, vidi, vici, 
And truly such a nice eye, 
That he could see his legions 
Conquering in regions 
Where scarcely his flag was unfurled, O 
Frank and Gaul, 
Beat ’em all, 


In Belgic war 
The conqueror, 
Got his name 
In fields of fame, 
Mid the rattle 
Of the battle— 

Heigh down! ho down! 

Great was his renown, 

Yet this whirligig at last left the world, O! 


But, to cut the ancients out, 
Bonaparte he rose, no doukt, 
Great captain of his day, 
Who, for universal sway, 
In the east and in the west, 
Could never be at rest, 
Whenever his banner was unfurled, O! 
But he would go 
To Moscow, 
And glory lost 
In the frost, 
And then he flew 
From Waterloo, 
And left the rattle 
Of the battle— 
Heigh down! ho down! 
Great was his renown, 
Yet this whirligig at last left the world, O! 


But away with foreign lumber, 
We have heroes out of number, 
And you pretty well know 
Messrs. Wellington and Co. 
Who took away the boast 
Of the mighty Gallic host 
Wherever their banner was unfurled, O! 
A gallant band, 
Who nobly stand, 
To live or die 
For victory, 
Who got their name 
In fields of fame, 
?Mid the rattle 
Of the battle— 
Heigh down! ho down! 
Give ’em their renown, 
Ye whirligigs that govern the world, O! 


And perish ev’ry slave 
That would insult the brave, 
Or make warriors the sport 
Of the whirligigs at court, 
And let the wretch be slain 
Who our banner would stain, 
That so long has been the pride of the world, O. 
With freedom blest, 
Above the rest, 
Our heroes stand, 
A mighty band, 
Who got a name 
In fields of fame, 
?Mid the rattle 
Of the battle— 
Heigh down! ho down! 
Great is their renown, 
For our whirligigs have spun round the world, O! 


POF L IIL 


ADIEU, FAIR MAID. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


ADIEU, fair maid, ’tis glory’s call 
Compels me thus to part; 

To thee I leave my life, my all, 
To thee consign my heart. 

Should absence prove my charmer true, 
How dear the gift will be ; 

And, when its pulses throb for you, 
Think, think, oh, then, of me: 
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But should it, in the gloomy day 
Of battle’s dread alarms, 

Neglect the accustomed homage pay 
To fair Amanda’s charms ; 

Ok, let it not her bosom move, 
It still can faithful be, 

This, this its constancy can prove, 
Think, think, oh, then, of me. 


Should death for ever seal mine eyes, 
To fill a warrior’s tomb, 

Oh, then, the grateful offering prize, 
Twill be Amanda’s doom ! 

How blest, in blissful realms above, 
United e’er we'll be ; 

No envious absence mars our love, 
Think, think, till then, of me. 


PPO PII? LF 


THE PROPHETS. 


In the tenth book of Job, which I now meam to 
quote, : 
At the third and fourth verses, you'll find it thus 
wrote : 
Old Moses inyited some prophets to dine, 
And drink a few bottles of gooseberry wine. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Then Moses was placed in the chair in a trice, 
And Aaron, his crony, devuted his vice ; 
When the glass moving quick, and the wine being 
strong, 
Moses declared they snou.a each sing a song. 
Derry down, &c. 


They all looked askew, which friend Moses soon 
saw, 
But what Moses said, why, you know, sir, was 
law ; 
So he frankly declared, that should any decline, 
He would fine each defaulter a bumper of wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then Aaron sung first, as vice-president should, 
And stated the law as at that time it stood, 
When the thumb-stick he handled, and said, with 
a nod, 
They would soon see their president drunk asa 
hog. 
Derry down, &c. 
Then Elijah, Elisha, and old Hezekiah, 
Begged leave to tell Moses it was their desire, 
Since each man must sing, to obey his decree, 
That, with his permission, they’d give him a 
glee: 
Derry down, &c. 
GLEE. 


How merrily we live that prophets be, 
Round the world we roam with pious glee, 
Foretelling great events to a certainty ,—ad libitum. 


Little David, it seems, was the next of their 
choice, 

For they very well kuew he’d an excellent voice ; 

But he vowed he cou’dn’t sing—they swore it was 
a thumper, 

And poor little Davy was fined in a bumper. 

Derry down, &c. 


Then Solomon rose, resplendent in glory, 

And said he had much rather tel] them a story ; 

But the cry against that was a great deal too 
strong, 

For they would 


Song.” 


have nothing but ‘ Solomon’s 


Derry down, &c. 


SOLOMON’S SONG. 


I’ve kissed and I’ve prattled with fifty fair maids, 
And changed them as oft do you sec? 
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But of all the fair damsels that danced on the 
green, 
Dear Sheba’s the queen for me, &c. 


Satay Noah, whom much has been said 
of, 
And his jaunt on the water, which we all have 
read of, 
Not liking thin gooseberry, called for a dram, 
And then gave ’em the song which he sung 9 
young Ham, 
Derry down, &:, 


NOAH’S SONG. 


And bearing up to gain the port, 
Some well-known object had in view ; 
An abbey, tower, or harbour-fort, 
Which ere the flood old Noah knew ; 
While oft the lead the seaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot sung, 
By the mark seven. 


Then Ezekiel rose next, sir, a very great smoker, 
But in lighting his pipe, burnt his nose with the 
poker ; 
Being skilful in music, and proud of his voice, 
With exquisite fancy this song was his choice. 
Derry down, &c. 


EZEKIEL’S SONG. 


Of the ancients it’s speaking, my soul, you’d be 
after, 
That they never got how come you so ; 
Would you seriously make the good folks die with 
laughter, 
To be sure the dog’s tricks we don’t know, 
With your smalliluh nonsense, and all your queer 
boderns, 
Since whiskey’s a liquor divine : 
To be sure the old ancients, as well as the mo- 
derns; 
Did not love a sly sup of good wine. 
Did not love, &c. 


Next Habakkuk rose, for they took em in course, 
But Habakkuk’s cold had made Habakkuk hoarse; 
He declared he cou’dn’t sing any more than the 
moon, 
But if Moses pleased he would whistle a tune— 
‘ LILLABULLERO.’ 
Derry down, &c. 


Jeremiah rose next, sir, at Moses’ desire, 
Whom wit, sir, nor wine could ever inspire 5 
And in strains which would suit the commemora- 
tion, 
He sung them a verse of his own Lamentation. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then rose up little Jonah, who looked like a jelly. 
For he was just come, sir, out of the whale’s 
belly, 
For three days and three nights he was left to de- 
spair, 
So he sie unto Moses what he suffered there. 
Derry down, &c- 


JONAH’S SONG. 


Cease, rude Boreas, blustering railer, 
List, ye landsmen, all to me; 

Messmates, hear a brother sailor 
Sing the dangers of the sea. 


In the horrid belly pent, sir, 
Think on what I suffered there ; 

Forced to keep a dismal lent, sir, 
And to breathe infectious air. 


Nought but fish to feed upon, sir, 
And compelled to eat 1t raw ; 

For my hopes were almost gone, sir, 
Ere I left the monster’s jaw. 
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Then Sampsun rose next, once in prowess so big, 
But at that time friend Sampson had just got his 


wig ; 
He related the tale of his dire mishap, 
How his wife shaved his head, as he slept in her 
lap. ‘ 
‘Derry down, &e. 


SAMPSON’S SONG, 


Oh! dear, what can the matter be, 
Oh! dear, what can the matter be, 

Sampson has lost all his hair! 
Oh! that I e’er should have taken so sound a nap, 
Oh! that I e’er should have taken it in her lap, 
Oh! that I had but tied on my red night-cap, 

That Sampson had ne’er lost his hair. 

Oh! dear, what can the matter be, &c. 


They next called on Job, as a song was his forte, 
And they begged, as ’twas late, that his song might 
be short 5 
So he sung Chevy Chase to a dismal psalm tune, 
VW hich the prophets all thought would have lasted 
till noon. 
Derry down, &c. 


Now Moses, it seems, sir, who good hours kept, 
Whilst they sat a-singing, why, he sat and slept; 
But waked by the noise, sir, of. calling encore, 
He bad them get home, for they should drink no 
more. 
Derry down, &c. 


Well-bred Aaron, it seems, sir, at this took of- 
fence, 

And swore want of good manners showed want of 
good sense, 

This caused a dispute—some reflections were cast, 

Sut, for decency’s sake, we’ll not mention what 
past. 

Derry down, &c. 


PIPEF IIPS 


THEN WE WILL GO TO SCOTIA, DEAR. | 


Air—* My Highland Home.”—(J. Mackey.) 


THY Highland home, where tempests roar, 
Where northern blasts contend ; 
Thy brooks and braes all whitened o’er, 
While glitt’ring snows descend : 
But cold would be thy Emma’s heart, 
Who’d scorn with thee to rove 
O’er highland hill, or lowland part, 
Through desert, or through grove. 
Then we will go to Scotia, dear, 
And never more will roam ; 
Content shall bless our humble cheer, 
Beneath our Highland home. 


When simmer comes along the vale, 
We'll pluck the sweet blue-bell ; 
The thistle green, the lily pale, 
Or gowan from the dell; 
Thus happy, we’ll pass life with glee, 
_. While prattlers round us smile, 
And none will be more blest than we 
Around our bonny isle. 
Then we will go, &c. 


PLP PLOL HP 


MR. SQUAD AND HIS WIFE. 


Mr. SQUAD, as they say, was not half so bold, 
As his gay lady-wife was a terrible scold, 
Who was witty, and pretty, and smart, and all 
that ; 


But, in truth, she’d some reason to scold, I’m 


afraid, 
For she lately detected him kissing the maid, 
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So he very much stared, when she told him one 
day, 
My love, if you like, you may go to the play, 
Which is witty, and pretty, and smart, and al 
that. 


Now Squad was a lover of plays that were witty, 
But much more in love with his lady’s maid, 
Kitty,: 
So witty, and pretty, and smart, and all that ; 
With lawless emotion his bosom now burned, 
And in secret alone by the garden returned, 
The moon, with her horns, was just rising in 
view, 
Fatal omen! that told him that he was horned too, 
ce so witty, and pretty, and smart, and all 
that. 


Ye gods! all his optics descried 
His wife, with a tall dashing youth by her side, 
Perhaps witty, and pretty, and smart, and all 
that ; ; 
Mr. Squad, bolting out, cried, with dreadful gri- 
mace, 


‘Vile woman, now dare look your spouse in the 


face,’ 
She screamed, then exclaimed, © Thou base 
wretch,’ in a whine, 
« My maid has confessed all your wicked design, 
For she’s witty, and pretty, and smart, and all 
that. 


‘ I’m resolved on revenge, I your footsteps have 
waylaid, 
And my cousin, the captain, I’ve brought to my 
aid, 
Who is witty, and pretty, and smart, and all 
that ; 
With him you may settle the case in dispute, 
And I'll give you, gratis, this lesson to boot, 
When next with my maid you would kiss, afd all 
that, 
Pray, remember your wife may return tit for tat, 
For she’s witty, and pretty, and smart, and al 
that.’ ; 


COOL PII SP? 


THE JOYS OF SPORTING. 
Air—* Come, my Soul, post the Cole.” 


Come, haste away, the morning gray 
Calls us all to pleasure ; 
Hounds and men scamper then 
To the horn’s sweet measure. 
Over brooks, through tangled nooks, 
Health and.joy we’re courting : 
Then post away, and sing huzza' 
To the joys of sporting. 


Foaming steeds, matchless deeds, 
Brighten every minute ; 

Then a lass, and sparkling glass, 
With liquor placed within it : 
Oh, these joys are such, my boys, 

They’re worthy of our courting ; 
So away, sing huzza. 
To the charms of sporting. 


PIP OL LPR? 


PHELIM O’FLAM. 


PHELiwi O’FLAM is my name, 
A hunter of fortunes am 1; 
In love I would wish to get fame, 
For I know how to ogle and lie. 
O’Row may delight in hard knocks, 
For such fun I would not give a d—n, 
For I love to conquer the fair, 
Oh! JY drop on my knee and I swear, 
My sweet gir], now take Phelim O’Flam 
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Ac old Hebe with never a tooth, 
I swear is as beauteous as Venus ; 
Though she’s ugly, lame, and uncouth, 
Now, you'll own, I’m a clever young genus. 
I catch hold of her dry withered hand, 
And flattery down her throat cram, 
Then who can such courtship withstand ? 
Oh! she quickly obeys Love’s command, 
And her shiners are Phelim O’Flam’s. 


When I get a young widow in tow, 
Oh, I give her a sackful of bother ; 
Say her husband’s been dead long ago, 
And ’tis high time she thought of another: 
She blushes, and heaves a soft sigh, 
Tis thus the wolf catches the lamb ; 
1 drop on my knee, heave a sigh, 
Get consent by the look of her eye, 
What d’ye think now of Phelim O’Flam? 


GPPLL OSI 


JACK RATLIN, 
( Dibdin.) 

JACK RATLIN was the ablest seaman, 

None like him could hand, reef, and steer ; 
No dangerous toil but he’d encounter, 

With skill, and in contempt of fear: 
In fight a lion—the battle ended, | 

Meek as the bleating lamb he’d prove : 


Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 
Yet did he sigh, and all for love. 


The song, the jest, the flowing liquor, 
For none of these had Jack regard : 
He, while his messmates were carousing, 
High sitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one’s beauties, 
Swear never from such charms to rove ; 
That truly he’d adore them living, 
And dying sigh to end his love. 


The same express the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land ; 
Among the rest brought Jack some tidings, 

Would it had been his love’s fair hand : 
Oh, fate! her death defaced the letter, 
Instant his pulse forgot to move, 
With quiv’ring lips and eyes uplifted, 
He heaved a sigh and died for love. 


GIS PIIISP 


HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY. 
Air— The good old Days of Adam and Eve.” 
( Beuler. ) 


On, dear! it is beyond believing 
How people now are given to thieving ; 
How high and low each other’s cheating, 
Juggling, bilking, and brow-beating. 
There are some men who boast much feeling, 
Yet from the poor are always stealing ; 
Ihey cheat the nation worse than smugglers, 
And when found out they cut their jugulars, 
Sing high, sing low, it is no jest, sirs, 
Honesty is far the best, sirs. 
One Samuel Swipes, a good strong porter, 
Stole Suke’s heart when he went to court her; 
But when she was his for better or worse, sirs, 
She stole the rhino from his purse, sirs. 
When he came home quite drunk and fanny, 
She from his pocket stole his money ; 
He oft suspected and harangned her, 
She gave the lie and then he banged her. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 
They had two babes who'd fight and sputter, 
And steal each other’s bread and butter ; 
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Upset fruit-stalls, steal the apples, 
In spite of laws in church and chapels. 
Their dad now lived with Mr. Water, 
Who dealt in wine and bottled porter ; 
Swipes drank the wine, at last, in sport, did 
Steal some port, and was transported. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 


When Swipes’ two children did grow bigger, 

The boy became a noted prigger ; 

Of turning pockets was a quick learner, 

But soon got turned to a Brixton turner. 

His sister lived in service snugger, 

But stole the wine, and tea, and sugar ; 

Till she got, through being unwary, 

In the Pen-i-ten-ti-ary. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 


Now Mrs. Swipes went out a charing, 

For candles’ ends and good cheese paring ; 

But, lud! she wa’n’t content with these, sirs, 
But took whole candles and lumps of cheese, sirs. 
She smugged some butter in her bonnet 

One day, and going, she put on it, 

Cook made her stop to baste the meat, sirs, 


{ And Swipes’ prize melted down t’ her feet, sirs. 


Sing how, sing low, &c. 


In butter thus was Swipes now roasting, 
When for some salt cook sent her posting ; 
’T'was Christmas time, the air did cut her, 
She looked like a carrot cooled in butter. 
Her pockets now had four eggs good in, 
With plums all stolen to make a pudding 5 
But, ah! she slipped, (’twas frosty weather, ) 
And smashed her eggs and all together. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 


‘Next Mrs. Swipes went out a nursing, 


But this place she did much worse in ; 
Her patient was ill with the phthisic, 
And Swipes served out his wine and physic. 
One day the mistress went to walk out, 
Swipes got a bottle—drew the cork out, 
She gulped that down with two bottles more, sirs, 
Then fell a sprawling on the floor, sirs. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 
Stolen goods though sweet, says a wise one, 
Often times will prove a pcison ; 
The mistress when come home set at her, 
But Swipes couldn’t tell what was the matter. 
“‘QOh! ma’am, some’at works me down and 
up’ards ;” 
Ma’am saw why, when she looked in the cup- 
! b’ards, 
She’d drank the wine and some’at which caught 
her— 
She’d swallowed a bottle of julap and water. 
Sing high, sing low, &c. 


Now all who love things under the roses, 
Pray go read o’er the laws of Moses ; 
Especially that which all surpasses, 
But coveting other’s oxen and asses. 
’Tis best to mind laws, written or oral, 
They serve to make mankind keep moral ; 
For justice, soon or late, makes folly see 
That honesty’s the greatest policy. 
Sing how, sing low, &c. 


e 
GLOCIPCS 


YES IS THE WORD I LOVE THE BEST. 
(Merry. ) 

YEs is the word I love the best, 

It always sets my heart at rest ; 

When I ask a pretty girl for a kiss, 

What pleasure there is if she answer YES 5 

Yes, yes, yes, 
What pleasure there is in a kiss, 
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No is the word I hate the most, 

It makes me fit to give up the ghost ; 

When, instead of a kiss, I geta blow, 

And, instead of a smile, a sulky No! 
No, no, no! 

How I hate the word and a blow. 


Young maids are wrong to make a fuss, 

If a man like me desires a buss ; 

For I am certain to be at a loss, 

Whenever they pout, and are devilish cross ; 
Cross, cross, cross ! 

I detest to be at a loss. 


YEs is the only word to please, 

It sets a youth so much at his ease, 

It gives him an air and manner fine, 

And a winning look, just the same as mine 3 
Mine, mine, mine ; 

Yes, it gives him a manner fine. 


POPP ILLS 


WHEN GLORY’S THE PRIZE, 
(Upton. ) 
LET Venus spread beauty to fetter mankind, 
And Bacchus in drinking delight ; 
’Tis glory, proud glory! enraptures the mind, 
And strengthens the hero in fight! 


Then, Fame, let thy trumpet, thy trumpet re- | 


sound, 
And echo the strain to the skies! 
The soldier in battle more valiant is found, 
When glory, bright glory!’s the prize! 


GILL IL IF 


THE WATCHMAN AND THE LAMP- 
LIGHTER ; 


OR, THE MAID OF BARBICAN, 
Air—“ Away with this Pouting and Sadness,” 


in Smithfield there lived a fond lover, 
A poor little ugly man ; 

He was forty, or yet something over, 
And watchman of famed Barbican : 

He liked a fair maiden, called Polly, 
Who lived in a sarvice hard by, 

And as love made ’em both moloncolly, 
They’d meet in his watchbox to cry. 

Then pity this poor little watchman, 
Who told you the hours of the night; 

But whose flame was put ont by a dark man, 
Although he was called the Gas-light. 


As she lay in her bed she would listen, 
To hear him cry out £* one o’clock \” 
Being certain the cry it was hisen, 
The street-door she’d softly unlock! 
Then into the night-house he’d go, sir, 
And fetch her some biscuits and beer, 
Then they’d go, and they’d sit in the watchbox, 
And shed o’er their supper a tear. 
Then pity this poor, &c. 


But, one Saturday morning, being hurried, 
From him she was forced to decamp, 
And was caught in Long-lane, rather flyrried, 
By a lamplighter trimming his lamp - 
Who straightly fell deeply in love, oh! 
With this here poor young sarving maid, 
And her heart being given to rove, oh! 
She listened to all that he said. 
Then pity this poor, &c. 


Next night the poor watchman called one, sirs ; 
But, good lack! all his calls were in vain, 
For Polly was lit with the gaslight, 
And Charley might now call again,— 





Who, in turning the street, soon turned whiter, 


When to his hard gaze was displayed, 
In the arms of a dirty lamp-lighter, 
The form of this false sarvant maid. 
Then pity this poor, &c. 


He looked on the couple with horror, 
And wished for to make a retreat ; 
And, says he, ‘‘ Sir, Pd give youa beating, 
If I might come off of my beat.” 
But, his thumb popping up to his nose, sir, 
The Gas, with a genteelish knack, 
Said,—‘* My lad, do’n’t you wish you may gié 
it 2?” 
And so laid him flat on his back. 
Then pity this poor, &c, 


But his rattle in rage then a-springing, 
The Charleys all ran to the fray, 
And charges at each other flinging, 
To the watchhouse they bore ’em away ; 
There they stopped in the dark-hole so long, sirs, 
And it being quite damp where. they lied, 
They caught cold,—ah, my sorrowful song, sirs, 
Of consumption all three of ’em died. 
Then pity this poor, &c, 


OP LIP IIL 


’TIS NOT YOUR SAYING THAT YOU 
LOVE. 


(Mrs. Aphra Behn, 1685.) 


*TIs not your saying that. you love 
' Can ease me of my smart; 
Your actions must your words approve, 
Or else you break my heart, 


In vain you bid my passions cease, 
And ease my troubled breast ; 

Your love alone must give me peace, 
Restore my wonted rest. 


But if I fail your heart to move, 
And ’tis not yours to give, 

I cannot, will not, cease to love, 
But I will cease to live. 


PE LOPOTE 


FILL UP THE GLASS. 
Air— Fin ch’ an dal Vino.”—(H. M. Milner.) 


TIME well employing, 

New sweets enjoying, 

Life never cloying, — 
Gaily shall pass. 


From every care shrinking, 
All sorrow and thinking 
Chasing by drinking, 
Fill up the glass, 
Women inviting, 
To share our delight in, 
Professions inditing, 
False vows ever plighting, 
Till perfect we’re quite in 
Gaining a lass. 


From sweet to sweet roving, 

Fresh joys ever proving, 

The pleasures of loving 
What joy can surpass, 

Early beginning, 

Victory winning, 

Betwixt wine and women 
Let my life pass, 


GPP LAIIEH 
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THE SAIL CLINGS LAZILY DOWN THE 
MAST. 


A BOAT GLEE, 
[Translated from the Spanish.] 
Air— La Barquilla.”—(Lord Nugent. ) 


Goop night, love, from over the main, good night, 
_ At this hour so calm and chill ; 
Though the heart, as the sunbeam, be warin and 
light, 
It may sink at its parting still. 
For the last smile of day fades fast in the sky, 
And its last blush is on the sea ; 
Then take this kiss and the faithful sigh 
That wafts it home to thee. 


The sail clings lazily down the mast, 
And our galley sleeps in the tide, 

Like the sea-bird that floats on the dark wave past, 
With his broad wing closed to his side. 

Then give way, lads, give way, stretch out the oar, 
Through the sparkling brine give way, 

And to gentle hearts and bright eyes on shore, 
Sweet rest till return of day. 


Over pathless wastes and through shades of eve, 
Our vessel’s lone journey lies ; 
And faint and far o’er the land we leave, 
The glimmering twilight dies. 
Yet, as pure and as true as the track which she 
gives, 
In her deep bright wake through the sea, 
Is the trace which in faithful memory lives, 
And points towards home and thec. 


Give way, for the stormy saint’s feast is nigh, 
And the sun’s path draws to the line ; 

Then pull stout through the calm of this fav’ring 

sky, 

And we'll moor ere the morning shine. 

Then give way to the brave bark, cheerly as strong, 
Through the sparkling brine give way ; 

See, she moves in light and she moves in song, 
So speed the return of day. 


GPaLIC ILD 


THE HOAX; 
OR, THE RED HERRING HUNT. 
(T. Jones.) 


’Twas five in the morning, nine lads from the 
city, 
Who barely before had crossed horses’ backs, 
Set off for the chase all buxom and pretty, 
Well mounted, no doubt, on nine old hacks. 
A terrier and lurcher was brought by Will Whim- 
ble, 
Two hounds that were lame by Harry Le Gay ; 
Thus smartly equipped, these knights of the thim- 
e, 
Sat off for the sports of a grand field-day. 
SPOKEN.] Imagination labours in vain to de- 
scribe the starting of these high-bred youths ; it 
was fortunate for them, that the early hour of the 
morning secured them from interruptions of the 
idle and ignorant, for the blood of the animals, and 
the fire of the riders, would most likely have ex- 
cited the vulgar laugh that speaks the vacant mind. 
Of the horses, three were blind, two were lame, 
one broken winded, one spavined, and the other 
two so nearly worn out by age and fatigue, that 
the riders looked better able to carry than they. 
Ben Buckram, a buckish blade, was the only one 
who mounted spurs, the rowels of which were in- 
cautiously struck so unmercifully into the sides of 
his Rosinante, that away she flew, and soon dis- 
posed of her burden, while the rest, impatient for 
the sport, followed the game in view, cr ing, 
Yoicks! yoicks! so ho! tally ho! huzza! 
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The hounds, they were told, would throw off at 
eleven, ; 
So scampered away all as fast as they could, 
Ben Buckram had mounted again, and by seven, 
Each lad had been decently rolled in the mud. 
Tim Twist for a spur, had stuck fast in his heel 
A bodkin, to use which he knew the right way ; 
But his nag when he felt the full force of the steel, 
Spoilt his relish for sport on this grand field-day. 


SPOKEN.] The poor devil, as lean as a starved 


rat,-giving a start and a groan, pitched Tim nine 


feet, full measure, over his head, and there broke 
his fall by breaking his arm and her knee. This 
was a dreadful disaster : it stopped the whole party ; 
they got him to a cottage at some distance, where, 
as the song says, 


«« If you are sick, or in fits tumble down, 
You reach death, ere the doctor can reach you 
from town.” 


Bill Buttonhole was despatched to the next village 


for a surgeon, but, on the road, Bill threw his stick 
at, and knocked down a turkey-cock, who, espying 
his scarlet waistcoat, had accosted him in the 
usual way, gobble, gobble, gobble, which Bill, in 
his haste, took for cobbler, cobbler, cobbler; and, 
indignant at this stain upon the cloth, had taken 
summary vengeance on the offender. The owner 
of the bird soon dismounted the young gallant, 
and demanded payment, which our hero not being 
able to comply with, his horse was detained as 
security, and he was forced to travel on foot. This 
delayed time. 
rived, and found matters not quite so dangerous as 
might have been expected. The charger was re- 
deemed, and after Tim had been bled, blistered, 
bound up, and put to bed, the rest of the party 
started again, with a 


The doctor, however, at length ar- 


Yoicks! yoicks! &c. 


The time, by disasters, had thus been delaying, 


Till Sol had attained his meridian height : 


The hounds caught a scent, which these sportsmen 


obeying, 
Pursued till they saw the dull shadows of night. 


They rode, and they hallooed, without game in 


view, 

The dogs ran till so tired they lagged by the way ; 

Each thought he saw something, and each swore 
’twas true, 

That he relished the sports of this grand field 

day. 

SPOKEN.] It was truly diverting to hear Ralph 
Remnant, and Sam Sagity, who were the orators 
of the party, tell the tale to the wonder, delight, 
and astonishment of their friends. Ralph had vi- 
sited some of the debating societies of London, 
and as he had caught a small portion of their fire, 
he was reckoned an acute fellow at telling a story. 
“Ha! ha! ha!” said Ralph, beginning with a 
broad horse laugh, ‘‘ ’f'was glorious sport.”” “So 
it was,” cried Sam, with an irresistible lisp, which 
increased the laugh of all present. ‘‘ Yes, yes,” 
continued Ralph, ‘‘ you know we heard the hounds 
to the right of the turnpike-gate, and, had it not 
been for a flock of sheep that raised a confounded 
dust, and kept up a continued ba, ba, ba, we 
should have seen them, nodoubt. How the horses 
pricked up their ears and started with ardour,— 
the hounds caught the scent, and away we went, 
neck or nothing, with, high over: yoicks! yoicks ! 
high over! tantivy! ha, ha, ha.” and thus by 
the help of a little throwing the hatchet, or what 
is termed embellishment, had almost gone so far 
as to swear he saw a whole party of the country 
gentry in pursuit of sly renard a little a-head ; 
when an old huntsman, who had hitherto been 
silent, assured al] present, that no game had been 
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started,—that no hounds had been out. This 


waggish old sportsman, having learned their inten- 


tions, while they were delayed by poor Tim Twist’s 
disaster, had crossed their road, and traversed a 
considerable portion of the neighbouring counties, 
with a red herring at his horse’s heels. He, how- 
ever, assured them, he was glad to find they had 
been so highly amused, and concluded with an in- 
vitation to a future meeting ; when, if they would 
attend him, equally well mounted and equipped, 
he would show them in reality, what they had 
only enjoyed in imagination. ‘These nine youths 
looked blue, and withdrew one by one, while the 
huntsman endeavoured to cheer up the pack by 
concluding his account with a view halloo, ( here 
the view hallov should be introduced, ) and a 
Yoicks! yoicks! &c 


CPL EL PEP 


SOLDIERS KNOW NO SORROW. 
(G. Colman.) 


BrIskL¢ beat the hollow drum! 
Merry see the soldier come! 
Pikes and halberts gleaming ; 
Colours gaily streaming ; 
Troll the martial measure : 
*Tis the soldier’s pleasure— 
Briskly beat the drum! 
Soldiers know no sorrow ; 
We’re merry men, on English ground, a-ground : 
Careless of to-morrow, 
We gaily march the country round a-round. 


PIP LIE OH 


THE WITHERED PRIMROSE. 
(W. Holloway.) 


SWEET flower! in what secluded dell, 
Or lonely brake, on mossy bed, 
Where the first buds of April swell, 
Didst thou expand thy modest head, 
And look abroad, with moistened eyes, 
On dewy meads and sunny skies ? 


Oh! luckless was that rover’s hand 

That plucked thee from thy parent stem, 
And bore thee from that region bland, 

To this sad refuge, drear and dim! 
Shut up from air and cheerful day, 
‘To breathe thy fragrant life away. 


Such Emma was,—the gay, the young,— 
So bloomed she in her virgin state, 
While to a mother’s heart she clung— 
So sweet her spring, so short her date! 
Snatched from her home, in frailty’s hoar, 
She withered in the spoiler’s power ! 


Alas! for her, who, frail as fair, 

Rests on a villain’s vows her trust 4 
Who shall her deep-felt wrongs repair, 
Or raise her honour from the dust ? 
Ah! none :—when virtue’s day is o’er, 
Juike thee, she fades to bloom no more! 


GPLIPL POST 


A CATALOGUE OF THE GRACES ; 


OR, LARRY 0’COG’s JUMP OUT OF THE FRYING- 
PAN INTO THE FIRE, 


Air—-‘* If you can caper as well as you modulate.” 
(B. Ju Be Box) 


Ocu! in Leinster, I had a young crature, my 
sweetheart, 
As buttermilk luscious! a nate fashioned tit, 
What, before I left home to drive here ina sea- 
cart, 
Loved me dearly as ever a cat loved hex kit! 
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She was comely and round as a Kilkenny dump- 


ling, 
With a skin like a big speckled pratie’s hide 
clear ; 
Amongst hundreds of others, what loved me—my 
plumpling, 


Swate Judy, I reckoned most fair of the fair! 
For of black or brown beauty-tints, rosy fat faces, 
Ruby-lip, fair-cheek, or tawney-dip dye ; 
Give me the swate lass with these two charming 
graces, 
A carrot-red head and squint-languishing eye!! 


Since I’m here been in England, I plenty can 


muster 
Of swate cratures, what prize me as dear as their 
lives ; 
While they hang round my neck, just like bees in 
a cluster, 
All their hearts’ honey-hope is to make me their 
wives! 
Sure there’s Patty, and Polly, and Lucy, and 
Lydia, 
Nell, Nanny, and Fanny, and merry hrown 
Joan ; 
Och! and Hetty, and Letty, and Becky, and 
Bridgy, 


With swate tazing to marry, ean’t let me alone! 
But of black or brown beauty-tints, &c. 


As in travel from London to Leinster { came here, 
Sure atche lass I was met in my way overtook 
Me, and smiled in my face, (that’s what’s got up 

my name here, ) 
While she turned round behind me my BEAUTY 
to look ! 
As I walked through your streets here, at first quite 
a stranger, 
Sure the cratures was stared all the eyes in their 
head ; 
‘ Och!’ cried I, to myself, ‘ Sure there’s mighty 
great danger, 
All these darlings for LARRY O’CoG will go 
dead !!’ 
Yet of black or brown beauty-tints, &c. 
But, at last,—I suppose the job’s cooked up by 
nater,— 
I jumped out of the FRYING-PAN into the FIRE! 
For I married a squinting, fat, red-headed crature, 
What, as KITCHEN-COOK, oft let herself out to 
hire! 
And now tookt to my arms, she’s still so fond of 
basting, 
By the powers, she’d be BASTING me morning 
and night, 
If I wouldn’t be give her a small bit of tasting 
What shellelagh can do with her notions of 
fight! ' 
So for black, brown, or rosy tits, since such the 
case is, 
My wife’s beauty and manners may last till she’ll 
die ; 
And though with her must die my two favourite 
GRACES, 
Be’t to-morrow, by J——, I don’t think I'll 
cry! 





PLIFIPCG 


VLL LOVE THEE, SWEET, FOR EVER, 
( Bryant.) 


WHat though yon blooms a tender flower, 
Shall I despise thee ?—never, 

Though fortune shines or sorrows pour, 
1’]l love thee, sweet, for ever. 


And if you breathe the bitter sigh, 
Or ever think of grief, 

My heart wouid burst—or else ’twould die, 
Till it had brought relief. 
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Then while I live I’ll live to love, 
I’l} part with thee—oh, never ! 
For while there is a heaven above, 
I’ll love thee, sweet, for ever. 


FLIP PIIPP 


HOMPEREY AND LEMONSUCK. 
A DUET. 


ZOUNDS, Mr. Homperey, no you hear de knocker 
going? 

Allons to de porte, and see who’s dere. 

No, Mr. Lemonsuck, though you look so very 
knowing, 

Yon may go and open it, I wo’n’t, I declare. 

Rascal, villaine, beefeater, and vagabone, 

Know ven you speak a me, you parlez to a gen- 
tilhomme. 


Soup meager, frigasee, frogeater, and bag of bone, 
Hold your saucy tongue, or else ’tis ten to one 
you’re sent ill home. 


Go to de door, you rascal, don’t you hear the 
knocking, 
I’m determined here I’ll stand, as still as de stock. 


Master and missus, and all the maids will here be 
flocking, 
There they go again, don’t you hear the knock. 


Mr. Homperey, you must know, sare, 
Dat me vill never go, sare, 
Me not porteur, no, no, sare ; 
Me butler, and valet-de-chambre, 
Me dress so fine and neat, 
Louis-d’ors me have dix--huit. 
Mr. Homperey, you must know, sare, &e. 


Go to the door, you rascal, don’t you hear, &c. 
Master and missus, and all the maids, &c. 


I’d have you to know, great Mounseer Parlez- 


vous, 

Though not so well paid, I’m as good a man as 
you, 

And that frigaseed frogs, and your dainty French 
stew, 


Must bow to the beef of Old England— 
Oh! the old English roast beef. 


Go tothe door, you rascal, don’t youhear, &c. 
Master 244 missus, and all the maids, &c. 


SOLO PLIF 


THOU WILT NOT BID ME GRIEVE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


THOUGH countless leagues divide us, 
And ocean’s ills accrue ; 

Though distance long has tried us, 
Yet still our hearts are true ! 

Shall Time, then, change, or chide us, 
That falsehood we pursue ? 

No, the vows that first allied us 
In absence we’ll renew. 


But years may still roll o’er, love, 
Before we meet again ; 

And Fashion’s giddy store, love, 
Will yield thee many a swain ; 

While thousands to adore, love, 
Will follow in thy train, 

And will the vows they pour, love, 
Be always breathed in vain? 


Yet, yet I will not doubt thee, 
Thy heart could not deceive, 

And mine would break without thee, 
I live but to believe 
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That those who sigh about thee 
Will ne’er thy faith bereave, 
Though Wealth and Grandeur flout thee, 
Thou wilt not bid me grieve, 


PII PLIGD#? 


THE LITTLE GLASS SLIPPER. 
(Male. ) 


Ou, yes! ch, yes! oh, yes! 
This grand proclamation 
Must go through the nation, 
Must meet every ear, 
(I mean those of the fair,) 
So, sweet lasses, beware, 
Of your hearts have care, 
But first arrange yourselves in prim array, 
This is to give notice—mind what I say— 
Whether pretty miss, 
Or a witty miss, 
Tall miss, 
Small miss, 
Bold miss, 
Old miss, 
Leering miss, 
Jeering miss, 
Winking miss, 
Blinking miss, 
Prudish miss, 
Rudish miss, 
Smngly miss, 
Ugly miss, 
Or the tight miss, 
But the right miss, 
Is the miss that I want, whether 
With a neat little foot that will fit this glass slip- 
per, 
Oh, yes! oh, yes! oh, yes! 
A neat little foot that will fit this glass slipper. 


Your hearts examine, pray ; 
Will not conceit now say, 
Though you look so demure, 
That you are the miss, sure, 
By your leave, then, ’ll try, 
What, now blushing, oh, fy! 
Though I doubt much that you’ll blush, when you 
sa 
T’ our pines with the parson—love—honour— 
obey! 
Whether pretty miss, 
Or a witty miss, &c. 


Our sweet prince is confined, 
Much disturbed in his mind ; 
All his appetite gone, 
He cannot lie alone, 
And at stake is his life, 
All for want of a wife. 
That only miss he’s determined to wed, 
To have and to hold at board and at bed ; 
Whether pretty miss, 
Or a witty miss, 
Tall miss, 
Small miss, 
Bold miss, 
Old miss, 
Leering miss, 
Jeering miss, 
Winking miss, 
Blinking miss, 
Prudish miss, 
Rudish miss, 
Smugly miss, 
Ugly miss, 
Or tight miss, 
But the right miss, 
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Ts the miss that he’d have, whether # 
With a neat little foot that will fit this glass slip- 
per, 
Oh, yes! oh, yes! oh, yes! 
A neat little foot that will fit this glass slipper. 


GPOFLLIPF 


KEEP THOSE TEARS FOR ME, 
(T. Moore. } 


WHEN ’midst the gay I meet 
That blessed smile of thine, 

Though still on me it turns most swect, 
I scarce can call it mine’ 

But when to me alone 
Your secret tears you show, 

O, then I feel those tears my own, 
And claim them as they flow. 

Then still with bright looks bless 
The gay, the cold, the free ; 

Give smiles to those who love thee less, 
But keep those tears for me. 


The snow on Jura’s steep 
Can smile with many a beam, 
Yet still in chains of coldness sleep, 
How bright soe’er it seem ; 
But when some deep-felt ray, 
Whose touch is fire, appears, 
Oh, then the smile is warmed away, 
And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still with bright, &c. 


PLPP ILO? 


FALSTAFF’S RAGAMUFFINS. 
(Collins. ) 


FAITH and troth, I’m so shamed of my soldiers, 
They shall never beat the march through Coven- 


try ; 
Zooks! they're the laughing-stock of all be- 
holders ! 
Such a ragamuffin group, 
That you’d swear the tattered troop 
Were newly dropped, or taken down from Ty- 
burn-tree. 


So bare and so beggarly, they’re mere food for 
powder, 
Yet they’ll fill a pit, as well as better men, d’ye 
See ; 
And their bare bones, I own, of my paunch makes 
me prouder, 
As, without any fibs, 
Four fingers on the ribs, 
May prove they never borrowed their bareness 
from me. 


And then there’s no more (I must speak it to my 
shame, too) 
Than a shirt and a half in my whole company, 
And those both were stolen from the last inn they 
came to; 
But, while there’s washerwomen, 
They’ll never want for linen, 
As they’ll find enough on ev’ry hedge and tree. 


PP EPPPPO? 


WE’LL GANG TO KIRK AWA’, 
( Upton.) 
My Jamie is a bonny boy, a bonny boy is he, 
And many miles, o’er fields and stiles, he comes a 
wooing me ; 
And though they say we shanna wed, and make a 
mickle din, 
The laddie whispers, soft and kind, « Hoot, dinna 
care a pin. 
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Sweet Jenny, leave the prating folk, dad, mither, 
bairns, and a’, 

And let them see we'll married be, and gang to 
kirk awa’.” 

My dad is grown a sour mon, and baits us with his 
tongue, ; 

My mither, too, who joins with him, forgets when 
she was young ; 

But let them scold, and let them frown, and churls 
they truly be, 

I’ll bear it all for Jamie’s sake, who whispers still 
to me, A 

“‘ Sweet Jenny, leave the prating folk, dad, mither, 
bairns, and a’, 

And let them see we’ll marricd be, we’ll gang to 


kirk awa’.” 


My granny’s kind, and takes our part, whene’er we 
are not by, 

And Jamie’s prayers are 
munna, wiuna die! 

Yor, while we have a friend in her, and kind, in- 
deed, is she, 

My Jamie’s words, like dulcet birds, still whispers 
soft to me, 

“« Sweet Jenny, leave the prating folk, dad, mither, 
bairns, and a’, 

And they shall see we’ll married be, and gang to 


kirk awa’.”’ 


joined with mine, she 


GOEL OPP OER 


LET MASONS BE MERRY EACH NIGHT 
WHEN THEY MEET. 


LET masons be merry each night when they meet, 
And always each other most lovingly greet ; 

Let envy and discord be sunk in the deep 

By such as are able great secrets to keep ; 

Let all the world gaze on our arts with surprise, 
They’re all in the dark till we open their eyes. 


Whoever is known to act on the square, 

And likewise well skilled in our secrets so rare, 

Are always respected, whether wealthy or poor, 

And ne’er yet was careless of things that are pure, 

Their actions aie bright, and their lives spent in 
love, 

At length we’ll be happy in the grand lodge above. 


We are brothers to princes and fellows to kings, 

Our fame through the world continnally rings ; 

As we lovingly meet, so we lovingly part, 

No mason did ever bear malice at heart ; 

The fool that’s conceited we’]] never despise, 

Let him come to the lodge and we’ll make him 
more wise. 


The sanctum sanctorum by masons is framed, 

And all the fine works which the temple contained, 

By Hiram’s contrivance, the pride of my song, 

The noise of a tool was not heard all along, 

And the number of masons that round it did 
move, 

By him were directed, inspired from above. 


GPP L IL IS 


I TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN MEN, 
(Wandsworth. ) 


I TRAVELLED among unknown men, 
In lands beyond the sea, 

Nor, England, did I know, till then, 
What love I bore to thee. 


*Tis past, that melancholy dream, 
Nor will I quit thy shore 

A second time, for still [ seem 
To love thee more and more. 


Among thy mountains did I fee. 
The joy of my desire, 
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And she I cherished turned her wheel 
Beside an English fire. 


Thy mornings showe 3, thy nights concealed 
The bowers where Lucy played, 

And thine is,-too, the last green field 
Which Lucy’s eyes surveyed. 


PIPOILIOF 


MY SPIRITS ARE YOUTHFUL AND 
MELLOW. 


Come, fill us a bumper around, 
Here’s a health to all good-humoured lasses ; 
There’s nothing on earth to be found 
So cheerful as full-brimming glasses : 
They make a man gen’rous and bold, 
They enliven each jovial fellow ; 
You may see, though I’m growing old, 
Yet my spirits are youthful and mellow. 


Dear woman I love in my soul, 
The truth with freedom I tell ye, 
Push about the full-flowing bowl, 
Here’s a health to the good-humoured Nelly : 
Dear Nelly’s a girl of such mould, 
How happy am I when I squeeze her ; 
For, believe me, though I’m growing old, 
Yet I’m able and willing to please her. 


No neighbour I slander or cheat, 
1 covet not this, that, or t’other, 
If a good humoured fellow I meet, 
Why that good-humoured fellow’s my brother. 
Thus my years without sorrow are told, 
Unheeded they glide o’er my folly, 
You may see, though I am growing old, 
Yet my spirits are youthful and jolly. 


No scholar nor pedant am I, 
Nor lawyer, nor grave politician ; 
The cares of this world I defy 
Whilst good humour’s my only physician. 
Let honours be bartered for gold, 
[ll live and Ill die a good feilow ; 
Then they’ll say, though he was growing old, 
Yet his spirits were youthful and mellow. 


OPP IL OLIF 


THE FISHERMAN’S WIFE. 
(J. S. Knowles.) 


SHE listens—’tis the wind, she cries ; 
‘The moon, that rose so full and bright, 

Is now o’ercast ; she looks—she sighs— 
She fears ’twill be a stormy night. 

Not long was Anna wed; her mate, 
A fisherman, was out at sea ; 

The night is dark—the hour is late— 
The wind is high— and where is he? 


Ob, who would love—oh, who would wed 
A wandering fisherman, to be 
A wretched, lonely wife, and dread 
Each breath that blows when he’s at sea? 
Not long was Anna wed ; one pledge 
Of tender love her bosom bore : 
The storm comes down—the billows rage— 
His father is not yet on shore. 


Oh, who would think her portion blest 
A wandering seaman’s wife to be, 
To hug the infant to her breast 
Whose father’s on the stormy sea? 
The thunder bursts —the lightning falls— 
The casement rattles with the rain, 
And, as the gusty tempest bawls, 
The little cottage quakes again. 


She doesn’t speak—she doesn’t sigh, 
She gazes on her infant dear, 

A smile lights up the cherub’s eye, 
Which dims its mother’s with a tear. 
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Oh, who would be a seaman’s wife ? 

Oh, who would be a seaman’s child? 
To tremble for her husband’s life, 

To weep—because her infant smiled ! 


Ne’er hadst thou borne a seaman’s boy— 
Ne’er hadst thy husband left the shore— 
Thou ne’er hadst felt the frantic joy 
To see thy Robin at the door, 
To press his weather-beaten cheek, 
To kiss it dry and warm again, 
To weep the joy thou couldst not speak, 
So Pleasure’s in the debt of Pain. 


Thy cheerful fire, thy plain repast, 

Thy little conch of love, I ween, 
Were ten times sweeter than the last, 

And not a clond that night was seen. 
Oh, happy pair! the pains you know 

Still hand-and-hand with pleasure come, 
For often does the tempest blow, 

And Robin still is safe at home. 


SPL LPI Pr 


JOLLILY DANCE AND SING. 
Air— Away with Melancholy! .”’—-( Moncrieff ) 


Away with fright and quarrel, 
Black eye, cracked heads that bring ; 
Let us attack the barrel, 
And jollily, jollily sing 
ol lol. 


Let’s drink, like hearty fellows, 
Our country and our king, 
Burn old King Rose’s bellows, 
And jollily dance, and sing 
Tol lol. 


GPIOLI PLO? 


A SIGH FOR MY FRIENDS, BUT A TEAR 
FOR MY LOVE. 


(J. W. Collins.) 


WHEN distant, my love, from my country and 
thee, 
And far from the friends that now circle the 
bowl, 
Oh! think not my heart can an instant be free 
From thy charms, so deeply engraved on my 
soul ! 
No, dearest! though oceans between us may 
foam, 
Still shall memory’s tribute, wherever I rove, 
When I think on past, happier hours at home, 
Be a sigh for my friends, but a tear, for my 
love! 


Oh! then ’twill me, from some rocky cave, 

To view the white billows, as, curling, 
pass, ’ 

And fancy I trace thy fair form in the wave, 
As bright as this instant illumine my glass! 

Then madly I’ll gaze on the high-swelling main, 
And think to my sight my loved country ap- 

ears, 

That ise thee—I fly to embrace thee again, 

Till reason dissolves my wild frenzy in tears. 


they 


And oft will I stray, by the moon’s silv’ry light, 
When lilies bloom fresh, from the day’s sunny 


showers, 
And softly, and calm, breathes the gale of the 
night, 
As fearing to steal the ripe dew from the 
flowers : 
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The strings thy white fingers so often have moved 
Shall pour onthe breeze their soit-swelling 
Strain, 
And fondly I’ll pause o’er the notes we haye 
loved, 
To snatch their wild beauty from Echo again. 


PPICILILSP? 


BARNEY MACLEAN. 
On! here’s Barney Maclean keeps the sign of the 
Pot, 
And, arrah, believe me, no very bad lot; 
You'll find a snug cabin, both neat and clean, 
At the Three-legged Pot, kept by Barney Mac- 
lean. 


There’s humming old stingo,—’twas brewed in Oc- 
tober, 

My customers praise it, when reeling home, so- 
ber ;— 

"Tis drunk by the doctor, the ’squire, and the 
dean ; 

Come, taste, and be drinking, with Barney Mac- 
lean, 


Faith, I’ll give you a toast,—Here’s Ireland, my 
boy ; 

Our king, Heir bless him, and send him much 
joy ; ! 

So good luck for ever to our Erin so green, 

Shall be all drank in bumpers by Barney Mac- 
lean. 


So if hungry or thirsty, make haste to the Pot, 

Nor fear I'll be wrong, sirs, in casting the scot ; 

No “ Tricks upon Travellers” was ever yet seen 

At the Three-legged Pot, kept by Barney Mac. 
lean, 


PPR EPP PO 


THE VIOLET NURSED IN WOODLAND 
WILD. 


A DUET, 
(Macnally. ) 


He.—THE violet nursed in woodland wild, 
Young Zephyr’s bride, Spring’s first-born 
child, 
Whose vest in heaven’s tint is died 5 
How fade its beauties on the sight, 
No more its perfume yields delight, 
When the rich rosé unfolds its pride. 


She.—The feathered tribes, who in the groves, 
With shrills mellifluous, woo their loves, 
As Nature’s self inspires the strain : 
Their melting music fails to please, 
Harsh and untuneful are their lays, 
When Philomel awakes the plain. 


Both.~—The maid endowed with Virtue’s grace, 
Appears with soul-subduing face, 
And shines in Beauty’s sphere supreme ; 
Each nymph that won the heart before, 
By her eclipsed, can charm no more, 
And all her sovereign power proclaim. 


PRP IPL CPO? 


THE WHEEL OF LIFE. 
Air— Derry down.” 


THE wheel of our life does so quickly turn round, 
And nothing of certainty in this world is found ; 
The midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us 
out ; 
Good lack’! good lack! how things are wheeled 
about, 
ry 


Derry down, &c. 


And, as they mount 


y 
‘Cheats and scra 


Till, at last, we are whee 


While thus we 





While some few aloft on Fortune’s wheel go, 
up high, others tumble be- 


low ; 


For in this we all agree, that Fate first did will 
The great wheel of life s 


hould never stand still, 
Derry down, &c. 


The courtier, he turns to gain private ends, 
Till he’s so giddy grow 
Prosperity deceives the ambitious and vain, 

And wheels on so fast it turns them out again. 


n he forgets his old friends ; 


Derry down, &c. 


While some turn to this, to that, and each in his 


wa 


pes up what can’t purchase one 
poor day, 


All this is below the true-hearted and gen’rous 


man, 
Who lives and lets live, to be happy’s his plan. 


Derry down, &c. 


And thus we’re wheeled about in this life’s short 


farce, 


led off in a rumbling 
hearse ; 


The midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us 


out, 
poor mortals are ever wheeled 
about. 

Derry down, &c, 


GPRPPPPIPE 


A BOAT WAS CALLED FROM SHORE 
( Upton.) 


“« A BOAT, a boat!” was called from shore, 
Sweet Jenny’s breast was burning, 

In hopes to see her love once more, 
From war and seas returning, 

The ship was moored, safe moored, in port, 
Each tar with gladness bounding ; 

And Jack, no longer Fortune’s sport, 
His Jenny’s name was sounding, 


‘* A boat, a boat!”? she cried, “* to mect 
The one so slowly rowing !” 

But, ere she could'the call repeat, 
Her heart with Joy was glowing, 

The youth had clasped her to his breast, 
Where she was dearest ever ; 

And soon the church their wishes blest, 
To part again—no, never! 


° 


GPP PLPOPRP 


THE QUIETUS. 
( Dibdin.) 

RAIL on at joys that are not thine, 

That thus thou leer’st at envy’s brink, 
’Tis not because we drink good wine, 

But ’tis that thou hast none to drink. 
What, though two roads before us lie, 

We on no crooked path shall fall ; 
For, that we may not walk awry, 

We'll drink till we can’t walk at all. 


Thou say’st that wine’s the cause of strife ; 
That, to the brain when it ascends, 
We quarrel, so do man and wife, 
And then, like them, we’re better friends : 
But here thou shalt not have thy will, 
Nor coax good fellows to a brawl, 
Rather than of our friends think ill 
We'll drink till we can’t think at all. 


Thou call’st the glass a foe to love : 

Why, fool, ’tis Cupid’s dearest boast, — 
What fair did celebrated prove, 

Till celebrated as a toast? 
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But imperfections should there be 
That sometimes to their lot may fall, 
Rather than faults in ladies see 
We’ll drink till we can’t see at all. 


Thou say’st that treason lurks beneath, 
And our convivial pleasure sours ; 
Thou liest, that monster does not breathe 
That dares profane a king like ours ; 
But, our firm loyalty to prove, 
And choke thee with thy ranc’rous gall, 
Rather than in a faction move, 
We'll drink till we can’t move at all. 


Yet, after all, abuse our joy ; 
Indulge this cynic spite of thine ; 
When thou hast said thy worst, old boys 
Thou canst not say we drink bad wine. 
We envy no man’s pleasures, we, 
Still ready at each generous call, 
Nay, rather than speak ill of thee, 
We'll drink till we can’t speak at all. 


PPL IP LIE? 


LIGHTLY AS THE MOMENTS FLY. 
A CHORUS. 
(Soane. ) 


O’ER the meadow, o’er the mountain, 
By the greenwood, by the fountain, 
Where the bee in daylight glows, 
Tippling nectar from the rose, 
Lightly as the moment’s fly, 
Trip it, trip it, merrily. 


Where a thousand, thousand flowers 
Fling around their od’rous showers, 
Where the purple violets blow, 
Where the golden cowslips grow, 
Lightly, &c. 


GROG IALIF 


FROST FAIR; 
OR, A LARK UPON THE THAMES. 


THE frost was very hard, and the coals were very 
dear, 

The days were very short, and the nights were very 
queer, 

The cattle, male and female, all were playing slip- 
pery games, 

When Johnny Bull set off to have a lark upon the 
Thames. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.] O: ma’am, impos- 
sible ; youcan’t pass here without handing over the 
brads, you must tip! Tip, sir, what d’ye mean? 
—Mean, why pay to be sure. Indeed, I did not 
imagine our language was capable of so much im- 
provement.—There, ma’am, keep to the left, and 
then to the right, then straight forward, and fol- 
low your nose, or else you may slip in.—Here’s my 
cock up, a halfpenny a throw.— Here’s my cock up, 
three throws a penny.—Come, come, no opposition, 
that’s what I calls smashing ; for this is the most 
wonderful wonder, this here paper was printed on 
the Thames, in February, 1814, and only a penny 
a piece! 

To tumble down, crack your crown, 
Hodges’ gin, pray walk in, 

I’ve had a slip, and broke my hip, 
O what a rig, I’ve lost my wig, 

Odsbobs, how my wife will stare O! 

When I tell her of my loss, 
Oh! she’ll be monstrous cross, 
But ’twas all on the Thames so rare O! 


The women all were mad to go and see the fun, 
And with their husbands’ linen, to the popshop 
they did run ; 


So Mr. Two-to-one filled up his ticket with the 
names, 

And all the ladies went to have a lark upon the 
Thames. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.] I say, Dick, lend 
us a hand, here’s a voman and a young un fell in 
this here hole here.—Vell, ma’am, how d’ye like 
it? I hope you are not vet.—O! Iam drowned te 
a dead certainty.—Hot' hot! hot! all a pennya 
slice !—Let me have two slices and a half, sir, that 
will be twopence-halfpenny.—Can’t make half a 
slice, my dear, if I was to dothat, I should 

Tumble down, &c. 


At reason and good argument the ladies all are 
clever, 

So to keep the fun alive they wish the frost may 
last for ever ; 


| And what care I, says Sukey, should the house be 


all in flames, 
If I can only run and have a lark upon the 
Thames. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.] There, be a good 
girl, Sally, and put on aclean pin-a-fore, and you 
shall go on the ice to-morrow—it mayn’t freeze 
again, and then you wo’n’t have another opportu- 
nity! La! pa, don’t it always freeze in frosty 
weather? There’s a sensible girl, Mr. Soapsuds, 
only sixteen the thirty-second of next month, and 
knows every letter in the alphabet except the W. 
Here is a full, true, and most affecting, and most 
cutting account of all the ladies and gem’men who 
was drowned on the Thames this here hard frost, 
and the names of all those who have 

Tumble down, &c. 


To prevent all disappointment, and to do away all 
fear, 


} A fair upon the river will be kept up once a year, 
| Where Sam and Dick, and Jack and Bill, and all 


such pretty names, 
With Sall and Moll, and Peg and Poll, may. lark 
upon the Thames. 


SPOKEN.] O, yes! O, yes! O, yes! this is to 
give notice, that a premium will be paid to the 
man or woman who brings the first waggon-load 
of ice towards freezing the Thames, at the begin- 
ning of January, 1826, where all persons are de- 
sired to assemble, to 

Tumble down, &c. 


GLP Lerer? 


OH! SAY NOT THAT MY HEART IS DEAD. 
(Us eax) 


OH! say not that my heart is dead, 
For that my lip has learned 

A lesson from the lapse of time, 
Which it would once have spurned. 


I must live with the false, the cold, 
And I must seem like them ; 

And thought and feeling wear the mask, 
That yet they most condemn, 


Oh! say not that my words are false ; 
They may not dare be true : 

What am I, that I should forsake 
The path which all pursue ? 


’Tis sad to see how all around, 
To gilded idols kneel ; 

And strive to be like one of those 
Who cannot think or feel. 


Alas! alas! to pass in peace 
Through a world so chill, so lone, 

The throbbing pulses should be steel, 
And the heart should be of stone. 
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THERE’S NO SUCH JOY AS SCOLDING. 


SOME women take delight in dress, 
And some in cards take pleasure, 
While others pride their happiness, 
In heaping hoards of treasure : 
In private, some delight to kiss, 
Their hidden charms unfolding ; 
But all mistake the sov’reign bliss, 
There’s no such joy as scolding. 


The instant that I ope my eyes, 
Adien all day to silence ; 

Before my neighbours they can rise, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence. 

When at the board I take my seat, 
“Tis one continued riot ; 

I eat and scold, and scold and eat, 
My clack is ne’er at quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
I ever am complaining ; 
Too fresh, too stale, too young, too old, 
Each guest at table paining : 
Let it be fowl, or fish, or flesh, 
Though of my own providing, 
I still find fault with ev’ry dish, 
Still ev’ry servant chiding. 


But when I go to bed at night, 
I surely fall a weeping ; 
For then I lose my great delight, 
How can I scold tor sleeping ? 
But this my pain doth mitigate, 
And soon disperses sorrow,— 
Although to-night it be too late, 
I'll pay it off to-morrow 


PPP L IE IPD 


YE SONS OF PHILANTHROPY, 
THERS OF CHARITY. 


( Hatt.) 


YE sons of philanthropy, brothers of charity, 
Yours be the praise now of angels above ; 

The widow, the orphan, ye know no disparity, 
All, all share your bounty and brotherly love. 
When sickness bows down both the meek and the 

oor, 
Liteon ye relieve, and like men ye redress ; 
To the wretched ye ope hospitality’s door, 
While your deeds are enrolled in the hearts that 
ye bless. 


BRO- 


May ye prosper and flourish, till time it shall end, 
And the heaven-born work be the last that shall 
fall ; 
Whilst the compass that guides on each brother 
and friend, 
Shows the heart which it points to,—humanity’s 
call ; 
May harmony, love tune each chord, and the soul 
Be the map where philanthropy’s boon is en- 
graven : 
May discord nor strife never reign with control, 
And your last lodge of all—be the grand lodge 


of heaven. 
TACK AND HALF TACK, 
(Dibdin.) 


THE Yarmouth-roads are right a-head, 
The crew with ardour burning, 
Jack sings out, as he heaves the lead, 
On tack and half tack turning, 
By the dip eleven! 
Lashed in the chains, the line he coils, 
Then round his head ’tis swinging ; 
And thus to make the land he toils, 
In numbers quaintly singing, 
By the mark seven! 
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And now, lest we ran bump ashore, 
He heaves the lead, and sings once more, 
Quarter less four! 
About ship, lads; tumble up there; can’t you see. 
Stand by, well, hark! hark! helm’s a lee. 
Here she comes up, tacks and sheets, haul, main- 
sail haul, 
Haul of all. 
And as the long-lost shore they view, 
Exulting, shout the happy crew : 
Each sing, as the sail he furls, 
Hey, for the fiddles and the girls. 


The next tack we run out to sea, 
Old England scarce appearing ; 
Again we tack, and Jack, with glee, 
Sings out, as land we’re nearing, 
By the dip eleven! 
And as they name some beauty dear, 
To tars of bliss the summit, 
Jack joins the jest, the jibe, the jeer, 
And heaves the ponderous plummet, 
By the mark seven! 
And now while dangerous breakers roar, 
Jack cries, lest we run bump ashore, 
Quarter less four! 
About ship, lads; tumble up, &c. 


Thus tars at sea, like swabs at home, 
By tack and tack are biassed ; 
The furthest way about we roam 
To bring us home the nighest, 
By the dip eleven! 
For one tack more, and ’fore the wind, 
Shall we in a few glasses, 
Now make the land, both true and kind, 
To find our friends and lasses : 
By the mark seven! 
Then heave the lead, my lad, once more, 
Soon shall we gaily tread the shore, 
And a half four! 
About ship, lads; tumble up, &c. 


CPO I LP? CR 


WHILE THE BLUSHES OF MORNING, 
Air—** The thatched Cottage.” 


WHILE the blushes of morning fall soit o’er the 
dale, ‘ 
And zephyrs disturb the wild bee from his 
sleep ; 
I rise from my neat little cot in the vale, 
When around the small lattice the moss roses 
creep. 
And as I am straying the fresh flowery green, 
Where dew-drops are shining beneath the sun’s 
beam, ; 
How sweet to reflect, with a conscience serene, 
Unpolluted and tranquil, like yon flowing stream. 


Thus, when I behold a sharp rancorous thorn, 
Amid the sun’s glow all its venomed leaves 
spread, 
T think how the bosom might often be torn, 
Where the sunshine of pleasure is smilingly 
shed. 
And the wild rose of June ’midst the hawthorn 
wove, 
So invitingly blushing ’mid thorns that infest, 
Is like to a beautiful object of love, 
That invites—but to wound the susceptible 
breast. 


Yon tow’ring oak, with soft ivy entwined, 
Whose green shining buds in its shelter came 
forth ; ' 
How simple, yet true it brings home to the mind, 
The beauties of friendship so rare upon earth, 
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And the dew that at night on the sharp thorn 
streams 
Is like to the tears of the love-wounded breast ; 
And the dew that at morn on the blushing rose 
beams 
Is like the sweet passionate tears of the blest ! 


PLILILEF 


FILL FROM THE BOWL, EACH JOVIAL 
SOUL. 


Air— Push about the Jorum.”’—( O’Brien.) 


FILL from the bowl, each jovial soul, 
Ne’er from its joys keep shrinking ; 

Your spouse may scour, fret, sneer, or scowl, 
They’ll think you wise when blinking. 


Fill your glasses to the brim, 
. And toast your friends and lasses ; 
Here’s to them, and three times him, 
Who catered first for glasses. 
Fill your glasses, &c. 


It is not midnight yet, my boys, 
The cock will give us warning ; 
Ne’er flinch your glass, but fill and pass, 
Till Phebus dawns the morning. 
Fill your glasses, &c. 


The dawn appears, we will away, 
And homeward stagger, wise in: 
Then with our spouses fondly play, 
And hinder them from rising. 
Fill your glasses, &c. 


Some future eve we’ll meet again, 
Through friendship and enjoyment, 
And concord shall for ever reign, 
It sweetens each employment. 
Fill your glasses, &c. 


Then let’s enjoy this life awhile, 
And still so happy spend it; 
The glass and song our time beguile, 
And may kind fortune end it. 
Fill your glasses, &c. 


OPP PLLII?P 


HAST THOU ESCAPED THE CANNON’S 
IRE. 


(Miss Seward.) 


Hast thou escaped the cannon’s ire, 

Loud thundering o’er the troubled main ; 
Hast thou escaped the fever’s fire, 

That burnt so fierce on India’s plain! 
Then, William, then I can resign, 

With scarce one sigh, the blooming grace 
Which in thy form was wont to shine, 

Which made so bright thy youthful face. 


That face grows wan by sultry clime, 

By watching, dim those radiant eyes, 
But valour gilds the wrecks of time, 

Though youth decays, though beauty fies, 
An honest heart is all to me, 

Nor soil nor time makes that lookrold, © 
And dearer shall the jewel be 

Than youth or beauty, fame or gold. 


POLLO LIF 


JEM VEST AND MRS. VATTS, OF VIND- 
MILL-STREET. 


JEM VEST, a tailor, spruce and neat, 
Right fol de riddle lol de la, 
Loved Mrs. Vatts, of Vindmill-street, 

Right fol, &c. 
Mrs. Vatts was crooked, had one eye, 
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Vhile Jem’s humped back stood all awry, 
One six foot, t’other three foot high, 
Right fol, &c. 


At making love he was no fool, 
Right fol, &c. 
He brought with him a three-legged stool ; 
Right fol, &c. 
Cried Jem, because you sha’n’t stoop down, 
I'll get on this; but, with a frown 
’Stead of a kiss, she cracked his crown, 
Right fol, &c. 


He cast at her a voful leer, 
Right fol, &c. 
my dear, 
Right fol, &c. 
Poor Vatts, you’ve canse to curse your luck, 
Ven to his heart his bodkin stuck ; 
Cried she, you’ve done it now, my buck ! 
Right fol, 
Now, every night, when tailors meet, 
Right fol, &c. 
At the Cauliflower, in Vindmill-street, 
Right fol, 
His ghost appears, and, with a vhine, 
Cries, think of Vest, who, in his prime, 
Vos got by love into a lene. 


Cried he, you’ve broke my heart, 


&e. 


&c. 


Right fol, &c. 


GLPL LIP? 


WHEN ERIN ROSE AT JOVE’S COMMAND. 
(S. Fraser.) 


WueEN Erin rose at Jove’s command, 
The gods combined to bless her, 

And wondering at the gifted land, 
They cried, who shall possess her? 
Jove, with a smile, exclaimed, the isle 

Is worth my own reserving ; 
But though the throne eclipsed my own, 
Tis his the most deserving. 


‘Then, sire,’ cried Mars, ‘ the throne is mine, 
For when the battle calls ’em, 

Her sons conduct my foremost line, 
Nor death itself appals ’em.’ 

Cried Love, ‘No, no, she’s mine, I’ll show, 
My arrows long have bought her, 

The bravest heart yields to my dart, 
When shot by Erin’s daughter.’ 


« She’s thine,’ cried Jove. ‘No, no,’ cried Truth, 
Nor Love, nor Valour wins her, 

I rule the heart of every youth, 
And every maiden in her.’ 

“ Go, go,’ cried Jove, ‘ Truth, Valour, Love, 
Though worthy of her either, 

1’]l not divide sweet Erin’s pride, 
Possess the throne together.’ 


GILL LILG? 


POOR LUDDY. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


As I was walking down the Strand, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, I. O. 
As I was walking down the Strand, 
The traps they nabbed me out of hand, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, I. O. 
i As I was walking, &c. 


Said I, kind justice, pardon me, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, I. O. 
Said 1, kind justice pardon me, 
Or Botany-Bay I soon shall see, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, I. 0. 
Said I, kind justice, &c. 


Sessions and ’sizes are drawing nigh, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, [. O. 
Sessions and ’sizes are drawing nigh, 
I’d rather you was hung than I, 
Luddy, Luddy, 
Ah, poor Luddy, I. 0. 
Sessions and sizes, &c. 


POPIPPE PL? 


1 THINK OF THEE—I THINK OF THEE, 


I THINK of thee—I think of thee, 
And all that thou hast borne for me ; 
In hours of gloom, or heartless glee, 
T think of thee—I think of thee. 


When fiercest rage the storms of Fate, 
And all around is desolate, 

I pour on life’s tempestuous sea 

The oil of peace, with thoughts of thee. 


When Fortune frowns, and Hope deceives me, 
And summer friendship veers and leaves me, 
A Timon—from the world I flee, 

My wreck of wealth—sweet dreams of thee. 


Or if I join the careless crowd, 

Where Laughter peals, and Mirth grows loud ; 
Even in my hours of revelry, 

I think of thee—I think of thee. 


I think of thee—I think and sigh, 

O’er blighted years, and bliss gone by! 
And mourn the stern, severe decree 
That hath but left me—thoughts of thee. 


In youth’s gay hours, ’mid Pleasure’s bowers, 
When all was sunshine, mirth, and flowers, 
We met—I bent th’ adoring knee, 

And told a tender tale to thee. 


*Twas summer’s eve—the heavens above— 
Earth—ocean—air—were full of love ; 
Nature around kept jubilee, 

When first I breathed that tale to thee. 


The crystal clouds that hung on high 
Were blue as thy delicious eye ! 

The stizless shore, and sleeping sea, 
Seemed emblems of repose and thee. 


I spoke of hope—I spoke of fear,— 
Thy answer was a blush and tear; 
But this was eloquence to me, 

And more than I had asked of thee. 


I looked into thy dewy eye, 

And echoed thy half-stifled sigh ; 

I clasped thy hand, and vowed to be 
The soul of love and truth to thee. 


The scene and hour are past; yet still 
Remains a deep, impassioned thrill ; 
A sunset glow on memory, 

Which kindles at a thought of thee. 


We loved—how wildly and how well, 
?T were worse than idle now to tell! 
From love and life alike thou’rt free, 
And I am left to think of thee. 


Though years, long years, have darkly sped 
Since thou wert numbered with the dead, 
In fancy oft thy form I see, 

In dreams, at least, I’m still with thee. 


Thy beauty, helplessaess, and youth, 
Thy hapless fate, untiring truth, 

Are spells that often touch the ke 

OF sweet, but mournful, thoughts of thee. 
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The bitter frown of friends estranged ; 
The chilling straits of fortune changed ; 
All this, and more, thou’st borne for me, 
Then how can I be false to thee? 


T never will—I’ll think of thee 

Till fades the power of memory ; 

In weal or wo, in gloom or glee, 

I'll think of thee—I’ll think of thee. 


GIL IIP PD? 


JOHN, JOHN, GO AND SADDLE MY 
STEED, 


JOHN, John, go and saddle my steed, 
Betty, Betty, run up to my wife ; 

What! me stay at home! O, indeed, 
I’d rather now give up my life! 

Sure, though Pleasure smiles on us at home, 
And our wife every comfort may yield, 

Still give me the gay lads that will roam 
Away to the sports of the field. 


The devil! she’s blowing me up, 
Gad! I never can bear a set down, 
So now fora good stirrup cup, ~ 
Then tell her the bird he has flown! 
For, whenever my old woman scolds, 
Her tongue she so clever can wield, 
My heart wanders until it beholds 
Some ease in the sports of the ficld. 


GILPP EOP PRP 


FAREWELL, MERRY MAIDENS. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


FAREWELL, merry maidens, to dance, song, and 
laugh, 

For the brave lads of Wistra are bound to the 
Haaf ; 

And we must have labour, and hunger, and pain, 

Ere we dance with the maids of Dunrossness 
again. 


For now, in our trim boats of Norway deal, 

We must dance on the waves, with the porpoise 
and seal; 

The breeze it shall pipe, so it pipe not too high, 

And the gull be our songstress, whene’er she flits 
by. 


Sing on, brave bird, while we follow like thee, 
By bank, shoal, and quicksand, the swarms, ot 


the sea, 

And when twenty score fishes are straining my 
line, 

Sing louder, brave bird, for the spoils shall be 
thine. 

We'll sing while we bait, and we’ll sing while we 

aul, : 

For the deeps of the Haaf have enough for us 
all :— 

There is toisk for the gentle, and skeite for the 
carle, 

And there’s wealth for bold Magnus, the son ot 
the Earl. 

Huzza! my brave comrades! give way for the 
Haaf, 

We shall sooner come back to the dance and the 
laugh ; 


For life without mirth, is a lamp without oil 
Then mirth and long life to the bold Magnus 
Troil. 


CIPS IDO 
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Judy’s so constant, I’ll never forsake her; 
She’s as true as the moon, only, 
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one afternoon, 


I caught her asleep with a hump-backed shoemaker. 
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LOONEY MACTWOLTER. 
(G. Colman.) 
On, whack! Cupid’s a mannikin ; 
Smack on my heart he hit me a polter. 
Good lack! Judy O’Flannikin ! 
Dearly she loves nate Looney Mactwolter. 
Judy’s a darling, my kisses she suffers ; 
She’s an heiress, that’s clear, 
: For her father sells beer ; 
He keeps the sign of the Cow and the Snuffers, 
She’s so smart, 
From my heart 
I cannot bolt her. 
Oh, whack! Judy O’Flannikin! 
She is the girl for Looney Mactwolter. 
Oh, whack, &e. 


Oh, hone! good news I need a bit ; 
We'd correspond, but larning would choke her. 
Mavrone! I can’t read a bit ; 
Judy can not tell a pen from a poker. 
Judy’s so constant, I’ll never forsake her ; 
She’s as true as the moon— 
Only, one afternoon, 
1 caught her asleep with a hump-backed shoe- 
maker. 
Oh, she’s so smart, &c. 


LOVE’S WEALTH. 
(Alaric A. Watts.) 


WELL, what if Fortune frown, love, 
Heed not her fickle ray, 

There are joys our hopes will crown, love, 
That cannot thus decay ! 

Talk not of gems and and love ; 
What are gold and gems to me, 

Whilst my shrining arms enfold, love, 
A prize—a prize like thee ? 

G5—veL, rH. 





The wealth for which I pant, love 
Is a heart, a form like thine; 
The only gems I want, love, 
May soon, may soon be mine! 
The diamonds of thine eyes, love, 
All brilliants else eclipse, 
And no other gems I prize, love, 
Save the rubies of thy lips. 


Then, I prithee, no delay, love, 
Lest Hope fall sick the while ; 
Let’s tie the knot to-day, love, 
Nor wait for Fortune’s smile ; 
The heavens are blue and bright, love, 
Our hearts and hopes are gay ; 
Then a fig for Fortune’s spite, love, 
We'll tie the knot to-day. 


OLPOPPEIPPO? 


TOBY LAYEMDOWN. 
.  Air—“< Bow, wow, wow.” 


You may, perhaps, a question ask, what I'm 
about to sing, sir, 

So, not to keep you in suspense, I’ll on the table 
bring, sir, 

The tale of tales which I shall chant of tittering 
Toby’s story, 

Who was of Taunton village town each toper’s 
theme and glory. 

= Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Old Layemdown, our parish-clerk, and underta- 
ker, too, sir, 

Our sexton-man, and carpenter, eclipsed in trade 
by few, sir; 

The merry soul, with spirits good, of joke and 
mirth the toast, sir, 

His tittering chops, and crack-face jests, over all 
would rule the roast, sir, 

Bow, wow, wow, &c, 
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‘This cheerful wag one day, as oft his little hat he 
courted, tea 
And, like a child, of sense bereft, 
mates they sported ;_ 
Too drunk to stand, they bore him home, anda 
coffin-subject made him ; 
Then straight repaired to the church-yard, and in 
a grave they laid him. 
Bow, wow, wow, &e. 


on him his 


Next morning, loud the hue and cry throughout 
the village ran, sir, 
The coffin it was wanted home for farmer Giles’s 
son, Sir; : 
No Toby Layemdown was seen, nor nowhere could 
be found, sir, 
ill Parson Pannch in church-yard went, and found 
him under ground, sir. “3 
Bow, wow, wow, &¢. 
Awhile the parson gazed so wild, his eyes would 
scarce believe, sir, 
That what he saw was flesh and blood, yet, .his 
doubts for to relieve, sir’, 
Mid all his fears, he called aloud,—Friend Toby, 
Toby, hey man, 
When he arose, and to the parson loudly bawled 
out, amen! : 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Why, man, the parson to him said, what have you 
here been doing? 

Why, sir, says Toby, Jooking round, my head, 
sure, ’s been a brewing ; 

By faith, I amin Timmy’s box, aye, aud his grave, 
I swear, sir, : 

Why, how the dickens came I here, it’s strange I 
do declare, sir. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


The story round was quickly spread, and folks be- 
gan to peep in, 


With, neighbour, how didst like thy bed, in church- 


yard ground to sleep in ; 
But he their taunts returned with smiles, for no- 
thing care can smother, 
And resurrection Toby’s called a worthy friend and 
brother. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


GLAILLIF 


YOUNG LOVE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


YouNG Love once on a winter’s day, 
When thick the snow fell on the ground, 
Was wandering lone, as legends say, 
Yet no where shelter found : 
His path lay through a gloomy wood, 
But stripped was ev’ry shelt’ring tree! 
The wild wind’s rage the boy withstood, 
Till, ah! a corse lay he! 
And the urchin’s last bequeath,— 
Dark hemlock, in a rosy wreath. 


PPPL PLES 


COMICAL LUNNUN,; 
OR, WIT AND MANNERS. 
Air—* Gee, oh, Dobbin,” —(Beuter.) 


To learn wit and mariners I came up to town, » 
And, thinks I to myself, when at inn I set down, 
As gents, with white napkins, kept bowing to me, 
La' how witty and civil all cockney folks be! 
ey for Lunnun, 
O, rare Lunnun! 
Surely Lunnun’s a comical place. 
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| In best clothes out I went, early next day, 


When sweep ran against me, and then ran away ; 
«¢ T don’t wonder that you look so black,” said a 
wag, 
‘¢ For I see that young sweepy has gi’en you the 
bag.” 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


Soon after, a maid, who was washing a door, 
With a pail of foul water did sluice me all o’er; 
In a pet I turned round, when the impudent slut 
Said, ‘« Ne’cr mind, my dear sir, it will wash off 
the soot.” 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


I walked through the streets till I got pretty dry, 

Then went into coffee-house, breakfast to buy ; 

I asked landlord to serve me out some, when, said 
he, “3 

<¢ You’ve been sarved out already, by what I can 
see,” 

Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


I now saw crowd running, and questioned aman, 
‘fo tell me for why they so eagerly ran ; 
«© Jiord! don’t you know ?—my dear boy, push 
along, : 3 
It’s to sce the poor fellows just going to be hung.” 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


I went, and saw’mongst them a youth in his 


teens, 

And they told me the lad had been passing of 
SCTEENS 5 

«« Passing of screens!—What, is that against 
law ?” 

«© Phoo! unrighteous flimsies, you spoon, Johnny 


Raw ?” 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


Now, as the young rogue did swing on the noose,’ 
In midst of the people, he kicked off his shoes; 
«< The chicken dies game,” said they, but I thought 
it a shame 
Of a man who was dying to be making game. 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


«© Remember the sweep-cross,” said politely a 
lad 
I told him I would, but no halfpence I had ; 
He thanked me all the same,—but this urchin, by 
gole! . . 
Bemired my clothes, and my handkerchief stale. 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


I now saw aman in fine gold-laced red coat, 
And inquired if he were not some soldier of note 5 
«© A soldier!” cried. one, and he stared like a 
ghost, 
«« Tank! don’t you know ?—that is General Post: 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


Two big men, who bore kind of watch-box on 
poles, 

Pushed me flat in a fish-woman’s basket of soles ; 

Saying, ‘‘ Make way for my lord, you great clod- 
hopping ox ;’ : 

A lord! thinks I, he looks more like a Jack in the 


box. 
_ Hey for Lunnun, &e, 


Young lady, at playhouse, with down tippet and 
muff, 

Dropped down, and folk said, she’d a drop more 
than enough ; 

So, said 1, “ Miss, like your tippet, 
down, too ;” 

She replied, ‘* Hold your mouth, or I’ll tip it to 
you.” 


now you're 


Hey for Lunnun, &c. 
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She rose up, and squaring, with a great deal of 


grace, 
Said she was up to scratch, and she wou’d paint 
my face ; 
I thought’t best to run, and now Lunnun I'll 
quit, 
For I’ve learnt quite enough of its manners and 


wit. 
Hey for Lunnun, &c. 


PIPL IE OL? 


POOR ORRA, TINK OF YANKO DEAR. 
( Dibdin. ) 
Poor Orra, tink of Yanko dear, 
Do he be gone for ever! 
For heno dead, he still live here, 
And he from heart go. never ; 
Like on a sand, me mark him face, 
De wave come roll him over, 
De mark him go, but still de place 
’Tis easy to discover. 


I see fore now, de tree, de flower, 
He droop like Orra surely ; 

And den by’m by, dere come a shower, 
He hold him head up purely ; 

And so, some time, me tink me die, 
My heart so sick he grieve me ; 

But in a lilly time me cry 
Good deal, and that relieve me. 


PLP SIP LF 


SEE HOW THE CALMLY SWELLING 
SEAS. 


( Hickie. ) 
SEE how the calmly swelling seas 
The shore with fond embraces court, 
But quick, with every passing breeze, 
Flies from his kiss in wanton sport. 


Thus, woman, thus, with syren smiles,— 
Too killing fair, too cruel pleasing,— 

Some fond, unconscious heart beguiles, 
Delighted most, when mostly teazing. 


PLL eCOLOe 


YEST’RE’EN I met heron the moor, 
A sonsie lass, I ween, 
Her cheeks were flushed wi’ crimson o’er, 
_An’ loe beamed in her een. 


Sae saft, sae sweet her lovely mou, 
*Twad shame the gowan flower ; 

An’ arched was her bonnie brow, 
Beyond the pencil’s power. 


*J'was melody itself to hear 
The words fa’ fra her tongue, 
That angels in their azure sphere 
Wi’ list’ning rapture hung. 


I glowed to be some happy swain, 
Alane by the burn side, 

An’ Mary, who, on ilka plain, 
Sae meet an’ fair a bride. 


GLI F ILI? 


DANCING, FIDDLING, AND FUDDLING. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 
In Italy born, among the lazaroni, 
The first thing I learnt was to make de macaroni, 
Indeed, I’m not romancing; © 


YEST’RE’EN I MET HER ON THE MOOR. 
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For diversion, I learnt next to draw the fiddle- 
bow, , 
When a tarantula spider bit me by the toe, 
And forced me to have a touch at dancing 
Dancing! yes, dancing! ta ral, ia lat, 


As I had a fine voice, could squall and could 
roar-a, 
I began to learn to sing of an opera signora, 
And made a progress pretty. middling ; he 
When, as ill-luck would have it, a mad fiddler, 
by-the-by, 
He bit me by the elbow, and from that moment I 
Was stark staring mad for fiddling. 
Fiddling! yes, fiddling! &c. 
Then to England I went to a general election, 
When politics and porter are both in high perfe>: 
tion, 
And most folks their heads are muddling , 
«« Free and Easy” was the word, so [ joined the 
merry throng, 
But my politics were weak, while the porter was 
so strong, 
I fell into a knack of fuddling ! 
Fuddling, yes, fuddling! &c 


GSP? ILIOF 


GADZOOKS! MY DEAR BOY, THEYRE 4 
HUNTING TO DAY. 


4iADZCOKS, my dear boy, they’re a hunting to 
day, : 

The birds are awakened in meadow and spray, 

Then why should we linger?—’tis Pleasure who 
knocks, 

So e’en let us join in the chase of the fox, 


Humanity, pshaw! ask the poor cock, and then 
You’ll find was the rascal humane to his hen, — 
He has thrown on his back her poer carcass to box ¢ 
No, no, it wo’n’t do; and we'll hunt master fox, 


He’s a sneak, for he only appears in the night, 

To take off our geese and our poultry outright, 

And so, for their sake, you’re the cause of the 
shocks 3 

Come, let us away to your death, master fox, 


PREP IPP LP 


LOVE IN THE BUILDINGS. 
Air—** Ballinamona ora.” 


IN London once dwelt, near the end of Cheapside, 
Miss Paul—a great beauty, it can’t.be denied ; 
So lofty her air was—her steps full of grace, 
And all Ludgate-hill owned she’d a very fine face ; 
Tis true that her temper was failing, 
She never appeared without railing, ; 
Though ’twas irony all, there’s no veiling 
That quite stony-hearted was she. 


Of course, many suitors Love’s doom came to meet : 
First, hopping on one leg along Watling-street, 
The Monument sought his affection to show, 
But she soon sent him back by the way of Budge- 
TOW 5 

«¢ For carrotty locks,” says she, “ rot ’em, 

I hate any one that has got ’em, 

And I know you are base at the bottom— 

No Billingsgate hero for me.” 


Next the Royal Exchange, after washing his face, 

Came, and thought of displaying a very clear case, 

He boasted his wealth, and the kings that he 
knew, 

And of old Gresham’s lectures he read her a few ; 
But, says she, “ You are past all endurance, 
By your fool’s cap and’ bells you’re a poor dunce, 
Though your face is a badge of assurance, 

No five it enkindles in me,” 
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Then Newgate stepped up, with a visage of glee, 
He shook his rough locks, and thus spoke, in loud 
hey, 
“« Try st and, transported, 
charms, 
Then, bind me, dear nymph, in’ Love’s fetters— 
thy arms !” 
But the dear nymph exclaimed, “‘ You may 
hop, too, 
You’re a thieves’ entertainer and prop too, 
And ’tis known that you oft have a drop too, 
So make no dying speeches to me.” 















I’ll hang on thy 


Spruce Waterloo-Bridge came, with many arch 
leers 
But his way she disliked, though supported by 
piers, 
And Somerset-House, by refusal confounded, 
Though, it must be a!lowed, he had claims deeply 
grounded ; 
The Chancery’s suit she rejected, 
On Temple-Bar’s gate much reflected, 
And Guildhall’s corporation objected, 
Such a big-bellied monster was he. 


The Mint of his passion made ample confession, 
But his coin wouldn’t pass, and he worked no im- 
pression ; 


While the Trinity-House thought to baffle all 
others, 
But his prospects were poor, for he had elder bro- 
thers. 


Surgeons’ College appeared rather scabby, 
The Inns of Court, courting, looked shabby, 
Too aged was Westminster-Abbey, 

And the Admiralty quite at sea. 


The Tower made love, but she smoked his report, 
And spruce Carlton-Palace in vain came to court: 
London-Bridge was so noisy, the Bank so un- 
steady, 
And the Foundling had too many children already. 
Doctors’ Commons could not find her willing, 
The Horse-Guards she thought far from hilling, 
And the Treasury not worth a shilling, 
So still quite wnmatched remains she. 


PLPPLGE PP? 


THE SAILOR’S WELCOME HOME FROM 
SEA. 


( Pocock.) 


OUR ship in port, our anchor cast, 
The tempest hushed, and calm the main, 
We little think of dangers past, 
Nor those that we may meet again. 
But, while the cheerful can goes round, 
In every draught is pleasure found, 
For then we drink, and drink with glee, 
The sailor’s welcome home from sea. 


Though hard our toil, our peril great, 
Our hours of ease but short and few, 
We never murmur at our fate, 
But each fond mom«nt past renew. 
And, while the cheerful can, &c. 


PIIPLPIO PS 


OH, ERIN, MY COUNTRY, ALTHOUGH 
THY HARP SLUMBERS. 


(T. Moore.) 


Ou, sie my country, although thy harp slum- 
ers, 

And lies in oblivion in Tara’s old hall, 
-With scarce one kind hand to awaken its numbers, 
_ Or sound a lone dirge to the son of Fingall ; 
The trophies of warfare may hang there neglected, 

For dead are the warriors to whom they were 

known, 


. 
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But the harp of Old Erin will still be respected 


While there lives but one bard to enliven its 
tone. f 


Oh, Erin, my country, I love thy green bowers, 


No music to me like thy murmuring rill, 


Thy Shamrock to me is the fairest of flowers, 


And nought is more dear than thy daisy-clad_ 
hill. 


Thy caves, whether used by thy warriors or sages, 


Are still sacred held in each Irishman’s heart, 


And thy ivy-crowned turrets, the pride of past 


ages, 


Though mould’ring in ruins, does grandeur im- 


part. 


Britannia may vaunt of her lion and armour, 


And glory when she her old wooden walls views, 


Caledonia may boast in her pibroch and claymore, 


And pride in her philabeg, kilt, and her hose ; 


But where is the nation to rival Old Erin, 


Or where is the country such heroes can boast? 


In battle they’re brave as the tiger or lion, 


And bold as the eagle that flies round the coast. 


The breezes oft shake both the rose and the thistle, 


While Erin’s green shamrock lies hushed in the 
dale, 


In safety it rests while the stormy winds whistle, 


And grows undisturbed ’midst the moss in the 
vale ; 


Then, hail ’ fairest island in Neptune’s old ocean, 


Thou land of St. Patrick, my parents, agrah! 


Cold, cold must the heart be, and void of emotion, 


That loves not the music of Erin-go-Bragh! 


POIPLIPFSF 


LAST NIGHT THE RATTLES WERE © 
SPRUNG. 


Air—‘* Nobody coming to marry me.” 
(1. R. Planche.) 


LAST night the rattles were sprung, 
I threw up the window to see 5 

Somebody for help loudly sung, 
But nobody came to me: 

And it’s oh! dear, what can the matter be? 
Oh, dear! what shall I do? 

There’s nobody coming to marry me, 
Nobody coming to woo! 


A handsome young man it turned out, 
In the Spanish costume dressed so fine, 
Was the cause of the terrible rout, 
Overtaken a little by wine. 
And it’s oh, dear! &c. 


To the watch-house they bore him, good lack, 
And here ends my sorrowful tale ; 
Oh! had I a house to my back, 
How gladly would I be his bail. 
And it’s oh, dear! &c. 


PBPLELPOPF 


COME, ARE YOU PREPARED, YOUR 
SCAFFOLD WELL REARED? 


Air— The-entered Apprentice.” 


CoME, are you prepared, 
Your scaffold well reared, 
Bring mortar and temper it purely ; 

Tis all safe, I hope, 
Well braced with each rope, 
Your ledgers and putlocks securely. 


Then next your bricks bring, 
It is time to begin, 
For the sun with its rays is adorning, 
The day’s fair and clear, 
No rain you need fear, 
Tis a charming and lovely fine morning. 
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Pray, where are your tools, 
Your line and plumb rules? 
Fach man to his work let him stand, boys; 
Work solid and sure, 
Upright and secure, 


And your building, be sure, will be strong, 


boys. 


Pray make no mistake, 
But true your joints break, 


And take care that you follow your leaders ; 


Work, rake, back, and tooth, 
And make your work smooth, 
And be sure that you fill up your maders. 


GLILLIAPP? 


SATURDAY NIGHT; 
OR, PUSH THE GROG ABOUT. 
( Dibdin. ) 
"TWAS Saturday night, the twinkling stars 
Shone o’er the rippling sea, 
No duty called the jovial tars, 
The helm was lashed a-lee ; 
The ample can adorned the board, 
Prepared to see it out, 
Each gave the lass that he adored, 
And pushed the grog about. 


Cried honest Tom, my Peg I’ll toast, 
A frigate neat and trim, 

All jolly Portsmouth’s favourite boast ; 
I’d venture life and limb, 

Sail seven long years, and ne’er see land, 
With dauntless heart and stout, 

So tight a vessel to command, 
Then push the grog about. 


I'll give, cried little Jack, my Poll, 
Sailing in comely state, 

Top ga’ntsails set, she is so tall, . 
She looks like a first-rate. 

Ah, would she take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life throughout, 

No better birth I’d wish to know, 
Then push the grog about. 


Ill give, cried I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handsome, neat, and tight, 
What joy so fine a ship to man; 
She is my heart’s delight! 
So well she bears the storms of life, 
I’d sail the world throughout, 
Brave every toil, for such a wife, 
Then push the grog about. 


Thus to describe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his best manner tried, 

Till, summoned by the empty can, 
They to their hammocks hied : 

Yet still did they their vigils keep, 
Though the huge can was out, 

For, in soft visions, gentle sleep 
Still pushed the grog about. 


GPILIIL PIP 


SMILE AGAIN, MY BONNIE LASSIE. 


SMILE again, my bonnie lassie, 
Lassie, smile again! 
Prithee do not frown, sweet lassie, 
For it gives me pain. 
If to love thee too sincerely 
Be a fault in me, 
Thus to use me so severely 
Is not kind in thee. 
Smile again, &c, 


Fare thee well, my bonnie lassie, 
Lassie, fare ye well, 


Time will show thee, bonnie lassie, 


More than tongue can tell. 
Though we’re doomed by Fate to sever, 
(And ’tis hard to part,) 
Still, believe me, thon shalt ever 
Own thy faithful heart. 
Then, smile again, &c. 


PPPPL OGLE 


FORSAKE NOT YET THE SOCIAL BOWL. 


Air— Fly not yet.”-—(E. Mackay.) 


FORSAKE not yet the social bowl ; 
Say, why should Time our joys control? 
Here jovial Bacchus holds his sway, 
And old Silenns leads the way 

To Pleasure’s flowery fields. 
*T'was but for mortals such as we 
The grape’s spontaneous juice poured free, 
And burst its blooming tender cell, 
That we might e’en its virtues tell. 

Then, drink! oh, drink! 

Nought a joy so pure affords, 
Love and Pluto’s shining hoards 

All, all to Bacchus yields. 


Fly not, then, the sparkling glass, 

But, as the winged moments pass, 

In jocund humour quaff and sing, 

Till earth, and air, and sea, all ring 
With praise of generous wine. 

Then, thus will we, till Phebus dawn, 

Poor care-worn mortals view with scorn, 

And, as the sparkling glass they shun, 

To view Time’s ebbing sand-glass run, 

We'll stay, we’ll stay; 

And, whilst the minutes swiftly fly, 

Steeped in bliss and endless joy, 
Ourselves to mirth resign. 


BIS IPIP SP 


OH, COME, SWEET MARY, COME TO 


(0’Keefe. ) 


WHEN night, and left upon my guard, 
Nor whisp’ring breeze, nor leaf is heard, 
And stars beneath close branches peep, 
And birds are hushed in downy sleep! 
My soul to softest thoughts resigned, 
And lovely Mary fills my mind ; 

At ev’ry noise or bluff, «* Who’s there ?” 
I gently sigh “ Is’t thou, my fair? 

Thy dying soldier haste and see, 

Oh, come, sweet Mary, come to me.” 


As on my post, through blaze of day, 
The happy, wretched, sad, and gay, 
In quick succession, move along, 

I see nor hear the passing throng; 
My soul so wrapt in Mary’s charms, 
I hug my musket in my arms ; 

So all of passion, joy, and grief, 
When comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry,—‘‘ Thy soldier haste and see, 
Oh, come, sweet Mary, come to me.” 


PLOPGIPIP 


OH, RARE BE THE DOINGS OF TAUNTON 


DEAN. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


ACROsS the briny zeas I’ll zteer, 
And back to Taunton Dean, 

To tell the little huzzies there, 
The zights that I ha zeen: 


Oh, rare be the doings of Taunton Dean ! 


Oh, rare, &e. 
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When I zet out for voreign parts, 
Poor zouls! how they did cry ; 
I thought they would ha’ broke their hearts, 
They were zo fond o’ I. 
Oh, zad were the doings of Taunton Dean ! 
Oh, sad, &c. 


Tf they could cry when I were gone, 
“In grief fo. zuch a boy, 
Why, zure, when I goes back a mon, 
- They’ll cry again for joy! 
Oh, rare be the doings of Taunton Dean! 
Oh, rare; &c, 


My zundy zpouse, poor Madge, I’ll make 
As vree as vlowers in May, 
And from the little jades Ill take 
A wife for every day! 
are, then, the doings of Taunton Dean! 
Oh, rare, &c. 


OIL OLOF 


WHEN FAIR AMANDA FIRST POSSEST. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


WHEN fair Amanda first possest, 
With artless love, my youthful breast ; 
The passion soft, till then unknown, 
Claimed ev’ry roving thought its own ; 
Where’er my wand’ring fancy turned, 
Still there her eyes of azure burned ; 


Each waking thought, each slumb’ring dream, 


. 


Still sought Amanda for its theme. 


How oft does fancy, when she strays 
Back to those auspicious days, 
In delighted rapture try 
There to live and there to die; 
There through endless time to roam, 
There to fix her lasting home ; 
There, oh, there, esctatic bliss, 

. 'Taste of other worlds in this. 


Ah, will my fancy ever range ? 
Can this ardent passion change ? 
May a faithful heart demand, 

i sad Time’s resentless hand 
H’er will make our bosoms two, 
Dissolve a love so sweet, so true? 
No,—when years will cease to roll, 
Then we’ll make one kindred soul. 


CLIP OPER 


’SBOBS! LOVE DESTROYS MY SLEEP. 
Air Hope told a flattering Tale.” 
(W. B. Rhodes. ) 


‘© HOPE told a flattering tale,” 
Much longer than my arm, 
Phat love and pots of ale 
In peace would keep me warm, 
The flatterer is not gone, 
She visits number one ; 
In love: I’m six foot deep, 
*Sbobs! Jove destroys my sleep. 


Hope told a flattering tale, 

For fear that love should cool, 
A tub thrown to a whale; 

To make the fish a fool. 
Should Distaffina frown, 
Why love’s gone out of town, 
And when love’s dream is o’er, 
You'll wake to dream no more. 


PPL AL EES 
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THE GOLDEN FARMER. 
(Collins. ) 
WHILE I’m blest with health and plenty; 
Let me live a jolly dog ; 
For as blithe as five-and-twenty 
Through the world I wish to jog. 
3 Tol de rol, &c. 


As for greater folks, or richer, 
_ While I pay both scot and lot, 
And enjoy my friend and pitcher, 
Vve a kingdom in a cot. —~ 
-Tol de rol, &c:. 


Flocks and herds, in fields all night, too, 
Corn and clover, beans and peas, 
And in hen-yard, pond; and stye, too, 
Pigs and poultry, ducks and geese. 
Tol de rol, &es 
While my farm thus cuts a dash, too, 
Poor folks daily labouring on’t, 
Who plough, sow, reap, and thrash, too, 
I’ll be thrashed if they shall want. 
Tol de rol, &e; 


He who-sticks his knife in roast meat, 
And for numbers has to carve ; 
May the chutl the whipping-post meet, 
If he stuffs and lets them starve. 
Tol de rol, &c; 


And when I, like neighbour Squeezeum; 
Plot and scheme; the poor to drain ; 
Or with badgers join to fleece ’em, 
Badger me for a rogue in grain. 
Tol de rol, &e; 


He, for that, who tills and cultures, 
Now may laugh, but when Old Scratch 
Spreads his net for sharks and vultures, 
What a swarm he’ll have to catch ! 
Tol de rol, &c; 


Heaps of grain, then, let them hoard up, 
Heaps of wealth while they count o’er ; 
All the treasures I have stored up 
Are the blessings of the poor, 


Tol de rol, &e; 


OPPO LP PP 


MAT MARLINE AND KATE CONSTANT; 
Air—** Erin go-bragh”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHEN Mat Marline the shores of old Albion left; 
sighing, 

Taking leave of the land in a brisk-blowing 
breeze, 

His Kate’s heart sprang a leak in her eye, ’twas 
heart-trying, 

While, at distance, she viewed his ship cutting thé 
seas : 

On her bosom the tears fast fell, bitterly weeping, 

Till the vessel had. passed far beyond her sight’s 
keeping, 

O, my heart: then she cried, Mat, you’ve left a 
wound deep in, 

And may no more return its keen anguish to 

eases 


Her bosom the cold chills of sorrow now freezing; 
Even Hope’s cheering sunbeams to peace could 
not warm ; 
The panic of terror for Mat her heart scizing, 
Roused the sadness of grief in her breast to a 
storm ! 
To her cottage returned, to repose down she laid 
her, 
Hope there whispered peace,— but there Hope still 
betrayed hers we 
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With relief from her woes, Rest refusing to aid 
her, 
She sighed—Death, only death, my affliction 
can balm. 


Ceaseless fears, constant still, were, ten months, 
her mind racking, 
Night nor day could a moment of happiness 
note ; 
Not so’twas with Mat; though affection none lack- 
ing, 
Buoyant Hope kept the hulk of Mat’s wishes 
afloat! ‘ f 
Never was Mat of Dame Fortune suspicious, 
The voyage was tong, but the gales were propi- 
tious! 
Returning, Mat hailed ev’ry omen auspicious, 
While each night to Kate’s virtues his glass he’d 
devote. 


Safe in harbour arrived, then, while taking the 


sounding, . 
Light-hearted he felt as still heaving the lead ; 
For that heart in his bosom with rapture still 
bounding, 
Leaped LINEN to Hope, then with joy over- 
fed! 
Scarcely foot set on shore, clear from rude billow- 
rocking, t 
When Fate blasted his hope, thus his fondest wish 
mocking ! 


Kate was buried !—enough ;—’twas a stroke far too 


shocking ;— 
He fell!—he expired!—alas!—slept with the 
dead. 


Ye ae ee 


THE SOUND OF THE HORN. 
(Jackson. ) 


To your steeds, my bold comrades, let us away, 
The hounds are allready, the morning looks gay ; 
And while Nature” round us her sweets does 

<cadorn, 
We'll gallop away to the sound of the horn. 


The horn’s mellow tones might awaken the dead, 

Or make the poor, sick man soon hold up his, 
head ; 

EB’en Echo, delighted, each sound treats with 

‘ scorn, 

While gladly she answers the cry of the horn. 


Tis sweeter than hautboys, ’tis so:t as the lute, 
Indeed, ev’ry instrument to it is mute ! 

And never I’ll think myself poor or forlorn 
While chasing the stag to the sound of the horn. 


GORA ILaIP 


TEDDY O’BRIAN’S ADVENTURES. 
Air— Be a good Boy.”—(E. Mackay.) 


WHEN I was at home, in old Ireland, so frisky, 
From morning to night, faith, I swigged at the 
whiskey 5 
I oft got blind drunk, sure, and that is the way 
To see all things double, I’ve heard people say. 
One day, in this:state, sure, I went to my She: 
lah, 
And with my shellelagh I rang such a peal, ah! 
Arrah, Teddy, says she,, you’re a comical bore, 
But don’t you be after, now, breaking the door. 
SPOKEN. ] 
O’Brian, and. will you be after being aisy, now, 
till I open the-door ?—Och, bad luck to you, says 
I, if you're going to be after keeping me outside 


Och, sure! now, says she, Teddy 
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all night: just let me be after coming in, and set 
down till you open the door :—so, after a little 
blarney, I got her to let me in !—so I bolted into 
the parlour, and when I sat down I stood up and 
said,—Och, my dear, darling Shelah, says I, if I 
hav’n’t been drinking your health in a noggin of 
the cratur, and success to your beautiful eyes, (for, 
you must know, my Shelah had two elegant eyes, 
only the misfortune was, she could never see out 
of one of them at all, at all, faith, and she 
couldn’t see out of the other either when she 
swigged at the cratur!) but, Shelah, said 1,—Who 
was that talking to you when I thumped at the 
door ?—Oh, may whiskey be my poison, says she, 
if it was any body at all, at all.—Och, Shelah, 
says I, don’t be atter cramming me}; so with that 
I got up, and looked in the other room, and there 
was Looney Mactwolter; so I began to lay my 
shellelagh about him, sure, and he slipped about 
like a live eel after it’s dead; and he just stood 
long enough to take to his heels.—Och, says She- 
lah, and what are you beating the man for ?— 
Sure, says I, Iam only doing what you. was— 
amusing myself with nobody at ali, at all; but 
good: night, Shelah!—Och, and wo’n’t you be 
after staying with me, my darling? says she.-—- 
Oh, no, if you catch me here again, I’ll give you 
leave to spoil my singing— 


Too ral lal loo, &c. 


So I clapped all my property top of my back, 

And off, sure, to England I set in a crack, ; 

Where I met an old friend, Mr. Dermot O’Shee, 

Who never before was acquainted with me, 

Och! says he,—What d’ye come for, my nate little 

honey ? 

Says I,—Nothing at all, 
money ! 

Arrah, Teddy, says he,—you’re a comical gill,— 


my dear soul, bat the 


' But wo’n’t you be after now taking a swill? 


SPOKEN.] Och, come along, my dear fellow, 
and we will be after magging ourselves over a nog~ 
gin.—But, Teddy, and what is it you're after 
maning to do?—Och, sure, says I, and don’t I 
mane to be after mending the roads?Och, the 
devil burn me, says he, but they’ve got a new way 
of making roads by breaking them to pieces.— 
Now you don’t be humming me; said 1.—Och, by 
my soul, said he, but it’s true; and they have 
found out the way how to break the heart of a 
stone! Sure, and that isn’t the worst of it either, 
for, bad luck to them, but they’re making cast- 
iron stones; and they’re going to be after boring 
London now with a tunnel.— Och, said J, I thought 
it was too full of hollowness and deceit already ; and 
the tunnel mnst only he an opening for more.— 
Why, so itis, says he, and while they keep on 
making them so fast, we may never expect to be 
brought to a close!—Well, and what shall I be 
after doing now? says I —Och, Teddy, and ll 
tell you :—don’t be after ating any thing at all for 
a week’; and live all the time on bread and water ; 
and then, sure, you may be after showing your- 
self for a living skeleton.—Och, says 1, but wo'n’t 
the people be after seeing into me?—Och, never 
mind that, Teddy.—Well, but, Dermot, what 
shall 1 say of myself?—You must call yourself 
Boneall ; say you come from Corsica; apologize 
for the bareness of the subject, and tell them you 
are not a bone for the doctors to pick, be they ever 
so inclined; and let them know that a bonus must 
be given for admission.—Och, by the powers, said 
[, and I wo’n’t be after doing it, and then I shall 
be after boning a dacent sum, but, sure, I have 
tried it for this week past, and lived upon nothing 
at ail but victuals and drink, but the devil a bit 
thipner can I get; and so now, my dear friends, 
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if you don’t encourage me with the work of 
your own hands, you'll be after spoiling my 
singing— 
Too ral lal loo, &c. 


GIPPIIPP? 


OH, MISTRESS MINE, WHERE ARE YOU 
ROAMING? 


(Shakspeare, ) 


OH, mistress mine, where are you roaming? 

Oh, stay and hear, your true love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low! 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting! 

Journeys end with true loves meeting : 
Every wise man’s son doth know, 

In delay there lives no plenty, 

Then wed, oh, wed me, sweet and twenty! 
Youth’s a season wo’n’t endure. 


GFILP IPI? 


'LHE CONTRARITIES OF LONDON. 


FROM one end to t’other we’ve seen every sight, 
We’ve strayed, like Ulysses in Homer, 
And found that no lawyer could London indite 
If he would, for each street’s a misnomer. 
Wood-street is all brick from beginning to end, 
Water-lane quite as dry as a bone is 5 
Seven Dials has no clock to tell time how you 
spend, 
Nor in Colt-ceurt can you find any ponies. 


We went to Cornhill for a sample of wheat, 
And sought it in vain every shop in ; 
The Hermitage offered a tranquil retreat 
To the jolly Jack Tars of old Wapping. 
Newgate-street has no gate, new or old, while all 
through, 
There is not a monk in Blackfriars. 
Union-street cuts the Southwark Bridge-road ¢uite 
in two, 
Purchase-place has more sellers than buyers. 


No horses are vended in Horsemonger-lane, 
Milk-street is divested of dairies ; 
The Serpentine River ’s straight as a cane, 
And as to Air-street, sirs, there no air is. 
Harp Alley ne’er heard ought of music’s sweet 
voice, 
And Naked-Boy-Court all are clad in ; 
The Liberties offer, though numerous, no choice, 
Prospect-place not a view’s to be had in. 


We find every Broad-street a poor narrow nook, 
All copper, no gold, Golden-square is ; 
Duke-street cannot boast e’en the ghost of a duke, 

The Retreat quite as crammed as a fair is, 
Size-lane is as narrow as well it can be, 
To budge in Budge-row is not easy ; 
Pepper alley from spices and warmth is so free, 
That the gust that blows up it would freeze ye. 


From Baker and Bread streets the bakers have 
fled, 

And Green-Arbour-court bleak and bare is ; 

The Poultry, of chicks, whether living or dead, 
Is as void as the land of the fairies. 

Swift’s Gulliver seems back to life to advance, 
And London’s the place he has hit on ; 

One Lilliput monarch may awe Petty France, 
Another command Little Britain. 


Then there’s Vine-street, and Apple-Tree-court, 
and Grove-street, 
Where of leaves I’m convinced not a pair is ; 
And honey you'll no more in Honey-lane meet, 
Than roast-beef in the Isle of Canaries. 
Battle-Bridge cannot boast of its martial affrays, 
Change-alley we’re told never varies ; 
In Quality-court not a nobleman stays, 
And in Sans Souci-place father Care is. 
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Spring Garden all wintry appears on the wane, 
Sun-alley’s so dark you can’t find her ; 

And the best of the joke is, in Bearbinder-lane 
There’s neither a bear nor a binder. 

In a word, if from one end to t’other you go, 
Even stopping where Bartlemy-fair is, 

You'll find scarce a place to its name not a foe, 
For London’s one string of contraries. 


PLOL IOP SD 


WATERLOO, THE TOMB OF THE BRAVE. 
Air—“ Thou soft-flowing Avon.” 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


SLEEP, soldiers, sleep in the bed of the brave, 

Though the tears of the world may water your 
grave; 

Yet, the soft tone of sorrow to triumph must 
yield, 

When we think of your deeds on the blood-stained 
field ; 

For the heroes of France gave their glories to you, 

And buried their pride in your tomb, Waterloo. 


The war-song shall wake ye no more to the plain, 
Nor the shouts of the victors inspire ye again ; 
To Britain’s broad banner no more shall ye cling, 
Nor hear the wild minstrel of Waterloo sing ; 

But Fame has decreed that your epitaph be, 

Here rest the heroes that set Europe free! 


The sweet flower of Waterloo there shall be seen, 

And the grass on your grave for ever be green; 

For Belgia’s tears shall hallow the spot, 

And by her bold sons shall it ne’er be forgot. 
That Fame has decreed, &c. 


Then sleep, soldiers, sleep in death’s silent bed, 
While the flag of your fathers shall wave o’er the 
dead ; 
The winds of the night may bring Albion’s sigh, 
But still from your tomb her triumphs must fly. 
For Fame has decreed, &c. 


GRIP IPLIEDP? 


WHAT IS PLEASURE BUT A PIPE? 
Air— Pipe de Tabac.” —( Moncrieff. ) 


GREAT lords in high halls, their treasure 
On vertu may throw away, 
Snug in the shady caveaw’s leisure, 
We'll drink, and smoke, and laugh, and play ; 
And, regardless of time’s measure, 
Pluck joy’s fruits where’er they're ripe, 
For what’s life without its pleasure ? 
What is pleasure but a pipe? 


When we for sous can be happy, 
After Louis who would pine? 
We’ve for years been blessed with Nappy, 
Let’s seek comfort now in wine. 
In love we oft lose our treasure, 
Blow a cloud, the time’s not ripe, 
What is life without its pleasure ? 
What is pleasure but a pipe ? 


PIPIPPPISP 


POOR MORGAN JONES. 
Air—“ Ar hydy Nos.” 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


NEAR the town of sweet Llanvylin, 

Lived Morgan Jones! 
A comely lad, both fat and killing, 

Stout Morgan Jones. 
Hur loved a pretty short Welsh maiden, 
Who all the shepherds’ hearts did trade in, 
And in the breast sly Cupid played in 

Of Morgan Jones. 
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But David Pr'ce, a great goat-driver, 
Cut Morgan Jones, 

And made his very soul to shiver, 

Thin Morgan Jones! 
For though hur took from thee each fairing, 
Nosegays and red ribbons staring, 
Still with David hur’d be pairing. 

Lost Morgan Jones! 
Every uight beside a mountain, 

Walked Morgan Jones! 
All the trees in fury counting, 

Mad Morgan Jones! 
One sad night hur heard a talking, 
All hur happiness ’twas baulking, 
There was hur with Davy stalking, 

Oh! Morgan Jones! 


Next day came, all hope miscarried 

With Morgan Jones, 
Davy hur false love had married, 

Ah! Morgan Jones. 
But oh! sad tale,—the bells were ringing, 
The bride was gay, the bridegroom singing, 
While to a rope thy form was swinging, 

Hanged Morgan Jones! 


Now adown that dreary valley, 

Gone Morgan Jones! 
Every night is seen to sally 

Dead Morgan Jones! 
David died, his wife did wither, 
But sure they were birds of a feather ; 
So in the grave they sleep together 

With Morgan Jones! 


PPLPP LIP 


THE WRECK. 


THE storm is up, the wind is loud, 
The sea is rolling mountains high, 
Peals with quick crash the thunder-cloud, 
And lightnings quiver through the sky. 


Hark! in the pauses of the gale, 
The signal-guns are firing fast ; 

The seaman’s shout, and woman’s wail, 
And shrieks are mingling with the blast. 


The morning smiled upon the scene, 
A corpse is floating to the shore ;— 
The sea is calm—the heaven serene,— 
But, ah! the bark is seen no more! 


PLPPIGPP 


THERE’S SOMETHING IN WOMEN. 
(Dibdin.) 


THERE’S something in women their lovers engage, 
Of whatever complexion, or stature, or age, 

And she who would frighten a mere stander-by, 
Is a Venus herself in the fond lover’s eye. 


If she’s pale, never swan was a tenth part so fair, 
If tawny, like jet are her eyes and her hair ; 

If Xantippe herself, her scolding’s thought wit, 

If meek, all good wives to their husbands submit. 


If a pigmy, how neat are her air and her mien, 

If a steeple, she’s graceful and walks like a queen ; 

If a girl in her teens, all’s handsome that’s young, 

If eighty, her fortune says, ‘ World, hold your 
tongue.’ 


In short, to dear women ’tis given to please, 

And though the whims often showed make them to 
tease, 

To perplex, to torment, and a thousand things 
more, 

They’re the deities men were all born to adore. 


GPOPLPOEIP 
“ 
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TIME! I EVER MUST COMPLAIN. 
(John Hagthorpe, 1622.) 


TimME! I ever must complain 
Of thy craft and cruel cunning ; 
Seeming fixed here to remain, 
When thy feet are ever runping ; 
And thy plumes 
Still resumes 
Courses new, repose most shunning. 
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Like calm winds thou passest by us, 
Lined with feathers are thy feet; 
Thy downy wings with silence fly us, 
Like the shadows of the night ; 

Or the stream, 
That no beam 
Of sharpest eyes discerns to fleet. 


Therefore, mortals, all deluded 
By the grave and wrinkled face, 
In their judgements have concluded, 
That thy slow and snail-like pace 
Still doth bend 
To no end, 
But to an eternal race. 


Budding youth’s vain-blooming wit 
Thinks the spring shall ever last ; 
And the gaudy flowers that sit 
On Flora’s brow, shall never taste 
Winter’s scorn, 
Nor, forlorn, 
Bend their heads with chilling blast. 


Riper age expects to have 
Harvests of his proper toil, 
Times to give, and to receive, 
Seeds and fruit from fertile soil ; 
But at length, 
Doth his strength 
Youth and beauty all recoil. 


Cold December hope retains 
That the spring, each thing reviving, 
Shall throughout his aged veins 
Pour fresh youth, past joys repriving ; 
But thy sithe 
Ends his strife, 
And to Lethe sends him driving. 


GPP LIPIPS 


WHEN FOAMING WAVES CONTRARY 
BEAT. 


WHEN foaming waves contrary beat, 

And tempests tear the main-top-sheet, 

And, mistlike, in destructive clouds, 

The whirlwind whistles through the shrouds, 
Loud thunders roll, blue lightnings flash, 
And o’er the deck rude billows dash, 

The tar with danger still can cope, 

The charm that cheers his bosom ’s Hope. 


The vessel now become a wreck, 

We safety in our long-boat seek, 

And painful by the dashing oar, 

Far, far, alas: from friends or shore! 
Provision gone, the fainting crew 

Fain would their irksome toil renew, 

But formed with Fortune’s frowns to cope, 
Their last surviving charm is Hope. 


OPPPO LIF 


BLACK AND WHITE LOVE. 
A DUET. 
(G. Colman.) 
She.—On! the jet-feathered raven, how lovely 
he look, ah! 
When he spread him black wing, to fly 


over the brook, ah! 
Vlacol! Ulacol ! 
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He.—Oh! the white swan he swims in the 
Thames mighty smugly, : 
But he hides his black legs, ’cause they 
look so d d ugly. 
Fol de rol, fol de rol! 


She.—Young negro girl’s skin make her eye to 
shine out, ah! 

And sparkle like night-star, when bats fly 

about, ah! 





Ulalowa ' Ulalown! 


He.—A white woman’s glance, through her eye- 
lashes darting, 
Make black ladies’ eyes ‘ All my eye, 
Betty Martin.’ 
Derry down! Derry down ! 
She.— But I be Afric ;—I be Afric ;-— 
Blacky man he be my delight, ah! 


He.— And Vm a Cockney ;—I’m a Cockney ;— 
I love black, when I can’t get white, ah! 


She.—Go away, white man!—white man, go !— 
Then me sing quicka-wicka-wit. 

He.—-If I had a little black girl that I know; 
Then I’d sing fal de ral tit! 


She.—Ulacol! 
He.—Fol de rol! 
She.—Quick-a-wit ! 
He.—Fal de ral tit! 


Both.— Sweet ee boy Love, me bend before 
you! 4% 
White urchin Cupid, I adore you! 
She.—Black boy Love! 
He.—White boy Love! 


PL OP#IP IP? 


THY WAY ALONG LIFE’s BRIGHT PATH 
LIES. 


(Mrs. C. B. Wilson.) 


THY way along life’s bright path lies, 
Where flowers spring up before thee, 

And faithful hearts and loving eyes 
Assemble to adore thee. 

The great and wise bend at thy shrine, 

_ The fair and young pursue thee: 

Fame’s chaplets round thy temples twine, 
And Pleasure smiles to woo thee! 


Yet, ’mid each blessing life can bring, 
Thy breast is still repining ; 
Tis cold as Ammon’s icy spring, 
O’er which no sun is shining ; 
And Friendship’s presence boasts no charm, 
And Beauty’s smiles are slighted ; 
Nor joy nor fame the heart can warm 
That early love has blighted ! 


PRL ILII PF 


WHISKEY, BLUE RUIN, AND OLD TOM. 


A QUARTETT. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
Clown.—WHo are you, my funny fellow? 
Whiskey.— Irish Whiskey, made in town ; 
I can knock you up quite mellow 
Clown.— Knock ‘me up !—I’]l knock you down! 
Who are you? 
Blue Ruin.—————_Why I’m Blue Ruin. 
Clown.—Ruin seize thee, ruthless king. 
~ ‘And you? 
Old Tom. Not know me? 
Clown.—No, old Bruin, 
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Old Tom.— Why, I’m Old Tom. 
Clown.—That’s just the thing—That’s just the 
thang. 7. 
All.—Fiddle liddle lol lol, tiddle liddle to}, 
&e. 


Whiskey.—I’m the boy to make you witty. 
Old Tom.—Y ou’re the boy to make him drunk. 
Clown.—Don’t say drunk, it isn’t pretty. 
Whiskey.— Whiskey is the king of spirits 
Old Tom.—I say Gin. 
Clown.—That’s vulyar, from your worship. 
Blue Ruin.—Don’t be taking from my merits. 
Old Tom.— All knock under to Old Tom. 
All.—Fiddle liddle lol lot, tiddle liddle lel, 
&e. 


PILE PIP? 


HAIL TO THEE, FAIREST! AND HAIL TO 
THE BOWER! 


[Translated from the Spanish. ] 
Air—‘* Enel Jardin de Venus.” —( Lord Nugent. } 


HAIL to thee, fairest! and hail to the bower! 
Where, pensive and lonely, 
From high latticed window, thou gazest on starlight 
and sea, 
Alone, ’mid the radiance, and wooed by the 
power 4 ’ 
Of evening’s breath only. 

Come where all voices and hearts wait in homage 
on thee; 
Where, by poplar groves ripples the silvery main, 
Reflecting the brightness, and answering the strain ; 

And our city, repeating the gala on high, 
Is wedded in union of light with the sky. 
Hail to thee. 
Hail to thee, fairest! and hail to the bower, «ec. 


Let charms less adored, let’ the heart that de- 
spaireth, 
By lone taper wither ; 
For, as yon ciear glory shines round, ’tis the moon 
of our love; ; = 
Be it ours to bask in the smiles that it weareth, 
Then, lady, come hither, 
While yet the trembling beam quivers over ocean 
and grove, 
Not a tear nor a murmur shall mix with our vow, 
Save the dew-drop of heaven that hangs on the 
bough, 
And the night-breeze that lifts the dark leaf with 
its breath, 





| But breaks not the soft sacred whisper beneath. 


Hail to thee. 
Hail to thee, fairest, &c. 


Yet haste, ere the gray morn arise on the waters 
And coldly and palely 
Our fair city fade, like a dream, at the dawning of 
na day3 
’re slumber steal over the eyes of its daughters, 
Now sparkling so gaily, 
And starlight and lamp. wink their short life of 
lustre away ; ; 
Oh, come where, like thee, all is beauteous an 
rare, . 
Thy pathway in radiance, thy step to sweet air. 
With a heart like yon pure sky, as warm and as 
bright, ; 
To a heaven below of love, music, and:light. 
Hail to thee. ~ 
Hail te thee, fairest, &c. 


THE GOBLET FILL. ‘ 
(F.F. Cooper.) 


THE goblet fill, 
Dull care to kill, 
And banish grief and sadness , 


’ 


me 
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For mighty wine, 
, With power divine, 
Oft moves the soul to gladness. 


?Tis not in books, 

Or sages’ looks, 
We find relief from sorrow ; 

So gaily pass 

The sparkling glass, 
We'll part but with the morrow. 


POPPI I PE 


IN THE DAYS OF OLD AGE. 
(J. Mackey.) 
IN the days of old age, when I find I’m declining, 
And the last scene of life’s at a close, 
Oh, kind Heaven, grant that the short time re- 
maining 
May be spent in content and repose. 
I want not the spiendid domains of the great, 
Which the proud and ambitious delight in ; 
But a small spot of ground, which for use is re: 
plete, ) 
And a neat little cot to reside in. 


{ wish not for hounds, or the provd prancing steed, 
Or the wealth which the miser doth store; - 

But I wish for enough to keep me from need, 
And a mite to bestow on the poor. 


Thus blest in my cot, I would envy no one, 
But my prayers to my Maker be given— 
‘That the short space of time my glass has to run 
May be spent in preparing for Heaven. 


GRP LLELIP 


GALLOP ON GAILY—YOICKS! FORWARD, 
HUZZA ! 
A DUET, 
(T. Dibdin.) 
Wuen Aurora’s appearance, by Pheebus’ rays 
- brightened, 
Gives semblance of flame to the regions of air, 
When the eyes of a damsel, by Venus enlightened, 
_ Enconrage the youth in pursuit of the fair. 
Then love—— 
And Diana, 
Will ever require, 
A bosom of energy, spirit, and fire. 
For the chase mocks the sluggard, who scarce 
keeps the field, 
And the nymph slowly followed as slowly will 
yield. 


Who. makes the best speed has the best of the 





day ; 
Then gallop on gaily—yoicks! forward, huzza! 
THE GIPSY’S SONG. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


Come, cross my hand, my art surpasses 
All that did mortal ever know, 

Come, maidens, come, my magic glasses 
Your future husbands’ form can show. 


For ’tis to me the power is given, 
Unclosed the book of fate to see, 
To read the fixed resolves of heaven, 

Anda dive into futurity. 


I guide the pale moon’s silver waggon, 
The winds in magic bonds I hold , 

I charm to sleep the silver dragon, 
Who means to watch o’er buried gold, 


Fenced round with spells, unhurt I venture, 
Their Sabbath strange, where. witches keep ; 
Fearless-the sorcercr’s circle enter, 
And woundless tread on snakes asleep. 
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Lo! here are charms of mighty power! 

This makes secure a husband’s truth ; 
And this, composed at midnight hour, 

Will force to love the coldest youth. 


Tf any maid too much has granted, 
Her loss this philtre will repair ; 

This blooms a cheek where red is wanted, 
And this will make a brown girl fair. 


Then silent hear, while I discover 
While I in fortune’s mirror view 

And each, when many a year is over, 
Shall own the gipsy’s saying true. 


PPP IOI? 


‘YOURE A RUM KIND OF GHOST,’ SAYS 
HORATIO. 


Air—‘* Heigho! says Rowley.”’—(Poole.). 


Two nights to watch these gentlemen went, 
« Heigho!’ says Horatio, 
When just at the time when the night was spent, 
A spectre to frighten them hither was sent, 
With his tomb-stone, jaw-bone, skull, shroud, and 
skeleton, 
« Too strange to be true,’ says Horatio. 


The ghost like your father looked, armed cap-a- 
pic, 
Heigho! says Horatio. 
‘They came in a twitter to tell this to me, 
Saying, ‘1f you don’t credit us, pray come and 
see, 
With his tombstone, &c. 
‘ A cock and a bull,’ says Horatio. 


I promised with them to keep watch the next 

night ; 
Heigho! says Horatio. 

When lo! as they told me, the ghost came in 
sight, 

Says I, ‘ Tis too plain that there’s something not 
right.’ 

With his tomb-stone, &c. 
« But we’ll soon find it out,’ says Horatio. 


J intended to say a few words to the ghost ; 
Heigho ! says Horatio. 
(1 shouldn’t have kept him five minutes at most,) 
‘But I found the poor fellow as dumd as a post, 
With his tombstone, &c. 
« He’s no blabber, I find,’ says Horatio. 


He turned on his heel and went off in a pet, 
Heigho! says Horatio. 
‘But. he frowned on us all, ere away we could 
get, 
Just as much as to say, 
yet.” 


‘T’ve not done with you 


With his tomb-stone, &c. 
« We had better make off,’ says Horatio. 


He soon came in again, so I told him my mind, 
Heigho! says Horatio. 
‘Says I, I’m quite sure you’ve left something be-. 
hind, 
; With his tomb-stone, &c. 
© You'd best show where ’tis hid,’ says Horatio. 


“He seemed not to like it, and looked rather black, 
Heigho! says Horati). 


ne much as ta say, ‘ You had best hold your 
clack,” 


‘But he heard the cock crow, and was off in a 


crack. 
With his tomb-stone, &c. 


- ¢-You’re a rum kind of ghost,’ says Horatio. 


EOC IL OF 
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OLD ENGLAND,—THE MARINER’S 
GLORY. i 


( Upton.) 


WHEN on board of the Dreadnought, Ben Bowling 
and I 
Set sail in pursuit of the foe, 
The oath that we made was to conquer or die, 
Let smooth winds or hurricanes blow : 
In fair or foul weather, 
We pulled both together, 
To raise British valour in story ; 
For Bold Ben and I 
Swore for England we’d die, 
Old England,—the mariner’s glory! 


When once in the Baltic, two first-rates bore 
down, 
And hoisted an enemy’s flag : 
What did we?—why fought them for Britain’s 
renown, 
Till each bit of sail was a rag! 
And when they sheered off, boys, 
We hailed them with scoff, boys, 
To raise British valour in story ; 
For bold Ben and I 
Swore for England we’d die, 
Old England,—the mariner’s glory! 


But why should I boast of what seamen have 
done, 
When fighting in this or that fray? 
‘Tis enough just to know that the right cause we’ve 
run, 
And, Briton-like,~—ne’er run away ! 
And while we have breath, boys, 
We’ll grapple with death, boys, 
To raise British valour in story ; 
For bold BenandI_ 
Swore for England we’d die, 
Old England,—the mariner’s glory! 


PRPIL IPI 


THE JUBILEE; 
OR, FINE SIGHTS IN THE PARK, 


OH! such wonders you'll find in the Park, 
Such wonderful doings are there ; 
Where every lass has a spark, 
At the royalty-booth in-the fair. 
Then hither my customers pray, 
A tilbury spend here with me, 
My Banbury cakes you will say 
Are equal to any you’l! see. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my masters, here they are, all 
hot! hot! hot! up and win’em? who’s for a pur- 
chase? my cakes are suited to every palate. I’ve 
soldiers’ cakes, sailors’ cakes, lovers’ cakes, and, 
at the bottom of my basket, I’ve a few soft Parlia- 
ment cakes. A Banbury for you, my kiddy, it wo’n’t 
do, that’s a bad mag. I say, young fellow, keep 
your grappling-irons out of my basket, none of your 
nibbling tricks ; was your father a maker of fishing- 
tackle, that your fingers are so much like fish-hooks? 
if you don’t mind what you’re at, you’ll get— 

A rum tiiddity, &c. 


In splendour and show you will find 
More than will equal your wishes, 
Our host is so wonderful kind, 
He spares not the Serpentine fishes : 
Who are groaning and sweating a lack, 
And swear they’ve more than their portion, 
In bearing at once on their back, 
A fleet that should float on the ocean. 


SPOKEN.] Now, my jolly masters, who’s for a 
cruize in the Serpentine Fleet? Lord bless you, la- 
dies, there’s not the least danger ; take care, young 
gentleman, you don’t upset the admiral’s flag-ship, 
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making your ducks and drakes on the water. Lord, 
papa, what’s that little ship up in the corner? 
Why, let me see, Bill, oh! that’s the Royal Fancy 
sloop of war. Come, who’s for a drop of the right 
sort? Well, madam, I declare the water makes me 
quite qualmish. Vy then, madam, let me per- 
suade you to have a drop of max. ’Tis the real 

: Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Our vertical temple will soon 
Alarm all the birds and the bats, 
And men will be sent to the moon, 
Thus wise men they gammon the flats: 
Then crackers and squibs we’ve in store, 
Boys will no longer remember, 
Nor hail with such joy as before, 
Guy Faux and the fifth of November. 


SPOKEN.] Och! Judy, my dear, what’s that 
grate thing I see yonder, it looks for all the world 
like one of the Serpentine men of war, with a cock 
boat lagging at its tail, Och! be aisy, Pat, now 
can’t you be aisy! isn’t that one of the great Ra- 
gency Balloons, and those swate craters are just 
going to take a bit of dinner in the upper regions, 
and faith after that, come down again to see all 
the beautiful fireworks? Och! long life to them! 
and if they had buta short dudee and a drop of 
whiskey, by the powers, but it would comfort— 
their 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


The bridge and Pagoda, they say, 

Will frighten the natives outright ? 
To see it, there was something to pay, 

Or else, friends, good by to the sight. 
Then never repine at the cause, 

Your mirth may it ever increase, 
Success to country and laws, 

And hail to the blessings of peace. 


SPOKEN] Oh, glorious sound, and may every 
native of Great Britain reap the pure benefit of its 
influence, and the soldiers and sailors of this happy 
isle never have reason to repine at what they have. 
so gloriously faught for, under the banners of our 
immortal Wellington, and his 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


GEPLEPP PF 


A MOTHER’S LAMENT. 
Air— Finlaystone- House.” —( Burns. ) 


FATE gave the word, the arrow sped, 
And pierced my darling’s heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fied 
Life can to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 
In dust, dishonoured, laid ; 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 
My age’s future shade. 


The mother-linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ravished young ; 

So I, for my lost darling’s sake, 
Lament the live-day long. 

Death, oft I’ve feared thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond, I bare my breast ; 

O, do thou kindly lay me low, 
With him I love at rest. 


PRP PPIP 


THE NIGHT BEFORE LARRY WAS 
STRETCHED. 


(Curren. ) 
THE night before Larry was stretched, 
The boys they all paid him a visit ; 
And bit in their sacks, too, they fetched, 
They sweated their dads till they riz it : 
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For Larry was always the lad, 
When a friend was condemned to the squeezer, 
But he’d fence all the togs that he had 
To help a poor friend to the sneezer, 
And moisten his gab ’fore he died. 


Drained by taxes of his store, 
Punished next for being poor; 
This is the poor wretch’s lot, 
Born within the straw-roofed cot. 


While the peasant works—to sleep ; 
What the peasant sows—to reap 5 
On the couch of ease to lie, 

Rioting in revelry ; 

Be he villain, be he fool, 

Still to hold despotic rule, 
Trampling on his slaves with scorn ; 
This is to be nobly born. 


When Adam delved and Eve span 
Who was then the gentleman ? 


I’m sorry, now, Larry, says I, 
To see you in this sitnation ; 
’Pon my conscience, my lad, I don’t lie, 
I’d rather it had been my own station! 
Och hone! it’s all over, says he, 
For the neckcloth I’m forced to put on, 
And by this time to-morrow you'll see 
Your Larry will be dead as mutton, 
Bekays why, my dear, my courage was good. 


The boys they came crowding in fast, 
_ They drew all their stools round about him; 
Six glims round his trap-case were placed, 

He couldn’t be well waked without them ! 


PLO FIIIP 


TOM WHITE AND HIS PIGTAIL RIB. 












Taxed if he was fit for to die, ( Bryant.) 
Without having duly repented ? Tom WHITE thought the women were comical 
Says Larry, that’s all in my eye, elves, 
It’s only what gownsmen invented And, sayshe, ’gad I’ll just leave them all to them- 
To get a fat bit for themselves. selves, 


For, if you observe, nine girls out of ten, 
Seem to walk up and down just to vex the poor 
men. 


The cards being called for, they played, 
Till Larry found one of them cheated ; 
He made a smart stroke at his head, 
(The boy being easily heated,) 
Oh, by the holy, you teef, 
Vl] skuttle yournob with my daddle ; 
You cheat me because I’m in grief, 
But soon I’! demolish your noddle, 
And leave you your claret to drink. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


If intrigue’s your intent, and you walk through the 
street, 

Perhaps, a fine spirited lass you may meet ; 

You stand and you gaze, still admiring her grace, 

When she gives you a terrible smack o’ the face. 


Then in came the priest with his book, Tol de rol, &c. 


He spoke him so smooth and so civil ; 
Larry tipped him a Kilmainham look, 
And pitched his big wig to the devi! ; 
Then stooping a little his head, 
To get a sweet drop of the bottle, 
And, pitiful sighing, he said, 
Oh, the hemp will be soon round my throttle, 
And choke my poor windpipe to death. 


If you look with amaze at some beautiful maid, 

She’ll simper, and blush, and she’ll loudly up- 
braid, 

When a rival or sweetheart comes up with a frown, 

And to teach you good manners they soon knock 


you down. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Tom White has been kicked, has been thumped, 
and knocked down, 

And has followed the lasses throughout this great 
tOWN 5 

And though he resolved to live single for life, 

His resolves were short cut, since Miss Pigtail’s his 
wife. 


So moving these last words he spoke, 
We all vented our tears in a shower ; 
For my part, I thought my heart broke, 
'To see him cut down like a flower. 
On his travels we watched him next day, 
Oh, the hangman, I thought I could kill him ; 
Nor one word poor Larry did say, 
Nor changed till he came to King William, 
Then, my dear, his colour turned white. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


But on each wedding-day at all malice he spurns, 

While their friends drink their health, and wish 
happy returns ; 

Still she’s up to snuff’, and puffs mighty well, 

vind her customers say that she always weighed 
well. 


When he came to the nubbling chit, 

He was tucked up, so neat and so pretty ; 
The rambler jogged off from his feet, 

And he died with his face to the city ! 
He kicked, too, but that was all pride, 

For soon you might see twas all over; 
Soon after the noose was untied, 

And at darkee we waked him in clover, 

And sent him to take a ground sweat. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Now they’re managing better, and soon you will 
see, 
They'll mix up affection like Scotch and rappee ; 
And though she may deal out blackguard now and 
then, 
She declares Mr. White is the fairest of men. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


VHEN ADAM DELVED AND EVE SPAN, 
WHO WAS THEN THE GENTLEMAN? 
(R. Southey.) 


Wuen Adam delved and Eve span 
Who was then the gentleman? 


Then here let us look on the whole as a joke, 
For tobacco on fire is quite sure to make smoke ; 
And though snuff is oft sharp, it 1s taken to 


: : lease, 

Wretched is the infant’s lot, : So Tom and his wife may be suffered to sneeze. 
Born within the straw-roofed cot - Tel 'desol, &c. 
Be he generous, wise, or brave, , 

He must only be a slave. But though sneezing’s allowed, it no further must 


Long, long labour, lictle rest, Zo, gin 2 
Sti}! to toil to be oppressed , For too much of a good thing is often a foe ; 
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And, I own, it would give me exceeding surprise 
‘fo see Mr. White with a pair of black eyes. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


MORAL. i 

Now there’s one thing from termagants I shall en- 

treat, 
That I trust their poor husbands they never will 

beat ; 
For a woman who treats a poor devil so rough, 
Can never be worth shag-tobacco or snuff. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


OLA LPL LE 


OH, SAD DROOPING ROSE. 
(David Lester Richardson. ) 


OH, sad drooping rose! thou hast magical power 
Emotions of sorrow and love to impart ; 

Thy fate and thy blushes, thou sweet fairy flower! 
Give a picture to fancy, a throb to the heart. 


Yes,—she was the rival,—sweet Queen of the 
Bower! 

Who vanquished thy glory, and hastened thy 
doom ; 

But, oh! though my love is a far fairer flower, 

Her day is as short, and as fading her bloom! 


OP LOL PE 


WOMEN, LOVE, AND WINE! 


THE murm’ring brook, the fanning breeze, 
Gay myrtles, flow’ry banks, and trees, 
To doat on some incline; 
But nobler blessings I advise, 
The greatest joys below the skies 
Are women, love, and wine! 


From scene to scene, while thousands rove, 
Unless by women, wine, and love, 
In secret let them pine ; 
When I the world with pleasure tell, 
We all may ev’ry care dispel 
With women, love, and wine! 


The restless wretch, who doats on gold, 
And would in flames the world behold, 
To see his treasure shine, 

Shall gen’rous grow, his pelf despise, 
Be happy, joyous, honest, wise, 

_ With women, love, and wine! 


May youth and age, of all degrees, 
On such inspiring comfort seize, 
’T will every sense refine ; 
‘To see mankind so nobly blest, 
Superior pow’rs shall wish to taste 
Of women, love, and wine! 


Ye sons of joy, for true delight, 

Dear women, love, and wine unite, 
This great resolve is mine: 

Forgetting ev’ry care that’s past, 

My joy shall flow, while life does last, 
From women, love, and wine! 


PLEOL PLR 


THE HEROES OF THE BRITISH FLEET. 


THE British flag shall still retain 

Its influence o’er the subject main ; 

The guardians of its honour feel 

Each insult rouse their warlike zeal ; 

And still with rage their breasts shall glow, 

Until they quell each haughty foe. 
The British damsels then, with smiles, 
Shall bid them welcome to our isles ; 
And decked in charms with joy shall meet 
The heroes of the British fleet. 


Britannia’s sons shall quit the shore, 
To bid the thund’ring cannon roar, 


UNIVERSAL SUNGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Shall bravely all her rights maintain, 
And ride victorious on the main; 
Then Fame her loudest trump shall blow, 
And gilded laurels deck each brow. 
The British damsels, &c. 


’ Old Neptune oft has wond’ring stood, 
And waved his trident o’er the flood, 
Whilst British tars have won the day, 
And wealth and honours borne away ; 
Still may they make this wonder more, 
And bring new wonders to the shore. 
The British damsels, &c. 


GAD-A-MERCY! WHAT SHALL I DO? 
( Merry.) 
How my heart will sink-within me, 
When I’m hugg’d by some she bear, 
Or a hag attempts to win me, 
With her serpent-twining hair! ~ 
Gad-a-mercy ! What shall I do 
To make love to such a Dido? 


Kissing is a pleasant notion, 
When me meet a pretty maid; 
But becomes a devil’s potion, 
If we hate, or are afraid ! 
Gad-a-mercy, &c, 


Kitty Codling was my deary, 
For she gave me half her vails ; 
But the pleasure ’s not so cheery 
When they court with teeth and nails! 
Gad-a-mercy, &c. 


LPP L OS D> 


I, MY DEAR, WAS BORN TO-DAY. 
A DUET. 


‘ I, MY dear, was born to-day,’ 

So all my jolly comrades say ; 
They bring me music, wreaths, and mirth, 
And ask to celebrate my birth. 

Little, alas! my comrades know 
That I was born to pain and wo, 

To thy denial, to thy scorn ; 

Better I had ne’er been born: 

I wish to die, e’en whilst I say, 

‘ I, my dear, was born to-day : 

Shall I salute the rising ray ?’ 
Well-spring of all my joy and wo, 
Clotilda, thou alone dost know: 
Shall the wreath surround my hair? 
Or shall the music please my ear ? 
Shall I my comrades’ mirth receive, 
And bless my birth, and wish to live? 
Then let me see great Venns chase 
Imperious anger from thy face ; 

Then let me hear thee smiling say, 

‘ Thou, my dear, wast born to-day.’ 


CLI L IF IF 
V’M DETERMINED THE WORLD TO 
SURPRISE WITH MY TALE. 
( Arnold.) 


When little, I went to old Whack-’em-well’s school, 

Who caned me and called me a dunce and a fool ; 

But, when I grew larger, I altered things quite, 

And soon learned to read, though I never could 
write. 

I became quite a dab at my spelling, d’ye see, 

But for pothooks and hangers they so bothered me, 

Says I, * As for pothooks, I’ll try one’or two; 

But, as to the hangers, [’m hanged if I do.’ 


Now my studies are ended, I’ll try, just for fun, 
If T cannot turn author, as others have done ; 
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For I’m told that to write what 2 book now con- 
tains 
Requires no wonderful portion of brains. 


Some people now only write books, I am told, 

Not that books may be read, but that books may 
be sold 5 

And, as heads have so little to do with the sale, 

I’m determined the world to surprise with my tale. 


PLO LLILE 


DOWN IN THE VALE WHERE SWEET 
VIOLETS GREW. 


(Prince Hoare.) 


Don’? you remember a poor peasant’s daughter, 
In neat russet gown and apron so blue, 

Who won the affections of many that sought her 
Down in the valley, where sweet violets grew. 


The blush on her cheek was modesty dawning ; 
Her lips were untainted, the roses sweet hue ; 
Unclouded by sorrow she passed night and morn- 

ing 
Down in a valley, where sweet violets grew. 


The soft matchless beanties dame Nature had 
given 
Were pure as the christaline drops of the dew, 
Which painted sweet innocence, mild as the 
heaven, 
Down in the valley, where sweet violets grew. 


But, ah! hapless sorrow soon frost-nipped her 
beauty ; 
She dropped as a blossom when robbed of its 
; hue, , 
For love forced to yield to filial duty 
Down in the valley, where sweet violets grew. 


GPLECGLIF 


WHEN THE EYE WITH FIRE IS BEAMING. 


WHEN the eye with fire is beaming, 
And the mantling bowl is streaming 
In the soul-inspiring draught, 
Let us, let us fill our glasses 
To the lasses, as it passes ; 
Let the luscious mead be quaffed. 


When its fumes the sense is stealing, 
And the brain with wine is reeling, 
Some it stirs to ranc’rous strife, 
Some to love, and some to gladness, 
Some to madness, some to sadness, 
Some to clamours, loud and rife. 


Wrapped in ease and jovial leisure, 
Let us hail the god of pleasure, 
Fit to grace this festive day : 
What is care? the glass can kill it; 
Let us fill it, let us swill it, - 
Chase the glooms of life away. 


When the fainting spirits languish 
He can give a pleasing anguish, 
Animate the fainting soul ; 
Wisdom’s secrets he discovers, 
Hearts of lovers, while he hovers 
O’er the mirth-exciting bowl. 


Go, and search in history’s pages, 
Bards, philosophers, and sages 
Paid their homage at his shrine ; 
Stagirite, and Stoic Plato, 
Surly Cato ne’er said nay to 
Rosy cup of sparkling wine. 


Life and vigour are imparted 
To the poor and lowly-hearted 
When the god their bosom warms ; 
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Not the threats of tyrants gall ’em, 
Kings appal ’em, chains enthral ’em, 
Nor the glare of soldiers’ arms. 


Hail, the sweet, the balmy treasure! 
Let the queen of love and pleasure, 
hit by Cupid’s torch, be here ; 
And, with quick and sprightly paces, 
Let the Graces show their faces, 
Till the ruddy morn appear. 


PPLFIPLOL 


IN PURSUIT OF FASHION HARK 
FORWARD’S THE CRY. 


HARK FORWARD ’s the word, and all join in the 
chase, . 

Ambition and politics now must give place ; 

After Fancy and Folly we eagerly fly, 

In pursuit of the fashion hark forward ’s the cry. 


Pell-mell after Cupid eac&, heart-wonnding dame, 
From sixteen to sixty,’s pursuing the game 5 
With their full owing tresses, some hobble, some 


y; 
In pursuit of dear fashion hark forward ’s the cry. 


Ding-dong, helter-skelter, the sweet-scented beanx 
Either lead the pursuit or fall in at the close; 
With their pockets so low, and their collars so high, 
Pursuing the fashion, hark forward ’s the cry. 


Let the fashion be changed, it has lasted too long ; 

If it’s conquest we aim at, we’re all in the wrong ; 

To the fame of Old England let each have an eye, 

And her foes be the game when hark forward ’s 
the cry. 


POOL FILIP 


THERE’S LITTLE PLEASURE IN THIS 
HOUSE. 


Air—< There’s nae Luck about the House.” 


(Terry.) » 
On, let your hands assure the youth 
There’s nothing now to fear, 
For his return is little worth 
Unless he’s welcomed here, 
For there’s nae luck about the house, 
There’s nae luck ava’, 
There’s little pleasure in this house 
When your smiles are awa’. 
For there’s nae luck, &e. 


The heir of Ellangowan’s fate 
. Depends upon this night ; 
If you deny him your support, 
He has neither right nor might, 
For there’s nae luck, &c. 


Then welcome home the rightful hei: 
To native halls and lands, 
There’s right, and might, and music, too, 
In your approving hands, — 
For there’s nae luck, &c. 


GPILOLIF 


IVE SAILED THE ROUND WORLD. 


I’vE sailed round the world, viewed all nations 
and climes, 
Every point of the compass have boxed, 
Seen fair weather, heavy squalls, your best and 
worst of times, 
And now and then a pretty girl have coaxed : 
But Old England for my money, and a British 
lass in tow, 
Bless their hearts, why I never, never snub 
7em 3 
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As for this or that there enemy, wherever bred 
the foe, 
We English hearty cocks always drub ’em. 
Then with flip, the fiddles, Poll, piping tol de rol 
de rol, 
We’ll laugh and quaff it merrily, yeo ho! 


They call us careless ninnies—well, let ’em, and 
what then? 
Why the rhino we works hard for you know : 
Not to hoard it like lubbers, but to, boys, like 
men, 
With a messmate, girl, a fiddle, boys, or so: 
But Old England for my money, &c. 


PP PPOP PP 


MERRY MOGGY CAMERON. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


I’ZE a blithe and winsome lass, 

Steady to my tether ; 
Siller [ ha’ nane, nor brass, 

But heart as light as feather ; 
The Tartan plaid is a’ my pride, 

And in ’ts defence who’d hammer on, 
Alane sal buckle to his bride 

Merry Moggy Cameron. 

Hey! ho! fal! 


A laird aince said he loo’d me weel, 
And his bride wou’d mak’ me 3 
But, said I, to try the chiel, 
To the kirk then tak’ me ; 
Bunt the loon, when kirk I’d name, 
Excuse began to stammer on, 
I boxed his lugs, and wha can blame 
Merry Moggy Cameron ? 
Hey! ho! fal! 


Sandy Campbell ’tis I loo’, 
He’s baith blithe and bra’, mon; 
But though he speers to buckle to, 
I still cry, hoot awa’, mon! 
First let hing to our island lend 
His aid ’gainst foes who clamour on, 
And, ’ere he weds, learn to defend 
Merry Moggy Cameron. 


Hey! ho! fal! 
BELIEVE ME, LOVE, BELIEVE ME. 
(Soane. ) 


THE world is gay, and the moon is bright, 
But, oh! there are sweeter hours in night, 
Believe me, love, believe me. 
When the light falls down in pearly show’rs, 
And trembles o’er rills and the sleeping bow’rs, 
And soitly, so softly steal the hours, 
That night would soon deceive thee. 


Sweet, then, on the moonlit bank to lie, 

For love, then, burns in the heart and eye, 
And day’s cold thoughts would leave thee ; 

Sweet, then, to murmur the words of bliss, 

While lip meets lip in a burning kiss ; 

Earth may have joys, but heaven’s in this— 
Believe me, love, believe me. 


OPOPIOII? 


PADDY M‘SHANE’S SEVEN AGES. 
(G. Colman.) 


Ir my own botheration don’t alter my plan, 
I'll sing seven lines of a tight Irishman, 

Wrote by old Billy Shakspeare, of Ballyporeen, 
He said, while a babe I lov’d whiskey and pap, 
That I poet ier and I puked in my grandmother’s 

ap 5 
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She jolted me hard, just to hush my sweet roar, 
When I slipp’d through her fingers, down whack on 
the floor ; . 
What a squalling I made sure at Ballyporeen. 


When I grew up a boy, with a nice shining face, 
With my bag at my back, and a snail-crawling 
pace, 
Went to school at oid Thwackum’s, at Bally- 
poreen. 
His wig was so fusty, his birch was my dread, 
His learning beat out, stead of into my head. 
‘© Master M‘Shane,”’ says he, ‘* you’re a great 
dirty dolt, 
You’ve got no more brains than a Monaghan colt, 
You’re not fit for our college, at Ballyporeen.” 


When eighteen years of age, was teazed and per- 
plexed 
To know what I should be, so a lover turned next, 
And courted sweet Shelah, of Ballyporeen. 
I thought I’d just take her to comfort my life, 
Not knowing that she was already a wife ; 
She asked me just once that to see her I’d come, 
When I found her ten children and husband at 
home, 
A great, big, whacking chairman of Ballyporeen. 


I next turned a soldier, I did not like that, 
So turned servant, and lived with great Justice 
Pat, 
A big dealer in pratees at Ballyporeen. 
With turtle and ven’son he lined his inside, 
Ate so many fat capons that one day he died; 
So great was my grief that, to keep spirits up, 
Of some nice whiskey-cordial I took a big sup, 
To my master’s sate journey from Ballyporcen. 


Kicked and tossed so about, like a weathercock 
vane, 
I packed up my alls, and I went back again 
To my grandfather’s cottage at Ballyporeen. 
I found him, poor soul! with no legs for his hose, 
Could not see through the spectacles put on his 


nose ; 
With no teeth in his head , So Death corked up his 
chin 
He slipped tit of his slippers, and, faith, I slip- 
ped in, 
And succeeded poor Dennis, of Ballyporeen. 


\GPPPIPP PPR 


THE CONTENTED MAN. 
(Pope. ) 
HAPPy the man whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground. 


Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire ; 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade 
In winter fire. 


Blest who can unconcerned find 
Hours, days, and years, slide soft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day. 
Sound sleep by night, study and ease 
Together mixed, sweet recreation 
And innocence which most doth please 
With meditation, 


Thus let me live unseen, unknown, 
Thus, unlamented, let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a stone 
Tell where = lie. 


PIPPIPIG 
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Sir Gooseberry whipt through, you’re sure, but Miss Squash, that dear darling of toastes, 
As she wasn’t made much like a skewer, in trying, stuck fast ’tween the postes / 


SIR GOOSEBERRY GIMCRACK AND MISS 
SQUASH. 


SIR GOOSEBERRY GIMCRACK was thin, 
Like one of your neat dapper masters ; 
Miss Squash was fat up to her chin, 
Like a fillet of veal upon casters ; 
Her eyes through his heart such darts sent, 
Made whimsies in his little nob stir, 
And he looked, when a-courting he went, 
Like a shrimp making love to a lobster. 
Flummery, mummery, heigho! hum! 


This pair went a-walking one day, 
Arm in arm, like a firkin and feather, 
Some posts chanced to stand in the way, 
And monstrously close, too, together ; 
Sir Gooseberry whipped through, you’re sure, 
But Miss Squash, that dear darling of toastes, 
As she wasn’t made much like a skewer, 
In trying, stuck fast tween the POSsTEs! 
: Squallery, bawlery, heigho! hum! 


PLE LIIL FS 


I SHALL FORGET THEE NEVER. 
(E. Mackey.) 


THou’st? scorned the heart that was sincere, 
Which thou once, smiling, cherished ; 
Forsaken him who held thee dear, 
Young love’s sweet buds are perished +~ 
That love, which once thou didst profess, 
The thoughts shall haunt me ever, 
Though ne’er again those sounds shall bless,— 
I shall forget thee,—never! 


Unskilled in specious flatt’ry’s way, 
_ My tongue but truth imparted 5 
?T was truth that taught me love’s sweet lay, 
Plain, honest, pure, warm-hearted. 
Thou kindly didst receive the same, 
I hoped ’twould last for ever, 
But thou, alas! hast checked the flame,— 
I shall forget thee,—never! 
66—VOL, IIT. 


False, fickle-minded girl !—but hush, 
Though lost, I will not chide thee ; 
Away, weak tear, thou mak’st me blush, 
To cool my racked brain, bide thee ; 
Nor time again the band can tie 
Of love which thou didst sever ; 
But till the hour Fate bids me die, 
I shall forget thee,—never ! 


GPL PI LEIP? 


OH, MY NOSE? 


OR, PEGGY DALEY AND OLD NICK AT THE MAN-~ 
SION-HOUSE. 
Air—** Mutton-Pies.”-—( Bryant. ) 
PEGGY DALEY went one day, I think, 
T'o a wine-vaults, and thought it no sin, 
As she wanted some creature to drink, 
Just to call for a quartern of gin; 
It was brought, and she swallowed it quick, 
When a man old and ugly did come, 
And for shortness they called him Old Nick, 
And he called for a quartern of rum. 
Ri tol, &c. 
Now Nick, seeing Peg wet her eye, 
Railed at Dublin, at Cork, and at Kerry, 
But Peg to his nonsense was fly, 
And her blood boiled to see him so merry ; 
Says she, ¢ Arrah, what do you mean? 
You’re a snuffy old beast,’ and all that, 
So she gave him a palthoge so clean, 
And soon on the floor laid him fiat. 
Ri tol, &«. 
Now Nick didn’t relish this treat, 
So up from the shop-fioor he rose, 
And after his head had been beat, 
He beat the dust off of his clothes, 
Then run up to Peg in a rage, 
When she screeched out, ‘ Och pilliloo whaek, 
I'll physic old Nick I’ll engage,’ 
So his nose she bit off in a crack. 
Ri tol, &c. 
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Then the officers came to the place, 


Where with warrants and staves they soon 


sought her, 

Says she, taking a nose from a face 

Isn’t murder, oh, no! nor manslaughter " 
Then she thumped the poor marshalmen sore, 

And her outrage was great, I declare, 
So because she was strong as a horse, 

She was taken before the Lord Mayor. 

Ri tol, &c. 


Now-Peg told his lordship that Nick 
Seemed determined her temper to vex, 
So she bit his nose off for his trick, 
In defaming the delicate sex ; 
Then Nick to the hospital went, 
While Peg to the Compter did sail, 
So in one place old Nick must repent, 
While Miss Daley is waiting for bail. 
Ri tol, &c. 


. 
GCP IPP POD 


DEAR MAIDEN, I VOW THAT I LOVE 
THE 


(J, Sullivan.) 


By the light that illumines the skies, 
By the blue of thy exquisite eyes, 
Where in ambush young Cupid oft lies, 
It hovers on light wings above thee 3. 
By thy bosom as fair as the snow, 
By thy cheeks on which twin roses-grow, 
By thy perfumed sigh’s eloquent glow, 
Dear maiden, I vow that I love thee, 
I love thee—I love thee, 
Dear maiden, I vow that I love thee. 


By the silver moon’s pale mellow light, 
Gleaming soft on the calm lake to-night, 
And the twinkling stars, shining so bright, 

That sparkle like brilliants above thee ; 
By the passion of love most refined, 
That but yields to the magic of mind, 
Which I feel, but can ne’er be defined, 

Dear maiden, I vow that I love thee, 

TE love thee, &c. 


POPPI? SP 


MOGGY. 
(Dibdin. ) 
YOUNG Mog arrived at woman’s growth, 
Felt something in her bosom move, 
*Fwas neither joy, nor pain, yet both, 
Young Ralph o’ the woodland said twas love. 
Ralph loved young Moggy as his life,. 
Was wealthy, warm, and well to do ; 
But Moggy saw the soldiers come, 
Beheld the glittering arms so gay, 
Was charmed with the load trumpet’s bray, 
Delighted with the sprightly fife, 
And deafened with the thundering drum, 
While soldiers marched to the loud tattoo MH 
And though to honest Ralph still true, . 
She listened to the loud tattoo. 


T’ve said that Mog was debonair, 
Nor was their admiration small, 

She was thought artless, young, and fair, 
By the regiment, pioneers and all ; 

Each would have ta’en her for his wife, 
A la militaire, as soldiers do, 

The smock-faced ensign named his sum, 
The sergeant promised, swore, and prayed, 
The trumpeter her praises brayed ; 

To charm her loudly squeaked the fife, 

The drummer braced his thundering drum, 

To win her heart with a loud tattoo ; 
Thus strove to make young Mog untrue, 
Pike, trumpet, fife, and loud tattoo. 





Meg soon found reason to condemn 
The nonsense of each blustering elf, 
And looking with contempt on them, 
Some little shame took to herself : 
Determined now to be the wife 
Of honest Ralph, so kind and true, 
Cried she to the ensign, Child, go home 
To yourmamma. For you, old Bluff, 
Your trumpet’s, like yourself, a puff! 
I’ll not be whistled after, fife, 
Nor, drummer, shall your hollow drum 
To me beat wedlock’s loud tattoo ; 
True to my Ralph, to honour true, 
Hence trumpet, fife, and loud tattoo. 


PPLOR— OOS 


HERE’S THE FOX-HUNTER’S HEALTH 
FOR EVER, HUZZA! 


CoE, fill upa cup to the fox-hunter’s ‘health, 
Give him that, and he cares not for honours or 
wealth, 

His house is his castle, his fields are his joy, 

And for loving the ladies, sure he is the boy. 
Then fill up the cup, 
We are fond of a sup; 
Yes, fill up a cup, 

To the fox-hunter’s health. 


He cares not for politics, lords, or estates, 


_ Peace graces his board, sirs, and happiness waits ; 


Then join, my brave boys, may his Joys ne’er de- 
ca 


Ys 
_Here’s a health to the huntsman, for ever, huzza! 


Phen fill up a cup, &c. 


PLRIEL LPP? LPS? 


WELL FAIRLOVE. 
(Male.)- 


WHEN Will Fairlove, who-glowed with love’s soft 
emotion, 
First bade his dear Emma 2 long sad farewell, 
To brave all the dangers of Neptune’s green 
ocean, 
The pride of the foe in the battle to quell ; 
He sizghed—restrained the starting tear, 
And, kissing, left his Emma dear. 


They proudly set sail through seas loudly raging, 


The heart of the landsman with fear. would 
appal, 
The foe soon they met, and boldly engaged him, 
Will swore, for his country, to conquer or fall A 
His heart disdained the thought of fear, 
He felt alone for Emma dear. 


The cannons loud burst, like Jove’s awful thunder, 
Still undaunted Will stood, his country’s tried 
friend, 
A ball from his trunk his left fin did sunder, 
And shivered his pin beyond splicing to mend . 
Still he disdained to pain a tear, 
And grieved alone for Emma dear. 


When Emma beheld her tar thus discarded, 
She cried shall distress cause me to act a base 
part : 
No, trne wire alone should be rewarded, 
Accept then, dear Will, my hand, fortune, and 
heart. 
Next morn, to the altar Will led the fair, 
And sealed the vow with Emma dear. 


Now Fairlove, though maimed, regrets not his 
crosses, _ 
Since blest with the girl whom his soul doth de-~ 
light, 


| Her love and kind care supplies all his losses, 


His lopt limbs speak the glory he gained in the 
fight: ony 
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One arm still left, should foes appear, 
To fight the cause of Emma dear. 


GLLGLLIP? 


‘LCOME, PLEASURE—WELCOME,GLEE. 


|WE’LL, then, with jovial spirits join, 
And sip and sip ambrosial wine ; 
With sparkling wit and flowing bowls, 
The cheerful song and glowing souls. 
So welcome, pleasure—welcome, glee— 
We'll laugh at toil and trouble, 
For, in the cheerful glass, I see 
Good humour—see it double. 


If there is aught on earth divine, 
*l'is cheerful hearts and rosy wine ; 
When these have ceas’d their jovial reign, 
Oh, take me back to Heaven again. 
So welcome, &c. 


BILLY GOOSE AND THE DEVIL. 
(W. Wastell.) 


LY GoosE was a tailor, and, ah, woful tale! 
Vith an unmarried lady lived he : 


} 
| 
| OPP PEPOP 


, tormented him sorely, no words could pre- 


vail, 

was louder than he, and she fought tooth and 

. nail, 

jill at last he resolved to be free. 

h a horrible oath he was thus heard to say, 

\s he kicked her at last from the door, 

Iay the devil himself come and fetch me away, 

hh tape, buckram, and shears, if you longer 
shall stay, . 

lx if ever I take you back more !” 


women can wheedie us all, as we know, 

.nd coax and persuade us to evil ; 

, prayed and she promised, as women know 
| how; 

ir Billy was very soon false to his vow, 
yuite forgetting his oath and the devil. 

1 now all their friends were invited to sup, 
Jeef and cabbage were placed for each guest, 
en, lo! a tall stranger appeared—drained his 
ioe cup, 
ate all the cabbage and cucumbers up, 
snd nothing was left for the rest. 


' then, Billy Goose, while his hair rose on 
"high, : 

‘ried, ‘* Sir, who, pray the devil, art thou?” 
lure enough,” was the answer, ‘‘ the devil am 








q 










t wished me to come, and away with you fly, 

— you were untrue to your vow. 

ae away, then, false tailor, that woman to 
shun, 

‘ou have broken the oath made upon her.” 

ir,” Billy exclaimed, ‘ after all’s said and 
done, 5 

‘out of two evils I’m forced to choose one, 

'm quite ready to wait on your honour.” 


PPFO PISS 


BLINK 0’ER THE BURN TO ME. 


Youne Sandy is a dowdy lad, 
And Jemmy’s swarth and tawny, 
No heart of mine they captive made, 
For that is lost to Johnny. 
Blink o’er the burn, my Johnny, dear, 
Blink o’er the burn to me, 
Blink o’er the burn, my Johnny, dear, 
And I will gang wi’ thee. 


Young Sandy woos, and sighs, and sues, 
And Jemmy offers money, 


Now well I know they both love me, 
But I love none but Johnny. 
Blink o’er the burn, &c. 


And if he asks me for his bride, 
Ill not deny my Johnny, 
He’s not a lad to be denied, 
So fair, so blithe, so bonny. 
Blink o’er the burn, &e. 


GIPF IIS 


THE AMATEURS. 
Air—“ Over the Water to Charley.” 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


LET amateurs meet, 
For a tragical treat, 
Where Melpomene rages in fury ; 
But, in comical verse, 
A farce I rehearse, 
Brought out at the doors of Old Drury, 
The scene was outside, 
Like Ozhello’s black hide, 
The characters cast in a hurry, 
The fable a fact, 
And, if not too much hacked, 
Might be saddled zo run at the Surrey. 


Like The Critic, I write 
The Mistakes of a Night, 

For the plot of the piece was a blunder, | 
And perhaps you may say 
’Twas the The Devil to Pay, 

Or that my little farce was The Wonder. 
An adept at the art 
Played the principal part 

And run all The Chances in danger, , 
So The Prize he might win, , 
He would freely take in, 


The Man of the World or The Stranger. 


This modern Macheath, 
Who had got his eye teeth 
From The Rendezeous at the Old Baiiey, 
Saw an amateur cub 
From the Nightingale-Club 
With a Citizen gossipping gaily, 
Says he, in this throng, 
*Twill be All in the Wrong, 
Not my Note- Book in safety to lock it, 
For the way, to be sure, 
The Purse to secure 


‘Is The Padlock to pop on your pocket. 


Then Macheath moved behind, 
Just for Raising the Wind, 

Resolved to play Measure for Measure, 
And, feeling about, 
Bade the Note-Book Furn- Out, 

And filched The Poor Gentleman’s treasure, 
Then ’twas Catch him who can 
For The Fortunate Man 


‘Vanished, like Macbeth’s old witches, 


And Five Miles off popped 
Before ever he stopped 
To take a Review of his Riches. 


But, when he surveyed 
The Siege of Belgrade, “38 
And saw, in each opera ditty, 
That they were but notes 
That were meant for the throats 
Of an amateur club in the City, 
Cries he, in a rage, 
All the World is a Stage, 
For a benefit i’m not the cne in, 
So the Macheaths shall swarm 
To the School of Reform 
And give up the high Road to Ruin. 


GRELILPIF 
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H?PE NOW SO CHEERILY. 
(H. M. Milner.) 
A TRIO. 


HOPE now so cheerily 
Shines through the gloom, 

Bidding the buds of joy 
Brightly to bloom. 

Sorrow and weariness 
Sit on my brow, 

Sadness and dreariness 
Weigh on thee now. 

Heaven will-ne’er forsake 
Virtue that weeps 5. 

Tts watchful guardian, Care, 
No, never sleeps. 


CPE LIP PIP 


THE GOOD FELLOW. 
(Alexander Brome, 1658.) 


STAY, stay, shut the gates, 
T’other quart, faith, it is not so late 
As yow’re thinking ; 
Those stars which you see 
In this hemisphere be 
But the studs in your cheeks by your drinking. 
‘Fhe sun has gone to tipple all night in the sea, 


boys, 

To-morrow he’ll: blush that he’s: paler than we, 
boys, . 

Drink wine, give him water, tis sack makes us 
gee, boys, 


Fill, fill up the glass, 
To the next merry lad let it pass ; 
Come away with’t ; 
Come, set foot to-foot, - 
And but give our minds to’t, 
’Tis heretical six that doth slay wit. 
No Helicon like to the juice of the vine is, 
For Phebus had never had wit nor diviness, 


Had his face been bow-dy’d as thine is and mine | 


is. 
Drink, drink off your bowls, 
We'll enrich both our heads and our souls 
With canary ; 
A carbuncled face 
Saves a tedious race, 
For the Indies about us we carry ; 
Then hang up good faces; we’ll drink till our 
noses 
Give freedom to speak what our fancy disposes, 
Beneath whose protection is under the roses. 


This, this must go round ; 
Off your hats till that the pavement be erown’d 
With your beavers ; 
A red-coated face, 
Night’s a serjeant-at-mace, 
And the constable trembles to shivers ; 
In state march our faces, like those of the quorum, 


When the wenches fall down, and the vulgar | 


adore em, pe 
And our noses like the link boys run shining be- 
fore ’em. 


GIPILP EPL 


GOOD BY, GOOD BY, MY NATIVE 
SHORE. 


( Moncrieff.) 


Goop by, good by, my native shore 
Smiles o’er the waters green; 

The landsmen sigh, the sailors roar, 
My sea-muse notes the scene. 


I grieve not for sprees done in drink, 
Nor many a wanton trick ; 

My only sorrow is to think 
I shortly shall be sick. 


TIMOTHY loved y 


A BULL’S NOT A HE-COw. 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


‘IN Old Ireland you’ll know 
A bull’s not a he-cow, | 
What gives butter-milk nightly each morn a 
But a blunder what’s hung 
On the slip of our tongne, 
So a tongue-bull is not a cow’s horn! 
Smic smaghliloo, whack, musha gra! 
Smic smaghliloo, whack, musha gra! 
But a blunder what’s hung, &c 


Och! nate Larry O’Rourke 
Tucked his tight bit of oak 

(His shellelagh-twig) wndther his arm, 
Trot to Donnybrook-fair, 
‘Sure the lad was go there 

For a fun, just to keep the game warm! 
Smic smaghliloo, whack, musha gra! 
Smic smaghliloo, whack, musha gra! 

Trot to Donnybrook-fair, &¢ 


When he’d tookt a straight round 
Through, to look at the sound 
Of the bagpipes that played at both ends ; 
Sure he never piped dumb, 
When shellelagh-time come, 
For a tune on the horns of his friends ! 
Rap hubbaboo, Larry, go whack! 
Rap hubbaboo, Larry, go whack! 
Sure he never piped dumb, &c 


Sure horse-beans are green-peas, 
For a bull, if you’ll plase 
Just to put the case right in a row, 
With a shellelagh rap, 
That’s the convincing tap, 
What can prove a blue pig’s a red cow, 
Or make a red cow a blue pig ; 
Or make a red cow a blue pig. 
With a shellelagh rap, &e, 


PIPPIPCP SD? 


THE TEAR. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


FLOW on thy way, thou pearly tear, 
Canst thou my anguish speak? 
A lenient for my sorrows here 
In thee alone I seek. 
Oh! do not stop thy swift career, 
Press on thy destiny ; j 
But one alone my heart can cheer, | 
That, grateful tear, is thee. 


Flow, chrystal tear, thrice welcome friend, 
In thee [ find relief ; 
Still, still, thy balmy cordial send, 
To dissipate my grief. 
It is a wretched mourner sues, 
The boon then don’t deny ; 
This heart how sad, if thou refuse, 
How tranquil, if comply. 


Flow, gentle tear, this faded check 
Delights to feel thee roam ; 
Ah! too, too blest if there you’d seek 
A long, a lasting, home. 
Yes, yes, thy chrystal sluice o’erflows, 
But soon thy torments cease ; . 
A stranger I to calm repose, 
You sink to lasting peace. 


REMEMBER TIM AND SUE. 


oung Susan, and Sue loved T 
mothy, too, é 


But Tim nor Sukey, in choosing, had neither beaut 


in view ! 
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His nose stood awry, 
And her forehead was high, 
Like a trencher chopped in two, 
And hadn’t her eyes, as ferret’s, been red, 
Perhaps they might have been blue 5 
But beauty’s a bubble, 
Unworthy of trouble, 
As many have found too true, 
Then, husbands and wives, 
Who love peaceable lives, 
(That’s if there be any that do,) 
Remember Tim and Sue. 


Wives that are fair or witty, the choice of others 
may be, 
Juoth Tim, your wits will be prating, and prattling 
never sults me; 
Your beautiful wives 
Léad frolicsome lives, 
While spousy is left alone ; 
And I, though her waist be crooked or straight, 
Would have a wife of my own. 
For beauty’s a bubble, &c. 


sukey to Tim, with a leer, says, “* Your taste is 
mine to a tee, 
ind tho’f I says it that should not, you’ll find me 
a tractable she ; 
Don’t think that I chose 
My love for his nose, 
Cheeks cherry, or peepers blue ; 
But truly I sees, a maiden to please, 
A certain something in you. 
And beauty’s a bubble, &c. 


PPPPOIOP 


THOU, TOO, ART GONE, THOU LOVED 
* "AND LOVELY ONE. 


(Lord Byron.) 


THOU, too, art gone, thou loved and lovely one: 
Whom youth, and youth’s affection bound to 


me 3 
Who did for me what none beside have done, 
Nor shrunk from one, albeit unworthy thee! 
What is my being ?—Thou had ceased to be! 
Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home, 
Who mourns o’er hours. which we no more shall 
see ,— 
Would they had never been, or were to come ; 
Would he had ne’er returned, to find fresh cause 
to roam! 


9h, ever loving, lovely, and beloved ! 
How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past, 

And clings to thoughts now better far removed ! 
But Time shall tear thy shadow from me last. 
All thou couldst have of mine, stern Death! thou 

hast, 
The parent, friend, and now the more than 
friend ; 
Ne’er yet for one thy arrows flew so fast, 
And grief with grief continuing still to blend, 
‘Hath pees the little joy that life had yet to 
lend. 


Then must I plunge again into the crowd, 
And follow all that Peace disdains to seek? 
Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud, 
False to the heart, distorts the hollow cheek, 
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak ! 
Still o’er the features which, perforce, they 
: cheer, ‘ 
To feign the pleasures, or conceal the pique ; 
Smiles form the channel of a future tear, 
Or raise the writhing lip with ill-dissembled 
sneer. 
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Whatis the worst of woes that wait on age ? 
What stamps the wrinkle deeper on the brow? 
To view each loved one blotted from life’s page, 
And be alone on earth, as Jam now! 
Before the chastener humbly let me bow, 
O’er hearts divided, and o’er hopes destroyed ! 
Roll on, vain days! full reckless may ye flow, 
Since Time hath reft whate’er my soul en- 


joyed, 
And with the ills of eld my elder years alloyed. 


POLPP OPP 


A HORNPIPE OR JIG WE’D SO JOLLILY 
CAPER. 


A DUET. 
(Kenney. ) 


THROUGH life as we steer, 
At Fortune we jeer, 
Good humour is ever our store 5 
And we know, long ago, 
When you’ve pleasure in tow, 
Your maxim’s the merrier the more. 
I’m sure, Mr. Peter, no man can be 
neater, 
He.—And, indeed, miss, I never saw damsel 
completer! 
She.—With you I could trip, 
He.— To a wooden-legged scraper, 
Both.—And hornpipe or jig we'd so jollily caper. 
‘Sing fal lal, &c. 
With such glee, when at sea, 
If so jolly are we ; 
No mortals, I’m sure, can be more } 
And since'I could rely 
All your troubles would fly 
At sea, I might revel on shore. 
He.—Then, our ramble completing, and once 
again meeting 
She.—Your sweethearts and wives, how delight- 
ful the greeting ! 
He.—Then again to the notes of a wooden-legged 
scraper, 
Both.—A hornpipe or jig we’d so jollily caper. 
Sing fal, lal, &c. 


He.— 


She.— 


He.— 


She.— 


POLE OO? 


NELL OF HERSHAM VALE. 
(E. Winslow.) 


IN spring-time, when gay blue-bells bloom, 
And breathe the sweets of May, 

O’er heath or hill, where buds the broom, 
Forlorn, unknown, I stray! ' 

With blushing cheek, and downcast eye 
I sing my, plaintive tale, 

Come, buy sweet flow’rets, come, who'll buy, . 
Of Nellof Hersham Vale? 


Ye fair, prove kind, compassion show, 
Drive me not from your door; 
The wants I feel may you ne’er know, 
‘Take pity on the poor! 
Behold my grief-worn streaming eye, 
Ah! listen to my tale,— 
Come, buy, &c. 


How fair to view the wood-rose gay, 
How fragrant is each flower! 
Nipped by the frost, they soon decay, 
And perish in an hour ; 
Thus, likea rose, I droop—I die, 
Unless you aid my tale,— 
Come, buy, &e. 


PIILIIE? 
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LET’S TOSS THB FLOWING CAN, 


Air—** The Chelsea Pensioner.” 


CoE, fill the bowl, my jovial soul, 
And let us merry be ; 

Pledge those that sail from pole to pole, 
And then brave boys at sea! 

While favouring gales are veering round, 
The Victory leads the van ; , 

And though, my lads, we’re outward bound, 
Let’s toss the flowing can. 


Farewell to lovely Sall and Sue, 
The girls of mirth and fun! 
Land-lubbers, skulkers, all adieu, 
Who, matchless, fight and run! 
The shivering sails begin to fill, 
The pond’rous anchor weighed ! 
Old England’s chalky cliffs farewell, 
Then, shipmates, who’s afraid? 


For, though the raging billows roar, 
And winds incessant blow, 

We, cheerly, quit yon craggy shore, 
To meet the daring foe : 

And if, by chance, a fatal ball 
Should e’er mischievous fly, 

Adieu, then, to the boatswain’s call, 
’Tis he, Jack, you, and I. 


GILPPI POF 


A PEEP AT A PLAY. 
Air—“ Bartholomew Fair.” 
( Beuler.) 


COME, come, my boys, away, 
Let us hasten to the play; 
We’ll reach the house before 
The op’ning of the door ; 
By goles! but this is prime! 
For we are just in time, 
The doors are being opened, I declare, O! 
And the boys begin to bawl, 
And the girls begin to squall, 
“« Don’t push so, if you please ;” 
‘* Oh, curse you, how you squeeze !” 
“<< l’m almost pressed to death |” 
“¢ I’m nearly out of breath!” 
“« It’s enough to make a parson swear, O!” 
Push the door—in pour, 
Sour churls—pretty girls, 
Queer gabies—little babies, 
What a rush!—Don’t push ! 
Come, my dear, pay here. 
Cup, cup, tumble up. 
Don’t grumble.—Don’t tumble. 

Be eae O dear, O dear! don’t push so.—I 
shall be killed.—I shall be squeezed to death.—I 
will try to squeeze out again.—Come along, you 
fool, would you be squeezed inside out /—Oh, faith ! 
that’s my own toe you are treading upon.—I beg 
pardon.—Och! I wouldn’t mind, if you didn’t 
hurt me.—Oh lud! do you want to squéeze all the 
breath out of my body ?—Shut your month, my 
dear fellow, you can’t suffer more by it than I 
do.—Billy, my boy, where are you ?—Here I am, 
father, keeping up this fat gentleman’s belly.—-. 
Aye, it’s a good thing that I am fat, else my bones 
would be pressed to pieces.— Well, I do declare this, 
I never was so scroudged in my whole life before.— 
Oh my back!—Don’t back, ma’am, push on.— 
Here we are, up at last.—Now for a good place.— 
Halloo! you are coming down head foremost.—Yes, 
he is determined to have a Sront seat.—I say, 
where are you crowding to, across the benches ?— 
O gad! it’s enough to make me cross, I’ve split my 
inexpressibles.—Never mind, let them be seated.— 
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Take care of your pockets, here’s a punster,— 
Throw him over.—It’s all over with me, if you 
do.—Well, a punster is a dose of salts to me,— 
Yes, and I have been just squeezed to death, and 
now I’ve got into purgatory.—Well, now I don’t 
care how soon that there green curtain draws up.— 
Father, I think that green curtain is an iron one, 
—Why, my dear ?—Because it looks so rusty,.— 
There’s a sensible child for you.—Bless us! what 
is the matter, the seat is all wet.—Dear me! I do 
declare, my poor dear brandy bottle is all broken, 
and let all the liquor run 

Hey down, ho down, 

Derry derry down, 

Whilst pushing to the play so rare O! 


( Additional Dialogue, if encored. ) 

What a trouble it is for an old woman to get up 
and down this gallery: I declare it brings on my 
old cough.—/( Coughing.) What does anold woman 
want in a gallery; people at your age ought tobe 
in the pit.—Ah, I wish I were there.—( Coughing. ) 
—Aye, [think you ought to be pitted, you are 
already in your coffin.—I wish you would under. 
take to cure it.—Ma’am, I am no undertaker; but 
I perceive my jest is palling, you begin to look 
grave.— He’s a punster, ma’am, give him a punch, 
—Oh, hang him! I thonght he was a rogue, but I 
shall live to read his dying speech, I know.—He’s 
got the gibbe¢ in his face now.—Gad! you have 
choked him there.—-Yes, she’s got him in a line.— 
He looks a fit subject for Surgeons’-Hall.—All go 
it, cut him up.—Put him in spirits, or he won’t 
keep here.—Keep, what is he going?—He looks 
altered.—Then let him be interred, there let the 
punster rest till his finale punishment, 

Hey down, ho down, &c, 
In gallery, boxes, pit, 
The people snugly sit, 
The lads with lively grins, 
The maids with dimpled chins, 
Though pretty tightly squeezed, 
Are determined to be pleased, 

Whilst waiting for the play to begin O! 

Play up music, cry the boys, 
Then begin the fun and noise, 
Stage-lights begin to blaze up, 
Then the music plays up, 

Up the curtain draws, 

And draws down loud applause, 

Then the play puts an end to the din, O. 

Cat-calls—music squalls, 

Now, Dosy—play up, Nosy, 
Elbow-shakers—catgut-scrapers, 

All in rows—rosin bows, 

Fiddles grunt—down in front, 

Now, my masters, doff your castors, 
Silence, silence—no vi’lence. 

SPOKEN.] I say, you Mounseer Parlour-vow, I 
wish you’d doff your noddle-cover.— Do my vhat, 
sair ?—Doff your sconcer.—Vhat, sair ?—Your 
crown-piece.—Vhat?—Why your skull-cap, castor, 
felt, beaver.—Sair, V’m sorry I cannot comprehend 
you.—Lord! how ignorant those here Frenchmen 
are !—My da’ter is just come from boarding-school ; 
parley woo, Polly, tothe Frenchman.—Oui. Mou- 
sear, voulez-vous otter ; that is to say, take off your 
chapeau ?—Aye, Mounseer, take the chopper off 
your block.—My vhat block, sair?—Why, your 
hat.—Oh! oui, certainement.—Curse me! my 
da’ter knows more French than the Frenchman, 
a’ter all.—Curse the artichoke, I say, who built 
these seats! why, there’s no room to put one’s 
knees.+-So it seems, sir, for you are putting them 
all in my back.—Only your back, then they don’t 
affront you.—Fine fruit, or a bill of the play ; do 
you want some good porter, sir?—I wish some 
porter would take you off.—Do you? then I’ll be 
off with the porter, sir.—Bless me! the heat is 
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very opressive! I can hardly bear it, I fancy it is 
the gas.—Pho! the gas makes it lighter. 
Hey down, ho down, 
Derry derry down, 
Whilst waiting for the play to begin, O! 


( Additional Dialogue; if encored. ) 

Halloo ! there’s a hubabubboo in the lower re- 
gions.—Oh, mamma, I’m squeedged up just like 
nothing.— Why do you squeeze the child so, you 
brute.—( Stuttering.) Wh-why h-how ca-ca-can I 
he-help it, don’t every body squee-eze me ?—Don’t 
you make mouths at my wife, sir, or damme, sir, 
I’ll shave your beard for you directly.—I wish, 
mamma, you had brought the broom-stick which 
you waps father with, you’d have made him feel, I 
know.—Hold your tongue, you rascal, and leave 
the broom-stick at home, you rogue.—So it is, pa; 
it hangs up behind the door, I know.—Hold your 
tongue, I say, and look at.the pretty ladies in the 
boxes.—Oh! how pretty! they look like the heads 
in our shop window, with the wigs on.—Hush, my 
dear, drop the shop and the wigs.—La, papa, are 
those young ladies in the top boxes going to bed? 
-—Why, my dear?—Because, pa, they look haif 
undressed.— Half undressed, my dear, that’s what 
they cali being full dressed.-—Full dressed, papa, 
then I should like to know what they call being 
half-full dressed.—Hush, my dear, and look at the 
stage.—What stage, papa ?—The acting-stage, my 
dear.—The Acton stage, I don’t see the horses.— 
No, nor any thing else, if that French lady keeps 
on her stupendous bonnet ; it is like my old gig 
turned upside down, with wheels for bows. Ma’am, 
I’ll trouble you to take off your bonnet.—Sair, je 
suis surprise ; dat is to say, sair, I am quite tunder- 
structed of dat which you say to me! sair, 1 never 
do undress myself for no gentleman; and for you 
me to ask dat, you are good for nothing at all, you 
are ; you are barbare.—How did she find that out. 
—A barber, ma’am! and what’s that to you if my 
husband is a barber, ma’am; he can shave as well 
as any Frenchman, ma’am, and only charges three 
halipence, ma’am.—Silence! down! 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


Now the solid and the gay 

Pay attention to the play ; 
Tragedian plays his part, 

With tear, and rant, and start, 
P’rhaps, in his tragic rage, 

A dog runs across the stage, 

Which turns the people’s tears into smiles, 0! 
Or th’ heroes of the sock 
Now human nature mock, 

With lively jest and mien, 
Would drive away the spleen ; 
Then harlequin and clown, 
E’er tumbling up and down, 

Please the old and the young with their wiles, O! 
Here’s the place—for grimace, 
Orange-peel—makes one feel, 

Blooming misses—groans and hisses, 
Starts and pauses—great applauses, 
Tragic braggers—wooden daggers, 
Mournful dizen—cups of poison, 
Shrieks and sobbing—ghosts and robbing, 
Comedy’s sons—jests and puns, 
Swagg’ring blades—saucy maids, 
Dramas, farces—horses, asses, 
Pantomime—suits each clime, 

Tricks and scenes—magic means, 
Leaping, tumbling—no grumbling, 

All laughing—no scoffing. 

SPOKEN, foppishly.] My dear fellow, how do 
you like that performer with the long sword ?— 
Why I don’t know, there is a sort of a something, 
that is a—a kind of—I would say a—a je ne scat 
quoi,—that is to say,—in fact, you understand me. 
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—Aye, you would say, he is only fit to play the 
walking gentleman.—No, my dear fellow, I would 
say a walking-stick ; does the simile strike ?— Yes, 
your stick hits him to a Aair; but, if you had said a 
sword-stick, there would have been more point in 
it.—Yes, my dear fellow, but that would have 
been too cutting, and contrary to the act.—Ya-up ! 
I am just prime for a lark.—Tumble up, box- 
keeper.—I’m sorry, sir, but that shaggy great coat 
can’t be admitted to the dress-boxes.—Hold your 
gab, spoony saucebox, isn’t it a regular box-coat ? 
—Good heavens, sir, your spurs have caught my 
muslin dress!—Demme, madam, I beg pardon, 
but demme, madam, I came to the theatre on 
horseback.—Did you, sir; then we feel particularly 
obliged to you for not bringing your horse into the 
box with you.—There’s a box on the ear for the 
man in the brass spurs.—Yes, he’s got in the wrong 
bow.—My dear fellow, turn your glass, and tell me 
who is that corpulent lady, trying to hide herself 
behind her fan ?—Where ?—There, in the second 
tier of boxes.—That is the great Miss Puncheon, 
the distiller’s daughter.—Mess Puncheon, pho! a 
mistake, a mistake, she must be more than a single 
woman.—But, my dear fellow, don’t you think the 
boxes look very dull to night ?—Dull! no wonder, 
don’t you see they are all in tiers.—Tears, that’s a 
pun of the first water.—D—n it! how your wit 
flows to-night !—Sir, it won’t flow, if you dam it. 
Hey down, ho down, 
Derry derry down, 
A play all our cares thus beguiles, O! 


( Additional Dialogue, if encored. ) 

My dear fellow, who is that lovely creature in 
front, is she come-at-able ?—Sir, that’s my wife. 
—That’s a cooler, Bob.—Look, look, there’s a 
gentleman fainted.—Slacken his stays and braces ; 
take of his ’kerchief, pads, collars, and wristbands. 
—No, don’t be picking him to pieces.—Take that 
crying child home.— What a shame for women to 
bring children here, especially within arms.— 
Would you have them brought without arms ?—I 
say, sir, any body in arms is only calculated to 
raise a disturbance.—Well, don’t harm the child.— 
Bless me! it’s very warm! I vonder vhether all 
the vindows and wentilators are open, I am as vet 
as asea-veed. Oh fora puff of wind !—Take this 
play-bill, sir, it is full of puffs.—Yes, but not 
hairy puffs.—I declare now the eat has made me as 
dry as a mad dog; I wish I had a drop of some’hat. 
—Do you, then here’s the drop scene.—Then drop 


your 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


PPPOE ILI 


IN THESE ARMS, MY JULIA, REST. 
(G. T.) 
Air—“ Here we meet too soon to part.” 

In these arms, my Julia, rest, 

Nestle closely to this breast, 

Here no ills can thee molest, 
No dangers e’er alarm thee. 

Though threat’ning storms the sky obscure, 

And lightning rend the ether pure, 


Still here, my love, thou’lt be secure, 
Here nothing e’er shall harm thee. 


PHIIS LIP 


TO THE MIDNIGHT, HARK, AWAY. 
( Garrick. ) 


TuE card invites, in crowds we fly 

To join the jovial routful cry ; 

What joy from cares and plagues all day 
To hie to the midnight, hark, away. 
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Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 
Nor dronish husbands enter there 3 

The brisk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight, hark, away. 


Uncounted strikes the morning clock, 
And drowsy watchmen idly knock ; 
Till day-light peeps we sport and play, 
And roar to the jolly, hark, away. 


When tired with sport, to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with sleep ; 
To-morrow’s welcome call obey, 

And again to the midnight, hark, away. 


PPOGLIO?> 


IN MASONRY LET ME BE BLESSED. 


GRANT me, kind heaven, what I request, 
In masonry let me be bless’d ; 

Direct me to that happy place 

Where friendship smiles on every face, 
Where freedom and sweet innocence 
Enlarge the mind and cheer the sense : 


Where sceptered reason from her throne 
Surveys the lodge, and makes us one 3 
And harmony’s delightful sway 

For ever sheds ambrosial day ; 

Where we bless’d Eden’s pleasure taste, 
Whilst balmy joys are our repast. 


Our lodge the social virtues grace, 
And wisdom’s rules we fondly trace ; 
Whole nature open to our view 

Points out the path we should pursue. 
Let us subsist in lasting peace, 

And may our happiness increase. 


No prying eye can view us here, 

No tool or knave disturb our cheer ; 
Our well-formed laws set mankind free, 
And gives relief to misery ; 

The poor, oppressed with wo and grief, 
Gain from our bounteous hands relief. 


POPP PIP??? 


FILL HIGH THE BOWL, LET US DRINK 
TO THE BRAVE. 


O! FILL high the bowl, 
Let us drink to the brave, 
And the toast be in silence, 
The sons of the wave! 


The sons of the wave, 
Whom the tempest sent low, 
Where no billows are raging, 
And storms never blow. 


Deep, deep, they went down, 
But they utter’d no cry 

As they cast their last look 
On the storm-hurried sky. 


O! where was the stay 
Of their headlong career, 
When the wave smooth’d its way 
O’er the mariner’s bier? 


Where found they a rest 

For the tomb of their bark,— 
In the ocean’s green bed, 

Or its coral waves dark? 


Who can say? not the vessel, 
Which sails where they lie, 
With her keel high above them, 

As stars in the sky. 


But the dolphin may know, 
And the fierce shark may tell, 
Where they watch’d the ship go, 
And they banquetted well. 


Wherever it be, 
Let us drink to the brave, 
Whom the storm has laid low 
In a fathomless grave. 


GRIF IIPL IP 


MISS TROLLOP AND PADDY 
O’BOTHEREM. 


Air—‘* Young Love.” 


Miss Trollop she liv’d in Duck-lane, 
Kittens breeding, and novels reading, 
With which she bother’d her brain, 
The neighbours all thought her insane. 
Landiord one morning gave her week’s warning, 
Although her rent she well did pay ; 
«« Oh, no,” said Trol, ‘* you I defy, 
While I can tip I mean to stay.”” 


This maid was turned of sixty-two, 

And ne’er was married, for love miscarried, 
And never came her way to woo, 

Though she was rieher than a Jew. 


| At last quite sly, sir, a sheep’s eye, sir, 


Was cast from Paddy’s bullock head, 
“' Oh, oh,” said Trol, ‘« what is’t I spy,” 
An Trish chairman came to wed. 


The maid she blush’d vermilion deep, 
And hung her head, sir, when at her bed, sir, 
This bogtrotter began to peep, 
And gently to her side did creep ; 
They soon were wedded, and got bedded, 
When wedlock’s bliss she now enjoyed ; 
“¢ Oh, oh,” said Trol, ‘* what a fool was I, 
Who so long with kittens toyed.” 


Pat’s joy was not so very great 
With her embrace, sir, and wrinkled face, sir, 
He sighed both early and late, om 
And prayed that death would on her wait ; 
But yet he’d carney, and pitch her blarney, 
?Till Mr. Death did lay her low; 
“<« Oh, oh,” said Pat, <‘ are you there, good by,” 
And laid his paw on her rhino. 


GIIPIP IP? 


THE CONVICT. 
. (Wordsworth. ) 


THE glory of evening was spread through the 
west, 
On the slope of a mountain I stood ; 
While the joy that precedes the calm season of 
rest 
Rang loud through the meadow and wood. 


And must we, then, part from a dwelling so fair ? 
In the pain of my spirit, I said; 

And, with a deep sadness, I turned to repair 
To the cell where the convict is laid. 


The thick-ribbed walls that o’ershadow the gate 
Resound, and the dungeons unfold ; 
I pause,—and, at length, through the glimmering - 
grate, 
That outcast of Pity behold. 


His black, matted hair, on his shoulder is bent, 
And deep is the sigh of his breast ; 

And, with stedfast attention, his eyes are intent 
On the fetters that link him to death. 


’Tis sorrow enough on that visage to gaze, 
That body dismissed from his care ; 
But my fancy has pierced to his heart, and por 
trays 
More terrible images there. 
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She kissed it, she pressed it, then rocking her 
care, 
In strains most endearing, sang, hush, hushaby. 
Hushaby! hushaby ! 


His bones are consumed, and his life-blood is 
dried, 
With wishes the past to undo ; 
And his crimes, through the pain that o’erwhelm 
him, descried, 
Still blacken, and grow, on the view. 
















Her song and her manner, so artless and sweet, 
I looked on and fancied as something divine, 
Then ventured, but could not advance or retreat, 


When from the dark synod, or blood-reeking 
And wished both the nurse and the baby were 


field, 


To his chamber the monarch is led, mine. 
All soothers of sense their soft virtue shall yield, | At length, taking courage, I bade her ‘* good 
And Quietness pillow his head. day,” 
: ‘ F ie | Asked her name, andif married, without know- 
But if Grief, self-consumed, in oblivion would ing why ; 
dose, — She started, looked down, and “ O, no, sir,”’ did 
And Conscience her tortures appease 5 say, 


’Mid tumult and uproar this man must repose, 


Then sang, dearest creature! her hush, hushaby. 
In the comfortless vault of disease. 


Hushaby! hushaby ! 


When his fetters, at night, have so pressed on his 
limbs, 
That the weight can no longer be borne ; 
If, while a half-slumber his mem’ry bedims, 
The wretch on the pallet should turn. 


At last, she confessed, (and it pleased me to 
hear, ) 
The babe was inno way to Mary allied 5 
O, yes! and my offer was frank and sincere, 
“To take her, and make her that moment a 


, aie ; ; bride! pane 

While ine jail-mastiff howls at the dull clanking | She blushed, yet that blush did such sweetness 
chain, impart 

From the roots of his hair there shall start That ve thevdens yes, I could read in eacl 


eye! 
And truly I gave her my hand and my heart, 
While she sang, dearest creature! her hush, 
hushaby! 


A thonsand sharp punctures of cold sweating 


pain, 
And terror shell leap at his heart. 


But now he half raises his deep-sunken eye, 
And the motion unsettles a tear ; 

The silence of sorrow it seems to supply, 
And asks me for why I am here. 


Hushaby! hushaby! 


SIL PPOO* 


JACK OF ALL TRADES. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


A GENTLEMAN once, I’d a train of my own, 
But my train is all docked, and ’m left all alone, 
And now, as I never had pride, though I’d pelf, 
I don’t mind becoming a servant myself. 

At table I can wait, 


Poor victim! no idle intruder has stood, 
With o’erweening complacence, our state to 
compare 3 
But one whose first wish is the wish to be good, 
Is come, as a brother, thy sorrows to share. 


At thy name, though Compassion her nature re- 


Thou shoes Virtue’s proud mouth thy report be a Clean a knife, or change a plate, 
ote : P y rep Quick as thought, when there’s company or gay 
? 


day; 
Mount a nag behind my lord, 
Whene’er he goes abroad, 
Or dangle at the heels of my lady ; 
After wine-cellar look, 
Fatten poultry, garden, cook, 
A monstrous variety of small trades‘ 
Make stews, clean shoes ; 
Friz a wig, kill a pig ; 
Brew, bake, broil stake ; 
Clean house, milk cows ; 
Cheese turn, butter churn ; 
Mend clothes, darn hose ; 
Run of errand, O, I warrant 
You'll find me complete Jack of all trades. 


My care, if the arm of the mighty were mine, 
Should place thee where yet thou might’st blos- 
som again ! 


POLL LIL? 


TAKE A LITTLE DRAM OF PASSION IN 
A LUSTY DOSE OF WINE. 


WOULD you be a man of fashion, 
Would you lead a life divine, 
Take a little dram of passion 
In a lusty dose of wine. 


If the nymph has no compassion, 
Vain it is to sigh and groan; 
Love was but put in for fashion, 
Wine will do the work alone. 


SOPIC II? 


REST, WARRIOR, REST. 
( Dimond.) ; 


HE comes from wars, from the red field of fight ; 

He comes through the storm, and the darkness of 
night ; 4 

For rest and for refuge now fain to implore, 

The warrior bends low at the cottager’s door. 

Pale, pale is his cheek; there’s a gash on his 
brow ; 

His locks o’er his shoulders distractedly flow ;- 

And the fire of his heart shoots by fits from his 


POI L ELIF 


HUSH, HUSHABY. 
(Upton. ) 


"Twas down in the meadows of Somersetshire, 
A blooming young maiden sat under a tree 5 
She sang, and I wistfully listened to hear, 
Impatient to learn what the ditty might be. 
Her dress was all white, and bright auburn her 
hair, 
And a sweet smiling babe in her lap seemed to 
lie; 


eye, : 
Like a languishing lamp, that just flashes to die. 
Rest, warrior, rest ! 
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Sunk in silence and sleep on the cottager’s bed, 

Oblivion shall visit the war-weary head ; 

Perchance, he may dream, but the vision shall 
tell 

Of his lady-love’s bower, and her latest farewell ! 

Tllusion and love chase the battle’s alarms, 

He shall dream that his mistress lies locked in bis 
arms ; 

He shall feel on his lip the sweet warmth of her 
kiss 

Nay, warrior, wake not, such slumber is bliss ! 

Rest, warrior, rest ! 


OPP PLL LEP? 


UNE TRES JOLIE FILLE RETURNED 
FROM FRANCE; 


OR, A RARE I! IN ENGLISH! 
Air—“ My Name is Little Harry, 0! 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


DEMOISELLES, I’m just returned from France : 
Messieurs, je suis wu fait la danse, 
The waltz, quadrille, 
One tres belle jille, 
Toujours je suis, the beaux to kill! 
While I skip it, trip it, airy, O! 
Les jeun garcons I still carry, O! 
Just where I will, 
They follow me still ; 
All a-la-debandade! O, rare I, O! 
Just where I will, &c. 


I’ve at Paris, *bout the Fauxbourg, seen 
La femme, they there call Madame L’ Obscene, 
Who made such rout 
In showing out 
Your nobles behind Ja-belle- Harriette scene ! 
But she’d nothing I saw fair in, O! 
With all her fine frippery wearing, O! 
Then, what think’st of my French 
When I call her a wench 
Like une grosse, grasse potssarde, staring, 0? 
Then, what think’st of my French, &c. 


Un soir, a-l’ Opera, tous qui vive, 

All looking round, as past belief, 
’Mongst the noblesse went, 
( Elle une passe-volante, ) 

La femme Harriette, but she soon out was sent, 
With a flout-out, rout-out, scare-cry, O! 
While at them she looked with fierce blear- 

eye, O! 
Just as much as to say, 
When you drive me away, 
You amongst ye can’t find such a rare I » Os 
Just as much as to say, &c. 


At a masque, ball, or rout,—de moi-meme je dire ; 
Au-moins, something more of my fame I’ll say : 
Dans la danse, trop vite 
English beanx find my feet, 
For they’re dull in the daace while I’m toujours 
gai! 
Now from France returned, why, j’espere I, 


Shall, French graces to teach you, 
try, O! 
Lest my French, bad and good, 
Should be misunderstood o 
I’m (in English to tell-ye) a rare I! QO! 
Lest my French, bad and good, &c. 


my care 


GPRPOLP POTS 


THEY WERE POOR; AND POLL SHE WAS 
MY. WIFE. 


(Cherry. ) 


FULL sixteen years I ploughed the faithless ocean, 
Where wave o’er wave in curling billows vides, 
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Or where the ship, with most majestic motion, 
O’er its smooth bosom most securely glides. 

Why did Iso? _ My country’s voice commanded, 
And Poll was dear to me as fame or life, 

My parents’ poverty my help demanded, 
For they were poor ; and Poll—she was my wife, 


For thirteen years were mine those tender trea- 
sures, . 
From day to day increasing comforts proved ; 
But soon, alas! were marred those heart-felt plea- 
sures, 
And soon the objects lost so dearly loved. 
A faithless friend, to whose false care confiding 
My little treasure, earned in blood and strife, 
For Poll and parents’ peril still despising, 
For they were old; and Poll—she was my wife. 






The lengthened war from home and parents kept 


me 
My friend on shore I thought their wants sup- 
plied 
But he, false wretch, of wife and parents ’reft 
me 
Fraud steeled his heart, they sickened, pined, 
and died! 
O, wretch accursed! the name of friend degrading, 
No joys for thee exist beyond this life,— 
-The wife, the parents’ peace and bliss invading, 
For they were old ; and Poll—she was my wife. 


PPLPIPPIIO 


THE HOUNDS ARE ALL EAGER THE 
SPORT TO EMBRACE. 


AWAY to the field, see, the morning looks gray, 
And, sweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day ; 
The hounds are all eager the sport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chase. 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
While the season invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chase to pursue. 


How charming the sight, when Aurora first dawns, 
To see the bright beagles spread over the lawns,— 
To welcome the sun now returning from rest, 
Their matins they chant as they merrily quest. 
Then hark, &c. 


But, oh! how each bosom with transport it fills, 
To start just as Phebus peeps over-the hills; 
While, joyous, from valley to valley, resounds 
The shouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barred gate ; 
Borne by their bold coursers no dangers they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chase quit the joys of the town, 
And scorn the dull pleasure of sleeping in down, 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 
Ours still is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c. 


SIPC PPL P 


OH! BREATHE THOSE THRILLING NOTES 
AGAIN. 


(David Lester Richardson. ) 


OH! breathe those thrilling notes again! 
They wake the tears of kindred pain, 
Yet, like a mournful dream, control 
The withered heart—the darkened soul ! 


The lays that Hope and Mirth inspire, 
That once my raptured breast would fire, 
Now, rising o’er my loved one’s tomb, 
But mock my spirit’s troubled gloom ! 
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Oh! mark this now grief-hallowed bower! 
Here Beauty proved her magic power,— 
Here the fair minstrel, sweetly coy, 
Would sweep the strings of love and joy. 


Beneath its dark deserted shade 

Fhe maiden’s silent breast is laid ; 
And sweetest here the notes that rise, 
Like echoes, to the mourner’s sighs. 


GLI LSL LE 


COME, SING AWAY, HONIES, AND CAST 
OFF ALL SORROW. 
ALL you that are wise and think life worth en- 
joying, 
Or soldier or sailor, by land or by sea, 
Tn loving and laughing your time be employing, 
Yonr glass to your lips, and your lass on your 
knee. 
Come, sing away, honies, and cast off all sorrow, 
Though we all die to day, let’s be merry to-mor- 
row ; 
An hundred years hence will be too late to borrow 
A moment of time to be joyous and free. 


My lord and the bishop, in spite of the splendour, 

When Death gives the call, from their glories 
must part; 

Your beautiful dame, when the summons is sent 


her, 
Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the 
heart. 
Then, sing away, honies, and cast off all sorrow, 
Though you all die to-day, be merry to-morrow, 
An hundred years hence will be too late to borrow 
A cordial to cherish the sorrowful heart. 


For riches and honour, then, why all this riot,— 
Your wrangling, and jangling, and all your 
alarms,— 
Arrah! burn ye, my honies! you’d better be quiet 
And take, while you can, your kind girl to your 
arms. 
You'd better be singing and casting off sorrow, 
Though you all die to-day, sure, be merry to- 
morrow ; 
An hundred years hence will be too late to borrow 
One moment of joy—to enjoy her sweet charms. 


PPP P LOH 


DENY NOT THOSE LIPS, ’TIS BUT FOLLY 
TO TRIFLE. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


Nay! deny not those lips, ’tis but folly to trifle 
With one who has basked in the sun of thy 


smile ; 
Love’s sweetness may win us, yet ’tis but to 
trifle 
The heart, when that sweetness is meant to be- 
guile. 
Oh! think not, my Rosa, thy charms were but 


given, 
To waste all in blushes their beauty away ; 
No, thy sweet little spirit, the sweetest in Heaven, 
From Elysium was ne’er sent so idly to stray. 


Remember, the rose which is hid from the eye, 
How it wastes on the air all its sweetest per- 
fume ; 
Unenjoyed, unenjoying, it lives but to die, 
And lavish, unnoticed, its balm and its bloom. 
Besides, one can see that love wantonly trips, 
Through thy fair modest blushes his soul to re- 


veal ; 
And it pains me to think, that thy sanctified 


lips 
The hope of thy dear wishing eyes should con- 
oeal, ‘ 
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1 Then, Has ie my love, that thy charms do but 
ive, 
Only blest in the beauty that soon must be 
fading, 
Why not, my dear girl, freely, readily give 
To thy lover, those charms, without all this per- 
suading ? 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Confide not, my fair little saint, on thy grace, 
Nor with modesty’s veil be thy wishes conceal- 


ing ;' 
The pleasures of love are expressed in thy face, 
The passport to heaven is thy lips to be seal- 
ing. 


PPIPIOPF 


CROTCHETS AND QUAVERS. 
(Dibdin.) 
But, sere while thus boldly exposing each 
e 
A dupe or to passion, or folly, or pelf, 
I the critic severest become of myself, 
Presuming to hope for your favours ; 
What is it to me who sings great, or sings small, 
Or whether a knave first every knave likes to call, 
Or whose roguish or honest—Lord, nothing at all ! 
But to eke out the crotchets and quavers. 


Advice from a lawyer—a smile from his grace, 
From a hypocrite treachery, with a smooth face, 
From a bishop a blessing—a gamester ames ace, 
The public receive for their favours ; 
Thus in their vocation all earnestly join, 
For what should a man circulate but his own coin, 
Let us humbly entreat, then, you'll not refuse 
mine, 
Though composed but of crotchets and quavers. 


Every piece is full weight, nor debased by vile 
art, 
Sterling gratitude still will be found in each part, 
The lively impression was made on my heart, 
For what less can purchase your favours ; 
Thus I fearless submit it to pass through your 
Mint, : 
When assayed, should you find there’s no counter- 
feit in’t, 
The stamp of your kind approbation imprint, 
To pass current my crotchets and quavers. 


PIE L PIP 


NO SCULPTURED MARBLE MARKS THE 
SPOT. 


Air—** ’Tis Time this Heart should be unmoved.” 


(James Bruton.) 


No sculptured marble marks the spot, 
Where rests his honoured clay, 
No tomb tells where his ashes rot, 
Or bones decay. 


One simple knoll of weedy earth, 
Alone the place proclaim, 
No tablet stands to tell his worth, 
Or bless his name. 


No tear did feigned pity pour, 
Nor grief did weep aloud, 
Nor feigning smiles to win his store, 
Did courtiers crowd. 


The path of poverty he traced, 
Uncheered by pleasure’s ray, 
Life was to him a thorny waste, 
And drear the way. 


Yet thorns that stung him here beneath, 
Those thorns of grief and wo, 
Of flowers now form a heavenly wreath, 
Upon his brow. 
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Then hush, my heart, no more complain, 
Let hope resume its sway, 
Perchance, ere long, we meet again, 
In endless day. 


PPE PPP LP 


THE SHOWMAN. 
Air—* Colin Clump.”—(E. Mackey.) 


WALK up now, each lady and gent, 
My show is the best, I assure ye, 
You'll not have the least cause to repent, 
We’ll strive all we can to allure ye ; 
Here’s the wonderful pig, who’s so wise, 
Such a sight was ne’er seen yet before, sirs, 
And as it’s a sow, she denies 
She’s a claim to the title of bore, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] Now, walk up, ladies and gentlemen, 
walk up, be in time, to see that wonderful wonder 
of all wonders, the learned pig; only look at the 
paintings, — there is no false paintings, I assure 
you; she is the most beautiful animal that nature 
ever produced ; she combines the beauty of Hebe 
with the wisdom of Aristotle.—I say, Jack, who’s 
that Harry Stottle? Why, he used te keep a pork- 
shop in Leddenhall-market.—Oh, ah! so he did. 
Now, ladies and gentlemen, if you’ve a mind to 
see this wonderful being, walk up, we’re a-going 
to begin, 


For my booth is the best, you will swear, 

And some queer things there is to be seen here, 
It’s not to be matched in the fair, 

So, ladies and gents, now walk in here. 


Now, ma’am, at that animal look, 

Oh, dear! what a sweet little cretur, 
He’s so wise, I regret he ne’er spoke, 

And his fellow you never will meet here ; 
Here’s the king of all conjurers here, 

Who will show you such wonderful tricks, sirs, 
You'll cry, it’s surprising, oh, dear! 

Why with devils he surely must mix, sirs. 


SPOKEN.] Now, Miss Peggy, are you inclined 
to amuse the company ? (grunts). See, gentlemen 
and ladies, how eloquently and musically she con- 
sents to afford pleasure. Now, Miss, tell me the 
age of that lady. Oh! sixty-three, very well, 
Miss. It’s false, Mr. Showman, you are bringing 
up your pig to tell untruths ; I am only thirty, and 
my cousin here knows it. That I do, coz, for I 
have heard the same story this twenty years. Oh, 
shocking! Now, Miss, tell me what the lady loves 
best, (grunts). Oh, very well, her cat and a drop 
of Jackey. Now, would the lady like to be married ? 
(grunts ). Very well, she would like to be married, 
but nobody will have her. Now, Mr. Conjurer, 
show your tricks, if you please. Now, ladies, do 
you see this card, hiegh, presto, begone! look, la- 
dies and gentlemen, it’s dancing over you. Now, 
here’s a ring, ladies, hiegh, presto, it’s a pigeon. 
Well, I declare I never saw such a wonderful man 
in my life, why, he must have dealings with the 
devil. Now, ladies and 
are pleased with the exhibition, 

And my booth is the best you will meet, 

For every thing here is expedient, 

It’s not to be matched in the fair, 

So, ladies and gents, your obedient. 


GPPOP LPP? 


BRITONS EVER SHALL BE FREE! 


O’ER the vast surface of the deep 

Britain shall still her empire keep ; 
Her heav’n-descended charter, long 
The favourite theme of glory’s song, 


é 


gentlemen, I hope you 
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Shall still proclaim the blest decree, 
That—Britons ever will be free ! 


Though hostile bands, in fierce array, 
Dare to dispute her sovereign sway ; 
Though savage fury, nursed in gore, 
Dared to despoil her silver shore ; 
Heaven did support its blest decree, 
That—Britons ever shall be free! 


*Twas thus NELSON !—(illustrious name! ) 
Still adding to a life of fame, 

Their combined, proud Armada broke, 
And Albion’s wrath in thunder spoke ! 
While Victory sanctioned the decree, 
That—Britons ever shall be free! 


Hail, happy Britain! favoured isle! 
Where freedom, arts, and commerce smile, 
Long may thy GEORGE in glory prove, 

The transports of a nation’s love ! 

Long reign, to guard the blest decree, 
That—Britons ever will be free ! 


PPPIPP LOL 


WHEN FIRST MY DEAR LADDIE GAED 
TO THE GREEN HILL. 


WHEN first my dear laddie gaed to the green hill, 
And I at ewe milking first tried my young skill, 
To bear the milk cowie nae pain ’twas to me, 
When I to the fauld the herd gathered wi’ thee. 


When corn riggs waved yellow, and blue heather 
bells 

Bloomed bonny on moorlands, 
fells ; 

Nae birds, briers, or breckens, gave trouble to 


and sweet rising 


me, 
If I found that the berries were ripened for thee. 


How fondly can lovers trust a’ they desire, 

The praise that’s so gentle increases love’s fire ; 
Give me still this pleasure, my study shall be 
To make myself better and worthy of thee. 


OLPOPPP PG 


THE HEAD-ACHE. 
Air—* What's a Woman like ?”—(E. Mackey.) 


THE head-ache, tormenting, oh, dear! 
What mortal, with patience, can bear? 
"Tis the devil, and all when about one ; 
In one’s ears such a ringing, 
Ding donging, and singing, 
Of our senses it strives for to rout one. 


Then by squallers surrounded, 
With their racket confounded, 
And no peace to be got high or low, 
We stamp, curse, and swear, 
And start from the chair, 
For a walk, then, for quietness go. 


Tn the street when we get, 
Worse misfortunes are met, 
Such noises around to distract you ; 
Coppersmiths hammering, 
Old women clamouring, 
From each side, with their discord attract you. 


Then the dustman, with bells, 
In your ear “ Dust, O!” yells; 
Knives, scissars to grind, 
With the bagpipes behind, 

Your head-ache with fury increasing, 
Brats squalling a song, 
Coaches rattle along, 

Their rumbling never decreasing, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


*Twould most drive aman out of his mind, 
Such numerous noises combined ; 

In one’s ear close a bugle-horn winding, 
Then an organ with discord set grinding. 


Still increasing the pain, 
The head most split in twain, 
Where can we for quietness go, man? 
But discord around is heard in each sound ; 
My unhappy nob with anguish doth throb , 
O, how shall I cure it? I cannot endure it ; 
What will ease it, I pray, let me know, man? 
A deep sigh, I shall die ; 
Such moaning and groaning ; 
My temples: O, dear! now, now, my poor 
ear! 
My tongue at the thought, in terror stops 
short ! 
O, the head-ache’s the devil to know, man. 


GLPOIEPGL IPD 


THE MISTRESS’S QUESTION. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


WHERE dwells the rosy dimpled boy ? 
Or in the heart or head? 

Is love atorment or ajoy? 
When in his chains we’re led? 


Say, does he dip in sweets his dart? 
And is it barbed with gold? 

Or does it venomed gall impart, 
Or blade of iron cold? - 


And are its feathers of dove’s down, 
Or plucked from raven’s wing? 
Say, does the little urchin frown, 
Or will he comfort bring? 


GPPOLL IPP: 


THE LOVER’S REPLY. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 


OH, Love is joy. ecstatic bliss! 
He reigns through every part ; 
His shafts can never prove amiss, 
‘They warm the head and heart. 
With gold his arrow’s point is tipped, 
It bears no iron, dread ; 
In sweeter juice than bee e’er sipped. 
Is damped its glist’ning head. 


No boding raven’s feather’s found ; 
Dove’s plume his arrows bear ; 

My heart still cherishes the wound 
Which you have planted there. 


GIPLIPLPS 


THE MORALIZING SOLDIER. 
(G. Colman.) 


To arms, to arms, when captains cry, 
With a heigho! 
The trumpets blow ; 

To legs, to legs, brave boys, says I, 
Heigho!. 
I needs must go. 


When arrows swift begin to fly, 
With a heigho ! 
Twang goes the bow! 
The soidiers tumble down and die ; 
Heigho! 
Ill not do so. 
Whizzing go balls of lead, 
- With a heigho! 
Thump they go; ~ 
Tall men grow shorter by the head ; 
Heigho! 
“I'd rather grow. 
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In time of trouble I’m away, 
Heigho! 
Ill winds they blow, 
But always ready at pay-day; 
Heigho! 
Great folks do so. 


FLIP CPIF- 


POWDER-MONKEY PETER. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
BORN aboard a man of war, 
Pipe all hands with a yeo! ho! 
I have sail’d both near and far, 
With a yeo! ho! yeo! 
A sailor’s life’s the life for fame, 
So none to me is sweeter ; 
And what d’ye think I’m called by name? 
Why, little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter. 


SpoKEN.] I’m little, but I’m tough like a 
bantam cock, and crow over all the boys in the 
ship. 

With a yeo! ho! yeo! 

When the waves heave mountains high, 

Pipe all hands with a yeo! ho! 
Up the rigging I can fly, 
With a yeo! ho! yeo! 
And in a calm can dance and sing, 
What pleasure can be sweeter ! 
And toast the health of George our King, 
Can little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter. 


SPOKEN.] To be sure, I get into a little mis- 
chief: now and then; I sweetened the purser’s flip 
Vother day with a quid of tobacco, so I got a 
round dozen. 

With a yeo! ho! yeo! 
When the foe in sight appears, 
Pipe all hands, with a yeo! ho! 
Ev’ry man for fight prepares, 
With a yeo! ho! yeo! 
And when the foe he strikes, d’ye see, 
No sight sure can be sweeter 
And that he must strike, you'll agree 
With little saucy Powder-Monkey Peter. 

SPOKEN.] We boarded a Frenchman last voy- 
age, and I came alongside a French Powder- 
Monkey, ‘‘ Marbleu,” says he; ‘*'True Blue,” 
says 1; popp’d him into an ammunition-barrel, 
and smothered him in his own gunpowder. 


With a yeo! ho! yeo! 
PAPE oe 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 
A PARODY. 
(C. Clementi.) 
[Music, Clementi and Co, Cheapside. | 


WHILE [I sweep the chords, 
Wreath my brow with laurel, 
For my idle words 
Have for once a ‘moral. 


Friendship went one night, 
Though not used to gambols, 
Out by Phebus’ light, 
With Cupid on his rambles. 


Friendship showed the way, 
Cupid followed after ; 
Mischief was his play, 
On his lips sat laughter. 
All the pranks he played, 
Who could name or number ? 
Till his head he laid 
On a bank to slumber. 
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When the morning shone, 
Love o’erslept himself there ; 
Friendship rose alone, 
And left him like an elf there. 


Friendship, like the wind, 
For her home departed ; 
Love was left behind, | 
Poor fellow! broken-hearted. 
While I sweep the chords, &c. 


PIIFPIP PS 


THE NEW SCHOOL. 
(Major Topham.) 


ONE Chesterfield wrote on good breeding, 
On manners and grace, and all that; 
But mine is a different proceeding, 
That comes to my fingers quite pat. | 
Oh! I am the boy to be easy, 
With all kind of folk I am free ; 
My jewels, says I, does it please you, 
If it don’t, it is nothing to me. 


Cries a beau, sir, your polished behaviour,— 
Arrah, honey, says I, is that you ? 
Cries a lady, pray do me a favour, 
So I will, when I’ve nothing to do. 
Oh! I am the boy, &c. 


Do reach me that book, E intreat, sir, 
Says I, you may get on the shelf ; 
An old lady requests me a seat, sir, 
And Ill get it, and take it myself. 
Oh! I am the boy, &c. 


Now the mode you'll be after admiring, 
When you see how I carry the day; 
For the gentlemen all keep retiring, 
And the ladies get out of my way. 
Oh! Iam the boy, &c. 


PPIPIP PPL 


THE WILLOW’S THE WREATH FOR ME. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


On! Nature is sweet when the sun gilds each fea- 
ture, 
And sweet is the nightingale’s lay in the grove ; 
And sweet are the bean-fields in blossom, but 
sweeter 
The lips of a virgin avowing her love. 
I once knew a maid, of form so rare, 
That for beauty with hers—could none compare ; 
And this maid had a lover, a fonder was ne’er ; 
And the youth was as true as the maid was fair! 
Sing twang twang lango dillo! 
Sing lango twang dillo twang dee! 
Oh! bring me a branch of the willow, 
The willow’s the wreath for me. 


Oh! light are the slumbers of sylphs upon roses, 

And light is the blue-bell that waves on the 

wall; 
And light is the down that on ether reposes, 

But, maiden, thy heart was still lighter than all. 
That she never would change—how oft she said, 
*Till her life it should fail, or his love should fade ; 
And yet ere a twelvemonth its circle had made, . 
The maiden was false, and the youth betrayed ! 

Sing, twang twang lango dillo, &c. 


PPL POPS? 


PUSH ABOUT THE GROG. 


ComE, bustle, bustle, Britons bold, 
Nor let your spirits clog ; 

But merry be my hearts of gold, 
And push about the grog. 


For George and Britain, zounds! I'd fight, 
In storm, in calm, or fog, 


By day, my boys, or darkest night, 
Inspired by righteous grog, 

Of this I’d drink until I lay 
As still as any log ; 

For worldly comforts when I pray, 
TI mean a can of grog. 


So here’s a health to queen and king, 
And may the surly hog, 
That will not join, at Newgate swing, 
. And lose his share of grog, 


When boatswain pipes to meals or prayers, 
We tip the leisure jog, 

But fly like tigers, ‘cats, or bears, 
When piped ¢ All hands to grog.” 


GLI PPLE 


IN EVERY HEART TO FIND A SLAVE. 
(T. Moore.) 


IN every heart to find a slave, 
In every soul to fix his reign, 
In bonds to lead the wise and brave, 
And make the captive kiss his chain ; 
Such is the power of love—and oh! 
I grieve so well love’s power to know. 


In sighs to pass the live-long day, 
To taste a short and broken sleep, 
For one dear object far away, 
All others scorned to watch and weep; 
Such are the pains of love—and oh! 
I grieve so well love’s pains to know. 


To read consent in virgin eyes, 

To press the lip, ne’er pressed till then ; 
To hear the sigh of transport rise, 

And kiss, and kiss, and kiss again ; 
Such are thy pleasures, love—but oh! 
When shall my heart such pleasures know. 


PPP POPPI FH 


THE TUNNEL. 
(Smith.) 
Air—“* Had Ia Heart for Falsehood framed.” 


HAD I the roaring trade I had, 
I would not look so blue 3 
For, though my bills would make men mad, 
My punch still kept them true. 
How jocundly old Larkins quaffed, 
With yonder door ajar, 
While Bacchus in my cellar laughed, 
And Patty in my bar. - 


But now the tunnel’s all the go: 
My roaring trade stands still ; 
Men to their horses cry wo! ho! 
And drive beneath the hill : 
Then break my spits, untruss my fowls, 
And leave my door ajar, 
The lawyer in my cellar scowls, 
The devil’s in my bar. 


PLP POPPE 


THE PROTESTING LOVER. 
(Upton.) 
NEVER, no, never, till I saw you, 
Love, nor Love’s god could me subdue ; 


Never, I swear, and swear most true, 
Never, no, never, sincerely. 


Never, till now, did Beauty’s eye 
Never from me draw forth a sigh 5 
Never was bird more free than I, ’ 

Never, no, never, sincerely. 


> 
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Never was love more true than mine; 

Never were charms more bright than thine, 

Never did hearts more close entwine, 
Never, no, never, sincerely. 


PPP? LOP 


ANSWER TO COUNTRY COMMISSIONS. 


THIs morning I sent, by the coach, 
Your basket of various wants, 
And trust that I shall not encroach, 
By enclosing a shawl of your aunt’s. 
It was sent to be dy’d a deep blue, 
But could not—you need not say why— 
For the fact is (I only tell you) 
’Twas too old and too shabby to dye. 


I have put in some stockings to mend, 
And beg you will knit me a purse ; 
New wristband the shirts which I send, 
Which, for wearing, are getting the worse. 
Old Debby has plenty of time— 
You’re an excellent giver of hints ; 
Of garters I thought all the time, 
When I got the white worsted at Flint’s. 


All your excellent pickles are done ; 
Iam glad that the season draws near, 
When you think of your dear absent one, 
Who cannot partake of your cheer, 
Except in the shape of goose- pie, 
A turkey, or basket of game; 
And such things as one cannot buy— 
In London scarce known but by name— 


Such as thick bottled-cream and spice-cake, 
Your wine-sours deliciously fine ; 
The sweetmeats they tell me you make ; 
Not to mention your gooseberry-wine, 
Which Sir Thomas, my intimate friend, 
Protested, again and again, 
(As he begged for some more I would send) 
Was superior to any Champagne. 
A pot of such raspberry-jam, 
As yours, I have sought for in vain ; 
And sure such a nice little ham 
I never shall meet with again, 
As that which was sent by your ma. 
Bless me! I had nearly forgot 
To beg you will thank your papa 
For the couple of wild ducks he shot, 


I should like you to get me a dog— 
Perhaps you’ve a good one to spare; 
You can send it by some stupid log, 
That will bring it scot free ; but, take care, 
That he does not expect a spare bed ; 
I will give him a dinner, or so— 
I got nothing by harbouring Ned, 
Some two or three winters ago. 
There’s a man that makes nice walking-sticks, 
It is not many miles from your farm ; 
1 wish you’d ride over and fix 
On one like my uncle’s, at Yarm, 
And get me a skin nicely dressed— 
Asheep’s, buck’s, or doe’s, I don’t care, 
For rugs they’re decidedly best, 
What I purchase in London soon wear. 


For my time I have made you no charge, 
Nor coach-hire for popping about ; 
But I’ll not on such trifies enlarge, 
You will pay me in some way, no doubt. 
Your papa may look out for a horse, 
And consult ma—I must not pay dear— 
He will think it no trouble, of course, 
Rememb’ring for what you send here. 


GREP IL IE 
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HAIL, MASONRY, HAIL! 
A GLEE, : 
(C. Dibdin.) 


HAIL, masonry, hail! 
Our nature refine, 
To act on the square, 
Plumb our work with due care ; 
Within compass to live, 
Like brothers to give, 
And keep, like worthy craft, the line. 
To keep the line ; 
Masonry, hail! 


PPP OP OSP 


HIGHLAND WHISKY. 


YE social sons of Caledon, 
Wha like to rant and roar, sirs, 
Wha like to drink,. and laugh, and sing, 
And join a pot encore, sirs. 
Attentive listen to my lay, 
’Twill make ye blithe and frisky, 
When I relate, without delay, 
The praise of Highland whisky. 


Aboun a’ drink it bears the gree, 
It’s a drink that never fails, man, 

Auld fools may drink their trash of tea, 
And ither folks their ales, man; 

To a Scotchman gi’e him barley brie, 
If you would make him frisky, 

And then he’ll swear nought will him fear, 
For sic’s the powers of whisky. 


Wi’ brandy or wi’ foreign wine 
He would not weet his craigee, 
There’s none of them can charms combine 
If matched with the kilbagie ; 
Then fill us up another glass, 
And let us drink our fill, sirs, 
What signifies the cutty stoup ? 
Bring in the Hawick Gill, sirs. 


What, though o’ siller we’re bereft, 
Sa muckle mare’s the pity, 
But while we hae a penny left 
We'll gie’t for aquavite. 
Then, oh, my cheering, care-dispelling, 
Heart-reviving whisky, 
Curse a’ your foreign trash, say I, 
Gie me good Highland whisky. 


ECFPPPLIPPP? 


OH, WHERE, AND OH, WHERE, DOES 
YOUR OWN TRUE LOVER STRAY. 


A PARODY. 
Air— The blue Bells of Scotland.” —(Tapsell. ) 


OH, where, and oh, where, 

Does your own true lover stray ? 
He’s gone upon his travels, 

Oh, he’s gone to Botany-Bay ; 
And its oh, in my heart, 

I hope he will not stay. 


Oh, where, and oh, where, 

Does your own true love dwell ? 
He lived in Tothill-Fields, 

At the sign of the Blue Bell ; 
And its oh, in my heart, 

I loved him very well. 
What cloth, and what cloth 

Does your own true love wear? 
He’s clothed in wool and yarn, 

And they’ve shaved off all his hair. 
And its oh, in my heart, 

I love him to despair. 
But what should I do 

If my own true love should die ? 
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I’d fret myself to death, 

Oh, I would lay me down and cry. 
And its oh, in my heart, 

I hope he will not die. 


GPEPPLP PP? 


DON’T SHILL-I, SHALL-I. 
(Ms Nally.) 
Don’? shill-I, shall-I, 
Nor with love rally, 
Wilt be my wife? 
If thou’rt but willing, 
With thee each shilling 
T’ll share through life. 
With tippling and rattling, 
And smiling babes prattling, 
Like mamma pretty, 
Like daddy witty, 
Heart light as feather, 
We'll trip together, 
From vil to city. 
My heart so jolly, 
From melancholy 
Is always free! 
Sweet recreation, 
Without vexation, 
I’ll find for thee! 
Coats, caps, and fine kirtles, 
With posies, and myrttles, 
And gowns so gay! 
At wakes you'll foot it, 
Skip, reel, and cut it, 
Spruce Queen of May. ~ 


Then make me happy, 
With stingo nappy 
I’ll cheer your mind. 
Alas, with gazing, 
My poor heart’s blazing! 
Your hand—be kind! 
I’m burning to cinder; 
My wishes, like tinder, 
The spark of your eyes— 
Now kindles fire in; 
O, with desiring, 
Your true love dies. 


OPIPIGLIL IP 


FILL AGAIN THE NECTARED BOWL. 


WHEN the flowing bowl I see, 
Brightly sparkling to the eye, 

Then my heart exults with glee ; 
Who so happy, then, as I? 


Mirth and Friendship both unite, 
Love attends the pleasing toast ; 

Monarchs envy such delight, 
Monarchs have not such to boast. 


Fill again the nectared bowl, 
Nouty rising to the sight ; 

Let me feast my raptured soul 
Now, with joy and true delight. 


GIPP PP PP 


WHO THAT WOULD ASK A HEART. 
(T. Campbell.) 


RECITATIVE. 
Who that would ask a heart to dullness wed, 
The waveless calm, the slumbers of the dead ? 
No, the wild bliss of Nature needs alloy, 
And Fear and Sorrow fan the fire of Joy ! 
And say, without our hopes, without our fears, 
Without the home that plighted love endears ; 
Without the smile from paitial beauty won, 
O, what were man? a world without a sun! 


AIR. 
Till Hymen brought his love-delighted home, 
There dwelt no joy in Eden’s rosy bower ; 
In vain the viewless seraph, ling’ring there, 
At starry midnight charmed the silent air ; 
In vain the wild bird carolled on the steep, 
To hail thesun, slow-wheeling from the deep; 
In vain, to soothe the solitary shade, 
Aerial notes in mingling measure played ! 
The summer wind that shook the spangled tree, 
The whisp’ring wave, the murmur of the bee ; 
Still slowly passed the melancholy day, 
And still the stranger wists no where to stray ! 
The world was sad—the garden was a wild, 
And man, the hermit, sighed—till woman smiled. 


PIPPI PPE FP 


SHOULD BRANDY EVER BE FORGOT? 
\ A PARODY. 
Air--** Auld langsyne.” 


SHOULD brandy ever be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 
Should brandy ever be forgot, 
For port or sherry wine? 
For port or sherry wine, my friend, 
For port or sherry wine ; 
We'll tak’ a glass of brandy yet, 
And kick away the wine. 


And, surely, you’ll your quartern be, 
And, surely, I’ll be mine; 
And we will drink so merrily, 
But we’ll not call for wine. 
But we'll not, &c. 


And here’s six-pence, my own good friend, 
Give me six-pence o’ thine ; 
We'll for another quartern call, 
To wile away the time. 
To wile away, &c. 


GRPLPPLE PELE 


"TIS HERE, FELLOW-SERVANT, AND 
THERE, FELLOW-SERVANT. 


( Garrick. ) 


CoME here, fellow-servants, and listen to me, 

I’! show you how those of superior degree 

Are only dependents, no better than we ; 

Both high and low in this do agree, 

Tis here, fellow-servant, and there, fellow-servant, 
and all in a livery. 


See yonder fine spark in embroidery drest, 
Who bows to the great, and if they smile is blest, 
What is he, i’faith, but a servant at best? 

Both high, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no distinction she craves, 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its 
knaves, — 
For we are all of us servants, but they are all 
slaves. 
Both high, &c. 


The fat shining glutton looks up to his shelf, 

The wrinkled lean miser bows down to his pelf, 

And the churl--pated beau is a slave to himself. 
Both high, &c. 


The gay sparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lips, and neck sets the smarts all in 
arms, 
Is a vassal herself, a mere drudge to her charms. 
Both high, &c. 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, sing, 
and love, 
And when sick of one place, to ancther we’ll move, _ 
For with little and great, the best joy is to love 
Both high, &c. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSPER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 








WELL MET, PRETTY MAID. 


‘ 


‘Te.—WELL met, pretty maid, 
Nay, don’t be afraid, 
I mean you no mischief, I vow ; 
Psha! what is’t you ail? 
Come, give me your pail, 
And (ll carry it up to your cow. 














How can you persist ? I wo’n’t, sir, be kist, 
Nor teazed thus,---go, trifle elsewhere. 


4 DUET. 


( Bickerstaffe. ) 


She.—Pray let it alone, 


I’ve hands of my own, 

Nor need yours to help me— forbear ! 
How can you persist ? 
1 wo’n’t, sir, be kist, 

Nor teazed thus,—go, trifle elsewhere. 


iTe.—In yon 


lonely grove, 


I saw an alcove, 


All around the sweet violet springs ; 
And there was a thrush, 
Hard by in yon bush, 

*Twould charm you to hear how he sings. 


She.—But, hark! prithee hark! 
Look, yonder’s the lark ! 
It warbles and pleases me so, 


To hear the soft taie 


O’ th’ sweet nightingale, 
I would not be tempted to go. 


He.-—Then here we’ll sit down: 
Come, come, never frown! 
No longer my bliss I'll retard ; 
Kind Venus shall spread 


Her veil over head, 


And the little rogue Cupid keep guard. 


67—vor. It. 


CPP IAIGO 














OH! SWEET ’TIS TO WANDER, WITH 
TRANQUIL DELIGHT. : 


Air—‘* Here’s to the Maiden of bashful Fifteen.” 
( Bruton.) 


OH! sweet ’tis to wander, with tranquil delight, 
At eve, on the river’s soft margin, 

When Luna on high lends her silvery light, 
And the fond heart with love is o’ercharging,— 

Yet sweeter to rove, with the lass that we love, 
At eve, over yon daisy-pied meadows, 

And breathe in her ear the soft love-vow sincere, 
While her blushes outvie the red roses. 


Oh! sweet ’tis to list to the nightingale’s note, - 
Or watch the moon play through yon bushes, 

Or hark to the sound of the silver-toned lute, 
Or the white wave, down the rough steep that 

gushes,— 

Yet sweeter to rove, with the lass that we love, 
Q’er yon green, when still silence reposes, 

And bright nectar to sip from woman’s fair lip, 
More sweet than the bee sips from roses, 


Caerarare 


NLHI,, NOSEN. 
Air—** Lord Cathcart.” —( Hudson. ) 


*TIS @ very queer thing 
I am going to sing, ° 
As you'll find ere I come to a close, 
Whether mankind, 
All those who ar’n’t blind, 
Are the better or worse for a nose, 
I’ve bothered my brains, 
And taken great pains 
To grapple each thought as it rose ; 
And now, as you'll find, 
{ have made up my mind, 
A man is a gainer by losing his nose, 
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A good reason’s here, 
It makes him see clear. 
At least, so I think and suppose ; 
As he, if he’s wise, 
Will go by his eyes, 
For he never can follow his nose. 


He bears without rout 
The loss of his snout, 
It does not exempt him from woes, 
But into the cares 
Of his neighbour’s affairs 
He ne’er can be poking his nose, 
And though, in his dress, 
He cannot do less 
Than wear, just like other folks, clothes ; 
Pocket-handkerchiefs he 
Does without, and, we see, 
There’s a saving in soap, for he ne’er blows 
his nose. 
And to say it I’m bold, 
If he catches a cold, 
By winds, by rains, or by snows, 
He may make himself glad, 
For, though ever so bad, 
He’s never stuffed up in his nose. 


He smokes well enouzh, 
Though he cannot take snuff, 

And, when he’s inclined for a doze, 
He sits in his chair, 

Goes to sleep without care, 

For no one can tickle his nose. ” 
And, farther, (now mark,) 
If he runs in the dark, 

Though darkness will many falks poze, 
He may, by surprise, 
Knock out both his eyes, 

But he surely can ne’er ’gainst a post run his 

nose. : 
Should he drink day and night, 
And in liquor delight, 

Till he cannot stand up on his toes, 
Though his neighbours say 
Whatever they may, 

They can’t say he’s got a red nose, 


If he gets a nick-name 
He comes off the same, 

They can’t call him ‘ nosey” he knows ; 
And, though he is vexed, 

And by troubles perplexed, 

He never can bite off his nose. 
Though his false friends, 
For their own private ends, 

His suspicions may lull to repose, 
Disappointment they’ll gain, 
They'll find it in vain 

And useless to try to lead him by the nose. 
Nay more, this is sure, 

Be he rich or poor, 

If fighting with five or six foes, 

He’|l bear off the bell, 
For proud I’m to tell, 
Not one can take him by the nose. 


Perhaps you’ll surmise 
He’ll be weak in his eyes, 
But, ere blind he entirely goes, 
Think with what grace _ 
He bedecks his odd face 
With a bran-span new famous false nose. 
With spectacles on, 
He looks quite a Don, 
And his head up he tosses and throws. 
His mind to amuse, 
Reads over the news, 


Whilst all folks admire his astonishing nose ; 


He smiles at each scoff, 
Takes his spectacles off, 


Not heeding the ah’s nor the oh’s; 
But firmly does stand, 
Puts up his right hand, 
And silently pockets his nose, 


PLPLLOLPO GE 


WHEN YANKO, DEAR, FIGHT FAR AWAY, 


(Dibdin.) 


WHEN Yanko, dear, fight far away,: 
Some token kind me send ; 

One branch of olive, for dat say 
Me wish de battle end. 

The poplar tremble while him go, 
Say of dy life take care; 

Me send no laurel, for me know 
Of dat he find him share. 


De ivy say my heart be true, — 
Me droop, say willow-tree,— 


_ De torn, he say, me sick for you,— 


_ De sun-flower, tink of me 
‘Till, last, me go weep wid de pine, - 
For fear poor Yanko dead ; 
He come! and I de myrtle twine 
In chaplet for him head. 


PPLE LIIPSP 


_ BRING ME WINE. 
Air—“ You promised me to marry,’ 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


_ WHEN over mead and mountain 
Sweet Spring her mantle throws, 
And to the shaded fountain 
The love-sick shepherd goes ; 
There, wrapt in melancholy, 
(A fate that ne’er was mine, ) 
The stream reflects his folly, 
So bring me—bring me wine! - 
And, while the bells are ringing 
Swains to Cupid’s shrine. 
Young Love shall hear me singing-~ 
Bring me-—bring me wine ! 
When summer’s sun is gleaming 
On the yellow plain, 
And Beauty’s eyes are beaming 
On eyes that beam again ; 
The lover, through the meadow, 
Pursues the nymph divine ; 
But love’s a fleeting shadow, 
So bring me—bring me wine ! 
And, while the bells are ringing, &e, 


When winter-winds are roaring 
Round his soft retreat, 
And chilly love, deploring, 
Hears the tempest beat : 
While silly swains are mourning 
Pleasure’s swift decline, 
Spring and joy, returning, 
Shall bring me—bring me wine! 
And, should the bells be bringing 
More to Cupid’s shrine, 
Still Love shall hear me singing — 
Bring me—bring me wine ! 


PPP POIL? 


THE DYING LOVER’S SONG, 
(Crabbe. ) 


LET me not have this gloomy view 
About my room, around my bed, 

But morning roses, wet with dew, 
To cool my burning brows instead, . 
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As flowers that once in Eden grew, 
Let them their fragrant spirit shed, 

And every day their sweets renew, 
Till I, a fading flower, am dead. 


Oh! let the herbs I loved to rear 

Give to my sense their perfumed breath, 
Let them be placed around my bier, 

And grace the gloomy house of death. 


Ill have my grave beneath a hill, 
Where only Lucy’s self shall know, 

Where runs the pure pellucid rill 
Upon its gravelly bed below. 


That is the grave to Lucy shown, 
The soil a pure and silver’sand, 

The green cold moss above it grown, 
Unplucked of all but maiden hand. 


In virgin earth, till then unturned ; 
There let my maiden form be laid. 

Nor let my changed clay be spurned, 
Nor for new guest that bed be made. 


There will the lark—the lamb, in sport, 
In air—on earth, securely play, 

And Lucy to my grave resort— — 
As innocent—but not so gay. 


I will not have the churchyard ground, 
With bones all black and ugly grown, 
To press my shivering body round, p 

Or on my wasted limbs be thrown, 


Say not—it is beneath my care; 
I cannot these cold truths allow ; 
These thoughts may not afflict me tk ere 
But, oh! they vex and teaze me now. 


Oh! take me from a world I hate! 
Men—cruel, selfish, sensual, cold, 

And, in some pure and blessed state, 
Let me my sister-minds behold. 


From gross and sordid views refined, 
Our heaven of spotless love to share, 
For only generous souls designed, 
And not a man to meet us there. 


GLOLIIGP 


LET’S OVER THE HILLS, MY BRAVE 
BOYS, TO THE CHASE. 


Le?’s over the hills, my brave hoys, to the 
chase, 
To lag behind hand, you'll all own ’s a disgrace ; 


With onr beautiful horses and well-scented hounds, 


We'll after the fox, and tramp over the grounds. 
Then away, boys, away, 
The morning looks gay, 
And Echo re-echoes away, boys, away. 


The world is a chase, well it is, and what then? 
It’s not worth half so much as our horses and 
men, 
E’en Pheebus delights to peep over the hill, 
Though the shades of the night linger, curiously, 
still. 
Then away, boys, &c. 


Leererce 


JACK DRINKS HIS CAN OF GROG. 
(Dibdin.) 


WHILE up the shrouds the sailor goes, 
Or ventures on the yard, 

The landsman, who no better knows, 
Believes his lot is hard ; 

But Jack, with smiles each danger meets, 
Casts anchor, heaves the log,— 

Trims all the sails, belays the sheets, 
And drinks his can of grog. 
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-When mountains high the waves that swell 
The vessel rudely bear ; 
Now sinking in a hollow dell, 
Now quiv’sing in the air, 
Bold Jack, with smiles, &c. 
When waves ’gainst rocks and quicksands roar, 
You ne’er hear him repine, 
Freezing near Greenland’s icy shore, 
Or burning near the line, 3, 
Bold Jack, with smiles, &c. 


If to engage they give the word, 
To quarters all repair ; 
While splintered masts go by the baard, 
And shot sings through the air, _ 
Bold Jack, with:smiles, &c. 


GOLPLIELS 


WHACK! FOR THE PADDIES, THEIR 
MAMMIES AND DADDIES! 


Air—* This London, agrah! is the Devil’s own 
Shop.” —( Beuler.) 


For tightness, for brightness, 
For wit, and politeness, 
Old Jreland is famed sjnce the world first began ; 
For courage, humanity, 
Who has the vanity 
To set himself up by a neat Irishman? 
In love, or in liquor, 
No man can get quicker, 
He ever feels grateful for women and wine - 
His foe to be roasting, 
Or nymph to be toasting, 
Pat’s first to begin, and the last to resign. 
Sing whack for the Paddies! — 
Their mammies and daddies ! 
Be their hearts free from sorrow, their hands frgs 
from toil ; 
May they fight for the freedom 
Of nations that need ’em, 
And Pat never want a potatee to boil, 


When Pat is a soldier, 
No one can be bolder, 
With gun on his shoulder, he marches to fight ; 
Whack! fillilog! singing, 
He’s first in beginning 
To fire on the foe, whether front, left, or right. 
But when foeman, falling, — 
For mercy is bawling, 
Though Pat’s nose has been nearly cut off by h.s 
blows, 
Pat’s to him soon friendly, 
And argues thus kindly, 
‘ Why cut off his head as revenge for my nose? 
Sing whack for the Paddies! &:, 


When Pat is in love, 
Och! his arguments prove 
So just and so true, soon they conquer the fas , 
With an Irish Paddy, 
Says every lady, 
For love and gentility none can compare. 
To lend one assistance, 
He ne’er minds the distance, 


He’ll drink and he’ll fight, and a joke *s his der 


light 5 
Good humour attends him, 
And the man that offends him 
He’ll knock down with his left, and pick up with 


his right. 
Sing whack for the Paddies ! &c. 
WINTER. 
(Brerewood.) 


WHEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be seen, 
And the meadows their beauties have lost ; 
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When nature’s disrobed of her mantle of green, 
And the streams are fast bound with the frost : 
While the peasant, inactive, stands shivering with 

cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flocks run for ease to their fold, 
With their fleeces besprinkled with snow. 


In the yard, when the cattle are foddered with 
straw, 
And they send forth their breath like a steam ‘ 
And the neat looking dairy-maid sces she must 
thaw 
Flakes of ice that she finds in the cream ; 
When the sweet country-maiden, as fresh as a 
‘rose, Sari! ; 
As she carelessly trips, often slides ; 


And the rustics laugh loud, if, by failing, she 


shows 
All the charms that her modesty hides. 


When the lads and the lasses, for company joined, 
In a crowd round the embers are met ; 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghosts, till they’re all in a sweat : 

When the birds to the barn come hovering for 

food, is93 

Or they silently sit on the spray ; 

And the poor timid hare in vain seeks the wood, 
Lest her footsteps her course should betray ; 


ae grant, in this season it may prove my 
ot, : : 

With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the eaves of my cot, 

I may thither in safety retire ! Brith 
Where in neatness and quiet, and free from sur- 

prise, 

We may live, and no hardships endure ; 
Nor feel any turbulent passions arise, 

But such as each other may cure, 


PPI PP EPP? 


MACBETH. 
Air —“ Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


Go, boy, and thy good mistress tell, 
(She knows that my purpose is: cruel, ) 
Id thank her to tingle the bell, 
As soon as she’s heated my gruel. 
Go, get thee to hed, and repose, 
To sit up so late is a scandal ; 
But, ’ere you have ta’en off your clothes, 
Be sure that you put out that candle. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


My stars! in the air here’s a knife ! 
{’m sure it cannot be a hum; 

I'll catch at the handle, odds life, 
And then I shall not cut my thumb. 

I’ve got him! no, at him again ; 
Come, come, I’m not fond of these jokes : 

' This must be some blade of the brain, 
Those witches are giv’n to hoax. i 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


I’ve one in my pocket, I know, 
My wife left on purpose behind her; 
She bought this of Teddy-heigh-ho, 
The poor Caledonian grinder, 
I see thee again! o’er thy middle 
Large drops of red blood now are spilled, 
Just as much as to say diddle, diddle, 
Good Duncan, pray come and be killed. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


It leads to his chamber, I swear; 
I tremble and quake ev’ry joint 7 
. No dog, at the scent of ahare, 
Eyer yet made a cleverer point. 





Ah, no! twas a dagger of straw, : 
Give me blinkers, to save me from starting ; 
The knife that I thought that I saw ; 
Was nought but my eye Betty Martin, 
Rumptiiddity, &c. 
Now, o’er this terrestrial hive, 
A life paralytic is spread, 
For while the one half is alive, 
The other is sleepy and dead. 
King Duncan, in grand majesty, 
Has got my state-bed for a snooze, 
I’ve lent him my slippers, so I 
May certainly stund in his shoes. 
Rumpti iddity, &c 
Blow softly, ye murmuring gales, 
Ye feet rouse no echo in walking, 
For, though a dead man tells no tales, 
Dead walls are much given to talking. 
This knife shall be in at the death, 
I'll stick him, then off safely get, 
Cries the world, this could not be Macbeth, 
For he’d-ne’er stick at any thing yet. 
Rumpti iddity, &e. 
Hark! hark! ’tis the signal, by goles,. 
It sounds like a funeral knell ; 
O, hear it not, Duncan, it tolls 
To call thee to heaven or hell, 
Or, if you to heav’n wo’n’t fly, 
But rather prefer Pluto’s ether, 
Only wait a few years till I die, 
And we'll go to the devil together. 
Rumpti iddity, &c. 


GPIPPL PO 


BRITISH THUNDER; 
OR, THE HEROES OF ENGLAND. 
( Upton.) 
THE free-born soldier smiles at fear, 
For England proves his worth, sir, 
And where her enemies appear, 
Is sure to take his birth, sir. 
With valour’s arm, he takes the field, 
And, by his deeds of wonder, 
The vaunting foe is forced to yield, ° 
Subdued hy British thunder. 


Or, if by sea, the English flag 
Is treated with insult, sir, 
Her gallant tars, who scorn to brag, 
Soon show the brave result, sir ; 
For ship to ship and gun to gun, 
By matchless deeds of wonder, 
The trembling foe must yield or run, 
Subdued by British thunder. 


“Thus tars and soldiers bravely fight, 
For England and her laws, sir, 
And prove their worth, by day or night, : 
When justice is the cause, sir ; 
For glory and their native land’ 
They show, by deeds of wonder, 
No foe can e’er the wrath withstand, 
Of death-charged British thunder. 


OPI PLIGG? 


THE HALLOWED FRUIT IS MASONRY! 


’ Happy, happy mortals, rise! 
Taste with us immortal joys; 
Blooming on yon sacred tree, 
Planted by the Deity, 
The hallowed fruit is Masonry ! 


Far beyond the pregnant sky, 

There the hopes of Masons lie ; 
Masons’ happy choice above ; 
Masons every blessing prove— 
Friendship, harmony, and love!, 
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TANTARARARA, ROGUES ALL! 
(Upton. ) 


COME, come, my good masters, what’s all this 
about, 
Such grunting and groaning, within doors and out? 
Some mountain is bursting, or will, ’ere ’tis long, 
Just to keep up the tune of the old-fashioned song. 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, rogues all! 
Sing T'antararara, rogues all! 


The Farmers—oh no! Farming Gentlemen now, 
Who know nought about either pasture or plough, 
ell us plain that the clodpoles for such things 
were born, 
’Tis enough that they know when to lock up their 
corn! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, &c. 


The Brewers.(poor creatures!) monopoly’s crew, 
Complain of the hardships they’re fore’d to go 
through! 
And, while they buy up all they can, far and near, 
Deem it hard to get five pence a pot for small beer! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues alle ccc. 


The Miller (sly dog) in his way gets a pull, 
And, while the mill’s going, keeps grinding John 
Bull! 
Yet Bull tells the miller, in spite of mill-clack, 
Though his outside is whitened, his in is d—d black! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, &c. 


The Grazier, who seldom does business by halves, 


And blood draws the Bull-breed as so many calves, 

With the middle man bargains to keep up the price, 

And thus lives to bite ws, as cats bleed the mice! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, &c. 


The Butcher, while cutting his mutton and beef, 
Cries— The trade is so starving. it kills me with 
gri e yr 
And, while he is rolling in riches and fat, 
Exclaims—‘* Why 1 don’t get a farthing by that” 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, &c. 


The Grocers, sweet things! are too sweet in their 
way 
To meddie with birch-twigs, or deal in foul play ; 
So the laws and exciseman but leave them alone, 
They can dish up their tea-stuff’ with leaves of their 
own! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all, &c. 


Cant! cant! is the order and hum of the day, 
While honesty’s kicked like a strumpet away ;. 
Pimps, sharps, and pickpockets join hands with 
defuulters, 
Some waiting for places, and others for halters! 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all! rogues all? 
Sing Tantararara, rogues all. 


THE SWEET LASS OF BALDOCK-MILL! 
Air—* King John,” 1742. 

Wo has e’er been at Baldock, must needs know 
the mill, 

With the sign of the Horse, at the foot of the hill, 

Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the 
beau, 

And the old and the young all promiscuously go. 

Derry down, &c. 


To this mill though great numbers do daily re- 
pair, 
It is not for the sake of the drink or the air; 
The greater part, let them pretend what they will, 
Go to see and admire the sweet lass of the mill? 
ib &c, 


’ 
Derry . en} 


For the man of the mill has a daughter so fair, 
With so easy a shape and so graceful an air, 
That once, on the river’s grcen bank as she stood, 
Faith, I thought it was Venus just sprung from 
the flood. 
Derry down, &c. 
But, on looking again, I perceived my mistake, 
For Venus, though fair, has the looks of a rake ; 
And nothing but virtue and modesty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the lass of the mill ! 
Derry down, &c. 


Sweet Molly, for that is the name of the fair, 
Is the joy of each neighbouring swain, and the 
care ; 3 . 
Each old bachelor melts in the flame of her eyes, 
And each young one quite in an ecstasy dies! 
- Derry down, Xc. 


Prometheus stole fire out of heaven, bards say, 
To enliven the man which he made out of clay ; 
Had Molly been with him, the fire of her eyes 
Had saved him the trouble of robbing the skies! 
Derry down, &c. 
Would once more the three goddesses put in their 
claim 
For the apple, and Molly put in for the same ; 
Were I judge, without more demurring about it, 
By Jove, the three goddesses should go without it! 
Derry down, &c. 


Hold, hold! says my neighbour, here stop thy 
career, 


Pr’ythee finish thy song, and let’s drink to the 
fair ; 

Pray where stands the bottle? full brimmers we’ll 
fill— 

Tet us all drink the health of the Lass of the 
Mill ! ; 


Derry down, &c. 


POG LOEFLE 


JOY SHALL RULE US DAY AND NIGHT. 
A DUET. 
( Bryant.) 
He. When we’re married, we’ll see pleasure, 
Bliss shall rule us night and day ; 
‘You, my love 
She. I'll be your treasure. 
He. How the hours will pass away. 
Both. Kissing, toying, 
Hours employing, 
Dancing, prancing with delight. 
Hoaxing, coaxing, 
Pleasing, teazing, 
Joy shall rule us day and night. 
Fal lal lara larala la, fal lal, &c. 


Dismal care we’ll try to smother, 
Till fat children we shall see, 
I shall say 
She. They’re like the mother ; 
He. Then I’m sure they’ll pretty be. 
Both. Squalling, bawling, 

For sugar calling, 
From théir cradles tumble flop ; 

Fruit and candy 

Must be handy, 
Or stuff their mouths with lollapop. 

Kissing, toying, &c. 





He. 





THE NEGRO’S FATE. 
(W. H.) 
BENEATH th’ inhuman planter’s lash 
In vain I sigh, in vain I groan; 
Full many a tear my cheek doth wash, 
Whilst [my cruel fate bemoan 
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Torn from my wife; my children, friends; 
By an unpitying band; 

Alas! what grief my poor heart rends 
When I think on my native land! 


Soon may the friendly hand of death 
From slavery set me free ; __ 

E’en with my parting; dying breath; 
I’ll hail thee, sweet Liberty ! 


POEL PPP AF 


MALLY AIKEN. 
(Hector M‘Neill.) 
©, LISTEN! listen! and I'll tell ye 
_ How this fait tmaid’s played her part :— 
First she vowed aiid promised to me; 
Now she strives to break my heart!” 
Erin, 0! Mally Aiken, 
Erin, O, s’dhu ma roon. 


I coft you silken garters, Mally, : 
And sleeve-knots for your tartan gown ; 
T coft you a green necklace, Mally; 
To busk ye whan ye gade to town 3 
You gae me kisses sweet as hinny ! 
You gae me words mair sweet than true ; 
You swore you loved me best 0’ ony : 
Ah! why than, Mally, break your vow! 
Erin, 0! Mally Aiken, &c. 


Yan auld man cam wi wyless sae bonnie; 
He bragged o’ land and walth o’ gear ; 
He promised btaws miir fine than Johnie : 
To busk ye for the kirk and fait; 
He gae up tocher to your daddy,— 
Your mother sighed and thought o’ me; 
But Mally wished to be a lady, 
And changed true love for—high degree ! 
Etin, O! Mally Aiken, &c. 


He’s ta’en you hame ; he's made you gawdie : 
He’s busked you for the kitk and fair ; 

But you had better take your ladiie, 
For happiness you’ll ne’er see mair! 

You may gang to kirk and fair, my Mally ; 
Your face and bfaws Catch ilka ee,— 

But happiness you’ll ne’er see, Mally, 
For breaking 0’ your vows to me ! 

Erin, O! Mally Aiken, &c. 


PIPPPPPI?P 


THE BEGGAR BOY. 


LonG I’ve been an orphan poor; 
Craving pity at your door ; 
Spent and weary, down I lie; 
And with cold and hunger die: 
Daughters of charity, 
Sons of humanity, : 
O pity! O pity the poor beggar boy ! 
No care nursed my growing years, 
No friend wiped the flowing tears ; 
Father, mother, all are gone, 
Left a beggar boy forlorn! 
Daughters of charity, &c. 


Charity, Charity, celestial maid, 
Dart a sun-beam in the shade ; 
Light an outcast such as me, 
A wand’ring son of misery. 
Daughters of charity, &c. 


OP rreroe 


PATRICK O’ROW. 
(Dibdin.) 


PATRICK O’Row is my name, 
My calling’s the trade of a boxer; 
I’m a devil of a fellow for fame, 
Why I’m bottom like any game cock, sir. 





Oh! I tips ’em so tight, 
Left and right ; 
And to blind ’em so well I knows how ; 
To the spine of the back I am blood ; 
_ Ah! honey, ’twould do your heart good 
To be lathefed by Patrick O’Row. 


I presently knocks down my man ; 
Your servant, says I, pray call again: 
Then I close up their peepers, and then, 
I wish you good night Mr. Galaghan. 
We’re alive, Master Slack, 
: On his back / 
I'd lay him as flat as he’s now; 
’*Tis my washing, my lodging, and food, 
Ah! honey; ’twould do your heart good 
' To be lathered by Patrick O’Row. 


There’s Johnson; atid George, and Big Ben, 
Three bruisers that well can rally you, 

Though they thumped the three Birmingham 

men, 

Says 1, my lads, little I value you: 
Mendoza and Ward 
Can strike hard, 

And to stop and put in well know how; 
Nay, they’re every teaf of ’em blood ; 
Yet, honey, ’twould do your heart good 

To be lathered by Patrick O’Row. 


Wid a handful of féllows like these, 
Britannia, what glory I’d bring her to: 
Let the Spaniards come on when they please, 
Devil burn me, we'd teach ’em a ting or two, 
Wid a phalanx of fists 
Tn our lists, 
So nately we’d bother their grow : 
We’d presently try if their blood. 
Ah! honey, ’twould do their pride good 
‘To be latheted by Patrick O’ Row: 


Come, all you tight lads, that would earn 
True fame, in a possee gather you: 

How your country you’d serve would ye Icarn, : 
Just omy come here till F lather you. 

Oh! I'll make you so tight 
Left and right, 

And each knock-me-down argument know : 
Come here, then; and try if your blood ; 
Devil burn me, ’twill do your hearts good 

To bé lathered by Patrick O’Row. 


PLPPP PLE? 


ROSE OF BEAUTY. 
(E. Mackey.) 


ALAS! Rose of Beauty, the spoiler has plucked 
thee 
And torn thee away from thy kind parent stem ; 
Now, ruthless, thy beauties are scattered around 
him, 
And folly and falsehood now trample the gem. 


Rose of Beauty, thy charms o’er the deséfis dre 
Cast; 

_ Nor remorse can thy wo in the spoiler awaken : 

Thou droop’st, lovely flower, o’erprest by the 


weight af 
Of thy sorrows unnumbered—despised and for- 
saken. 
Rose of Beatity, how Death has enshrouded thy 
fragrance, 
And green grows the turf o’er the lovely one’s 
grave ; ; 
Farewell! thou sweet fow’ret, each argel in 
heaven, 
Shall weep for their sister,—for mercy shal! 
crave, 
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TERMS FOR DRINKING. 


OF all the words in Lexicon, 
Not one, to my poor thinking 
Can make‘a man so wise a don 
As those in use for drinking ; 
‘Yo say he’s drunk, so coarse the sound, 
hat Bacchus asked Apollo 
‘Vo give some terms in wit profound, 
And he the phrase would follow. 
With a fal lal, &c. 


When ladies drink, why, then they’re gay ; 
But to a toping gipsy 
Of vulgar rank, we, sneering, say 
Upon my soul, she’s tipsy. 
When lords are bubbed, they’re in the fun, 
And cits are mighty muddled, 
But when a husband up is done, 
The wife cries,—deary’s fuddled. 
With a fal lal, &c. 


When Jack is grogged, he’s shipped his beer, 
He cries, —you’re half-seas-over ; 
And busky Damon roars, my dear, 
I’m pzimed just for a lover. 
And some are rocky, some are muzzed, 
_ And some disguised and mellow ; 
But goddesses must now be bussed, 
For I’m a merry fellow. 
With a fal lal, &c. 


eeervcer> 


“THE BREAK OF DAY. 
(J. Donne, 1633.) 


Stay, O sweet! and do not sise, 
The light that shines comes from thine cyes ; 
The day breaks not, it is my heart, 
Because that you and [ must part. 
Stay, or else my joys will die, 
And perish in their infancy. 


Tis truc, ’tis day; what; though it be ? 
Oh, wilt thou, therefore, rise from me? 
Why should we rise because ’tis light? 
Did we lie down because ’twas night ? 
Love, which, in spite of darkness, brought us 
hither, 
Should, in despite of light, keep us together. 


Light hath no tongue, but is all eye, 

If it could speak, as well as spy, 

This were the worst that it Sul Says 

That, being well, I fain would stay ; . 
And that I loved my heart and honour so, | 
That I would not from her that had them go. 


Must business thee from hence remove ? 
Ch! that’s the worst disease of love ; 
The poor, the foul, the false, love can 
Admit—but not the busied man; 
He which hath business, and makes love, doth do 
Such wrong as when a married man doth woo. 


PPPOE POCEDP? 


MISTER RIGHT! OH, SWEEY MISTER 
RIGHT! 
Air— Mistress Goose.””—(Miss Bryant. ) 


I AM an old woman, though still fond of mirth, 
For why should we grieve while we linger on earth; 
‘The young girls all seek me, to talk and to write, 
For their sweet billet-dous I advise and indite. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, and a pretty medly of friends I 
have, too; and its often very curious to hear the 
conversation. First comes one:—O my dear 
Goody, I think, really, if a man was to ask me to 
marry him that I’d tear his eyes out '_That 
would be a pity, my dear, for then he cou’dn’t see 


your beauty !—Beauty, indeed, la‘ if he or any | 
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of them was to call me beautiful, I should be ready 
to faint.—( Yes, I’ll be sworn you would, says I to 
myself, with vanity.) But, child, child, come to 
me ina few months, and then Ill tell you what 
to do.—T'wo months passed, and in comes the 
young lady again.—Ah! my dear Goody, says she. 


| how d’ye do?—Well, my dear, says I, how do 


you get on?—Why, heigho: I don’t know.—Well, 
whav’s the matter ?—Why, really then, to tell you 
the truth, I’ve met such a nice young man, and I 
do love him so.—A young man, forsooth! why I 
thought you told me that you hated the whole sex : 
Yes, Goody, but then I had not scen 

Mr. Right! Mr. Right! 

Oh, sweet Mr. Right! 

The girle find they’re wrong when thcy find 
Mr. Right. 


There’s some love the young, and the young love 
the old, 

There’s some love for love, and some love for 
gold. eee 

Many pretty young girls get hold of a fright, 

And all their excuse is—I’ve found Mr, Right. 


StOR I. Well, really, I hate boys; says a 


| staid, elderly-looking lady, T could never coun- 


tenarice one in my life.—Well, that’s curiou. , my 
dear miss, for you’ve gota pretty good face too.— 
Boys, indeed, rather say young puppies; no, 
Goody, give me a-man of thirty, sensible, dis- 
cerning; that’s the person for my moncy.— Well, 
a twelvemonth passes, and I mect this staid, 
elderly lady leaning on the arm of a boy of nine- 
teen.—Aye, Goody, says she, how d’ye do? [have 
the pleasure of introducing my husband to you ?-— 
Husband! What, that boy? why, I thought you de- 
tested boys.—Aye, but, Goody, then I had not 
met 
Mr. Right! Mr. Right: 
Oh, sweet, &c. 


Thus they teazed and perplexed me with tales o’er 


and o’er, : 

Till, finding them smoke, why, I’ll hear them no 
more ; 

Though many who scoffed me now quarrel and 
fight, 


And are sorry that ever they met Mr. Right. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! well-a-day! the girls, now-a- 
days, find beaus so scarce that they’re glad to 
jump at the first offer; and then are ready to 
jump off the Monument for accepting it; and all 
the excuse they can make for their folly is, 

Mr. Right! Mr. Right! 
Oh, swect Mr. Right, &c. 


PLP PLIPPP 


WHEN THE SOUTHERN BREEZES PLAY, 


WHEN the southern breezes play, 
The uplands let us gain ; 
Where ruddy Health, with smiles, invite 
To join her sportive train. 
Unleash the merry pack, 
See, see, they scent the gale ; 
Their crackling throats 
Repeat the notes, 
Our sport it will not fail. 


When the sun his course has run, 
We trim theevening fire ; 

And gaily troll the cheering bowl 
To the health of wife and squire. 

Then the song and joke prevail, 
Till the turret-bell strikes one, 

And the parting cup of ale 
Proclaims the day is done. 


SOLIPO LP 


kes) 


ALBION, TH£ PRIDE OF THE GEA, 


‘My boys, would you know how our ship got her 
name, 
Ycu speedily shall hear that from me ; 
When ready to launch, she was christened by 
Fame— 
The Albion—the Pride of the Sea. 
All her crew lads of mettle, 
*Midst the cannons’ loud rattle, 
A dread lion in battle, 
is Albion—the Pride of the Sea. 


As she dash’d from the dock to embrace her own 
wave, . 
She sprang with a heart full of glée, 
And cried, let none man, but the true British 
_ brave, 
The Albion—the Pride of the Sca. 
All her crew, &c. 


When glorious to view, as she swam cn the 
main, ; 
This, this is the throne, exclaimed she 2 
And the sceptre, my boys, we e’er will sustain 
Of Albion—the Pride of the Sea. ; 
All her crew, &c. 


What honour to Fame and Vict’ry have paid, 
To history go, and you’ll see 
That the world has been swayed, and shall cver 
be swayed, 
By Albion—the Pride of the Sea. 
mel All her crew, &c. 


GPGP IL ESP? 


POOR OLD JACK! 


(Collins. ) 
With the jolly knight in view that Shakspeare 


drew 
1 love my joke to crack ; 
And nil, like him, up to the brim, 
A cup of good old. sack. 
For he that can laugh at Fortune’s frown, 
«And the goblin Care in a goblet drown, 
Such a man, if there be, whether king or clown, 
He’s the man for poor old Jack. 


Full threescore years, with hopes and fears, 
I’ve stood old Time’s attack = 
And smiles and frowns, and ups and downs, 
Through life’s uneven track.’ 
But | still jogged on, ina merry, 
Through the rough, and 
and the thin, - 
While a glass, now and then, ’twixt the nose and 
the chin, : 
Cheered the heart of poor old Jack. 


merry pin, 
the smooth, and the thick, 


face, 
That bloom did [ never luck 
Which takes its flight from a liver white, 
And from a heart that’s black; 
For, with ruddy health in a cheek that glows 
Like the bonfire blaze of a Bardolph’s nose, 
Yo burn the bellows and to sing old Rose 
Is the joy of poor old Jack. 


Though the blush of disgrace never tinctured my 


And I hope that I may, when for ever and aye, 
To my last long home I pack, 
Vith a conscience clear, neither grieve nor fear 
On the world to turn my back. 
Hut, my pastime o’er, and when here no more 
f can merrily sing—that I’m past threescore, 
hiay tle porter above stairs open the door 
With a—* Welcome, poor old Jack '” 


POP ELIOF 


a a 


~ UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


THE AMULEY, 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


INSTEAD of pearl or diamond rare, 

An amber giit I.sent my fair, 

Formed of some gnm which from a plant 

Had failen, and shrined a little ant, 

Which, gaining worth in death, poor fly, 

Became a curiosity ! 

And, by an artist mchly set 

In gold, was now an amulet! 

A chain—I gave it to invest 

My lovely fair onc’s snowy breast, 

Deeming, whene’er she chanced to see 

The gem, she’d turn her thoughts to me 5 

“«« She will,” said Love, who slily there 
Looked on, with laughing eye. 

“‘ To the amber she’!] herself compare, 
Thee—to the trifling fly!” 


GPP PL POP 


STOLEN PLEASURES ARE THE 
SWEETEST. 
A GLEE. 


CUR wives at home, your husband gone, 
To them leave care and thinking, 
While gaily we the hours pass on 
In laughing and in drinking. 
The real joys of love are sharcd 
By those who are discreetest ; 
And here’s his health who first acclared 
“* Stolen pleasures are the sweetest.” 


THE JOYS OF THE COUNTRY. 
(Dibdin.) 


LeT bucks and let bloods to praise London agree, 

Oh! the joys of the country, my jewel, for me, 

Where sweet is the flower that the May-bush 
adorns, 

And how charming to gathcr it—but from the 
‘thorns ; 

Where we walk o’er the mountains, with health 
our cheeks glowing 

‘As warm as a toast, honey, when it i’n’t snow- 
ing ; 

Where Nature to smile when she, joyful, inclines, 

And the sun charms us all the year round—when 
it shines. 

Oh! the mountains, the valleys, and bushes, 

The pigs, and the screech-owls, and thrushes ; 

Let bloods and let bucks to praise London agree, 

Oh! the joys of the country, my jewel, for me. 


There, twelve honrs on the stretch, we in 
delight, 

As patient as Jobs, though we get ne’er a bite ; 

here, we pop at the wild-ducks and frighten the 
crows, 

While so lovely the icicles hang to our clothes ; 

There, wid aunts, and wid cousins, and grand. 
mothers talking, 

We’re caught in the rain as we're out a walking, 

While the muslins and gauzes cling round each 
fair she, 

That they look all like Venuses sprung from the 
sca. 


angling 


Oh! the mountains, &c. 


Then how sweet, in the dog-days, to take the 
fresh air, 7 ; 
Where, to save your expense, the dust powders 

your hair: 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


Thus pleasures, like snow-balls, increase as they 
roll, F 

And tire you to death—not forgetting the bowl, 

Where, in mirth and good-fellowship always de- 
lighting, 

We agree, that is—when we are not squabbling 
and fighting 5; | 

Den wid toasts and pint-bumpers we bodder the 
head, 

ust to see who most gracefully staggers to bed. 

Oh! the mountains, &c. 


POP L ILIA? 


WHO IS 'rHE MAID MY SPIRIT SEEKS. 
(T. Moore. ) 


Who is the maid my spirit seeks 
Through cold reproot and Slander’s biight ? 
Has she Love’s roses on her cheeks ? 
Is hers an eye of this world’s light? 
No—vwan and sunk, with midnight prayer, 
Are the pale looks of her I love ; 
Or, if at times a light be there, 
Its beam is kindled from above. 


I chose not her my soul’s elect 
From those who seek their Maker’s shrine, 
In gems and garlands proudly decked, 
As if themselves were things divine ! 
No—heaven but faintly warms the breast 
That beats beneath a-broidered veil, 
And she who comes in glittering vest 
To mourn her frailty, still is frail. 


Not so the faded form I prize 
And love, because its bloors is gone 5 
The glory in those sainted eyes 
Is all the grace her brow puts on. 
And ne’er was beauty’s dawn so bright, 
So touching as that form’s decay, . 
Which, like the altar’s trembling light, 
In holy lustre wastes away. 


on a a 


OLD TIMES COMPARED WITH THE 
Si PRESENT. 
(T. Dibdin.) 

OLD Time would persuade.us each lass 

Knew French, Latin, Greek, and astronomy ; 
Yct our damsels such damsels surpass 

For industry, care, and economy : 
Young ladies, then, spun their own clothes, 

And so fearful were even to tear any ; 
But now, to save cash, I suppose, 

It isn’t the fashion to wear any. 

Tel de rol lol, &c. 


For one coat our forefathers would take 

(Yet they were estecmed frugal men, sir, too, ) 
More cloth than would, now-a days, make 

Coat, pantaloons, waistcoat, and spencer, too ; 
Could they view us, the old ones would stare, 

How we carry our loppings and dockings on, 
How we mount but of boots half a pair, 

And have neither shoes, small-clothes, 

stockings on. 


nor 


Tol de rol lol, &c. 


On horseback, our grannies, astride, 

Would caper, indeed I’m not bantering ; 
Now, at Tunbridge, our dames, with less pride, 

Mount their donkeys, and set off a cantering. 
Lady-mayoresses housewives were bred, 

Each feast still assisting to cook at it 5 
Now his shee a can make his state-bed, 

For the aldermen’s ladies to look at it. 

Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Ce a ad 


J bright fane, 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
THE FIRST ROSE OF SUMMER. 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


WELCOME, welcome, lovely comer, 
First and fairest rose of summer ; 
Let us hail thy joyful reign, 
Sweetest of the fragrant train, 
Brightest, brilliant, fairest flower, 
Shedding sweets in verdant bower. 


Welcome, welcome, lovely guest, 
In thy modest vesture drest, 

No splendid garments you desire, 
No glittering gems in thy attire, 
No brilliants thy fair robes adorn, 
But the pearly drops of morn. 


Welcome, welcome, pride of May,’ 
Long thy pleasing powers display ; 
Fairest floweret of the field, 
Homage to thy charms I yield ; 
Might I bend a willing knee, 
Thankful in adoring thee. 


Welcome, welcome, thee I sing, 
Monument of parted spring; ~ 

But will those charms e’er yield us joy ? 
No, where’s the bliss without alloy? 
For, ah! I fear thy early bloom, 

But presages an early tomb. 


ee ee ae 


YE BOLD SONS OF NIMROD, WilO FOL- 
LOW THE CHASE, 

YE bold sons of Nimrod, who follow the chase, 
Say, is it not pleasure you fondly pwsue ; 

"Tis pleasure you hunt for irom place mto place, 
’Pis pleasure that holds up this shantom to 


VIEW 5 «EE 
Then largh not at females, where F.shion pre- 
sides, 
See, the goddess appears, with heroymphs in 
her train, 


Dissipation’s gay robe her deformity hiles, 
Folly smiles while she leads to hej ladyship’s 
fane. oe 
Hark forward, the game is inview, | 
Tantara, taniara, tanta, 
Tis fashion, and all must pusue. 


Not o’cr mountain, through forest, o vailcy we 
roam, 
Far different our sport is in hunting elight ; 
When gay Lady Dash lets us know shfs athome, 
We’re told that its folly’s and fas.ion’s great 
night. 
Affection, half-witted, procures what i rare, 
Dissipation cxults, of extravagance win; 
To be squeezed, and jostled, and crovded, when 
there, © 
For fashion presides at her ladyships fare. 
Hark forvard, &c. 


Hark forward! she leads not where airth is too 
loud, 
Vulgar laughter she’ll banish, and:umcur dis- 
claim ; 
Vastly hot, vastly fine, vastly charmim the crowd, 
Is ajl conversation that fashion can:laim. 
She has taught us to leave ail inembrance at 


home, . 
No pockets to guard now, no cbthes to re- 
strain ; 
Light and airy, in search of gay pleasury we 
roam, 


Hark, forward! you'll find her at Faslion’s 


Hark foward; ke. 


Cre r ei re 


— 
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AH! DOES THERE LIVE A WIFE COULD 
LEAVE HR HUSBAND, THOUGH A 
RANGER. 


Air—‘‘ Pauvre Madelon.”—( Moncrieff. ) 


AH! does there live a wife could leave 
Her husband, though a ranger, 
Or wish him for an hour to grieve, 
Or Jet a foible change her. 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Dearest Kate, you’re wrong, 
Although he is a rover ; 
Non, non, non, 
First in the throng 
She’ll-follow him all the world over: 


Still ’tis an English wife’s best pride 
To have her husband love her} 
And ever faithful by his side, 
Forbid him to turn rover. 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Dearest Kate, you’re wrong, 
My hasband you'll discover, 
Won by my love, 
As-fond will prove, 
As e’er when first a lover. 





GILEPFL PPPoE 


BLOW BOREAS, BLOW! 
(R. Bradley.) 


BLow, Boreas, blow, and let the surly winds 
Make the billows foam and roar ; 
Thou can’st no terrors breed in valiant minds! 
But, ‘spite of thee, we’ll live and find the shore. 
Then cheer, my heart, and be not awed, 
But keepthe gun-room clear ; 
Though hdl ’s broke loose, and demons roar 
abroid, 
Whilst we have sea-room here, boys, never 
fear. 
Hey! low she tosses up—how far! 
The mantain topmast touched a star ; 
The mteors blazed, as through a cloud they 
cam6 
And, slamander-like, we lived in flame. 


But now wisink! now down we go 

To the deegst shades below. 

Alas! whee are we now, who, who can tell ? 
Sure ’tis th: deepest room of hell, 

Or where tle sea-gods dwell! 

With themwe’ll live—we’ll live and reign, 

With them ve’ll laugh, and sing, and drink amain 4 
But, see! ve mount! see, see, we rise again. 


Though flanes of lightning, and tempests of rain, 
Do fiercely ;ontend which shall conquer the main ; 
Though thecaptain does swear, instead of a prayer, 
And the seiis all fired by the demons of air, 

Ve’ll drink and defy 

"he mad spirits that fly 

"rom the deep to the sky, 
And sing wiile the thunder does bellow ; 

lor fate still will have 

\ kind chance for the brave, 

ind ne’er make his grave 

’f a salt-water wave, 
To drown—r0, never to drown—a good fellow. 


GPO PIIE? 


NE I LOVE BUT MARY. 
A DUET. 
(O’Keefe.) 


ILIKE eah girl that I come near, 

‘Thoughnone I love but Mary ; 

Oh, she’smy darling, only dear, 
Bewitcling little fairy. 
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I ask a kiss, and she looks down, 
Her cheeks are spread with blushes 7 
By Jove, says I, 1’ll take the town! 
Me back she gently pushes. 
I like each girl, &c. 


When off twas blown, and ’twas my place 
To fly for Mary’s bonnet, 
So charming looked her lovely face, 
There I stood gazing on it. 
Dressed all in white, she tripped from home, 
And set my blood a-trilling ; 
Oh! zounds, says 1, the Fretich are come ! 
Sweet Mary looked so killing. 
I like each girl, &e. 
When, to our colonel at review; 
A duchess cried, so airy, 
How does your royal highness do ? 
Says I, [thank you, Mary! 
To quick time marching t’other day, 
Our fifés played Andrew Carey, 
To every girl I gave the way, 
In compliment to Mary. 
I like each girl, &c.; 


AAaaneadaa 


TO CROWN THE CUPS WHICH BACCHUS 
FILLS WITH WINE. 


To crown the cups which Bacchus fills with wine; 

The full-blown rose of Venus let us join; 

Let the sweet rose which leaves so beauteous 
spreads, 

In fragrant garlands wrought adorn our heads, 

While sparkiing wit, as well as wine we quaff, 

And, with politest mirth; incessant laugh. 

Nay, more, while rosy garlands grace my hair, 

Old as Iam, I'll dance amidst the fair. 


O rose! the noblest of all earthly flowers, 

Of spring chief care; and dear to heavenly powers, 

In dance, if Cupid with the Ciraces join, 

His beanteous temples crowned with roses shine, 

Mine crown then, Bacchus, too, and as thy 
quire, 

Singing, dance fotind thy shrine, I’ll touch the 
lyre. e 
; Nay, more, while rosy, &c. 


Peercere 


THINK OF HIM WHO THINKS OF YOU. 


WHEN the sleep of morning breaks, 
When the laughing sun awakes, 

When the bud is wet with dew, 

When delight is full in view, 

When the woods with warblers ring, 
Pleasure wafting every wing, 

Let that peaceful melody 

Be a song to speak of me, ; 
Him, whose heart is full of thee. 


Let the spot where we have roved 
Bring to mind how we have loved ; 
When we view the sun go down, 

And the silent eve come on ; 

And the moon, with silvery beam, 
Sparkling on the gliding stream ; 
There, by Heaven’s azure blue, 
Where I promised to be true, 
Think of him who thinks of you. 


LPP LAF 


THE IRISH PAINTER; 


THE LAD TO TICKLE THE TASTE OF THE 
LADIES. 


(Crow. ) 


YOu may talk about mimics who take people off, 
With their double-tongued brogue and grimaces , 


OR, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
WOMEN WILL BE,—-WHAT? WOMEN! 


They take but the voice, and that’s little enough; 

But I take off necks, heads, and faces. 
Then I give the sweet creatures 
Such beautifal features, 

Beholders they’re certain to strike; . 

Yhe resemblance so neat 
Is, from toe to the pate, 

By my soul! that you'll ne’et see the like. 
In a row the lads call me the jxst at a push, 
And all the girls say I’m a dab ata brush. 

The pretty maid, 
The witty maid, 
The napping maid, 
The strapping maid, 
The thinking maid; 
The drinking maid; 
The bold maid, 
The old maid, 
The so-so maid; 
And the no maid, 
i make all look so handsome, so charming my 
trade is, 
And neatly I titkle the taste of the ladies, 


‘Their teeth hie flake white, and carnation each 


cheek; ° 
Their lips view, you think on bob-cherry ; 


Their tongues; too, though silent, look ready to 


speak, - 
_ And their eye-lashes black as a berry. 
With dimples I make ’em “ 


So roguish, plague take ’em! 
_ The devil’s own self they’d beguile ; 
They so lovingly leer; .. . 
That your bosoms they’d cheer; _ 
And, fait!’ frown you dead wid a Smile. 
Like diamonds, so sweetly, then sparkle each eye; 
The dark world with moonlight they’d sweetly 
supply ; ad 
The sleeping eyé; 
The weeping eye; 
The strolling eye; 
The rolling eye, 
The hinting eye, 
The squinting eyes 
The dun eye, 
And the—one eye; 
The so-so eye, 
And the—no eye, 


So handsome I make ’em, for charming my trade 


is, 
i’m the lad just to tickle the taste of the ladies. 


PPLIPIIIPD 


THE SAILOR CAST ON SOME LONE 
STRAND. 


( Miss Gloster. ) 


THE sailor cast on. some jone strand, 

Despairing, views the much-loved land, 
And sighs for distant home ; 

He then the hapless honr deplores 

When first he left his native shores, 
Afar from friends to roam. 


‘The ocean, which incessant flows, 

On his sad heart no joy bestows ; 
For low beneath the foam 

Some lost companion he laments, 

And more the hapless hour repents 
When he from friends did roam, 


Thus, Anna, must I long deplore 

That peace which now returns no more, 
No more to bless my home : 

Yet, dearest Anna, let no fear 

Thy peace molest,—for, by this tear, 
My heart shall never roam. 


A MOCK BRAVCRA. 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


WOMEN vary like the weather, 
Sometimes cruel, sometimes kind, 
And, as taken all together, 
Changing with each change of wind. 
Whether old ones, 
Warm or cold ones, 
Gay or sainted, 
Plain or painted, 
Full of cunning, 
Wit and punning, 
Ever teazing, 
Seldom pleasing, 
When diverting, 
Tis in flirting ; 
Through fan peeping, 
Wanton, toying, 
Coquet, coying, 
Smiling, simpering, 
_ Whining, whimpering, 
Mockery, weepitig ; 
Real crying, 
Grief implying, 
Tears so flowing, 
Rosy glowing, 
Colour, typing, 
Youth, cheeks wiping, 
Turning palish, 
Wan and stalish, 
Show, there looking, 
For time’s booking, 
Though eyes twinkle, 
In cach wrinkle 
Fair, 
There 
Time’s deep-figured date you'll find, 
And there his full name, Chronos, signed. 


When age burrows 
In deep furrows, 
No concealing, 
Though appealing 
To the toilet, 
Age will foil it ;—- 
Oh! how dreadful, 
To a head full | 
Of weak whimsies,; 
Vain hope flimsies, 

Silly striving, 
Charms when gone by, 
One by one, why 
Time’s advance of 
Leaves no chance of 

Youth reviving ; 
Unless dimples, 
Parchment crimples, 
In dry shrivelled 
Skin, be-dev:led 
With thick gluty 
Washes, beauty 
Young and new be, 
Old would few be 
Then :—yet varying, 
All vagarying, 
Women’s changing 
Minds, still ranging, 

Still 
Will 
Women be,—what? women still ; 
And, love and praise them how we will, 


Women vary like the weather, &c. 
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THE HARVEST OF JOY SHALL’ BE LOVE. 
( Arnold.) 

WITH a heart light and gay, in a cottage of 


thatch 
Let me live, with Content for my guest, - 
Where the canker of care never rusted the latch, 
And where grief shall be strange to my breast. 


There joy’ll be repeated, yet never shall cloy, 
While the object is peace to the mind, 

And the rapid succession of uniform joy 
Shall leave no discomfort behind. 


There the hours all shall fly, like the blossoms of 
spring, 
With the promise fresh beauties to prove, 
Ev’ry season revolving its pleasures shall bring, 
And the harvest of joy shall be love. 


PEP FPete 


AS ION MY TRAVELS WAS RAMBLING 
_ THE NORTH. 

As I on my travels was rambling the north, 

I wandered astray on the margin of Forth, 

Where a jolly fat host xept the sign-of the Lion, 

But more like a cat than you ever set eye on. 


SPOKEN.] He saw me, and cricd,—Stop, here’s 
good entertainment for horse and man. Hostler! 
Patience, cried I, why call the hostler when I 
travel on foot? Tue; replied he, and then bawl- 
ed out, tapster! drawer! waiter! boots! cham- 
bermaid ! Stop, my good friend, said 1, don’t 
put me to bed without my supper; and, just as I 
spoke, my cars were saluted by a full chorus of — 

Down, down, down, derry down, &c. 


Then he showed me straightway to the parlour 
with speed, 

Where I spied a droll group of odd mortals, in- 
deed ; 

The lawyer, the squire, clerk, parson, were there, 

And old Gaffer Guzzlethorp sat in the chair. 


SPOKEN.] He was churchwarden for the time 
being ; on my entering the room,—turn him out, 
says one ;—he has no settlement here, cried an- 
other. Yes, I’ve just made one with the landlord, 
cried I: I’m a stranger, and you ought to take me 
in. That’s gospel, cried the parson. Mine host, 
at that moment, brought me in a full bowl, as dec 
and as wide as his own waste-butt, which I held 
up, saying, I’m no pauper, don’t come here for a 
pass. That’s right, cried Guzzlethorp ; give the 
pass to your bowl] though. _ I. will, said I, but take 
@ toast with it;—Here’s may we never swallow 
any thing to hurt our constitution. They all cried, 
bravo! and then joined in full chorus of — 

Down, down, down, derry down, &c. 


I had not staid long when the ’larum struck one, - 

The parson cried, brethren, let us begone ; 

The squire hiccupped, aye, boy ; the clerk said 
amen 5 

But Guzzlethorp begged them to sit down again. 


SPOKEN. ] Then in came their Wives, who, at 
midnight, think husbands are best at home; if 
they’re good any where, and a general move took 
place ; those reeled home that could, and those 
that could not, were led. So then I called the 
‘chambermaid ; she showed me my lodging; I 
gave her a kiss and a shilling, my way when I 
travel. She drew the curtains, and I bid her good 
night, her way with travellers. But I got no 
sleep, for my room was haunted with the ghost of 
an overseer, who died of a surfeit he got at a ves- 
try dinner, and he stood at my bedside all night, 
singing 

Down, down, down, derry down, &¢. 
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Mister Ghost, when the cock crew, shot off like a 
spark, . : 

For ghosts are like owls, only scen in the dark : 

And in search of new friends ’tis lost labour to 
voam, 

So I altered my course to grect old friends at 
home. : : 


SPOKEN.] And here I am, ready to tell the 
wonders I have seen, and the wonders 1 have not 
seen ; and, if I cannot astonish the natives, | hope 
you will all join in full chorus of — 

Down, down, down, derry down, &c. 


PLIPPZIte 


UNVEIL THOSE BEAUTEOUS EYES, MY: 
‘PAIR, 


A SERENADE, 
CR. B. Sheridan.) 


TELL me, my lute, can thy fond strain 
So gently speak thy master’s pain, 

So softly sing, so humbly sivh, 

That, though my sleeping love shall know 

Who sings— who siglis below, 

Her rosy slumbers shall not fy 2s, 

Thus may some vision whisper mare 
- Than ever I dare speak before. 


The breath of morn bids hence the night 5 
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair? 
For, till the dawn of love is there, 

I feel no day—I own no light! 


Waking, I heard thy numbers chide ; 

Waking—the dawn did bless my sigat ; 

‘<< Tis Phebus, sure, that woos,” I cried, 
Who speaks in song—who moves in light! 


POPIPSIEL aC 


THE INNKEEPER., 
( Dimond.) 


T KEEP a snug inn by the side of the road, 
Where all who bring money are welcome to bait, 
The muleteer grins when he spies my abode, 
For I take in the traveller carly and late : 
An equipage stops, and I bow to the stranger, 
The mules may keep fast, er must feed on the 
manger ; 
While the pride of my larder I show to my lord, 
And a delicate chieken cook up for his board 
"Tis true that my poultry is sometimes found 
tough, 
Yct six years ago it was tender enough : 
If folks chance to eat little they’ll sleep moro at 
ease, 
And enjoy a down bed—very noted for fleas! 
Still, from worlds old and new, 
Paris, Spa, or Peru, 
Born next the North Pole or hatched under the 
line ; 
Guests from each quarter, 
The Turk and the Tartar, 
The Russian, the Prussian, 
Hollanders, Polanders,, 
Gentiles, and Jews, 
Here mix and confuse, 
And all of them—all of them—fock to my sign. 


Should a guest, in a passion, despite of my.care, 

Complain of ill lodging, and rail at bad faie, 

I’ve always a salvo to keep conscience still, 

‘ind, to balance short commons, present a long 
“pil, . 

So, if there was nothing to eat, he should say, 

He’ll find to his cost, there is plenty to pay. 

Perhaps for extortion I meet with a curse, 

But T pocket an oath when I draw out a vurse 
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For, though evil words often wound a good name, 
Yet gold makes an excellent plaster for fame, 
And when honour lost with cash gained I divide, 
The weight of the argument rests on my side. 
Still, from worlds old and new, &c. 


P4IPOEAF 


TO FLY FROM THE WORLD, 
OU, BESSY, TO:ME. 
(Lady Morgan.) 
OH, should I fly from the world, love, to thee, 
Would solitude render me dearer ? 
Would our flight from the world draw thee closer 
_ tome, 
Or render thy passion sincerer ? 
Would the heart thou hast touched more tenderly 
beat. <». 
Than when its wild pulse feared detection 1— 
Would the bliss unrestrained be more poignantly 
sweet 
Than the bliss snatched by timid affection ? 


ANSWER 


Though silence and solitude breathed all around, 
And each cold-law of prudence was banished ,— 
Though each wish of the heart and the fancy was 
crowned, heh 
We should sigh for those hours that are vanished. 
When in secret we suffered—in secret were blest, 
{est the many should censure our union, 
And an age of restraint, when opposed and op- 
prest, | 
Was paid by a moment’s communion. 


When virtue’s pure tear dewed our love-kindling 
beam 
It hallowed the blis#it repented ,-— 


When a penitent sigh Lreathed our passion’s wild 


dream 
It absolved half the faults it lamented. 
And how thrillingly sweet was each pleasure we 
stole, : 
In spite of each prudent restriction, 
When the soul, unrestrained, met its warm kin- 
dred soul, - 
And we laughed at the world’s interdiction. 


Then, fly, oh, my love! to the world back with 
me, rey 

Since the bliss it denies it enhances, 

Since dear is the transient delight shared with 


thee, 
Which is snatched from the world’s prying 
glances ; 
Nor talk thus of death, till the warm thrill of 
love ‘ 


From each languid breast is retreating, 

Then may the life’s pulse of each heart cease to 
move 

When love’s vital throb has ceased beating. 


OLOP IR IF 


ABRAHAM BAILEY. 
Air— Abraham Newland.” —(Cross.) 


NEAR Bread-street, known well, 
Tn the sound of Bow-bell, 
Where Aldermen masticate daily, 
Grand carver in chief 
Of roast and boiled beef, 
Lived old father Abrabam Bailey, 
Oh, rare Abraham Bailey! 
Plentiful Abraham Bailey ! 
Perched in mam’s lap, 
On pipkins of pap, 
Thrived his son, iittle Abraham Bailey. 


Your prime bills of fare 
Dad could dress to a hair, 


- 
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But, alas! bills unpaid stewed him daily ; 
His guests would so cram 
Down his beef and his lamb, ‘ 
A lost mutton they made of old Bailey. _ 
Oh, poor Abraham Bailey! 
No relish tor Abraham Bailey ; 
His jack it stood still, » 
Out of spirits his jill, 
And knock’d up was Abraham Bailey. 
A well fed British lad, 
When dished up, was dad, 
Alas! his fat sides melted daily, 
A venturesome blade, 
For to carve my own bread, 
On shipboard stepped Abraham Bailey, 
Poor young Abraham Bailey! 
Sink or swim, Abraham Bailey! 
Tossed to and fro, 
With yo heave yo ho! 
O’er ocean rolled Abraham Bailey. 


To land here my lot, 
A place soon I got, 
Not to cook for, but carve negroes daily, 
- Harsh, cruel, and hard, 
O’er blacks to mount yvuard, 
But no blackguard proved Abraham Bailey. 
A heart had poor Abrahain-Bailey ;: 
For others felt Abraham Bailey ; 
He boasted man’s frame, 
Each negro the same, , 
And a friend to mankind, Abraham Bailev. 


COFEH SIPS? 


WE CHEERFULLY JOIN IN THE HA, H4, 
Ata Hh : 


YounG Jockey, I vow, was the bonniest lad — 
That e’er tuneda pipe on the banks of tne 


ay 3 ; 

Each grace el delighted from nature he had, 
Though frolicsome, modest—thoagh diffident, 

gay. 

But pride in my bosom assumed a control, 
Compelling soft love for a time to withdraw, 

And, when he assayed to unbosom his soul, 

Coquettish I flounced with aha, ha, ha, ha. 


In language persuasive the shepherd oft tried, 
Invain, to convince me how ardent his flame 3; 
For still his fond suit, with disdain, I denied, 
. But soon found a cause my demeanour to blame. 
One eve through the grove as they wantonly 
strayed, 
With Kate, in soft converse, my lover I saw, 
Then jealousy stung me, which, pleased, he sur- 
veyed, 
And, careless, jogged on with a ha, ha, ha, he. 
A cloud of despair now enveloped my mind, 
Conviction did sorely my conduct upbraid ; 
As droops the parched rose, so my beauties de- 
clined, ; 
Which Jockey perceiving, soon flew to my aid. 
To church then he led me, and made me his bride 5 
I freely confess that his will was my law. 
By Hymn united, all folly aside, 
We cheerfully join in the ha, ha, ha, ha. 


GIPPILIFF 


“THE TRANQUIL SCENE—THE STILE AND 


atx TREE. 
(G. Sayville Carey.) 


Wuart different tracks du mortals take, 
What risks they run for Pleasure’s sake! 
The rustic hies to country fair, 

Tn hopes to meet his damsel there. 
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The beaus and belles of every place — 
Make struggles all in Pleasure’s chase : 
Some to the ball-room, all bedight, 
Would hunt her out by candlelight, 

No place is left for pensive me— 
None but my friendly stile and tree. 


There, while I’m sheltered from the sun, 
That half his daily course has run, 

Full oft I listen with content, 

Unto some wood’s inhabitant. 

The mellow ousel, or the dove, 

That sing their unmolested love; 

Or where the tuneful Philomel 

Chants o’er his sweet harmonic tale; 
Let no one envy pensive me, 

My tranquil scene—my stile and tree. 


There oft I roam, as ’twere by stealth, 
And there receive the balm of health ; 
Where no envenomed tongues deride 

By envy prompted, or by pride, 

There Pleasure’s form is ever seen, 
And, smiling, treads upon the green; 
While Nature, with her bounteons hand, 
Bestrews her riches on the land. 

Let no one envy pensive me, 

The tranquil scene—the stile and tree. 


Or when the silent solemn nizht, 
Shall borrow Cynthia’s silver light, 
When all is hushed, and all serene, 
Where but the owl and bat are seen; 
Near to some old monastic pile, 
Again I seek my friendly stile, 
Sometime in contemplation lost, 

To think what labour it has cost ; 

Let no one envy pensive me, 

The tranquil scene—the stile and tree. 


PPI PIC EP 


DRINK, BOYS, DRINK! 
A GLEE, 
( Barrett. ) 


WHEN the sun-beams round us play, 
The mantling bow! fill to the brink, 
That mirth should never feel decay, 
What should we do ’—Why, drink, boys, 
drink ! 
When lovely Spring adorns the year, 
Or Summer’s sun upon us blink, 
At Autumn’s fall, or Winter drear, 
What should we do ’—Why, drink, boys, 
drink ! 


Then fill and pass around the bowl, 

For madness ’tis, my boys, to think, 
And death in vain attacks the soul, 

For though dead drunk, we still can drink. 


PIGL IOP? 


THE VETERAN RETIRED. 
(Frome.) 


AT the name of the veteran what bosom but glows! 

What scencs of proud honour his actions disclose ! 

His glory’s the laurel which, woven by fame, 

Round his brow, gives the hero the boast of a 
name ; 


. ? ° . 
At the sight of his scars, every Englishman’s 


heart 
Overflows with affection and zeal to impart 
To a character sacred, by all ranks admired, 
Whate’er in life’s evening by man is desired, 
To cherish the heart of the veteran retired. 


The rustic recruit, yet unpractised in arms, 
Still new to the war, to its terrors, and charms, 
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At the sign of the veteran, his spirits to cheer, 
White he gives the salute, hails the landlord fo> 
beer ; 

Soon he sweeps off the Frenchman, the froth’s 
usual name, ’ 

Toasts the King—and has in a fresh jug of the 
same ; 

Then we both drink together, by one feeling fired, 

Till the stripling, at last, with my story inspired, 

Drops a tear, and then drinks to the veteran retircd. 


The veterans of Britain, unlike to her foes, 

Are the guardians of freedom—its enemies those c 

The one fight, their altars ‘and- homes to preserve, 

The others for plunder a murderer serve. - 

For fighting, our warriors can one reasor bring— 

No where else in the world—’tis a virtuous king, 

With whose yalne each Englishman’s bosom is 
bred, 

With the hope to defend him each soldier’s in- 
spired,; 

Who never neglected the veteran retired, 


a a a ea en A 


THE LOVE-SICK GARDENER. 


Goon ncighbours, attend to my ditty, 
And listen to Will of renown, 
You surely will grant me some pity, 
When I tell you how lovesick I’m grown. 
Till of late, quite content in my garden, 
The blithest young lad of the town ; 
For the lasses I cared not a farthing, 
Most strangely I’m altered, I own. — 


My delight was in weeding and hocing, 
In sowing my cabbage and beans, 
1 sung all the time I Was mowing, 
Or gathered my fruit or my greens. 
With a heart just as light as a feather, 
On a ladder I najled up my trees, 
Never minding bleak winds or cold weather, 
My bosom was always at ease. 


To the noise of my hammer; though-shocking, 
I whistled, nor thought that my heart 
Like a hammer would ever be knocking, 
And cause this most terrible smart ; 
By its thumps I am sure it has broken 
Of ribs in my skin half a score, 
Of my love should you want further token, 
I can still, my good neighbours, give morc, 


On the bark of my trees is engrafted, 
My plants have impressed on their rind 9 
The name of a damsel of Maxsted i 
I sigh for that damsel divine, 
Her skin is as white as a lily, 
Her checks have the bloom of a rose, 
Like a snow-drop or daffadowndilly, , 
Her head oft inclines to her toes. 


Her eyes are like two fine blackberrics, 
Her teeth like grown cellery white, 
Her lips may compare with red cherries, 
She charms without measure the sight. 
Which, though I’ve no coach, I’ve a barrow, 
In which this fair damsel might ride, 
"T would delight both my heart and my marrow 
To wheel her about as my bride. 


Serr ecee 


BANISH DESPAIR IN A MUG. 
(Sir Edward Morgan.) 
IF Sorrow, the tyrant, invade thy breast, 
Haul out the foul fiend by the lug, the lug, 


Let nought of to morrow disturb thy rest, -_ 
But dash out his brains with a mug, a mug. 
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If business, unluckily, goes not well, 
Let the fond foois their affections hug, 
To show our allegiance we’ll go to the Bell, 
And banish despair in a mug, a mug.. 


If thy wife proves not one of the best, the best, 
But admits no time but to think, to think, 


Or the weight of thy forehead bow down thy 


crest, 


If Miss prove peevish, and will not gee, 
Ne’er pine, ne’er pine at the foolish pug, 

But find out a fairer, a kinder than she, 
And banish despair in a mug, a mug. 


If dear assignation be crost, be crost, 
And mistress go home in a rage, a rage, 
Let not thy poor heart like a ship be tost, 
But with a brisk brimmer engage, engage ; 
What if the fine fop and the mask fall out, 
And the one hug, and the other tug, 
While they pish! and fie! we will frolic in stout, 
And banish all care in a mug, a mug. 


Let, then, no misfortune e’er make thee dull, 
But drink away care in a jug, ajug, 

Then let not thy tide steal away, but pull, 
Carouse away in a mug, a mug. 

While others for greatness and fortune’s doom, 
While they for their ambition tug, 

We'll sit close and snug in a sea-coal room, 
And banish despair in a mug, a mug. 


Let zealots o’er coffee new plots divine, 
And lace with fresh treason the pagan drug, 

Whilst our loyal blood flows, our veins shall shine 
Like our faces, inspired by @ mug, a mug. 

Let sectaries dream of alarms, alarms, 
And fools still for new changes tug, 

While, famed for our loyalty, we'll stand to our 

arms, 
_ And drink the king’s health in a mug, a mug. 


OPPLLICIP 


THY SOLDIER’S LAST SIGH IS FOR 
THEE. 


‘THE trumpet may summon the soldier afar, 
And honour invite him to arms ; 
Thougn nerved by the signal that calls him away, 
He grieves to abandon thy charms, ~ 
Should laurels await him and glory abound, 
Yet mark, dearest maid, his decree, 
Subdued by defeat, or by victory crowned, 
Thy soldier’s last sigh is for thec. 


But, hark, ’tis the trumpet now speaks his adieu - 
And calls him from love to renown, 
Then, oh! dearest maiden, believe his heart true, 
‘Though fortune may smile, or may frown. 
Should laurels await him, &c. 


PaetsgGaFr 


THE MILLER’S WEDDING. 


LEAVE, neighbours, your work, and to sport and 
to play, 
Let the tabor strike up, and the village be gay ; 
No day through the year shall more cheerful be 
seen, , 
For Ralph of the Mill marvies Sue of the Green. 
I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who’ll be so happy, so happy as we, 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a 
bride, 
Be raarried to-day, and to-morrow be cloyed ; 
My body is stout, aud my heart is as sound, _ 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 
ground, : 
For L love Sue, and Sn2 loves me, &c. 
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Let ladies of fashion the best jointures wed, 
And prudently take the best bidders to bed, 
Such signing and sealing ’s no part of our bliss. : 
We settle our hearts, and we seal with a kiss. 
For I love Sue, and Sue loves me, &e. 


Though Ralph is not courtly, nor one of your 
beaus, 


! : ; i ; / Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 
Divert the dull Damon with drink, with drink ; | A d J 


clothes ; 
In nothing he’ll follow from felks of high life, 
Nor ne’er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
For I love Sue, and Sue loves me, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 

While thus thou art kind, and my tongue but lies 
still, 

Our joys shall continue, and ever be new, 

And none be so happy as Ralph and his Sue. 

For I love Sue, and Suc loves me, &c. 


GPIPILIPP 


MARI£, MY LOVE! ’LL COME TO THEE. 


WHEN the sun sinks to his coral caves, 

When the winds sleep in the dark blue waves , 
When the ocean birds are gone to rest, 

And lingering twilight dies in the west 
When the tapers of heaven appear on high, 
And the pure white clouds float slowly by, 
When the moon rises over the sea, 

Then, Marie, my love, [ll come to thee, 


I will come to thee at the shadowy hour, 

When the spirit of love hath the deepest power - 
When the gossamer fairy sails through the arr, 
And the mermaids dress their yellow hair ; 

The vesper hymn and thy orisons o’er, 

Hie thee away. to the lonely shore ; 

The morn’s soit light is on the sea, 

Now, Mane, my love, I come to thee, 


PRaILIPP 


GOOD-BY AND HOW-D’YE-DO. 


ONE day, Good-by met How-d’ye-do, 
Too close to shun saluting ; 

But soon the rival-sisters flew 
From kissing to disputing. 

Away, says How-d’ye-do, your mien 
Appals my cheerful nature ; 

No name so sad as yours is seen 
In Sorrow’s nomenclature. 


Where’er I yive one sunshine hour, 
Your cloud comes in to shade it ; 

Where’er | plaat one bosom’s flower, 
Your mildew drops to fade it, 

Ere How-d’ye-do has tuned each tunguc 
‘To “* Hope’s delighted measure,” 

Good-by in Fricndship’s ear has rung 
The knell of parting pleasure. 


From sorrows past my chymic skill 
Draws smiles of consolation, 

While you from present joys distil 
The tears of separation. 

Good-by replied, your statement’s truc, 
And well your cause you've pleaded , 

And pray who’d think of How-d’ye-do, 
Unless Good-by preceded ? 


Without my prior influence, 

Could yours have ever flourished ; 
And can your hand one flower dispense, 
But those my tears have nourished. 

How ofc, if at the court of love, 
Concealment is the fashion, 

When How-d’ye co has friled to move, 
Good-by reveals the passion. 
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How oft, when Cupid’s fires decline, 
As every heart remembers, 

One sign of mine, and only mine, 
Revives the dying embers? . 

Go, bid the timid lover choose, 
And I’ll resign my charter, 

If he for ten kind How-d’ye-dos 
One kind Good-by would barter. 


From Love and Friendship’s kindred source, 
We both derive existence, 

And they would both lose half their force 
Without our joint assistance. 

”*Tis well the world our merit knows, 
Since time, there’s no denying, 

Onc-half in How-d’ye-doing goes, 
And t’other in Good-bying. 


GIPP CIPD 


NAN OF HAMPTON-GREEN. 


WITH care I searched the village round, 
And many hamlets tried ; 

At length, a fair I haply found, 
Devoid of art or pride : 

In neat built cot, it is her lot, 
A rustic life to lead, 

With tender care, her lambkins rear, 
And watch her ewes at feed. ; 
Where Thames, and silver current flows, 

To beautify the scene, 
There blooms this fair, a blushing rose, 
Sweet Nan of Hampton-Green, 


Her eyes bespeak a soul for love, 
Her manners formed to please ; 
In mildness equalled to the dove, 
For innocence and ease ; 
To paint her face, her form, and grace, 
All words are weak and vain ; 
Enough to tell, she doth excel 
The daughter of the main! 
Where Thames, &c. 
When first this charmer I surveyed, 
With doubt my heart was fraught ; 
Fancy the beauteous maid portrayed 
A goddess to my thought : 
In am’rous bliss I stole a kiss, 
Which banished all alarms, 
And joyful found, my wishes crowned, 
A mortal in my arms! 
Where Thames, &c. 


PELOL ELH 


ENJOY BOTH YOUR BOTI'LE AND [LASS 
WHILE YOU CAN, 


ONF. day as i sat with a blooming young lass, 
In came jolly Bacchus, the rosy-faced god = 
He held out his hand, and he gave me a glass, 
[ tossed it off quickly, and gave him a nod. 
Said he, jolly mortal, since life’s bat a span, 
Enjoy doth your bottle and lass while you can. 


He sat himself down, and called for a tun ; 
A tun of good wine, it was sparkling cham- 
pagne, 
And swore I should drink while the liquor would 
run ; 
He filled, and I drank, and he filled it again, 
And said, jolly mortal, since life’s buta span, 
Enjoy both your bottle and lass while you can. 


Hc ordered again the same as before, 
And, laughing,‘said, prithee, boy, have t’other 
bout : : ; 
He said, son, drink hearty, I’ve plenty in store, 
Good father, said I, I'll e’en sce it out ; 
Said hey bravo! bravo ! since life’s but a span, 
Enjoy both your bottle and lass while you can. 
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What Bacchus has taught shali ne’er be forgot, 
As long as I’ve breath to top a full glass ; 
And may rosy wine be for ever my iot, 
A hearty good friend, and a comely young lass . 
For, since I am certain that life’s but a span, 
Ill drink and be merry as long as I can. 


a ae ae a ll 


THE FORESTER’S DAUGHTER. 


JENNY has been to our village, 
And brought home a present from Harry ; 
But though her affection he’d pillage, 
Blithe Jenny he never shall marry. 
For though she has taken to vex me, 
The ribbon he artfully bought her, 
She did it in joke to perplex me, 
Sweet Jenny, the torester’s daughter. 
Jenny has been to the gipsy, 
Who told her we’re off and for ever ; 
But sure the imposter was tipsy, 
As nothing two fond hearts can sever. 
For, though we have tiffed, when I mect her, 
I'll prove like a lover I’ve caught her ; 
And the making-up kiss will be sweeter, | 
With Jenny, the forester’s daughter. 


Jenny has cows half a dozen, 
And mine are the sheep in the valley ; 
And though not so rich as her cousin, 
She’s sweeter in temper than Sally. 
And soon, very soon, we shall marry, 
Though many more wealthy have sought her 
And then he may whistle, poor Harry ! 
For Jenny, the forester’s daughter. 


CRPPIPCC La 


. THE IRISHMAN. 


THE savage loves his native shore, 
Though rude the soil and chill the air ; 
Then why shouldn’t Erin’s.sons adore 
An isle, which nature formed so fair? 
What flood reflects a shore so sweet 
As Shannon great or pastoral Ban; | 
Or who a friend or foe can meet 
So generous as an Irishman? 


His hand is rash, his heart is warm, 
But principle is still his guide; 
None more regrets a deed of harm, 
And none forgives with nobler pride : 
He may be daped, but wo’n’t be dared ; 
More fit to practise than. to plan ; 
And if the field of fame be lost, 
It wo’n’t be by an Irishman. 


If poor and strange, he’ll for you pay, 
Or guide to where you safe may be ; 
If you’re his comrade, while you stay, 
His cottage holds a jubilee. 
His very soul he will unlock, 
And, if he may your merit scan, 
Your confidence he scorns to mock, 
For faithful is an Irishman. 


By honour bonnd in wo or weal, 
Whate’er she bids he dares to do 3: 
Try him with bribe, it wo’n’t prevail ; 
Put hii in fire, you'll find him true. 
He secks not safety, be his post 
Where’er it may in dangers van ; 
And if the field of fame be lost, 
It wo’n’t be by-an Lrishman. 


Erin’s loved land, from age to age, 
Be thou more great, more famed, and free; 
May peace be yours, or should you wage 
Defensive war,—cheap victory. 
May plenty flow in every field, 
Which gentle breezes sweetly fan, 
Aad cheerful smiles serenely gild 
The breast of every Irishman. 
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Then he knocked her about, though she loudly did call, 
And made his head useful, sirs, as a foot-ball. ; 
O, poor Neddy ! queer brainless Neddy ! winding-sheet Neddy, I pity your wo. 





NEDDY BRAY AND POLLY JENKINS; 


OR, SOLDIERS’ HEADS AND PRETTY GIRLS. 
Air—* Gee ho! Dobbin.”’—-( Miss Bryant.) 


Mr. Edward Bray was a sweet dandy, fine, 
In size he was upwards of nine feet and nine ; 
Though his form it was thin, why his head it was 
thick, 
And it looked like a mop perched upon a mop- 
stick. 
O, poor Neddy! 
Ill-fated Neddy! 
Poor Mr. Neddy, I pity your wo. 


At Neddy’s heart love soon beat a rat-tat 
For Polly Jenkins, so short and so fat, 
Who swore, ’pon her honour, he should not be 
her beau, 
Except for a fine light-horseman he’d go. 
O, poor Neddy! 
Hard-fated Neddy ! 
Lighthorseman Neddy, I pity your wo. 


Poor Neddy he “listed, and went to the wars, 
And on his long back he got plenty of scars; 
Till, a through his legs, he was murdered one 
ay, 
For his head was shot off, sirs, in running away. 
O, poor Neddy! 
They slaughtered you, Neddy! 
Poor headless Neddy, I pity your wo. 


One night, about twelve, up three pair of stairs, 
Sat Polly a weeping and saying her prayers ; 
When a tall, ugly ghost at the door she did spy, 
Which straight threw its head, and it blackened 
her cye. 
O, Mr. Neddy! 
Unpolite Neddy! 
Very wrong, Neddy! I scoff at your wo. 
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Says she, you’re a brute, Mr. Ghost, in your 
sheet 5 
Who are you? I’ll soon call the watch from the 
street. 
Says he, I am Neddy, who you once did court ; 
Here’s my head in my hand, dear, for] am cut 
short. 
O, poor Neddy! 
Queer brainless Neddy! 
Winding-sheet Neddy, 1 pity your wo. 


Then he knocked her about, though she loudly 
did call, 
And made his head useful, sirs, as a foot-ball ; 
Till the ceiling gave way, by the depth of his 
power, 
They vanished, and neither was never seen more. 
O, poor Neddy! 
Girl-stealing Neddy! 
I’m ashamed of you, Neddy, but pity your wo. 


Though a maid may be cruel, and talk when she 


weds, 
Still they shonldn’t be punished, with light-horse- 
men’s heads. 
But now, if you’re pleased, sirs, and think my 
songz droll, 
Why I oe be pleased, too—I shall, ’pon my 
soul ! 
Good by, Neddy! 
Thin Mr. Neddy ! 
Good by, Neddy, I pity your wo. 


GLOL EL EOF 


ONE STRUGGLE MORE, ANDI AM FREE. 
(Lord Byron.) __ 


ONE struggle more, and J am free 

From pangs that rend my heart in twain 5 
One last long sigh to love and thee, 

Then back to busy life again. 
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It suits me well to mingle now THE JOYS OF MARRIAGE. 
With things that never pleased before ; 





Though every joy is fled below, ‘ Bree), ; 
What future grief can touch me more ? I ONCE loved a maid, and she loved me again, 
And truly our bliss knew no measure : 5a 
Then bring me wine,—the banquet bring ; So married we were, when bliss turned to pain, 
Man was not formed to live alone ; Though marriage, they say, is a pleasure. 
Ill be that light unmeaning thing O, yes, but the comforts to me were denied, 
That smiles with all and weeps with none. For Fanny, before so kind hearted, 
Tt was not thus in days more dear, Ran off with a soldier, to humble my pride, 
It never would have been, but thou So Fanny and I are now parted. 


Hast fled, and left me lonely here ; 


; : Si ti 
Wisure dothing? alll ave woking newt ix weeks and a day we were wedded, ’tis true, 


And scarcely the honey-moon over, 





In vain my lyre would lightly breathe me Fanny the fond from her Benedict flew, 
The smile that sorrow fain would wear, nd transferred her love to another. i 
But mocks the wo that lurks beneath, Yet this, I coniess, was the least of the strife, 
; ’ (So tender was she and kind hearted, ) 
Like roses o’er a sepulchre. Ten ‘th ’ E 
Though gay companions o’er the bowl 1: i nee in debt I was run by my wife, ‘G 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill; re Fanny and I were once parted. q 
Though pleasure fires the madd’ning soul, Doctors’ Commons, at last, put an end to my grief, 
The heart—the heart is lonely still. Where things for a time rather tarried, } 
i When Fortune, good-naturedly, granted relief, 
On many a lone and lovely night And Fanny and I were—unmarried! 
It soothed to gaze upon the sky 5 And if I e’er venture on wedlock again, 
For then I deemed the heavenly light | Or trust to a woman, false-hearted, | 


When sailing o’er the Augean wave, 
“« Now Thryza gazes on that moon,”-— vorccese 


Shone sweetly on the pensive eye : May she prove a jilt, and, to heighten the pain, ‘ 
Alas! it gleamed upon her grave. TANTIVY, TANTIVY, HARK FORWARD, ‘ 


a 
5 
And oft I thought at Cynthia’s noon, May she and I never be parted. I 


: 
; 
f 
4 
4 
Q 









When stretched on fever’s sleepless bed, MY BOYS. 
And sickness shrunk my throbbing veins, OF horses and hounds, who scud o’er the plains, — 
“Tis comfort still,” I faintly said, _ ; Praise has oft winged its notes to the sky ; i 
“¢ That Thyrza cannot know my pains.” While echoing horns have repeated the strains, | 
Like freedom to the time-worn slave, And joined in the huntsman’s full cry. q 
A boon ’tis idle then to give, My voice [ll attune, then, the chase grace my 
Relenting Nature vainly gave song, b 
My life when Thyrza ceased to live. For nought can compare to its joys ; 
: O ai it 
My Thyrza’s pledge in better days, er ie ae through valleys, we spank it} 
When love and life alike were new! . Be “s t 
How diferent now thou micetst my pazel bth py tantly, hark soso my boys, © 
How tinged, by time, with sorrow’s hue ! Tis exercise ever gives health its warm glow, 
The heart that gave itself with thee And yields to refreshment a zest ; 
Is silent, ah! were mine as still! Now sweetly to friendship the bottle will glow, 
Though cold as e’en the dead can be, When returned, plenty welcomes each guest. 
It feels, it sickens with the chill. ‘ My voice I’ll attune, &c. 


Our hounds, truly trained, are of excellent breed, 
Brother sportsmen, I’m yours while I’ve breath. © 
Our horses are ne’er to be equalled in speed, a 
And we always are in at the death. 5 
My voice I'l] attune, &c. 


Thou hitter pledge, thou mournful token ! 
Though painful, welcome to my breast ! 
Still, still preserve that love unbroken, 
Or break the heart to which thou’rt prest ! 
Time tempers love, but not removes, 


More hallowed when its hope is fled! From the shades could old Nimrod, that hunter of 
Oh! what are thousand living loves old, k ' - 
To that which cannot quit the dead. Be permitted to view our domain, a 
Our horses, our hounds, and our huntsmen 80 
bold, , 
tater He’d wish to pass life o’er again. 

My voice I’ll attune, &c. 
KING ARTHUR, GOOD WOT, WAS A eercooesr 
MERRY OLD SOUL. a 
Mort HIS COUNTRY AND HIS FRIENDS. 

Sig eae ay (Diddin.) 


KING ARTHUR, good wot, was a merry old soul, 

His table was round as the bonny brown bow! ; 

Each knight, after carving of monsters a pair, 

Armed with flagons of rhenish, sat down to kill 
care. 

Then whoop, bully boys, who’ll quarrel or bicker, 

When Marjorie’s the word and sack is our liquor. 


WHAT if the sailor boldly goes, 
To distant climates bound, 
Braves winds from every point that blows 
The varying compass round, 
No longer when compell’d to rove, 
To make him rich amends, 
As the needle true he finds his love, 


= Pig 


So round is the world and round is the bowl, of His country and his friends. 
And as round is the measure to dance or to troll ; Thus every danger life endures, 
And round is the lip of the fair one we kiss, May to o’erwhelm him come, 
And round are the arms that ensure us the bliss. Trouble at sea only ensures 


Then whoop, &c. Pleasure that waits at home. 
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He braves the storm, that calm to prove . 
Propitious fortune sends ; 

Ass the needle true to find his love, 
His country, and his friends. | 


GPL IP LSP 


THE FOOTMAN, THE BUTLER, AND THE 
COOKMAID; 


OR, THE FATE OF INCONSTANCY. 
Air—* The Exciseman.”—(M. M. Bryant.) 


IN a nobleman’s family dwelt 
A footman, whose name it was John, 
He loved a fair maiden, and felt 
That his heart it was melted and gone. 
She made all the puddings and pies, 
Though askance with her eyes she did look, 
And Johnny admired the sweet cyes 
Of this fat little Betty the cook. 


One night in the winter they sat, 
All love, by the great kitchen fire, 
Cried John, by the lace on my hat, 
You’re all that this breast can desire ; 
So swear to be constant to me, 
Or you’ll kill me, as I am a man; 
If you do, straight my ghost shall make thee 
Nothing else but a sop in the pan. 


His Betty she swore, but, oh dear! 

A week had but dwindled away, 
When a butler spruce did appear, 

With his wig all so powdered and gay, 
So Johnny was slighted, and he 

While cleaning his knives often sighed, 
Till at length he took one, d’ye see, 

And cut his poor throat till he died. 


Now Betty she cared not a pin, 

For, the very next Sunday, ’tis said, 
The butler her word he did win, 

And they went to St. George’s to wed. 
Then their friends in the kitchen all met, 

Near the fire a young pig it did roast, 
But Betty she could not forget, 

For, oh dear, she remembered the ghost. 


The butler was chanting a song, 

When some one his singing did spoil, 
Twas the ghost in his winding-sheet long 
Who came this poor maiden to broil. 

The butler jumped into a chest, 
The coackman fell flat on the floor, 
While the housemaids and all of the rest 
They flew to get out at the door. 


The ghost seized his love, though she ran, 
And never a word did he say, 

But plump in the hot dripping-pan 
Poor Betty quite meltingly lay. 

The butler died in the chest, 
And now, every year, it is said, 

John’s ghost does the mansion infest, 

y With a dripping-pan placed on his head. 


SIP IL ERLE? 


FAREWELL, DEAR GLEN-OWEN. 
(Mrs. Robinson. ) 


FAREWELL, dear Glen-Owen, and farewell, ye 
mountains, 
Where oft I have wandered to welcome the day ; 
Farewell to thy forests, thy crystalline fountains, 
Which stray through the valley, and moan as 
they stray, 
_ O’er wide foamy waters I’m destined to travel, 
A poor simple exile, forlorn and unknown, 


Yet, while the dark fates shall my fortune un- 
ravel, 
My thoughts, my affections, shall still be thy 
own. 


Thy cities, proud Galha. 
treasure, 
Thy valleys, where Nature luxuriantly roves, 
May bid the heart, dancing to fancy’s wild mea- 
sure, 
- Forget'for a moment its own native groves 5 
But where is the bosom that sighs not in sorrow, 
Estranged from dear objects to wander alone ; 
Still counting the moments, from morrow to mor- 
row, 
A poor weary traveller, lost and unknown. 


thy wide-spreading 


But thou, dear Glen-Owen, canst bring swecter 
pleasure, 
All barren and bleak as thy mountains appear, 
And though thou canst boast of no rich gaudy trea- 
sure, 
Still memory traces thy charms with a tear. 
The keen blast may howl o’er the valleys and 
mountains, 
And strip the rich verdure that mantles each 
“ree, 
And winter may bind in cold fetters thy fountains, 
But still thou art dear, O Glen-Owen, to me. 


I NE’ER CAN BE KISSED BY A CLOWN. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


To hear a sweet goldfinch’s sonnet, 

This morning I put on my bonnet, 

But scarce in the meadow, pies on it! 
When the captain appears in my view. 

I felt an odd sort of sensation, 

My hear¢ beat in strange palpitation, 

I blushed like a pink or carnation, 
When says he, my dear, how d’ye do? 


The dickens, says I, here has popped him; 
He thought to slip by, but I stopped him, 
So my very best curtsey I dropped him, 

With an air then he took off his hat. 
He seemed with my person enchanted, 
He squeezed my hand—how my heart panted . 
He asked for a kiss, which I granted, 

And pray, now, what harm was in that. 


Says I, sir, for what do you take me? 
He swore a fine lady he’d make me, 
No, dem him, he’d never forsake me, 
And then on his knee he flopped down. 
His handkerchief, la, smelt so sweetly, 
His white teeth he showed so completely, 
He managed the matter so neatly, 
T ne’er can be kissed by a clown. 


SI IPI ALS 


COMING, COMING, WHEN THE BELL 
RINGS. 


(Doctor Houlton.) 


A LANDLORD is a supple blade, 
He bows to all that come, sir, 
And, if he well has learnt his trade, 
He’ll drink wine, beer, or rum, sir— 
On his coming, coming, 
When the bell rings. 


A landlord’s is a sweet employ, 
When guests can smart away, Sir 5 
And over measure runs his joy, 
If they have cash to pay, sir— 
On his coming, coming, &c. 


But bucks will often lay a plot 
To take poor landlords in, sir, 
For they know they’ve not the shot, 
They fire through thick and thin, sir— 
On his coming, coming, &c. 
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And when they’ve eat and drank their fill, 
They'll d—n, and sink, and scoff, sir; 
<‘ Here, scoundrel! waiter! bring a bill,” 
And, when he’s gone, they’re off, sir— 

With a going, going, &c. 
With losses great, expenses high, 
We can’t but smartly charge, sir; 
So gentlefolks, accordingly, 
Expect a bill that’s large, sir— 
For a coming, coming, &c. 
And now, God bless our king, 
Ana lords and commons all, sir 5 
We’ll cheerful: pay each cost, and sing, 
If they’ll but sometimes call, sir— 
To hear coming, coming, &c. 


GPPLLP EPR 


YOU TAUGHT ME LOVE. 
(J. S. Byerley.) 


By your cheek of vermil hue, 
By your lip’s ambrosial dew, 
By your soft and languid eye, 
By your swelling bosom’s sigh, 
You taught me love. 


By the smile upon your cheek, 
By your look, so soit and meek, 
By the accents of your tongue, 
By the sweetness of your song, 
You taught me love. 


Yet your cheek of vermil hue, 
Yet your lip’s ambrosial dew, 
Yet your soft and languid eye, 
And your swelling bosom’s sigh, 
They know not love. 


Nor the smile upon your cheek, 
Nor your look, so soft and meek, 
Nor the accents of your tongue, 
Nor the sweetness of your song, 
They know not love. 


Fairest, do your nature right, 
Yield your soul to love’s delight, 
Come, and, in my faithful arms, 
Taste the soft and sweet alarms 
Of mutual love. 


GPPPLEP OO 


THE BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 


Air—“ The Beautiful Boy,” i. e. “ Ballinamona 
Ora”’.—(Beuler.) 


I’m Patrick O’Flann, a great genius, from Cork, 
I most things can do well, excepting hard work ; 
I can sing, dance, and fight, and sweet blarney I 
speak, 
Then my good-looking self a tight fortune will 
make. 
For I will go courting rich Norah, 
I’ll throw myself down before her, 
And swear that I deeply adore her, 
She is such a beautiful girl. 


Thave plenty of rivals, who, afraid of my gen’us, 
Endeavour to set me against the swect Venus; 
They say that her teeth are false, they’re told, 
What matters, says I, if they are set with'gold. 
So I will away to sweet Norah, &c. 
They say that her face with red wine is markes 
disky, 
Though not by herself, for she drinks nought but 
whisky ; 
And drinks it’ sometimes till the shamrock looks 
blue ; 
And why should she not ?—she’s as rich as a Jew. 
Then I will away to sweet Norah, &c. 
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Her chin’s, sure, a long one, all garnished with 
bristles, : 

And, whenever you kiss her, they scratch you like 
thistles ; 

Her head a Dutch cheese is, her face a Dutch 
clock’s, 

Her ringlets are carrots—Och ! no, they are golden 
locks. 

So I will away to sweet Norah, &c. 


| They say that her skin is the tint of the mixtures 


Of oak, and of deal, and mahogany fixtures ; 
That her figure is squat, like an African grace’s, 
Och! that’s nothing, when covered with satins and 
laces. 
So I will away to sweet Norah, &ce. 


Then, as for her eyes, sure they both look askew, 
And the left one is brown, and the other is blue : 
Her nose is an onion, o’erspread with caruncles— 
Och! no, ar’n’t they jewels, you know, called car- 
buneles ? 
So I will away to sweet Norah, &c. 


Her legs are in shape like a pot-hook and hanger, 
And, in pattens walking, they make a rare clanger; 
For one leg seems afraid that the other will 
knock it, , 
Och! but how sweetly that makes the brass 
in her pocket. 
So I will away to sweet Norah, &c. 


chink 


They say she’s a talker, a drunkard, and scold, 
Hump backed,wry mouthed, long armed,wrinkled, 
and old; 
That she hasn’t one charm—but, och! now, my 
honey, 
They never can say that she hasn’t got money. 
Then I will away to sweet Norah, 
And tell her how much I adove her, 
And so I will marry sweet Norah, 
She is snch a beautiful girl. 


If her fortune were gone, she would fill one with 
spleen, 
For sure, without that, she’s not fit to be seen : 
Not fit to be seen—fortune zone—then, och! 
bother | 
I’d make a show of her, and soon get another. 
<< Walk up here, now, and see Norah, 
You ne’er saw the like before her,”— 
Och! I’m determined to marry sweet Norah! 
She is such a beautiful girl. 


PFI LP IL HP 


WHO CAN UNFOLD THE ROYAL ART? 
A MASTER MASON’S SONG. 


THUs mighty eastern kings, and some 
Of Abram’s race, and monarchs good, 
Of Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome, 
True architecture understood. 

No wonder, then, if Masons join, 

To celebrate those Mason kings, 

With solemn note and flowing wine, 
Whilst every brother jointly sings. 


CHORUS. 
Who can unfold the royal art? 
Or show its secrets in a song? 
They’re safely kept in Mason’s heart, 
And to the ancient lodge belong. 


. a a 


_ THE TAILOR’S GAY DAUGHTER. 
(Dibdin.) 


THE tailor’s gay daughter of our gay town, 


As a body may say, was a wag; 
She had not the heart on a lover to frown, 
Though of lovers in plenty she’d brag. 


site 
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With her father’s whole shop-board she’d toy and 
she’d laugh, 
Of their torment and pain making fun ; 
Fie, wench! cried the aunt, you’re too torward by 
half, 
You should never encourage but one. 


Cried miss, my dear aunt, as they sit in a row, 
Can weak females beware of their hearts? 
Their legs, gracefully bending, are Cupid’s cross- 
bow, 
And their needles are so many darts. 
Did Venus this troop of Adonises see, 
They’d all win her, as sure as a gun; 
Then how, my dear aunt, can a mortal like me 
Resolve to encourage but one? 


There’s the polished Joe Thimble, the ncat Tommy 
Tit, 
And Frank Finedraw, of love know the art ; 
Of Tom Sheers and Ned Needle might soon the 
keen wit 
Cut out work for a duchess’s heart. 
Then on goose, snip, and cabbage, with raillery so 
neat, 
Does. Will Whipstitch so quibble and pun, 
That in happiness how could my hopes be com- 
lete 
From this set did I choose ont but one? 


Cricd the aunt, do you think, miss, ve not had 
my day? 
There was Hobnail, the smith, and Tom Slough, 
And Slaughter, the butcher, so tender and gay, 
And then Guzzle, that kept the Dun Cow; 
Then the sexton and clerk would have led me to 
' church, 
Suds, the barber, and Tom, at the Tun, 
Bat your uncle, I saw, le!t them all in the lurch, 
And e’er since have been constant to one. 


Then, cried miss, we’re agreed, and I’ll soon tell 
you how, 
For the maxim on’t none can deny 5 
At your feet, in the dumps, sigh, and promise, and 
vow, 
Nine lovers you’ve had, so have I; 
But your case, my dear aunt, is quite diferent to 
mine, 
Yours wére men,—mine but ninths only run ; 
So, d’ye see, even though I should wed the whole 
nine, 
1 should still be but constant to one. 


PP LLL I SER? 


OH! THOU ATLANTIC, DARK AND DEEP. 


(Rev. G. Croly.) 


On! thou Atlantic, dark and deep, 
Thou wilderness of waves, 

Where all the tribes of earth might sleep 
In their uncrowded graves! 


The sunbeams cn thy bosom wake, 
Yet never light thy gloom ; 

The tempests burst, yet never shake 
Thy depths, thou mighty tomb! 


Thou thing of mystery! stern and drear! 
Thy secrets who hath told ?— 

‘he warrior and his sword are there, 
The merchant and his gold. 

There lie their myriads in thy pall, 

' Secure from steel and storm ; 

And he, the feaster on them all, 

The cankerworm. 


Yet on this wave the monntain’s brow 
Once glowed in morning beam; 

And, like an arrow from the bow, 
Out sprang the stream ; 


And on its bank the olive-grove, 
And the peach’s luxury, 


181 


And the damask rose—the night-bird’s love— 


Perfumed’ the sky. 


Where art thou, proud Atlantis, now? 
Where are thy brizht and brave? 

Priest, people, warriors’ living flow? 
Look on that wave! 


Crime deepened on the recreant land, 
Long guilty, long torgiven ; 

There power upreared the bloody hand, 
There scoffed at Heaven. 


The word went forth—the word of wo— 
The judgement-thunders pealed 5 

The fiery earthquake blazed below ; 
Its doom was sealed. 


Now on its halls. of ivory 
Lie giant weed and ocean slime, 
Burying from man’s and angel’s eye 
The land of crime. 


OoPLE SOL L 


TIP THE WHISKY ROUND. 
Air—© Bob and Joan.”—( O’Brien.) 


Trp. the whisky round, 
I wish to be a-blinking, 
My feet sha’n’t leave this ground 
While I’m fit for drinking ; 
Fill, my Norah, do, 
Vl drink while I’m able, 
And when [ think you two, 
I'll fall beneath the table. 


Tip the whisky round, &c. 


Now, my Norah, dear, , 
You’re my Norah double, 
You’ve four eyes, it’s clear,— 
Now you are a bubble ; 
You did not fill my glass, 

I feel my eyes a-winking, 
I fear I’]] have a toss, 

Now I am a-sinking. 


Tip the whisky round, &c. 


Norah, mind the stuff, 

Leave it on the table, 
Sure I had enough,— 

I'll drink it when I’m able ; 
But hand the bottle down, 
_ Up T'll hold my throttle, 
Pour it in, don’t frown, 

Then stuff down the bottle. 


Tip the whisky round, Xe. 


Tip the whisky, hic- 
Up—hold my head, my honey, 
D—n it, I am sick, 
Hic-up, wa—I’m dunny. 
Curse it, how you funk, 
You seem very brisky ; 
Why, Norah, you are drunk, 
7T'was you that drank the whisky. 


Tip the whisky round, &c. 


You can’t, you say, stand tip, 
I am a wicked sinner ; 
On Sundays, deep I sip, 
All the week no dinner, 
iow long have I slept ? 
Is it night or morning? 
Whisky we have sipt, 
And still we’ll sip, my darling. 


Tip the whisky round, &c. 


Geet eleda 
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STATE. 
(James Shirley, 1646.) 


THE glories of our birth and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things : 
There is no armour against fate,— 
Death lays his icy hands on kings ; 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked sithe and spade. 


Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield, 
They tame but one another still ; 
Early or late, 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When the pale captive creeps to death. 


The laurel withers on your brow, 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds ; 
Upon Death’s purple altar now 
See where the victor victim bleeds. 
All heads must come 
To the cold tomb, 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust. 


GIP PLP OLR 


THE DANCING-MASTER. 
(Male.) 


LADY bright, 
Of delight 
{’m the pinkey dashing ; 
Every grace 
Here you trace, 
Lively, natty, splashing ; 
Genieel, pretty, easy, 
All I’ll do to please ye ; 
Full of fire, 
I expire, 
When the glance you give me; 
* Now I sigh— 
Read my eye, 
And of love relieve me. 


Now the trembling bow I draw, 
Ri tum tum—and tum tum ta. 
Turn your toes, 
Cock your nose, 
Attitude—there—bravo ! 
Sink—now slide, 
Shassay side, 
More easy, 
Now breezey— 
And chapay, 
How happy, 
By gar, you’re a mulinm in parvo, 
By gar, you’re a multum in parvo. 


Now the highland-reel yon prance, 
Now the merry hornpipe dance, 
Now in figure you advance, 
Lively as the morn; 
Right and left—keep the time, 
Figure in—that’s sublime ; 
Charming creature, 
Every feature 
Speaks you more than mortal born, 
Speaks you more than mortal born. 


a ae ae a 


THE BLACKBIRD PIPES HIS EVENING 


LAY. 


THE blackbird pipes his evening lay, 
And all the chirping choir is still 4 
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Listening their master-minstrel’s voice, 
Attuned with such melodious skill. 
On dewy pinions, twilight gray, 
Attracted by his tuneful power, 
Quits the soft music of the spheres 
To hover round his leafy bower. 


The little playful cottage-boy 
Protrudes his rosy lips, and tries, 
With imitative sound, to mock 
The gurgling cadence as it dies. 
The weary woodman, homeward bent, 
On the rade stile his faggot lays, 
And, while he heeds the dulcet song, 
Sighs for the scenes of other days. 


E’en the tumultuous cares that press 
Upon my poor bewildered brain, 
Pause—-as if consciousness was given, 

To feel the sweet magician’s strain ! 
And, lo! as down the western sky, 
Apollo’s fabled coursers run, 
The god, with burning blush declares 
His own celestial lyre outdone ! 


Sing on, sweet bird! thy evening lay ; 
Still make the woodiand echoes ring 3 
And, oh! may false, ensnaring man 
Ne’er bound the freedom of thy wing! 
May He, who notes the sparrow’s fall, 
Protect from harm thy clay-built nest ; 
And be thy tiny span of life 
With every balmy pleasure blest! 


THE NEW LORD MAYOR’S SHOW. 


MY father keeps a village inn, where neighbours 
meet together, 


‘To smoke their pipes, and read the news, and talk 


about the weather. 

I heard old farmer Giles say, *twas worth a while 
to go, sir, 

Up to Lunnun’s famous city, to see the Lord Mayor’s 
show, sir, 


I took my place, and safe arrived, met no disaster 
shocking, 

I found the folks were all alive, and to see the show 
were flocking ; 

So I made my bow, and axed a man, which were 
my way to go, sir, 

And said, I’d cumed to Lunnun town, to sce the 
Lord May or’s show, sir. 


At last into Cheapside I got, and stood up by a door, 
sir, 

Such sights of ladies, dressed so fine, I never zeed 
before, sir ; 

Their windows open, necks all bare, so cold the 
wind did blow, sir, 

Thinks I, they’ll catch a nation cold seeing the 
Lord Mayor’s show, sir. 


Just then the folks began to shove, and cried the 
show approaches, 

I zeed a power of pretty flags, drums, trumpeters, 
and coaches ; 

And one great coach, ’twere made of gold, and the 
horses decked with bows, sir, 

Izeed the men in armour, too, at famous Lord 
Mayor’s show, sir. 


When the mob they were gone by, I were quite out 
of breath, sir, 

By gum, I thought, for zartin sure, they’d jostle me 
to death, sir ; 

My clothes they ’most lugged off my back, my toes 
were jumped on so, sir, 

And people said, ’twere glorious fun to cum to Lord 
Mayor’s show, sir. 
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When first I got down from the coach, a shop 
caught my attention, 

Where they sold a power of pretty toys, too nume- 
rous to mention ; 

I for father bought a purse and knife, and for Sue 
fine beads a row, sir, 

Purse, knife, and beads, with all my cash, I lost 
at Lord Mayor’s show, sir. 


Though my pockets have been towzelled o’er, and 
emptied by some thief, sir, 

I do not mean to fume or fret, and break my heart 
with grief, sir ; 

I’ve paid my share to see the sight, and ye’r Lun- 
nun tricks I know, sir, 

Now I’ll gang home, and tell my neighbours all I’ve 
zeed at Lord Mayor’s show, sir. 


GIIPELELF 


ENSHRINED IN THE BOSOM OF LOVE. 


Air— The Sun its bright Rays may withhold, 
Love.”’—( Miss Bryant.) 


THE thought that for ever thou’rt mine, love, 
Dispels ev’ry doubt from-this heart ; 

Let the wreath of affection still twine, love, 
Too firm e’en for ages to part. 

For what is the world without thee, dear ? 
A desert wherever I rove ; 

Then, ah! long may our best feelings be, dear, 
Enshrined in the bosom of Love. 


Though flow’rets may bloom fresh and fair, love, 
All nature look beauteons and gay, 

Still the world would seem clouded with care, love, 
If Heaven should take thee away. 


_ Then let’s seize on young Joy while we may, dear, 


) 
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Too soon his soft visions may rove ; 
Though for ever should happiness play, dear, 
Enshrined in the bosom of Love. 


PPI POLLS 


THE STAMMERING GLEE. 


On! sir, can you tell 
Where old Goody Groaner, the midwife, do dwell? 
Pray, sir, be quick, 
My wife, she is sick : 
Zounds, you'll be all day! 
Pray, sir, stay, 
She do live over the way ; 
T’ll tell you by and by. 
Goody Groaner is gone—he do lic. 
Poor Jenny is bad. 
Such stuttering and sputtering ! 
Such stammering and hammering! 
?T will make a man mad. 


GILL IPP? 


ALL ON BOARD OF A MAN OF WAR. 


WouLp you know, pretty Nan, how we pass our 
time 
While we sailors are tossed on the sea, 
Why, believe me, my girl, in each season and 
clime, 
True-hearted and merry we be. 
Though tempests may blow, still unmindful of 
care, 
So the fiddles but strike up a bar; 
hy we sing, and we dance, toast our sweet- 
hearts, and swear, 
All on board of a man of war. 


Should the foe bear in sight, and all hands called 
on deck, : 
Don’t think jolly sailors are cowed ; 
No; we'll teachthem the old British flag to re- 
spect, 
And bid them defiance aloud. 
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Then to it like lions, perhaps, we may go; 
What, then, do we whine at a scar? 

No; we sing and we fight, till we take her in tow, 
All on board of a man of war. 


As for this thing and that, which the lubbers on 
shore 
Would fain make our lasses believe ; 
Why, d’ye see, it’s palaver, my girl, nothing more ; 
So Nan, pretty Nan, do not grieve. 
No danger can ever our courage affright, 
Or shake the true love of a tar; 
In wherever steering we still feel delight 
All on board of a man of war. 


HUR HEART AND HAND ARE WINNY’S. 
(J. Parry.) * 


ON Snowdon’s lofty brow I roved 
The other morning early 5 ~ 
When Shenkin told me that he loved 
His pretty Winny dearly : 
His tuneful harp to love he strung, 
And thus in sweetest netes he sung :— 
Cot pless you my dear, 
Dispel ev’ry fear, 
And list to ap Shenkin ap Harry: ° 
Hur houses, and land, 
Hur heart, and hur hand, 
Are Winny’s, if Winny will marry. 
He vowed eternal faith and truth, 
And said he’d ne’er deceive me 3 
My heart bled sorely for the youth, 
Oh, yes it did, believe me. 
His tuneful harp, &c. 


I meant to answer no, I vow, 
When he pressed me to marry ; 
But yes popt cut, I know not how, 
I said—I’m thine, dear Harry. 

Again his tuneful harp he strung, 
Again in sweetest notes he sung :— 
Cot pless you, my dear, 
I know you're sincere, 
And true to ap Shenkin ap Harry ; 
Hur houses, and land, 
Hur heart, and hur hand, 
Are Winny’s, now Winny will marry. 


GLOL ELIS 


VALENTINE’S -DAY. 
Air— In a Post-ofjice bred.” —( E. Mackey.) 


On! this is the day when, for love’s mighty fray, 
All are armed with pens, paper, and ink ; 
Cook, housemaid, and John, the goose-quill seize 
upon, 
And of nothing but valentines think. 
Full of darts, flaming hearts, 
Cupids, Hymen, I shall die, man; 
Doves so true, billet doux, 
Churches, rings, funny things ; 
Pretty flowers, shady bowers; 
Some with fruit in, Cupid shooting, 
Love in roses, scratched noses ; 
Razor, rope, no hope ; 
Pop your brains for your pains ; 
Such variety like Noah’s ark had, 
You would think, sir, I vow, 
Could you see ’em all now, 
The folks in this world were all stark mad. 


SPOKEN.] This is the day for slaughter ; Cupid 
mows ’em down by dozens: every thing in the 
shape of a valentine is in requisition, from three- 
pence to half-a-guinea; from the painted heart to 
the gilded doves: there is as much gold-leaf con- 
sumed as would gild the cupola of St. Paul’s. 
Stamped paper, bleeding hearts, gilded darts, and 
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such verses! oh! ye gods! such verses! The post+ 
man wears out two or three extra pairs of shoes ; 
and the stationer is up to his eyes in love. Mr. 
Foolscap, I want a valentine, a very pretty one. 
Yes, ma’am, directly. Here, John, take these 
six dozen of valentines to the boarding-school. 
Yes, sir. I zay, muster, I wonts a woluntine, an 
let’s hae a good un, ’cause I wonts to send it 
down to my Doll, her wot lives at "Squire Thing- 
umbob’s. Here’s a very pretty one, sir. Ay, 
that ere’ll do; now you must write the connection 
on it forun. This ere’s for Dolly Dumpling, as 
lives zarvant at "Squire Tallyho’s, in Dorzetshire ; 
ha ye put it all right now? Quite right, siz. Are 
ye zure on it. Yes, sir. That’s all right; law! 
law! how Doll will grin and colour up. If you 
please, sir, I want a quire of gilt paper, embossed, 
half a hundred of pens, and a pint of ink, and 
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WHO’D KNOW THE SWEETS OF LIBERTY? 
(R. Rolt.) 


WHO’) know the sweets of liberty ? 

’Tis to climb the mountain’s brow, 
Thence to discern rough industry 

At the harrow or the plough. 
*Tis where my sons their crops have sown, 
Calling the harvest all their own. 


°Tis where the heart to truth allied, 
Never felt unmanly fear ; 

*Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly sheds sweet pity’s tear ; 

Such as Britannia yet shall see ; 

These are the sweets of liberty. 















GOL OPP LEH 


then I’ll send valentines to all my sweethearts. 


Thus you see there’s each kind, and food for the 


mind, 
To be picked up on Valentine’s Day. 


Some folks write to quiz, and others there is 
Who send them their love to declare; 


In hopes of an answer their hearts all day dance, 


sir, 

But if they get none, how they stare. 
Butchers, bakers, undertakers, 
Soldiers, sailors, tinkers, tailors, 
Grocer, hum, sir, worth a plum, sir; 
Monkeys, pigs, funny rigs, 

Old maids, sorry jades, 
Devil’s imp, Mr. Gimp, 
Clerk, dandy, drops of brandy, 
Short and tall, fat, lean, and all, 
Oh! dear, what a comical scene, oh! 
You would lift up your eyes, 
And cry with surprise, 
What the deuce can this nonsense all mean? oh! 


_ SPOKEN.] Oh! laws, Sally, I’se got a wolun- 
tine from John. Has you? Oh, my! vhat does 
he say? Oh! it says, sich a pretty one, it says, 

Dear Zally, I do luve you trew, 

And dosent not no wot to du, 

And if as how you’l] marre me, 

Why then yew no 1’ll marre yee ; 

So please to send me bock a line, 

From yew’re trew varth onle wollingtine. 


Well, that is pretty; do you mean to answer it, 
Sally? Oh, yes, tobe sure. The butcher began 
to cut up with a vengeance. The cobbler to peg 
away. The fishmonger to rub his gills. The 
tailor burnt his fingers with his goose. The publi- 
can got in spirits. The tallow-chandler waved 
warm. ‘he baker burnt his own batch, The 
milkman turned white. The wine-merchant sour. 
The tinker couldn’t muster brass enough. The 
cook upset the dripping-pan. The housemaid a 
pail of water over the best carpet. The butler a 
dozen of wine. The footman the dinner-table, 
besides other mishaps, and only at the rap of the 
postrnan, because it is Valentine’s Day. Oh, la! 
Miss Rosebud, have you had a valentine? Oh, 
yes, and such a beauty; and, do you know, I 
think it’s come from Augustus. Ah! well, you’re 
always lucky ; why, I have not had one. (aside. ) 
How vexing ; I could tear my eyes ont for spite; 
but she was always forward; however, she’!1 re- 
pent it some of these days. Have you had an 
answer, Mr. Finikin? No; I have not, *pon ho- 
nour, my dear fellow, quite disappointed. Have 
you? Oh, yes; an exccrable one, a Jack-ass, 
dressed in the height of the fashion. Shocking! 

Thus you see some are teased, and some they are 

pleased, 
Because it is Valentine’s Day, 





The lovely Paphian goddess roves ; 


REASON AND RULES. 


LET philosophers prate about reason and rules, ; 

And preach musty maxims, designed but for fools; — 

From a brisk sparkling bowl brighter sentiments 
flow, 

And I find myself wiser the deeper I go: ; 

We can teach them to live, and by practice ex- 
plain 

What in theory only they never could gain; 

Draw the cloud from their eyes, that o’ershadows _ 
the soul, i 

And enlighten their heads with a sup from my” 
bowl. a 


LET PHILOSOPHERS PRATE ABOUT 


iy 
4 










May the pedant be lost in his phantom pursuit, 
While I revel in wine, and with bumpers re-_ 
cruit ; 
Since the wisest can never perfection attain, i 
Why should life proffer sweets and enjoyments in © 
vain ? # 
Let not man, then, his time in such foppery — 
waste, i 
Or refuse mingled sweets with the bitters to taste 5 
But thus let him waft to Elysium his soul, ¢ 
In an ocean of liquor,—his vessel my bowl. 


Relaxed from the cares of the world let me live, @ 
’Gainst the rude stream of life that: 1 never may 
strive 5 
With a friend to partake, and a girl to adore, iF 
O, what mortal more happy, what man could wish 7 
more ? : 
Dull, mechanical mortals here look and repine, 
That their hearts ne’er can glow with sach feelings — 
as mine ; KA 
But such feelings, such joys, receive birth in the if 
soul, te 
When thus mellowed, thus reared, and refined in _ 
my bowl. | 


GPL L LOD 


CUPID ASTRAY. ae 

(T. W. Kelly.) y 

THROUGH verdant woods, through verdant groves, _ 
She cries, ‘ I’ve lost my darling son,’ 
Why does he from his mother run ? uf 


Pray seek my child, restore him, do, 
And I'll give thee a kiss or two, 

More sweet than those which Dian sips 
From young Endymion’s rosy lips ; 

Or those full draughts the gods so love, 
Quaffed from the nectar-bowls of Jove: 


This, this is the reward I’ll give 
To gain my little fugitive.’ 


Your son’s retreat to me is known 3 
Yes, Venus, in my heart he’s fown - 
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Then give me, straight, the promised kiss, 
Or bid my love improve the bliss. 


POOP CLL HE 


THE CADI OF BAGDAT. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


WHEN at school, not a fool e’er was I 
For the finger of scorn to be wagged at ; 
So the law soon I saw best to try, 
In hopes to be cadi of Bagdat. 
Soliman Shah was a lawyer good, 
And he made me a very fine master ; 
He cheated his clients as fast as he could, 
And he taught me to cheat em faster. 
When at school, &c. 


Justico, we know, should be blind as wise, 
And in each of the causes I’ve fagged at, 
I ne’er could see till a fee opened the eyes 
Of the worshipful cadi of Bagdat; 
Yet, to be partial I ever was loath, 
So my conscience to clear it a fact is, 
That when two sides would bribe, I took money of 
both, 
And thought it was pretty good practice. 
For when at school, &c. 


MARY LE MORE, THE IRISH MANIAC. 
Air—“ The Exile of Erin.’’—( Rushton.) 


As I strayed o’er the common on Cork’s rugged 
border, 
While the dewdrops of morn the sweet primrose 
arrayed, 
I saw a poor female, whose mental disorder 
Her quick glancing eye and wild aspect be- 
trayed : 
On the sward she reclined, by the green fern sur- 
rounded, 
At her side speckled daisies and wild flowers 
abounded : 
To its utmost recesses her heart had been wound- 
ed ; 
Her sighs were unceasing—’twas Mary le More. 
Her charms by the keen blast of sorrow were 
faded ; 
Yet the soft tinge of beauty still played on her 
cheek : 
Her tresses a wreath of pale primroses braided, 
And strings of fresh daisies hung loose round her 
neck. 
While with pity I gazed, she exclaimed, ‘ O my 
mother ! 
« Sce the blood on that lash, ’tis the blood of my 
brother ; : 
They have torn his poor flesh, and they now strip 
another,— 
’Tis Connor, the friend of poor Mary le More. 


‘Though his locks were as white as the foam of 
the ocean, 
These wretches shall find’that my father is 
brave 5 
My father!’ she cried, with the wildest emotion, 
‘Ah, no! my poor father now sleeps in the 
grave : 
They have tolled his death-bell, they’ve laid the 
turf o’er him! 
His white locks were bloody, no aid could restore 
him! 
He is gone! he is gone! and the good will deplore 
him, 
When the blue wave of Erin hides Mary le 
More.’ 


\ lark, from the gold-blossomed furze that grew 
near her, 
Now rose, and with energy carolled his lay ; 
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-< Hush, hush !’ she continued, ‘ the trumpet sounds 
clearer ; 
The horsemen approach: Erin’s daughters, away ! 
Ah! soldiers, twas foul, while the cabin was burn- 
ing, 
And o’era pale father a wretch had been mourn- 
ing ; 
Go, hide with the sea-mew, ye maids, and take 
warning ,— 
Those ruffians have ruined poor Mary le More.’ 










« Away! bring the ointment! O, God! see those 
gashes : 
Alas! my poor brother, come, dry the big tear ; 
Anon we’ll have vengeance for these dreadful 
lashes, 
Already the screech-owl and ravens appear. 
By day the green grave, that lies under the wil- 
low, 
With wild flowers I’ll strew, and by night make 
my pillow, 
Till the ooze and dark sea-weed, beneath the 
curled billow, 
Shall furnish a death-bed for Mary le More.’ 


Thus raved the poor maniac, in tones more heart- 
rending 
Than sanity’s voice ever poured on my ear ; 
When, lo! on the waste, and their march tow rds 
her bending, 
A troop of fierce cavalry chanced to appear. 
<Q, the fiends!’ she exclaimed, and with wild 
horror started, 
Then through the tall fern, loudly screaming, she 
darted. 
With an overcharged bosom, I slowly departed, 
And sighed for the wrongs of poor Mary le 
More. 


de ee 


THE SEA-BOY’S FAREWELL TO THE 
FAMILY-FLEET. 


(Jesse Hammond. ) 


WAIT, ye winds, till I repeat 
A parting signal to the fleet, 
Whose station is at home ; 
Then waft the sea-boy’s simple prayer, 
And let it oft be whispered there, 
While other climes I roam. 


Farewell to father, reverend hulk, 
Who, spite of metal, spite of bulk, 
Must soon his cable slip ; 

But, ere he’s broken up, Vl try 
The flag of gratitude to fly, 
In duty to the shep. 


Farewell to mother, first-rate she, 
Who launched me on life’s stormy sea, 
And rigged me fore and aft ; 
May Providence her timbers spare, 

And keep her hull in good repair y 
To tow the smaller craft! 


Farewell to sister, lovely yacht, 

And whether she’ll be manned or not 
I cannot now foresee ; 

But may some ship a tender prove, 

Well found in stores ot truth and love, 
And take her under lee ! 


Farewell to George, the jolly-boat, 
And all the little craft afloat 
In home’s delightful bay ; 
When they arrive at sailing age, 
May Wisdom give the weather gage, 
And guide them on their way ! 


Farewell to all—on life’s rude main, 
Perhaps, we ne’er may meet again, 
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Through stress of stormy weather ; 
But, summoned by the hoard above, 
May harbour in the port of Love, 

And all be moored together, 


PPI? EPO P 


MY TIGHT FELLOW-SOLDIERS, PREPARE 
FOR YOUR FOES. 


(G. Colman. ) 


MY tight fellow-soldiers, prepare for your foes, 

Fight away for the cause of the jolly red rose, 

Never flinch while you live, should you meet with 
your death, 

There’s no fear that you'll run, you’ll be quite out 
of breath ; 

Then be true to your colours the Lancasters chose, 

And the laurel entwine with the jolly red rose. 


He who follows for honour the drum and the 
fife, 
May, perhaps, have the luck to get honour for 
life ; 
And he who for money makes fighting his trade, 
duet him now face the foe, he’ll be handsomely 
paid. 
Then be true to your colours, &c. 
The fight fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, 
Now we'll talk o’er our cups of the havock we’ve 
made ; 
Now we'll talk, if we once kill a captain or two, 
Of a hundred more fellows, that nobody knew! 
Then, my tight fellow-soldiers, &c. 


GPP PEII? PR 


LOVELY PEGGY. 
(J. Hogg.) 


I LATELY lived in quiet ease, 
An’ never wished to marry, O! 
But when I saw my Peggy, fair, 
I felt a strange quandary, O! 
As wild as ony Athol deer, 
She has trepanned me fairly, 0! 
Her cherry cheeks, her cen sae clear, 
Harass me late an’ early, O! 
O, love, love, laddie. 
Love is like a dizziness, 
It winna let a pnir body 
Gang about his business. 


To tell my fate, this single week, 
Wad mak’ a curious diary, O! 
I drave my cart against the dyke, 
My horses in the miry, O! 
I wear my stockings white and blue, 
My love’s so fierce and fiery, O! 
I drill the land that I should pleugh, 
An’ I pleugh the drills entirely, O! 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 


As soon as dawn had brought the day, 
I raise to theek the stable, O! 
I coost my coat, and toiled away, 
As hard as I was able, O! 
I wrought a’ mornin’ out and out, 
As I’d been reddin’ fire, O! 
But, when I had done, an’ turned about, 
Gude trouth it was the byre, O! 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 


Her wily glance Pll ne’er forget, 
The dear lovely blinkin o’t 
Has pierced me through and through the heart, 
An’ plagues me wi’ the prinklin 0’t. 
I tried to sing, I tried to pray, 
I tried to drown ’t wi’ drinkin o’t, 
I tried wi’ toil to drive ’t away, 
Bat could nae sleep for thinkin o’t. 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 
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Gif Peggy’s love wad hire the gob, - 
And save my heart frae breakin, O! 
I’d put a girdle roun’ the globe, 
Or dive in Coryvrekin, O! 
Or howk a grave at midnight mirk, 
In yonder vault so eerie, O! 
Or gang and speir for Mungo Park, 
In Africa sa dreerie, O! 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 


Nae man can tell the pains I prove, 
Or how severe’s my plisky, O! 
I swear I’m sorer drunk wi’ love 
Than e’er I was wi’ whisky, O! 
But soon I’ll be ayont the burn, 
Whar Charon rows his wherry, O 
Then drap a tear upo’ the urn 
O’ ane that aye was merry, O. 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 


An’ grave it on my headstane, fair, 
Here lies a lad 0’ twenty, O! 
Wha neither wanted wit or lair, 
Had bricks and talents plenty, O! 
But love sae raked him fore an’ aft, 
He scarce could lift a leggie, O! 
He first grew dizzy, sine grew daft, 
And died for lovely Peggy, O! 
O, love, love, laddie, &c. 


PLEIPPP POP 


HURLO THRUMBO! 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I’m the comic dwarf of the great giant Grumbo ; 

My name’s Whackum Thackum Whikeechee Hurlo 
Thrumbo. 

Master’s hat is like a hackney-coach, his head is 
such a spanker ; 

A main-mast is his walking-stick, his tooth-pick is 
an anchor ; 

*Twas but last week (the thing much laughter did 
provoke) 

He pocketed a waggon and eight horses for a joke: 

The driver missed his waggon, and inquired of all 
the people ; 

So my master, by the waistband, hung him dang- 
ling on the steeple. 

O hee! O whi hee, &c. 


*« Fee, faw, fum,” cries the great giant Grumbo, 

Frightens Whackum Thwackum, &c. 

My master eat six aldermen (he did, as I’m a 
sinner, ) 

For his breakfast, and a whole corporation for his 
dinner ; 

Drinks likea fish, but swigging water a’n’t his 


way, 
For he tipped off a hogshead of brandy t’other 
day. 


But the brandy it was smuggled, so my master, 


like a wise man, 
To prevent an information, he swallowed the 
exciseman. 
O hee! O whi hee, &c. 


PIP LIP LPS 


OH! SWEET IS THE HOUR. 
(David Lester Richardson. ) 


OH! sweet is the hour 
When, low in the west, 
The sun gilds the bower 
Where fond lovers rest. 
Then, gorgeously bright, 
Beneath the blue stream, 
In garments of light, 
Departs like a dream ! 
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Oh! sweet and serene 
The spell that beguiles, 
When night’s gentle queen 
More tenderly smiles ! 
The boldest are coy— 
The wildest are grave— 
The sad feel a joy 
Loud mirth never gave! 


The spirits of love, 
To hallow the time, 
From regions above, 
Pour music sublime ; - 
Their harmonies cheer 
The dull gloom of night, 
And wake the sweet tear 
Of voiceless delight! 


GLI P PIP? 


ICKLE CHICKA HAPPY SQUAD WID A | 


JOLLY TAR. 
Air—“ The Sailor- Boy capering ashore.” 


Cuicka lik’ a sailor man, 
Tom lik’ a Chicka, too; 
He come home, he shakee han’; 
And me say, “* How d’ye do?” 
Tom no to Ningland go, 
Doll nibber come so far, dar 
Ickle Chicka happy squad 
Wid a jolly tar. 


Tom shoot a cockatoo, 
Chicka put him in a pot; 
Tom fill a wamessou, 
And puxa till he hot. 
Him call for grog a ho! 
Me drinka swipe galore—hee, hee! 
Ickle Chicka happy squad 
Wid a jolly tar. 


But Doll, of Wapping, if she dead, 
Chicka, den, a Ningland goes— 
Yellow fedder on a head, 
And silber at ee nose ; 
Gold ring on ebery toe, 
Blue cheek and shinee hair—O, la! 
Ickle Chicka pretty squad 
For a jolly tar. 


GIILIPL IP 


® 
THE ROSE, THISTLE, AND SHAMROCK. 
(T. J. Daly.) 


Go, pluck the rose from yonder tree, 

Nor mind the thorns, howe’er so sharp, 
But haste away, and bring it me, 
Till I begin my minstrelsy, 

For with it ll entwine my harp. 


Go you, and cull the shamrock green, 
Although the morning air is sharp 

At break of day, or fall-of e’en, 

Its three small leaves are easy seen, 
Be quick, till I entwine my harp. 


You go, and pull the thistle wild, 
Its numerous prickles are not sharp, 
It is spontaneous Nature’s child, 
And blossoms in the summer mild ; 
With it, also, I’ll ’twine my harp. 


So said the bard, with honour gray, 

He spoke in accents strong and sharp : 
Cursed may he be who’d tear away 
One of the blended flow’rets gay— 

Rose, shamrock, thistle, from my harp. 


ne ae 


BOBBY BRUSH AND JEMMY TWIST. 
' A DUET. 
Air—“ Will you come to the Bower ?” 
( Moncreiff. ) 


Bobby. ComE along, Jemmy Twist, for this here 


is Chalk-farm, 

And those ’ere is the fields vere the birds 
do so svarm ; 

Jemmy, Jemmy, Jemmy, Jemmy, come, 
come along, 

And we’ll get us some tea for to make our- 
selves strong. 


Jemmy. Lis here, Bobby Brush; oh, my vig, how 


I svets! 
Ve an’t shot nothing yet to put into our 


nets 5 ( 

Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, let us go 
back, 

For I’ve carried my gun till my back’s fit 
to crack. 


Bobby. Though our dogs have knocked up, ve 


ourselves mustn’t yield, 

’Tis the first of September—ve’re first in 
the field ; 

Jemmy, Jemmy, Jemmy, Jemmy, come, 
come along, 

And, blow me, if ve don’t have a shot 
before long. 


Jemmy. Ve’ve no license to game, ve’ve not got 
’ 


master’s leave ; 
Then our ramrods are shop-yards, our 
horns make-believe ; 
Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, let us go 
ack, 
At the Adam and Eve, I’ll treat you with 
a snack, 


SILO PII 


OH! THERE ARE LOOKS AND TONES 


THAT DART. 
(T. Moore.) 


Ou! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through the heart ; 
As if the soul that minute caught 

Some treasure it throagh life had sought ; 


As if the very lips and eyes, 
Predestined to have all our sighs, 
And never be forgot again, 
Sparkled and spoke before us then. 


So came thy every glance and tone, 

When first on me they breathed and shone ; 
New as if brought from other spheres, 

Yet, welcome as if loved for years. 


Then, fly with me, if thou hast known 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
A gem away that thou hadst sworn 
Should ever in thy heart be worn: 


Come, if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee,— 
Fresh as the fountain under-ground 
When first ’tis by the lapwing found. 


But if for me thou dost forsake 


. Some other maid, and rudely break 


Her worshipped image from its base, 
To give to me the ruined place, 


Then, fare thee well ; I’d rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 

When thawing suns begin to shine, 
Than trust to love so‘false as thine. 


POLI LIODT 
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A FRIEND AND A SONG, A BOTTLE AND | She has cunningly cheated the scent of the 


BOWL. 
( Titford.) 
THOUGH Venus and Bacchus may boast of their 
power, 
Our senses to charm, and rank care to devour, 


But as things sans a finish are not quite the ton, 
So’s a friend and a bottle, without a good song. 


Then Apollo invite, that famed musical blade, 

Who dispels checkered scenes which in life may 
pervade, 

And who bears on his arms this loved motto, or 
scroll, 

A true friend and a song, and a bottle and bowl. 


The tube of content Vil whiff off with my friend, 
While concord and harmony round us attend, 
Lhe enjoyment of life, and a zest to the whole, 
is a friend and a song, and a bottle and bowl. 


As a sweet golden rule, let temp’rance abound, 

Be reason the guide, as the glass is put round, 

And while freedom and merit replenish the whole, 

Here’s our friend and a song, and a bottle and 
bowl. 


CPL EL EOL #? 


JESS MACPHARLANE. 


WHEN first she came to town, 
They called her Jess Macpharlane ; 
Bat now she’s come and gone, 
‘They call her the wandering darling, 
Oh! this love, this love! 
Of this love I’m weary, O! 
Sleep I can get none 
For thinking of my deary, O! 
Her father loves her well, 
Her mither loves her hetter, 
And I like the girl mysel, 
But, alas! I canna get her. 
Oh! this love, this love, &c. 
J took it in my head 
To write my love a letter; 
But, alas! she canna read, 
And I like her aw’ the better. 
Oh! this love, this love, &c. 


Then, since I canna rest, 
For thinking of my darling ; 
I'll wander, too, in quest 
Of lovely Jess Macpharlanc, 
Oh! this love, this love, &c. 


GIPOERELP ES 


COME, YE SPORTSMEN, SO BRAVE, 
WHO DELIGHT IN THE FIELD. 
COME, ye sportsmen, so brave, who delight in the 
field, 

When the bud-barren mountain fresh raptures can 
yield ; 

Let the health-breathing chase rouse the soul with 
delight, 

With the jolly god Bacchus be jovial at night 5 

Sce the high-mettled steeds, where, snorting, they 


fly, 
While stanch the dogs cover the ground in full 
cry. 


How can ye, my boys, from such sports now 
refrain, 

When the horn’s cheerful sound cails you forth to 
the plain? ? 

Poor pussy she flies, and seems danger to scorn ; 

Then redonbles her speed, as she bounds o’er the 
lawn, 

See the high-mettled steeds, &c. 


hounds, 


Through hedge-rows she creeps, and skulks oer. 


the downs: 
Brush them in, my bold hearts! 
for breath ! 


The victim is seized! hark! the horn sounds her — 


death ! ; 
See the high-mettled steeds, &c. 


OLOL LIE LA 


HER HERO CLAIMS A WELCOME HOME. 


(Dibdin.) 
WITH what hard terms fond lovers cope, 
That cruel Fate imposes ; 
Absence and danger banish hope, 
And thorns choke up the roses. 
Yet that her lover dangers prove 
To earn the hero’s name, 
Must she suspend the joys of love 
To swell the lists of Fame. 


Nor with too timid woman’s fears 
Let her fond heart be troubled ; 
The storm appeased, a calm appears— 
Her transports are redoubled ; 
Her hero claims a welcome home, 
Well earned that glorious name ; 
His brows the laurel well become 
That swells the list of Fame. 


GLE L EFS? 


COME, BUY MY SPICE-GINGERBREAD, 
SMOKING HOT! 


Come, boys and girls, men and maids, widows | 


and wives, 


The best penny laid out you e’er spent in your — 


lives ; 
Here’s my whirl-a-gig lottery, a penny a spell, 
No blanks, but all prizes, and that’s pretty well. 


Don’t stand humming and haaing, with ifs and ™ 


with buts, 


Try your luck for my round and sound gingerbread- b 


; nuts 5 

And there’s my glorious spice-gingerbread, too, 

Hot enough e’en to thaw the heart of a Jew. 
Hot spice-gingerbread, hot! 


Come, buy my spice-gingerbread, smoking hot! a 
I’m a gingerbread-merchant, but what of that, _ 


then? 


All the world, take my word, deal in gingerbead 


ware ; 


Your fine beans and your belles and your rattle- bi 


pate rakes— 


One half are game-nuts, the rest gingerbread _ 


cakes ; 


Then, in gingerbread coaches we’ve gingerbread 


lords, 
And gingerbread soldiers with gingerbread swords. 
And what are your patriots, ’tis easy to tell, 








she sits panting — 


By their constantly crying they’ve something to 


sell. 
And what harm is there in selling—hem !— 
Hot spice-gingerbread, &e. 


My gingerbread-lottery is just like the world, 

For its index of chances for ever is twirled ; 

But some difference between ’em exist, without 
doubt, 

The world’s lottery has blanks, while mine’s 
wholly without, 

There’s no matter how often you shuffle and cut, 

If bat once in ten games you can get a game- 
nut. 

So J laugh at the world, like an impudent elf, 

And, just like my betters, take care of myself. 

Hot spice-gingerbread, &c. 
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COME, SING ROUND MY FAVOURITE 


TREE, 
(Burgoyne. ) 


Come, sing round my favourite tree, 
Ye songsters that visit the grove, 
*Twas the haunt of my shepherd and me, 
And the bark is a record of love. 


Rezlined on the turf by my side, 
He tenderly pleaded his cause ; 
I only with blushes replied, 
And the nightingale filled up the pause. 


GPGLIF IIL 


‘A TRIFLING SONG YOU SHALL HEAR. 


(Farquhar. ) 


A TRIELING song you shall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended; 

All trifling people draw near, 
And I shall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately have come into play, 

The men would want something to do, 
And the women want something to say. 


What makes men trifle in dressing ? 
Because the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often caressing, 
That eminent trifle, a beau. 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No sooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle shall part them again. 


What mortal man would be able 
At Whyte’s half an hour to sit ; 

Or who couid bear a tea-table 
Without taking trifles for wit? 


The court is from trifles secure, 
Gold keys are no trifes, we see; 

White rods are no trifles, 1’m sure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place 
Where trifles abundantly breed, 

The levee will show you his grace 
Makes promises trifles, indeed !. 


A coach, with six footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor sin 5 

But, ye gods, how oft do we find 
A scandalous trifle within ? 


A flask of champagne, people think it 
A trifle, or something as bad ; 

But, if you’ll contrive how to drink it; 
You'll find it no trifle, by gad. 


A parson’s a trifle at sea, 

A widow’s a trifle in sorrow ; 
A peace is a trifle to-day, 

‘To break it a trifle to-morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 
But if once the army is broke, 

We shall have more trifies than ever. 


The stage is a trifle, they say, 

The reason pray carry along, 
Because, at ev’ry new play, 

The house they with trifles so throng.’ 
But with people’s malice to trifle, 

And to set us all on a foot, 
The author of this is a trifle, 

And his song is a trifle to boot. 


Oe ee ee 


THE LOVER’S OATH. 
(R. A. Millikin. ) 


By Diana’s silver car, 

By the bright Hesperian star, 
By Aurora’s blushing cheek, 

By pale Eve with farewell meek ; 
By the golden noon-day bright, 
By the sphere-bespangled night, 
By the nectar-breathing rose, 
By each tender plant that blows, 
By the daisy-sprinkled plain, 

By the azure-bosomed main, 

By the flow’ry-margined rills, 
By the woods and by the hills, 
By all pretty th.ags that move, 
By yourself, all sweets above, 
You, and only you, I love. 


Oe eae 


JERRY SNEAK’S AT HOME. 


Air— There’s na Luck about the House.” 


MANKIND o’er women empire boast, 
And claim a right to ream 5 

But very often blust’ring biades 
Are Jerry Sneaks at home. 

The hero who, in battle fierce 
Has bravely risked his life, 

The din of strife, domestic, fears, 
And crouches to his wife. 
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Tol de rol, &ec. 


The lawyer, who, by pleadings keen, 
In courts has gained renown, 

Still finds, when drest in humble bob, 
His wife will talk him down. 

The statesman great, in senate bred, 
In politic’s wise school, 

Beat by a casting vote at home, 
His own house cannot rule. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


By diff’rent methods, ladies fair 
Usurp supreme command ; 
The force of tongue’s the common way, 
And sometimes force of hand. 
When ladies long for pretty toys, 
And husbands keep the purse, 
Hysteric fits are potent spells 
To conquer men perverse. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


With sweeter dispositions blessed, 
Some choose a gentler plan, 

And each contrives, with bonds of love, 
To lead her own good man. 


Look round the world, through all degrecs, 


These truths will stand confessed— 
That women rule, and married men 
Are Jerry Sneaks at best. 


Tol de rol, &e. 


eS eo ee 


THE DEATH OF MOORE. 


(Frome.) 


Ye British patriots whose breasts can feel, 
Who venerate the martial warrior’s name, 


Whose manly hearts beat for your country’s weal, 
Dear as your blood, should flow the chieftain’s 


fame. 


"Twas not to grace an eastern’s minion’s pride, 


Nor to destroy a brave, but weaker foe ; 
Twas in defending Nature’s rights he died, 
In Freedom’s cause he met the fatal blow. 
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Oft when the tiger, chased by desp’rate hands, Then father and mither may frown if they will, — 

Slow from the hounds the hunter’s shout re- ?Tis love, and love only, Can win me, that’s pat; 

cedes ; And though they would hold me by leading-strings 

His onset, should he turn, not one withstands, still, ‘ 
But safety seeks in flight, or, breathless, bleeds. Oh! we will be married, my dear, for a’ that, 


Thus as the Gallic chiet his myriads poured 
From Egyp:’s shore, terrific visions rise : 
The fiend of rapine sheathes his reeking sword, 
And shuns the vet’ran Moore, who, conqu’ring, 
dies, 


PPSLIYEPPSD 


MISS FIDDLESTICK’S-END AND HER 
THREE LOVERS, 


Miss FIDDLESTICK’s-END was a sweet pretty 
maid, 
Or rather a tough hump-backed dame ; 
But Miss Fiddlestick’s-end hated music, tis said, 
Though her’s was a musical name. 
Three lovers she had, which she thought. did be- 
come her, 
A Scotchman, a Jew, and a tall Irish drummer, 
Who tried all they could into marriage to hum 
her, 














as when a whirlwind, deluge, threat’ning storm, 
Bursts in loud thunders o’er the trembling plains, 
‘The mercy-chartered bow displays its form, 
And Nature’s egis cheers the fear-struck swains. 
Thus, when the hero’s menrry claims our tears, 
(His country’s glory and her army’s pride, ) 
Like the celestial arch, his fame appears, 
We view his virtues, and forget he died. 





PP PPOPOPOD 


Sweet Miss Fiddlestic’s-end. 
WITHOUT A COMPANION, WHAT’S LIFE 


BUT A HEATH. 
A DUET. 


(Terry.) 
WITHOUT a companion, what’s life but a heath, 
That’s wearisome, murky, and long? 
But Dandie defies dullness, danger, and death, 
With his friend, and his glass, and his song. 


With true love for her—riches their bosoms were 
warmed, 
But, not knowing the humourous jade, 
An unlucky intention each lover had formed 5 
To give her a sweet serenade. 
Each, priding himself in his musical genius, 
Made sure of obtaining this copy of Venus, 
And all strove to please, by their words and de- — 
meanours, j 
You’re right ; with a friend, man, you heighten Charming Miss Fiddlestick’s-end. 
: your zest, 
And march o’er life’s road brisk and lightly ; 
With double delight, on its green swards you rest, 
sind trip o’er its rough places lightly. 


at the very same hour, on the very same night, 
They’d fixed for this grand master-stroke, 
The moon herself laughed as she gave them her 
light, 
And the stars seemed to wink at the joke ; 


Then come on, side by side, and, as lone as ve J iD 
7 J a a z When beneath their love’s window these sons of © 


breath, 


Here’s an arm that’s both willing and strong ; Apollo, ; : 
Jolly hearts bid defiance to danger and death, i The Jew on his harp, Sawney’s bagpipe did fol- 
Make light of the dark roads and short of the low, 


But Pat, on his rub-a-dub, beat them all hollow, 
O, lovely Miss Fiddiestick’s-end. 


Miss Fiddlestick’s-end had a very bad cold, 
And had long since retired to bed ; 
She slept very sound, as her nose loudly told, 
But the noise might have roused up the dead. 
Enraged, she jumped out, in a terrible passion, 
Seized a certain utensil, in bed-chamber fashion, 
And the poor serenaders it quick] y went dash on. 
O, cruel Miss Fiddlestick’s-erd. i 


long. 


(eeetcere 


OH! WE WILL BE MARRIED, MY DEAR, 
FOR A’ THAT. 
(Upton. ) 
My father cries, “Jenny, ’tis time you should 
wed 5” 
My mither says, “lassie, and so I think, too ;” 
But the laird they have both of them got in their 
head, 
In spite of his siller, for me wanna do; 
For Bonald, young Donald, yes, he is the Jad, 
Has set my warm heart in a strange pit-a-pat : 
And, though they oft tell him I’m not to be had, 
Oh: we will be married, my dear, for x’ that. 





" 
GLPLPLE IOP? 


FRIENDSHIP DETAINS US FOR ONE i 
BOTTLE MORE. ba 


AssIsT me, ye lads, who have hearts void of Ys 
guile, 
To sing in the praises of Old Ireland’s isle ‘ 


My father cries, <«¢ Jenny, we speak for your Where true hospitality opens the door, 


79 roe . * 
good ; iW, f eas And friendship detains us for one bottle more 2 | 
My mither eyes lassie, so mind what we One bottle more, arrah, one bottle more, 
Say 5 


Dist ural coldte usar ewuhnee cen ean And friendship detains us for one bottle more. 


In the choice of a husband I should have my 
way > 
But then one and other would sell me for gold, 
For traly I ken very plain what they’re at ; 
But this they shall find that I wanna be sold, 
Oh! we will be married, my dear, for a’ that. 


Old England, your taunts on our country forbear ; 
With our bulls and our brogues we are true and 
sincere ; 
For, if but one bottle remains in our store, ‘ 
We have generous hearts to give that hottle more : 
That bottle more, &c. 


So Donald, braw Donald, the lad of my heart, 
Though father and mither would send him to 
sea ; 
Shall find that twa lovers like us canna part, 
So buckled at kirk in a month we shall be: 


At Candy’s, in Church-street, I’ll sing of a sct 
Of six Irish blades who together had met ; 
Four bottles a-piece made us call for our score, 
And nothing remained but one bottle more : 
One bottle more, &c. 
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Our bill being paid, we were loth to depart, 

For friendship had grappled each man by the 
heart, 

Where the least touch, you know, makes an Irish- 
man roar ; 

And the whack from shellelagh brought six bottles 
more : 

Six bottles more, &c. 


Slow Phebus had shone through our window so 
bright, 
Quite happy to view his blest children of light ; 
So we parted, with hearts neither sorry nor sore, 
Resolving next night to drink twelve bottles more : 
Twelve bottles more, &c. 


GOOLE IFILL 


THE PLEASURES OF HOPE. 
(Miss Blamire. ) 


WHEN the sun-beams of joy gild the morn of our 
days, 

And the soft heart is warmed both with hope and 
with praise, 

New pleasures—new prospects—still burst on the 
view, 

And the phantoms of bliss in our walks we pursue. 

What, though tangled in brakes, or withheld by 
the thorn, 

Such sorrows of youth are but pearls of the morn, 

As the gem on the leaf, in the fervour of day, 

The warmth of the season dissolves them away. 


In the noontide of life, though not robbed of their 
fire 

The warn wishes abate, and their spirits retire , 

Their colours, less glowing, give equal delight 

When Reason just tints them with shades ot the 
night ; ; 

Reflection’s slow shadow steals down the gay hill, 

Though, as yet, you may shun the soft shade as 
you will, } 

And on Hope fix your eye, till her brightness, so 
clear 

Shall hang on its lid a dim trembling tear. 


Next, the shades of mild evening close silent 
around, 

And lengthened Reflection must stalk on the 
ground, 

Through her lantern of magic past pleasures are 
seen, 

And we then only know what our day-dreams have 
been ; 

On the pleasing illusion we gaze while we can, 

Phough we often exclaim—what a bauble is man! 

In youth but a gew-gaw—in age but a toy— 

The same empty trifle as man and as boy. 


Peeler 


INCONSTANCY. 
Air— Rag-Fair.”—(G. W. L.) | 


PsHAw ! tell me not the girl is frail, 
I l‘ke her, faith, the better; 
And, if inconstancy’s her tale, 
She’ll find me not her debtor. 
I never yet beheld the lass 
Who wanted power to charm me ; 
If young, she’ll all her sex surpass, 
If old, she’ll never harm me. 


For every woman I behold 
A simile I pilfer; 

if red her hair, I vow ’tis gold, 
If white, I swear ’tis silver ; 


191 


If lean, she’s slender as the doc, 
If fat, she’s plump as marrow 5 
If crooked, she’s like Cupid’s bow, 

If straight, she’s like his arrow. 


If tall, she’s like the queen of love, 
If low, she’s very pretty ; 

If kind, she’s like the turtle-dove, 
If cross, she’s very witty : 

In short, my heart’s so prone to range, 
So well I love to ramble, 

That, since ’tis Nature’s law to change, 
Fl follow her example. 


GLOO PIO? 


ASPIRE TO THE NAME OF A GENTLE- 
MAN-SOLDIER. 


SPREAD the flag, and strike up with the fife and 
the drum, 
We invite you to glory and gain, sirs; 
The vet’ran of sixty for bounty will come, 
To gather new laurels again, sirs ; 
Though a little the older, 
Let him be enrolled here, 
The old man, I wonder, will do for a soldier. 


The courage of youth and the wisdom of age 
Alike in our rank will be seen, sirs, 
The man who is sixty alike we engage, 
And the ’prentice who is not sixteen, sirs 5 
The younger the bolder, 
Let him be enrolled here ; 
The lad will, I warrant him, do for a soldier. 


At last, my brave boys, youll have freedom to 


Of, 
When the toils of campaigning are done, sirs ; 
Lo! here is a vet’ran with only one leg, 
And here is a hero with none, sirs. 
Or younger or older, 
Let all be enrolled here 
Who aspire to the name of a gentleman-soldic.. 


PPO LLOOPD 


THE ORIGINAL AND THE PICTURE. 
( Dibdin. ) 

A, virtuous and a comely dame, 
With no desire or passion, 

But honour’s self might proudly claim, 
Was borne away by fashion. 

Midst crowds of lovers, one, sincere, 
Dared ’gainst this tide endeavour, 

And, though in heart she held him dear, 
Was soon dismissed for ever. 


His portrait she to keep had sworn, 
That he might have no quarter, 

She now, with every mark of scorn 
Delivered to her porter ; ¢ 
Cried she, sir, as you prize your place, 
Or hope to be thought clever, 
Let in the man that owns this face, 

I turn you off for ever. 


The lover ne’er was one so fond, 
So heart-broke, so afflicted, 

Though hope of pardon gone beyond, 
Dismissed and interdicted ; 

The porter bribed, wide flew the gate, 
His fortune now or never, 

I come, cried he, to know my fate, 
Perhaps, to part for ever. 


Her kindled anger to assuage, 
In vain did he implore her, 
She rang the bell, and, in a rage, 
The porter called before her ; 
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Say, where’s the portrait, drunken fool, 
Did I not tell thee never 

To admit this man—Dear ma’am be cool! 
Out of my sight for ever. 


They’re no more like; the picture looks 
Young, healthy, full of gumption ; 

That skinny gemman’s off the hooks, 
For love in a consumption ; 

Look here ma’am! ’tis, alas!: too true, 
Such love how could I sever? © 

Vile folly, hence, vain world, adieu, 
Come to niy heart for ever. 


POPOL IFS 


WHEN I AND MY LAD SHALL BE 
MARRIED. 


(T. Dibdin.) 


Now peace smiles around, and stern war is no 
more, 
And the lad, fer whom thus long I’ve tarried, 
Shall safely return, I’ll live single no more, 
But he and [ll go and be married. 


The breakers which dash on the echoing shore, 
(From whence they my true love have carried,) 
Though oft I have blamed, I shall then blame no 
more, 
When I and my lad shall be married. 


PPL LE PEr 


VOCAL TALENT EXTRAORDINARY ; 
OR, A MUSICAL PRODIGY ! 


Air—‘ Peaceful slumbering on the Ocean.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


CHARMING warbling nymph, I own thy 
Voice no owl’s could e’er out-do 5 
And from the owl’s thy note is known by, 
Sharper thrill than whit-te-whoo! 
Wit-te-whoo! wit-te-whoo! 
Full as expressive, too, 
As the thrilling wit-te-whoo! 


Thine eyes, by north and south looks, showing, 
You, at once, have prospects two, 
Enrich the charm of shrill tones flowing, 
From your mouth turned up askew! 
Lovely, true, wit-te-whoo! 
Sweetly expressive, too, 
As the owl’s note, wit-te-whoo ! 


Oh! could Apollo hear thy music, 
He would Parnassus bid adieu ! 
And leave Olympus, like a Jew, sick 
In love, sweet nymph, to sing with you, 
Wit-te-whoo! wit-te-whoo ! 
None your tone can hit true, 
Save the owl,—te-wit-te-whoo ! 


Through woods I’d wander all to-night, could 
I, to-morrow, wed wiih you, 
To find an owl, for my delight would 
Be duets between you two! 
Wit-te-whoo! wit-te-whoo! 
’Twixt owl and darling Sue, 
Charming, double wit-te-whoo!! 


CLIP LILPD 


RATHER LET ME QUAFF THE WINE. 
[Translated from Anacreon. ] 


ON fragrant myrtles let me lie, 
And Love, my slave, the wine supply, 
Too soon we seck the Stygian gloom ; 


Time flies, and, since to dust we go, 
Why idly bid the incense flow, 
And spill the juice upon the tomb? 


Ah! rather let me quaff the wine, 
And bid the rose my brows entwine, 
While youth, while health, the bosom warms, 
Then, prithee, love, delight my heart, 
Ere Death despatch his certain dart, 
And bring some goddess to my arms. 


PPEPLPI OP? 


ENCORE! ENCORE! ENCORE! 


THROUGH life’s pursnit, whate’er we start, 
Whatever rank sustain, 

We wish, if well we play our part, 
To play it o’er again. 

The grave, the gay, the young, the old, 
F’er yet the scene be o’er, 


- Rejoice when by their country told 


To act that same encore! 
Greatly done, nobly won, 
Honour’s guide, nation’s pride, 
Bravely stormed, well performed, 
Encore! encore! encore! 


Still, though with humble talents graced, 
Hope animates our cause 5 
For fancied wit, or shape, or taste, 
We smirk, and ask applause : 
The maid and mistress, clown and fop, 
Your favouring smiles implore, 
Who strum the harp, or twirl the mop, 
All seek the word encore. 
What a maid—who’s afraid, 
Finger voice—take your choice, 
Flounces, frills, shaves, and trills, 
Encore! encore! encore! 


The brown, the fair, the squab, the lank, 
Their sev’ral charms expose, 
Whether a dumpling or a plank, 
All move as fashion goes ; 
Flat pancake miss, in clothes tight bound, 
Her flatness mark the more ; 
And miss, not quite so long as round, 
A breast-work adds, encore ! 
What a taste—such a waist! 
Each in wig—how they jig 
O’er the ground—round and sound, 
Encore! encore! encore! 


Bobby, the crop, the buck, and the beau, 
Scorns science, learning, pelf ; 
What does he love then? Ladies? No; 
He only loves himself. 
Though free from gold his manners prove 
He has some brass in store ; 
And when you praise what most he loves, 
He echoes your encore ! 
*Tis, in truth—such a youth, 
With his dock—stock and block ; 
How he walks—how he talks, 
Encore! encore! encore! 


Some good we can’t enjoy too long, 
Could that come o’er again 5 
I mean, and you'll approve my song, 
Our sovereign’s happy reign ; 
Me! whose glad lite for you is spent, 
To rovse exertion more, 
Perhaps, with these poor strains content, 
You'll kindly say encore! 
That’s the thing—bless the king, 
Whilst you live—would you thrive, 
Night and day—roar away 
Encore! encore! encore ! 


CPOE SEE 
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Johnny the maid for the mistress refused, 
Because he’d been sworn at Highgate, 


By the monstrous horns at Highgate. 


THE MONSTRUUS HORNS AT HIGHGATE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


JOHNNY, the footman, a nice young blade, 
Fell in love with the waiting-maid, Nancy ; 
He vowed and he swore, but his promise be- 
trayed, 
For John caught his mistress’s fancy ; 
Nancy whimpered, and told him her faith he’d 
abused, 
But Johnny passed her with a shy gait ; 
And Johnny the maid for the mistress refused, 
Because he’d been sworn at Highgate, 
By the monstrous horns at Highgate ! 
And Johnny the maid for the mistress, &c 


John married his mistress, to fatten his purse, 
And happy he was he could get her, 
But found that she soon turned out for the worse, 
And feared that she’d never grow better. 
Some call marriage a portion, and others a pill, 
And with Johnny it had but a wry gait, 
For he found ’twas a tug up a very high hill, 
As steep as the hill at Highgate. 
As the monstrous hill, &c. 


Many folks have strange fancies, and so Johnny’s 
spouse 
Of her husband grew tired in a twinkling ; 
And, as accidents happen in every house, 
For another she caught a strong inkling ; 
So, Nancy avenging for all Johnny’s scorns, 
Her husband she gave the go-by gait, 
And, for legacy, left him a large pair of horns, 
As big as the horns at Highgate, 
The monstrous, &c. 


PLE PI LID 
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COME, MUSIC, BID THE WANDERER 
WELCOME HOME. 


| Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-Square, ] 
(G. M‘Farren.) 


Come, Music, thy sprightliest nctes employ 
To chase the dull moments that still intervene, 
While Hope lights her torch at the lamp of Joy, 
And points through the gloom to a happicr scene, 
Where smiles are beaming, 
And bright eyes gleaming, 
Like meteor stars round the friendly dome ; 
And voices blend, 
And arms extend, 
To bid the wanderer welcome home. 


My heart, like the face of a glassy stream, 
That reflects the dark cloud and the sparkling 
ray, 
Shines et with a brighter and holier beam 
When the mists that hung o’er it are fade» 
awaye 
Oh! ne’er may sorrow 
Awake the morrow 
That dooms tranquillity hence to roam ; 
But deathless flowers 
Still deck the bowers 
That bid the wanderer welcome home. 


CPPP PELL 


THE ENGLISHMAN IN JAMAICA. 

Air—‘* Quite politely.” —( E. Mackey.) 
WHEN in Jamaica I arrived, 

Quite a greenhorn, quite a greenhorn. 

When in Jamaica [ arrived, 

Oh! how I stared around me; 
I plenty saw, both black and white ; 
The negroes, too, I thought a sight 
To put one in no little fright, 

Their looks did so astound me. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


194 


Oh! how I stared to hear them talk, 
Hear them talk, sirs,—hear them talk, sirs. 

Oh. how I stared to hear them talk 

’Bout dis, and dat, and dodder ; 
I heard one say, me been received, 
They told me that he meant deceived, 
One I exsarve pot liquor grieved, 

?Cause he had lost Cassada. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


At muster, too, oh! how I stared, 
‘Fhey were so awkward, they were so awkward. 
At. muster, too, oh! how FI stared, 
No one knew how to follow. 
Some wheeling left, some wheeling right, 
Another standing steck still quite, 
I ne’er before saw such a sight, 
Falstaff’s recruits beat hollow. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


But now F’ve got quite used to it, 
Quite at home, sirs,—quite at home, sirs. 
But now I’ve got quite used to it, 
And this I'll boldly say, sirs, 
T’ll take my punch or glass of wine, 
Talk negro slang, and now, in fine, 
To end my song f do incline, 
And bid you all good day, sirs. 


PLLELD SPL 


THE PATRIOT’S GRAVE. | 


OH! blest be the spot where the patriot reposes ; 
And green be the sod round the tomb of the 


brave :— 
Hight, light be the earth o’er his bosom that 
closes, 
And fragrant the wild flowers which cover his 
grave. 
Let the myrtle and rose seek the spot where he 
slumbers, , 
And their tendrils around his loved tomb inter- 
twine :— 
Oh! sweet be his rest; and the minstrel’s warm 
numbers 


Be warmest and sweetest when breathed: o’er 
his shrine, 


Though far from thy home and thy country thou 
sleepest, 
Thy mem’ry, brave youth! in affection is blest ; 
And the sigh which love’s bosom breathes saddest 
and deepest 
Shall be sent o’er the wave to the land of thy 
rest. 


Though ’mong strangers and foes thy free spirit 
departed, 
Yet sweet were the tears o’er thy bier that were 
shed; 
And, from “bosoms of sympathy, many a sigh 
started, 
And hung round thy clay when that spirit had 
fled. 
Peace, peace to thy soul! ’tis a friend that bends 
o’er thee, 
Who, like thee, from his country, a wand’rer, 
has strayed : 
But the tear of affection long, long, shall deplore 
thee, 
And hallow the spot where thy ashes are laid. 


GIIP LEO 


THE BRITISH FAIR, WITH THREE TIMES 
THREE, 


MY jovial friends, with social glee, 
The bottle now we’l! pass ; 

Each bosom charged with loyalty, 
With good old port each glass : 
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The bumpers filled, the toast shall be, 
The British fair, with three times three. 


While Britain’s sons, with martial fire 
And patriot ardour glow ; 
While they to warlike deeds aspire, 
And pant to meet the foe ; 
To British arms, by land and sea, 
We'll drink success, with three times three. 


The lovely nymphs of Albion’s isle, 
With pleasure, then, we'll toast, 
And beauty’s fascinating smile 
Shall be each Briton’s boast. 
The bumpers filled, &c. 


PPO LOOP 


HENRY HIGGINS AND MISS AMELIA 
WIGGINS. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


Avcustus Julius Czsar Barbarossa Henry Hig- 
gins 
Fell in love 
With Miss Aurelia Joan Amelia Wilhelmina Wig- 
gins, 
Such a dove! 
Last winter, when the frost was hard, in spite of 
nipping weather, 
Upon the Thames, when frozen o’er, 
These lovers true, with many more, 


A-walking went together. 


Ri tol, &c.—O, the joys of love! 
Augustus Higgins skipped about, as nimble as a 
kitten, 
Or parched pea : 
But Miss Aurelia said as how the frost her nose 
had bitten 
Inches three ! 
Her lover all so greviously bemoaned her evil pre- 
sent, 
Spied out a booth, wherein he goes, 
And, to: warm his deary’s nose, 
He called for something pleasant ! 
Ri tol, &c.—O, the joys of love! 
But, as they sat there, Jacky Frost, that nose and 
toes provoker, 


Run away, 
For Tommy Thaw came on the river with a red- 
hot poker ; 
Lack-a-day ! 
The ice he melted, all the people scampered in a 
shiver, 


But that same booth, where sat, so nice, 
These lovers, on a lump of ice, 
Went floating down the river! 
Ri tol, &.—O, the joys of love ! 
Now where this booth it floated to, there’s nobody 
can tell us, 
And thereby 
We’ve lost the rose of beauties, and the pink of 
pretty fellows ; 
I could ery! 
Some wags say they’re to fishes turned, (such whim- 
sies in the nob stir,) 
That he’s an oyster crossed in love, 
And she, as plainly they can prove, 
Is the lady in the lobster ! 
Ri tol, &c.—O, the joys of love! 


TUNE MY LOVE A LULLABY. 
A DUET, 
(G. Colman.) 


She.—FROM break of the morning, were I with 
my love, 
I'd talk till the evening drew nigh ; 
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And, when the day did close, 
I’d sing him to repose, 
And tune my love a lullaby. 


He.—From break of the morning, were I with 
my love, 
O ! long ’ere the evening drew nigh, 
Her talk would make me dose, 
Till the music of my nose 
Would play my love a lullaby. 


She.—Our children around us, I’d look on my 
love f 
Each moment in rapture would fly : 


He.—But love is apt to pall 
When the brats begin to squall, 
And a wife is screaming lullaby. 


Both.—From break of the morning, &c. 
ON TO DEATH OR GLORY. 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-Square. | 
(G. M‘Farren.) 


CALEDONIANS, brave and bold, 
Heroes, never bought nor sold, 
Sons of sires, who died of old, 

To gild our martial glory— 
Beauty claims the warrior’s shield, 
In her cause the death-sword wield, 
Draw and join the battle-field, 

On to death or glory! 


Who would shun the glorious strife ? 

Where’s the slave would cling to life, 

When father, husband, daughter, wife, 
For prompt relief implore ye? 

Who would yield soft woman’s charms, 

To bless a ruffian foeman’s arms? 

Perish the thought !—sound your alarms! 
On to death or glory ! 


Here’s the path to sluggard peace— 
Here’s the haunt of dastard ease, 
That sinks to death by slow degrees, 
Unhonoured, weak, and hoary— 
But.ye who court a brighter name, 
This way lies the road to fame— 
Follow, then, through flood and flame, 
And shout for death or glory ! 


GIPILIFA 


WOMEN, WEALTH, AND WINE. 
Air— C'est ? Amour.”’—(Jesse Hammond. ) 


OH! ’tis love, ’tis love, we hear, 
That beams in woman’s eye, 

That trembles in her pearly tear, 
And floats upon her sigh ; 

?Tis love that sparkles in her smiles, 
And blushes on her cheeks, 

That ev’ry gen’rous heart beguiles, 
With rapture when she speaks 3 

But love does more for mortals, 
To lift them into bliss, 

Her lips he makes the portals, 
And heaven is her kiss— 

Oh! ’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love, 
That makes us half divine ; 

Then what bold wish can soar above 
Woman, wealth, and wine. 

For ’tis wine, ’tis wine, ’tis wine, 
That makes the lover bold, 

That melts the ice round beauty’s shrine, 
The breast that’s e’er so cold ; 

Tis wine that woos in wondrous way, 
And tells the tend’rest tale, 

That lights the eye, and pours the lay 
Which must at last prevail ; 


It opes the heart’s wide portals, 
And leads to beauty’s shrine, 
And thus the wisest mortals 
Wish for woman and for wine. 
For ’tis love, ’tis love, &c. 
But ’tis gold, ’tis gold, ’tis gold, 
A brilliant lustre sheds 
On Cupid’s wings, we’re often told, 
And lights the path he treads ; 
Tis glittering gold that strews the way 
With flowers bright and rare, ; 
And then to love our vows we pay 
His silken chains to wear 3. 
And since it gilds the portals 
That leads to beauty’s shrine, 
My wish, like wiser mortals, 
Is Woman, wealth, and wme. 
For ’tis love, ’tis love, &c. 


OPP L LE LIS 


TOM TACKLE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


Tom TACKLE was noble—was true to kis worz.,— 

If merit bought titles, Tom might be a loz? , 

How gaily his bark through life’s ocean would sai... 

Truth furnished the rigging, and Honour the gale, 

Yet Tom had a failing, if ever man had, 

That, good as he was, made him all that was bad,— 

He was paltry, and pitiful, scurvy, and mean, 

And the snivelingest scoundrel that ever was seen, 

For so said the girls, and the landlord’s long 
score ,— a 

Would you know what his fault was?—Tom 
Tackle was poor. 


’T was once on a time, when they took a galleon, 

And the crew touched the agent for cash to some 
tune, : 

Tom a trip took to jail, an old messmate to free, 

And four thankful prattlers soon sat on his knee : 

Then Tom was an angel, downright from heaven 
sent, 

While they’d hands, he his goodness should never 
repent. - 

Returned from next voyage, he bemoaned his sad 
case 

To find his dear friend shut the door in his face ! 

Why, d’ye wonder? cried one—you’re served 
right, to be sure,— 

Once Tom Tackle was rich—now Tom Tackle is 
poor. 


I ben’t, you see, versed in high maxims and sich, 

But don’t this same honour concern poor and 
rich ? 

If it don’t come from good hearts, I can’t sce 
where from, 

And, d me, if e’er tar had a good heart, twas 
Tom, 

Yet, somehow or nother, Tom never did right ; 

None knew better the time when to spare or to 





fight 5 

He, by finding a leak once, preserved crew and 
ship 

Saved the commodore’s life—then he made such 
rare flip ; 


And yet, for all this, no one Tom could endure, 
I fancy, as how, ’twas because he was poor. 


At last, an old shipmate, that Tom might hail 
land 

Who saw thnk his heart sailed too fast for his 
hand, 

In the ridings of comfort a mooring to find, ' 

Reefed the sails of Tom’s fortune, that shook in 
the wind ; 


196 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH 


He gave him enough through life’s ocean to steer, 

Be the breeze what it might, steady thus or no 
near ; 

His pittance is daily, and yet Tom imparts 

What he can to his friends; and may all honest 
hearts, 

Like Tom Tackle, have what keeps the wolf from 
the door, 

Just enough to be generous—too much to be poor. 


ae. ae ae ae 


ALL THE WORLD ARE MILLING, OH! 
Air—‘* Green grow the Rushes, 0!” 


Look through the world, observe mankind, 
No more each other killing, 
But, in a friendly way, you'll find 
Each one his neighbour milling. 
For high or low, ’tis all the go, 
All the world are milling, oh, 
Milling, oh! milling, oh! 


All the world are milling, 


on! 
View but the state, the courtly van 
With taxes mill us all, sir; 
View Chancery’s Court, the Pun-ing man ~ 
There mills us with the law, sir. 
For high or low, &c. 


If to the church you bend your way, 
With steps slow and unwilling, 
To hear what clargy has to say, 
Your conscience then he’s milling. 
For high or low, &c. 


See mobs, on coronation-nights, 
All gratis seeing plays, sir, __ 
And, in return for such grand sights, 
They kindly mill the glaze, sir. 
For high or low, &c. 


See tight-laced shabs ape tip-top coves, 
‘Fhough scarcely worth a shilling, 
Fib creditors, though in their gloves, 
And get off by their milling. 
For high or low, &c. 
The ladies, too, play the same parts, 
Whate’er their rank or station, 
When with their eyes they mill our hearts 
We mill their reputation. 
For high or low, &c. 


Each rank, each age, and each degree 
Are milling—great and small, sir, 
And those that don’t with this agree, 
The devil double-mill ’em all, sir. 
For high or low, &c. 
Then fill your glasses, never fear, 
Drink off your bumpers willing, 
And, with your hands and hearts sincere, 
Come, drink success to milling. 
For high or low, &c. 


GIBPOPF ICS 


- THE LOVE-LORN NIGHTINGALE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


NEAR a silent retreat, 
Where fond lovers would meet, 
While their love in the world yet was young,— 
When each leaf had a shade in the silver moon- 
beam ,— 
On a tremulous bough, that stretched over a 
stream, 
To the moon a lorn nightingale sung, 


Her song’s mellow note 
On the still air would float 
Till Echo returned it again ; 


Ah, sad, silly bird! she no rival had known, 


And grew jealous to hear notes as sweet as her 


own, 
Trying still to surpass them in vain. 


Over plain, tree, and stream, 
The silent moon-beam 
Couched, listening, the contest to hear ; 
Again on the bough the lorn nightingale sang, 


And Echo, once more, with her wild music rang, 


And returned it as oft to her ear. 


To excel, the bird tried, 
With a songster’s fond pride, 


And more sweet, and more swect her notes 


made, 


When, with emulous eye, glancing o’er the deep. 


spring, 


With the same beauteous plumage, the same airy 


wing, 
She, Narcissus-like, saw her own shade. 


«© Ah, what do I see! 
*Tis my rival !”” sang she, 
“* But this lone stream shall find me relief '”’ 
Then a lesson she gave to her list’ners around, 


For her last, parting song had a sense in its sound, 


Though despair changed its accents to grief. 


Oh, how sweet that sad lay 
In the air died away, 
Ere she dropped from the bough in the tide ! 


With what balm-breathing melody finished each 


strain, 


While, with sweetness, she cautioned each maiden 


and swain, 
And this moral conveyed as she died :— 


«“ Young lovers, be sure, 
If your bliss you’d secure, 
Every thought of suspicion you fly, 
For if jealousy once in your bosom should reign, 
Farewell to all pleasure, prepare for all pain, 
For twill only be left you to die!” 


GLE POP EP 


STAY, AND PLL FIND, MY LOVE. 
A PARODY. 
Air-—“ Vedrai Carino.”—(J. R. Planche.) 


STAY, and Ill find, my love, 
If you’re inclined, my love, 
Quickly, a rind, my love, 

Ot Gloucester cheese. 
More I have not, my love, 
To give for what, my love, 
By plays can be got, my love, 

In such times as these ! 
When folks had a shilling 
To spare, they were willing 
The house to be filling ; 

Heavens! what a squeeze! 
Sad alteration! 

Now, through the nation, 
No compensation, 
Play what you please! 





GL PP4+;s@se 


THE ORPHANS’ ASYLUM. 
( Upton.) 


To the breast fraught with feeling for misery’s 


tear 


Shall my song be addressed, and the subject held 


dear ! 


And the eye never sparkles with lustre more 


bright 
Than when angel Charity gems it with light! 
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O, then, sound its praise from the throne to the 
cot, 
And the orphans’ asylum be never forgot. 


Tis the soldier’s sweet rapture, the sailor’s proud 


boast, 

Should he fall for his country on this or that 
coast, 

On the land that he died for his offspring will 


see 
Every man a protector and father will be! 
O, then, sound its praise, &c. 


From the cold shed of want snatch the children of 
grief, 

And give the pale victim of sorrow relief ; 

And the thought that the friendless come under 
your care, 

Will call down a blessing through gratitude’s 
prayer! 

O, then, sound its praise, &c. 


‘Sad and drear is the lot of the parentless child, 
‘Her path thorned with danger, her hopes dark 
and wild! 
Stretch the hand, then, of aid to the outcast dis- 
tressed, 
And pillow her sighs on Philanthropy’s breast! 
O, then, sound its praise, &c. 


‘Old England, thy great institutions proclaim 
‘Thy freedom! thy glory! thy wealth! and thy 
fame! 

‘Like a meteor thy star of benevolence shines, 
And round British bosoms triumphantly twines! 
O, then, sound its praise, &c. 


| 
GFPEF ELA? 


ROGUES ALL. 


(Harrison. ) 


| 
WHILE pragmatical fools of dull politics prate, 
‘And their bus’ness neglect for the bus’ness of 
| state ! 
Let us with more wisdom our own matters mind, 
Nor e’er hope to govern the waves or the wind. 
The ins and the outs who each other abuse, 
Belieye me, my friends, both have just the same 
views ; 

To us what avails, then, who rise or who fall, 
Since we may still sing the old song of “* rogues 

mals 










Each air-swoln balloon that mounts up to the 
skies, 
Tts gas soon exhausted, on earth, empty, lies; 
The sun’s bright levee draws the bubbles in 
crowds, 
‘To burst ’midst the conflicts of winds and of 
clouds ; 
And such is their fate who, on vanity’s wings, 
Ambitiously flock to the levees of kings ; 
Then let us regard not who rise or who fall, 
Since we may still sing the old song of ‘* rogues 


2 


So round with the bottle, and thankful ’tis here, 

Never stop to consider if cheap or it dear; 

To waste time in idle debate is but stuff, 

,While we feel we have got, or can soon get 

ee enough ; 

Tis this makes true Britons laugh loud, joke, and 

sing, 

They envy no statesman, and pity a king ; 

Then let us regard not who rise or who fall, 

gee may still sing the old song of ‘* rogues 
all. 





en > 
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THE BATTLE OF ALBUERA. 
(Lord Byron. ) 


HARK! heard ye not those hoofs of dreadfu 
note ? 
Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath? 
Saw ye not whom the reeling sabre smote, 
Nor saved your brethren e’er they sank beneath 
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves ?—The fires of death, 
The ball fires flash on high ; from rock to rock 
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe ; 
Death rides upon the sulphury siroc ! 
Red Battle stamps his foot, and thousands fee. 
the shock. 


Lo! where the giant on the mountain stands, 
His blood-red tresses deepening in the sun, 
With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands, 
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon! 
Restless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon, 
Flashing afar, and, at his iron feet, 
Destruction cowers to mark what deeds are done; 
For, on this morn, three potent nations meet, 
To shed before his shrine the blood he deems 
most sweet. 


By Heaven! it is a splendid sight to see : 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 

Their rival scarfs of mixed embroidery, 

Their various arms that glitter in the air, 
What gallant war-hounds rouse them from their 
lair, 
And eneen their fangs, loud yelling for the 
rey ! 

All join the dlietes but few the triumph share ; 
The grave shall bear the chiefest prize away, 
And Havock scarce, for joy, can number their 

array. 


Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice 5 
Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high ; 
Three gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies 5 
The shouts are—France!—Spain'—Albion!— 
Victory ! 
The foe, the victim, and the fond ally, 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 
Are met—as if at home they could not die— 
To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain, 
And fertilize the field that each pretends to 
gain. 


There shall they rot—Ambition’s honoured fools! 
Yes, honour decks the turf that wraps their 
clay! 
Vain sophistry! in these behold the tools— 
The broken tools—that tyrants cast away 
By myriads, when they dare, to pave their way 
With human hearts—to what ?—a dream alone! 
Can despots compass aught that hails their sway ? 
Or call, with truth, one span of earth their 
own, 
Save that wherein, at last, they crumble bone 
by bone. 


Oh, Albuera! glorious field of grief ! 
As o’er thy plain the pilgrim pricked his steed, 
Who could foresee thee, in a space so brief, 
A scene where mingling foes should boast and 
bleed? 
Peace to the perished! May the warrior’s meed, 
And tears of triumph, their reward prolong ! 
Till others fall, where other chieftains lead, 
Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng, 
And shine, in worthless lays, the theme of 
transient song ! 


PLO AT FILE 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


IN GREENWOOD SHADE, OR WINDING 


DELL. 
A GLEE, 
(M*Nally.) 

IN greenwood shade, or winding dell, 
We, merry maids and archers, dwell ; 
In quiet, free from worldly strife, 
We pass a cheerful rural life, 
And, by the moon’s pale quiv’ring beams, 
We frisk it near the crystal streams. 


Our station’s near the king’s highway, 
We rob the rich, the poor to pay; 

The wo-worn wretch we still protect, 

The widow—orphan—ne’er neglect ; 

Fat churchmen, proud, we.cause to stand, 
And whistle for our steady band. 


GPLEP ELLIO? 


A NEW BUNDLE OF WANTS. 


I’LL sing you a song about wants, 
It’s a song that you’re wanting of me, 
I don’t want to make you all sad, 
But I want mich toad to your glee. 
We all of us wants have enough 
Through this life as we travel along, 
And my first and my greatest of wants, 
Is—i want to please yon with my song. 


A man that’s in want of a place, 
You'll say that no fate can be worse ; 
A man that’s in want of some money, 
He’s not much in want of a purse. 
A man that’s in want of his teeth 
Had better give over nut-cracking ; 
And he that wants shoes to his feet, 
Needn’t lay out his money in blacking. 


The ladies, Lord bless em! have wants, 
I hope they’ll not take it amiss ; 
Little miss wants to be fat mamma, 
Fat mamma wants to be little miss; 
The old ones they want to be wed, 
The young ones to flirt with their beaux, 
But I’m certain that both old and young 
Have long been in want of more clothes, 


A man that’s in want of tobacco 
He cannot want much with a pipe; 
And he that’s in want of a dinner 
May want half a yard of fat tripe; 
The man that has corns on his toes 
Wants a smooth road instead of a rough ; 
And the man that’s no nose on his face 
Must want a new way to take snuff. 


The man that’s in want of a leg 
Will make but a very poor runner; 
And he that’s in want of an eye 
Will make but a pitiful gunner. 
Our enemies’ wants are supplied, 
British soldiers will keep ’em retreating, 
Our generals gave ’em their wants, 
For they gave them a terrible beating. 


PPP ILL LES 


THE SABLE-CLAD CURTAIN’S UNDRAWN. 
THE sable-clad curtain’s undrawn, 


The lark carols sweetly on high, 
Quickly opens the eye of the morn, 


See, the sunbeams are gilding the sky ; 


The huntsman he throws off the hounds, 


The horn winds a tedious delay, 


While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 
Till the huntsmen proclaim him in view ; 
Now, his strength and his cunning a-mort, 
See the dogs seize, in triumph, their prey, 
While the death of the game gives fresh life to the 
sport, 
In expecting the summons for hark, hark away ! 


Now for Liberty-Hall we repair, 
To replenish the joys of the field, 
Where good-humour presides with the fare, 
And the wife smiles, obedience to yield ; 
While the bottle and bowl both unite 
To vie with the sports of the day, 
Let bumpers go round to the sportsman’s delight, 
And all join in the chorus of hark, hark away ! 


GPE LP PLO P 


BROTHERLY LOVE, RELIEF, AND TRUTH, 
ARE TITLES WE ADORE. 


(Matthew Garland.) 


FILL, brother, fill to the brim, 

Freely drink and cheerful sing, 
Long life and luck to him 

Who does the apron wear: 
Hymen shall rule the day ; 
Venus must have sovereign Sway ; 
For masons love to toy and play, 
When Hymen leads the way. 

Fill, brother, fill, &c. 


There is our Noble Grand, 

The finest fellow im the land ; 

Who waves his friendly hand 
To grace the Master’s chair ; 

He’s blessed for life, 

United to a virtuons wife, 

A virtuous wife his friend through life, 
Who makes the happy man. 

Fill, brother, fill, &c. 


Such another set of souls, 
Who virtue cherish o’er our bowls, 
Who with us are to be compared 

Among the sons of Noah? 
It’s brother here, it’s brother there, 
High and low our titles wear, 
Brotherly love, relief, and truth, 

Are titles we adore. 

Fill, brother, fill, &c. 


GPP LI IPF 


THOU, BLUSHING ROSE. 
(Sir Richard Fanshaw, 1648.) 


| THOU blushing rose, within whose virgin leaves 


The wanton wind to sport himself presumes, 
Whilst from their rifled wardrobe he receives, 
For his wings purple, for his breath perfumes! 


Blown in the morning, thou shalt fade e’er noon! 
What boots a life which in such haste forsakes 
thee? 
Thou’rt wondrous frolic, being to die so soon, 
And passing proud a little colour makes thee. 


If thee thy brittle beauty so deceives, 
Know, then, the thing that swells thee is thy. 
bane ; 
For the same beauty doth, in bloody leaves, 
The sentence of thy early death contain. 


Some clown’s coarse lungs will poison thy sweet 
flower, 
If by the careless plough thou shalt be torn, 


And the heart of each sportsman, elated, rebounds, 


: And many Herods lie in wait each hour 
In expecting the summons for hark, hark away! y, 


To murder thee as soon as thon art born ; 
Nay, force thy bud to blow, their tyrant death, 
Anticipating life, to hasten death. 





Hark, a burst gives the signa] for chase, 
Through woodlands we, dashing, pursue, 
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THE SIEGE OF TROY. 
(Dibdin.) 


I sinc of a war set on foot for a toy, 

‘And of Paris and Helen, and Hector and Troy ; 

Where on women, kings, gen’rals, and cobblers, 
you stumble, 

And of mortals and gods meet a very strange 
jumble. 


Sing didderoo, bubberoo, oh, my joy,» 

How sweetly they did one another destroy ; 
Come, fill up your bumpers, the whisky enjoy, 
May we ne’er see the like of the siege of Troy. 


Menelaus was happy wid Helen his wife, 
Except dat she led him a de’il of a life ; 
Wid dat handsome taef, Paris, she’d toy and 
she’d play, 
Till they packed up their awls and they both ran 
aWaye 
a Sing didderoo, bubberoo, &c. 


Agamemnon, and all the great chiefs of his house, | 


Soon took up the cause of this hornified spouse ; 
While Juno said this thing, and Venus said that, 


And the gods fell a wrangling they knew not for | 


what. 
Sing didderoo, bubberoo, &c. 


Oh, den such a slaughter, and cutting of trotes, 
And slaying of bullocks, and off’ring up goats ; 
Till the cunning Ulysses, the Trojans to cross, 
Clapt forty fine fellows in one wooden horse. 

- Sing didderoo, bubberoo, &c. 


Oh, den for to see the maids, widows, and wives, | 
Crying, some for their virtue, and some for their | 


lives ; 


Thus, after ten years they’d defended their town, 


Poor dear Troy in ten minutes was all burnt 
down. 
Sing didderoo, bubberoo, &c. 


But to see how it ended ’s the best joke of all; 
Scarce had wronged Menelaus ascended the wall , 
But he, blubb’ring, saw Helen, and, oh, strange 
to tell, 
The man took his mare, @nd so all was well. 
Sing didderoo, bubberoo, &c. 


POOL GI? IEDOD 


GENTLE SLEEP! LEAVE NOT THY 
LOVER NOW. 


(David Lester Richardson. ) 


Ox! gentle Sleep 
Leave not thy lover now, 

But thy fair tresses steep 
Where Lethe’s streamlets flow, 
And lave my burning brow: 


O, faithless maid! 
To fly when grief appears, 
And the languid frame is laid 
On a couch bedewed with tears! 


OH! 


Alas! in happier hours, 
When Peace, thy bridal maid, 
Wooed thee to the secret shade, 
Where a gorgeous screen was twined 
O’er a couch of summer flowers-— 
Thou wert not so unkind! 


Farewell! thou faithless maid ' 
Yet not a long tarewell,— 

For swiftly speeds the coming night, 
When Death, with unresisted might, 
Shall bring thee to the silent cell 

Where a broken heart is laid! 





| pillars by pulling 


| without a patient, the quack player 


} ber without a seat. 
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THE PARLIAMENT MAN. 
(Knight. ) 
HEAR! hear! hear! each compeet 
Having met once more together, 
And you'll know, ere we go, 
How I plead my cause. 
Public speakers, pension seckers, 
As uncertain as the weather ; 
A descendant, independent, 
Speaks for mere applause. 


SPOKEN.] In broaching the present question 
before the honourable members of this house, f 
anticipate that liberality which marks both the 


| national character and her acknowledged magna- 


nimity ; but I shall place my position, without 
going over the usual ground. Love, Mr. Speaker, 
occupies the heads and the. hearts of many mil- 
lions of the population of this brilliant empire. As 
Englishmen, we are called upon to protect the an- 
cient feelings of our forefathers, and what feeling 
is there more ancient than the tender passion? 
"Tis the soldier’s stimulus; the sailor’s reward ; 
the solace of kings, lords, and commons ,; 
thereby involving the general happiness of man- 
kind. ( Hear, hear, hear. ) Marriage, Mr. Speaker, 
is its best security: to effect which, I shall call to 
my aid, banns, license, and even a trip to the 
Tweed. My life is my country’s, and I devote it 
to her; but my heart is my mistress’s, its vitality 
my honour; if I stain either, my reward be the 
reward of atraitor. (Hear, hear, hear.) Come, 


that’s pretty well for a maiden speech. 


Hear! hear! hear! &c. 


Hear! hear! hear! 
To content parliament, 
And prove worthy of my station, 
Friend or foe, con or pro, 
Ne’er shall bribe my will. 
Ever steady, always ready 
To assist or aid the nation ; 
But our use is ’gainst abuses 
To bring in a bill. 


SPOKEN.] I rise to assure the honourable mem- 
ber who spoke last, that I shall give all my sup- 
port to his tax upon quacks, in order to prop the 
down the caterpillars of every 
profession, viz. quack lawyers, quack doctors . 
quack players, quack parsons, quack poets, and 
quack members ; all of whom tax the public by 
vending a spurious commodity. The manner in 
which I purpose levying this tax will, I hope, be 
considered a national good: I would have the 
quack lawyer without a fee, the quack doctor 
without a 
plaudit, the quack parson without a pulpit, the 
quack poet without a printer, and the quack mem-~ 
These honours I’d strip from 
the shadow of genius, in order to crown the sub- 
stance. We should then have learned lawyers, 
skilful doctors, original players, pious parsons, 
sound poets, and, for the honour of the nation, 
sound members to support our sound constitution. 

Hear! hear! hear! &c. 


Hear! hear! hear! 
Ere we turn to adjourn 
Business till another meeting, 
I must call one and all 
T'o a potent case. 
Order, order! call to order, 
While the subject I am treating, 
If not carried, when ’tis parried, 
’ll resign my place. 


SPOKEN.] Mr, Speaker, the success of the pre- 
sent question is the darling object of my heart, 


\ 
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and the most incredulous will believe, when I 
assert, by the honour of my seat, that I feel 
deeply interested for the argument of to-night ; 
and, therefore, profess myself highly flattered in 
seeing the House so well attended, having called 
the eyes of the public to the bill of this evening ; 
I oppose the standing order for the exclusion of 
Strangers, and, in case of a division, see no cause 
for clearing the gallery. A division or no divi- 
sion, that is the question? as many as are con- 
tent, say aye! the non-contents, no! the contents 
have it, the contents have it. 
Hear! hear! hear! &c, 










SOP PIP CPE 


HIS SPARKLING EYES WERE BLACK AS 
JET, 
(G. Colman.) 


His sparkling eyes were black as jet; 
Chica, chica, chica, cho ; 
Can I my comely Turk forget ? 
O, never, never, never, no! 
Did he not watch till night did fall, 
And sail in silence on the sea? 
Did he not climb our sea-girt wall, 
To talk so lovingly to me? 
Q! his sparkling eyes, &c. 


His lips were of the coral hue, 
His teeth like ivory so white ; 
But he was hurried from my view 
Who gave to me such fond delight! 
And why should tender lovers part? 
And why should father cruel be ? 
Why bid me banish from my heart 
A heart so full of Jove for me? 
Q! his sparkling eyes, &c. 


GeRCCC OD 


BEN, THE SAILOR; 
OR, THAT WAS OUR WAY AT SEA. 


( Upton.) 
‘ SILENCE, Jack, don’t bea railer, 
We are of the Albion’s crew! 
Silence, then,’ said Ben, the sailor, 
‘ We are sons of old true blue! 
What if this or that thing rake us, 
Let the vixen, Fortune, be ! 
Grief should never overtake us, 
That was. our way atsea! 


* Murmur not,’ said Ben, the sailor, 
* Let the landsmen whine and growl 5 
You nor I was ne’er a railer 
When the winds were known to howl! 
Death could never yet affright us, 
No, nor foes, where’er they be; 
Pass the grog, then, to delight us, 
That was our way at sea! 


*« Come, my heart,’ said Ben, the sailor, 
Sling about the smiling can?” 
He was never yet a railer 
That knew how to show the man/ 
Come, Jack, come, we’ve yet a duty 
To perform, both you and me; 
Pass the grog to friends and beauty, 
That was our way at sea,’ 


LoL LOL OF 


FRANTIC ELLEN, 
(Harton. ) 


Hark! how on Jura’s rocky shores, 
The storm of battle dismal roars, 
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And echoes to the sky ; 
Now on each mail-clad chieftain prest, 
Dread lightnings flashed around each breast, 
And victory was the cry. 


Stanch to the cause for which they bled, 
Their course they marked o’er heaps of dead, 
That strewed the crimson field g 
Though death in all its terrors frowned, 
And many a clansman bit the ground, 
Lord Malcolm scorned to yield. 


From rank to rank the warrior hies, 
Destruction glancing from his eyes, 
And called on Douglas’ name; 
Douglas, restore my dearest part, 
Or this keen blade skall find thine heart, 
And brand thy hated name. ; 


Soon from his clan Lord Dougias sprung, 
Eternal anger chained his tongue, 
With mighty strength, in vain, 
The faithless blade, beneath the stroke, 
On Malcolm’s plumed helmet broke, 
And shivered on the plain. 


Then stern the youthful warrior stood, 
Paused ere his falchion drank his blood, 
And thus exclaimed aloud ; 
’Tis Heaven hath given this arm of mine 
To punish dastard crimes like thine, 
So hie thee to thy shroud. 


The sword from Malcolm’s lordly crest 

Its passage sought through Douglas’ breast, 
And stopped his vital breath ; 

The corse, pale, quivering, on the ground, 

Convulsed with many a bleeding wound, 
Terrific looked in death. 


Now Ellen, from the castle’s height, 

Had been spectatress of the fight, 
And saw the tyrant’s end ; 

Great God, she cried, my hero lives, 

My lord, my Malcolm, still survives, 
His Ellen to defend. 


This fairest flower of Nature’s hand, 

Phat ever grew on Scottish strand, 
Was Donald’s only child ; 

Her form was purer than the snow, 

That oft the wintry whirlwinds blow, 
From Lomond’s mountains wild. 


The locks that o’er her forehead played 

Disclosed two gems beneath their shade, 
In artless beauty framed ; 

The softest wind that gently blows 

Had tinged her cheeks with vernal rose, 
And modesty unblamed. 


Down from the walls she cheerly hies, 
And through the camp directs her eyes, 
Her lord once more to greet ; 
When, lo! some fury winged a dart, 
That pierced her Malcolm to the heart, 
And stretched him at her feet. 


Shrieking aloud, her face turned pale, 

Too weak to bear the passing gale, 
She fainted on the plain ; 

I go, she cried, to other shores, 

Where no loud martial discord roars, 
In peace we’ll meet again. 


GRIP IL? CEP 


THE LOAVES AND THE FISHES. 
( Bryant.) 
WHEN a servant is lucky, and gets a good place, 
He should always avoid getting into disgrace ; 
He should bow and be grateful, smile and all 
that, 
And he’s sure to come in for the lean and the fat; 
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And then you'll confess he completes all his 
wishes, 

For there’s nothing on earth like the loaves and 
the fishes. 


Then, if he’s promoted, with salary raised, 

In public his master should always be praised, 

And loudly his virtues should be dwelt upon, 

Although the said master is favoured with none ; 

And then, you'll confess, he completes all his 
wishes, 

For there’s nothing on earth like the loaves and 
the fishes. 


But once out of place, with the money in purse, 

At servitude rail, and say nothing is worse , 

And, if talking of master, of son, or of wife, 

Say you never knew one that was good in your 
life : 

But this should be done when you’ve gained all 

our wishes, 

For there s nothing on earth like the loaves and 

the fishes. 




















PEOLIL OSS 


OH! DID YOU NOT HEAR A VOICE OF 
DEATH. 


(T. Moore.) 


Ou! did you not hear a voice of death ? 
And did you not mark the paly form 

Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 
And sang a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 


Was it a wailing bird in the gloom, 

Which shrieks on the house of wo all night? 
Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light? 


Twas not the death-bird’s cry from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast, 
Twas the shade of Helderic, man of blood, 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past. 


See how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ; 
Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

Where hangs the shield of this son of Death. 


That shield is blushing with murderous stains, 
Long has it hung from the cold yew’s spray 5 

It is blown by storms, and washed by rains, 
But neither can take the blood away. 


Oft by that yew, on the blasted field, 
Demons dance to the red moon’s light, 
While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night. 


PILL L LIF 


DAN DAB AND DOLLY DECKSWAB, 
OR, A WHISPER OF KIND COMFORT. 


4ir—<« When William, at Eve, meets me down at 
the Stile.’—(E. J. B. Box.) 


WHEN Dolly Deckswab I meets down at the Gate, 
That is, Billingsgate-market, I mean ; 
While her basket of flounders she bears on her 
pate, 
Oh! how sweetly she’ll lap up the gin; 
And Doll never thinks it too early nor late, 
So the cove brings us full quarterns in. 
So the cove brings, &c. 
[f a half-pint I calls for, at Darkhouse-lane door, 
As a standing-go, just passing by ! 
When ’tis out, Dolly hints that *twere best take 
one more, 
Just between us, to wet t’other eye! 
Then the third, fourth, and fifth in, while I pays 
the score, 
Doll’s too well-bred the sixth to deny. 
Doll’s too well-bred, &c. 
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T’other morning’s full market, fugh ! smelt rather 
~ stale, 
Doll and I, always up to our stops, 

The weather was warm, and the fish getting cale, 
They war’n’t flash for the monger-coves’ shops. 
Took our freights, made a go, that’s a lucky day’s 

sale, 
We at night met to take our cool drops. 
We at night met, &c. 


In our cups, taken freely, affection grew blind, 
Then, said Doll, “‘ Now, I thinks, I can see, 

<< It would be a prime rig, if we both were in- 

clined, 

«© That’s to make a joint stock, and agree 

‘To tell out our swag, and be both of one mind, 
<< Just as husband and wife ought to be. 

«‘ Just as husband,”’ &c. 


«© Enough!” says I; for, to have said a word less 
Would have been t’have said nothing at all; 
<¢ We'll both row in one boat, and be both in one 
mess, 
<¢ Whether sober or drunk, stand or fall.” 
Doll jumped up, screwed her sweet mouth to give, 
as you'd guess, 
Me a kiss, but, by luck, kissed the wall. 
Me a kiss, but, &c. 


All was settled for good luck, till bad luck con- 
trived, 
The next day, 
In, her husband, 
rived, 
And, alive, came ashore from his ship 5 
Thus our boat of love swamped, our new joys 
were short-lived, 
As oft haps ’twixt the cup and the lip. 
As oft haps ’twixt, &c. 


*twixt our bargain to slip 
Dick Deckswab, from India ar- 


Still we meet at the Gate, there, while Fortune we 
2 blame, 
Still in taking our comfort-drops free, 

«‘ If Dick Deckswab,” I says, ‘‘ home unluckily 

came 3” 

Thus Doll whispers kind comfort to me : 

<< Poh! nonsense, Dan, as husband is but a name, 
<« Twill be Dan Dab, when Dick’s gone to sea. 

«« "Pwill be Dan Dab,” &c. 


GOEL LILOF 


HASTEN HOME, ERE CLOSE OF DAY. 
A GLEE. 
[Music, Goulding, and Co. Soho-square. } 
(G. M‘Farren. ) 


Seg, the sun is brightly glowing, 
And the birds forget their tune 5 
Mountain airs no more are blowing, 

Tis the drowsy hour of noon. 
The wanderer, freshed and free, 
His humble thanks shall pay, 
And bless the hospitality 
That helps him on his way. 
Then hie away—hie away— 
Hasten home, ere close of day— 
Over hill, over dell ; 
Friends, fare ye well. 


Here the pilgrim, faint and weary, 
Shares our free but frugal board ; 
Ucre the mourner, sad and dreary, 
Soon is cherished and restored. 
And cold, indeed, thet heart must be 
That scorns a tuneful lay. 
To bless the hospitality 
That helps him on his way. 
Then hie away, &¢, 


SELLE IF 
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TANTIVY, TANTIVY, AWAY WE WILL GO. 


(B. Bigg.) 
SPORTSMEN, away, the morning air 
Leads us on, both fresh and fair ; 

The merry-sounding pack await our call, , 
And Harmony reigns, well-pleased, with all. 
Tantivy, tantivy, 

Away we will go, 
And join in the cry 
Of the huntsman’s hollo! 


Love may be fine, but not to me, 

Give me a life of sport and glee, 

Of horses and hounds a plentiful hoard, 

And, at night, nut-brown ale ever gracing my board. 
Tantivy, tantivy, &c. 


Peace may smile, ’tis hard if she don’t, 

But can we make the jade, if she wo’n t? 

So a fig for old Fortune, away with ola Care, 

Give me but a hunter, a hound, and a hare. 
Tantivy, tantivy, &c. 


OPP PLCC 


FROM A LONG VOYAGE WHEN HOME- 
WARD STEERING. 


FROM a long voyage when homeward steering, 
Their native home once more in view, 

The long-lost Albion’s cliffs appearing, 
The sight revives the jovial crew ; 

For there each one expects much pleasure 
With the girls whom they adore, 

To sail no more, enjoy the treasure, 
To rest content on their native shore, 


While the happy crew is thus regaling 
On thoughts, how jovial have they been, 
And every joy again prevailing, 
Till annoyed by danger unforseen ; 
For oft, when they have gained their coast, 
Expecting every peril o’er, 
All hands are pressed, again they’re forced 
To sea, and leave their native shore. 


Their perilous toil again assails them, 
The fate of war, or winds, or waves, 
Their fortitude yet never fails them, 
Though doomed to find a distant grave, 
From dire alarms, or bitter mournings, 
In heat of fight, when cannons roar, 
A hope yet cheers them of returning 
To rest content on their native shore. 


PPI PLP OOP 


OBEY THE GLAD SUMMONS, TO LETHE 
REPAIR. 


( Garrick. ) 


YE mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly misguides, and infirmities vex 
Whose lives hardly know what it is to be blest, 
Who rise without joy, and lie down without rest, 
Obey the glad summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the stream, and forget all your 
care, 
Drink deep of the stream, &c. 


Old maids shall forget what they wish for in vain, 
And young ones the’ rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake shall forget how last night he was cloyed, 
And Chloe again be with passion enjoyed : 
Obey, then, the summons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 
And drink an oblivion, &c. 


The wife, at one draught, may forget all her 
wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
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The troubled in mind shall go cheerful away, 

And yesterday’s wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey, then,.the summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the stream, and forget all your 

care. 
Drink deep of the Stream, &c, 


GPLPOP POP LD? 


THE MORN IS BEAMING BRIGHTLY. 
Air— Charlie is my Darling,’ ’—(Miss Bryant. ) 


THE morn is beaming brightly, 
The dew is brighter still, 
The sun looks, peeping, lightly 
Just over yonder hill : 
Then listen to thy lover, 
Who, joyful, waits thee here, 
Shade Nature’s beauties over, 
And come to me, my dear. 


The little flowers, in wildness 
And fragrance, breathe a sigh,— 
The violet, in its mildness, 
Looks like thy dark blne eye. 
Then listen to thy lover, &c. 


The blushing rose, in splendour, 
With dye so pure and meek, 
Looks lovely, and as tender 
As those upon thy cheek. 
Then listen to thy lover, &c. 


F’en Nature’s self is smiling, 
She bids me think of thee, 
Then, all her sweets beguiling, 
Ah, dearest, come to me. 
Then listen to thy lover, &c. 


PPI OFP IPS? 


DRINK, AND FILL THE BOWL AGAIN. 
(Upton. ) 
BRING me, boy, a flowing bowl, 
Deep and spacious as the sea, 
Then shall every noble soul 
Drink and fathom it with me ; 
While good-humour is afpat, 
E’er to part would be a sin; 
Let us sail in pleasure’s boat,— 
Drink, and fill the bowl again. 


Let the hoary miser toil, 
We such sordid views despise ; 
Give us wine, and beauty’s smile, 
There each glowing rapture lies. 
While good-fellowship we boast, 
Fill the goblet to the brim ; 
Lovely woman! is my toast, 
Drink, and fill the bowl again. 


Care, thou bane of every joy, 
To some distant region fly ; 
Here reigns Bacchus, jolly boy! 
Hence, old greybeard, hence, and die. 
While we revel in delight, 
F’er to part would be a sin; 
And, since Care is put to flight, 
Drink, and fill the bowl again. 


PROL OEP ES 


BEHOLD THE MAN THAT IS UNLUCKY 
Air—** Jack Rattlin,”’ 


BEHOLD the man that is unlucky, 
Not through neglect, by fate worn poor ; 
Though generous, kind, when he was wealthy, 
His friends to him are friends no more ! 
He finds in each the same like fellow, 
By trying those he had relieved ; 
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Though men shake hands, drink healths, get mel- 
low 
Yet men by men are thus deceived. 


Where can he find a fellow-creature 
To comfort him in his distress? 
His old acquaintance proves a stranger, 
That used his friendship to profess ! 
Although a tear starts from his feeling, 
His selfish heart cannot be moved ; 
Then what avails his goodly preaching, 
Since gen’rous deeds cannot be proved. 


But so it is in life among us, 
And, give mankind their justly due, 
Tis hard to find one truly gen’rous, 
We all, at times, find this too true ; 
But, if your friend, he feels your sorrow, 
His tender heart’s glad to relieve ; 
And, when he thinks on you to-morrow, 
He’s happy he had that to give. 


Ye ee 


Is’T MY STORY YOU'D KNOW. 
(Dibdin.) 


Is’r my story you’d know—I was Patrick Mul- 
rooney, 
A jolman, and Ireland my nation ; 
To be sure, I was not a right fellow, too, honey, 
Before my transmogrification. 
I did not at all talk of flames and of darts, 
To conquer the fair—the dear jewels,— 
And with husbands, because I won their wives’ 
hearts, 
I did not fight plenty of duels. 
Then, arrah, bodder how you can, 
You'll ne’er persuade me, honey, 
For I shall always, bull or man, 
Be Patrick Mulrooney. 


When at Almack’s, or White’s, or at Brookes’s, or 
at Boodle’s, 
I have sat up all night in the morning, 
’Mong blacklegs, and coggers, and pigeons, an 
noodles, 
The calling to use I was born in ; 
To be sure, many honest gold guineas it yields, 
But, since ’tis a service of danger, 
I’m a better man now, I’m a bull in the fields, 
To popping and tilting a stranger. 


PPI LLEIP 


THE SWEET LITTLE GIRL THAT I LOVE. 


My friends all declare that my time is mispent 
While in rural retirement I rove ; 
Iask no more wealth than dame Fortune has 
sent, 
But the sweet little girl that I love. 
The rose on her cheek’s my delight, 
She’s soft as the down of the dove ; 
No lily was ever so white, 
As the sweet little girl that I love. 


Though humble my lot, calm content gilds the 
scene, 
For my fair one delights in the grove ; 
Anda palace I’d quit for a dance on the green 
With the sweet little girl that I love. 
The rose on her cheek’s, &c. 


No ambition I own but to call her my own, 
No fame but her praise wish to prove ; 
My happiness centers in Fanny alone, 
She’s the sweet little girl that I love. 
The rose on her cheek’s, &c. 


weertile 
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THE gods, at a feast, to enliven the hour, 

Called forth the assistance of music’s sweet power : 

Their decree I approve, to my horn I will sound, 

For the horn is the music I’ll strive to redound. 
Derry down, &c. 


No music so ancient, therefore, none so good 5 
They had horns in great plenty before Noah’s 
flood, 
And down from the deluge, all hist’ry informs 
That kings, lords, and commons have all blown 
their horns. 
Derry down, &c. 


Our wives are called consorts, and why? you will 
ask ; 
To answer that question’s a difficult task 5 
I humbly conceive, ’tis because they can bring 
A huge pair of horns, anda tongue that can 
sing. 
Derry down, &c. 


Some husbands, contented, as I have been told, 
With wearing of horns, if they’re tipt with gold ; 
Whilst others run mad, when they find out their 
wives, ; 
Like horn-giggs they whip them each day of their 
lives. 
Derry down, &c. 


A comb’s made of horn, and, therefore, "tis said, 
When a man is henpecked, his wife combs his 
head 
And when “the grey mare’s better horse of the 
two ; 
The man runs horn mad, so gets rid of his shrew. 
Derry down, &c. 


In George the Fourth’s reign, full many a spouse, 
With a pair of these antlers, adorn their love’s 
brows 3 ) 

To fulfil the scripture, the. sweet creature labours 
To exalt her dear’s horns ”bove that of her neigh- 
bours. 
Derry down, &c. 


Though the horn may in music he proper and 
ood 
Yet, to guard the old isle, there’s nothing like 
Wood: 
May honour and honesty be the proud strain, 
With success to old England, and George the 
Fourth’s reign. 
Derry down, &c. 


OLS IL ICL 


KEEN IS THE SORROW, AND SAD IS 
THE TEAR. 


(H. B. Code.) 


THouGH keen is the sorrow, and sad is the tear, 
From the scene of our joys when we part, 

And turn a last look on the friends who are dear, 
Or the still dearer girl of our heart; 

Yet, O! what a desert the bosom must prove 

That knows not the feelings of friendship and 

love. 


The dew-drop of night, though in darkness it lie, 
Gives a gem to the lustre of morn ; 
And so, in our griefs, sensibility’s sigh 
The heart whence it springs can adorn. 
But, O! what a desert, &c. 


GIIIIIIS 


ao 


MR. ABRAHAMS, THE JEW PEDLER; 
OR, CURING THE SIMPLES WITHOUT CUTTING! 


Air— Since Kathleen has proved so untrue.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


I’M a merry Jew-pedler as pe, 
Arl round de country vat’s tripping it; 
Arl de peeples vat’s dealers mit me 
Knows I’m a rum one for tipping it. 
Vatch-chains and rings, brooches, seals,— 
Gammons vat I’m a prime jeweller, 
But who vat for a mended-crack deals, 
Finds none more at vorking job crueller. 


SPOKEN.] I mends a crack as quack cures a 
cancer, by making it vorse de more I doctors it ; 
and, like a quack, ven I gets a job into ma hands, 
ma tinkering is sure to do arl mischief mitout no 
good at arl, and arlvays mar vatever I mend! I 
makes arl ma gold-solder of pure lead, vat’s capi- 
tal for a joint; peautiful it ish, ven I lackers it 
arl over nice as it looks like real gold to a body’s 
eye. So I touch de balsam for ma job, vat does 
it matter to me if de joint vo’n’t hold ven it ish 
touched? I’m off, and let dem find dat out time 
enough arter vat’s behind ma back. 


Dat’s arl vat’s fair trade in our vay, 
As ’twas practised of old at Jerusalem ; 
Do de job, (vat ish make ’em vell pay, ) 
And, to finish de vork, vell bamboozle ’em. 


Von day a young farmer’s fat vife, 

A lady vat arl superstitious was, 
Proke her ring, vat ill-luck for her life, 

A token she tought unpropitious vas ! 
A gipsy, consulted, had said, 

‘* By dis accident, ma’am, you are done over, 
But for dis arl your life’s marriage-bed, 

Vould have been nice sweet sleeping upon 

clover !” 

SPOKEN.] She vas tell me arl dat apout it her- 
self; and, O! tear, Mister Abrahams, says she, 
Tam so unhappy vat I shall pe arl miserable of 
ma life! Pooh! arl nonsense, says I, don’t pe- 
lief a vord vat you say to yourself. I’il put arl 
right, and make you as happy mit your husband’s 
arm as vould be if you vas in Abraham’s bosom. 
Vell den, Mister Abrahams, says she, mit a sigh 
of her heart fluttering in her mout, you tinks vat 
you can do it forme? Yesh, ma’am, I can do it 
arl for you, vat take avay every bit of ill-luck. 
Made a nice soft job, mit ma solder peautiful 
lackered arl over; knew it vouldn’t hold togeder 
arl night, so makes her pelief vat if de joint open 
in de morning it ish let in arl her good-luck back 
again; and if it don’t it vo’n’t. Next day she 
vas quite arl over delight mit de crack, and crack- 
ed me arl round her neighbours, vat got me plenty 
of jobs mit de ladies ; made her tip handsome for 
de ring-joint, vat wnjoint to bring her every ting 
vat ish please her comfortable back again : made 
a profitable jewel of her. Iam a prime jeweller 
in de vomen’s vay, vat likes a bit of humbugs, or 
it vo’n’t do at arl mit ’em. Besides, — 

Dat’s arl vat’s fair trade, &c. 


In ma travels vat yearly I takes, 
Mit de vomens nobody’s more fun about g 
Of arl colours, fair, reds, browns, and blakes, 
Dey, like chickens, arl round me comes running 
out: 
Thouyh complaint of ma workmanship’s made, 
Vat a mended crack cracked again suddenly ; 
Yet, as I arl ma vork does in lead, 
Dey can’t say vat I do dere jobs voodenly. 


SPOKEN.] Ven stops in a village vat’s but von 
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public-house, I arlvays puts up at de head inn, to 
be respectable. Von day at Nutley, vhere I’m 
arlvays sveet upon ma landlady, vat I do arl her 
odd jobs for vat she vants; Mrs. M*‘Gullmoony, 
an Irish lady, vat keeps de sign of de Pope’s 
Head and Pepper-box, vas as hot upon me as 
mustard and cayenne ven I vent in, because her 
ear-drop came out. Och! be Jabis, Mister Abra- 
hams, says she, but you vo’n’t be doing a lady 
again mit your good joints vat’s a bad one! Arl 
de gold vat you did, vas noting but pewter, vat’s 
every bit lead. Be de powers! you made ma gold 
ear-drops a vooden job vat dropped out before dey 
vas in; vat’s asa shame, Mr. Abrahams. Vell, 
vell; don’t you make yonrself in passions, ma 
sveet Mrs. M‘Gullmoony ; you knows vat I arlvays 
does your odd jobs nice, so you can’t say vat if it 
be leaden vork tish a vooden job I makes! says [. 
Let me look at it again. Ah! dere now ; I sees 
arl vat is; youvas put your drops into your mout, 
*stead of in your ear; dat’s vat turn every ting to 
lead; but I’ll make it arl gold over again for no- 
ting only half price, peautiful for you. Lead and 
lacker ; did her job over again, and did her over, 
too; for, though she vas sharp, she vasn’t up, so 
made her tip down. Vorked her over nicely as 
ma eye, at laste,—vorked her into good humour, 
and vorked herout of de brads. So, you see, I’m 
a proper vorking jeweller mit de vomens vherever 
I pe ; sure to cheat ’em, von vay or t’oder, vat’s arl 
one; vhile you know— 
Dat’s arl vat’s fair trade, &c. 


In ma business I knows every trick 
Vat’s belong to arl sorts of Jew-pedlarcals, 
Makes and sells vat make vell people sick, 
Mock rhubarb and other such medicals. 
Sham nutmegs, and plasters for corns, 
Drops vat’s for green-sickness routing out ; 
Pills vat’s to procreate horns, 
Powders to soften ’em vhile sprouting out. 


SPOKEN.] I does more business in dat vay as 
nobody at arl beside. Den I’ve got a charm vat’s 
a specific for love-qualms, and cures de simples 
mitout cutting! Nothing vat’s better as dat; 
bringing de simples out of ma customers ish vat 
bring de monies into ma pocket; and I never 
stops at any ting for vat’s make ’em pay for dere - 
vit; because every vay I cures de simples. 

Dat’s arl vat’s fair trade, &c. 


OL OL IPL H 


HUSBANDS EVER MUST BE PLEASED, 
(Holcroft. ) 


COLD or hungry, wet or weary, 
Husbands ever must be pleased ; 
Nor with saucy pout, or query, 
Wives must ever once be teaséd: 
Patient, humble, 
Unknown to grumble, 
Seldom angry, soon appeased ; 
Cold or hungry, wet or weary, 
Husbands ever must be pleased. 


Though of folly they’re convicted, 
Yet, should they the facts deny, 
Wives must not be contradicted ; 
Nor once asked for reasons why : 
Swinging, dinging, 
Scolding, singing, 
If they laugh, or if they cry, 
Wives must not be contradicted ; 
Nor once asked for reasons why, 
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THE DEATH OF THE WANDERING 
HIGHLANDER. 


(W. Gillespie.) : 


From the climes of the sun, all war-worn and 
weary, 
The highlander sped to his youthful abode, 
Fair visions of home cheered the desert so dreary, 
Though fierce was the noon-beam and steep was 
the road. 


Till, spent with the march that still lengthened 
before him, 
He stopped by the way in a sylvan retreat, 
The light, shady boughs of the birch-tree waved 
o’er him, 
And the stream of the mountain fell soft at his 
feet. 


He sank to repose where the red heaths are 
blended, 
One dream of his childhood his fancy passed 
o’er, 
But his battles are fought, and his march it is 
ended, 
The sound of the bagpipe shall wake him no 


more. 


No arm, in the day of the conflict, could wound 

Though Wat launched her thunder, in fury, to 

Now, fie aia of Death in the desert has found 

Now striched him in peace by the stream of the 
ill. 


Pale Autumn spreads o’er him the leaves of the 
forest, 
The fays of the wild chant the dirge of his 
rest ; 
And thou, little brook, still the sleeper deplorest, 
And moistenest the heath-bell that weeps on his 
breast. 


GOPL OLLI? 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 
OR, CABBAGE, BUT NO GOOSE, 
(©. Dibdin.) 


I AM a tailor gay 

As ever wore a thimble, 
Through life I work away, 

My fingers always nimble ; 
Although threadbare of wit, 

The lasses I can wheedle, 
And cut out jokes to fit, 

As sharp as any needle. 

Taral, raral, la, &c. 


A pattern-book of taste, 
Of manners superfine, sir, 
With fashion’s orders graced, 
To go through stitch is mine, sir ; 
On customers I fawn, 
The girls I quite bewitches, 
My speeches are fine-drawn, 
Though I sometimes take long stitches. 
Taral, raral, la, &c. 


Some folks, for jeering sake, 
(But I despise such railers,) 
They say, a man to make, 
It takes, at least, nine tailors; 
The falsehood I denounce, 
Though bucks may kick up rackets, 
In spite of all their bounce, 
Why, I can baste their jackets. 
Taral, raral, la, &c. 


With cabbage, too, they’re free, 

Poor tailors, la! they’d starve ’em ; 
Let ’em send a coat to me, 

And for’t see how I’d serve ’em : 
Much cabbage I don’t make, 

As proof { can produce, sirs, 
Glad all you’l) give to take, 

But pray don’t give me goose, sirs. 

Taral, raral, la, &c. 


Good customers, believe, 
To please you I’ll endeavour ; 
May I ne’er stitch a sleeve 
If turncoat I'll be ever ; 
Though broad-cloth are my jokes, 
T’ve superfine for ladies ; 
Approve them, then, good folks, 
And gratitude my trade is. 
Taral, raral, la, &c. 


PLP PCI 


A THRUSH UPON A CHERRY-TREE. 


A THRUSH, upon a cherry-tree, 
Piped sweetly to the skies, 

When, to disturb his tuneful glee, 
A prowler him descries. 


The unwelcome stranger soon drew near, 
And proudly perching, too, 

On the same tree, began to jeer 
The songster with cuckoo ! 


Hard by, a blooming holly grew, 
Within whose leafy breast, 

Concealed from prying rustic’s view, 
His bride had built her nest : 


The feathered pirate marked the bush, 
And prescient of his prey, 

Descending, seized the eggs, and thrush, 
Lamenting, drove away! 


Thus, sometimes, in the smiling scene 
Of human love and joy, 

Will fell Misfortune intervene, 
And all their bliss destroy. 


GPOGIPLOP 


O, SEND LEWIE GORDON HAME, 


- O, SEND Lewie Gordon hame, 


And the lad I dare na name; 

Though his back be at the wa’, 

Here’s to him that’s far awa’. 
O, hon, my highlandman! 
O, my bonny highlandman! 
Weel wad I my true love ken, 
Among ten thousand higlandmen. 


O, to see his tartan trews, 
Bonnet blue, and laigh-heeled shoes, 
Philibeg aboon his knee,— 
That’s the lad that I’ll gang wi’. 
O, hon, my highlandman! &c. 


This lovely youth of whom I sing 
Is fitted for to be a king ; 
On his breast he wears a star, 
You’d take him for the God of War. 
O, hon, my Highlandman! &c. 


O, to see this princely one ~ 
Seated on a royal throne! 
Disasters a’ wad disappear : 
Then begins the jub’lee year. 
O, hon, my Highlandman! &c. 
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FAREWELL, FAREWELL! FOR EVER- 
MORE, FAREWELL! 


[ Translated from the Irish. ] 


BEHOLD the crowded barks, that bear 
The pride of Erin from her shore ; 
Hark, their voice salutes the air,— 
Farewell, farewell! for evermore, 
Farewell ! 
A fresher breeze impels each sail, 
Swifter they cut the yielding wave, 
Till distance, and the rising gale, 
Have drowned the voices of the brave. 
Farewell ! 


Host are their forms, and from their eyes 
Their less’ning vessels sweep along ; 
Now let the voice of sadness rise ; 
Now strike the harp to sorrow’s song. 
Farewell! 
Bat vain expression’s plaintive powers 
Our weeping country’s woes to tell; 
Yet, not with yonder humbled towers, 
Her pride, her strength, her glory fell. 
Farewell ! 


No, then her glory owned no stain, 
Her pride, her strength, then shone as high, 
They bowed—a conquest to obtain, 
And changed defeat to victory. 
Farewell! 


But now is faded all her fame ; 
Lost are the triumphs she has won ; 
Torn are the trophies from her name , 
The sons she gloried in are gone. 
Farewell! 


Gone from their native vallies far, 
To combat on some foreign plain : 
Lead Gaul’s thick squadrons to the war; 
Give valour to the hosts of Spain. 
Farewell ! 


Yes, now she falls! no guardian hand 
Her prostrate form from earth to raise ! 
And Erin—lost, deserted land ! 
Has bade the brightest of her days 
Farewell ! 


THE VILLAGE COQUET. 
(R. C. Fair.) 


OLD Timothy Starch was an oilman by trade, 


Ha! he! ho! 
One daughter he had, who passed for a maid, 
Ha! he! ho! 


She (next to his cash) was her father’s delight, 
So beautiful, too, with her red and her white, 
Hair and nose of the first, cheeks and lips of the 
latter, 
And Hat humerous suitors who wished to be at 
er. 


Fol de rol, ha! he! ho! 


All the bucks in the village to her paid their vows, 


Ha! he! ho! 
For her father’s strong coffer they wished to es- 
pouse, 
Ha! he! ho! 


But the draper, so spruce, she sent off in a huff, 
And said the poor tailor was not man enough, 
That the carpenter swore, and the cobbler got 
drunk so, 
That one had bad eyes, and another’s breath 
stunk so, 
_ Fol de rol, ha! he! ho! 
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But a travelling preacher, who stopt at the place, 
Ha! he! ho! 

To regenerate sinners, and fill em with grace, 
Ha! he! ho? 

When informed of Miss Starch, and her manifold 

charms, 
Determined to win the grand prize to his arms ; 
By his holy discourse he soon gained her af- 


fections, 
And, what he most loved, she increased his col- 
lections, 
: Fol de rol, ha! he! ho! 
His doctrines in theory to her he taught, 
Ha! he! ho! 
And soon the new birth to practice they brought, 
; Ha! he! ho! 


Then the dear Holy Man, having pilfered the key, 

With Old Starch’s strong coffer made rather too 
free, 

Then left the poor lady, her character shivered, 

Who of two babes of grace was‘soon after deli- 


vered, 
Fol de rol, ha! he! ho! 


GPOPII PO 


VALENTINE’S DAY. 


WHEN blushes dyed the cheeks of morn, 
And dew-drops glistened on the thorn, 
When skylarks tuned their carols sweet 
To hail the God of light and heat, 
William, from his downy bed, 

To fair Dorinda’s chamber sped, 
Crying—** Awake! sweet love of mine, 
I’m come to be thy Valentine !” 


Soft love, that balmy sleep denies, 
Had long unveiled her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiss she might obtain) 
She artfully had closed again. 

He sunk, thus cavght in beauty’s trap, 
Like Phebus into Thetis’ lap, 

And near forgot that his design 

Was but to be her Valentine! 


She, starting, cried I am undone! 
William, charming youth, begone! 
For this time, to your vows sincere, 
Make virtne, not your love, appear ; 
No sleep has closed these watchful eyes, 
(Forgive the simple fond disguise ;) 

To gen’rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal passion sudden fled, 

Fair Honour governed in its stead, 

And both agreed, ere setting sun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one. 
Their beauteous offspring soon did prove 
The sweet effects of mutual love; 

And, from that hour, to life’s decline, 
She blessed the day of Valentine. 


GI PPP PPD 


MAKE READY! PRESENT! FIRE! 
(Cherry. ) 


GREAT Jove, the protector of our happy land, 
Indignant, views the tyrant-spoilers’ aim, 
His belt resigns to great Britannia’s hand, 
To pour destruction on the Gallic name. 
Her gleaming vengeance quick be hurled, 
Her foes avoid Old Albion’s ire, 
The words alarm the warring world— 
Make ready! Present! Fire? 


Great Mars, the director of our warlike bands, 
At whose dread nod the British lion roars, 

On our sea-beat beach the God of Battle stands, 
Yo fight usurpers from our peaceful shores. 
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The massy, columned, lengthened line 
Of husband, brother, son, and sire, 

In one great common cause combine— 
Make ready! Present! Fire! 


Such pain is pleasure, and I’ll fondly cherish 
My love for only thee ; 
And when, with life, my hopes and thoughts all 
perish, 
Oh! give one sigh for me. 

















POPP L ILS 

In my last moments, when life’s taper’s trembling, 
Cast one sweet smile on me ; 

And my last sigh, when there is no dissembling, 
Shall breathe my love for thee. 


REMEMBER, ’TWAS ONCE SO WITH YOU. 
( Cobb.) 


Tue guardian, dear sir, or, if you would rather, 


Suppose, if you please, ’tis the young lady’s fa- wererere 
ther, 
Capricious, RAGGED AND ROUGH WERE THE 
Avaricious, CLOTHES SHE WORE. 


Shuns the fond lover’s suit, ' 
And, with frowns, strikes him mute. 
Pray, give me leave, sir, my tale to pursue. 
Well, what’s to be done? 
The lady’s in tears, 
The lover distracted, 
Such mad pranks are acted ; 
Till love interferes, 
And cries— Off you must run!” 
Dear sir, remember, ’twas once so with you. 


A PARODY. 
Air—** Rieh and rare were the Gems she wore.” 
(Miss Bryant. ) 


RAGGED and rough were the clothes she wore, 
And a bottle and glass in her hands she bore 3 
But, oh! her red nose shone far beyond 

The sparkling rum in her dark brown hand. 


‘Nancy, oh, Nan! don’t you fear to stray, 
Before the morn, on the king’s highway, 
When the sons of London are shiv’ring cold, 
And may run away with the bottle you hold.’ 


As subjects, you know, to Cupid’s dominion, 

All lovers must bow to their sovereign’s opinion ; 
From laws so delightful, say, who can depart? 
The laws of a monarch, whose throne is the heart! 


€ > 
Hush! hush! remember ’twas once so with you. Get out, for I don’t feel the least alarm, 


I’m too ugly and old for to do me harm ; 

Though they love young girls, and a plentiful 
store, 

Still they’ll look on a dirty old woman no more.’ 


The picture is yours, sir; the likeness is just ; 

And, though painted too young, that you’ll pardon, 
I trust ; 

Like you, I the dictates of Nature pursue— 


Hush! hush! remember ’twas once so with you. On she went to the famed Turnstile, 


And; tired enough, she sat down awhile; 


wrccosoe Till, non se ipse, all care she defied, 
: For she drank so much, that she hiccupped and 
COME, COURAGE, LADS, AND DRINK died. 
AWAY. 
(Dibdin. ) 


CoME, courage, lads, and drink away, 
A man, upon his wedding-day, 
Ought, surely, well his part to play 

At stingo or October. 
For who would be that stupid elf, 
For whim, caprice, or love, or pelf, 
To poison, hang, or drown himself, 

Or marry when he’s sober. 


For madam’s will at nothing stops, 
She must have balls, and routs, and fops, 
And often ransack all the shops, - 
In gay attire to robe her: 
Then drink the day you take a wife, 
As the last comfort of your life, 
For, ever after, noise and strife 
Are sure to keep you sober. 


GPE LLIID 


HOW DEAR THOU ART TO ME. 


THROUGH frozen climes, or burning deserts ro- 
ving, 
My thonghts are all on thee ; 
My mind and heart’s best actions fixed on proving 
How dear thou art to me. 


In prosperous breezes, or misfortune’s storms, 
My only hope is thee, 

Thy beauty, my poor anguished bosom warms, 
For thou art all to me. 


Say, doth thy breast contain a heart so chilling, 
{t hath no thought for me, 

Whilst I, with pain involuntary thrilling, 
Can think on nought but thee ? 





VALENTINE AND ISABEL. 
(Prince Hoare.) 


WHEN first I felt love’s pleasing smart, 
Tingling, tingling at my heart, 

Wrapt in a lover’s fairy dreams, 

To shady groves and purling streams, 
I taught my lute the loves to tell 

Of Valentine and Isabel. 


With joy, I bade my thoughts to stray 
Onward to the wedding day, 

For then I hoped, amid the throng, 

To lead the merry dance along, 

While fiddles brisk the mirth should telf 
Of Valentine and Isabel. 


But never thought I on the pain, 
Throbbing in the jealous brain, 

Or what a change would then be seen, 

If once a rival intervene, 

And horns the Lord knows what. should tell 
Of Valentine and Isabel. 


PLO L ERE 


POOR WILL PUTTY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


WILL Putty was a glazier bold, 
Whose head was of the putty mould; 
He went a-courting to a scold, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty! 


To him she smooth as glass appears, 

But took him in, all unawares, 

For, married, soon she broke all squares, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty ! 
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But glass is brittle, we all know, 
And Billy soon he found it so, 
For Mrs. Putty had a beau, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty! 


He found it out, and words arise, 

She broke his fanlights by surprise, 

Which means, she gave him two black eyes, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty ! 


This filled with pains the glazier’s head, 
Who then resolved to be unwed, 
And his dear wife to Smithfield led, 

Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty! 


For eighteen-pence he sold her—list ! 

A parting kiss she would insist, 

And picked his pocket while they kissed, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty! 


The eighteen-pence paid the pin, 
The buyer hopped off, with a grin— 
Bill thought he’d took the buyer in, 
Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty! 


But diamond here cut diamond had, 
Bill missed his purse, and then, poor lad, 
He found the eighteen-pence was bad ! 

Ri tiddle lol, poor Putty ! 


CLPGPPPPE HR 


WITH FRIENDS AND WIVES BE HAPPY 
ALL YOUR LIVES, 


( Andrews. ) 


SINCE the gladsome hour, at length, arrives, 
Which affliction from remembrance drives, 
We may hope, with faithful friends and wives, 
To be happy all our lives. 
Ev’ry joy that’s worth possessing, 
Friendship cheering, love caressing, 
Life’s invaluable blessing, 

Nature’s dear domestic scene ; 
Shall, with all its sweets surrounding, 
Sweets that nurture no chagrin; 
Sprightly song and jest abounding, 
Witness that the heart’s serene : 

For the gladsome hour, &c. 


Age a kind indulgence showing, 
While, on youth its gifts bestowing, 
Will, their grateful hearts o’erflowing, 

Feel its early warmth renewed. 
Youth, with native ardour firing, 
Love and duty, both conspiring, 
Every vengeful thought retiring, 

Is by generous care subdued. 

Since the gladsome hour, &c. 


PLP ELLIE 


AN EMPIRE IMMORTAL IN STORY. 


WHEN Neptune our isle from the deep had sur- 
veyed, 
Saw its base was a rock, and its cliffs bright ar- 
rayed, 
That our oaks and our men had hearts fit for war, 
In strains thus prophetic he spoke from his car : 
Brave Albion! to thee 
I give the wide sea, 
For thy bulwark, thy honour, and glory; 
By thy feats on the main 
Thou shalt ever maintain 
An empire immortal in story. 


’Gainst thy commerce, possessions, and freedom 
divine, 
Thy foes will be plotting, and nations combine ; 
But thy tars, so heroic, shall baffle each aim, 
And confirm, on the ocean, their country’s just 
claim. 
For, Albion, to thee, &c. 


' They wou 
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Batt’ring rafts, hulks, and ships, in hostile array, 
Thy foes, with proud menace, will vainly display ; 
For jong, o’er the waves, as thy thunder shall 
roll, 
Thy rights and thy laws they shall never control. 
For, Albion, to thee, &c. 


This gift of great Neptune we sacred will keep, 
And reign, undisputed, the lords of the deep ; 
By freedom inspired, with lasting renown, 
Our realm we’ll defend, constitution, and crown. 
Then, Britons, since we 
Find the rule of the sea 
Our bulwark, our honour, and glory ; 
By our feats on the main 
Let us ever maintain 
An empire immortal in story. 


VIF LIA*IDP 


WITHOUT VICTUALS AND DRINK THE 
WORLD WERE UNDONE. 


LorpD! Lord! without victuals and drink, 
We poets must give up each strain, 
It helps us poor devils to think, 
And thrash with more vizour our brain. 
Without victuals and drink, Lord! the world were 
undone, 
’Tis the soul of the world—’tis the sine qua non. 


The soldier, ’midst battle alarms, 
Without it could ill face the foe, 
So faint would he handle his arms, 
And draw with such weakness his bow. 
Without victuals, &c. 


What would ladies and gentlemen do, 
That a such fine things to each other, 
d never be able to woo, 
They would never be father and mother. 
Without victuals, &c. 


Then hey for good victuals and drink, 
Who’s there that would not carouse ? 
Whoever he may be, I think, 
He’s not to be found in this house. 
Without victuals, &c. 


GRIP IL OF? 


AS THE STAR ON THE OCEAN. 
(P. Brangan.) 


As the star on the ocean so brilliant doth shine, 
When the blue wave is roused by the pure sum- 
mer blast, 


So my soul hath been roused by those bright eyes 


of thine, 
With the breeze of affection that always will 
last. 


As the sun, from whose cheerful and gladdening 
ray, 


With the quick sense of spirit imbibes every 
flower, 
So thy sweet smile of friendship hath lit up the 
way, 
And gladdened my heart afier sorrow’s dull 
shower. 


As the silvery brook, that responsively thrills 
Through the valley of peace, of contentment, and 
rest ; 
So may thy dear spirit glide free from life’s 
ills 
To the vale of Elysium, eternally blest. 


PPE LILZI LR 
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TIMMY 


[Ta —— ) 
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When, lo! a mastiff, strong and young, of Newfoundland the breed, 
Into the barky-pickling sprung, and proved poor Dip’s God-speed. 





me 


THE EXCISEMAN’S DISASTER, 
OR, DIPSTICK IN THE TAN-PIT. 
Air— Chevy Chase.” —( Collins.) 


GOD prosper iong our noble selves, 
Our wives and children all ; 

And grant, in pits of wayward elves, 
Nor we, nor they, may fall. 


To gauge the bub, and sound the cask, 
_ Olid Dipstick took his way ; 
Employed in supervisor’s task, 
All on a summer’s day. 
With ink-horn hung to button-hole, 
And eke in pouch his book, 
He once upon a tanner stole, 
Ilis hides to overlook. © 


For strict the statute was, he knew, 
ii skins illegal went ; 

And twelve hours’ notice (when he drew) 
Neglected, caused extent. 


When, omen dire! at hizh noon-tide, 
Whisk’d o’er his head a bat ; 

And, heedless, casting eyes aside, 
He plumpt into a vat! 

.£ Murder, ’m drowned!’ old Dipstick cried, 
While floundering like a trout ; 

«A death like this 1 can’t abide, 
Help, murder! drag me out!” 


When, lo! the tanner straitway came, 
And thus, deriding, spoke : 

* To break the laws I’]l bear no blame, 
So there you needs must soak.’ 


‘ For ere one hide I| dcign to draw, | 
From out one tan-pit here, 

Twelve hours’ full notice, by the law, 
On ’cise-book must appear ; 


‘So take your pen, and mark it down, 
“Lis fair and legal warning, 

And.as ’tis six i’ the afternoon, 
U’}! come at six i’ the morning 


> 
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* And then, if here, alive or dead, 
My word you need not doubt, 

Of all exchequering free from dread, 
Vil draw your Hodsack out.’ 


‘Twelve hours!’ (quoth Dip, )‘O, curse the laws: 
No notice shall be taken ; 

I'll burn my books, so do not pause, 
But help, and save my bacon.’ 


When, lo! a mastiff, strong and young, 
Of Newfoundland the breed, 

Into the barky-pickling sprung, 
And proved poor Dip’s God-speed. 


For, fastening on him by the hair, 
He dragged him out amain ; 

So Death, for once, his prey did spare, 
Though seldom in oasit vein. 


But harder was the tanner’s heart 
Than bull’s or bullock’s hide ; 
Nor would he with the gauger part 

From off the tan-pit’s side, 


*Till book was burnt, and entries all, 
‘ For now,’ says he, ¢ all’s over, 

You next may seck, at duty’s call, 
To exchequer honest Rover,’ 

And thus, of all acccunts bereaved, 
Pvuor Dipstick wailed his case ; 

For though, ’tis true, his life was saved, 
Alas! he lost his place. 


God prosper long our noble selves, &c. 
GRIGIO LH 


LOVE FELL ASLEEP IN A SUMMER 
BARK. 


(G. M*‘Farren.) 


LOVE fell asleep in a summer-bark, 
That was moored by the river-side ; 

But the foods came on, and drifted his ark 
Far over the swelling tide. 
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So maiden-hearts, that are soft and pure, 
Too often reposing lie, 

And fondly fancy their joys secure 
While danger is lurking nigh. 


Hope, on the shore, kept watch that night, 
While the moon-beams danced on the wave 3 

She spied the boy in his piteous plight, 
And cast out her anchor to save. 

‘hen learn, ye lovers, both fond and fair, 
That jealous doubts are vain ; 

Where Truth resides, kind Hope will repair, 
‘Lo bring back the rover again. 


GPIPLP?ESP 


GUY FAUX. 
Air-—“ Bow, wow, wow.”—(H. P.) 


I SING a shocking tragedy, 
Guy Faux, the prince of sinisters, 
Who once blew up the House of Lords, 
The king, and all the ministers ; 
That is, he would have blown them up, 
And folks can ne’er forget him, 
His will was good to do the job, 
If they had only Iet him. 
Bow, wow, wow, &<. 


And so he stole from Lambeth, sir, 
And wished the state was undone, 
’Fhen crossing over Vauxhall-Bridge, 
That way came into London; 
At least, he would have come that way, 
To perpetrate his guilt, sir; 
But one little thing prevented him, 
You see,. the bridge wa’rn’t built, sir. 
Bow, wow, wow,. &c. 


Then, creeping through those dreary vaults, 
With portable gas-light,. sir, 
About to touch the powder-train, 
I scarce can tell for fright, sir; 
I mean to say he would have used 
The gas,. when thus prevented ; 
But gas, they say, in James’s time, 
It had’n’t been invented. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


And when.they caught him in the fact, 
He used a little kickery, 
And so they went to Bow-street, sir, 
For that bold runner, Vickery ; 
In course they would have chosen him, 
For fear, sir, he’s no starter at, 
But Vickery wa’rn’t living then, 
He was’n’t born till arter that. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


And next they put poor Guy to death, 
For ages to remember, 
And now again he dies each year, 
One day in dark November ; 
I mcan to say his effigies, 
For truth is stern and steady, 
And Gny can never die again, 
Because he’s dead a’ready. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Now bless our gracious George the Fourth, 
And bless his royal son, sir, 
May he and son be ne’er blown up, 
'Fhat is, if c’er he’s one, sir; 
And if he does, he sure will reign, 
hus prophesies my song, sir, 
And, if he don’t—why, then, he wo’n’t, 
So you see 1 can’t go wrong, sir, 
Bow, wew, wow, &c. 


PPILIIEP-P 
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FLY WITH ME. 


Air—€ Thine am I.”—(Jesse Hammond.) 


FLY with me, fly with me, my lovely Jane, 
From giddy scenes of fashion, 

Turn away thine ear from folly’s strain, 
To tender tones of passion ; 

O! let us seek the silent dale, 
Where the wild fountain gushes, 

Where sweetest flow’rs their beauties veil, 
Like smiles amid thy blushes. 


Fly with me, fly with me, my blooming maid, 
To that sweet bed of roses, 
Fly with me to that delightful shade 
Where Love himself reposes ; 
There let us banquet on our bliss, 
Where the wild fountain gushes, 
With sighs be kindled ev’ry kiss, 
And lighted by thy blushes. 


t4PlIePweer? 


THE QUACKS, 
Air—© Lord, what a Place is a Camp.” 


OF quacking and quacks let us sing, 
Since both of them so much abound, 
Not confined to the medical string, 
But applying to ev’ry round. 
The mountebank, mounting his rostrum, 
Pretending to give his advice, 
He preys on you all with his nostrum, 
Like Grimalkin, devouring the mice. 
Tol de rol lol, tol de rol lol, tol de rol lol, &c. 


Physicians, when young, make pretence, 
On patients experiments try, 
Experience alone gives them sense, 
The-affiicted,. by chance, live or die; 
But,-should even the worst prove the case, 
The widow can’t call him a fool, 
He'll protest, with affected grimace, 
Phat he killed quite according to rule. 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Now quacking so widely has grown, 
Each phiz that you meet in the street, 
Not dabbles in physic alone, 
All are quacks now-a-days that we meet ; 
The courtier’s a quack, I declare, 
Poor Britain’s disease to explore, 
He tries, but resigns up the care, 
And leaves her much worse than before. 
Fol de rol lol, &e. 


The patriot, too, yon may see, 

Is a quack in political stuff, 
For the noise that he makes, slip a fee, 

And you'll find that he’s silent enough; 
The lawyer, he quacks with his brief, 

For client, whose pocket’s well lined ; 
But, instead of your gaining relief, 

A speedy consumption you'll find. 

Tol de rol lol, &e. 


Divinity quaeks are a crowd, 

Undermining religion, like moles; 
And, canting their nonsense aloud, 

Like Crispin, would cobble your souls ; 
The soldier’s a surgical quack, 

He clumsily opens your veins, 
And with pells made of lead, in a crack, 

He'll quickly remove all your pains. 

‘Fol de rol lol, &c. 


The lord, too, by patent, a quack, 
Prescribes the political race ; 

Yet, for all the fine clothes on his back, 
A jockey you read in his face. 

E’en the barber, who lathers your skin, 

~ A-quacking he speedily scuds ; 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER;, OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


For politics eager, your chin, 
Like the nation, he leaves in the suds. 
Vol de rol Jol, &c. 


‘Poor Britain! J pity thy case, 
Each quack at thy purse has a pull, 
For the needy, the rich, and the great, 
Have a pluck at the simple John Bull ; 
But, if you would take my advice, 
No longer continue an elf, 
Dismiss all those quacks in a trice, 
And hereafter prescribe for yourself. 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Ape 
PS RLPLP PD 


SINCE FORTUNE, POLLY, HAS BEEN 
_ KIND, I ANCHOR CLOSE BY THEE. 


SINCE Fortune, Polly, has been kind, 

‘And soothed the waves, and lulled the wind, 
‘Thy William leaves the sea ; 

No longer means to heave the log, 

But swig on shore his can of grog, 
Safe anchored close by thee. 


‘Though oft I’ve felt the cutting blast, 

Which, by the board, has torn the mast, 
_No care I’ve known, d’ye see ; 

Except the thought has crossed my mind, 
That, cast away, I ne’er could find 

_ Safe harbour close by thee. 


How oft I’ve seen thee in my sleep, 
‘And strove to kiss the dear deceit, 
Which seemed my kiss to flee ; 
But now such dreams no longer tease, 
Since, blest with plenty, love, and ease, 
- Tanchor close by thee. 


PPO IP PDL EF 


HARK! TOTHE WOODS, HARK, AWAY! 


WHEN Phebus begins just to peep o’er the hills, 
With horns we awaken the day, 
And rouse brother sportsmen, who sluggishly 
sleep, 
With, hark! to the woods, hark away! 
See, the houuds are uncoupled, in musical cry, 
How sweetly it echoes around ; 
And high-mettled steeds, with their neighings, all 
seem 
With pleasnre to echo the sound. 


Behold, when sly renard, with panic and dread, 

At distance o’er hillocks doth bound ; 

The pack, on the scent, fly with rapid career, 
Hark, the horns! O, how sweetly they sound ! 

Now, on to the chase, o'er hills and o’er dales, 
All dangers we nobly defy, 

Our nags are all stout, and our sports we’ll pur- 

sue, 

With shouts that resound to the sky. 


But, see how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with swiftness he flies ; 

Each hound, in his fury, determines his fate, 
The traitor is seized on, and dies! 

With shouting and joy, we return from the field, 
With the bowl crown the sports of the day ; 
Then to rest we incline, till the horn calls again, 

Then away, to the woodlands, away. 


GoIILIP IP 


BRIXTON TREAD-MILL. 
Air—** Lass of Richmond- Hill.”’ 


On Brixton-Hill there stands a shop, 
Oft known to cyprians fair, 

Where prigs and knowing swells oft stop 
To taste the Surrey air; 


There you’ll meet 

Black Sall, so neat, 
Though much against her will 5 

Hard fate, my eyes! 

The black nymph cries, 
To tread the Brixton-Mill! 


Ye midnight dames, who pad the haof, 
And tramp it on the road, 
Of Surrey-traps, pray keep aloof, 
Lest this be your abode ; 
On search-night last, 
My doom was cast, 
With Dusty Bob and Bill, 
And a hundred more, 
Whose hearts were sore, 
With treading the Brixton- Mill. 


How happy would poor Black Sall be 
Saint George’s Fields to view, 
With Dusty Bob she’d dance with glee, 
Her flash man, stanch and true 5 
Both night and morn, 
The traps they’ll scorn, 
Since they have had their will, 
And sooner be lagged, 
Than once more dragged 
To tread the Brixton-Mill ! 


Pee eee??? 


ROSY WINE. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Cherry ripe.” —(James Bruton.) 


Rosy wine, rosy wine, wine we sip, 
Sweeter far than woman’s lip ; 
If green-eyed grief assail the soul, 
Why, drown him in the flowing bowl ; 
”T'were folly now to grieve or pine, 
While seated near such rosy wine. 
Rosy wine, &c. 


Rosy wine, rosy wine, wine, they cry, 
Doth beauty’s cheek by far outvie ; 
Thou to the soul art more sincere, 
Her love is weaker than her tear 5 
Then wreathe my brow with laughing vine, 
While I quaff the rosy wine. 
Rosy wine, &c. 


PPOEPP ILD 


SIR TOOLEYWHAGG O’SHAUGHNA- 
SHANE. 


A PARODY. 
(G. Coiman.) 


Don’t, now, be after being coy ; 
Sit still upon my lap, dear joy, 
And let us at our breakfast toy, 

For thou art wife to me, Judy! 
And [ am bound, by wedlock’s chain, 
Thy humble sarvant to remain, 

Sir Tooleywhagg O’Shaughnashane, 

‘The husband unto thee, Judy ! 


Fach vassal, at our wedding-feast, 

Blind drunk, last night, as any beast, 

Roared till the daylight streaked the east, 
Which spoiled the sleep of thee, Judy. 

Feasts in the honey-moon are right, . 

But, that once o’er, my heart’s delight! 

Nought shall disturb thee all the night, 
Or ever waken me, Judy! 


The skin of wolves,—by me they bled,— 
Are covers to our marriage-bed ; 
Should one in hunting bite me dead, 

A widow thou wilt be, Judy,! 
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Howl at my wake, “twill be but kind, 

And if I leave, as I’ve designed, 

Some little Tooleywhaggs behind, 
They'll sarve to comfort thee, J udy ! 


GPIIL PPP 


THE ROSE OF THE VALLEY. 
Ar —“ The last Rose of Summer.” —(J.W. Evans. ) 


THE rose of the valley 
Her modest head bowed, z 
Though loveliest, seeking 
Her beauties to shroud, 
Beneath the dew bending, 
That clung to the flower, 
Like Beauty, desponding, 
In Misery’s hour, 


But the beam of the morning 
Its genial ray shed,— 
The lone one, expanded, 
Her blushing leaves spread. 
More bright than her kindred 
Her sweet vermeil hue, 
The fairest surpassing, 
In splendour she blew. 


So worth, unassuming, 
In solitude mourns, 

Fill fostering kindness 
Tts merit discerns : 

Then, raised and supported 
By bounty benign, 

Its bright emanations 
Transcendently shine. 


PP LGPL ODS 


THROWING THE HATCHET; 
OR, TOUGH STORY-TELLING. 
Air—« Derry down.””—(T. Jones.) 


SINCE to draw the long bow quite the fashion is 
grown, 

Sure the hatchet may, sometimes, be quite as well 
thrown ; 

Since our times are so hard, all is catch as catch 
can, 

He who tells the best lie may be far the best man. 

Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


So, in club-rooms, in shops, or, indeed, in the 
street, 
You expect some broad lie from each person you 
meet ; 
Few tales now are.told that with truth will agree, 
Since I deal not in fiction, I’]l tell two or three. 
Derry down, &c. 


Once, a seaman, distressed for a mast in the tide, 
With the Monument thought all his wants well 
supplied, 
But, as that would not yield to the strength of the 
gale, 
He just tied London-bridge to his mast for a sail. 
Derry down, &c. 


Once, a man, who, by drinking, had made him- 
self queer, 

Marching, straight as he could, through Cheap- 
side, full of beer, 

Tied Bow-church round his neck, 
locket, 

Then passed through Temple-bar with St, Paul’s 
in his pocket, 


by way of a 


Derry down, &c, 


Irish Pat, who, by sucking of eggs, you must 
know, 

Gained a voice which, for sweetness, might rival 
a crow, 
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By a curious experiment, mended his tune, 
For, one night, wanting eggs, fait, he boulted thy 
moon. 
Derry down, &c. 
At Stone’s End, you must know, once 
shouldered wench 
Declared that, with ease, she could clear the 
King’s Bench ; 
Then, rele Ps caring where, or on whom it mighi 
all, 
With a run, tried a somerset over the wall. 
Derry down, &c, 


proved hard, for some desperate 


a broad. 


But her case it 
rail 

At the top of the wall, caught her fast by the tail, 

Till one grand effort more made her conquest com- 
plete, 

So, on Blackfriars-bridge, she fell plump on her 
feet. 

Derry down, &c. 


Now, to prove all I’ve told not one word of a he, 
May be easily done, whensoever I try ; 
However, at present, I choose to be mute, 
Lest, in proving these truths, I cause you to dis- 
pute. 
Derry down, &c., 


PLPI SPCR 


WHEN WAR’S ALARMS. 
(R. B. Sheridan. ) 


WHEN war’s alarms enticed my Willy from me, 
My poor heart, with grief, did sigh ,— 
Each tond remembrance brought fresh sorrows on 
me, 
I waked ere yet the morning was nigh, 
No other could delight him, 
Oh, why did I e’er slight him! 
Coldly answering his fond tale 3 
Which drove him far, 
Amidst the rage of war, 
And left silly me thus to bewail! 


But E no longer, like a maid forsaken, 
Thus will moan, like yonder dove, 
But, ere the lark to-morrow shall awake him, 
Ill go seek my absent love. 
The hostile country over 
I'll fly to meet my lover, 
Scorning every threat’ning fear - 
Nor distant shore, 
Nor cannon’s roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear, 


I PLE LOGO 


THE STONE BOTTLE, ALIAS THE OLD 
COW 


(Upton. ) 
OLD Cow, shall I sing of thy beauties and worth, 
Which have oft given life to the spirits of mirth ? 


O, yes! for the laugh, jest, and blithe repartee, 
Have long owed their birth and existence to thee! 


Though thy face (like some faces) is apt to look 
brown, 
There’s a something within thee can vanquish a 
frown,— 
There is that bids the bosom of friendship be gay, 
And drives, like a charm, the blue-deyils away. 


From thy teat has the milk flowed in streams of 

delight! 

Gave a lustre to wit, and made fancy more bright! | 

From thy teat has the tear-drops been running for 
ears, 

But then, be it told, they were rapture-born tears. 
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K’en then, when horror chilled my blood, 
My heart was filled with love for thee :— 
The storm is past, and I at rest, 
So, Mary, weep no more for me! 
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Then live, live, Old Cow, like a foe to the spleen, 
The best bottle-conjurer yet ever seen! 

There’s a magic about thee so sweet in its glow, 
May thy tear-dropping fountain eternally flow. 


<< O, maiden dear, thyself prepare, 
We soon shall meet upon that shore 
Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and I shall part no more !” 
Loud crowed the cock, the shadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could she see ; 
But, soft, the passing spirit said, 


de ae a ae 


MARY’S DREAM. 
[As originally written. ] 
(John Lowe. ) 


THE lovely moon had climbed the hill, 
Where eagles hig* aboon the Dee, 

And, like the looks of a lovely dame, 
Brought joy to every body’s ee 

A’ but sweet Mary, deep in sleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy, far at sea; 

A voice drapt saftly on her ear, 
“‘ Sweet Mary, weep nae mair for me!” 


She lifted up her waukening een, 

To see from whence the voice might be, 
And there she saw her Sandy stand, 

Pale, bending on her his hollow ee! 
“0, Mary, dear, lament nae mair, 

I am in death’s thrawes ¢ below the sea; 
Thy weeping makes me sad in bliss, 

Sae, Mary, weep nae mair for me.” 


“« The wind slept when we left the bay, 
But soon it waked and raised the main, 
And God he bore us down the deep, 
Who strave wi’ him but strave in vain! 
He stretched his arm, and took me up, 
Though laith I was to gang but ¢ thee, 
I look fra’ heaven aboon the storm, 
Sae, Mary, weep nae mair for me! 


« Take off thae bride-sheets frae the bed, 
Which thou hast fanlded down for me; 
Unrobe thee of thy earthly stole— 
__ V’ll meet with thee in heaven hie.” 
Three times the gray cock flapt his wing, © 
_ To mark the morning lift her ee, 
And thrice the passing spirit said— 
«« Sweet Mary, weep nae mair for me!” 


PPPOP LIE 


MARY’S DREAM. 
[As altered from the original. | 
(John Lowe.) 


THE moon had climbed the highest hill 
Which rises o’er the source of Dee, 
And, from the eastern summit, shed 
Her silver light on tow’r and tree,— 
When Mary laid her down to sleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy, far at sea, 
When, soft and low, a voice was heard, 
Saying—‘“‘ Mary, weep no more for me!” 


She from her pillow gently raised 
Her head, to ask who there might be, 
She saw young Sandy, shiv’ring, stand, 
With visage pale, and hollow ee. 
“O, Mary, dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a stormy sea ; 
Far, far from thee, I sleep in death ; 
So, Mary, weep no more for me! 


“ Three stormy nights and stormy days 
We tossed upon the raging main, 

And long we strove our bark to save, 
But all our striving was in vain ; 





* Build their nests. 
. t But, without. 


¥ Thrawes, throes. 


“< Sweet Mary, weep no more for me!” 
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SWEET LASSES, COME, AND BUY. 


(G. M*‘Farren. ) 


I’M a jolly pedlerman, 
And o’er the hills I wander, 


Store of wares my pack contains, for those who’ve 


cash to squander ; 
And, though to scan 
Mankind’s my plan, 
Of womankind I’m fonder; 
To them I cry— 
Sweet lasses, come, and buy! 


I’ve buckles—silver, gold, and brass, 
And shoes, to trip with grace in; 


Sashes, ribbons, laces strong, for those who’ve 


need to lace in; 

And looking-glass, 

For buxom lass 
To view her pretty face in; 

And leer and sigh— 

Come, pretty girls, and buy. 

Come, maids and widows, soon, mayhap, 
You'll change your single stations ; 


I’ve basting-ladles, mugs, and horns, to stock 


your habitations ; 
And rattle-trap, 
And spoons for pap, 
In case of twinifications ; 
Hush, pet, don’t cry—- 
Come, ladies all, and bry. 


OLPPILP EH 


AN AFRICAN WOMAN’S LAMENT. 
(Rev. T. Browne.) 


Poor child! how contented it sleeps! 


As yet quite a stranger to wo; 


’Tis unknown why thy mother thus weeps, 
y thy P 


Why her tears thus incessantly flow: 


Ah! cease not to flow, briny tears ! 


Ye bring to my anguish relief ; 


Ye give vent to my heart-rending cares, 


And soften the sharpness of grief. 


Ah?! did ye not flow to my aid, 


My heart would have broken in twain ; 


Alas! by barbarians betrayed, 


I shall ne’er see my husband again! 


The wretches, well skilled to beguile, 


With a smile on their brow, thou didst meet ; 


Ah! why didst thou trust in that smile, 


Beneath it lurked faithless deceit. 


I am told that, in dungeons confined, 


Shut out from the light of the day, 


With strong fetters the captive they bind, 


Who is made (sad misfortune!) their prey ; 


That, in huge floating castles, they’re borne 


To a country far distant from here— 


From all tender connexions they’re torn, 


From all that their souls could hold dear. 
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Far, far they are borne from the soil 
Where their love—their affections remain, 
And compelled for their tyrants to toil— 
To gather their harvests with pain. 
‘The sigh that is bursting my heart 
Accuses my fondness and care ; 
Ah! why did I let thee depart, 
In thy dangers why did I not share? 


Ah, my child !—but I shall not yet be 
Quite of all consolation bereft ; 

I will cease to lament, since, in thee, 
I still have some small comfort left. 

I will live !—but it is for thy sake 5 
To thee I’ll transfer all my care ; 

But for thee, I had plunged in the lake, 
In the transports of grief and despair. 


Y'o the wood’s dark recesses I'll fly, 

Where fell tigers prowl, nightly, for prey ; 
Could I hide from these ravagers’ eye— 

The tiger less cruel than they. 
Tis hunger alone that excites 

These monsters to range through the wood ; 

But the Christian, more savage, delights 

To riot in carnage and blood. 


Grief will soon bring my life to a close ; 
To the land I shall then wing my way 
Where the spirits departed repose— 
Impatient I wait for the day. 
{ again shall my husband behold, 
In safety reclined in the grove, 
Where the fierce Christian, thirsting for gold, 
Shall part me no more from my love 


PIPL PPEP OC 


HAIL! GREAT BACCHUS! 
Air—“ Rule Britannia.”—(E. Mackey.) 


‘WHEN Bacchus first from Jove arose, 
He banished Care, as worst of slaves, 
And wine produced—the sparkling wine that flows 
Spontaneous from its clust’ring caves. 
Then hail, great Bacchus, 
Great Bacchus, son of Jove, 
Thy orgies we, with fervour, love. 


And, if dull Care should e’er intrude, 
*Tis thou shalt banish him away, 
Such interlopers, worst of Mis’ry’s brood, 
Thou, Bacchus, only here hast sway. 
Hail, great Bacchus! &c. 


E’en Love, intruder in each breast, 
Durst not appear where thou hold’st court, 
But flies away, for other souls in quest, 
Nor dares with mortals such as we to sport. 
Hail, great Bacchus! &c. 


Hail, Bacchus! then, thy power we own, 
And freely quaff the sparkling wine, 
The tun adore, as thy superior throne, 
And ever crown thee with the vine. 
Hail, great Bacchus! &c. 


GOL PLALIP 


WISDOM’S STANDARD A MASON 
DISPLAYS. 


Air— My fond Shepherd.” 


ASSIST me, ye fair tuneful Nine! 
Euphrosyne, grant me thine aid! 
While the honours I sing of the trine 
Preside o’er my numbers, blithe maid. 
Cease, Clamour and Faction, oh, cease, 
Fly hence, all ye cynical train, 4 
Disturb not the lodge’s sweet peace, 
Where silence and secrecy reign. 


Religion, untainted, here dwells, 
Here th> morals cf Athens are taught, 
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Great Hiram’s tradition here tells 

How the world ont of chaos was brought. 
With fervency, freedom, and zeal, 

Our master’s commands we obey, 
No cowan our secrets can steal, 

No babbler our mysteries betray. 


Here Wisdom her standard displays 5 
Here, nobly, the sciences shine ; 
Here the temple’s vast columns we raise, 
And finish a work that’s divine ; 
Illumed from the east with pure light, 
Here arts do their blessinys bestow, 
And, all perfect, unfold to the sight 
What none but a Mason can know. 


If on earth any praise can be found, 
Any virtue unnamed in my song, 

Any grace in the universe round, 
May these to a Mason belong. 

May each brother his passion subdue, 
Proclaim charity, concord, and love, 

And be hailed by the thrice-happy few 
Who preside in the grand lodge above. 


GRIF PPEF 


OH! WHEN THE FOE WE MEET, I KNOW. 
A DUET. 
Air— Darby Kelly.” —Miss Bryant. 


. Oh! when the foe we meet, I know, 
And bullets spring around us, O, 
Why even I would rather die 
Than they should e’er confound us, O. 


Och! Meg, my dear, you needn’t fear, 
Your Mooney never will retreat, : 
He’d rather fall, lose you and all, 
Then ever Britons should be beat. 
Then march away, with glee, huzza! 
The devils soon shall have a row, 
To slash and kill my doctor’s pill, 
An Irish English row dow dow. 


She, Although I wear a red coat, dear, 
I’m woman enough to like you now, 
So, by your side, the foe defied, 


Pll kill whoe’er shall strike you, O. 


Och! bless your heart, in every part, 
We'll fill the place with wonder, O, 
While cannons roar, oft heard before, 
The British favourite thunder, O. 
Then march away, &c. 


OP LPP ILaFH 


CORYDON AND PHILLIS. 
(Cunningham. ) 


HER sheep had, in clusters, crept close to a 
To hide from the heat of the day; 

And Phillis herself, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the sweet violets lay : 

A young lambkin, it seems, had been stole from 

its dam, 

(Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot,) 

That Corydon might, as he searched for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical spot. 


grove 


As through the green hedge for his lambkin he 
peeps, 
He saw the fair nymph with surprise ; 
Ye gods, if so killing, he cried, while she sleeps, 
I’m lost if she opens her eyes: 
To tarry much longer would hazard, my heart, 
Ill homeward my lambkin to trace ; 
But in vain honest Corydon strove to depart, 
For love held him fast to the place. 
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Cease, cease, pretty birds, what a chirping you 
keep, : 
I think you too loud on the spray ; 
Don’t you see, foolish lark, that the charmer’s 
asleep, . 
You'll wake her, as sure as ’tis day. 
How dare that fond butterfly touch the sweet maid! 
Her cheeks he mistakes for the rose ; 
I’d put him to death, if 1 was not afraid 
My boldness would break her repose. 


Then Phillis looked up, with a languishing smile, 
Kind shepherd, said she, you mistake 

I laid myself down for to rest me awhile, 
But, trust me, I was not asleep. 

The shepherd took courage, advanced with a bow, 
He placed himself down by her side ; 

And managed the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But, yesterday, made her his bride. 


GPOL PEI RP 


I AM THE BOY IN A BATTLE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


HAst e’er seen a hen on hot griddle? 
Has Jack Lanthorn e’er played tricks with thee? 
Didst e’er see a cat in a fiddle? 
Then pray judge in a battle of me: 
For I am the boy in a battle, 
That ne’er yet one moment stood still, 
While shrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
Its in quick running I show my skill 
For, when whizzing by come the bullets, 
And soldiers lay down, and are dead, 
And broadsides have slit up their gullets, 
Its time to take care of my head. 
Yet still I’m the boy in a battle, 
Am missing when danger is nigh, 
At running I beat all their cattle, 
And pay to receive I can fly. 


Shot off were your arms in a hurry, 

Though it certainly makes you more light, 
You'll find yourself so much in a flurry, 

That no hand you can have in the fight. 
Blown off were your legs from their station, 

(In dread war’s direful chance, sure, they 

might, ) 

Not all the great wit of the nation 

On a footing can put you to flight. 
To lose a man’s head in a battle, 

Out of countenance, sure, puts him quite ; 
He hears neither fife squeak or drums rattle ; 

His nose he can’t show in the fight. 

Yet still I’m the boy, &c. 


A fool’s advice take in a battle, 

And your heels use when danger’s at hand, 
Or when arrows fly, and drnms rattle, 

You may then have no heels on to stand. 
And then you'll lie down in a battle, 

Your enemies laugh at the joke, 
Deprived of the pleasure of prattle, 

And quite lost in a torrent of smoke. - 

Yet still I’m the boy, &c. 


Then Glory comes in with her laurel, 

And shadows your poor bleeding head ; 
Though life you have lost in the quarrel, 

Your fame will live after you’re dead. 
Then, what should I do in a battle? 

Nay, ’twere best dwell in safety, like thee, 
Nor wait till Fame’s trump sounds her rattle, 

No such grinning honours for me. 

Yet still ’m the boy, &c. 


OCC EL ELH 


COME NEAR TO ME, MY GENTLE GIRL. 


CoME near to me, my gentle girl, 
Come, share a father’s parting sorrow, 
And weep with me those tears to-day, 
Nor thou, nor I, may weep to-morrow. 
Come, lean once more upon my breast, 
As when a simple child, caressing, 
For, another day, and far away, 
Wilt thou be from thy father’s blessing. 


The wind blows fairly for the sea; 

The white waves round thy bark are swelling, 
Thy lover sighs for the morn to rise, 

And make thee a bride, my gentle Ellen. 
Yet closer, closer, round me cling, 

Though another claim thy love to-morrow, 
None, none are here, to reprove the tear 

That flows to-day for a father’s sorrow. 


Come, gaze on me, thou darling child, 

My fairest and my fondliest cherished, 
That I may trace, in thy placid face, 

Thy mother’s beauty, ere she perished. 
And let me hear thy mother’s song 

Yet once more from thy sweet lips swelling, 
And none again shall sing that strain, 

The last song of my gentle Ellen. 


And say that, when between us lie 
Wide lands and many a mountain billow, 
Thy heart will tend to thine earliest friend, 
And think, in prayer, of his aged pillow. 
For my head is white with winter snow 
No earthly sun away may carry, 
Until I come to my waiting home— 
The last home—where the aged tarry. 


Then lean once more upon my breast, 
As when a simple child, caressing, 
For, another day, and far away 
Wilt thou be from thy father’s blessing. 
Aye—closer, closer, round me cling, 
Though another claim thy love to-morrow, 
None, none are here, to reprove the tear 
That flows to-day for a father’s sorrow. 


GLP LEO IF 


WITH HARMONY WE’RE CROWNED. 
Air— Bright Chanticleer.”’—( Bryant.) 


IF you would taste the sweets of life, 
Come here, and live with me ; 
We know no envy, care, nor strife. 
?Mid song, and joke, and glee. 
True pleasure rules our spacious grove, 
Mirth laughs at all around, 
While every voice breathes strains of love, 
And peace is daily crowned. 
Then come, come, -and be jolly, 
For grieving is nothing but folly ; 
No treasure can measure— 
Can equal our pleasure ; 
No treasure, no treasure, no treasure 
Can equal—can equal our pleasure ; 
While every voice breathes strains of love, 
With harmony we’re crowned. 


Let misers count their bags of ore, 
And pine in solitude, 
Let Care their inward souls explore, 
On me he’ll ne’er obtrude ; 
For, while the forest leaves are green, 
While yon red stream can flow, 
Despair on me shall never lean, 
Or goad my heart with wo. 
Then come, come, &c. 


Then, while I live in our blest land, 
This shall my motto be ; 

To grasp true friendship’s steady hand, 
And make my fellows free ; 


For pleasure is a fragrant rose, 
Which Nature’s breast adorns ; 
Then why should we prove Nature’s foes 
By cherishing the thorns ? 
‘ Then come, come, &c. 


GLIPLPO POP 


LOVE AND DOUBT. 
(T.W. Kelly.) 


UNE sunny evening, to a bower of brown inwoven 
shade, 

I sped from summer’s sultry warmth, and on the 
green grass laid 

My listless limbs; then thought of her whom still 
my heart loved most, 

And soon with Love and Doubt I found my sleep- 
ing thoughts engrossed. 


Love counted many a billing kiss pressed on her 
velvet lip ; 

Said Douht, « You fool, 
delights to trip ;” 

Well, then Love counted many a vow and promise 
she had spoken, 

But Doubt stood laughing by, and swore they’d all 
of them been broken! 


Inconstancy stil] there 


‘* 4h! but Love! the rose’s tint has often flushed 
her cheek, 

Whene’er I’ve ventured of my love and constancy 
to speak.” 

‘Quoth Doubt, «‘ That cherished blush still brought 
her treachery to view, 

or, when she blushed, it was.to think how she had 
cheated you!” 


Still Love would not-be quieted, but questioned if 


her glance 

Was not of pure sincerity, when she, with sweet 
entrance, 

Would look with so much meaning, aye, and true 
affection, too, 


As if her eyes were heav’n’s bright orbs, and it was - 
Mi g 2 


bliss to woo. 


‘* No, no!” said Doubt, “ her glance is false, and 
every winning smile, 

Although it wears the mask of truth, but wears it 
to beguile ; 

‘)ne eye will look as if it loved, the while the other, 
straying, 

Is to some rival swain, alas! the self-same false- 
hood saying.” 


But, ere this last suggestion had ’scaped clearly 
from my brain, 


Half dozing, I raised up my head, and heard, with 


how much pain! 
My treaeherous love, in neighb’ring grove, mov’d 
by my rival’s pray’r, 
Restow a kiss to Colin’s bliss—to me, alas! despair! 


POP OIE SH 


WHEN BIBO WENT DOWN TO THE 
REGIONS BELOW. 


Au— To Anacreon in Heaven.” 


WHEN Bibo went down to the regions below, 

Where Lethe and Styx round eternity flow, 

He awoke, and he bellowed, and would be rowed 
back, 

For his soul it was thirsty, and wanted some sack. 

“* Youw’re drunk,” Charon cried, “* you was drunk 
when you died, 

So you felt not the pain that to death is allied.” 

‘€ Take me back,” roared out Bibvo, “ I mind not 
the pain, 

Vor, if I was drunk, Jot me die once agin,” 
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“* Forget,” replied Charon, 
strife, 

Drink of Lethe divine! ’tis the fountain of life, _ 

Where the soul is new born, and all past is a- 


“* those regions of 


dream, 

And the gods themselves sip of the care-drowning 
stream.” 

“* Let the gods,” he cried, ‘ still drink water 
that will, 


The maxims of mortals I always fulfill ; 
Prate, prate not tome of your Lethe divine, 
Our Lethe on earth was a bumper of wine.” 


At length, grim old Cerb’rus began a loud roar, 

And the crazy old bark strnck the Stygian shore, 

When Bibo arose, and he Staggered to land, 

But he jostled the ghosts as they stood on the 
Strand. 

Cried Charon, «I tell you ’tis in vain to rebel, 

For you’re banished from earth, and you now are 
in hell,” 

‘Tis a truth,” replied Bibo, «I know by this 
sign, 

*Twas a hell upon earth to be wanting of wine.” 


PIIFPLCOCSD 


AH! WELL-A-DAY! MY POOR HEART! 
( Holcroft. ) 


To the winds, to the waves, 
plain, 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart! 
They hear not my sighs, nor regard not my pain; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart! 


to the woods, I com- 


The name of my goddess I carve on each tree, 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart ! 
Tis I wound the bark, but Love’s arrows wound 


me; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart! 


The heavens I view, and their azure-bright skies ; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart! 

My heaven exists in her still brighter eyes ; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart ! 


To the sun’s morning splendour the poor Indian 
bows ; 
Ah! well-a-day ! my poor heart! 
But { dare not worship where I pay my vows ; 
Ah! well-a-day ! my poor heart! 


His god each morn rises, and he can adore ; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart ! 
But my goddess, to me, must soon never ris¢ 
more ; 
Ah! well-a-day! my poor heart ! 


GPPRPLPP RS? 


THE LIVING SKELETON. 
Air—“ The Ladies’ Darling.” —(E. Mackey.) 


Ou! what strange sights are in London seen, 
There’s something new each day, I ween, 
Some famed for fat, and some for lean. 
When the mermaid was brought up, they fell 
it on ; 
But now, for want of something new, 
And scarcely knowing what to do, 


| ’Tis said they have produced to view 


The bare sight of a living skeleton. 


SPOKEN. ] Aye, its all the rage now, nothin 
but spare-ribs, though there is no doubt but he will 
soon be able to live on the fat of the land, though 
at present he cannot bear the thoughts of Bread- 
street, Butchers’-hall -lane, Fish-street-hill, or the 
Poultry, but prefers Skinner-street, Air-street, 
and Hungerford-market ; Silver and Gold streets are 
likewise great favourites ; but to tell the truth, any 
one who vists him need not expect a substantial 
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entertainment, for he looks not like an inhabitant 
of the earth, and yet is on it; with his 
Spare ribs, bare ribs, marrow-bones all, 
Like a poplar-tree, just after a fall 
Of the leaf, to your fancy will quickly call 
An idea of the living skeleton. 


He is produced to the public gaze, 

Withont shirt, waistcoat, coats, or stays ; 

I’m sure I don’t like such indelicate ways. 
Then the doctors have all fell, pell mell, it on; 

Some say, but who can think it right, 

Tis, praise God, Barebones come to light, 

On a visit to earth, from the regions of night, 
This wonderful living skeleton. 


SPOKEN.] Bless my soul! what a surprising 
sight, said old Double-lungs.—Aye, aye, cried 
Brisket, he don’t carry much weight with him, 
and it won’t do for him to puff himself to the 
public.—For my part, said old Marrowfat, I 
cannot help thinking he’s the devil.—Then you 
had better not search into him too much, or 
you'll burn your fingers.—As for me, I cannot 
help thinking it is very indelicate, and am sur- 
prised how flesh and blood can bare to put up 
with the examination he does.—Och! devil burn 
me, said Phelim O’Flaherty, and why didn’t you 
say blood and bones, for the devil a bit of flesh has 
he but his skin, and that isn’t flesh at all at all; 
but, as for indelicacy, sure and they ought to be 
after making him some glass clothes to cover him. 
—Why, shiver my topsail, cried a sailor, that ’ere 
fellow must have come from Buenos Ayres, and 
this here must be Marrowbone, or else Wast-men- 
stare, an’t it so, old Skin-and-Bones? Aye! what 
wo’n’t you speak? Well, you’re a rum un, arter 
all; with your 

Spare ribs, bare ribs, &c. 


Some folks they dare not him go nigh, 
For they stoutly swear he is old Guy, 
And come to blow us all on high ! 
This poor earth there will then be a hell it on. 
But mark poor authors, in garrets pent, 
With not a farthing for food or rent, 
And ev’ry rag to their uncle lent, 
Each one is a living skeleton. 


SPOKEN. My fortune is made, cried Tag 
Rhyme, (who pawned his best threadbare coat to 
raise the sum required for admission,) I will write 
stanza upon stanza, and thus transmit both my 
own and this wonderful being’s name to posterity. 
—Take care, said a builder, you are not raising 
castles in the air.—Ah! said an actor, 

Angels and ministers of grace, defend us; 

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damned, 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from 
hell, 

Be thy intent wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape 

That 1 willl speak to thee. 


Well, said a pugilist, he shows bone and 
pluck, any how, and there is no loose flesh about 
him.— For my part, said a son of Galen, I should 
think him to be a quack, who has, unfortunately, 
taken some of his own medicine.—Oh! no, re- 
turned an undertaker, if such had been the case, I 
should have had a job before now.—He don’t seem 
to be in want of breath, either, said a bellows- 
maker.—He may have a good sole, said a shoe- 
maker, but he has a devilish poor upper-leather.— 
Aye, such a one as I would not lend much upon, 
said uncle Ready-dumps.—Aye, said a tailor, he 
is like, as Shakspeare says, a bure bodkin.—I should 
suppose, cried a bookbinder, he will shortly have 
to be done up in boards.—Well, said a carpenter, 
I never saw such a thing in my life before, and it is 
plane we have some queer things to deal with now- 
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a-days.—I never met with such an odd fish in my 
life, said Mr. Gill.—I, said a publican, think he 
looks like spirits just come from their hier; I have 
no doubt but he is one.—That is no rule to go by, 
returned a mathematician.— Well, bawled a butch- 
er, I would stake a rump and dozen that his chops 
water for any thing but ascrag of mutton.—Aye, 
and wash it down, replied a wine-merchant, with 
what he much needs in his veins, some good 
claret, it would have a wonderful effect on his 
Spare ribs, bare ribs, &c. 





He’s born to all troubles flesh is heir to, 
Although but a bag of bones, it is true. 
Two ounces of victuals he’!] each day chew, 
And his spareness will keep quite well it on. 
If all were like him, each butcher’s shop 
Would look ill, and the master ready to drop; 
Daniel Lambert suited them best, for his crop 
Would contain more than that of the skeleton. 


SPOKEN.] ‘Two ounces of victuals a day, cried 
old Cormorant; why I eat as many pounds 
at each meal; why the fellow must live upon air ; 
talking of ai, there’s nothing I like better, except 
turtle, venison, or ; zounds! I like anything 
that is good. If I bore a likeness to him, many 
caterers would pull long faces ; however, I cannot 
spare time, or bare to lean my thoughts that way ; 
it has now given me such a gnawing at my sto- 
mach that I must drop the subject, with his 

Spare ribs, bare ribs, &c. 





GLIP LIP? 


AS GILDED BARKS, THAT HOVER NEAR. 
A DUET. 
(G. M‘Farren.) 
[Music, Goulding, and Co. Soho-square. ] 


As gilded barks, that hover near 
The shores of sun-lit ocean, ~ 
Together launched, our hearts shall steer 
To shun the storm’s commotion. 
If jealous Fortune change onr doom, 
And tempests bid us sever, 
True love shall cheer the midnight gloom, 
Our polar star for ever. 


Through many a bright and cloudy day, 
Though breeze or blast be blowing, 

Love still shall burn with steady ray, 
And every sigh be glowing. 

And when life’s summer suns decline, 
And age brings wintry weather, 

Like kindred flowers our hearts shall twine, 
And wither both togethe. 


OPP ELIS Fr 


THE MARINER’S COMPASS IS GROG. 


SAM SPRITSAIL’s a lad you’d delight in, 
For friendship he’s ever a-gog, 
Loves his King, loves his wench, and loves fight- 


ing, 
And he loves (to be sure he does) grog. 

Says Sam, says he, ‘ Life’s all a notion, 
And wants from the spirits a jog, 

The world is a wild, troubled ocean, ie 
And our rudder and compass is grog 5 

For grog is our larboard and starboard, 
Our mainmast, our mizen, our log; 

At sea, or ashore, or when harboured, 
The mariner’s compass is grog. 


Let but grog take its charge of the helm, 
We perceive not the dangers of sea, 

Or, if billows the vessel o’erwhelm, 
Still grog is the pilot for me ; 

Since grog saves the trouble of thinking, 
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Then here’s to each bold, jolly dog, 
‘cr he that delights in good drinking, 
Will toss off his full can of grog.” 
For grog is our larbeard and starboard, &c. 


Sam Spritsail, though grog he loved dearly, 
And its praise he, enraptured, would sing, 
Yet he fought for his country most cheerly, : 
Loved his sweetheart, and honoured his King. 
For Sam’s heart was spliced to his Nancy’s, 
And his mind on the wench quite agog ; 
Yet sailors have comical fancies, 
And dear as his Nance he loved grog. 
For grog is our larboard and starboard, &c. 


POLIILES? 


LUBIN AND ROSALIE. 
(Tickell. ) 
YounG LUBIN was a shepherd-boy, 
Fair Rosalie a rustic maid ; j 
‘hey met—they loved—each other’s joy— 
Together o’er the hills they strayed. 
Their parents saw and blessed their love, 
Nor would their happiness delay ; 
To-morrow’s dawn their bliss shonld prove— 
To-morrow be their wedding-day. 


When, as at eve, beside the brook, 


Where strayed their flocks, they sat and smiled, 


One luckless lamb the current took— 
?Twas Rosalie’s !—she started wild. 


Run, Lubin, run, my favourite Save ; 
Too fatally the youth obeyed : 

He ran, he plunged into the wave, 
To give the little wanderer aid. 


But scarce he guides him to the shore, 
When, faint and sunk, poor Lubin dies‘ 
Ah, Rosalie! for evermore, 
In his cold grave thy lover lies. 


©n that tone bank, oh! still be seen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapless maid ; 

And, with sad wreaths of cypress green, 
For ever soothe thy Lubin’s shade. 


GIP PP LOOP 


TO THE WOODS AND THE FIELDS, MY 
BRAVE BOYS, HASTE AWAY! 


To the woods and the fields, my brave boys, haste 


away ! 
Our sport is to follow the hare ; 
For the morning is clear, and delightfully gay, 
Sure nothing with this can compare ! 


See our horses so swift, and courageously bold, 
Our hounds so well scented and fleet : 


Hark! hark! they’re all off, they’re crossing the 


field, 
Let’s pursue, then, with courage and heat. 


See! see! how poor pussy redoubles her speed, 
Through briars, brakes, hedges she flies ! 


With the hounds in full tone, and old Ball in the 


lead, 
Sweet echo resounds to the skies ! 


But behold, on a sudden, the hounds are all lost, 


She’s squatted, and now pants for breath R 
Till, alas! she soon finds (and that to her cost) 
The pursuit will soon finish in death ! 


Then, huzza! my brave boys, let us hasten to 


crown 
The pleasures of this sportive day ; 


For, our spouses and sweethearts we’ll never dis- 


own, 
But be always blithe, jolly, and gay. 


CLOPLT ESD 


NELLY BROWN; 
OR, SHE NE’ER COULD PASS THE GIN-SHOP. 
(Upton. ) 
I COURTED pretty Nelly Brown, 
Nay more, I married her, d’ye see ; 
And for a time, our bliss to crown, 
Why Nelly was the world to me! 
Whene’er we spoke, ’twas ¢ love’ or ¢ dear,’ 
Nor did we quarrel night or day; 
My Nelly spotless did appear, 
And yet,—she had an awkward way, 
She ne’er could pass the gin ‘shop. 


Though east or west, or north or south, 
Whatever way the wind might blow, 
Her hand was somehow near her mouth, 
So sad a wife did Nelly grow; 
My clothes were pawned, my shirts were tore, 
And I for Nelly forced to roam : 
Besides, and what I must deplore, 
Right sure was I, when not at home, 
To find her at the gin-shop. 


Thus worse and worse did things go on, 
My once loved home of joy bereft ; 

My peace was broke, my sticks were gone, 
And only the gin-bottle left. 

At length my spouse, I’m forced to Say, 
By glass on glass so shortened life, 

My pretty Nelly died one day, 
And I, poor Crispin, lost my wife, 

By going to the gin-shop, &c. 


MORAL, 


Now, all young maids, and old maids, too, 
Who wish to shun the ills of gin, 
Whene’er the “ Bunch of Grapes” you view, 
Take my advice, and don’t go in; 
For though a quartern and three-outs 
May tempt you now and then to stop, 
There’s something there, beyond all doubts, 
May lead you to another drop, 
By going to the gin-shop. 


POPP PP PEO 


LOVE’S HOLIDAY. 
(R. Bloomfield.) 


THY favourite bird is soaring still, 
My Lucy, haste thee o’er the dale ; 
The stream’s let loose, and from the mill, 
All silent comes the balmy gale; 
Yet so lightly on its way, - 
Seems to whisper holiday. 


The pathway-flowers, that bending meet, 
And give the meads their yellow hue ; 

The may-bush, and the meadows sweet, 
Reserve their fragrance all for you: 

Why, then, Lucy, why delay? 

Let us share Love’s holiday. 


Since, then, thy smiles, my charming maid, 
Are with unfeigned raptures seen 5 
To beauty be the homage paid,— 
Come, claim the triumph of the green. 
Here’s my hand, come, come away, 
Share, oh! share Love’s holiday. 


A promise, too, my Lucy made, 
And shall my heart its claim resign ? 
That ere May flowers again should fade, 
Her heart and hand should both be mine. 
Hark ye, Lucy, this is May, 
Love shall crown the holiday. 


PPLPLOTP 
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THE SHORT MAN. 
Air—“ The Irish Duel.”’—(G. Jefferson. ) 


SWEET gentlefolks, pray list to me, 
I’ll not detain you long; 
For as I am but short, you see, 
Why short shall be my song. 
Our joys are short, and short our life, 
And short should be delay, 
So I espoused a nice short wife, 
All on the shortest day. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


So short our courtship was, I vow, 
So soon her heart I caught, 
Says I, ‘ My dear,’ and made a bow, 
© We'll cut the matter short » 
I’ve known you only three short days, 
Will you my spousee be? 
If not, I’ll shortly go my ways.’ 
‘No, don’t, my love,’ says she. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


The church was but a short way off, 
In short, the knot was tied, ; 
Midst many a laugh, and jeering scoff, 
At me and my short bride ; 
Our honeymoon was shortly o’er, 
My ears with noise soon rung, 
I wished my wife, like many more, 
Had got a shorter tongue. 
Fal lal Jal la, &c. 


Short reck’nings will long friendships bind, 
Pray, note the buck, so gay, 
His memory’s short, you'll often find, 
When /ong bills are to pay ; 
Their short-cake clients lawyers pose, 
In their queer short-hand way ; 
Pedestrians, with short repose, 
Will walk both night and day. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


Short-sighted we must all appear, 
If we would stylish be ; 
For though an object be quite near, 
We can’t, without this, see. 
A short-cut road to fame, we know, 
Have Britons often found, 
In cutting short the daring foe, 
On this or foreign ground. 
Fal lal lal la, &c. 


Ye ee ee 


WHAT’S LOVE? 
(J. Mackey.) 
Wnuat’s Love? ’Tis like the tulip-flower, 
Which owns nought else but beauty’s power ; 


Which looks no further than the scene, 
Where Nature’s charms unrivalled seem. 


What’s Love? ’Tis like the blushing rose, 
Which with sweet sense and virtue blows ; 
And still doth hold its pleasing lure, 
When tints are gone, with heauty’s hour. 


PIP PLIOP? 


THE HAPPY FARMER, 


OR, "TIS MY PRIDE AND MY BOAST TO BE FREE. 


WHEN the bonny gray morning just peeps through 


the skies, 
The lark, mounting, tunes his sweet lay ; 
With a mind unencumbered by care I arise, 
My spirits light, airy, and gay. 
I take up my gun, honest Tray, my old friend, 
Wags his tail, and jumps joyously round ; 





To the woods, then, together our footsteps we 
bend, 
Tis there health and pleasure are found. 
I snuff the fresh air, bid defiance to Care, 
And happy as mortal can be. 
From the toils of the great, from ambition and 
state, 
’Tis my pride and my boast to be free. 


At noon, I, delighted, range o’er the rich soil, 
And labour’s rough children regale ; 

With a cup of good home-brewed I sweeten their 

toil, 

And laugh at their joke or their tale: 

And whether the ripe waving corn I behold, 
Ox the innocent flocks meet my sight, 

Or the orchard, whose fruits are just turning to 


old, 
sully still health and pleasure unite. 
I snuff the fresh air, bid defiance to Care, 
And happy as mortal can be. 
From the toils of the great, &c. 


At eve, to my humble-roofed cot I return, 
When, oh, what new sources of bliss, 
My children rush out, while their little hearts 
burn, 
Each striving to gain the first kiss. 
My Dolly appears, with a smile on her face, 
Good-humour presides at our board,— 
What more than health, plenty, good-humour, 
and peace, 
Can the wealth of the Indies afford? 
I retire to rest, sweet content fills my breast, 
As happy as mortal can be. 
From the toils of the great, &c. 


GPL PP CLL 


HEAVE-A-HEAD! PULL AWAY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


BorN at sea, and my cradle a frigate, 
The boatswain he nursed me true blue 5 
I soon learnt to fight, drink, and jig rigs 
And quiz every soul of the crew. 
So, merrily push round the glasses, 
And strike up the fiddles, huzza! 
And foot it away with the lasses, 
Tol de rol, heave-a-head, pull away! 


A tar, though his hopes should be lopped off, 
His courage should ever hold fast, 
So Tom Tough, when his colours were popped off, 
His blue jacket nailed to the mast. 
So, merrily, &c. 


To love and to fight’s a tar’s duty, 
And either delight to him bring, 
To live with his favourite beauty, 
Or die for his country and king. 
So, merrily, &c. 


PPO LIPL IF 


WHAT CARE I HOW FAIR SHE BE? 
(George Wither, 1622.) 


SHALL I, wasting in despair, 
Die, because a woman’s fair? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care. 
*Cause another’s rosy are? 
Be she fairer than the day, 
Or the flowery meads in May, 
If she be not so to me, 
What care 1 how fair she be? 


Shall my foolish heart be pined 
Cause I see a woman kind? 
Or a well-disposed nature 
Joined with a lovely feature ? 
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Be she meeker, kinder than 
Turtle-dove or pelican, 

If she be not so to me, 

What care I how kind she be ? 


Shall a woman’s virtues move 
Me to perish for her love? 
Or, her merit’s value known, 
Make me quite forget my own? 
Be she with that goodness blest 
Which may gain her name of best ; 
If she be not such to me, 
What care I how good she be? 


*Cause her fortune seems too high, 

Shall I play the fool and die? 

Those that bear a noble mind 

Where they want of riches find, 

Think what with them they would do 

That without them dare to WoO; 
And, unless that mind I see, 
What care I, though great she be? 


Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 
I will ne’er the more despair ; 
If she love me, this believe, 
I will die e’er she shall grieve ; 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I can scorn, and let her go; 
For, if she be not for me, 
What care I for whom she be? 


GPPPLP ECCS 


I WILL LAUGH AND I WILI, SING. 


BRING me flowers, and bring me wine ; 
Boy, attend thy master’s call 5 
Round my brow fet myrtles twine, 
At my feet let roses fall. 
Breathe in softest notes the flute, 
Form the song and sound the lute, 
Let thy gentler accents flow 
As the whisp’ring Zephyrs blow. 


Sorrow would annoy my heart, 
But I hate its baneful sting ; 
Joy shall chase the rapid dart, 
I will laugh and I will sing. 
Breathe in softest notes, &c. 


What avails the downcast eye? 
What avails the tear, the sigh ? 
Why should grief obstruct our way 
When we live but for a day? 
Breathe in softest notes, &c. 


CPP IPOIDP & 


THE SOLDIER’S DEPARTURE, 


THE trumpet sounds from afar, 
The clangour of arms to proclaim, 
Brave Mars calls his soldiers to war— 
To laurels of honour and fame : 
The drum summons loud to the field, 
And love to my fair summons, too, 
But fondness to glory must yield— 
Your soldier must part from his Sue. 


In slaughter and battle’s alarms, 
For vengeance when pants ev’ry heart, 
When the hero swift tushes to arms, 
To encounter the death-pointed dart 5 
"Midst bloodshed, that purples the ground, 
With carnage and horror in view, 
Though smarting, and deep be his wound, 
Your soldier shall think on his Sue. 


Should Fate doom your soldier to fall, 
With pleasure he sinks to the grave, 
Of death ne’er repine at the call, 
Nor weep for the loss of the brave ; 





But if, for his country and king, 
Death spares him, ‘to venture anew, 
A lover’s impatience shall wing 
Your soldier’s return to his Sue. 


Then, don’t be faint-hearted, my dear, 
Nor fall to dull Sorrow a prey ; 
Let Hope wipe away ev’ry tear 
That starts when your soldier’s away. 
Returned from the perils of war, 
With heart ever constant and true, 
He’d forget ev’ry danger and fear 
When blessed in the arms of his Sue. 


GPC PIP OOP 


THE IRISH WAKE. 
Air—“ Murphy Delaney.”—( 0? Brien. ) 


OcH! whisky’s the devil! it’s the Trishman’s evil, 
When he tastes his darling it maddens his 
brain ; 
Be’m ever so civil, it makes him a devil, 
And, in spite of the priest, he will taste it 
again. 
One day, Paddy Regan and Darby O’Fagan 
Contended who’d tipple off most of the stuff ; 
A sweet whisky-fever tipped the wind of each 
shaver, 
And their wake it was held in the village of 
Broff. 


SPOKEN.] The Coroner was sent for ; who sum- 
moned twelve respectable jurors—there was Ma- 
loney M‘Guire, the brogue-maker ; Tim O’Shaugh- 
nassey, the master-tailor, who kept no body at 
work but his own body; there was Carbry O’Flin, 
the bandle-cloth weaver and thatcher; Paddy 
M‘Namara, the smasher, not of money but heads ; 
Phelim O’Houragan, the chair, stool, flail, and 
coffin maker; Turlough O’Shannihan, the flax- 
aresser and dancing-master; Teague Drury, the 
butcher and quack-doctor ; two dumb men ; a blind 
Piper; and, for want of more men, Biddy Casey, 
the man-midwife and stocking-knitter , and Gillin 
Toben, the pincushion-maker and fortune-teller. 
But, all this time, there was 


Such squeaking and bawling, 
Such crying and squalling, 
Och! curse on the whisky the women would cry ; , 
But, slily, the noggin 
The creatures went jogging, 
And Judy would whisper—we’ll wet Pother eye. 


Coroner O’Kelly, with his thumping big belly, f 
Came, puffing and blowing, and red was his 
nose ; 
He loved not drinking, bar spirits were sinking— 
That you may guess by the gout in his toes. 
Next. comes the jury, at their head was Teague 
Drury 
Seated, and sworn, not on book, but the cross, 
To bring in their verdict, in conscience quite per- 
fect, 
And, faith, they did that, as they pushed round 
the glass. 


SPOKEN.] Now, the jury kept deliberating, 
when a jackass trust his head into a hole in the 
wall, and kicked up such a devil of a noise.—Ho, 
ho! cried Coroner O’Kelly, had you come in time, 
Mr. Neddy, you should be one of us ; put some 
straw in that hole, Paddy M‘Namara.—I am a 
Juryman, Mr. Coroner, ‘you must get somebody 
else; don’t insult me, or, d—n me, J’ll smash 
your rotten toes.—Pass it over, cries the Coroner ; 
business is precions. My opinion is that your ver- 
dict must be felo-de-se.—No such thing, cried Tim 
O’Houragan, the coffin-maker ; the two men were 
insane, or they would not drink first shot,—first 
shot killed them, and not themselves; the coffins 
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are made, let them be buried dacent.—Arrah! 
says the Coroner, let us taste this first shot before 
we return a verdict. So he tasted, and tasted, 
until down he went as flat as an oaten cake on a 
rusty griddle, and all that he could say was— 
Both—menu—shot—shot—shot—insanity. Now, it 
would make your heart bleed to hear 


Such squeaking and bawling, &c. 


Some standing, some sitting, some crying, some 


skitting, 
And swecthearts, so doleful, would sob and then 
cry, 
Arrah! Paddy, my darling, last night I had 
warning, 
But little thought whisky would kill you, my 
boy ; 
If, like your own daddy, yon’d live still, my 
Paddy, 


You would not be now like a log in a bog, 
But like your dear mother, who, somehow or 
other, 
Fell into a slough, and was drowned, the last 
fog. 


SPOKEN.] Faith, and [ think that she was shot, 
too, for she overshot the mark, for the water 
wasn’t two inches deep. Bad luck to you all: 


make room there! hére comes Father Brady. Go 
on your knees, you devils! Hide the noggins! 
Judy, youre drunk; go under the ~ bed.--- 


Welcome, your reverence!—Thank you, thank 
you, good people: this is a fine job, is’n’t it? 
Arrah, Tim Riley, didn’t I give you absolution 
this morning, and there you are, as drunk as 
the devil’s sow.—Faith, then, Father Brady, if 
the black one can get drunk there, I am 
his humble servant. Och! no more absolutions 
for Tim Riley. May be he keeps a private still ; 
I'll soon be with him; and, faith, [ll tip your 
reverence a drop of the best when you give us a 
call.—Silence, you mad spalpeen, and go to bed. 
—By ike mass, there is somebody there already ! 
—lIt’s the coroner, your reverence. He was shot. 
—Shot, you say ; why, I shall soon lose my whole 
flock. Whisky shot him, your reverence, and the 
bottle is in his pocket now.—Arrah! Iet me taste 
that cursed first shot, for I am curious to know the 
difference between the first and the last shot.— Fill 
up for Father Brady, he is the best jadge in this 
place. Och! bless your reverence, there is ano- 
ther bottle, Father Brady, at your sarvice.—Faith, 
he tipped it, and tipped us all absolution into the 
bargain. ‘The moment he was gone there was 


Such squeaking and bawling, &c. 
A little more steady, in Sunday clothes ready, 


To bury the boys,—they all scampered from 
home 


Some hundreds did follow, when they heard the 
halloo 

From a hundred old women near the village of 
Croam. 


Faith, there Father Brady before us was ready, 
To watch that no more of his flock should be 
shot ; 
And he was so civil, till Riley, the devil, 
Fell dead on a tombstone,—and there he lay 
flat. 


SPOKEN.] Now we returned home, and swore 
we would not drink in any house for six months to 
come, and this made Father Brady quite happy, 
and called us good boys and girls. Faith, we 
drank in no house, sure enough, for we drank the 
darling outside the door, as we went home— 


A drinking and bauling, &c. 


OI LOL LIF 
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OH, LET ME ONLY BREATHE THE AIR. 
(T. Moore.) 


OH! let me only breathe the air, 

The blessed air that’s breathed by thee! 
And whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death—’tis sweet to me. 


There drink my tears while yet they fall, 
Would that my bosom’s blood were balm, 
And well thou know’st 1’d shed it all 
To give thy brow one minute’s calm. 


Nay, turn not from me that dear face, 
Am I not thine—thy own loved bride, 

The one—the chosen one, whose place, 
In life or death, is by thy side? 


Think’st thou that she whose only light 
In this dim world from thee hath shone 

Could bear the long and cheerless night, 
‘That must be hers when thou art gone ? 


That I can live and let thee go 
Who art my life itself? No—no— 
When the stem dies the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too, 


PPIP IP EF 


O: TWELVE WAS THE HOUR WHEN FOR 
FROLIC 1 STARTED, 
Air ‘ Suvourneen Delish.”.—(J. R. Planche.) 
O! TWELVE was the hour when for frolic I 
started, 
Singing Savourneen delish olin ogue ; 
The plays were all over, the people departed, 
Savourneen deelish, &c. 
In the Strand, round her waist, I a fair one caught 
neatly ; 
She turned round, indignant, I kissed her so 
sweetly, 
She shrieked, and the watch came, and nabbed me 
completely ; 
Savourneen delish, &c. 
Soon I knocked down two or three of the nearest, 
Savourneen delish, &c. 
But my brains, at the time, they were none of the 
clearest ; 
Savourneen delish, &c. 
When a thought came across, while the rattles 
were springing, 
To the Charlies around I some dibs began flinging, 
And took care, while they scrambled, my flight to 
be winging ; 
Singing Savourneen delish, &c. 


PIP IP ELIS 


THE BRITISH OAK. 


YE Britons! venerate this tree, 

The guardian of our liberty ‘ 
Through many a distant age: 

Beneath its shade the Druid rose, 

And waked the British youth from woes 
To true heroic rage. 


Forth from their woods they rushed like flame, 
What time Rome’s hostile legions came, 
They met them at their waves : 
And who shall call the conflict vain, 
They perished on their native plain, 
Nor lived a race of slaves. 


And still this tree, to Britons dear, 

Protects our rights from year to year ; 
Hence are our terrors hurled! 

Ye Britons! venerate the oak! 

Nelson from this’in thunders spoke, 
And shook the astonished world ! 


While this shall flourish in the glade, 
What foe shall dare our rights invade ? 
O, lovely tree, increase ! 

Still spread thy bending branches far, 
Protect us from the woes of war, 
And shelter us in peace. 


GPP PPGIPLRP? 


MARRIED FOLKS, LET NO SQUABBLES 
DISTURB YOUR REPOSE. 


(Cobb.) 


FOND DAMON wishes he were dead, 
For Chloe looks too pale, too red; | 
Or, when a heart gay Strephon played, 
Revoked, and trumped it with a spade 3 
While she, distracted, tears her fan, 
And has hysterics for a week, 
Because the false, the faithless man, 
Let Celia’s lap-dog touch his cheek. 
When they meet, Chloe paces the drawing-room 
o’er; 
He frowns at the cieling, and then at the floor; 
She sings and he mutters, till, eager to quarrel, 
(Each certain of conquest,) they strive for the 





laurel. 

Zounds, ma’am, you're inconstant.—Sir, you are 
ungrateful— 

Yet hear me—no more, sir,—to me youare hate- 
ful— 


Rage, fury, distraction, destruction, and death! 
Ha! ha! ha!—oh!—I’m quite out of breath ; 
Take advice from dull folks, who make love in 
plain prose, 
’T will save you much trouble to follow our plan ; 
Let no squabbles heroic disturb your repose, 
But e’en kiss and be friends as soon as you can. 


GIELPaIP FPO 


TRAVELLERS SEE STRANGE THINGS. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


IN England I’ve seen the brave sons of roast beef 
Raised high on prosperity’s wings, 
Saw wealth and good-humour beyond all belief ; 
But travellers see strange things. 
Strange things, strange things, 
Travellers see strange things. 


That you'll doubt my narration I feel pretty sure, 
Though I soar not on fabulous wings : 
I’ve seen honest lawyers, and doctors that cure ; 
But travellers see strange things. 
Strange things, &c 


Believe me no falsehood I wish to advance, 
From truth my authority springs ; 
I’ve seen England can never be conquered by 
France ; 
But travellers see strange things. 
Strange things, &c. 


PPE P LL IP 


GUESS THE REST. 
Air—** Nae Luck about the House.” —(H. P.) 


YouNG BELVILLE wooed the gentle Jane, 
With eye of azure blue, 

Nay, married her, and found she proved 
A most unruly shrew. 

A wedded life, cried he, one day, 
Is, sure, the source of evil; 

Blest singleness, he, frantic, cried— 
To wed’s the very ; 

But, oh! forgive the bashful muse, 
By modest feelings prest, 

Ashamed to close the doubtful verse, 
Leaves you to guess the rest. 
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Mistress Bnbb one fault had she, 
She often took a sup, 
Mister Bubb he stole the key, 
And locked the bottle ap. 
Poor Mistress Bubb she conldn’t stop, 
But grieved her husband’s sin, 
She trotted to the corner shop. 
And got a glass of A 
But, oh! forgive the bashful muse, &e. 


Doctor Potts a servant had, 
Saucy little Sue, 
Cupids dwelt in every curl, 
From which their bows they drew. 
Yet once, behind the pantry-door, 
In all the tide of bliss, 
He seized on little struggling Sue, 
And gave her lips a . 
But, oh! forgive the bashful muse, &c. 








Pretty Soph, at breakfast time, 
Her surly husband near, 
Leave, to go to Margate’s clime, 
Entreated of her dear. 
A fifty pound will take me down, 
And in the packet crammed ; 
You'll give me fifty—wo’n’t you, love? 
If I do may I be : 
But, oh! forgive the bashful muse, &c. 





Lovely Jessy, plump and fair, 
Young Harry made his bride ; 
But, in three menths, she fell so sick, 
They thought she would have died. 
Now, how’s my joy, he asked the maid, 
In accents sad and wild, 
Your joy, sir, cried the maid, abashed, 
Has got a little . 
But, oh! forgive the bashful muse, &c. 





GIP PIOPOE#R 


COME, LADDIES, HASTE AWAY. 
HUNTING CHORUS. 


CoME, laddies, haste away, haste away, haste 
away, 
See! see! the coming day, 
Ready for our pleasure. 
Mount your steeds, my bonny men, bonny men, 
And the timid stag you’ll ken, 
Our well-contested treasure. » 
O’er the mountain’s side he’I] steal, 
Through the forest, down the vale, 
While we his frighted ears assail 
With a hey, oh! chevy! 
Come, laddies, haste away, 
See! See! the blooming day 
Hails our gay tantivy! 


GPL POP PD 


SWEETLY BREATHES THE BLUSHING 
MAY. 


(Mrs. Brooke.) 


Now the wintry storms are o’er, 
Spring unlocks her verdant store ; 
Smiling pleasure crowns the day ; 
Sweetly breathes the blushing May. 


O’er the daisy-painted mead 

Now the wanton lambkins spread, 
Ever playful, ever gay, 

Fond to welcome in the May. 


Now, responsive, through the grove, 
Softer tuned to spring and love, 
Echo, with her spurtive lay, 

Joins our carols to the May. 


GIPLPI OPE 
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HOT LOVE AND COLD; 
OR, A VEIL FOR THE LADIES. 


VONCE deep in love I got, 
Its flame I scarce could hold, 
’T vas so perdigius hot ; 
And then I got a cold. 
<« My sveet, how fair you are, 
You beats the vitest snows” 
And, ven I’d got so far, 
Vas forced to—blow my nose. 
Tol de rol, O, tol de rol ; 
Tol de rol lol, O! ( Blows.) 


Says she, “ Vat’s that you say? 
You're joking, vithout doubt ; 
I cotched a cold to-day, 
And nose (knows) vat I’m about.” 
«© T love you, love,” says I, 
<¢ Ve’ll marry, if you please ;” 
Says she, ‘‘ O, dear! O, fie ae 
And then did at me sneeze. 
Tol de rol, O, tol de rol! 
Tol de rol lol, O. (A sneeze. ) 


Thinks I, this is, of course, 
A hend to hall my joys ; 
Vith fear and cold qvite hoarse, 
I almost lost my woice. 
( Hoarsely. ) «« My darling duck,” says I, 
“< If so be you’re cruel, 
J vill, that I may die, 
Put pison in my gruel. 
Tol de rol, O, tol de rol; 
Tol de rol lol, O. (A physic-taking face. ) 





** Attend unto my suit, 
I’ve got on my best clothes ; 
An’t this a lovely boot? 
I genteel alvays goes. 
That I in death mayn’t sleep, 
Vone kiss I do desire ; 
In ’ot vater don’t me keep, 
For I vith love puspire.” 
To de rol, O, tol de rol, 
Tol de rol lol, O. (A hiss, aloud. ) 


My mouth I viped, d’ye see, 
That I might kiss vith grace ; 
And she a smack gave me—-. 
On wrong part of my face. 
Says I, “ I’m rather rich 5” 
Says she, ‘‘ I takes your offer, 
Your gold or cold is stch, 
I’m sure to have a coffer (cougher.) 
Tol de rol, O, tol de rol; 
Tol de rol lol, O. (A cough.) 


Ven ve’d consulted pa, 
A rum old gill, vith ruffles, 
Ve marri’d, etcetera, 
And she died of the snuffles, 
So I a vidde’er be, 
O, ladies, hear my tale, 
And she vat marries me 
Shall ’ave an ’andsome veil ( vale.) 
Tol de rol, O, tol de rol; 
Consent to take the veil. 


GIIOL EOP 


BONNY KATE. 
(Dibdin. ) 

THE wind was hushed, the fleecy wave 
Scarcely the vessel’s side could lave, 
When, in the mizen-top, his stand 
Tom Clueline taking spied the land. 
Oh! sweet reward for all his toil! 
Once more he views his native soil ! 


Once more he thanks indulgent fate, 
That brings him to his bonny Kate. 


Soft as the sighs of zephyr flow, 

Tender and plaintive as her wo; 

Serene was the attentive eve, 

That heard Tom’s bonny Kitty grieve. 

«© Oh! what avails,” cried she, ‘‘ my pain? 
He’s swallowed in the greedy main 3 

Ah! never shall I welcome home, 

With tender joy, my honest Tom.” 


Now high upon the faithful shroud, 
The land awhile that seemed a cloud, 
While objects from the mist arise, 

A feast presents Tom’s longing eyes: 
A riband, near his heart which lay, 
Now see him on his hat display ; 

The given sign, to shew that fate 
Had brought him safe to bonny Kate. 


Near to a cliff, whose heights command 
A prospect of the shelly strand ; 

While Kitty Fate and Fortune blamed, 
Sudden, with rapture, she exclaimed, 
<< But see, oh, Heaven! a ship in view, 
My Tom appears among the crew, 

The pledge he swore to bring safe home 
Streams on his hat—’tis honest Tom.” 


What now remains were easy told, 

Tom comes, his pockets lined with gold, 
Now rich enough, no more to roam 

To serve his king, he stays at home ; 
Recounts each toil, and shows each scar, 
While Kitty and her constant tar, 

With rev’rence, teach, to bless their fates, 
Young honest Toms and bonny Kates. 


GPOLP III? 


MY SWEET GIRL, MY FRIEND, AND 
PITCHER. 


(O’Keefe.) 


THE wealthy fool, with gold in store, 
Will still desire to grow richer ; 
Give me but these, I ask no more, 
My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My friend so rare, my girl so fair, 
With such, what mortal can be richer ? 
Give me but these, a fig for care, 
With my sweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


From morning’s sun I’d never grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher ; 
If that, when I came home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 
My friend so rare, &c. 


Though Fortune ever shuns my door, 
T know not what can thus bewitch her ; 
With all my heart, can I be poor, 
With my sweet girl, my friend, and pitcher? 
My friend so rare, &c. 


GILL LIP? 


DAN DOLEFUL AND JACKDAW, 
OR, A SYMPATHETIC EXIT, 


Air—** Ask’st thou how long-my Love shall stay?” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


DAN DOLEFUL had an old jackdaw, 

(Bred up with Dan was he,) 
That sweetly sung, in matin caw, 

“ Old bachelors are we!’ 
And cawed, and cawed, and cawed again, 
This matin-song, ‘ I want a hen; 
Tnen, caw boy! caw boy! caw boy, then, 
How doleful ’tis to lack a hen!’ 
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Dan Doleful had a large estate, 
Full twenty pounds a-year ; 
Yet, strange, he let no other mate 
Than Jack, his riches share ; 
Who cawed, and cawed, and cawed again, &c. 


Dan Doleful died, at last, one night 
Of age, for he was old ; 
Next morn, with day’s returning light, 
Poor Jack found Dan quite cold! 
And over him cawed, and cawed again, 
- But Dan was dead, alack! and then, 
Jack cawed no more, but died, too, when 
‘To mourn them, left no doleful hen! ! 


GIPPOIIIP 


CRAZY JANE. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


Why, fair maid, in every feature, 
Are such signs of fear exprest? 

Cana wand’ring, wretched creature, . 
With such horror fill thy breast? 

Do my frenzied looks alarm thee ? 
Trust me, sweet, thy fears are vain; 

Not for kingdoms would I harm thee, 
Shun not, then, poor crazy Jane! 


Dost thou weep to see my anguish ? 
Mark me, and avoid my wo; 
When men flatter, sigh, and languish, 
Think them false :—I found them so! 
For I loved, ah! so sincerely, 
None could ever love again; 
But the youth I loved so dearly, 
Stole the- wits of crazy Jane’ 


Fondly my young heart received him, 
Which was doomed to love but one 5 

He sighed, he vowed, and I-believed him: 
He was false, and I’m undone. 

From that hour, has reason never 
Held her empire o’er my brain, 

Henry fled,—with him for ever 
Fled the wits of crazy Jane! 


_ Now, forlorn and broken-hearted, 
And with frenzied thoughts beset ; 
On that spot where last we parted— 
On that spot where first we met ; 
Still I sing my love-lorn ditty,— 
Still I slowly trace the plain, 
While each passer-by, in pity, 
Cries, < God help thee, crazy Jane!’ 


PIPPPPOSS 


THE PLEASURES OF MARGATE I SING. 


Air—“ John Appleby.” —(Nussey,) 


Tue pleasures of Margate I sing, 

Where there’s ev’ry thing good to invite ye5 
But plenty of cash you must bring, 

Or nothing that’s here shall delight ye! 
With hundreds packed up in a hoy, 

First, you ’scape from the smoke of the city, 
And a charming sea-sickness enjoy, 

With the jokes of the pert and the witty. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Next, anchored alongside the pier, 

Which is thronged like a fair for to greet ye, 
This surely your spirits must cheer, 

To have so many friends come to meet ye! 
When the waiters their cards have presented, 

You’ve lodging and board in a trice ; 
All this, sure, must make ye contented, 

As in charging they’re not over nice. 

Tol de rol, &c. 
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| Next, your spirits made lively and gay, 
By taking a dip in the sea, 
And at night take a heat at the play, 
Where actors of spirit you’ll see. 
Then auctions, balls, music, and reading, 
Are thronged so, they squeeze you to death, 
And at Mitch’ner’s on turtle we’re feeding, 
Aye, and crammed, till we’re gasping for 
breath! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Public breakfasts are here in great style, 

In the gardens of sweet Dandelion, 
And music and song will beguile 

Your spirits from care, now rely on; 
You'll laugh at each word as its spoke, 

And the song and the dance it will charm ye! 
Forgive me, kind friends, for this joke; 

It’s meant to amuse, not alarm ye. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


GLPLOLPHP 


I THOUGHT OF PLEASURE, LOVE, AND 
THEE, 


A DUET, 
(Dibdin. ) 


He.— Dip tempests howl, thy fancied form 
Hushed into peace the threat’ning storm ; 
Did cannons roar, thou wert the guide 
That turned the murd’rous ball aside : 


All peril, labour, toil and pain, 
Essayed to quell my mind in vain ; 
In dangers safe—in shackles free, 
Still comfort came, led on by thee. 


She.—Did summer parch, did winter freeze, 
Did hurricanes unroot the trees: 
Did dread alarms of war increase, 
I thought of thee, and all was peace. 


No chance, no fate, no force, no art, 
I knew could shake thy constant heart e 
And, though from pain no moment free, 
I thought of pleasure, love, and thee. 


OPPIPPIPS? 


THERE’LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL 
JAMIE COMES HAMR, 


( Burns. ) 


By yon castle wa’,’ at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, though his head it was gray ; 

And as he was singing, the tears down came, 

‘ There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

‘ The church is in ruins, the state is in jars, 

‘ Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 

‘We dare na weel say’t, but we ken wha’s to 
blame ; 

‘ There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 


‘ My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
‘ And now I greet round their green beds in the 
ird, 

“Tt bie the sweet heart 0’ my faithfu’ auld dame « 

‘ There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

‘ Now life is a burden that bows me down, 

‘ Sin’ I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown . 

‘ But till my last moments my words aré the 
same, 

‘ There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.’ 


GIPEFLIP? 
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Gch ! a good touga scull-breaker’s the best of all speakers,. 
Sing filliloo! hubbubboo! Erin-go.braugh ! 














IRELAND’S THE NATION OF SHELLE- | So Judy I caught her, but, very soon after, 


Sy LAGH-LAW. She did die a martyr to whisky so strong ; 
, : A There was a grand making at sweet Judy’s waking, 
Air— Paddy O°Carroll.””—( Beuler.) Lights, whisky, and cake in galore the night 


long. 
As Judy did lie now, her friends all did cry now— 
“‘ Och! why did you die now, and leave us to 
night 2?” 
Till, with liquor o’ertaken, we got to heads breaking, 
And finished the wake in—a row and a fight. 
For we’re of the nation of civilization, &c. 


OcH! Ireland the place is for Grecians and graces- 
For sweetest of faces the world ever saw ; 
For fighting genteelly and drinking too freely, 
Potatoes so mealy, and sweet usquebaugh. 
Och! the Paddies are rare ones, the ladies are 
fair ones, 
And no one there dare once to say they are not, 
If Barney were by now, his cudgel would ply now, 
And make him soon fly now, as quick as a shot. 
For he’s of the nation of civilization, 
Of sweet botheration and shellelagh-law ; 


PIPPI IP PO? 


MAY FREEDOM BLESS EVERY SHORE! 


ch! a good tough scull-breaker’s the best of all | THE Power that created the night and the day, 
speakers, Gave his image divine to each model of clay : 


| 
Sing filliloo! hubbubboo! Erin-go-braugh ! Though on different features the God be imprest, 
One spirit immortal pervades ev’ry breast ; 
And Nature’s great charter the right never gave, 
That one mortal another should dare to enslave ! 


The same genial rays that the lily unfold, 
Gave the rose its full fragrance, the tulip its gold; 
That Europe’s fond bosoms to rapture inspire, 


Sweet Judy O’Connor, a maid of true honour, 
So neatly I won her, at Donnybrook-fair, 

From Paddy M‘Fingal, an Ulster-man single, 
Who came in a jingle, and sported her there. 

Och! Judy, I cried now, how can you ride now, 


And have at your side now, that bandy-legged : 
Warm each African breast with as generous fire, 


knave? 
Och! cried Paddy, Barney, pray give us no And Nature’s great charter, &c. 
blarney, May the head be corrected, subdued the proud 
Or, faith! I’l] soon learn ye, now how to be- soul, 
have , : : That would fetter free limbs, and free spirits con- 
To a sprig of the nation of civilization, &c. trol! 


Be the gem set in ebon, or ivory enshrined, 
The same form of heart warms the whole human 
kind. 


Pat’s cudgel was handy, and, though he was bandy, 
He was quite the dandy in love or a fight; —~ 
He gave me a topper,—I gave hima wopper, 
It was such a stopper it stopped his mouth quite. 
His courage was all out, he murder did bawl out, 
*« An’ why did we fall out, sweet Barney, my 


D2 


And Nature’s great charter, &c. 


May freedom, whose rays we are taught to adore, 
Beam bright as the sun, and bless ev;ry shore ; 
No charter that pleads for the rights of mankind,, 
To invest these in gold, those in fetters can bind. 
And Nature’s great charter, &c. 


10 Wie 
Och! if you’d know why now, for Judy I’d die 
now, = 
Take that in your eye now, dear Paddy, my boy. 
For I’m of the nativn of civilization, &c. 
7.~—VOL. Ill. 
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THE SUPERANNUATED PAVIER; 
AN APPEAL TO THE SYMPATHIES OF MR. MS‘ADAM. 
Air—‘* Ye Banks and Braes 0’ bonny Doon.” 
(Beuler.) 


YE streets and ways of London town, 
Oft have 1 paved ye all with all care ; 
Oft have I rammed your white stones down, 
With many a “ hough!” when Wilkes was 
, Mayor. 
You'll break my heart, you Mr. M‘Adam, 
You’re breaking all these stones to dust ; 
Och, murder! murder! will you kill *em ? 
Then kill me, too, sir, if you must. 


How oft all day I used to fag on, 
To pave ye cleanly, when a youth ; 
And then I’ve blest each broad-wheel waggon, 
That helped to make ye neat and smooth. 
Ye used to look like clean raw ’tatees, 
When in the rain ye’d had a wash ; 
But now, when wet, so dirty your state is, 
Ye look like ’tatees boiled to smash! 


I’m old and deaf, and can’t walk over ye, 
Unless at th’ ears I place two horns, 
To see no coachman does run over me, 
Whilst I tread soft, not t’hurt my corns; 
Och! in wet weather you dirt my shoe leather, 
In dry, your fine dust makes all my eyes smart ; 
Then, if you go on breaking up all the stone, 
Och! Mr. M‘Adam, you’ll break my heart ! 


OOPS LLP? SP 


THE ISLES WHERE THE BONES OF OUR 
FATHERS REPOSE. 
(M. K.) 
THOUGH destined afar from our country to roam, 
Our bosoms feel, proudly, our country’s our home, 
And hallowed for ever the bumper which flows 
"Fo the isles where the bones of our fathers re- 
pose. 
Though commerce allure us, and oceans divide, 
'Fhe land of our birth is the land of our pride ; 


And blest be the friends, and accurst be the | 


foes, 

Of the isles where the bones of our fathers 
repose ! 

Blest isles! where, spontaneously, liberty springs, 

Protected and cherished under loyalty’s wings ; 

We exult in our bliss,—we still weep for our 
WOES, 

Dear isles! where the bones of our fathers re- 
pose. 


Long, long may ye flourish, united and free, 

And long may your freighted ships whiten the 
sea. 5 

Your heroes still triumph, when nations oppose 

The isles where the bones of our fathers repose ! 


Wherever we wander, through life’s thorny ways, 

May our path lead to home, ere the end of our 
days 5 ; 

And our evening at last in serenity close, 

In the isles where the bones of our fathers re- 


pose. 

But, my song grows too grave,—fill the bumper, 
and join 

To the wreath, where rose, thistle, and shamrock 
combine ; 


Here’s their flowers to their friends, and their 
thorns to their foes, 

And the isles where the bones of our fathers re- 
pose. 


Serer tee 
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FORWARD, HARK FORWARD, THE 
HUNTSMAN CRIES. 


A HUNTING CHORUS, 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-Square. | 
(George Macfarren. ) 


O’ER heath-covered mountains, when day is first 
dawning, 
And mists overhang the deep valley and lake; 
The merry horn sounds, like the voice of the morn- 
ing, 
To bid drowsy hunters and echoes awake. 
Then on to the chase 
We swittly race, 
And forward, hark forward, the huntsman cries ; 
While horse and hound 
Fly o’er the ground, : 
Till the game is won, and the victim dies. 


SONG. 
Thus ever may night-clouds of discord and sor- 
row 
To fresh-dawning beams of contentment give 
place ; 
~And may Joy’s thrilling music still waken each 
morrow, 
And call the dull sleepers to Pleasure’s fleet 
chase ; 


Where, side by side, 
Truth and friendship ride, 
And honour and feeling remain within call ;— 
Love’s rosy smile 
Soothes every toil, 
And envy and pride are the victims that fall. 
O’er heath-covered mountains, &c. 


GPEPPIP PPA 


MARY, ADIEU! I MUST AWAY. 
(Lord Byron.) 


WELL, thow art happy, and I feel 
That I should thus be happy too; 

For still my heart regards thy weal, 
Warmly as it was wont to do. 


Thy husband’s blest, and *twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot; 

But let them pass,—ah! how my heart 
Would hate him if he loved thee not. 


When late I saw thy favourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would break ;. 
But when the unconscious infant smiled, 

I loved it for its mother’s sake. 


I kissed it, and repressed my sighs, 
Its father in its face to see; 

But then it had its mother’s eyes, 
And they were all to love and me. 


Mary, adieu! I must away, 

While thou art blest, I’ll not repine ; 
But near thee I can never stay, 

My heart would soon again be thine. 


I deemed that time, I’decmed that pride, 
Had quenched at length my boyish flame ; 
Nor knew, till seated by thy side, 
My heart in all, save hope, the same. 


Yet I was calm,—I knew the time, 

My breast would thrill before thy look ; 
But now to tremble were a crime, 

We met, and not a nerve we shook. 


I saw thee gaze upon my face, 
Yet met with no confusion there 5 
One only feeling could’st thou trace, 
The sullen calmness of despair. 
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Away, away! my early dream, 
Remembrance ever must awake ; 
Oh! where is Lethe’s fabled stream ? 

My foolish heart, be still, o: break. 


PPL PALE? 


TO ADULTERATE STILL IS THE GO. 
Air—‘ Madam Fig’s Gala.” —(E. Mackey.) 


To adulterate still is the go, 

In the papers each day you may read, sirs, 
The tea they adulterate slow, 

Although, it is said, that’s the lead, sirs ; 
I just that and sugar shall mention, 

Nor wish about others to prate, sirs, 
To touch on them is my intention, 

Tea now is a matter of weight, sirs. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


When old gossips at tea-tables meet, 

To scan and converse on each fault, sirs, 
They dream not, as their tea they try, sweet, 

They are taking their portion of salt, sirs ; 
Though the salt may have double effect, 

And their spleen in great quantities bring up, 
Sweet discourse you can never expect, 

Nor that tea-dealers praises they’ll ring up. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


When the baker with pastry does tread, 
And unto its owner he hies on, 
He’ll remember the trays on his head, 
Contain a great portion of pies on ; 
If to him you should sugar e’er puff, 
You will meet with a ¢artish reply, sirs, 
Which may appear saltish enough, 
But, no matter for that, you will cry, sirs, 
Rumpti iddity, &c, 


But, the baker I cannot let go, 

As with him I’ve a bone just to pick, sirs, 
That his heart is quite stony, I know, 

And his honesty’s all hum, I’ll stick, sirs ; 
But I don’t mean to sugar you over, 

Flattery never suits me to a 7’, sirs ; 
Paris-plaster suits bakers in clover, 

And I to conclude shall make free, sirs. 

Rumpti iddity, &c. 


PIP LILI E PR 


LOVE, WHO’LL BUY? 
Air— Cherry Ripe !”—( Miss Bryant.) 


Love, who’ll buy? Love, who’ll buy? Love, 


who’ll buy ? 
Hark! his value now I cry. 


A wreathed smile, an eye of light, 

A bosom fanned by pure delight, 

A thought that’s free from guile or vice, 

A warm young heart, and that’s his price. 
Love, who’ll buy? &c. 


Now, his faults I wish to show, 
His bosom friends are Joy and Wo, 
Falsehood lures him oft away, 
Clip his wings, and then he’ll stay. 
Love, who'll buy? &c. 


This is true Love, not a cheat, 
Famed for many an artful feat ; 
Pleasure nursed him, Folly taught, 
So excuse each little fault. 

Love, who’ll bay? &e. 
The sale’s begun—a-going, gone! 
Knock Love down—the sale is done. 
On his flutt’ring wing rests joy, 
Pay the price, and take the boy. 

SLiove, who’ll buy? &c. 


i ae 


THE TIPPLING PHILOSOPHERS, 


DIOGENES, surly and proud, 
Who snarled at the Macedon youth. 
Delighted in wine that was good, 
Because in good wine there is truth ; 
But, growing as poor as a Job, 
And unable to purchase a flask, 
He chose for his mansion a tub, 
And lived by the scent of the cask. 


Heraclitus would never deny 
A bumper to cherish his heart, 
And, when he was maudlin, would cry, 
Because he had emptied his quart. 
Though some were so foolish to think 
He wept at men’s folly and vice, 
’*T was only his custom to drink 
Till the liquor ran out at his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cherish his soui ; 

Would laugh like a man that was mad 
When over a jolly full bowl. 

While his cellar with wine was well stored 
His liquor he’d merrily quaff, 

And, when he was drunk as a lord, 
At those that were sober he’d laugh. 


Copernicus, too, like the rest, 
Believed there was wisdom in wine, 
And knew that a cup of the best 
Made reason the brighter to shine : 
With wine he replenished his veins, 
And made his philosophy reel, 
Then fancied the world, as his brains, 
Turned round like a chariot-wheel. 


Aristotle, that master of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
For what we ascribe to his parts 
Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His beliy, some authors agree, 
Was as big as a watering-trough, 
He, therefore, leaped into the sea, 
Because he’d have liquor enough. 


When Pyrrho had taken a glass, 
He saw that no object appeared 
Exactly the same as it was 
Befere he had liquored his beard - 
For things running round in his drink 
Which, sober, he motionless found, 
Occasioned the sceptic to think 
There was nothing of truth to be found. 


Old Plato was reckoned divine, 
Who, wisely, to virtue was prone, 
But, had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It furnishes Fancy with wings ; 
Without it, we ne’er should have had 
Philosophers, poets, or kings, 


PPI P IL EP 


WILLIAM AND JESSR., 
( Dibdin. ) 
THE whitened breakers lashed the shore 
When William did from Jesse part, 


And, as the surge heaved more and more, 
So swelled with grief her bursting heart, 


The evening held its peaceful reign, 
Then gently melted into night, 

Soon did the sky shut in the main, 
And William’s ship was out of sight. 


The whistling winds, the billows’ jar, 
Now William pulls the yielding rope . 

No friendly moon, no twinkling star, 
To lend a single glimpse of hope. 
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And now, a thousand leagues apart, 

For many a mournful morn and night 
Was tender Jesse sick at heart, 

‘Phat William’s ship was out of sight. 


The radiant sun dispelled the dew, 

‘Two ling’ring years had passed, or more, 
When Jesse paid to William true 

Her morning visit to the shore. 


She saw a ship at random driven, 
Sweet Hope created new delight, 

And, as she poured her thanks to heaven, 
Her William’s vessel hove in sight. 


GPPEP ELF 


PAT BRAY AND HIS PEGGY. 
( O’Brien.) 


PaT BRAy he loved Peggy as well as the whisky, 
She had but one eye, sure, but that was a brisk 


eye, 
The dark one Peggy would prudently hide 
As often as Paddy would gain the blind side. 
But sly little Cupid kicked up sach a podder, 
For he lived in her good eye, and slept in the 
todder, 
So, early one ev’ning, he shot Paddy Bray, 
Who married sweet Peggy that very same day. 
Sure Pat was no fool, 
He acted by rule, 
For Jealousy humbugs 
A man that’s not cool. 


Jealousy seldom gives time for a pause, sir, 

And Paddy was certain.that he had some cause, 
sir, 

He set to work coolly, yot sick, went to bed ; 

Peg called out Paddy, and found him stone dead. 

She, little doubting but dead was her honey, 

Cried, Paddy, you are gone, boy, and so is your 
money; 

O’Dee’s whisky-bottle will have some to spare, 

And landlords will miss you at market and fair. 

Sure Pat was no fool, &c. 


When over your whisky, ’till morning, a-quaffing, 

You spalpeen, I wished you, many times, in your 
coffin, 

As my prayer it’s granted, it alters the case, 

Tim Murphy, the joiner, will do in your place ; 

The sentence scarce finished, when in walked her 
spark, sir, 

He made a strong coffin and brought it at dark, 
sir ; 

When Peg saw the coffin she heaved a big sigh, 

As much as to say, Paddy, it’s all in my eye. 

Sure Pat was no fool, &c. 


Tim pulled out his dude, for he dearly loved 
smoking, 

And Peggy sat near him, well pleased with his 
joking 5 

A trance, sure, cried Peggy, may Paddy assail, 

‘You go for some candles, the coffin I’ll nail. 

She shut the door, gets the nails and the hammer. 

Avast there! bawled Paddy; I’ll give you a cram- 
mer, 

And out of the coffin he jumped on the floor; 

That moment Tim Murphy stepped in at the door. 

Sure Pat was no fool, &c. 


Tim looked at Paddy, not believing his eyes, sir, 

And shouted out murther, och! what a big size, 
sir ; 

Arrah, ghost are you, Paddy, or what brought 
you back ? 

Says Paddy, my honey, to give you a crack. 

Now, darlings, I’m ready to give you my blessing ; 

He snatched up his thorn, and gave them a dress. 
Ing, 
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Then married the lovers, without more ado,: 
For tight in the coffin he nailed up the two. 
Sure Pat was no fool, &c. 


GELPPP LEIS 


WHAT IS MASONIC DUTY. 
(Matthew Garland.) 


WHO is the man will let me know 
What is Masonic duty ; 
And teach me whence the source does flow 
That constitutes its beauty ? 
The task be mine, for I can tell 
The science and the myst’ry, 
Your noble zeal becomes you well, 
And, brothers, I’ll assist ye. 


Should foreign foes, by madness led, 
Invade our happy nation, 
Or rank rebellion near at hand, 
Where is the Mason’s station ? 
Wherever duty shall assign, 
With sword or contribution, 
His life and fortune to resign 
For king and constitution. 


Should Hymen kindle up the flame, 
And at his altar crown him, 
What is duty to his dame 
And progeny around him ? 
The kindness of the turtle-dove 
Must be his sole attraction, 
Parental tenderness and love 
Pervade his every action. 


PPLPLEIPP 


NO, SOLDIER, NO. 
(Upton.) 
Bonny is the Highland lad, 
Bonny does he woo ; 
And, with sword and buckler clad, 
What braw things can do. 
But, when the battle’s done, 
And laurel-glory won, 
When he sues to kiss the lassie can she bid him 
go? > 
No, soldier ; ‘bonny soldier! No, Willy, no. 


Bonny is the Lowland girl 
That kens the Highland lad, 
And dear, dear, she loves him wel} 
That wears the Tartan plaid. 
And when he homeward hies, 
Where all his treasure lies, 
When he sues to kiss the lassie, &c. 


Bonny is the smile of peace, 
When the wars are o’er; 
Sweet the clang of arms to cease 
When lovers part no more : 
Then, when, devoid of strife, 
Willy claims her for a wife, 
When he sues to kiss the lassie, &c. 


GILLES EP 


A GLASS AND THE ECHOING HORN.. 


HARK away! to the horn’s mellow note, 
It sounds through the hill and the dale, 
While Echo, delighted to float, 
Repeats back a second-told tale. 
Ye huntsmen, arise to the chase, 
The lark, too, salutes the gay morn, 
While Diana is rising to grace 
The welcoming sound of the horn. 


Let’s taste the fat beeves "fore we go, 
Come, give us a glass of good ale, 
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A fig for all grumbling and wo, 
Let gladness for ever prevail; 
And, at night, as we sit round the fire, 
We’ll speak of the feats of the morn. 
Ah! give me, ’tis all I desire, 
A glass-and the echoing horn. 


GRIER IP PL? 


THE TEAR OF COMPASSION IN BEAUTY’S 
BRIGHT EYE. 


(G. Macfarren.) 
Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-Square. 
8 q 


WHEN sorrow’s deep gloom o’er the young heart 
is stealing, 
Or aged heads droop with the wrongs they are 
feeling, 
To soothe the sad sigh, 
There’s no magic can vie 
With the tear of compassion in beauty’s bright 
eye. 


How bright are the dew-drops that deck summer 
flowers, 
How beauteous the rainbow that beameth through 
showers ; 
But their lights disappear 
When the night-cloud draws near, 
While in darkness still shineth compassion’s 
mild tear. 


From that bosom of snow, my beloved Malvina, 
Oh! far from that bosom of snow, my loved Mal- 
vina, 
May every thought fly 
That gives birth to a sigh, 
And no tear but compassion’s e’er gem thy 
bright eye. 


GIPLPOLIPD 


FILL, FILL THE BOWL, THE ILLS OF 
LIFE. 


(Rev. C. Maturin.) 


FILL, fill the bowl, the ills of life 
Pll value not a feather ; 

No cloud shall cross my soul to-night, 
Or shade its sunny weather. 


I’ve sorrowed till my heart was sore, 
And groaned,—but hence with prosing, 
My last care dies upon this draught, 
My last sighs in this closing. 


I'll revel with a better joy, 
And mock at baffled sorrow, 

Nor will I reck how many a pang 
Must waken with the morrow. 

’Tis a sweet flower the tell-tale rose 
That decks the sallow autumn, 

And those the dearest beams of joy 
That burst where least we sought ’em. 


GPLILPIP PL? 


O, MALACHI! 
OR, THE JEWESS AND A WARM BATH FOR LOVE, 
(BE... B: Box.) 
DERE vas a maid, she vas a Jewess, 
And she vas sing “* O, Malachi! 


Vhy break ma heart, vat to you true is? 
O, Malachi! O, Malachi!” 


Dis maiden sat beneath a villow, 

And sighed and sang ‘* O, Malachi! 
Dis river’s bed must be my pillow! 

O, Malachi! O, Malachi!” 
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As on de brink she still vas linger, 

‘She still vas sing <¢ O, Malachi! 


(Feeling de varter mit her finger,) 
O, Malachi! O, Malachi!” 


She then turned to de villow, crying, 
In vildest grief, <¢ O, Malachi! 

Dis varter’s cold for love to lie in! 
I'll have it warmed before I die '” 


t+ ISP PPO Sr 


POLLY PUFF. 
(W. H. Amherst.) 


I LOVED and courted Polly Puff, 
And Polly said she’d me prefer, 
Cause I ticed her not with oaths and stuff, 
Which, broke, do cast a mighty slur. 
“* Poll,” says I, ** do you love me true?” 
“< Peter,” says she, “* by gosh! I do.” 
«“‘ Then,” says I, <‘ no more ado, 
Since you likes I, and I likes you.” 


SPOKEN, very amorously.] Ah! I did believe 
we did love each other. 
Tol lol de riddle lol—lol. 


I was torn away from Polly Puff, 

At the instigation of her aunt, 
A woman cruel, fat, and bluff, 

Who joyed two lovers to supplant. 
«« But, Pattypan,” sighed Polly dear, 

‘© Pluck up your heart, and nothing fear, 
For true, as I stand upright here, 

’Twixt us no aunt shall interfere.” 
SPOKEN.] Ah! Polly was a girl of spirit. 

Tol lol de riddle lol—lol. 

Yet Polly, poor thing, used to weep, 

And losed all her appetite, 
And was so tortured in her sleep, 

That she was worn to an atomy quite. 
How can I the rest relate, 

For it reflects great shame on me, 
Poll went, for her health, to Billingsgate, 

And, ina tiff, I went to sea. 


SPOKEN.] Oh! I was a cruel youth to her. 
Tol lol de riddle lol—lol. 


The captain, when quite out at sea, 
A moving letter gave to me 
From Polly Puff, which made me see 
J had committed perjury. 
O, Polly, Polly, Polly, dove, 
No man, I’m sure, can so much love, 
And Peter’s truth you yet shall prove, 
Who has a heart of stone to move. 


Tol lol de riddle lol—Jol, 


PEPE LEI?? 


HE’S ONE WHO HAS GUARDED OUR 
LAND. 


A JOLLY old farmer once, soaking his clay 
At the door, by the side of his dame, 
When there chanced a poor soldier to pass by that 
way, 
Worn out with fatigue and quite lame. 
Said the farmer, ‘* Friend, stop, and here you 
shall find 
Ill be willing, with heart and with hand, 
To relieve such as you, and, dame, to him ke 
kind, 
For he’s one who has guarded our land. 


Come into my cottage, your spirits I’ll cheer, 
Dame, bring the brave fellow some food, 
And draw him a mug of the best home-brewed 
beer, 
And let’s try to do him some good ; 
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When a little refreshed, he’d shoulder his crutch, 
And then show how in battle he’d stand ; 
Do whate’er you will for him, you can’t do too 
much, 
For he’s one who has guarded our land.” 


be poor soldier, well fed, once again he revives, 
Az. begms of those days just to tell, 
When many brave comrades of his lost their 
lives, 5 
Ana how they all gloriously fell. 
** Huzza!” cried out Hodge, ‘« ne’er let it be said 
That my heart don’t with feeling expand ; 
This brave fellow shall ne’er want a morsel of 
bread, 
For he’s one who has guarded our land.” 


Said the farmer, “ Come, soldier, now give us a 
toast 5” 
«« T will,” he repliea, ‘* sir, with glee: 
« May we keep from foreign invaders our coast, 
And may England for ever be free,’” 
«© Come, soldier, here’s mine, you must drink 
again ; 
* May our fleets by true Britons be manned ; 
And, while we drub our foes on the wide watery 
main, 
May our soldiers defend us on land.’ ” 


PFLIPPL HP 


THE LONDON NEWSPAPERS. 


SURE you all must agree, that the world’s epi- 
tome 
May be found in the London newspapers ; 
Why, from parts far and wide, we have news, 
ev'ry tide, 
Of all the grand fetes and rum capers. 
In the coffee-room met, what a queer looking set, 
With their spectacles placed on their noses ; 
Politicians a score, o’er the pages how they pore, 
And devour the strange news it discloses— 
Electioneering, privateering— 
Auctioneering, volunteering— 
Revolution, execution— 
Hanging, dying, wedding, trying— 
Haut-ton, crim. con.— 
In business who wins and who loses. 


SPOKEN.] Waiter, bring an evening paper.— 
Not come in yet, sir.—Indeed! it’s very late.— 
Yes, sir; all owing to the debate last night; the 
Day didn’t come in till almost night; and don’t 
expect the Hvening Star till the morning. Here 
comes the man with the Globe at his back, and the 
World in his pocket.—Waiter, what’s this ?-—The 
Sun, sir.—Why, it is wet.—Yes, sir; wet sun.— 


Oh, yes, remember, we had enough of wet sun | 


last year; we don’t want another. Waiter, bring 
me a candle.—What for, sir'—To see the sun wi’. 
—Why can’t you see the sun without a candle? in 
our country they can, sir.—Pray, sir, have you 
done with that there paper?—No, sir; but you 
can have this here paper.—Waiter, bring me the 
Statesman.—It’s on the other side, sir.—Then 
bring me the Post or Courier.—They are both on 
the same side.—Will you tell that gentleman 
who’s spelling the advertisements that he cannot 
oblige the company more than by setting the British 
Press at liberty.— Will you give up your Press fora 
Post ?—No, sir, but [ll give up my Statesman 
for an Independent Whig.—I beg pardon, sir, but 
I just gave the Wig to that gentleman with a bald 
head.—Why, waiter, this file of the Englishman is 
imperfect.— Yes, sir,we’ve lately sent a great many 
to France.—Oh! that accounts for it.—This States- 
man is abominably dirty, and very much torn; 
bring me another.—We hav’n’t got another, sir, 
Then send and buy one; there’s plenty of states- 
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men to be bought.—Here, waiter, waiter.—Coming, 
coming, sir.—So— 
Keep it up, that’s the way, 
All agog ev’ry day 
To see who wins and who loses. 


In country, like town, from the peer to the clown, 
In Europe’s great affairs never tiring, 
Politicians, you know, may be found at the plough, 
What’s the news? what’s the news? all in- 
quiring. 
Hear the horn’s twanging sound to the villages re- 
sound, 
Announces the news come so late in, 
Where a party are seen, each night at the inn, 
And for news most impatiently waiting. 
Advertising, things surprising— 
Public places, Epsom races— 
Siege or battle, show of cattle, 
Foes surrounded, horses pounded, 
Fighting cocks, price of stocks, 
And in business who wins and who loses. 


SPOKEN.] Landlord, will you read the paper 
out ?—I cannot read very well at first sight, on ac- 
count of the stops.—Pray, sir, will you be kind 
enough to read pro bono ?—We don’t take it in, sir. 
—Ask Mr. Boxall, the undertaker, if he’ll read ? 
—No, sir, I beg leave to object to that, he always 
begins with the deaths, and that’s professional ; 
perhaps Mr. Parchment, the solicitor, will, or 
show cause why he refuses.—Why, sir, I’ve no 
objection, and, as I hate any thing professional, [ 
will try to amuse you. What’s this—oh! ¢ Wil- 
kins versus Watkins. This was an action for the 
recovery of the sum of 2l. 14s, 9d.’—Now didn’t 
I tell you he would also begin with something pro- 
fessional? we don’t want law, do we, doctor ?— 
No, sir, I think the most amusing part of the paper 
is the accidents.—On Thursday last, as a poor la- 
bouring man was at work on the top of a ladder, 
in Spring-Gardens, he was, by a sudden gnst of 
wind, blown as far as Charing-Cross; he fell at 
the door of Bish’s fortunate lottery-office, where 
tickets and shares are—Poo, poo, it’s a lottery- 
puff; I hate puffs; don’t you, Mr. Pastry-cook ?— 
No, sir, I don’t dislike anybody’s puffs; live and 
let live, that’s my motto.—Well, sir, since you 
have put down the paper, I’ll try if I can amuse 
you.— Beware of puffs, sir.—Oh, oh! you have 
no need to tell me that, for I think I smell a puff 
the very moment I take the paper in hand; I’m 
not to be had, sir; I think I know too much of a 
paper for that, sir. (Reads. ) < St. Helena.” What 
have we here, news from St. Helana? this can’t 
be a puff. « An officer, just arrived from this 
island, reports the following singular circumstance : 
that the ci-devant emperor declares it to be his 
fixed determination, in opposition to the advice of 
his faithful followers, to use no other than War- 
ren’s Blacking ; to be had at No.—Oh, nonsense, 
nonsense.—So— 

Keep it up, that’s the way, &c. 


Then they differ in name, none alike, just the 
same, 

Morning Chronicle, Day, Advertiser, 

British Press, Morning Post, Herald, Times— 
what a host 

We read every day, and grow wiser. 

The Examiner, Whig, all alive to the gig, 

While each oné his favourite chooses, 

Times, Star, and Sun, to keep up the fun, 

And tell all the world what the news is. 
Examination, embarkation— 
Consultation, publication— 

Abdication, botheration— 
City feasts, wild beasts— 
And in business who wins and who loses. 


SPOKEN.] (Horn, and imitation of the horn- 
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boys calling the Extraordinary Gazette—second edi- 
tion, &c.) Let’s see—oh! * We stop the press to 
announce that, if intelligence of any :mportant 
victory should reach in the course of the afternoon, 
we shall publish it in a third edition.’ (Horn 
again, calling third edition. ) < We stop the press’— 
(turning hastily round )—pray don’t press upon me, 
sir. ‘ We stop the press to announce that nothing 
new has arrived since our last.’--Great intelli- 
gence, ccrtainly—very pleasant indecd. How 
amusing to read the newspapers crosswise :—‘ Last 
night, a young gentleman made his first appear- 
ance in the arduous character of Hamlet, and per- 
formed it with ease—in less than fifteen minutes. 
Lost, a lady’s lap-dog, answers to the name of 
Pompey—ii he will return to his disconsolate pa- 
rents, he will be kindly received. A very fine 
cow, of the Leicestershire breed, is exhibiting in 
Exeter-—for the benefit of her six lovely children. 
An over-drove ox ran down Fleet-street, and en- 
tered the dwelling-house of Mr. Bayley’s glass- 
manufactory, where he did considerable da- 
mage—due notice will be given of his second 
appearance. Wants a place, as groom, a young 
man, of great respectability, who can have 
have an unexceptionable character; letters 
{post paid) will find him—double-ironed in 
New sate, for horse-stealing. An ill-looking: fel- 
low wis taken to Bow-street, on suspicion of being 
concerned in several robberies ; in searching his 
pockets, they were found to contain—six chaldron 
of coals, a waggon, and five horses. Lost, a lady’s 
reticule ; its contents are—a chest of drawers and 
agridiron. Married, at Leeds, Joshua Jones, 
Esq. to Isabella Jenkins, of the same place—he 
seemed fully resigned to his fate. The minister— 
passed the dreadful sentence of the law on the un- 
happy wretch ; he was a good-looking young man, 
of tive-and-twenty years of age; and, in all other 
respects, conducted himself with becoming: pro- 
priety.—Then— 
Keep it up, that’s the way, &c. 


PL ELIE EPP 


WHO’LL BUY PRIMROSES? WHO’LL BUY? 


CoME, buy of poor Mary, primroses I sell, 

Through London’s famed city am known mighty 
well; 

Though my heart is quite sunk, yet I constantly 


cry, 
Come, who’ll buy primroses? come, who'll buy 
primroses ? 
Who'll buy ? who'll buy ? 


Friends and parents i’ve none, I am looked on 
with scorn, 

Ah! better for me that I ne’er had been born; 

Here I sue for protection, while plaintive I cry, 

Come, who’ll buy primroses? come, who’ll buy 


primroses ? 
Who'll buy ? who'll buy ? > 


My companions despise me, and say I am proud, 

Because I avoid them and keep from their crowd ; 

From wicked temptations I ever will fly, 

I live by primroses, come, who’ll buy primreses ? 
Who'll buy? who'll buy ? 


If Pity to Virtue were ever allied, 

The tear of compassion yet ne’er was denied ; 
Then pity poor Mary, who plaintive doth cry, 
Come, who'll buy primroses? come, who'll buy 


primroses ? 
Who’ll buy? who’ll buy? 


a ee ae a 
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MY LOVELY, CHARMING SUE. 


WHEN duty called I saiied away, 
Still to my king and country true : 
And nothing could my heart dismay. 
But parting from my charming Sue. 
With grief her tender heart was pressed, 
And scarcely could I bid adieu ; 
Her sorrows filled my constant heart 
For dear I love my charming Sue. 


I kissed away the falling tear, 
And vowed I ever would be true ; 
Then bid her hope, and banish fear, 
To pacify my charming Sue. 
She sighed, and wept, and sighed again, 
But I was forced to bid adieu ; 
Yet, while I sailed upon the main, 
I thought upon my charming Sue. 


The whistling winds began to blow, 
And dreadful rocks appeared in view ; 
Now up aloft, now down below, 
Yet still I thought on charming Sue. 
For three long years, upon the main, 
Each toil and danger I went through ; 
At length, quite tight, returned again, 
I came, and found my charming Sue. 


Constant my lovely girl I found, 
To me she faithful was and true: 
And, having sailed the world around, 
I’m safe in port with charming Sue. 
Well rigged, to church we tript away, 
Surrounded by the jolly crew ; 
And I am bound to bless the day 
I saw my lovely, charming Sue. 


CPL SPIGF 


V’VE KISSED AND I?’'VE PRATILED WITH 
FIFTY FAIR MAIDS. 


A DUET. 
(Mrs. Brooke. ) 


He.—I’ve kissed and I’ve prattled with fifty fair 
maids, 
And changed them as oft, d’ye sce! 
But, of all the fair maidens that dance on 
the green, 
The maid of the mill for me. 


She.—There’s fifty young men, who have told me 
fine tales, 
And called me. their fairy-she ; 
But, of all the gay wrestlers that sport 
on the green, 
Young Harry’s the lad for me. 


He.—Her eyes are as black as a sloe ina hedge ; 
Her face like the blossoms in May ; 
Her teeth are as white as the new-shorn 
flock ; 
Her breath like the new-made hay. 


She.—He’s tall and he’s straight as the poplar- 
tree 
His checks are as fresh as the rose ; 
He looks like a squire of high degree, 
When drest in his Sunday clothes. 


GIP LLIL SI 


FATHER HE WROTE FOR YEARS, WHILE 
I WRITE FOR TO-DAY. 
Air—* The Lamplighter.”—(T. Dibdin.) 

IN times not very long gone by, 
You heard a bard with glee, 

Whose lyre, howe’er I dare try, 
Will feebly sound from me. 

Father and I, it plain appears, 
Unequal powers display, 

The difference is, he wrote for years, 
While I write for to day. 
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OF WOMAN’S SMILE, AND WOMAN’S 
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The world’s a stage, as Shakspeare told, 
We’re actors and no more, 

And many a Yorick now lies cold, 
Who made the table roar ; 

Act well your part, the poet says, 
There all the honour lies ; 

And he acts best who best can raise 
Fall’n genius ere it dies. 


The drama’s laws, so taste decrees, 
The drama’s patrons give ; 

And folks, ’tis said, should live to please . 
Who only please to live. 

Then think of them whose hours must be 
Devoted still to you; 

And who, while here you’re sans souci, 
Perhaps are sans sui sous. 


Those ages dark, thank Fate, are past, 
-When buskins, masks, and socks, 
Through burly justices, set fast 
The wearers in the stocks. 
But now a luckier Thespian set 
This very room presents, 
Who, if in any stocks they get, 
Tis in the Three per Cents. 


Yet some there are, whom Fate denies 
To join the luckier ranks, 

And many who deserve a prize, 
Though doomed to draw but blanks ; 

For such we join, like brethren good, 
‘Their hapless lot to mend ; 

And those not brethren, be so good, 
At least, to prove a friend. 


Some village Hamlet want may bow, 


Or turn Othello pale ; 

Some mute inglorious Norval now 
May tell a humble tale; 

O’er Richard’s woes a balm pray shed, 
Let gold enrich the tear, 

To give Jane Shore a loaf of bread, 
And furnish Juliet’s bier. 


May timely Prudence, heav’nly maid, 
Impart her cautious power, 

And !et our brethren find a shade 
Against a stormy hour: 

And every blessing rest with you, 
Whose gifts our cares dispel, 

Till prompter Time shall take the cue 
To ring life’s curtain bell. 


SGSFLOL PEL 


CHARMS. 
[| Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 
(G. Macfarren.) 


OF woman’s smile, and woman’s charms, 
a 


A thousand praises number ;— 


Ske lights the peaceful world to arms, 


And bids the battle slumber. 


Such nectar hangs upon her lip : 


Such sun-beams dance about her ; 


Man dreams of heaven when’er he sips, 


And fancies none without her, 


Though cased in mail, that spurns the lance, 


And armed with martial boldness ; 


She wounds with one bewitching glance, 


That meits his icy coldness. 


Yet, while he owns her soft control, 


And bends in silken slavery ; 


Her cheering voice can wake his soul 


To deeds of matchless bravery. 


as oe 


HERE AROUND THE BRISK HEARTH. 
Air—‘* Ere around the huge Oak.” —(J. Bruton.) 


HERE around the brisk hearth, where the huge 
faggot’s placed, 
Jolly hearts sit, contented and free ; 
Secure from the wind that howls over the waste, 
And the snow that fast falls on the lea. 


The poor red-breast, forlorn, when cold winter 
comes, 
At the threshold for succour he pleads ; 
And we from our portion, though scant, spare the 
crumbs, 
On which he most gratefully feeds. 


Thus may the rich pity’s boon e’er bestow 
To lend the poor peasant a lift, 
Whose heart, like poor robin’s, will gratefully 
glow 
And tell his high sense of the gift. 


POPPLIPS 


SOON THE KIRK WE’LL GAIN. 
Air—** There’s nae Euck about the House.” 
(Bryant. ) 
JENNY loved her Sandy well, 
And he loved Jenny, too; 
He’d go at night his tale to tell, 
And swore he loved her truce : 
Says he, I’ll buy a ribbon fine, 
Red, yellow, brown, or blue, 
And when my dearest Jenny’s mine, 
She’ll beauteous look to view. 
Then come awa, my dearest lass, 
Was still the lover’s strain ; 
Then come awa, my dearest lass, 
And soon the kirk we'll gain. 


Jenny blushed, and so did he, 
And then he kissed her cheek ; 
Says she, ‘‘ what can the matter be, 
I’ve scarcely breath to speak ?”’ 
He took her by her lily hand, 
And to the maid did say, 
** It is not right that thus we stand, 
So I’ll wed you to-day.” 
Then come awa, &c. 


Now when they got to kirk, ’tis said, 
The village all was there, 
To see this lovely couple wed, 
He brave, and she so fair; 
And, as they danced upon the green, 
They trifled time away, 
And lasses lovely there were seen, 
Whose sweethearts thus did say, 
Oh, come awa, &c. 


Thus Sandy and his Jenny, too, 
Are blest from morn till night ; 
And all good folks go there to view, 
This couple with delight : 
And every Sunday, in the morn, 
The couples you may see, 
The altar at the kirk adorn, 
And speak thus merrily. 
Oh, come awa, &c. 


PIPE PL LF 


HARMONIA’S SONS, YOUR HEARTS AND 
VOICES RAISE. 


SWEET music’s aid we haply share, 
To charm the ills of wayward life, 
To smooth the ruffled brew of care, 
And cheer when all within is strife ; 
Harmonia’s sons, your hearts and voices raise, 
And join your powers in sacred music’s praise. 
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The call, melodious, we obey, 
And fain would sing its power divine ; 
Hark! ’tis Apollo joins the lay, 
Responsive shout the sacred Nine. 
Harmonia’s sons, &c. 


*Tis thou can madd’ning rage disarm, 
And free the mind from base alloys; 
And, when distressing fears alarm, 
’Wake in the soul celestial joys! 
Harmonia’s sons, &c, 


Orpheus famed, as poets tel’, 
(So wond’rous were the m.agic strains ;) 
Whose pow’rs, transportive, fled through hell, 
And soothed awhile its endless pains. 
Harmonia’s sons, &c. 


While earth and hell its charms admire, 
(All praise to music does belong, ) 
Angels, seraphic, strike the lyre! 
And join the universal song, 
Harmonia’s sons, &c. 


May jarring discord ever cease, 
And all our lives harmonious prove, 
Till in the happier realms of peace, 
We taste what angels do above. 
Harmonia’s sons, &c. 


FPL PP IPP HO 


’LL SHOW YOU HOW MUCH I IMPROVE. 
(Cobb.) 
IF you teach me, dear sir, the art of deceiving, 
I’m sure you will not take it ill 
That whilst, with attention, your lessons receiy- 
ing, 
On yourself I should practise my skill ; 
And when of your own wit the dupe I have maae 
you, 
All doubts of your art ’twill remove, 
For you can’t but esteem it a compliment paid 
you, 
To show you how much I improve. 


So doting parents oft have smiled 

At mischief from a fav’rite child, 

And viewed, with fond exulting joy, 

The growing genius of the boy, 

Who gives poor Hodge’s awkward bow, 
And shows you how he goes to plough ; 
Hits off the viear’s vacant stare, 

Wry faces makes behind his chair ; 

And, while he mocks the parson’s quaffing, 
The good folks almost die of laughing. 


Soon, panting for satiric fame, 

Our little master seeks new game; 
And, tired of laughing at the guest, 
On host and hostess breaks his jest ; 
His father’s gouty steps takes off, 
His purblind eyes, and winter’s cough ; 
Nor can mamma’s pert smiling leer 
Escape the wicked urchin’s sneer ; 
And giggling servants, raptured, sit, 
Well pleased to see the little wit 
Thus ape the simpers of mamma, 
And cough and hobble like papa. 


GLP LE LOR 


PLL HAVE HIS DAUGHTER, THAT I 
KNOW, 


(O’ Keefe.) 


MASTER is a parish Hector, 
Overseer, tax-collector ; 

To increase his private store, 
Cheats the king and robs the poor 
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Executor of old folks’ wills, 

With orphans’ right his bags he fills ; 
And Ill have all, or if not so, 
Ah, ha! oh, oh! 
I'll have his daughter, that I know: 

Happy dog, o’er sea and bog, 

Smuggle mog-jog, dog, jig it happy ; 
Mogg, kiss a paw to pappy. 


Master is a very wise man, 

Bailiff, smuggler, and exciseman; 

Cudgel to a poor man’s back, 

To the rich a supple Jack , 

Puts cash and beggars in the stocks, 

And he’s at home when Old Nick knocks. 
But ll have all, &c. 


In a ship we skim like swallows 
In his wherry master follows, 
At the oar he’ll toil and tug, 
Whilst we sit in cabin snug ; 
As he swears out, oh, how we laugh, 
And kiss and toy, and toddy quaff. 
For I’ll have all, &c. 


YANKO AND ORRA. 
(Dibdin.) 


YANKO he tell, and he no lie, 
We near one pretty brook, 

Him floming hair, him lovely yiei 
Sweetly on Orra look: 

Him see big world, fine warrior-men, 
Grand cruel king love blood ; 

Great king! but Yanko say, what den, 
If he no honest good ? 

Virtue in foe be virtue still, 
Fine stone be found in mine, 

The sun one dale, as well one hill, 
Make warm where’er him shine. 


You broder him, him broder you, 
So all de world should call, | 
For Nature say, and she say true, 
That men be broder all. 
If cruel man, like tiger grim, 
Come, bold, in thirst of blood,’ 
Poor man! be noble, pity him, 
That he no honest good. 
Virtue in foe, &c. 


PIPPIPIPE PP? 


TO CHASE O’ER THE PLAINS THE FOX 
OR THE HARE, 


To chase o’er the plains the fox or the hare, 
Such pleasure no sport can e’er bring ; 
It banishes sorrow and drives away care, 
And makes us more blest than a king ; 
Whenever we hear the sound of the horn, 
Our hearts are transported with joy, 
We rise, and embrace, with the earliest dawn, 
A pastime that never can cloy. 


O’er furrows and hills our game we pursue, 
No danger our breasts can invade, 

The hounds, in full cry, our joy will renew, 
An increase of pleasure’s displayed. 

This freedom our conscience never alarms, 
We live free from envy and strife ; 

it blest with a spouse, return to her arms, 
Sport sweetens the conjugal life. 


The courtier, who toils o’er matters of state, 
Can ne’er such a happiness know, 

The grandeur and pomp enjoyed by the great 
Does ne’er such a comfort bestow ; 
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Our days pass away in a scene of delight, 
Our pleasure’s ne’er taken amiss, 

We hunt all the day and revel all night ; 
What joy can be greater than this? 


COP EPP PEL 


NOW WE’RE FREE FROM COLLEGE 
RULES. 


Now we’re free from college rules, 
And systems out of season ; 
From lumber of the lying schools, 
And syllogistic reason : 
We never more will have defined 
If matter thinks, or thinks not ; 
All the matter we shall mind-— 
Is he who drinks, or drinks not. 


Metaphysically to trace 
The mind or soul abstracted ; 
To prove infinity of space, 
By cause and cause effected ; 
Better souls we can’t become 
By immaterial thinking ; 
And, as for space, we want no room— 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare, too; 
Those terms our tutors may discuss, 
And those who please may hear, too: 
We plenum in our glasses show, 
With plus and plus behind, sir; 
And, when onr cash runs (minus) low, 
A vacuum there we find, sir. 


Newton talked of lights and shades, 
And different colours knew, sir ; 

But let not that disturb your heads, 
We need but study two, sir: 

Both red and white our glasses boast, 
Reflection and refraction 5 

And, after him, we’ll take our toast— 
The centre of attraction. 


Upon this thesis we'll declaim, 
With stratum super stratum, 
There’s magic in the mighty name, 
*Tis nature’s postulatum : 
‘Vine, in Nature, ’s next to love, 
‘Then wisely let us blend ’em, 
And metaphysically preve— 
Nunc tempus est bibendum. 


OPLPLL II? #F 


THOU WAST FAIREST OF THE FAIR. 


(Dr. Percy.) 


O, NANNIE, wilt thou gang wi’ me, 
Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ; 
Can silent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and russet gown ? 
Nae langer drest in silken sheen, 
Nae langer decked wi’ jewels rare, 
Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene, 
Where thou wast fairest of the fair? 


O, Nannie, when thou rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not cast a look behind ? 
Say, canst thou face the flaky snaw, 
Nor shrink before the warping wind ? 
O can that saft and gentlest mien 
Severest hardships learn to bear, 
Nor sad regret each courtly scene, 
Where thou wast fairest of the fair? 


©, Nannie, canst thou love so true, 
Throngh perils keen wi’ me to gae? 

Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue, 
To share wi him the pang of wae? 





And, when invading pains befall, 
Wilt thou assume the nurse’s care ? 

Nor, wishful, those gay scenes recall, 
Where thou wast fairest of the fair? 


And when, at last, thy love shall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh, 
And cheer with smiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o’er his much-loved clay 
Strew flowers, and drop the briny tear? 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay, 
Where thou wast fairest of the fair? 


GIGPPEP FP 


MRS. MUNNS AND I. 
Air—< Tipitywichet.” 

V’ZE heard its been the talk here, 
Last few weeks gone by, 

How lately came from Yorkshire 
Mrs. Munns and I. 

To take a shop, we here did stop, 
Our fortunes for to try, 


And seek for fame, no one can blame 
Dear Mrs. Munns and I. 


Of Yorkshire folk, I-hear, 
Most other folk fight shy ; 
But no one need to fear 
Poor Mrs. Munns and I. 
To please you all, both great and small, 
It be our wish to try ; 
And so we pray, keep not away 
From Mrs. Munns and I. 


?Tis said we Yorkshire folk 
Resemble much a fly, 

If so, you mean to talk 
Of Mrs. Munns and I. 

Why, ’tis our wish, in ev’ry dish, 

’ To take a taste, and try ; 

For have our fill of your goodwill 

Would Mrs. Munns and I. 


Another thing I know, 
Folk call us ¢* bite ’em sly,” 

But, prithee, say not so 
Of Mrs. Munns and I. 

Since ’tis our fate to throw the bait, 
For your applause to try ; 

And, if you bite, *twill quite delight 
Both Mrs. Munns and I. 


PLP IP? aP 


BEN BLOCK AND MARY. 
(Dibdin. ) 


| THE decks were cleared, the gallant band 


Of British tars, each other cheering ; 
Each kindly shook his messmate’s hand, 

With hearts resolved, no danger fearing. 
Ben Block turned pale, yet "twas not fear, 

Ben thought he had beheld some fairy ; 
When on the deck he saw appear, 

In seaman’s dress, his faithful Mary. 


1 Her cheeks assumed a crimson glow, 


Yet such for love her noble daring, 
No prayers could keep her down below, | 

With Ben she’d stay, each danger sharing ; 
When cruel fate ordained it so, . 

Ere Ben had time to say, ‘‘ how fare ye?” 
An envious ball conveyed the blow, 

That closed in death the eyes of Mary. 


Ben’s arms received the falling fair, 

Grief, rage, and love, his bosom tearing 5 
His eyes reflected wild despair, 

No more for life or safety caring ; 
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Close came the foe, Ben madly cried, 

“« Ye adverse powers come on, I dare ye tft 
Then springing from the vessel’s side, 

Rushed on the foe, and died for Mary. 


OPLoPPIOS 


TEDDY’S SPRIG OF SHELLELAGH. 


I’M a comical fellow, I tell you no fib, 

And I come from the bogs of Killaley ; 
You may see I’m the thing, by the cut of my jib, 
_ And they christened me Teddy O’Reilly ; 
T asked dad for a fortune, he answered so smart, 
He’d got none for himself, so none could he part. - 


SPOKEN.] And so, d’ye see, I began the world 


With an Irish estate—that’s a true honest heart, 
And a snug little sprig of shellelagh. 


Dad’s blessing along with me, off then I goes; 
Success to the bogs of Killaley ; 
And Erin go bragh was the motto I chose, 
Like a sound-hearted Teddy O’Reilly ; 
For if she did not flourish, what good could I do? 
Och! and then for her friends I’ve a heart warm 
and true: 


SPOKEN.] And, as for her enemies, och! to be 
sure now, and I wouldn’t give them a hand! 


Och! yes, but I would, and along with it, too, 
A nate little sprig of shellelagh. 


Then I came to this town, where the world’s all 
alive ; 
Success to the bogs of Killaley ! 
And soon I learnt how many beans go to five ; 
What a wonderful Teddy O’Reilly ! 
My pockets were empty, my heart full of glee: 
Och! that was meat, drink, washing, lodging to 
me. 


SPOKEN.] And then the young vargins! och! 
to be sure, and I didn’t make a few conquestesses ; 
and the laurels, my dear jewels, the laurels; 
arrah ! and is it the laurels you’re after meaning 
now ? 


Och! the laurel that bangs all creation for me, 
Is a tight little sprig of shellelagh. 











CLEOLSL SID 


THE SMILE OF WOMAN. 
Air—* My Friend and Pitcher.”—( Lawler.) 


WHEN pale misfortune rules the hour; 
When kind relief. we meet from no man ; 
Ah! what fell sorrows rankling power, 
Can soften like the smile of woman? 
Or, change the scene, let joy serene, 
Dispense the choicest bliss that’s human, 
We find it all had tasteless been, 
Without the smile of lovely woman. 


But, oft the dearest bliss we prize, 
Is still the foremost to undo man ; 
The snake concealed in verdure lies, 
So ruin’s in the smile of woman: 
The wily snare, so sweet, so fair, 
May boast the softest power that’s human ; 
But, of the mischief well beware! 
That lurks beneath the smile of woman. 


PPLE LI O# 


THE BLADDER OF WHISKY. 
A PARODY.’ 
Air—* Young May Moon.’’—( Bryant.) 


THE cats on the tiles are squalling, love, 
And the watchmen past twelve are bawling, love ; 
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So step down this ladder, 
For I’ve, in a bladder, 
Some whisky, that ‘‘ drink me” is calling, love. 


I’ve had nothing to-day but porter, love, 
With some glasses of gin and water, love ; 
So if you come down, 
PH lay you a crown 
That this bladder we quickly will slaughter, love. 


I’ve some onions, and bread, and cheese, my love, 
And some Scotch snuff to make you sneeze, my 
love; 
~ Qo , ° 
So since I’m so pressing, 
Pray don’t wait for dressing, 
But come down as quick as you please, my love. 


They may talk of imperial measure, dear, 
But, if you'll taste true midnight pleasure, dear, 
We'll drink under this lamp, 
Then away we will tramp 
To some night house and drink at our leisure, 
dear. 


PCP POL EFS 


THE LAST KISS. 


Air— Far over Land, far over Wave.” 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


LOVE me, did my Laura say, 
When weeping ’neath the willow? 
Yes, I will love, when far away 
My bark rides o’er the billow ; 
I’ll think on thee, 
When far at sea, 
From England’s rocky shore I sever, 
And thy last kiss, 
So fraught with bliss, 
Shall make me love thee more than ever. 


lll love thee, Laura, night and day, 
Awake, or when thou sleepest ; 
When smiles amid thy dimples play, 
Or when, in wo, thou weepest. 
I’ll think on thee, &c. 


I’1] love thee, Laura, young and gay, 
And full in beauty’s blossom ; 
I'll love thee when those charms decay, 
And age shall chill thy bosom. 
I'll think on thee, &c. 


MY FATHER DID SO BEFORE Mk, 


(Hook. ) 


WHEN I was a chicken I went to school ; 

My master would call me an obstinate fool, 

For I ruled the roast, and I roasted all rule, 
And he wondered how ever he bore me. 

His tzbles I blotted, his windows I broke, 

I fired his wig, and I laughed at the smoke, 

And always replied, if he rowed at the joke, 
Why—my father did so before me. 


I met a young girl, and I prayed to the miss : 
I fell on my knee, and I asked for a kiss ; 
She twice said no, but she once said yes, 
And in marriage declared she’d restore me. 
We loved, and we quarrelled; like April our 
strife ; 
I cuzzled my stoop, and I buried my wife ; 
But ae thing that consoled me at this time of 
ife, 
Was—my father did so before me. 
Then, now I’m resolved at all sorrows to blink . 
Since winking’s the tippy, I’ll tip ’em the wink 4 
I ll never get drunk, when I cannot get drink, 
Nor ever let misery bore me ; 
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I sneer at the Fates, and I laugh at their spite, 
I sit down contented, to sit up all night, 
And, when my time comes, from the world take 
my flight. 
For—my father did so before me. 


PPP EP LPF 


THE SLIGHTED HEART. 
(J. W. Evans.) 


WHEN early affection my bosom first cherished, 
My spirit adored thee, and bowed at thy 


shrine 3 
Bat love, like the mist of the morning, has pe- 
rished, 
Twas the first—’tis the last, that will ever be 
mine. 


False in heart, I have waked from the dream that 
deceived me, 

* [have burst from the chains that enshackled my 
soul ; 

But, though thy deceit of fond hopes has bereaved 
me, 

Wild wishes will rise, that no power can con- 

trol. 


Though the spell is dissolved, yet the heart thou 
hast slighted,— 
Sul festering and rankling,—shall never again 
On earth taste repose ; it is withered and blighted, 
The shaft may be drawn, but the wound will re- 
main. 


GPP LPFG IPP 


I COURTED A MAID ONE SATURDAY 
NIGHT. 


( Ball.) 


I COURTED a maid one Saturday night, 
I made her a wife on the Sunday, 
I thought her a saint in her bridal-dress white, 
Till she broke my poor head on the Monday ; 
I ran to the farrier to heal up the wound, 
Who kept me so long with his pother, 
That, when I came back, my house robbed I found, 
And my deary gone off with another. 
So, so, 
I e’en let her go, 
Sure wedlock’s a terrible joke ; 
For a man and his wife, 
Who live always at strife, 
Live worse than two cats in a poke, a 
poke, 
Live worse than two cats in a poke. 


Seven years after, I married once more, 
But, as I’d an aversion to clatter, 
I took me a wife deaf as nail in a door, 
And dumb as an oyster in batter ; 
But once more, to my cost, I found myself wrong, 
If her tongue it was short, her nails they were 
long ; 
She died, 
How I cried 
O’er an onion to better the joke ; 
For a man and his wife, &c. 


GIO P EPFL 


SLUMBER, MY LOVE, TILL THE MORNING 
IS NIGH. 


(Soane. ) 


ON the pale day the shadows are creeping, 

Silent and sad the twilight is weeping, 
Slumber, my love, till the morning is nigh ; 

In the moon’s light the flow’rets are sleeping, 
Slumber, my love, till the morning is nigh. 
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Shadows that form from sick fancy borrow, 

Cloud not thy sleep with visions of sorrow, 
Slumber, my love, till the morning is nigh ;, 

Blest be thy night, more blessed thy morrow, 
Sleep till the stars in the warm daylight die. 


PPP POG OR 


HENCE ALL YE VAIN DELIGHTS. 
(Beaumont and Fletcher, 1611.) 


HENCE all ye vain delights, 
As short as are the nights 
Wherein you spend your folly ! 
There’s nought in this life sweet, 
If man were wise to see’i, 
But only melancholy, 
Oh! sweetest melancholy. 


Welcome, folded arms and fixed eyes, 
A sigh that, piercing, mortifies ; 

A look that’s fastened on the ground ; 
A tongue chained up—without a sound. 


Fountain heads and pathless groves, 
Places which pale passion loves ; 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are safely housed,—save bats and owls. 


A midnight bell, a parting groan! 

These are the sounds we feed upon! 

Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley, 
Nothing so dainty, sweet, as melancholy. 


GPPPEPOPPP SR? 


THE UNION SOCIETY. 
Air—“ The Country Club.’’—(E. Mackey.) 


OH! ours is a society, 
For humour and variety, 
As any you’d wish to know; 
Such a set of rare men 
You will never meet again 
If to fifty clubs you go. 
English, Irish, Welsh, and Scotch, 
Altogether meet hotch-potch, 
At our club, sir, the Union by name. 
So, gentles, with your leave, 
T’l! endeavour just to give 
A description of the same. 


SPOKEN.] Now, then, to proceed to business , 
we’ll suppose the company assembled, and all the 
names called over. Arrah! my honies, says 
Teddy O’Rafferty, the chairman, are you all here 
now; them that are missing and all? Ha! ha! 
ha! why, shiver my timbers, cried old Jack Junk, 
if we a’n’t gota bull-calf in the chair to night. 
Arrah! be atter being aesy wid you now, or I’ll 
fine you, said the chairman. You fine, and be 
d d to you, cried Jack; do you think I’m 
going to be cowed by a ? but avast, heaving, 
not so fast, Jack; we hove in sight of each other 
to night to enjoy ourselves, and Jack loves sport 
too well to keep it under hatches; so a truce, mess- 
mates, heave out your grappling hooks, and I’ll 
lower my topsails. Weel, weel, said Donald 
M‘Innes, we a’ met here for muckle harmony; 
the best thing ye can do, Maister Chairman, will 
be to ca’ on some yon for a sang. Arrah! my 
sweet, and wo’n’t I be after calling on Mr. Junk? 
and then, I dare say, he will have no objection to 
give us a song at all, at all, whether he can or 
not. I say, lay to, messmates, if so be as how it’s 
my watch upon deck first, why here goes, my 
hearties, so have at you, my brave boys, Jack 
Junk never flinches. 








What argufies jawing, and all that there bother, 
’Mongst friends all our quarrels are vain ; 
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And while all mankind can look on one another, 
May the British fiag fly at the main. 
For my king and my country with honour I’ll 
fight, 
If I fall ’tis the chance of the war; 
Good humour, grog, women, and bacca delight 
The heart of a true British tar. 


SPOKEN.] Bravo! bravo! och! by the powers, 
cried the chairman; sure now, and that isn’t 
enough to warm the heart of any Briton, whether 
he was born in England, Ireland, France, or any 
where else ; or whether he wasn’t born at all, at 
all: but what shall we be after saying, Mr. Junk? 
Avast, shipmate, avast heaving there, will you? 
and only call me Jack Junk, or else plain Jack ; 
but don't mister me, “cause that lingo don’t suit. 
Howsomdever, here goes for a’ toast :—Here’s 
may he who shears off from a signal of distress 
sail into the mouth of anenemy. Bravo! bravo! 
Now, I say, messmate Donald, it’s your watch ; 
so starboard watch a-hoy,—hear the news there. 
Oh! weel laddies, an’ it’s my turn, I’ll e’en en- 
deavour todo my best. Cot splutter hur nails! said 
Taffy, and if hur does hur pest, nobody can plame 
hur, so rosin hur pow, and pegin. 


My ain gude friends assembled here, 
Around the social glasses, O! 
The right course may ye always steer, 
Through life’s intricate passes, O! 
An’ may ye oft assemble here, 
Where mirth and humour a’ unite ; 
May never brawls disturb our cheer, 
Whilst we support a Briton’s right, 


SPOKEN.] Hurra! bravo! och! by my soul, my 


honey, now but that was an illustrious song ; and 
how, my darling, what shall we be after saying, 
by way of a toast? 
just going o say,— 

Here’s the Union Society, 

May it never cause satiety 

In its progress on the road to fame. 


Tom Tough sang “ Hearts of Oak ;” 
M‘Dermot, ‘* Teddy Rourke ;” 

A doctor drawled, <* Death and the Lady ;” 
Ap Williams, «“ Winny dear, 
Hur has lost hur heart hur fear.” 

Next O’Flannighan roared, ‘* Widow Brady ;” 
Then brave Sandy M‘Culloch, 
“« Roy’s wife of Aldivalloch ;” 

And others too num’rous to name. 
So Ill give her Taffy’s song, 
And the chairman’s, neither long, 

If you’ll listen to the same. 


eee Oh! now, devil burn me, if I mustn’t 
be after calling upon somebody for a song, so I 
shall fix upon Mr. Taffy ap Morgan ap Shenkin 
ap Wilkins ap Jones. Oh! hur as cotched a cold, 
put hur will try to do what hur can. Shiver my 
topsails, don’t stand palavering about it,—let’s 
have it at once. 


Hur tearly loves hur native Wales; 

Hur loves hur hut where hur was porn ; 
Hur tearly loves hur hills and vales, 

O’er which hur rampled night and morn: 
Hur loves to meet good friends like these, 

Who, like true prethren, all combine ; 
May all our days be past in peace 

And unity at friendship’s shrine. 


ae, Bravo! bravo! och! by the powers 
of Moll Kelly’s great big kettle, but we must be 
after having a toast now, so be after giving us a 
dacent one, Mr. Taffy. Well, with all hur heart ; 
here’s mzy a true Priton never forget hur native 
home. LEravo! bravo! Is the toast gone round 


Why, my good friends, I was 
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the table? All! all! all’! Well, now then, I’ll 
be after giving you a nate bit of a ditty, and then 
we'll divide ourselves by joining our wives and 
families. 


Oh! friendship’s the thing for a nate Irishman; 
He’ll stick to his duty as fast as he can, 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green. 
He’ll fight for his friends, and he’! fight them the 
while, 
Now a frown on his face, the next minute a smile Ps 
But here is success to our true Union Club, 
And all foreign enemies constant we’ll drab, 
With a sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so green, 


SPOKEN.] Hurra! and shiver my timbers, but 
that ’ere’s what I call a true bill; but come, 
launch your toast, my hearty, and we’ll splice the 
main-brace ; and, a’ter all that ’ere, why, d e, 
we'll crowd all sail, about ship, and start with a 
fair breeze for different ports. Well, gentlemen, 
then I'll be after giving you the toast, and we’ll 
toss off full bumpers to it. Here’s all the absent 
members present, and may they be here at the 
next meeting, whether they’re able to come or not. 
Well, that ere’s what I call a bit of a bull, how- 
somdever. Never mind, here’s your toast, old 
one ; and, if you think as how I haven’t done jus- 
tice to it, why, d e, we'll have another. 








Huzza! here’s success to Old England, my lads; 
And here’s to the wearers of kilts and of plaids : 
Arrah! lads, and I’ll give you old Ireland for 
rceyer: 
And hur gives dear Wales, and the Union so 
clever. 


SPOKEN.] Now, then, by way of parting,— 
Here’s the Union Society, &c. 


GIP PIP PDP? 


SWEETEST ZEPHYR, SOFTLY BREATHING. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


SWEETEST Zephyr, softly breathing 
Through the dell and through the shade, 
Where a garland I am wreathing 
For my lovely little maid. 


Tell me, when you next are greeting 

Scenes o’er which so oft you’ve strayed ,— 
Tell me, in our next sweet meeting, 

How I loved that little maid. 


Tell me what impassioned feeling 
Did my love-fraught soul pervade 

When my ardent flame revealing 
To my charming little maid. 


PLIPPP LPR? 


PATRICK O’TOOLE, 


IN Sligo’s neat town, one fine summer’s day, 
About six in the morn, all the people did say, 

My father and mother were made into one : 
Old Father O’Toole, with his mass-book and beads, 
A pipe in his cheeks, sure the sarvice he reads, 
Then stops in the middle and pops out a ring, 
It fit to a hair, and was thought just the thing 

By Larry O’Queer’em and Miss Biddy Flinn. 


We all ran away to a neat whisky-shop, 
And I followed after and took a big drop, 
That bothered the head of my father’s own son = 
I looked all about, but my eyes were shut up, 
My mother I saw, sure she’d got a big sup; 
My father was drunk all alone by her side, 
And Parson O’Toole was kissing the bride, 
While she thought, sure, it was Larry O’Qucer- 
em. 
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Now, when I was born, sure, it was a mistake, 
But they hushed it up, for their family’s sake, 


And O’Poole’s lawful son was my father’s own | 


boy. 
I grew up a man, when they learned me this song, 
In trying to sing it I hope I’m not wrong: 
At wedding they say you may take your own ease, 
1’}] sing it again just whenever you please, 
Oh, with pleasure, I’m sure, to the son of 
O’ Toole. 


ee ee 


ARIADNE AND THESEUS. 


ARIADNE, one morning, to Theseus was turning, 
When, mizsing her man, to the beach down she 
flew, 
Her cries unavailing ; she saw, far off, sailing, 
His ship, ’fore the wind, less’ning swift to her 
view. 
‘She tore her fine hair, beat her breasts in despair, 
Spread her arms to the skies, and sank down in 
a swoon, 
When Bacchus, ’midst ether, begged leave of his 
father 
To comfort the lady : Jove granted the boon. 


-Then, gently descending, her sorrows befriending, 
His. thyrsus he struck ’gainst the big-bellied 
earth, 
When o’er the smooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 
A spring of champagne at her head bubbled 
forth. 
She waked with the scent, gave her sorrows fresh 
vent, 
Yet to drink she determined, exhausted by 
tears ; 
She tastes the champagne—licks her lips—tastes 
again, 
And feels herself ‘suddenly freed from her fears. 
As still she kept sipping, her heart lightly leaping, 
She locked upon Thes as a pitiful elf, 
Wine turned her to singing, in hopes it would 
bring in 
A lover—’twas lonely to drink by herself. 
The god, her adorer confessed, stood before her, 
She hailed the celestial, she welcomed the 
guest ; 
Champagne stopped resistance, she kept not her 
distance, 
But jollily clasped the young buck to her breast. 


Each girl, given over, betrayed by her lover, 
To hartshorn, or salts, or salt water may fly ; 
But we’ve an elixir will properly fix her, 
If properly she’ll the prescription apply. 
The recipe’s wholesome, ’tis beauty’s best balsam, 
For which we refuse, though, to pocket a fee, 
As gratis we give it, girls grateful receive it— 
So here’s to the practice of love’s beaume de vie. 


OLIPL ELE? 


JEAN ANDERSON. 
Air— John Anderson, my jo.”’—(J. Mackey.) 


JEAN ANDERSON, my dear Jean, 
When first in youth we met, 

Thy cheeks were like the rose, Jean, 
Thy eyes like sparkling jet ; 

But now thy eyes are dim, Jean, 
And sallow is thy check, 

And soon thou wilt be laid, Jean, 
Where winter’s wind blows bleak. 


Jean Anderson, my dear Jean, 
We’ve ait thegither played, 

And mony a time, my Jean, 
We o’er the moors have strayed 5 
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But now we’re getting auld, Jean, 
Those pleasures fromm us fly, 

Yet, smiling, we can look, Jean, 
To days lang since gone by. 


Jean Anderson, my dear Jean, 
Thou hast a guid wife been, 

And mony’s the year, my Jean, 
We have thegither seen ; 

But now we soon must part, Jean, 
Our limbs are getting weak, 

And soon we shall be laid, Jean, 
Where winter’s wind blows bleak. 


GCPOF ILI? 


HONEST BOB OF THE MILLE. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


My heart is as honest and brave as the best, 
My body’s as sound as a roach, 

Though in gay fangled garments I never was drest, 
Nor stuck up my nob in a coach: 

If Fortune refuses to flow with my stream, 
My sacks with her riches to fill, 

Why, surely, ’tis Fortune alone that’s to blame, 
And not honest Bob of the Mill. 


My breast is as artless and as blithe as my lay, 
From my cottage Content never fies, 
She is sure te reward the fatigue of the day, 
And I know how to value the prize : ; 
Would the girl that I love, then, but give me her 
hand, ° 
The world it may wag as it will ; 
I defy the first squire or lord of the land 
To dishonour plain Bob of the Mill. 


PIF ALIS? 


OH! LISTEN, LISTEN, LADIES, GAY 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


On! listen, listen, ladies, gay, 
No haughty feats of arms I tell; 
Soft is the note, and sad’s the lay, 
That mourns the lovely Rosabelle. 


Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew, 
And, gentle ladye, deign to stay ; 
Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch, 
Nor tempt the stormy Firth to-day. 


The blacking wave is edged with white, 
To niche and rock the sea-mews fly ; 

The fishers have heard the water-sprite, 
Whose screams forebode that wreck is nigh, 


Last night, the gifted seer did view 
A wet shroud swathed round ladye gay ; 
Then stay thee, fair, at Ravensheuch, 
Why cross the gloomy Firth to-day? 


”Tis not because Lord Lindsay’s heir 
To-night, at Rosslyn, heads the ball, 
But that my ladye-mother there 
Sits lonely in her castle-hall. 


’Tis not because the ring they ride, 
And Lindsay at the ring rides well, 

But that my sire the wine will chide, 
If ’tis not filled by Rosabelle. 


O’er Rosslyn, ali that dreary night, 
A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam, ' 
’T was broader than the watch-fire light, 
And redder than the bright moon-beam, 


It glared on Rosslyn’s castled rock, 
It rudded all the copse-wood glen, 
”T'was seen from Dreyden’s groves of cak, 
Aad seen from caverned hawthorn dcn 
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Seemed all on fire that chapel proud, 
Where Rosslyn’s chiefs uncoffined lie, 

Each baron, for a sable shroud, 
Sheathed in his iron panoply. 


Seemed all on fire within, around, 
Deep sacristy and altar pale ; 
Shone every pillar, foliage bound, 
And glimmered all the dead men’s mail. 


Biazed battlement and pinnet high, 
Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair ; 
So still they blaze, when fate is nigh, 
The lordly line of high St. Clair. 
There are twenty of Rosslyn’s barons bold 
Lie buried beneath that proud chapelle, 
Each one the holy vault doth hold, 
But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle. 


And each St. Clair was buried there, 
With candle, with book, and with knell ; 

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung 
The dirge of the lovely Rosabelle. 


PIF VI PIGH 


REVENGE IS ALL! 
(Margravine of Anspach.) 


THE shipwrecked sailor, cast from off the strand, 
Labours for life, and thinks it almost gone: 
More welcome to his sight appears the land, 
More cheering than the brightest morning sun. 
But, oh! to me, who can no lower fall, 
Revenge is sweeter far—Revenge is all ! 
Revenge! Revenge! 
Revenge is all! 


The love-sick stripling, treated with disdain, 

Who bends beneath the weight of beauty’s 

scorn, 
Sees, in a smile, the end of all his pain, 

His love on Hope’s gay pinions lightly borne. 
Hope is not mine, who can no lower fall ; 
Revenge is all I ask—Revenge is all. 

Revenge! Revenge! 
Revenge is all! 


Se a ee oe 


BY GOLES, I NEVER WILL MARRY. 
(Cross. ) 


AS gay as a lark, and as blythe as a bee, 
Handsome, generous, sprightly, and young; 
Cheeks glowing with pleasure, eyes sparkling with 

glee, 
And a voice like the nightingale’s song ; 
As fond as a sparrow, as true as a dove, 
Must be the sweet swain whose vows I’ll ne’er 
parry : 
Convinced of his constancy, give loye for love ; 
But, by goles, till I am—why, I never will 
marry. 


He ne’cr with neglect his fond lass should up- 
braid, 
If, by chance, for a time we should part ; 
Though distant, his features would run in my 
head, 
And his form ever reign in my heart. 
Kind fancy, in dreams, should his absence supply, 
And, believe me, I mean not much longer to 
tarry ; 
For, joking apart, I’ve a lad in my eye, 
Ay, by Jove, if I ha’n’t—why, [ never will 
marry. 


O’er the lawn, vother day, as I joyously sped, 
Young Jemmy trick’d out not amiss, 

To o’ertake me, as light as a fawn was his tread, 
Seized my hand, and entreated a kiss : 
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I frowned—-he persisted—and breathed love so 
sweet, 
That, somehow, I promised, a little unwary, 
To church both would trip it, the next time we 
3 meet, 
Ay, by goles, if we don’t—why, I never will 
marry. 


GOP IPL Pe 


O’ER THE BOWL IT LIVES AGAIN. 
A GLEE AND CHORUS, 


WHEN ev’ning’s rays no more appear, 
And hunters further sport decline ; 

When ploughmen from their fields repair, 

And mournful night-birds rend the air; 
Sull, at home, the chase shall reign, 
C’er the bowl it lives again. 


When loud the chilling tempest blows, 
And winter makes all Nature pine ; 
When lowing herds, and rooks, and crows, 
Do droop and moan at frosts and snows ; 
Still, athome, the chase shall reign, &c. 


PSLPIL PIPPI 


HAVE YOU NOT SEEN THE TIMID THAR? 
(Moore. ) 


HAVE you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye? 

Have you not marked the flush of fear, 
Or caught the murmuring sigh ? 

And can you think my love is chill, 
Nor fixed on you alone? 

And can yon rend, by doubting still. 
A heart so much your own? 


To you my sonl’s affections move, 
Devoutly, warmly true ; 

My life has been a task of love, 
One long, long thought of you. 

If all your tender faith is o’er, 
If still my truth you'll try ; 

Alas! I know but one proof more, — 
I'll bless your name, and die. 


PPPOE PLS 


THE PECK O’PUNCH. 
A CUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


’TWAS Rob and Jock, and Hal and Jack, 
And Tom and Ned for by, 
Wi’ Archy drank a peck o’ punch, 
Ae neet when they were dry ; 
And aye, they jwoked,and laughed, and smaiked, 
And sang wi’ heartfelt glee, 
To-night we’re yen, to-morrow geane, 
Syne let us merry be. 


Saint Mary’s muckle clock hummed eight, 
When each popped in his head, 
But ere they rose, they fairly drank, 
The sheam-feaced muin to bed ; 
And, ay, they jwoked, &c, 


To mony a bonny basel lass, 
The fairest 0’ the town ; 
And mony a manly British chiel, 
The noggin glass went roun’. 
And, ay, they jwoked, &c. 


A neybor’s fau’ts they ne’er turned owre, 
Nor yence concealed their ain ; 
Had Care keeked in wi’ wae-worn feace, 
They’d kick him out again. 
For, ay, they jowked, &c. 
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The daily toil, the hunter’s spoil, 
The faithless foreign powers ; 
Each monarch’s fate, and o’ergrown state, 
By turns beguiled the hours. 
And, ay, they jwoked, &c. 


Let others cringe, and bow the head, 
A purse-proud sumph to please ; 
Fate grant to me, ay, liberty, 
To mix wi’ souls like these. 
Then oft we'll jowk, &c. 


GPIL LIPS 


CONTENT AND A COT. 
(Harrison. } 


I HAVE looked into life, and with truth 1 can say, 
I find highest bliss lies in lowliest lot ; 
From my breast drive the demon of pride far 
away, 
And give me, kind heaven! content and a cot. 


If fixed on a plain, or a hillock’s green side, 
Tn a valley, a wood, ora dale, matters not, 
From oppression, and falsehood, O let me but 
hide 
And give me, kind heaven! content and a cot. 


May I ne’er expect clothing, or food, without 
toil, 
Or covet the wealth that’s dishonestly got ; 
Though man be ungrateful, not so is the soil, 
And give me, kind heaven! content and a cot. 


In the sweat of my brow, make me till my scant 
ground, 
To raise fruits and herbs, for the dish or the 


pot, 
While my innocent babes, with my lambs, frolick 
round, 
And give us, kind heaven! content n our cot. 


With the wife of my youth, till oly age, let me 
live, 
And soothe each sad pang, that ; the sex’s hard 
lot ; 
The errors of each, teach us ear’ to forgive, 
And grant us, kind heaveu/ content in our 
cot. 


Thus, as life wears away, let us live free from 
blame, 
Our love never cool, nor our anger e’er hot, 
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| Yet the pigeon he missed, I’ve a notion with 
him, 
Will never, for such a mistake, pluck a crow. 
No, No! ‘ 
Your master may keep his crow. 


GFPOPEOIR 


WHAT DOES IT SIGNIFY? 
(C. Dibdin.) 


THE world it goes round, 
And the people go mad ; 
When good can’t be found, 
We must put up with bad : 
Go things as they will, I ne’er mind ’em, 
But take ’em all just as I find ’em, 
For what does it signify? 


Your starch-looking folks, 
Who shrug with grimace 
At practical jokes, 
Or a thing out of place, 
Are monstrously troublesome creatures ; 
I laugh, while they screw up their features, — 
For what does it signify ? 


A light heart must win, 
All must allow that ; 
Gloom grunts and grows thin, 
Mirth laughs and grows fat: 
Your sour crabbed folks are mere martyrs, 
And tuck themselves up in their garters,— 
But what does it signify ? 


OCPIL IGP? 


THIS DAY VLL ENJOY, AND WITH WINE 
IN GOOD STORE. 


(T. Inskip.) 


TuIs day I'll enjoy, and with wine in good store, 

Libations to Bacchus I'll joyously pour ; 

For what time’s so propitious the mind to unbend, 

As ee day that returns which gave birth to a 
riend. 


Then fill up a bumper, I’ll drink to his name, 
With a heart that is cheerful and gay; 

For friendship, true friendship, is ever the same, 
Nor e’er feels a change or decay. 


May our girls and our boys prove precisely the | 


same, 
Then, grant them, kind heaven! content and a 
cot. 


~~ 
CIP ILP EP OF 


YOUR MASTER HAS KILUED A CROW. 


(G. Colman.) 
THOUGH lovers, like marksmen, all aim at the 
heart, 
Some hit wide of the mark, as we wenches all 
know; 


But of all the bad sport, he’s the worst in the art, 
Who shoots at a pigeon, and kills a crow. 
O, ho! 
Your master has killed a crow. 


When youngsters go out the first time in their 
lives, 
At random they shoot, and let fly as they go; 
So our master, unskilled how to level at wives, 
Has shot at a pigeon, and kiiled a crow. 
O, ho! &c. 


Love and money thus wasted in terrible trim, 


His powder is spent, and his shot running 
low ; 
? 


A foe to contention, ambition, and pride, 

To no party interest, no faction allied : 

Independent and free, he’s the friend of mankind, 

And what most he loves, is the peace of his mind. 
Then fill up a bumper, &c. 


A friend to gay mirth, and a foe to dull care, 

An ardent admirer of every sweet fair ; 

Yet, for helpless distress he has always a tear; 

For a friend he delights in, a heart that’s sincere. 
Then fill up a bumper, &c. 


To a friendship that’s faithful, what pleasures be- 
long, — 
Where one dares reprove, when the other is wrong. 
Where the kindest of wishes spring warm from 
the breast, 
And with pleasure each bosom’s alternately blest. 
Then fill up a bumper, &c. 


Such a friendship is ours, and still may it last, 
Whilst with joy and delight we reflect on the past, 
In hopes we may see this blest day recommence, 
And hail its return a hundred years hence. 

Then fill up a bumper, &c. 
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Yo you want ere a basket-woman, your honour?---No, sir; much obliged to you; vo, sir.---Ana a’n’tla 
woman, now? only by my coat and hat you are after taking me for one of yourselves; but, if your honour 
will only step into my basket, I’ll trip home with you as safe as a bunch of turnips, 








LONDON AT FIVE IN THE MORNING. 
Air— The Honeymoon.” 


HARK! the buz of Covent-garden-market is in- 
creasing loud ; 
Waggons, baskets, cabbages, and carrots choke 
the way ; 
Costermongers and greengrocers bustle now amid 
the crowd, 
And drive their bargains hard ere they drive 
their carts away. 
Water-cresses—birds and china—-oranges and ap- 
ples, too— 
Turnips, eggs, and roses of the very finest 
dye ; 
Nuts and ics with cherries ripe, that look so 
tempting to the view ; 
Asparagus, fine peaches, hoboys, nectarines— 
who'll buy ? 


SPOKEN.] (As a Jew clothesman.) Clo! Clo! 
Clo'!—( Boy.) I say, Moses, have you come 
from the Old Bailey? —(Jew.) Vhy so?— 
(Boy.) Who was hung there last week? — Get 
avay, you little plackguard.—Moses, wasn’t it 
Abrahams, for cutting the dog’s throat, in Nor- 
folk-street ?—Vell, suppose it vas; do you think 
your peoples are to keep all the gallows to them- 
selves? Hare-skin! rabbit-skin! Cook, have 
you any hare-skin?—No, my mistress cuts them 
all up to make comforters for the children.—Coach ! 
coach! (in a hourse voice. )—I’m hired.—I say you 
are not.—I says I am.—But I say you are not.— 
Why, how d’ye know ?—I know you are not, you 
scoundrel!—You’re very handy at your good 
names, howdsomever ; but look inside, if you don’t 
believe. There! there’s a gentleman lying on both 
seats asleep; he engaged me for the whole day ; 
he’s going to the Royalty Theatre, in Wellclose- 
Square, this evening, and is determined to be 
there in time.—What’s o’clock, watchman ?—I 
can’t tell; I’m off my beat.—You deserve to be 
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beat for the answer.—Halloo! who have you here? 
This gentleman seems to have business on both 
sides of the way (reeling’).—Pray, sir, can you 
tell me which is my way home ?—Really, sir, I 
cannot, unless you will first tell me where you 
live.—That’s exactly what I want to find out—it’s 
—it’s—that is to say—(hiccough )—I live in one of 
the new streets that a’n’t christened yet, and we 
hav’n’t settled whether my house is No. 9 or 
No. 40. I beg your pardon.—Steady, steady.— 
Bless my soul! how very uneven they do make 
the roads.— Dear me! what’s the matter with that 
gentleman ?—Nothing ; he’s merely been spinning 
out the evening with a few friends, and now he’s 
reeling it home.—Halloo! coach, I say.—I’m hired. 
—Yes; and I’m tired, so we shall suit very well 
together.— Where do you want to go to, sir?—To 
the city.—My horses live at Pimlico, and they can’t 
go.—Do you want ere a basket-woman, your ho- 
nour ?—No, sir; much obliged to you; no, sir.— 
Och! be after using me, your honour.—No, sir; 
much obliged to you; no, sir.—And does your 
honour mistake the serves, sure? and a’n’t I a wo- 
man, now? only by my coat and hat you are after 
taking me for one of yourselves ; but, if your ho- 
nour will only step into my basket, I’ll trip home 
with you as safe as a bunch of turnips, and much 
cheaper into the bargain. 
Hark! the buz, &c. 


Now all the mails are coming in, and females twirl 
all their mops, 
Milk-maids, in the watery way, above the area 
call; 
Apprentices begin to think how soon they’ll open 
all their shops, 
While “* Sweep!”? in accents musical, the sooty 
urchins bawl. 
Greeks and pigeons now turn out, from Pall-mall 
and St. James’s Street ; 
With ‘* done,” and “‘ done,” there’s many done, 
at hazard, rouge et noir ; 
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Parties from quadrille returning, exquisitely fine, 
you meet, 
The market beating Babylon in all confusion’s 
roar! 


SPOKEN.] Ha! whyit’s Jack! our friend Jack, 
How d’ye do? you rise early.—No; T’ve been up 
late—Why, where’s your cabriolet?—Oh! it’s 
gone—gone, my dear fellow: played with a friend 
—-lost all the cash ; two to one on the cab. says he 
—done, says I; away went the dice, then I lost 
my man—but that’s nothing. Owe him two years’ 
wages—rather a troublesome article. So away went 
my cabriolet and friend together, and here am I.— 
( Horn sounds. ) I say, Bill, here’s the Manchester 
mail.—Stop the coach! Pray, Mr. Coachman, 
have you a small brown paper parcel, with a pair 
of brass snuffers and a box-iron, directed to ‘« Mrs, 
Mary Oidmayon, No. 2, Prospect-row, Filligree- 
place?”—Go to Jericho with you. Ya, hip !— 
Pray, sir, can you tell me where the Bath stage 
goes from?—Yes, sir, from the Golden Cross, or 
from the White Horse Cellar, or from the Swan 
with Two Necks, or from the Bull and Mouth, or 
from the George and Blue Boar, or from the Sa- 
racen’s Head, or from the—Ay, you have told me 
quite enough already, sir, I’m sure.—I say, what 
building is that ?—That’s the Lying-in-Hospital.— 
That will just suit us, for we have been lying out 
all night.—** Sweep! sweep!” How I pity those 
creatures who are obliged to plod through the dirty 
pa of life to keep us clean.— Ay, a friend of mine 

as invented a plan to do away with climbing- 
boys.—How is that, pray ?—He means to substi- 
tate climbing-girls.-Indeed !—Sir, I am surprised 
at your mtroducing such a subject at this time of 
the morning.—“ Sweep! sweep!”—Here, my little 
fellow, here’s sixpence for you.—Thank’ee, sir.— 
Come, Bill, make a bow to the gentleman. ( The 
master, in a whisper, to the boy: ) I say, Bill, vo’n’t 
you be arter treating your master to a dram? 
( Aloud: ) I alvays takes care of the boy’s money, 
your honour. 

Hark! the buz, &c. 


London streets begin to fill—the overgrown metro- 
polis 
Ts pouring forth its populace, their business to 
attend ; 
Though late they seem deserted, like the lonely 
Perseopolis, 
Now all is hurry-bustle, from the east to the west 
end ; ; 
Dustmen, dandies, fishmongers, and porters, ra- 
cing to and fro; 
Bakers, newsmen, barrow-women, all their trades 
now drive ; 
Covent-garden-market is the only place in town, 
I know, 
Where London, in epitome, is always found 
alive. 


SPOKEN. ] ‘* Mackarel! ah, mackreal!”—What 
a number of derivations that word has in London, 
to be sure; now only listen: “ Ah, meckral! eh, 
mackeral! oh, mackerall! ah, mackera !”? (Jmita- 
ting the various voices.) ** Gooseberries! ripe 
gooseberries!”--Why, what notes do you call 
them ?—I should consider them as barrow-notes.— 
“* Milk below! milk above! me oh! me oh!?-— 
Why, what can that man mean by me oh? Surely 
there’s no English for me oh!—No, but it’s good 
French for all that; mi oh! (mi eaw) means half 
water.—I say, old gentleman, vith the red night- 
cap, vhy don’t you move your cart there ?—What’s 
that to you.—Vhy, it is to me. I’se been standing 
here for the last half-hour; so, vhy don’t you 
move on your horse, and let me get over the vay? 
~It you wish to get over the way, you must get 
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under my horse’s belly.—Vell, yon’re a gentleman, 
full veight, I don’t think.—Halloo! eoachee, are 
you hired ?—( Coachman yawns.) Yes; Vve been 
waiting for a gentleman all night. Oh! here he 
is. Here lam, your honour.—Well, what of that? 





|} —I drove your honour here last night; my fare 


was eighteen pence.—Oh! true, true; and Ill pay 
you.—Yes, sir! but, now I’ve been waiting all 
night, my fare’s seven-and-twenty shillings and 
nine-pence. 

Hark! the buz, &c. 


PLL LP LEE? 


THE BLUE BONNETS ARE OVER THE 
BORDER. 


MARCH, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale! 
Why, my lads, dinna ye march forward in 
order ? 
March, march, Eskdale and Liddesdale! 
All the blue bonnets are over the border. 
Many a banner spread, 
Flutters above your head, 
Many a crest that is famous in story ; 
Mount, and make ready, then, 
Sons of the mountain-glen, 
Fight for your king, and the old Scottish border. 
March, march, Ettrick, &c. 


Come, from the hills where your hirsels are 
grazing, 
Come from the glens of the buck and the roe, 
Come to the crag, where the beacon is blazing, 
Come with the buckler, the lance, and the 
bow ; 
Trumpets are sounding, 
War-steeds are bounding, 
Stand to your arms, and march in good order: 
England shall many a day, 
Tell of the bloody fray, 
When the blue bonnets came over the border. 
March, march, Ettrick, &c. 


OPEL IEP PER 


FASHION’S VAGARIES., 
Air—“* Derry down.” 


How strange are all fashion’s vagaries and ways, 
For what is the fashion we ever must praise : 
How various the titles by which she is known, 
The taste, and the tippy, the rage, and the ton. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


When Adam was fashioned, in truth, I must Say, 

He’d not be a fashionable spouse for this day ; 

But, as to his consort, it must be confest, 

The ladies of fashion like Eve have been drest. 
Derry down, &c. 


Before any spencers were cloaks and surtouts, 

And Nimrod first sported the fashion of boots : 

For he was a buck, though he had not a wife, 

And never saw Bond-street, perhaps, in his life. 
Derry down, &c. 

The painting the skin, we’re by history told, 

Was first introduced by the Britons of old; 

And this is a fashion that’s still thought a grace, 

For it gives a new bloom to an old virgin’s face. 
Derry down, &e. 


The old English barons sought liberty, sweet, 
And,’ born to be free, cast their chains at their 
feet ; 
King Edward and Henry new fashions bestowed, 
And Richard himself was equipped a-la-mode. 
Derry down, &c. 


With ladies the stomachers all were the ton, 
They boasted long waists, though they lately had 
none; 


~ 
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An excelient taste, sure, Queen Betty displayed, 
When breakfast on porter and beef-steaks she 
made. 
Derry down, &c. 


In the reign of King Charles, you distinguished a 


prig eet. 
By the length of his cane, and the size of his 
wig 5 
Cromwell’s hats were quite broad—the heads thick 
and round, 
Their hair hung like candles, sixteen to the pound. 
Derry down, &c. 


Bat, now the reverse, in the taste which pre- 
vails, 

Our bucks are all crops, for they’ve lost all their 
tails ; 

The noddle a proof of such emptiness gives, 

They have nothing to spare now but cloth in their 
sleeves. 

Derry down, &c. 


Though fashion to vary for ever is prone, 

One thing still exists, and will still be the fon ; 

For Englishmen always, so brave and sincere, 

Their king and their country will ever revere. 
Derry down, &c. 


GFLIEP IL IF 


WAKE, MY HARP, TO MEASURES OF 
JOY. 


(G. Macfarren.) 
[ Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-Square. } 


WAKE, my harp, from long slumbers of sorrow 
and care, 

To measures of joy, for Malvina, the fair, 

Whose fame o’er the waters to Erin hath come, 

And pilgrimed the bard from his dear native 
home. 


Oh! blest be the land where she’s destined to 
dwell, : 

And happy the bosom she claims for her cell : 

Though a thousand bold hearts for that ’vantage 


may vie, 
All their discord shall yield to the balm of her 
sigh. 


May her eyes be our guide-stars wherever we go, 

And her lips breathe the charm that dispels all our 
WO ; 

Her smile be the sun-beam where darkness de- 
forms, 

And her brow, the mild rainbow that guards us 
from storms. 


Se ee 


FRIAR BACON, 
( Upton.) 


FRIAR Bacon loved a maid, and her name it was 
Nan, 
And he thought she loved him, but there he was 
mistaken ; 
For Nan she loved another, and him the friar’s 
man, 
Which made the little cuckoo cry, ‘ Ah! poor 
Friar Bacon!’ 


This friar was a conjurer, and knew every thing, 
Even thought he knew a woman, but there he 
was mistaken ; 
For this, they say, in spite of him, the cuckoo-bird 
would sing, 
Whene’er the friar took a nap, Ah! poor Friar 
Bacon!’ 


243 


The friar, too, they cried, made a noise about his 
head, 
And swore its tongue should tell the ¢ruth, but 
there he was mistaken ; 
For though the friar lost his hair, the horns grew in 
its stead, 
Which made the little cuckoo cry, ¢ Ah! poor 
Friar Bacon!’ _ 


THE WANDERING GIRL. 
(J. W. Evans.) 


CHILL, chill sweeps the bitter wind through the 
bare grove, 

And lowering tempests are gathering above, 

Around me I seek for some sheltering cell 

Or retreat for a desolate wandering girl. 


My shivering limbs are exposed to the blast, 

And, houseless, I wander, forlorn and outcast ; 

Unheeded, unpitied, my story I tell, 

And none cry, ‘‘ God help thee, poor wandering 
girl.” 

Oh, ye, who ’mid splendour and affluence move, 

Who ne’er with keen Penury’s feelings have 
strove, . 

Of a home all the heart-gladdening joys ye can 
tell, 

That ne’er shall be known to the wandering girl. 


Home, home! what is home?—I have none upon 
earth : 

Cold Misery claimed me its child at my birth, 

O’er my childhood dark Fate threw its withering 
spell 

And doomed to misfortune the wandering girl. 


‘he wolf has a lair, and the savage a cave, 

But 1 have no refuge-—no hope but the grave ; 

In its dark, cheerless precincts, unmourned, I 
shall dwell, 

And none shed a tear for the wandering girl. 


When that haven I seek, and this cold heart is 
dead 
Not a sigh will be breathed for the Spirit that’s 


e 

The night-bird shall, mournfully, scream my 
death-knell, 

And the blast howl the dirge of the wandering 
girl, 


PIPPI LL SE 


LE JUIF BON VIVANT; 
OR, THE BACCHANALIAN ISRAELITE! 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


VAT, though our graybeard-rabbies say 
Dat getting drunk ish sinful, 
Venever vine comes to my vay, 
I arlvays likes a skin-full! 
Moses, Aaron, and Noah, 
Vould get drunk as Chloe, 
Mit svigging shin, prandy, and crog ; 
In the Vilderness, too, 
If had drunk been each Jew, 
Dey vould ne’er have been lost in a fog. 
Hey for bumpers! full glasses ! 
For toasting the lasses ! 
Vat’s arlvays my vay to die game. 
Fill the goblet, though large, 
Still Pll stick to full charge, 
Till I goes off in red rosy flame ! 


Give me old port, or cood strong ale, 
Shin, rum, or vat’s most handy ; 
But, ven de store of dese vas fail, 
I vo’n’t object to prandy! 
AAs I’m arlmost half-sprung, 
’Cause ma vords clip ma tongae, 
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You'll, perhaps, say as vat I’m quite tipsy ; 
But, no matters for dat, 
Tt vas make vit more pat, 
And ven fuddled I’m most meus-ipse ! 
Hey for bumpers! full glasses, &c. 
Tf *t hapes so vat my spirits sink, 
As stocks vas fall below par, 
To raise dem up, I bumpers drink, 
Dat’s knock down Care mit crow-bar! 
Give me ¢? jolly full bowl, 
"Fish ma life—’tish ma soul— 
Tish ma solace, ma pleasure, ma pride! 
’Tish ma heaven divine ! 
Keep ma bowl full of wine, 
And I'll covet no heaven beside. 
Hey for bumpers! full glasses, &c. 


Good liquor vas enrich de blood, 
Vhile round de glass keeps moving, 
It makes de heart bote sound and good, 
And sveetens honey-loving! 
So, ven voman’s and vine 
My delights vas combine, 
In full ardour, O, Bacchus! T feel 
All dat fierceness of love 
Vat thy dad vas, great Jove, 
Ven embracing thy mother Semele. 
Hey for bumpers! full glasses, &c. 


OF PPP OPP 


THE SEA-BOY’S DREAM. 
(Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson.) 


THE tempest had ceased, and our ship was se- 
cured, 


For the roar of the whirlwind in sighs died 


away > 
In their hammocks the toil-wearied crew were all 


moored, 
Save the watch, that looked out for the dawning 
of da 
When as Sleep o’er my senses her soft mantle 
threw, ; 
In the visions of midnight, Hope lured me to 
roam ; 
Over seas, shores, and»mountains, transported, I 
flew, 
Till my heart wandered back to the scenes of my 
home. 


T dreamed that our cottage-latch gently I raised, 
And beheld each dear object of former delight ; 


A father, whose dimmed eyes with tenderness 
gazed, 
And the tears of a mother were sweet to my 
sight. 
My Emma! whose lips’ on my cold cheek im- 
pressed, 


Implored me no longer o’er ocean to roam ; 
And my heart beat tumultuous, when clasped to 
ae breast, 
That sighed as it welcomed the wanderer home. 


Then I strayed through the bowers, 
footsteps so oft 
Had roved, when my hopes and existence were 
_. young ; 
The boatswain’s shrill whistle here piped us aloft, 
Yet I thought “twas the lark from the wild wood 
that sung. 
But the visions that cheated my fancy were fled, 
I woke—still to gaze on the billows’ wild foam ; 
And I sighed, as I looked from the mast’s yiddy 
head, 
For the peaceful retreat of my Own mountain- 
ome. 


where my 


GL PEO POSP 
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NORAH GRAMACHRER, 
Air— Molly Ashtore.”—(Miss Bryant. ) 


THE evening star is brightly drest, 
The sun hath sought the sea, 
And soft reclined upon my breast 

Is Norah Gramachree, 


The fairest maid in our green isle 
Must yield the palm to thee 3 
For who can shed a witching smile 

Like Norah Gramachree ! 


Let others glance with eye of jet, 
Ah! they are nought to me, 
Compared to thine, in azure set, 

Sweet Norah Gramachree. 


Farewell, false world! a long farewell ! 
I scorn thy slave to be, 

This conquered heart can only dwell 
With Norah Gramachree. 


HERE’S TO EVERY DAY. 
(E. Mackay.) 


WHAT discord or folly 
Or dull melancholy 
Shall ever intrude on our cheer? 
We’ll bumper our lass, 
And toss off the glass 
With success to each day in the year. 
Tol de rol, &¢. 


We'll no day hold to scorn, 
Since on each one was born 
Some mortal, averse to all care, 
With humour and wit, 
With fancies replete, 
Who drank to each day in the year. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Past days we’ll forget, 
Which occasioned regret, 
Since in them we had net a share ; 
And hope that the present 
ill prove truly pleasant 
With each other day in the year. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


The future, we’ll hope, 
Will for joy afford scope, 
And each bring a prospect that’s fair ; 
From misery free, 
Most joyful will we 
Drink success to each day in the year. 
Tol de rol, &e. 


Then the glass raise on high, 
With your lips drain it dry, 
Let not the least moisture appear, 
’Tis a toast that demands 
Applause from all hands— 
“© Here’s to every day in the year.” 
Tol de rol, &c. 


PPP P PIP? 


THE BANNER OF ENGLAND FOR EVER. 
[Music, W. Blackman, Bridge-street, Borough. | 


THE soldier, who starts when the trumpet of war, 
Loud and deep—loud and deep—wakes the 
valley, 
Leaves the cottage of peace, to wander afar 
Round the flag of his fathers to rally, 
As he gazes on thee, 
Sweet isle of ihe sea, 
“« Farewell!” he cries, “« we sever, 
For the trumpet of war 
Sounds afar, sovnds afar, 
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And the flag of the brave, 

See it wave, see it wave— 

On to glory, I say, 

March away, march away! 
The banner of England for ever!” 


The soldier, who fights in the field of the brave, 
Where the loud—where the loud cannons rattle, 
Though he treads on the turf that may cover his 
grave, | 
He defies all the dangers of battle, 
Cries, <* Albion, from thee, 
Sweet isle of the sea, 
‘Thus—thus thy bold sons sever ; 
But, ’tis Victory’s star 
Beams afar, beams afar, 
And the flag of the brave, 
See it wave, see it wave-— 
On to glory, I say, 
March away, march away! 
The banner of England for ever! 
The banner of England for ever!” 


COLE LPL F 


OH! HOW TAFFLINE HOPES AND FEARS. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


OH! how Taffline hopes and fears to see the 
wished-for day, 
So merry, blithe, and cheery, 
When to church, white arrayed, she gaily trips 
away, 
To marry with her 
Oh! how fine my lad will be, 
Neat and spruce, and all for me, 
What a charming sight to see, 
Taffline and her deary. 


Oh. how every pretty girl will watch, with eager 
eye, 
: While T say, half crying, 
The “ Yes,” which, to pronounce, 
anxious girl does sigh, 
Howe’er such wish 
Those who oft, with scorn, Say Nay, 
May repent the time, when they 
Were asked to name the wedding-day, 
And were not more complying. 


deary ; 


each pretty, 


denying. 


QPP L2aro 


THE POOR FARMER’S BEST TREASURE. 


WHEN the gray eye of morn peeps out from the 
east, 
Then the farmer abandons his pillow ; 
If he lies to enjoy the soft blessing afresh, 
Until Sol rises forth from the billow ; 
The fruits of past labour, by slothful neglect, 
In the womb of cold earth he has slighted ; 
Then the farmer laments that he carelessly slept, 
Whilst the blossom of industry ’s blighted. 
But the secret is known 
To poor farmers alone, 
Whose first pride, whose delight, and whose plea- 
sure, 
Is to view o’er the land 
Nature’s bountiful hand 
Scatter plenty, the farmer’s best treasure, his 
pleasure, 
The farmer, the farmer’s sure treasure. 


Now the dew-drop of eve is shed from the skies, 
And the farmer his work has completed, 
Then home to his cottage he cheerfully hies, 
*Mongst his neighbours and family seated ; 
A jug of brown nappy—oblivion of ‘toil— 
With a friend and his wife is quaffed cheerly, 
He toasts his good landlord, he blesses the soil, 
And his dame and his offspring ‘eves dearly. 
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Now this pleasure is known 
Yo poor farmers alone, 

Whose first pride, &c. 


POPPI PF LAIF- 


SING TO BEAUTY BRIGHT. 
Air— The Bridesmaid’s Song, in Der Frieschutz.” 
(J. F. Bryant.) 


WHEN beauty bright first sheds its light, 
How sweet’s the lovely pleasure, 

Its lustre brings, on heavenly wings, 
True blessings without measure. 

Then sing, oh! sing in praise of beauty bright, 
Of love, of mirth, and pleasure ; 

Then sing of beauty bright. 


They boast that wine has joys divine, 
But with it there’s no treasure ; 
Give me the eyes of sparkling jet, 
In them I find pure pleasure ; 
The joys of wine are but a moment’s stay, 
But beauty stays for ever. 
Then sing of beauty bright. 


PPIPP? PCS 


QUANKO’S DESCRIPTION OF JOHN BULL 
AND HIS LADY. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


QUANKO he poor tawny Moor, 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring ; 
For England leave him native shore, 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring ; 
Wid Johnny Bull fine life him led, 
On rosse beaf and plum-pudding fed, 
But porter strong get in him head— 


SPOKEN.] Den him say hickup! keep it up. 
nothing like brown stout for blue devils, it do so 
make poor tawny Moor sing 

Hey ho, ting-a-ring. 


Quanko see fine beau full sail, 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring ; 
He cry ‘¢ here monkey wear no tail,” 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring ; 
Den lady fine, too, Quanko view, 
Him say, ** call lady belle dey do, 
And every bell have clapper, too.” 


SPOKEN.] And clapper him ring, too. One lady 
talkee, always have de last word. Two lady 
talkee, no get a word in edgeways. Three lady 
talkee, make a jackdaw parliament wid their 

Hey ho, ting-a-ring. 


Den him see de play, fine ting, 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring ; 
Where all laugh, cry, and dance, and sing 
Hey ho, ting-a-ring. 
Saw Opera, too, de best, no doubt, 
For dare fine lady squall and shout, 
Nobody know what she about. 

SPOKEN.] So fine squeaky, squally—sharp, flat, 
natural. Opera iady sing sharp—Jobnny Bull 
him flat—sharp taken in flat—he! he! he! Dat 
natural, wid 


Hey ho, ting-a-ring. 


POI SII? 


THE GENEROUS TAR. 
(Upton. ) 
WHEN we touched at Spithead, from aseven years’ 
cruise, 


And orders came down to discharge off each 
man, 


246 


Like a ball from a cannon, my spirits broke loose, 
To think, once again, I should see my sweet 
Nan. 


I told her, at parting, to have a good hope, 
And rest well assured 1 should gaily return ; 
Yet the fool would be sighing, and grievously 
mope, 
Which nearly unmanned me to see her concern. 


But you know that a sailor should never repine, 
So, d’ye mind me, I kissed her, and bade an 
adieu ; 
Though the sun was then clouded, I knew it would 
shine, 
While the heart, like the compass, was steady 
and true. 


And, d’ye see, in my reck’ning I surely was right, 
Old Davy, good natured, has pushed me on 
shore ; 
*Pis true, I found Nanny in pitiful plight, 
But the dear little creature shall be so no more. 


The billows of Fortune have tossed us about, 
While the rough winds of ‘Trouble have frozen] y 
blew ; 
Yet constancy weathered each enemy out, 
And love, in life’s sea, will now pilot us through. 


THE HUNTER’S SONG. 
(Sidney Waller, ) 
THROUGH the forest we roam to hunt the wild 


boar, 
The huntsmen’s bold joys when the horn calls 
away ; 
Hark, the forester’s horn! list, the bold tiger’s 
roar! 
Through thicket and furze she will prowl for her 
prey. 
See, the bloodhounds, in speed, the tiger pur- 
suing, 
Follow on, sounds the horn, fear then sub- 
duing, 
The fierce monster borne down, and staggering for 
breath, 
Gave a hideous howl, and the dogs tore to 
death. 


Follow hark, follow, follow hark, follow hark, 


lalala, &c. 
The oid hunters stood forth, clenched each spear, 
took their aim, 
With gigantic nerves struck the bold tiger down, 


Howled with pain, foamed with rage, fiercely rising | 


again, 
Nobly struggling with death, the huntsman’s re- 
nown. 
Songs of triumph and fame cheer the forester’s 
soul, 


And gaily they sing the exploits of the day ; 
Thus, forgetting all cares and fatigues in the 
bowl, 
The huntsman’s joys follow, hark, hark away! 
Hark, follow hark, &c. 


CLEP CE FEA 


JENNY HAD VOWED AWAY TO RUN 
WITH JOCKIE TO THE FAIR. 


“TWAS on the morn of sweet May-day, 
When Nature painted all things gay, 
Taught birds to sing, and lambs to play, 
And gild the meadows fair; 
Young Jockie, with the early dawn, 
Arose, and tript it o’er the lawn; 
His Sunday’s coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vowed away to run 
With Jockie to the fair. 
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The cheerful parish-bells had rung; 

With eager steps he trudged along; 

While flowery garlands round him hung, 
Which shepherds used to wear ; 

He tapped the window, « Haste, my dear; 

Jenny, impatient, cried, ‘ Who’s there?” 

‘Tis I, my love, and no one near, 

Step gently down, you’ve nought to fear, 
With Jockie to the fair.’ 


‘ My dad and mam are fast asleep, 

My brother’s up, and with the sheep, 

And will you still your promise keep, 
Which I have heard you swear ? 

And will you ever constant prove?’ 

* I will, by all the powers above! 

And ne’er deceive my charming dove, 

Dispel these doubts, and haste, my love, 

With Jockie to the fair.’ 


‘ Behold the ring,’ the shepherd cried, 
Will Jenny be my charming bride? 
Let Cupid be our happy guide, 
And Hymen meet us there.’ 
Then Jockie did his vows renew, 
He would be constant, would be true, 
His word was pledged, away she flew, 
O’er cowslips, tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockie to the fair. 


In raptures meet the joyful throng, 
Their gay companions, blithe and young, 
Each joins the dance, each joins the song, 
To hail the happy pair ; 
In turns, there’s none so fond as they, 
They bless the kind, propitious day, 
The smiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny ran away 
With Jockie to the fair. 


PLPLPEP FIP 


THE PRAISES OF SWEARING. 


| FROM the king to the constable, (see Dr. Burn,) 
| All people in office must swear in their turn, 


And at such oath-taking let saints not be staring, 


For justice could never be had without swearing! 


Derry down, &c. 


All juries are sworn to deal justly, forsooth, 
And the witnesses swear they will tell the whole 
truth ; 
While his worship, as lawyers are moving their 
jaw, 
Is sometimes heard swearing—according to law. 
Derry down, &c. 


The exciseman, who wishes neat brandy to smug- 


gle, 

Wo’n’t stick at an oath, sir, to. swear through the 
Juggle ; 

The lawyer, who wants to make 


wrong appear 
right, 


| Is, for a fee, ready to swear black is white. 


Derry down, &e. 


The pluralist parson, two livings to hold, 

To take east oaths with his conscience makes 
bold ; 

And the place-hunting bankrupt, when to the 
house brought, 

Will swear to his fortune, though not worth a 
groat! 

Derry down, &c. 


Great lords, who to lie under scandal are loth, 
Will clear up their character by a great oath! 
While many a great lady, but give a handle, 
Will swear like a strumpet, to propagate scart. 
dal. 
Derry down, &e. 
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Rich and poor, high and low, no man his oath 


grudges, j 

While some swear like troopers, and some swear 
like judges ; 

Then, at such oath-taking, let saints not be 
staring, 

For what, sir, could law do, if there was no 
swearing ? 


Derry down, &c. 


PLL LaF 


MALVINA’S BRIDAL DAY. 
A TRIO AND CHORUS. 
(G. Macfarren. ) 
[ Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 


TAKE thou this cup, with ruby wine o’erflowing, 
Drown in the tide each jealous fear, 

And, while its balm upon thy lip is glowing, 
Breathe one sigh to friendship dear. 


Wine hath the charm soft memories to cherish, 
And wash away dull Care’s alloy ; 

Thus, in the goblet, every thought shall perish, 
Save those of friendship, love, and joy. 


Hence every hostile feeling, 

Discord to distance reeling, 
Soft Pleasure’s 
Welcome measures 

Make the moments gay. 


While honour’s sacred tie 
Each martial hand combines, 
And beauty’s beaming eye 
With brighter lustre shines, 
To glad Malvina’s bridal day. 
- Hence every hostile feeling, &c. 


OLR LPL PDF 


A BUDGET OF BLUNDERS. 
Air— Derry Down.”—(H. S. Fuller.) 


As biunders in Ireland most rarely are found, 
Some few tales I'll chant, which in blunders 
abound, 
As the stories are old, you’ll o’erlook the odd taste 
Of biundering thus o’er my opening grace. 
Derry down, down, derry down. 


An Irish captain, at an hotel arrived, 

Beheld, hanging up, of a hog the left side, 

And, rubbing his hands, good living, I vow, 

Why, landlord, a pig you’ve been killing, I trow. 
Derry down, &c. 


Why, sir, said the innkeeper, *twixt you and me, 
The left side of one hanging yonder you see ; 
Odzo, said the captain, a great silly calf, 
And Pry landlord, when do you kill the right 
alf. 
Derry down, &c. 


A new-married couple, each other’s fond joy, 
At the end of six months there was born a fine 
boy 5 
Why, doctor, says Pat, how is this, rather wild, 
O, it’s often the case, sir, with the first child. 
Derry down, &c. 


Invited to dine, by a charming young maid, 
A nice roasted goose on the table was laid ; 
Sir, what would you like, a wing, or a thigh? 
A bit under the apron, was Pat’s reply. 
Derry down, &c. 


Why, sir, says the lady, I’m sorry it’s true, 
That I cannot oblige you with what you wish, too, 
But my geese do not wear none, I’d have you to 
know, 
Fer the petticoat, sure, is your meaning, I vow. 
Derry down, &e, 
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An Irish perfumer once killing a bear, 

For the sake of the grease, the hide, and the 
hair ; 

The smell brought his neighbours, such works to 


oppose, 
Well, after all, says Pat, he’s led you by the 
nose. 
Derry down, &c. 


My Irish bulls for the present I’ll cease, 
If, blundering thus, I should chance you to 
please 5 
The wish of my heart is dull care to beguile, 
And, amidst all my blunders, to merit your smile. 
Derry down, &c. 


PIPL PLO? 


THE COMPLAINT. 
( Beuler. ) 


WHAT’s that I espy in my Clara’s blue eye? 
A tear? yes, by all that is charming! 

A sigh, too, I hear, from the breast of my dear, 
Ah me! these are omens alarming! 


Say, what has opprest my dear Clara’s sweet 
breast ? 
Why heaveth that bosom so high ? 
Why vanish the wiles of your roseate smiles? 
And whence is that piteous sigh? 
Come, Clara, be brief, and tell me your grief, 
Now, tell me, and don’t be deceiving ;— 
Said she, quite morose, ‘‘ why, then, you are the 
cause 
Of all my thus foolishly grieving.” 


Distraction and death! in every breath 
Don’t I swear that I love you to madness? 
How then can you doubt, and those cherry lips 
pout, 
With whining, and weeping, and sadness ? 
Think you that my love can possibly rove, 
Or from you, sweet, ever dissever? 
To banish your pain, I now swear again 
I love you more dearly than ever! 


My bosom, by heaven! by grief would be riven 
If ever you fancy me fickle ; 

Then, Clara, be kind, unburthen thy mind, 
And dry up thy tears as they trickle. 


With a smile and a leer, said Clara, “* my dear, 
No rival I dread to dispute thee ; 

But when, on the lawn, you met me this morn, 
You know, you forgot to salute me.” 


PPE POS OF 


JUDY’S LAMENT FOR TEDDY. 
Air— Now, Katty, now can’t you be aisy.” 
(James Bruton. ) 


SINCE Ted o’er the bog has taken a jog 
To London, from Balinacasey, 

I sob and I sulk, till I’m lessened in bnlk, 
And pined till I’m nearly gone crazy. 


SpoKEN.] Ah! my own dear Teddy, I dare 
say you are seated, snug enough, in some sky-blue 
garret, in St. Giles’s, as comfortable as a pig ina 
parlour, while your own dear, red-haired Judy is 
sitting, moping, forlorn, in her own mud cabin, as 
mute as a mackerel, wid de tears running down 
her alabaster cheeks like trakle over a pipkin. 
Och! hone, now, w’n’t the London lasses be set- 
ting their caps to steal away that beautiful heart 
from your own poor, gray-eyed Judy? sure enough, 
it will break my heart if they do; and sare it’s 
swelled now as big as a bushel. Oh! Teddy, 
think of your Judy. 
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And don’t let ’em come over you wid dere— 
Tu ral lu lu—tu ral, &c. 
Arrah! Teddy, now, can’t you be aisy. 


Our cabin brick-floor was clean sanded o’er 
Once a week, and looked clean as a daisy ; 
And all things did use to look clean and spruce, 
But now they are dirty and greasy. 
SPOKEN.] And, sure, it’s all through Teddy’s 
laying me that every ting’s turned topsy-turvy. 
I’ve nothing now left to solace me but Teddy’s 


Men thought him shut up in the dark, 
Lord, sir, if you had but stepped into the 
ark, 
You, floating in claret, had found him, 


The juice of the grape, all agree, 
Rejoices the jovial and free ; 
Then, Bacchus, thou hero of fable, - 
We'll tope with thee while we are able, 
For thou canst our sorrows dissolve, 
And, therefore, thy honours shall nightly 
























woollen nightcap, that cost a thirteen, at O’Bog’s, devolve 
the linen-draper, that Teddy gave me before he On the first that falls under the table. 
went, wid a mortar-hod, to London, to make his erccccoo 


fortune, as a pledge of his love. Every ting goes 
dirty, except the pig-stye that holds my Teddy’s 
pig. Istand for hours together, and scratch his 
bristly back, because I have seen Teddy do it, and 
every time he grunts he reminds me of him; and 
sometimes, for the love I bear my Ted, I sleep 
wid the pig all night, and, when he wakes me wid 
his snoring, I tink it is my Ted, so I clasp him to 
my heart, and cuddle him to death almost ; and 
sing, in my sleep— 
Now don’t be coming over me wid your— 
‘Ln ral lu lu--tu ral, &c. 
Arrah! Teddy, now, can’t you be aisy. 


TO BE, OR NOT TO BE. 
A VOCAL PARAPHRASE ON HAMLET’S SOLILOQUY. 
(Collins. ) 


In Shakspeare’s all-enlight’ning school, 
Where wit and wisdom equal shine, 
Where genius spurns at fett’ring rule, 
And, tow’ring, soars to heights divine, 
The royal Hamlet, wrapt in thought, 
Gn Freedom’s power and Fate’s decree, 
The question, with importance fraught, 
He states—** To be, or not to be.” 


Now, pond’ring, if the noble mind 
Should tamely suffer Fortune’s frown, 
Or treat her as a mistress kind, 
Whose smiles our tend’rest wishes crown! 
Or, when in dire and troublous siege, 
Strong ills assail, like hostile foes, 
’T were best to take up arms, in rage, 
Her slings and arrows to oppose. 


Resolving, then, what ’tis to die, 
He says—“ To sleep,”—and nothing more ; 
And if from tears it clears each eye, 
And eases hearts that ached betore ; 
Ending at once each cank’ring grief 
To which devoted flesh is heir ; 
That sleep, which brings such sweet relief, 
Will soon be yours, ye sons of care ! 


Cruel Teddy, ah! when will you come back again 
To our cabin, at Balinacasey ; 

Where your mammy and dad are sighing and sad, 
And your Judy, by grief, grow half crazy? 


SPOKEN.] Every ting is at sevens and sixes 
since Teddy’s gone. ‘There’s not a potato that 
blossoms but tells me of his departure. I often 
pick up the pipes that he used to play, but I lay 
’em down again in despair, for they make me pipe 
my eye. it was but yesterday my father told me 
to bring the inkstand and pen, and I fetched him 
a pail of water and a mop. Heigho4 Mil never 
see the time again that I did wid my Ted, when 
we used to stray over the bogs at moonlight, and, 
ander some tree, he’d ax me fora kiss ; to be sure, 
but I gave it him, though I did look as red as a 
turkey-cock, and sing— 

Now don’t be coming over me wid your— 
Tu ral lu lu—tu ral, &e. 
Arrah! Teddy, now, can’t you be aisy. 


“* Tosleep,”’—but, then, perchance, to dreams 
Ay, there’s the rub, dark Doubt replies ; 
For whips, and stings, and fire, and flame, 
And widows’ moans, and orphans’ cries ; 
Oppression’s yoke, pride’s rankling gall, 
Love’s pangs despised, and law’s delay, 
A bodkin’s point might end them all, 
But for that dream which bars the way. 


Then, till we quit this mortal coil, 
To reach that undiscovered bourn, 
Where terminates all human toil, 
And whence no trav’ller can return, 
Let smiling hope expand the breast, 
And ali from doubt and dread be free ; 
Since all is ordered for the best— 
Whate’er’s “* To be, or not to be.” 


GPPI PPO? 


LOVE IS HEAVEN, AND HEAVEN IS LOVE. 
A GLEE. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


IN peace, Love tunes the shepherd’s reed, 
In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed, 

In halls, in gay attire is seen, 

Tn hamlets, dances on the green. 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove, 
And men below, and saints above, 

For love is heaven, and heaven is love, 


THE GLASS, LIKE THE GLOBE, sHALL |? SHALL EVER REMEMBER YOUR NOSE, 
GO ROUND. (Fowler. ) 
(Holcroft.) A MAN and his wife 


THE glass, like the globe, shall go round, 

While friends and good claret abound ; 

In spite of your grave preaching thinker, 

A good fellow means a good drinker ; 
When past three o’clock shall resound, 


Should any one, prudently, sober be found, 


We'll give him the nickname of skinker, 
Old Noah, when lodged in his barge, 
Beheld himself floating at large, 

And viewed the wide waters around him, 
Yet hated that water should bound him 5 


Lived together in strife, 
Though they wanted for nothing, I say ; 
But still this said wife, 
Led him such a life 
About rings, for to make her look gay. 
This man, on my life, 
He did much love his wife, 
And, to wear, she had plenty of things ; 
Yet this very man, 
Define it who can, 
Had a wondrous objection to rings. 
Tol de rol de ro], &c. 
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“* You brute,” cried the wife, 
«« Some fine rings, on my life, 

I will have, though I pawn all my clothes ;” 
He passionate got, 
So hard was her lot, 

That he gave her some—wrings of the nose. 
She sang, “‘ Oh, my nese!” 
As he pulled, I suppose, 

sé Why, you used not to do these here things 5” 
But he kept tugging on, 
Till wifey began 

Crying, “‘ Deary, I want no more rings.” 

Toi de rol de rol, &c. 


Then he let her nose go, 
But she said it was low 
Thus to use a poor woman so rough 3 
Said he, «¢ Never mind, 
I'll still use you kind, 
If one ring on your finger’s enough! 
But, if it is not, 
I declare ’tis your lot, 
Though you dress in the gayest of clothes, 
When on rings you ihsist, 
I'll open my fist, 
And shall ever remember your nose.” 
Tol de rol de rol, &c. 


PLILE PED 


THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR’S RETURN. 
(G. S. Carey.) 


Qsct mere I’ve retarned to my own native shore, 
Which I left so dejected, so heartless, and poor, 
Each face looked indignant and shy ; 
I sought for relief on the perilous main, 
And Fortune she cheered my poor heart once 
again, 


While I braved the caprice of the sky. 


Though death seemed impatiently waiting around, 
With sharp-pointed lightning and thunder pro- 
found, 
Or roared in the turbulent wind ; 
When acalm has returned, I have said to each 
mate, 
Though the heavens have frowned, there’s nothing 
I hate 
So much as the frown of mankind. 


I had not forgot how my heart was oppressed, 
And slighted by those whom I’d often caressed, 
And parted my penny so free; 
But, if ever dame Fortune should leave me again, 
No more shall ingratitude give me a pain, 
I’ll seek for resource on the sea. 


GLP LIFG IF? 


I WANT ONE THAT CAN BUSTLE AND 
STIR IN MY SHOP. 


(O’Keefe.) 


In the choice of a husband us widows are nice, 
I’d not have a man who’d grow old in a trice ; 
Not a beau, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that can bustle and stir in my shop. 


A log I’d avoid when I’m choosing my lad, 

And a stork, that might gobble up all that I had ; 
Such suitors I’ve had, sir, but off they might hop, 
i want one that can bustle and stir in my shop. 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 

So handsome, so young, so polite, and so kind; 
With such a good soul to the altar I’d pop, 

He’s one that can bustle and stir in my shop. 


GRICE LOCI P? 
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PEWTER POTS. 
Air—“ Ah! well-a-day !” 


Wuy, zounds! this can never be borne, 
My pots the rogues never restore 5 
They’re stolen at night and at morn, 
They’re stolen before my own door. 
Ah! well-a-day, lack-a-day, dismal day, oh! 


Each pot cost me full eighteen-pence, 
Of the very best pewter *twas made 3 
’T was scoured twice a week, and, from thence, 
Shone as bright as the best in the trade. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


My pot-boy’s the pride of my tap, 
My pot-boy’s the pride of my kitchen, 
He knocks up maids with such a rap, 
And calls ** pots!” with a voice so bewitching. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


Mrs. Bounce is a dear charming woman, 
A neat, tidy, notable, body ; 
A better wife never had no man, 
To mix up a glass of gin-toddy. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


Half-a-dozen young Bounces she’s brought, 
No children had ever wits quicker ; 
So weil by their dad they’ve been taught, 
They can all draw a pot of good liquor. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


But what signifies this or t’other? 
(if I’m not ruined may I be shot!) 
For, how can I keep child or mother, 
If I cannot keep one pewter-pot ? 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


To the ministry straight will T post ; 
They have wisdom and vigour united, 
When I tell ’em the pots I have lost, 
Sure the government will see me righted. 
Ah! well-a-day, &c. 


GLOESE LP 


IF NATURE IN THY BOSOM DWELLS. 


(G. Macfarren.) 
[Music, Goulding, and Co. Soho-square. ]' 


IF Nature in thy bosom dwells, 
Or Virtue ever harbours there, 
Oh! bid them twine their kindred spells, 
To aid a hapless mourner’s prayer! 
If ever, in soft Beauty’s bower, 
A true-love smile hath beamed on thee, 
The memory of that blissful hour 
Shall wake one pitying sigh for me! 


Turn not those melting looks away, 
Nor hide the generous tears that start, 
Like dewdrops, at the break of day, 
To cheer the drooping flower—my heart, 
Still let them deck that martial eye, 
And sparkle like the gems of light 
That glitter in the purple sky 
To chase away the gloom of night. 


GIP LIP LE 


INSTRUCTIONS TO COCKNEY SPORTS- 
MEN. 


Air—“ The Cake-Man.”—(G. Jefferson. ) 


YE young cockney sportsmen, so prime, 
I pray ye, attend to my song, 

It sha’n’t take up much of your time, 
For I hate a ditty that’s long ; 

A few hints T now mean to give, 
Which may a small profit soon yield 
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To you who in London can live plum-pudding,—this must be left entirely to the 
Yet enjoy the sports of the field. dexterity and good management of 


Cockney sportsmen, so prime, 
I pray you, attend to my song, 
It wo’n’t take up much time, 
For I hate a ditty that’s long. 


My friends, in the choice of a gun, 
A barrel that’s crooked prefer, 
A risk then you scarcely can run, 
You must hit, whate’er should occur ; 
A level direct is too hard, 
Although you in London were born ; 
Then, if a good chance you regard, 
Let your piece be curved like a horn. 
SPOKEN.] Ay, ay, take my advice, and 
you'll do; for, as the odds are against your level- 
ing direct, you will have a capital chance with a 
crooked barrel, and bring down your game without 
much trouble to 


~ Cockney sportsmen, &c. 


In loading the old-fashioned way, 
The powder’s put in fore the shot, 
But that’s of no moment I say, 
You’re free to pursue it or not. 
Your flints you should choose very dull, 
Scarcely one spark you require, 
But cover them over with wool 
Should they offer to throw out much fire. 


SPOKEN.] If your flints have too much fire they 
will, inevitably, scatter, and, perhaps, burn your 
hand or your nose; that wouldn’t answer at all for 


“Cockney sportsmen, &c. 


When on the ground lies the snow, 
For a pointer there is little need, 
The dog that now with you should go . 
Must be of the Newfoundland breed. 
Some men shut one eye when they aim, 
And yet kill, at times, as they tell, 
But, if you want plenty of game, 
Shut both, and you’ll shoot twice as well. 


SPOKEN.] Ay, you'll find your only pointer 
should be a Newfoundland dog, and be particularly 
careful to have him entirely white, you’ll then 
have a good chance of surprising the enemy. 


Cockney sportsmen, &c. 


Blind should your dog be, and lame, 
For, were he too active, we know, 
Perchance, he might put up the game, 
And that would spoil all to do so: 
Yet this fault you easy may cure, 
Should your dog be too brisk on his pegs, 
He’ll soon mend of that, to be sure, 
If you only tie up his hind legs. 
SPOKEN.] I wonder the plan of tying up a dog’s 
fund legs was never thought of before; the advan- 
tage it gives must be obvious to 


Cockney sportsmen, &c. 


And now, with regard to the game, 
Of what to prefer I will sing,— 
First, the birds I will name ;— 
The turkies are strong on the wing 5 
But be not to your shooting confined, 
A hen will much pleasure produce, 
Sucking pigs can run like the wind, 
And the best of all shots is a goose. 


SPOKEN.] Poultry is certainly good game: the 
first of September has become as hostile to cocks 
as Shrove-Tuesday was formerly. Parrots may 
be, also, considered fair game,—-only there is 
some danger in shooting them without breaking 
the windows or marking a person’s face like a 


Cockney sportsmen, &c. 


GPGPLPIGI SR 


OFT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 
(T. Moore. ) 


OFT, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 

Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me :— 

The smiles and tears of boyhood’s years, 
The words of love then spoken, 

The eyes that shone, now dimmed and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken. 


When I remember all 
The friends, so linked together, 
I’ve seen around me fall, 
Like leaves in wintry weather, 
I feel like one who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead, 
And all but he departed. 


PPEPL EPP 


JOHN BARLEYCORN. 


THERE were three kings lived in the east, 
Three kings, baith great and high, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 


They took a plow, and plowed him down, 
Put clods upon his head ; 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead. 


But cheerful spring came kindly on, 
And showers began to fall ; 

John Barleycorn gat up again, 

_ And sore surprised them all.. 


The sultry suns of summer came, 
And he grew thick and strong, 

His head well armed wi’ pointed spears, 
That no one should him wrong. 


The sober autumn entered, mild, 
When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Showed he began to fail. 


His colour sickened more and more, 
He faded into age ; 

And then his enemies began 
To show their deadly raze. 


They’ve ta’en a weapon, long and sharp, 
And cut him by the knee ; 

Then tied him fast upon a cart, 
Like rogues for forgerie. 


They laid him down upon his back, 
And cudgelled him full sore ; 

Then laid him up before the storm, 
And turned him o’er and o’er. 


They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim, 

They heaved in John Barleycorn, 
There let him sink or swim. 


They laid him out upon the floor, 
To work him farther wo; 

And still, as signs of life appeared, 
They tossed him to and fro. 


They wasted, o’er a scorching flame, 
The marrow of his banes ; 

But a miller used him worst of all. 
He crushed him tween twa stanes. 
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And they hae ta’en his true heart’s blood, 
And drunk it round and round ; 

And still, the more and more they drank, 
Their joy did more abound. 


John Barleycorn’s a hero bold, 
Of noble enterprise ; 

For, if you do but taste his blood, 
Twill mak your courage rise. 


*J'will mak a man forget his wo, 
Twill heighten all his joy ; 

*T will mak the widow’s heart to sing, 
Though tears were in her eye. 


Then, let us toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne’er fail in old Scotland. 


GOPOL AIS 


THE MILLER’S MILL GOES CLICK, CLACK, 
CLACK. 


WHILE Fortune’s wheel, deceptive, turns, 
And various cares abound ; 

And courtier’s breast with envy burns, 
The miller’s wheel goes round—goes round, 
The miller’s wheel goes round. 

He sighs not for Ambition’s wealth, 

Or Fortune’s guilty store ; 

Content and labour bring him health, 
And nature claims no more—no more, 
And nature claims no more. 

In wife and prattling children blest, 
What comforts does he lack? 

He’s ne’er with toil or sorrow prest, 
While his mill goes click, clack, elack, 

Click, clack, clack.—/( thrice. ) 
While his mill goes click, clack, clack. 


His merry heart, delighted, glows, 
His friendly cloth is spread, 
Whene’er the stranger seeks repose, 
Or poor solicit bread. 
From rich men’s sacks his grist he takes, 
While others blast the soil ; 
But should his dame, inclined to strife, 
Her tongue, unbridied, slack, 
To drown the anger of his wife, 
His mill gives clack for clack, 
Click, clack, clack,— 
His mill gives clack for clack. 


POP IFIPLE 


THE FREEMASON’S TOAST. 


Some folks have, with curious impertinence, 
strove 
From freemasons’ bosoms their secrets to move ; 
T’ll tell why in vain their endeavours must prove, 
~ Which nobody can deny, &c. 


Of this happy secret, when once we're possest, 
Our tongues can’t explain what is lodged in our 
breast, 
For the blessing’s so great, it cannot be expressed, 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 


Truth, charity, justice, our principles are ; 

What one does possess the others may share, 

And these, in the world, are blessings most rare, 
E Which nobody can deny, &c. 


Now, since we are met, the world’s wonder and 
boast, 
And each one enjoys what pleases him most, 
I'll give the best and most glorious toast, 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 
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Here’s a health to the generous, the brave, and 
the good, 
To all those who think and act as they should, 
And in this is the freemason’s health understood, 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 


GLPLIP PH 


NAUTICAL PHILOSOPHY. 
( Dibdin.) 

I BE one of those sailors who think it no lie, 
That for every wherefore of life there’s a why ; 
That, be fortune’s strange weather a calm or a 

squall, 
Our births, good or bad, are chalked out for us all. 
That the stays and the braces of life will be found 
T'o be some of ’em rotten, and some of ’em sound: 
Thus the good we should cherish, the bad never 

seek, 
For death will, too soon, bring each anchor a-peak. 


When, astride on the yard, the toplifts they let go, 

And I came, like a shot, plump among ’em be- 
low ; 

Why, I catched at a halliard, and jumped upon 
deck, 

And so broke my fall to save breaking my neck 5 

Just like your philosophers, for all their jaw, 

Who, less than a rope, gladly catch at a straw. 

Thus the good we should cherish, &c. 


Why, now, that there cruize we made off the banks, 

Where I peppered the foe, and got shot for my 
thanks. 

What then? she soon struck 5 
pled, on shore, 

And laid up to refit, I had shiners galore : 

At length, live and loving, I tried the false main, 

And, to get more prize-money, got shot at again. 

Thus, the good we should cherish, &c. 


and, though, crip- 


Then, just as it comes, the bad with the good, 
One man’s spoon’s made of silver, another’s of 
wood ; 
What’s poison for one man 2s another man’s balm, 
Some are safe in a storm, and some lost in acalm: 
Some are rolling in riches, some not worth a souse ; 
To-day we eat beef, and to-morrow lobs-couse. 
Thus, the good we should cherish, &c. 


Se ee 


OLD ENGLAND FOR EVER SHALM 
WEATHER THE STORM. 


[Music, T. Williams, 2, Strand.] 
(D. A. O'Meara.) 


OLD England, thy stamina never has yielded 
To the ills that have menaced abroad and at 

home, 

And, while all your energies nobly are wielded, 
Triumphant you still shall support freedom’s 

dome! 

Distress for a moment may dim your bright glory, 
But the clouds will pass over, no cares shall de- 

form, 

Thy councils and people may tell the proud story, 
Old England for ever shall weather the storm. 
Old England for ever shall weather the storm, 
England for ever shall weather the storm, 

Thy councils and people shall tell the proud story, 
Old England for ever shall weather the storm. 


Thy force, single-handed, has long been victo- 


rious : 
The friend of the suff’ring, the pride of the 
brave ; 
Thy struggles—privations, have ever been glori- 
ous! 


The birth-place of Liberty—home of the slave! 
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arm ; 
Like thine own native oak, 
daining, 
Old England for ever shall weather the storm. 
Old England for ever, &c. 


OPLPILP PCL HE 


POOR ROMBOO. 


MY misse sad, weep all day long, 
’Cause cruel Moor us take ; 
All comfort gone for poor Romboo, 


If misse’s heart do break. 


We travel o’er the desert wide, 
Grand caravan so fine, 

When brown man meet us, rob it all, 
While moon so bright did shine. 


Good massa fight so bold for us, 
But hateful Moor too strong, 

Forced misse and her poor Romboo 
With cruel men along. 


Me hope to see black man come back, 
And set my misse free, 

Den to own country all return, 
Our good friends’ joy to see. 


PRIP PL PP 


THE JOYS OF DEAR WOMEN AND WINE 


CoME here, we’re all jovial and hearty, 
As hearty as hearty can be, : 
No sorrow or care to perplex us, 
From trouble we ever are free ; 
Give me the gay fellow in life, 
Who seldom a dull thought has known, 
That would rather kiss any man’s wife, 
By the one half, than he’d kiss his own. 
Then, fill up the glasses, dear boys, 
And make the best use of your time 3 
For, believe me, there’s nothing surpasses 
The joys of dear women and wine. 


Since life is at best but a span, 

"Tis as good to be merry as not, 
We’ll happily live while we-can, 

For sorrow brings nothing but thought ; 
We'll prattle away with the lasses, 

And crack a gay flask with our friends, 
So thus our time merrily passes, 

In taking the world as Fate sends. 

Then, fill up the glasses, &c. 





D n money, ’tis nothing but trash, 


We'll be merry, though ever so poor: 
When we have it, we cut a great dash, 

When it’s gone, we ne’er think of it more 
So, let me be wealthy or not, 

My spirits are always the same, 
Quite free of ev’ry dull thought, 

And a hearty good fellow’s my name. 

Then fill up the glasses, &c. 


GLP IPP LP 


DEATH, AND THE TROUBLES OF LIFE 


Air—“ Sprig of Shellelagh.”—(E. J. B. Box.) 


“€ WHEN the heart of a man is oppressed with” 


deep “< care,” 
And his spirits sink under the weight of despair, 


Which has fixed in his bosom, sad Sorrow’s 


abode! 


All in vain he may strive his good-humour to 


keep, 


—the rude tempest dis- 


> 
OR, DAY, FOUL OR FAIR, ALIKE ENDS THERE! 
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there’s a spirit within thee proclaiming, 
No blast of misfortune thy strength shall dis- 


Sweet tranquillity flies him, ay, even in sleep ; 
Though his eye may withhold the big tear from his 
cheek, 
Yet the chords of his heart will be ready to break, 
With its ceaseless exertions to cast off the load ! 


Although smiling Content may seem perched on his 
brow, 
The heart suffers more pain from that forced out- 
ward show, 
Which at uses, the depth of his grief to con« 
ceal ; 
For the more the wounds fester, more gangrene and 
smart, 
More corrode and sink deep to the core of his 
heart, 
Till his mind off the hinges of reason is flung, 
By the anguish with which his sad bosom is 
wrung, 
In ne deep stabs of sorrow no patience can 
eal! 






In this pitiable state, of all hope he’s bereft, 
And his miseries no solace, or comfort, have left, 
To abate the full wo of his heart and his mind ; 
Thus eiliction, grown ripe, in his overcharged 
breast, 
Neither morn, noon, nor night, can his sorrows have 
rest 5 
For, involved in this wildness, his mind nought 
can save 
From the torture of wreck, till to peace, in the 
grave, 
The whole altogether, by death, is consigned ! 


Thus, in viewing life’s troubles, we clearly may see 
What the full end of trouble in all things will be, 
Let the cause and effect be whatever they may ; 
Let the mind be disturbed, or the heart be Oop- 
pressed ; 
Let the pocket and stomach by want be distressed ; 
Be it one, or a part, or these ills altogether, 
Be the day of our life one whole stress of foul 
weather, 
Still the grave alike ends both the fair and foul 
i 


day! 


PIP IP IFIP 


MAD MAUDLIN. 
(T. Durfey.) 


To find my Tom of Bedlam ten thousand years I'll 
travel, 

Mad Maudlin goes with dirty toes to save her shoes 
from gravel ; 

Yet I will sing, bonny boys, bonny mad boys, 
Bedlam boys are bonny, 

They still go bare, and live by the air, and want 
no drink or money. 


I now repent that even poor Tom was so dis- 
dained, : 
My wits are lost since himI crost, which makes 
me go thus chained, 
Yet will I sing, &c. 


My staff has murdered giants, my bag a long knife 
carries, 
To cut mince-pies from children’s thighs,with which 
I feast the fairies. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


My horn is made of thunder, I stole it out of hea- 
ven, 
The rainbow there is this I wear, for which I 
thence was driven. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


I went to Pluto’s kitchen, to beg some food one 
morning, 
And there I got souls, piping hot, with which the 
spits were turning, 
Yet will I sing, &c. 
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Then I took up a cauldren, where boiled ten thou- 
sand harlots, 
was full of fame, yet I drank the same, to the 
health of all such varlets. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


A spirit, as hot as lightning, did in that journey 


guide me, 
The sun did shake, and the pale moon quake, as 
soon as e’er they spied me. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


And now that I have gotten a lease, then dooms- 
day’s no longer, 
To live on earth, with some in mirth, ten whales 
shall feast my hunger. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


No gipsy-slut, or doxy, shall win my mad Tom 
from me, 
We'll weep all night, and with stars fight, the fray 
will well become me. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


And when that I have beaten the man in the moon 
to powder, 
His dog I’ll take, and him I”'J make, as could no 
demon louder. 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


A health to Tom-a-Bedlam, go fill the sea in bar- 
rels, 
Ill drink it all, well brewed with gall, and maud- 
ling drunk I’ll quarrel, 
Yet I will sing, &c. 


, a ee ol 


HUNTING THE HARE. 
Air—** Robin Adair.” 


WHAT is a pleasant sport ? 
Hunting the hare 3 
Where do jolly boys resort ? 
To hunt the hare. 
When morning rises gay, 
Echo cries, hark away, 
Hounds bark a roundelay, 
Hunting the hare. 


Over each ditch and stile, 
Hunting the hare ; 
Gallopping many a mile, 
To hunt the hare, 
Oh, it is sweet to see 
All in such hearty glee ; 
Sport, thou art all to me, 
Hunting the hare. 


Night comes, and goblets, then, 
We do not spare 5 
Singing, like merry men— 
Toasting the hare ; 
Drinking the nut-brown ale, 
Momus tells many a tale: 
Hunting, thy beauties hail! 
Hail to the hare! 


PPL I LL EL 


TAK’ CARE O’THYSEN. 
* (Rev. Thomas Browne.) 


WHEN I was a wee little tottering bairn, 
An had nobbut just gitten short frocks ; 
When to gang, [ at first was beginnin’ to lairn, 
On my brow I gat monie hard knocks ; 
For se waik, an’ se silly, an’ helpless was I, 
I was always tumbling down then, 
While me mother would twattle me gently, and 
cry, 
Honey, Jenny! tak’ care o’ thysen. 
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When I grew bigger, an’ gat to he strang, 
?At I cannily ran ali about 

By mysen, whor I liked, then I always mud gang, 
Bithout benin’ telled about ought ; 

When, however, I com’ to be sixteen year auld, 
An’ rattled and ramped amang men, 

My mother wad call 0’ me in, an’ would scauld, 
And ery, huzza! tak’ care o’ thysen. 


I’ve a sweetheart coms now upo’ Setterday nights, 
An’ he swears ’at he’ll mak me his wife ; 

My mam grows se stingy, she scaulds and she 

flytes, 

And twitters me out of my life ; 

But she may leuk seur, an’ consait hersen wise, 
An’ preach again likin’ young men, 

Sen I’s grown a woman, her clack Ill despise, 
And lse—marry ! tak’ care 0’ mysen. 


PIPL IEAGF 


THE CONCERT OF NATURE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


FRoM the lark’s playful notes in the morning, 
To the nightingale’s warble at eve, 

What charms are the country adorning ! 
What joys we from Nature receive ! 

In her concert, though simple yet glowing, 
Bird and beast bear a principal part 5 

While their harmony sweetly is flowin 
To ev’ry recess of the heart. 


Musicians are learnedly talking, 
Of the air, and of sixes and thirds ; 
How much richer our music, while walking, 
To the air of the fields and the birds. 
Music’s but imitation of nature ; 
Then be silent, each mimicking elf ; 
For, while we admire ev’ry creature, 
We listen to Nature herself. 


GIPIII ISP 


THE SWEET MERRY CHINK OF THE 
RHINO. 


(Kenney. ) 


OF young Mr. Celebs you’ve heard, 
Who wouldn’t be left in the lurch 5 
So, to lead the fond life he preferred, 
Of a spouse he must needs go in search. 
All the charms that could grace wedded life, 
He resolved in his lady should shine O ; 
But when I go in search of a wife, 
Tis in search of a wife with the rhino. 
Tis then that I sigh, 
When the ready is nigh, 
Leer, ogle, and wink, 
When I hear the sweet chink, 
The sweet merry chink of the rhino! 


If you hav’n’t good cheer to inspire, 

What’s Venus, the Loves, or the Graces, 
Or Cupid, without a good fire, 

To warm all his bare little places ! 
If music the food be for love, 

I fancy ’tis music that I know ; 
As all married gentlemen prove, 

With a wife that can jingle the rhino. 

Oh! then let me sigh, &c. 


a a 


THE COMFORT OF A CONTENTED MIND. 


(Lord Vaux, 1576.) 


WHEN all is done and said, 
In th’ end, thus shall you find, 
He most of all doth bathe in bliss, 
That hath a quiet mind ; 
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And, clear from all worldly cares, 
To deem can be content, 

The sweetest time in all his life, 
In thinking to be spent. 


The body subject is 
To fickle Fortune’s power ; 
And, to a million of mishaps, 
Is casual every hour. 
And death in time doth change 
It to a clod of clay ; 
When as the mind, which is divine, 
Runs never to decay. 


Companion none is like 
Unto the mind alone ; 
For many have been harmed by speech ; 
Through thinking, few, or none. 
Fear oftentimes restraineth words, 
But makes not thoughts to cease ; 
And he speaks best that hath the skill 
When for to hold his peace. 


Our wealth leaves us at our death, 
Our kinsmen at the grave; 
But virtues of the mind unto 
The heavens with us we have. 
Wherefore, for Virtue’s sake, 
I can be well content, 
The sweetest time of all my life 
To deem in thinking spent. 


GILLI CPF 


SHOULD LOVERS’ JOYS BE E’ER 
FORGOT? 


Air—** Auld lang syne.” 


SHOULD lovers’ joys be e’er forgot, 
Or ever out of mind? 

Should lovers’ joys be e’er forgot, 
An’ vows sae saft an’ kind? 

For vows sae saft an’ kind, my love, 
An’ days o’ lang syne, 

We'll tak a glass tor pleasures past, 
And vows o’ lang syne. 


We twa hae run about the groves, 
And pu’d the flow’rets fine, 
But parting scenes hae wrought na change 
Sin’ auld lang syne, 
For vows sae saft an’ kind, my love, &c. 
We twa hae run about the glade, 
When simmer days were prime ; 
But time has broke wi’ us no squares 
Sin auld lang syne. 
For vows sae saft an’ kind, my love, &c. 


An’ there’s a hand, my sonsie lass, 
And gies a hand o’ thine, 
An’ we’ll taste of bliss before we part, 
For auld lang syne. 
For vows sae saft an’ kind, my love, &c. 


An’ surely you’ll gie me your heart, 
As surely [ll gie mine ; 
And we'll tak a kiss before we part, 
For auld lang syne. 
For vows sae saft an’ kind, my love, &c. 


GPP? IO? FS 


ROUND GIOVANNIT’S PISTOL RALLY. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Merrily oh.”—( Moncrieff. ) 


MERRILY every bosom boundeth, 
Merrily oh, merrily oh; 

Now Giovanni’s freedom soundeth, 
Merrily oh, merrily oh; 

Here the pistol’s balls fly more fleetly, 

Here the syllabubs eat more sweetly, 

Every joy this place surroundeth, 


Merrily oh, merrily oh, merrily, merrily, oh. 


Cheerily now from Hampstead’s valley, 
Cheerily oh, cheerily oh ; 
Over Primrose-hill we’ll sally, 
Cheerily oh, cheerily oh ; 
If a charming girl, won by bravery, 
Sweeter be than one kept by knavery, 
Round Giovanni’s pistol rally, 
Cheerily oh, cheerily oh, 
Cheerily oh, cheerily oh, cheerily, cheerily, oh. 


GPILE IPI 


LOVELY FAN AND MANLY BEN. 
(Dibdin. ) 


AH! listen to a hapless story 
Of lovely Fan and manly Ben: 
In goodness she her sex’s glory, 
In honour he the first of men. 
So kind, so good, so tender-hearted ! 
Their love from infancy they bore ; 
Yet, would she fear, if once they parted, 
That she should never see him more. 


His country all her youth requiring 
To fight her battles to a man; 

Ben’s heart was patriot, hopes inspiring, 
He loved his country, loved his Fan: 

Oh! such a parting! such sad faces! 
Fond terror her sad bosom tore ; 

She cried, while sunk in his embraces, 
Alas! I ne’er shall see-thee more. 


Each glad express some news repeated, 
That Ben was foremost in the fight ; 
That glory in the field he courted, 
The army’s pride, his friend’s delight ; 
Yet, dove-like, did sad fears surround her, 
While fancied dangers she’d deplore, 
Her sole reply, to those around her, 
Alas! I ne’er shall see him more! 


The foe at every point was routed ; 
Of hero Ben had earned the name ; 
England rejoiced! the people shouted ! 
As home the conquering army came. 
But where was Ben? Fan sought him daly ; 
His friends did every rank explore ; 
Her fatal fears had told her truly.; 
Alas! she never saw him more! 


GLEPPEIF 


COME, FILL A BUMPER OF THE BEST, 


AND TOAST OUR FAVOURITE LASSES, 


THE table cleared, the wine was brought, 
Says Dick to Tom, now that’s your sort; 
Come, bring the gingling glasses, 
Let love and fancy guess the rest ; 
Come, fill a bumper of the best, 
And toast our favourite lasses. 


Then here’s to smiling black-eyed Sue, 
The girl that’s made for me and you, 
The paragon of beauty ; 
In her the graces all combine, 
A sparkling eye, a form divine, 
The gods have done their duty. 


Next, then, a glass to bonny Bess, 
A girl of spunk, we can’t do less, 
Then prize her as a treasure ; 
So here’s the wench, with three times three, 
The lass well formed for love and me, 
Ye, bipeds, what a pleasure. 


Choice spirits own that this is life, 
Yet bless the sacred name of wife, 

If Joan, Kate, Nance, or Molly; 
Good wine inspires, do what you can, 
And teaches us to play the man, 

So drink, and let’s be jolly. 


an 
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WE SAT DOWN AND WEPYT BY THE 
WATERS. 


A HEBREW MELODY. 
(Lord Byron.) 


WE sat down and wept by the waters 
Of Babel, and thought of the day 
When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters, 
Made Salem’s high places his prey ; 
And ye, oh! her desolate daughters, 
Were scattered, all weeping, away. 


While sadly we gazed on the river, 

Which rolled on the freedom below, 
They demanded the song, but, oh! never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ; 
May this right hand be withered for ever, 

Ere it strings our high harp for the foe. 


On the willow that harp is suspended, 

Oh, Salem! its sounds should be free 5 
And the hour when thy glories were ended, 
But left me that token of thee ; 

And ne’er shall its soft notes be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler, by me. 


PILL LOIFR 


WHAT WOULD THIS WORLD BE WITHOUT 
WOMAN? 


“(Arnold.) 


Ou, woman, they say, 
Was created one day, 

As a comfort to man, sent to bless him; 
Twas meant she should charm him, 
And never should harm him, 

But solace, and cure, and caress him. 


But woman, they say, 
Never goes the right way 3; 
She’s the same, as we hear, in all nations 3 
For she quickly began 
To cause nothing to man 
But distraction, and care, and vexation. 


They please us, they teaze us, 
They vex us, perplex us, 

Oh, woman’s of mischief inventor! 
They first break our hearts, 
Then they laugh at our smarts 5 

Oh, woman’s a cruel tormenter ! 


A woman is glad 
When she drives a man mad, 
Some think she’s the spirit of evil; 
This of one wife is true, 
But the man who gets two, 
To his cost, finds two wives are the devil. 


But, when something ails us, 
And sickness assails us, 

Oh, then all their sins are forgiven ; 
How softly they greet us, 
How tenderly treat us, 

Oh, then she’s an angel from heaven. 


Spite of all their caprices, 
My anger now ceases, 
‘The man is a fool who can doubt them ; 
Woman’s heart, after all, 
A strange thing you may call, 
Pray, what would this world be without them? 


PAOLO ILI? 


WHILE I TOUCH THE STRING. 
A PARODY ON COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 
Air—* The same.’’—-(G. Barrett.) 


WHILE I touch the string, 
Wreath my sconce with laurel, 


Ne) 
rt 


For the tale I sing 
Has, behind, a moral! 
Sense and Genius hight, 
In a moqd so merry, 
Went out, by gas-light, 
A la Tom and Jerry. 


While I touch, &c. 


Mr. Sense went on, 
Many flash-coves chaffing ; 
Genius lagged along, 
Hodge’s brilliant quafling. 
One near sluiced his gob 
With the potent fluid, 
’Tother lushed the mots, ; 
And soon his blunt all flew did. 


While I touch, &c. 


On they went, until 

They reached the Garden-market, 
Mr. Sense stood still, 

But Genius he must lark it. 
One now mingled ’mong 

The rabble-throng before him, 
T’other rushed headlong, 

And would be charleys flooring. 

While I touch, 


How the down cove laughed, 

When safe from the squabble, 
Left the youth so daft 

In a precious hobble. 
Sense went home to bed, 

The charleys Genius fixt on, 
Lugged him ’fore the beak, 

Who sent him down to Brixton. 

While I touch, 


PPL FLIP LD? 


MY THOUGHTS ON HER WHO FONDLY 
THINKS OF ME, 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


I LONG to dwell within some lone retreat, 
’Mongst foliage dark, in habitation rude, 
And hear the distant torrent’s angry roar, 
Or gliding streamlet, murmuringly sweet ! 
There, studious, on tomes of heaven-fraught lore, 
Muse on each gift divine of solitude : 
Nor would I court the cyprian’s tempting lip, 
Nor would I loiter in her perfumed way, 
Nor would I wish the rosy wine to sip, 

For they’d but lead my wayward mind astray. 
The vine should through my humble lattice creep, 
Its purpled clusters should my sun-shade be, 

And, in the Elysium of my fancy, keep 
My thoughts on her who fondly thinks of me. 


&e. 


&e. 


Shut from the world, and its tumultuous strife, 
I’d lead the life led by the chosen few ; 
Lowly each wish, content should all supply, 
Rich in the love of her, my balm of life ; 
No more on pride or fashion I’d rely, 
To buoy my hopes and blight each better view : 
’Tis but a dream, yet thus my thoughts will roam, 
And where its wild, sweet song the linnet 
weaves 
Wish Love te dwell; and, in that fairy home, 
Amidst the summer’s green umbrageous leaves, 
From morn till eve, my harp devoutly pour 
Its sweetest tones, and ever, wakefully, 
Its votive lays breathe in that lone, wild bower 
To that sweet maid who fondly thinks of me. 


GL ILE LEP 


MAY FOX-HUNTERS FLOURISH A THOU- 
SAND YEARS HENCE! 
CoME, rouse, brother sportsmen, the hunters all 
cry, 
We’ve got a good scent and a fav’ring sky ; 
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The horn’s sprightly notes and the lark’s early 
song 
Will chide the dull sportsman for sleeping so long. 


Bright Phebus has shown us the glimpse of his 
face 

Peeped in at our windows, and calls to the chase ; 

He soon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 

And makes the fields blush with the beams of his 
ray. 


THE IRISH BEAUTY. 
I’vE been told I’m the son of my father and 
mother, 
And, faith! on my soul, I believe I’m no other ; 
I’m as pretty a lad as your heart can desire, 
And my name’s Mr. Paddy Molwarny, Esquire. 


One day, says my mother, ’case I was her joy, 
My darling, you now are a hobble-de-hoy ; 

To get a large fortune, Pat, find out the way, 

So sometimes I loved, and sometimes I’ made 













Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 


mee if you refuse her, perhaps she may frown ; hay, 
ut tell her that love must to hunting give place : ‘ 
For, as well as her charms, there are charms in che ree Abie tun ona So ee pa aes 
= v9 
the chase. Where a spoonful of love had popped into my 
Look yonder, look yonder! old renard I spy ; brain, 


At his brush nimbly follow brisk Chanter and Fly ; 


} ) ; For Jaggy Delarney, a neat little soul, 
They seize on their prey,—see, his eye-balls they 


Who’s as tall and as fat as a shaverman’s pole. 


roll! To si sre Rear ; f Jao? ; 
We’re in at the death—now let’s home to the | *° Poeews Ho ain eed beataes ot J anus Pay Gntens 

bowl. . oe pe : : 

Fie The whole boiling of which ’m now going to 
There we’ll fill up our glasses, and toast to the mention ; 


king, 
From a bumper fresh toyalty ever will spring ; 
To George, peace and glory may heaven dispense, 
And fox-hunters flourish a thousand years hence. 


First, if in her face any colour is seen, 
It’s either an olive, or else bottle-green. ~~ 


Och! Jaggy, sweet Jaggy, the joy of my life, 

Search all the world round, you can’t find such a 
wie ; . 

For she squints, and the reason of that, I sup- 
pose, 

Is because both her eyes are afraid of her nose. 


GIPLOLAS 


SWEET GIRL, KINDLY SMILE, 
A DUET. 


Air—* The Russian Dance.”—( Moncrieff. ) Her eyes are so black, *pon my soul, I’m no 


emininle inal ] joker, 
SWEET girl, kindly smile, As two holes in a blanket, that’s burnt with a 
I will faithful prove, dear ; poker ; 
A . ? 
Woo you, kiss you, all the while, And, as for their brightness, I’ll tell you what’s 
And still fondly love, dear. more, 
Oh! no, indeed, me can’t believe, They’re like two scalded gooseberries stuck in a 
Monsieur but deceive me ; door. 


If I should no let Monsieur grieve, 


; She ’s a neat row of teeth, nay, she’s two, by m 
Den Monsieur he leave me. > Oe Pay MEY, 


soul! 
Nay, nay, I ne’er will roam, And her tongue sticks between, like a toad in a 
Fixed by those glances killing ; hole ; 


What would Monsieur’s wife at home 


Och! she’s like a goose-pie, above all other things, 
Say, should I prove willing. 


Because she’s all giblets, and gizzards, and wings. 


If, still cold you frown, 
I will sue no longer ; 

There’s a thousand girls in town, 
Handsomer and younger. 


She’s a neat taper waist, like a butt in the mid- 


dle 
She plays on the Jew’s harp, and I on the fiddle ; 
Och! Jaggy ’s the lady, whenever she’s ripe, 


Nay, do not leave me, me did but feign, For chewing tobacco, or smoking her pipe. 


To those so kind who greet her, 
Suzette, did never yet give pain, 
But to vield pleasure sweeter. 


Then, as for her singing, och! bless her sweet 
pipes, 

It’s just like a short-winded sow in the gripes ; 

When she laughs, or she titters, or strains her 
sweet throat, 

Her cheeks hang in puckers just like a great coat. 


All then is joy once more, 
Hence with fear and pouting ; 
Sweet are calms when storms are o’er, 
Sweet love, after doubting. Then a neat pair of beautiful legs she has got, 
With the calves at the bottom, instead of the top; 
Her cheeks, green as leeks, set me all ona bustle, 


And she opens her mouth, as you’d open a muscle. 


CLPIPPIR 


FILL, FILL, FILL THE GLASS, 


FILL, fill, fill the glass, 
Briskly put it round ; 


So Jaggy and I were made husband and wife, 
And we two are one flesh for the rest of our 


Joyful news, at last, life ; : . 
Let the trumpets sound. And, then, at our wedding, there was such a 
collection 


Join with lofty strains, 
Lovely nymphs and jolly swains, 
Peace and plenty shall again, 
With wealth be crowned. 


Come, come, come, sweet Peace, 
Thou most welcome guest ; 

Let all discord cease, 
Harmony abound! 


Of tag-rag and bobtail, and all in perfection. 


Then St. Giles’s seven bells rung so loud and se 
cheering, 

That you’d have given five pounds to ’ve been out 
of hearing ; 

So we went to bed, and, the very next morn, 

We’d two daughters, and both of 7em Irishmen 
born. 


PREC IFIP CLLIGIP FR 
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Oh, coachman!---Sir, to you.---Be so good as to keep me the seat aside of you---I 


always like to mae with the 


coachinan.---Very sorry, sir, but that place has been taken these three weeks ; Miss Rosebud always 


engages the front place in the stage-bore 











BOB POINTER, THE DUNSTABLE 
COACHMAN ; 


OR, HOW TO DRIVE TWO STAGES AT ONE TIME. 
Air—“ Devil on Two Sticks.”’—({ Moncrieff. ) 


Bog POINTER drove a stage, all day, 
From Dunstable to London, merrily ; 
While, all night, on a stage, he’d play 
His part correct and readily : 
He was stage-struck, in youth, 
By some players, one night, 
And, from that time, a stage 
Was his only delight. 
Cantering, 
Bantering, 
Splashing on, 
Dashing on, 
Tooling ’em, 
Fooling ’em, 
Down the Strand, 
Four-in-hand, 
Yes, still he drove a stage, all day, 
From Dunstable to London, merrily ; 
While, all night, on a stage, he’d play 
His part correct and readily. 


SPOKEN.] Bob was so stage-struck that he very 
often mistook his patent safety stage for a patent 
playhouse stage, and treated every body theatri- 
cally. For instance ; he’d sav, ‘‘ Now then, book- 
keeper, let’s see how the places are taken for to- 
night, will you?’ Eh, what’s this? four imsides— 
why, the boxes will be quite full: halloa, only three 
outsides—hum! gallery shy-—no matter, we shall 
pull up as we go along, second account always 
helps us, you know. Where’s the play-bill ?—psha ! 
I mean the weigh-bill. You Shadrack, trundle off 
with your choice fruit there, will you? my audience 
can get apples or oranges, ale or porter, wine or 
cider, in the house, if they want them, besides, 
you belong to the other house—the Opposition. 


vo--VOL. ITI, 


Now then, Bill Helper, take those ere geese out of 
the pit.”—The pit, Master Bob.—Ah, the boot, 
you fool, don’t you understand 2—Oh, coachman! 
—Sir, to you.—Be so good as to keep me the seat 
aside of you—I always like to ride with the coach- 
man.—Very sorry, sir, but that place has been 
taken these three weeks; Miss Rosebud always 
engages the front place in the stage-bov.—Pray, 
coachman, are you sure this is the right coach ?— 
Yes, ma’am, this is the original, our present per- 
formance, ‘‘ A Journey to London,” has been per- 
formed upwards of three hundred successive nights.— 
And have you always been the coachman ?—Yes, 
ma’am, I’ve sustained the principal character all 
that time, and, I flatter myself, with very great 
applause.—When do you set off?—Doors open at 
half-past three, and commence driving precisely at 

our.—Here, George Guard, out with your bugle, 
and let’s have the first music, d’ye hear? it’s full 
time ; we shall be starting soon; give us summat 
out o’ the Fryshoots.— Aye, Master Bob, the Hunt- 
ing Chorus. ( Imitation of Guard playing on key’d 
bugle. )—Well done, George.—Hey, there’s four 
striking! we must set off, that’s our prompter’s 
bell ; take your places there! Now then, down, 
down, hats off, as we ride under the gateway: ya 
hip, ya hip! st! we go along beautifully ; hold up 
there, Melpomene! go along, Thalia! no carrying 
on the stage without you. Now then, come, I 
think I’ll try if I’m perfect in my soliloquy for to- 
night—must astonish the Gray’s-Inn-laners with 
that. All the world’s a stage—ya hip, ya hip! st! 
st !—and all the men and women—four ins and six 
outs ; come, that a’n’t so bad—they have their exits 
—let that gentleman out there, Bill—and their en- 
trances—now, ma’am, tumble in—and one man, in 
his time, ploys many parts—why don’t you lock 
that ere hind wheel there, Bill? I’m obliged to do 
every thing myself—first, the infant—can’t take 
the child, ma’am, she’\l count for one, and we've 
above our number already—mewling and puking— 
dear me, what a mess the roads are in, surely ; 
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come, I think I shall be able to get through; so, 
ya hip, ya hip! go along there. 
Thus, still he drove a stage all day, &c. 


Charles Mathews was not more “* At Home” 
Than Pointer in “‘ Mail Coach Adventures ;” 
Nor through his ‘ J'rips’’ could Mathews roam 
More free from public censures ; 
Nor Astley’s could show, 
Though Ducrow you might see, 
More brilliant Equestrian 
Spectacles than he, 
As, down the Strand, 
Four-in-hand, 
Cantering, 
Bantering, 
Dashing on, 
Splashing on, 
Tooling ’em, 
Fooling ’em, 
For still he drove a stage all day, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Pray, coachman, what’s the fare 
from here to Barnet?—Two shillings, ma’am.— 
Can’t you take me for one ?—No, ma’am ; half- 
price don’t commence till we’ve passed the nine 
mile-stone.—Coachman, be so obliging as just to 
stop here while I steps into that there shop, and 
buys some German sassage to heat on the road.— 
Can’t stop, sir, you’ll have plenty of time to get 
refreshments between the acts.—Between the hacts, 
coachey ?—Yes, sir, change three times on the 
road ; stop here for one; get up a new horse-piece 
here, by particular desire.—Now then, Joe Groom, 
bring ’em out; a horse, a horse! my kingdom for a 
horse! Ulloa, what have we here? hum, I’ve 
been stage-manager here for three years and never 
saw such a set-out as this before; what, you’ve 
got the kicking mare there again?—Kicking mare, 
Master Bob! there’s shy Jenny, if you mean her. 
—Shy Jenny, she’s a nation sight more lkerer 
Timour the Tartar, in my opinion.—Hum, Bob’s 
a funny fellew—will have his joke on the road— 
will be clown to the ride. Come, come, look sharp, 
clap on the leathers, here’s a rare storm coming, 
and you know what the poet says, ‘ Blow winds, 
come, rack, at least, let’s die with harness on our 
back!’ there, there, that will do, now then, we 
shall go along like new ones. Bless my soul, how 
my leaders do dance about, I declare it’s quite a 
diwertissement to see ’em; ’gad I’1l show ’em I can 
cut as well as they; there’s a touch under the 
flank for’em! ya hip! st! st! wheugh! charming, 
charming! Let me see how I come on in my part 
of ** All’s well,” nothing like trying it over (sings ) 
Deserted by the waning moon—d me, how dark 
it is—when skies proclaim night’s cheerless noon—we 
must put up the lamps, Bill—by tower, fort, or 
tented ground—there goes the long Liverpool—the 
sentry walks his dreary round—look sharp a-head 
there, Guard—and should sume footstep chance to 
stray—ride, ma’am, ride; Whetstone, Barnet, 
Highgate, London—where caution marks the guarded 
way—get out of the road there, you young scoun- 
drel, will you—who goes there ?—that’s the heavy 
Manchester, going to town, sir—stranger, quickly 
tell—who the devil’s that ?—a friend—he run agin 
us last weck—the word—are you all right behind 
there? all right; oh, then—good niyht, good night, 
all’s well—there, that will do. Now then, George 
Guard, out with your bugle, and give us a bit of a 
flourish as we go through St. Alban’s; Pll touch 
up the nags a bit; always like to appear to come 
in fresh, at all events. 


Thus, still Bob drove a stage all day, &c. 





His part on each stage Bob despatches with glee; 
Knows the ** Innkeeper’s Daughter” with great 
facility ; 
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No one can get through a length quicker than he, 
He has such rare ability. 
In the famed “ Road to Ruin’ 
He ne’er rode, nor will, 
Though he’s gone through the “ Twrnpike- 
Gate” 
Oft, with great skill. 
Ranting 
And daunting, 
And tooling, 
And fooling, 
Cantering, 
Bantering, 
Down the Strand, 
Four-in-hand, 
For still Bob drove a stage all day, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Ya hip, ya hip, go along there: 
Ulloa, what’s this? that Tom Short not at the 
Whetstone-Trust, and the gate shut! who the 
devil would trust such a fellow as that! Ya hip, 
ya hip, gate! gate! gate! Here, Bill Helper, do 
be call-boy.for once, and give him the word. Ya 
hip, ya hip! Gate! gate! gate! Oh, here you 
are at last; you’re a pretty fellow, a’n’t you; 
why, zounds, you ought to be forfeited.—For- 
feited, what for?—Why, for keeping the stage 
waiting, to be sure.—I beg pardon, Master Bob, 
but I’d only just stepped in to bring out a new 
entertainment.—A new entertainment, what is it? 
—Why, a mellow dram.—Oh, a mellow dram! E 


don’t care if I take a principal part in that, so — 


hand it up; it’s a performance that’s sure to go 
down ; ah, very spirited indeed; well now, after 
this here drop of something short, suppose you 
give us the letter, you know I always like to be 
letter perfect.—Q--Oh, Q, is it; now we have 
got our cue, we can go along; so, ya hip. ya hip, 
there, st! st! so, here we are at London at last, 
Now, sir, please to remember the coachman.— 
Remember the coachman?—Yes, sir, my benefit, 
if you please.—Well, there’s a shilling for you.— 
Thank ye, sir; shall hardly clear my night’s ex- 
penses for all that; no matter; ya hip, ya hip. 


Thus still Bob drove a stage all day, &c. 


PPLLOI? SG? 


WHERE HONOUR CALLS THEE WEND 
THY WAY. © 


(Kenney.) 


WHERE honour calls thee wend thy way, 
Since we must bid adieu; 

The prayer that could not win thy stay, 
Shall scill thy course pursue, 

And, should the storm around thee wail, 
Or wild thoughts rend thy breast, 

May that fond prayer with heaven prevail, 
And hush them still to rest.—Farewell ! 


Warm hearts are few, the world is cold, 
In other lands than this, 

And heroes learn, ere they grow old, 
That love alone is bliss. 

Then ail in vain, should glory shine, 
To give thee joy or rest ; 

Find thou a heart that loves like mine, 
And thon wilt still be blest.—-Farewel! ! 


GRILLE PII? 


WE HAVE PLENTY OF GOOD-NATURED 
FOOLS. 


To be always good-natured seems not over- wise, 

For things that are common few mortals will 
prize ; 

And, though goodness and honesty rarely are 
found, 

Yet good-natured rogueries thickly abound, 
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There are good-natured lawyers set friends by the 
ears, 
And good-natured doctors that kill ye with ease, 
And good-natured priests that torment ye with 
fears, 
While all, most religiously, pocket your fees ; 
We have good-natured duns, from our good-na- 
tured tailors, 
Who make us acquainted with good-natured 
jailors ; 
And we all know abundance of good-natured 
- . “fools! 
Lack-a-day! we have plenty of good-natured 
fools ! 


There are good-natured friends take your cash, 
and fast lock it, 

To keep it from burning large holes in your 
pocket ; 

There are good-natured foes, who would save you 
from quaking, 

And knock out your brains, to prevent them from 
aching. 

In Spain, there are good-natured dons ride on 
donkeys ; 

In Italy, good-natured beaux, all becurled ; 
In France, there are good-natured mounseers and 
monkeys ; 

And good-natured ladies all over the world. 
‘here are good-natured teachers flog each little 
boy, 

And peed ua taead critics the great ones annoy: 
But, in spite of the pedagogue, critic, and schools, 
We still have abundance of good-natured fools! 

Lack-a-day! we have plenty of good-natured 

fools! 







GPE LPIL? IF 


MY NATIVE BELLS. 
Air—* Ye Banks and Braes.”’ 
(Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson.) 


YE sweetly ring, my native belis, 
Your soft notes float upon the gale, 
Till my sad heart responsive swells, 
And echoes back your mournful tale ; 
Ye tell me youth’s bright dreams are gone, 
And all that charmed my earlier years ; 
While I am left to journey on, 
A pilgrim in this vale of tears. 
Ye say, the joys of life’s young day, | 
The hopes that gladdened every scene, 
Like rainbow-tints, have passed away, | 
' And left no trace where they have been, 
¥e speak of hours too lightly prized, | 
(Regretted now, their hopes are fled,) 
Of follies, thoughtless—unadvised— 
Of friends long lost, the changed—the dead. 


As waves, that kiss the pebbled shore, 
Are lost within the trackless main ; 

Like them, life’s summer-hours pass o’er, 
And never can return again ! 

Still, still ring on, my native bells, 
For, as your soft notes fill the gale, 

My answering heart responsive swells, 
‘And echoes back your mournful tale! 


PPE PLIILS 


DRINK AWAY, AND KISS THE LASSES, 


TAM a jolly, roving tar, 
Fearing neither wound nor scar, 
And many a tightish breeze have I seen 5 
When the grog is given out, 
At a bottle or a boozing bout, 
Tom never was the lnbber to give in. 
On shore, my hearts, on board a ship, 
Good-humour with me keeps a trip— 
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?Tis yoe, yoe, drink and kiss the lasses ; 
Drink away, that’s your play, 
Fal de ral; yoe, yoe, yoe, 

Drink away, and kiss the lasses. 


Fitted out, a crnizer tight, 
In a breeze I take delight, 
And fighting’s my fair weather, I allow ; 
Just like new ones at play, 
We tars have such a taking way, 
To always take the enemy in tow; 
Fearing neither fin nor wing, 
At our guns we gaily sing— 
Yoe, yoe, drink, &c. 


Though grog I love you—you know’s my boast, 
And was I every heart to toast 
That leads Britannia’s crew to victory— 
Make the sea-grog, their health to quaff: 
Before that I could drink them half, 
I’m sartain that the ocean would be dry : 
So here goes, that the world appals, 
Old England and her wooden walls. 
Yoe, yoe, drink, &<. 


GLPILPALDLF 


THEN HASTE THEE TO AMANDA’S BOWER. 


OH! haste thee, gallant Christian knight, 
To sad Amanda’s bower ; 

Where Love’s own rose is blooming bright, 
And Fate would mar the flower. 


Thy smile alone can cheer the gloom 
That threatens its decay ; 

Thy balmy sigh restore its bloom, 
And waft the blight away. 


Then haste thee to Amanda’s bower, 
And bid the canker fly ; 

Jf Fluon scorns the gentle flower, 
Fwill wither, droop, and die! 


OLPFLIL LF 


I BEG YOU WO’N’T DO THAT. 
{ Upton.) 

I HAVE a simple tale to tell, 
And yet of some import ; 

And, therefore, hope you'll mind it well, 
Nor turn it into sport : 

A young man woos me night and day, 
And thinks I heed his chat ; 

O, no!—but then, don’t tell him, pray ; 
I beg you wo’n’t do that. 


The fool is ever at my call, 
And where I am, will be ; 

Nay, should my fan or thimble fall, 
Must pick it up for me. 

Was ever proud man brought so low, 
Such trifling to be at? 

Sure not !—but then, don’t tell him so ; 
I beg you wo’n’t do that. 


The artful creature’s bought a ring, 
And says, T know what for; 

Bat this 1 tell the silly thing, 
<< All bondage I abhor.” 

And, as for marriage, no, no, no, 
He shall not catch me at ; 

But then,—O, pray, don’t tell him so; 
I beg you wo’n’t do that. , 


PAL IL LEEF 


THE POOR NEGRO SLAVE. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


YE children of pleasure, come hither and see 
A sight that shall check your irreverent glee! 


— 
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Ye cnildren of wo, hear a tale, which awhile 
A sense of your own various griefs shall beguile. 
Thy tear, at that tale, divine Sympathy! shed; 
Rejoice, sweet Compassion! at viewing this 
grave 5 
Here wretchedness hides, unmolested, its head, 
For under this turf lies a poor negro slave. 
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Deprived of whatever endears us to life ; 

His country ! his freedom! his children, and wife! 

Grown mad with reflection, his spirit he freed ; 

With pity, ye rigid, contemplate the deed ! 

His corpse, unregarded, disgraced the highway ; 
Til, blushing, Humanity’s credit to save, 

With tenderness, Charity hastened to pay 
Mortality’s due to the poor negro slave. 


Ye kind passers by, who this spot turn to view, 
The tribute bequeath to his memory due; 
May peace watch his pillow whose breast can be- 
stow 
A generous sigh to the annals of wo! 
The sigh that you heave, and the tear that you 
shed, 
Remembrance on heaven’s blest records shall 
grave 3 
But vengeance shall heavily fall on each head 
That spurned and oppressed him, a poor negro 
slave. 


PPP P EL IP 


RACHEL’S ANSWER TO WHO SHALE SIT 
IN THE CORNER? 


(E. Mackey.) 


VAT a quarrelsome tog, sure, ma husband has got, 
His vims now are not to be porn, ah! 

He says that he vill, but I say he shall not, 
When he comes home, sit down in the corner. 

Dere I, py myself, now must sit all the day, 
Poor voman vas never forlorner ; 

But I am determined I vill have my vay, 
For I vill sit down in the corner. 


My huspand comes home, and calls me such 
names, 
As to use e’en the tevil would scorn, ah! 
He swears and he raves, and says “twas a shames, 
For me to sit down in the corner. 
Vat, Rachel, says he, do you think dat to you 
I ever vill be sich a fawner? 
I tell you I vo’n’t, I pet d if I do, 
But I vill have my place in the corner. 





You had petter not do now, Moses, says I, 
For ven dat my shild shall be porn, ah! 
If you tare, I vill pinch the young prat till it cry, 
To torment you out of de corner. 
Vat, de tevil you vill, den, he cried; put I say 
I vill varrant I'l] make you a mourner; 
I vill paste your hide vell; ten, says I, so you 
may, 
But, plow me, I'll stick in the corner. 


And, more den all dat, I vill sit vere I like, 
For I of control am a scorner 3; 
And, if you dare jaw me, or offer to strike, 
T’ll smoke you afay from de corner. 
And now, Mr. Moses, I’ve only to say, 
I’ll plant on your head two great horn, ah! 
If I don’t, plow my vig, for I vill have my vay, 
And te preeches vill vear in de corner. 


PPEL EOL P 


HARK, HARK YE, HOW ECHOES THE 
HORN IN THE VALE. 


HARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale, 
W hose notes do so sportingly dance in the gale, 
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To charm us to barter for ignoble rest 

The joys which true pleasure can raise in the 
breast. 

The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

And the cry of the huntsman is hark, hark away ; 

Then wherefore defer ye one moment our joys? 

Haste, aces let’s away ; so to horse, my brave 

oys. 


What pleasure can eqnal the joys of the chase, 

Where meaner delights to more noble give place ? 

While onward we press, and each sorrow defy, 

From valley to valley re-echoes the cry : 

Our joys are all sterling, no sorrows we fear, 

We bound o’er the lawn, and look back on old 
Care: 

Forgetful of labour, we leap o’er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn and the cry of the hounds. 


GLO? PPP? 


MALVINA’S SMILE MY BALM SHALL BE. 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 
(G. Macfarren. ) 


WHEN mountain storms have passed away, 
And clouds no longer shower, 
How sweetly shines the sunny ray 
On dripping plant and flower ; 
Thus, when the tyrant’s toil we shun, 
To chase our night of sorrow, 
Malvina’s smile shall be my sun 
That wakes a happier morrow. 


The foeman’s brand,—the warrior’s grave,— 
The chains that perish never ; 

A thousand ills I gladly brave, 
To call her mine for ever. 

Then, come, my lovely maid, to me, 
Though doomed to pain and sorrow 3; 

Thy honied lip my balm shall be, 
Thy smile my happy morrow. 


OPI LIEIS 


MADAM BLAIZE. 
(Goldsmith. ) 


GOOD people all, with one accord, 
Lament for Madam Blaize, 

Who never wanted a good word 
From those who spoke her praise. 


The needy seldom passed her door, 
And always found her kind ; 

She freely lent to all the poor 
Who left a pledge behind. 


She strove the neighbourhood to please 
With manners wondrous winning ; 

And never followed wicked ‘ways, 
Unless when she was sinning. 


At chureh, with silks and satins new, 
With hoop of wondrous size, 

She never slumbered in her pew 
But when she shut her eyes. 


Her love was sought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux or more; 

The king himself has followed her 
When she had walked before. 


But now her wealth and finery fled, 
Her hangers-on cut short all ; 

The doctors found, when she was dead, 
Her last disorder mortal. 


Let us lament in sorrow sore, 
For Kent-street well may say, 

That, had she lived a twelvemonth more, 
She had not died to-day. 


/ 
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THIS IS AMATEUR HIGH MUSICAL. 
(0’Keefe.) 


Boys, when I play, cry, oh crimini! 
Shelty’s chaunter, squeakerimini! 
In love tunes I’m so emphatical, 
Fingers shaking, quiveratical. 
With agility, 
Grace, gentility, 
Girls shake heel and toe ; 
Pipes I tickle so: 
My jigs fill a pate, 
Tittilate 
Pretty mate, 
My hops love mirth, young blood circulate. 
Toodle, doodle, do. 


Oh! my chanters sound so prettily, 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy ; 
Cross the Tweed I’ll bring my tweedledum, 
Striking foreign flute and fiddle dumb! 
Modern Rizzi’s so 
Pleases ma’am’s, misses, though 
Peers can merry strum, 
Act plays very rum, 
I'll puff at square Hanover, 
Can over, 
Man over, 
All the puny pipes from Italy. 
Toodle, doodle, do. 


1’m in talk, a pedant, musical, 
In fine terms, [I lug intrusical, 
Siap bravuras, alt, the rage about, 
Haydn, Weber, opera, stage about ; 
Oratorios, 
Cramers, Florios : 
Things at jubilee, 
Neither he or she, 
Die at syren’s note, 
Tiny throat, 
Petticoat, 
This is amateur high musical. 
Toodle, doodle, do. 


PPLLI LaF 


LET CARE BE A STRANGER TO EACH 
JOVIAL SOUL. 


LET care be a stranger to each jovial soul, 

Who, Aristippus like, can his passions control ; 
Of wisest philosophers wisest was he, 

Who, attentive to ease, let his mind still be 


free ; : 

The prince, peer, or peasant, to him were the 
same, 

For, pleased, he was pleasing to all where he 


came, 
But still turned his back on contention and strife, 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his friend, 

And the peace of his mind was his ultimate end ; 

Ke found fauit with none, if none found fault with 
him 


If his friend had a humour, he humoured his 
whim ; 

If wine was the word, why he bumpered his 
glass, 


If love was the topic, he toasted his lass— 
Bet still turned his back on contention and strife, 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 


If councils disputed, if councils agreed, 

He found fault with neither, for this was his 
creed, 

That, let them be guided by folly or sense, 

”Fwould be semper eadem a hundred years hence : 

He thought ’twas unsocial to be malcontent, 

lf the tide went with him, with the tide, too, he 
went 4 
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But still turned his back on contention and strife, 
Resolving to live all the days of his life. 


Was the nation at war, he wished well to the 
sword ; 

If a peace was concluded, a peace was his word 5 

Disquiet to him, of body or mind, 

Was the longitude only he never could find— 

The philosopher’s stone was but gravel and pain, 

And all who had sought it had sought it in vain 5 

He still turned his back on contention and strife, 

Resolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Aristippus’s rules, 

And deem his opponents both asses and mules 5 

Let those not contented to lead or to drive, 

By the bees of their sex be drove out of their 
hive ; 

Expelled from the mansions of quiet and ease, 

May they never find out the blest art how to 
please ; 

While our friend and ourselves, not forgetting our 
wives, 

By these maxims may live all the days of our 
lives. 


POLL IGIF 


COME, FOLLOW, FOLLOW ME, YE JOVIAL 
MASONS FREE. 


Air—** The Fairy Elves.” 


CoE, follow, follow me, 

Ye jovial masons free, 

Come, follow all the rules, 

By Solomon, that Mason king, 
Who honour to the craft did bring. 


He’s justly called the Wise, 

His fame doth reach the skies 5 

He stood upon the square, 

And did the temple rear, 

With true level, plumb, and guage, 
He proved the wonder of the age. 


The mighty mason lords 

Stood firmly to their words ; 

Which highly they esteem, 

For which they’re wise men deemed 5 
Why should not their example prove 
Our present craft to live in love? 


The royal art and word 

Are kept upon record, 

In upright hearts and pure, 
While sun and moon endure; 
Not written, but indented on 
The heart of ev’ry arch-mason. 


And, as for Hiram’s art, 

We need not e’er impart, 

The scripture plainly shows 

From whence his knowledge flows ; 
His genius was se much refined, 
His peer he has not left behind. 


Then let not any one 
Forget the widow’s sor ; 
But toast his memory ° 
In glasses charged full high ; 
And when our proper time is come, 
Like brethren part, and so go home. 
To him that did the temple rear, &c. 


Sa a ee 


RUDDY LABOUR BRINGS US HEALTH. 
A CHORUS. 
(G. Colman.) 


WE who labour rise betimes ; 

And, while we work, we troll the song, 
Till the bell for breakfast chimes—- 

Hark '—it strikes—ding dong, ding dong. 
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Ruddy labour brings us health ;— 
Then envy not 
The rich man’s lot ;— 
Lazy, listless, dozing wealth, 
Can it-eat one half so well, 
To breakfast called, by ding dong bell ? 


GPPIP LEE S 


LIFE IS AN OCEAN WE 
THROUGH. 


Air— The World’s Seven. Wonders.” 
(Jesse Hammond. ) 


MUST SCUD 


TuIs life is an ocean we must scud through, 
Fol de rol, de rol, de rido. 
And, when the weather’s stormy, Vl tell you what 
to do, 
Throw the cable of friendship, and bring the vessel 
tO. 
With a fol de rol, &c. 


For each man’s a ship on this wide ocean tost, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
His compass is honour, but, if it should be lost, 
The steerage is gone, and he’ll never reach the 
coast. 


With a fol de rol, &c. 


And merit is the metal we all of us should bear, 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Our tonnage is registered above, I declare, 


But, the question is, below what colours do we | 


wear? 


With a fol de rol, &c 


For if the flag of falsehood fly at the mast, 

| ee fi Fol de rol, &c. 
The bark will be a wreck ’ere the voyage is past, 
Or else, in disgrace, she’il be forced to strike at 


last. 
With a fol de rol, &c. 


When a vessel’s in distress, the signal we know, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
And he that wo’n’t shorten sail, the cable to throw, 
To save a sinking friend, why, he ought to go be- 
low. 
With a fol de rol, &c. 


We look like a squadron towed into ter, 
. Fol de rol, &c. 
And, as we’re all bound toa foreign port to steer, 
Let friendship grapple us altogether here. 
With a fol de rol, &c. 


PFI I ODS 


AH! THINK ON THIS, AND LOVE ME 
STILL. 


(G,. Colman.) 


OvR grotto was the sweetest place, ; 
The bending bough, with fragrance blowing, 
Would check the brook’s impetuous pace, 
Which murmured to be stopped from flowing. 
”T'was there we met, and gazed our fill, 
Ah! think on this, and love me still, 


"Twas then my bosom first knew fear, 
Fear to an Indian maid a stranger ; 
The war-song, arrows, hatchet, spear, 
All warned me of my lover’s danger : 
For him would cares my bosom fill, 
Ah! think on this, and love me still, 


For him, by day, with care concealed, 
To gather fruit I climbed the mountain ; 
And, when the night no form revealed, 
Jocund, we sought the babbling fountain: 
Then, then would joy my bosom fill; 
Oh! think on this, and love me still. 


POPOL LI LD 
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THE POOR LITTLE MAID’S IN A VERY 
SAD WAY. 


(Kenney. ) 


WHEN a poor little maid feels her senses astray, 

Cannot sleep on her pillow, nor rest al! the day; 

Sees a form still pursue her, do all that she can, 

And this form should be that of a handsome young 
man 3 

Sly neighbours will whisper then, good lack-a-day, 

The poor little maid’s in a very sad way. 


When of all her old friends she begins to grow 


Buys 

When Se very seldom, and speaks with a 
sigh ; 

When, though witty or wise, she appears like a 
dunce, 

And folks wonder what’s come to the girl all at 
once. 

Sly neighbours will whisper, &c. 


PPE LP LILO 


IN THE FAMOUS DAYS OF OLD. 


IN the famous days of old, 
Our Harrys brave! our Edwards bold, 
Cased in armour bright as gold, 
Bade Old England’s banners wave. 
Roused by the soul-inspiring flame 
Of Agincourt, of Cressy’s fame, 
Many a knight of gallant name 
Resolved on victory or a grave. 


In good Queen Bess’s golden days, 

The invincible Armada blazed! ~ 

Not to us, but Heaven the praise, 
Owned Great Britain’s naval sway ; 

sind, whene’er our country calls, 

We'll bravely steer our wooden walls, 

Westcot bleeds, and Nelson falls! 
Yet victory crowns the bloody day. 


Lo! while grateful pzans rise, 
Gory wounds and streaming eyes ; 
For Britons this, the sacrifice 
Claims a sympathetic sigh. 
Sons of the wave, your country’s pride, 
The offspring of the brave! who died ; 
Soothed be your pangs, your sorrows dried, 
’Tis glorious thus to bleed or die. 


None of our heroes bled in vain, 
Nursed by Victory on the main ; 
The cherub Peace does smile again, 

And war and groans are heard no more. 
Rule Britannia! great and free ; 
Thy Cochrane, Exmouth, Sydney be 
Theirs the empire o’er the sea, 

Until its waves shall cease to roar. 


GPPISIPCPIDSF 


THE IRISHMAN IN LOVE. 

Air—** You know I’m your Priest,” §c. 
WHEREVER I’m going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 

I find that my passions, so lively and strong, 
That your name, when I’m silent, runs still in wy 
song. 
Sing Balinamona ora, &c. 
A kiss of your sweet lips for me. 


Since the first time I saw you, I take no repose, 
I sleep all the day to forget all my woes ; 
So hot is the flame in my bosom which glows, 
By St. Patrick, I fear it will burn through my 
clothes. 
Sing Balinamona ora, &c. 
Your pretty black hair for me. 
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In conseience, I fear, I shall die in my grave, 
Unless you comply, and poor Phelim you save ; 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your slave. 
Sing Balinamona ora, &c. 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day when I make you my bride, 
With a swinging long sword, how I’ll strut and 
I'll stride ; 
In a coach and six horses, with honey, I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your side. 
Sing Balinamona ora, &c. 
Your little white fist for me. 


GIOLELEIG 


THERE WAS A TIME I NEED NOT NAME. 
(Lord Byron.) 


THERE was a time I need not name, 
Since it will ne’er forgotten be, 

When all our feelings were the same, 
As still my soul hath been to thee. 


And from that hour, when first thy tongue 
Contfessed a love which equalled mine 3 
Though many a grief my heart hath wrung, 

Unknown, and thus unfelt by thine. 


None, none, hath sunk so deep as this, 
To think how soon that love hath flown; 
Transient as every faithful kiss, 
But transient in thy breast alone. 


And yet my heart some solace knew, 
When late I heard thy lips declare, 

In accents once imagined true, 
Remembrance of the days that were. 


Yes! my adored !—yet most unkind! 
Though thou wilt never love again, 

To me, ’tis doubly sweet to find 
Remembrance of that love remain. 


Yes; ’tis a glorious thought to me, 
Nor longer shall my soul repine, 

Whate’er thou art or e’er shall be, 
Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 


PLL IE LEE S 


TIPPY BOB. 


My name’s Tippy Bob, 
With a watch in each fob, 
View me round, on each side, and the tov; 
I’m sure I’m the thing, 
Nay, I wish I may swing, 
If I a’n’t now a nice natty crop. 
lam up to each rig, 
Of my hat smoke the gig, 
Like candles my locks dangle down: 
And, look, in my rear, 
As an ostrich, I’m bare, 
But the knowingest smart of the town. 
' As I walk through the lobby, 
The girls cry out, ‘‘ Bobby, 
Here, Bobby !—my Bibbidy Bob!” 
Now squeaking, now squalling, 
Then pulling and hauling ; 
So smirking and pleasing, 
So coaxing and teazing, 
1 can’t get them out of my nob. 


Observe well my shape, 
And the fall of my cape, 
It’s the thing! it’s the thing !—d 
And this bow round my neck, 
Would, at least, hold a peck, 
It may catch some old duchess, too, mayn’t it? 
Then, under this collar, 
I’ve got a huge roller, 


me a’n’t it? 





268 


Tis just like a huge German sausage, 
And squeezed up so tight, 
That, by this good light, 

It goes nearly to stop up the passage. 


SPOKEN.] But it’s the tippy,—the go,—the 
diddle,—the wish,—I may get it,—because,— 
As I walk through the lobby, &c. 


My vest a foot long, 
Nine capes in a throng 5 
My breeches,—my small-clothes, I mean, 
From my chest to the calf, 
D n the mob, let them laugh, 
I dress not by them to be seen: 
The strings to my knees, 
Like chevaua-ds-frise ; 
My boots to the small of my leg ; 
My spurs the nonsuch, 
No crop can me touch, 
For I swear I’m at home to a peg. 





SPOKEN.] I’m quite the dandy !—the tippy |— 
the women’s own man!—Oh! the dear smiling 
rogues—the angels of bliss. Hark! I hear 7em, 

As I walk through the lobby, Xe 


GREP GPE? 


THE WOODPECKER. 


(T. Moore.) 


I KNEW by the smoke, that so gracefully curled 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near ; 
And I said, if there’s peace to be found in the 
world, 
A heart that is humble might hope for it here. 
Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound, 
But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech-tree. 


And here in this lone little wood, I exclaimed, 
With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye; 
Who would blush when I praised her, and weep 
if I blamed; 
How blest could I live, and how calm could I 
die. 
Every leaf was at rest, &c. 


By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry 
dips 
In carat of the fountain, how sweet to re- 
cline ; 
And, to know that I sighed upon innocent lips, 
Which ne’er had. been sighed on by any but 
mine. 
Every leaf was at rest, &c. 


GPLELIPF 


IN BRITAIN DWELLS SWEET HUMANITY. 


(Holman. ) 


THY glory in war let those loudly proclaim ~ 
Who mistake discord’s blast for the trumpet of 
fame, 
And give slaughter the meed of renown ; 
Tis, Britain, thy praise 
The sword ne’er to raise 
Jn ravage and plunder’s fell canse ; 

But to guard sacred honour’s pure laws, 
And the pride of the base to bring down. 
Still o’er the fall’n foe 
Let Pity’s tear flow, 

Not sound forth the triumph of blood. 
No, Britain, thou art great and good ; 
Let this thy glory be, 

This let admirimg nations see, 
That with thee 
Dwells sweet Humanity. 
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HOW IMPERFECT iS EXPRESSION. 


How imperfect is expression 
Some emotion to impart! 

When we mean a soft confession ! 
And yet seek to hide the heart! 


What! though silent is my anguish, 
Or breathe only to the air ; 

Mark, my eyes, and as they languish! 
Read what yours have written there! 


Deep confusion! rosy terror! 
Quite expressive paints my cheek, 
Ask no more, behold your error, 
Blushes eloquently speak !. 


PIFLEPL IF 


NAN OF ST. CATHARINE’S, 
( Upton.) 


WHEN first I left Nan of St. Catharine’s, 
Says I, ‘* my dear girl, dry your eyes; 
For a something says peace is a-coming ;”” 
And Nan has since found I was wise ; 
For now that the war is all over, 
The drum and the fiddles shall play ; 
While we frisk it and prance it, 
And jig it and dance it; 
We frisk it and prance it, 
And jig it and dance it, 
And pass the dull hours away ; 
Singing fol de rol, de dol day. 


When once, and on board the Audacious, 
The toast it went round to the girls, 
I gave my sweet Nan of St. Catharine’s, 
With peace and the ringing of bells. 
And now that the war is all over, 
The drum and the fiddles shall play. 
While we frisk it, &c. 


But I hav’n’t yet told you we’re married, 
The moment I last came from sea ; 
’Twas a promise I made her at parting ; 
And who are so happy as we? 
For now that the war is all over, 
The drum and the fiddles shall play. 
While we frisk it, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Yes; and, if we go to war any more, 
it shall be to down with all monopolizers, and up 
with the flag of justice and plenty; and then, my 
heart, we will sing 

Fol de rol, &c. 


POL LOPE? 


THE GENEROUS TOPER. 


YE wretches, whose minds are 
fraught, 
That never yet teemed with a generous thought, 
Sneak peevishly home to your beds ; 
Away from my sight, while a brimmer I charge, 
Give a loose to my humour, and revel at large, 
Pursuing where jollity leads. 


with avarice 


Doze, doze out your days, like the moles of the 
earth, 
Nor dare to extinguish the lamp of my mirth, 
But bright let it sparkle away ; 
Whilst ye are all dull, or enwrapt in a dream, 
Let its flame hurry onward, and finish its gleam, 
With a bold and eccentrical ray. 


Give me the choice guest, whose ideas refine, 
Whose native good-humour is strengthened by 
wine, 
Who laughs at formality’s plan ; 
Who, spite of a rigid, grave censuring world, 
With rapture, beholds fancy’s streamers un- 
furled, 
And snatches the breeze while he can. 
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OUR BARK DID SWIFTLY GLIDE. 


Air—* My Lodging is on the cold Ground, my 
Love.””—( James Bruton. ) 


Our bark did swiftly glide 
Through the refluent tide, 
When its waves had sunk sweetly to rest; 
And yon pale orb on high, 
As she swam through the sky, 
Shone bright on its blue lucid breast. 
No sound then was heard, 
Save some lonely sea-bird, 
That descended, to sip the blue wave ; 
Or night-wind’s soft sigh, 
As it swept sweetly by, 
Or low shriek that the wild sea-mew gave. 


These eyes oft did strain 
Their sad sight o’er the main, 
To the land fast receding from view ; 
When late to my breast, 
My fond Mary I prest, 
And bade her a long, last adieu! 
For a storm soon arose, 
On the night’s soft repose, 
Wrecked our bark near our loved native shore; 
And rumour’s rude breath, 
Spread the news of my death, 
She died, and we never met more. 


POOL LOOD 


TO CURE HIM—LET HIM MARRY. 
(Arnold.) 


SOME poets sing of nought but wine, 
And swear the liquor is divine— 
A cure in every case ; 
It cures the heart-ache, as they say, 
That’s true—but then it leaves, next day, 
A head-ache in its place. 


Others maintain, when sick with love, 
A man one only cure can prove, 

A cure that can’t miscarry— 
Say they—when he would ease his pain, 
Let him but once the object gain, 

To cure him—let him marry. 


Whoever tries this plan soon sees 

The cure is worse than the disease, 
But I resolved to try ; 

I married—had a scolding wife, 

She died—and I’m at ease for life, 
She rests—and so do I! 


vserrere 


MY NATIVE CALEDONIA, 
Air—“ The dusky Glen.” 
SALR, sair was my heart, when I parted frae my 


Jean, 

An’ sair, sair I sighed, while the tears stood in 
my een; 

For my daddie is but poor, and my fortune is sae 
sma’, 


It gars me leave my native Caledonia. 


When I think on days now gane, an’ sae happy I 
hae been, 

While wand’ring wi’ my dear, whare the primrose 
blaws unseen, 

I’m wae to leave my lassie, and my daddie’s cot 


ava, ; 
Or the hills an’ healthful breeze o’ Caledonia. 


But wharever I wander, still happy be my Jean, 

Nae care disturb her bosom, whare peace has ever 
been ; 

Then though ills on ills befa’ me, for her Ill bear . 
them a’, 

Though aft I'll heave a sigh for Caledonia, 
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But should riches e’er be mine, and my Jeanie still 
be true, 

Then blaw, ye fav’ring breezes, till my native land 
I view ; - 

Then Ill kneel on Scotia’s shore »while the heartfelt 
tear shall fa’, 

And never leave my Jean, nor Caledonia. 


PaPE LISI 


ALL THE FOLKS WOULD DRINK LIKE 
FISH. 


(B. Thompson. ) 


COULD seas and rivers turn to wine, 
To gratify a toper’s wish, 
A sailor’s life would be divine, 

And all the folks would drink like fish. 
No whale would dive and skulk with fear, 
Lest sly harpoon should overtake him, 

For brisk and bold would ocean’s cheer, 
And drunk as any porpoise make him. 
Tol de rol, de rol! 


Many an eelskin full of drink 

Would twist among the joyous shoal, 
Tipsy maids no harm could think, 

o frisk it with a jovial soal. 

Here a Bacchanalian brood 

Of prawns and lobsters strangely tickled, 
Carp in claret nicely stewed, 

And all our herrings ready pickled. 

Tol de rol, de rol ! 


Oysters, scorning to be sad, 

Gaily call for t’other quart, 
Ev’ry muscle dancing mad, 

To cheer the cockles of his heart. 
Sharks, no more the seaman’s grave, 

With muzzy mack’rel would get foggy 5 
Sprats would flounder through the wave, 

And all the scaly race grow groggy. 

Tol de rol, de rol! 


PILI II IF 


HIS GENIUS CALLS, WE MUST OBEY. 


THRICE happy the nation that Shakspeare has 
charmed 5; 
More happy the bosom his genius has warmed , 
Ye children of Nature, of fashion, and whim, 
He painted ye all, and all join to praise him. 
CHORUS. 
Come away, come away, 
His genius calls, we must obey. 


To praise him, ye fairies, and genii, repair, 
He knew where ye haunted, in earth, or in air ; 
No phantom so subtle could glide from his view, 
he wings of his fancy were swifter than you. 
Come away, &c. 


From highest to lowest, from old to the young, 
All states and conditions by him have been sung, 
All passions and humours were raised by his pen, 
He could soar with the eagle, and sing with the 
wren. 
Come away, &c. 


Ye mortals, may Folly ne’er lead you astray, 
Nor vain empty Fashion your reason betray ; 
By your love to the bard may your genius be 
known, 
Nor injure his fame by the loss of your own. 
Come away, &c. 


ee 


PRETTY KATTY FLANNIGAN. 

At the dead of the night, when by whisky in- 
spired, ; 

And pretty Katty Flannigan my bosom had fired, 


265 


I tapped at her window, when thus she began, 
‘© Oh! what the devil are you at? begone, you 
naughty man.” 


I gave her a look, as sly as a thief, 

Or, when hungry, I’d view a fine sirloin of beef ; 

«¢ My heart is red hot,” says I, ‘ but cold is my 
skin, 

So pretty Mrs. Flannigan, wo’n’t you let me in?” 


She opened the door, I sat down by the fire, 
And soon was relieved from the wet, cold, and 


mire ; 

And I pleased her so mightily, that, long e’er 
"twas day, 

I stole poor Katty’s tender heart, and so tripped 
away. 


GILOLIIFL 


VIEW YON MOUNTAIN’S HOARY HEAD. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


VIEW yon mountain’s hoary head, 
See the clouds that bind his brow, 

View yon tombs of bardic dead, 
Men whose minds are living now. 


Owen, once of vice the slave, 
Ne’er could raise his looks so high 
As yonder steep ; each hallowed grave 
Alike would shun the guilty eve. 


Nature, honest, undisguised, 

Gives to Cambria ev’ry grace; 
Justly be the lesson prized 

By each true son of Cambria’s race. 


De a ee i 


VISIT TO THE ITALIAN OPERA. 
Air—** Vinche d’amore !” 


THOUGH, for its music, 

The Opera few seek, 

And their airs oft make you sick, 
Such rare games they run; 

For those who would dash on, 

And rank with the fashion, 

The Opera the place is, when 
All’s said and done. 

The temple of Beauty, 

To go there’s a duty— 

There’s Pasta, Velluti, 
And half a score more, 

All warbling their notes, 

In their fine spangled coats, 

While we’re straining our throats, 


Bawling “‘ Bravo! encore!” 


SPOKEN.] Jinks, did you ever see such a set of 
quizzes as they are letting in? really they should 
keep this place more select ; there’ll be no coming 
here soon. Look at the antediluvian tie of that 
fellow’s cravat. Why, that’s the knot of the year 
one, and not this year’s.—My dear fellow, the less 
we say about ears here the better.—Who is that 
female in the opposite box there?—That’s Lady 
Isabelle Hasbeen.—Lady Was-a-Belle you mean. 
—She might have been a belle fifty years ago, but 
you can’t call her one now.—Now then, messmate, 
is this here the shilling gallery ?—Shilling gallery! 
my good fellow, there’s no shilling gallery here; 
this is the King’s Theatre, and the gallery here’s 
a crown.—QOh, this is the King’s Theatre, is it, 
and they crown him in the gallery, well, God 
bless him—no harm done, messmate: Ill steer 
my hull for some other port—Common Garden will 
do for me.—Now, sir, pay here.—Oh, pay here ; 
how much ?—Half-a-guinea, sir.—Dear me ! bless 
me! I declare if I haven’t left my money in my 
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other breeches, when I put on my black silks. 
Can’t you give me cash for a thirty-pound check? 
—We don’t take them here, sir; you’d better take 
it to the check-taker.-— Now then, sir, you’re 
blocking up the way—must trouble you to go on.— 
Go on; ’gad, if you can’t give me change, I must 
go off.—Now then, sir, pay here, pay here !—I 
have paid-—gave Charles Wright eight shillings for 
a ticket.—Take it further on, sir.—Pa, pa, pull 
off your hat.— Pull off my hat in this draught— 
nonsense, girl!—But it’s the ettiketty, I tell you. 
— Fiddlestick! that’s no reason I should catch my 
death a-cold, I’m bad enough off as it is; haven’t 
I got silk stockings on for the first time in my life, 
and ’en’t my legs as cold as a couple of cucumbers? 
T tell you, I never was here before in all my lise, 
and I’m determined to be comfortable. Bless my 
heart, what a splendid place! quite beats Common 
Garden out-and-out. What is this they’re doing 
now? Shall [trouble you, sir, to tell me when 
the speaking begins, for 1 really don’t know what 
they mean now by— 


All warbling their notes, &c. 


Divine Catalani, 
Sweet-toned Tramezzani, 
And old Di Giovanni, 

And dear Judith Pasta, 
Great Billingtonini, 
Pathetic Grassini, 

1] Maestro Rossini, 

That wonderful master 5 
Witching Ronzi de Vestris, 
Whose dancing the best is, 
By all ranks confest is, 

That now we can view 3 
Though far from us you fly, 
None your loss to supply, 
Can the Opera die, 

When we think upon you? 


SPOKEN.] Now, sir, what’s the number of your 
box ?—Eight hundred and thirty-six.—Up higher, 
sir.— Next tier, I suppose—eight hundred and 
thirty-six.—Up higher, sir.— Eh, another flight, 
very well; now then, eight hundred and thirty- 
six.—Up higher, sir.— Higher still. Eh, well, 
well; there, here I am at last—eiyht hundred and 
thirty-six.—Up higher, sir.—I give it up, I shall 
never get to the top, and I’ve been running this 
half hour. Daughter, daughter, where can I get a 
bill of the play'!—Oh, la, papa! nobody has bills 
of the play, they only sell books of the opera.— 
What’s the good of them, who can understand a 
word of them! they’re all English and Italian. I 
will have a bill of the play, I tell you; here have 
I been here two hours, and haven’t understood a 
single word they’ve said.— You can’t get a bill here, 
then, pa, it a’n’t the fashion.—No matter, I’ve got 
it; Ican do without it. Here’s the great poster 
they left at my shop this morning; it was stuck 
with four skewers on the back of one of our sheep, 
but i made the boy take the skewers out; see, 
here’s the holes where they were, this will do.— 
Hush, hush, papa; he’s here.—Who’s here ?— He. 
—Who’s he?—You’d better take my glass, sir, and 
there you'll see Veluti in speculum.—( Imitation. ) 


Arm. Popol d’ Egitto, ecco ritorno a voi; 
Sono qui vincitrici 
Quelle schiere, o Signor, che a me fidasti ; 
Tutto de’ prodi tuoi cesse al valore ; 
E distrutti, dispersi, gl’inimici-sparir 
Come la polve de’ lor deserti, 
Omai chinar la fronte audace, 
Pace imploraro ; io lor dettai la pace. 
E fortunato il vincitor si tiene, 
Se di favor da te un sorriso ottiene. 
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Ala. Vieni, o giovine eroe, 
Alsen dell’ amisté. Tutti compisti 
I miei cenni, i miei voti. In si bel giorno 
Tutto sperar ti lice. 
Arm. Ah, Signor! 
Ala. Felice 
Io ti bramo; ora vien, coroni intanto 
La man d’amor la fedelta, il valore. 


ARIA. 
Arm. Cata mano dell’ amore! 
To ti bacio, e son felice ; 
Se merce sperar mi lice, 
To la spero dall’ amor. 


SPOKEN.] Bravo! bravo!—very well indeed— 
I certainly do like to hear them. 


All warbling their notes, &c. 


Moazart’s Don Giovanni 

A treat is to many, 

And can’t displease any, 
So charming its airs ; 

A warning to folly, 

It soothes melancholy, 

With melodies holy, 

s And softens our care. 
And, then, with the ballet, 
Our spirits we rally, 

And stroll through fops’ alley, 
To gaze at the graces ; 

To see beauty at will, 

And with ecstasy thrill, 

The Opera still 
Is the place of all places. 


SPOKEN.] I beg your pardon, sir, but I see by 
the bill that Don Giovanni is the stage-manager ; 
pray is he a young man or an old one 1—Why, sir, 
he’s about sixty.— Dear me, then what a very long 
run on the stage, for an old man, they made him 


, take three years ago.—Pray, daughter, what is 


that thing that’s stuck up in the middle of the 
stage ?— That’s the prompter’s box, pa. — The 
prompter’s box, is it? well now, do you know I 
should have taken it for a potato-basket.— Dear 
me, how every body is talking round about me; 
there’s no telling a word what the performers 
mean, and I do so terribly want to know what 
that gentleman, with the little girl’s voice, is say- 
ing; shall I trouble you to be silent.—Oh, dear, 
papa, nobody thinks of listening to any thing at 
the Opera, it ’en’t the fashion. Nonsense, girl, 
I’ve paid my money, and I’ve as much Tight to 
hear as they have to talk ;—I must request you'll 
hold your tongue, sir.—Hush, hush, pa, for hea- 
ven’s sake, be quiet.—That’s what I want them to 
be.—Here comes the Primo Buffo.—The prime 
old buffalo! oh, I must listen to him; he does 
look like a comical fellow, faith. 


Imitation from Le Nozze di Figaro, of Mozart. 
ARIA. 


Non pit andrai, farfallone amoroso, 
Notte e giorno d’ intorno girando, 
Delle belle turbando il riposo, 
Narcisetto, Adoncino d’ amor! 

Non pit avrai questi bei pennacchini, 
Quel cappello leggero e galante, 
Quella chioma, quell’ arta brillante, 
Quel vermiglio donnesco color 

Fra gnerrieri, poffar bacco, 

Gran mustacchi, stretto sacco, 
Schioppo in spalla, spada al fianco 
Collo dritto, muso franeo, 

Un gran casco, un gran turbante, 
Molto onor, poco contante ; 

Ed invece del fandango, 

Una marcia in mezzo al fangd 


s 
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Per montagne, e per valloni 

Colle nevi, e i solleoni, 

Al concerto di tromboni, 

Di bombarde, e di cannoni, 

Che le palle in tutti i tuoni 

Alle orechie fan fischiar. 
Cherubino, alla vittoria, 

Alla gloria militar: 


SPOKEN.] Bravo! very well, indeed, old gen- 
tleman.—Well, I must own, though I don’t under- 
stand a word of it, nor can’t, for the life of me, 
think what they’re about, it’s very gratifying to 
hear them 
All warbling their notes, &c. 


PIPIEL IDO? 


THE LASS OF RICHMOND-HILL. 


ON Richmond-hill there lives a lass, 
More bright than May-day morn, 

Whose charms all other maids surpass, 
A rose without a thorn. 

This lass so neat, with smiles so sweet, 
Has won my right good will, 

I’d crowns resign to call her mine, 
Sweet lass of Richmond-hill. 


Ye zephyrs gay, that fan the air, 
And wanton through the grove, 
Oh! whisper to my charming fair, 
I die for her and love. 
This lass so neat, 


&e. 


How happy will the shepherd be 
Who calls this nymph his own; 
Oh! may the choice be fixed on me, 
Mine’s fixed on her alone. 
This lass so neat, &c. 


PRLIELIGF 


MORALITY IN THE FORETOP. 
(Dibdin. ) 


Two real tars, whom duty called, 
To watch in the foretop, 
Thus, one another overhauled, 
And took a cheering drop : 
¢T say, Will Hatchway,’ cried Tom Tow, 
* Of conduct, what’s your sort, 
As through the voyage of life we go, 
To bring you safe to port?’ 


Cried Jack, * You lubber, don’t you know, 
Our passions close to reef, 

To steer where honour points the prow, 
The hand a friend’s relief ; 

These anchors get but in your power, 
My life for’t, that’s your sort, 

The bower, the sheet, and the best bower, 
Must bring you safe to port.’ 


* Why, then, you’re ont, and there’s an end,’ 
Tom cried out, blunt and rough ; 

“ Be good, be honest, serve a friend, 
The maxim’s well enough ; 

Who swabs his brow at other’s wo, 
That tar’s for me, your sort; 

The vessel right a-head shall go, 
To find a joyful port.’ 

* Let storms of life upon me press, 
Misfortunes make me reel, 

Why, d e, what’s my own distress ? 
For others let me feel; 

Aye, aye, if bound with a fresh gale 
To heaven, that is your sort ; 

A handkerchiecf’s the best wet sail, 
To bring you safe to port.’ 





PILE LEP SE 
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GREAT NEWS, GREAT NEWS, IN HYMEN’S 
EVENING POST. 


GREAT news! great news! I’m hither sent, 
’Mongst mortals to declare 
What passed in Hymen’s parliament, 
Where Cupid took the chair ; 
They made the wisest, best decree 
You’ve known in all your lives, 
Old maids shall blest with husbands be, 
And bachelors have wives. 
To bachelors what rare news, 
And-all your tabby host, 
Who may the tidings glad peruse, 
In Hymen’s Evening Post. 
Great news! great news! 
In Hymen’s Evening Post, 
Great news! Great news! 


By every bachelor, for life, 
A duty must be paid, 
Refusing now to take a wife, 
An antiquated maid ; 
Poor soul, how yreat must be her joy, 
Who such a lot escapes, 
No more with Pug or Puss to toy, 
And free from leading apes. 
What wonderful surprising news, &c. 


A bachelor, moreover, is 
A poor unhappy elf, 
Who, void of all domestic bliss, 
Lays snoring by himself ; 
He need not now to cheer his mind, 
In search of gossip roam, 
For, sure as fate, he’ll always find, 
Enough of that at home. 
For bachelors what pleasing news, &. 


GLIP PPPS 


AH, SIGH NOT FOR LOVE! 
(Henry Siddons.) 


AH, sigh not for love, if you wish not to know 
Every torment that waits on us mortals below ; 
If you fain would avoid all the dangers and 
snares 
That attend human life, and escape all its cares! 
Sigh not for love, &c. 


If cheerfulness smile on the glass as you sip, 
And you wish not to dash the sweet cup from your 
lip, 

If life’s rill you’d see sparkle with pleasure’s gay 
beam, 

Nor destroy the bright bubbles that rise on the 
stream, 

Sigh not for love, &c. 


If you dread the sharp pangs that assail the fond 


heart, 

If you wish to shun sorrow, and mirth would im- 
part, J 

If you prize a calm life, with contentment and 
ease, 


If pleasure can charm you, and liberty please, 
Sigh not for love, &c. 


Se ee ee 


RICHER JUICE FROM BARLEY 
PRESSED. 


(Thomas Nabbes, 1639.) 


THOU, ever youthful God of Wine, 
Whose burnished cheeks with rubies shine, 
Thy brows with ivy chaplets crowned ; 
We dare thee here to pledge a round ! 
Thy wanton grapes we do detest, 
Here’s richer juice from barley pressed. 


HERE’S 
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Tet not the Muses vainly tell 
What virtue’s in the horse-hoof well, 
That searce one drop of good blood breeds, 
But, with mere inspiration feeds ; 
Oh, let them come, and taste this beer, 
And water henceforth they’1l forswear. 


If that, the Paracelsian crew, 
The virtues of this liquor knew, 
Their endless toils they would give o’er, 
And never use extractions more ; 
’Tis medicine, meat, for young and old, 
Elixir,—blood of tortured gold. 


It is sublimed—it’s calcinate ; 
’Tis rectified—precipitate ; 
It is Androgena—Sol’s wife; 
It is the mercury of life ; 
It is the quintessence of malt, 
And they that drink it want no salt. 


It heals, it hurts; it cures, it kills; 
Men’s heads with proclamations fills ; 
It makes some dumb, and others speak, 
Strong vessels hold, and cracked ones leak. 
It makes some rich, and others poor, 
It makes, and yet mars many a score. 


GIPP EPROP 


VALOUR AND ITS REWARD. 
(Dibdin. ) 


THE gallant soldier joyly comes, 
’Midst piercing fifes and rattling drums, 
His helmet graced with nodding plumes, 
Decked like another Mars ; 
His trembling love sunk in alarms, 
And veiled in fear her pallid charms, 
He presses in his willing arms, 
And hurries to the wars. 


A charm ’gainst death they take and give, 
That they may every strife survive, 
Tis hope, in which they vow tc live, 

And every fear beguile. 
Sweet hope! that soothes the constant heart, 
When lovers from each other part, 
That comfort brings with wondrous art, 

And makes e’en misery smile. 


Blest with a guardian power like this, 
They fondly trace each future bliss, 
Rememb’ring every parting kiss, 
And conquering all alarms. 
The battle o’er, he leaves the plain, 
He comes to banish every pain, 
They meet in smiles, and soon again 
Rush to each other’s arms. 


PPLPOLE HS 


THE OLD MAID AND THE TOM-CAT; 
OR, THE CURE EXTRAORDINARY ! 


Air— A Frog he would a-wooing go.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


AN old maid sat by the fire-side, 
Heigho! poor Tommy! 
To her nose her snuff-box she often applied, 
The better to think what was best to decide 
For a rumbling, grumbiing, jalap-and-jaundice- 
fit; 
Heigho! in grief for poor Tommy! 


Poor Tommy was sick, she could not tell how ; 
Heigho! poor Tommy! 
So she gave him some milk, quite warm from the 
cow, 
But that made him worse, and he kicked up a row. 
With his rumbling, grumbling, &c. 
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While she wept from her heart, 
her head ; 
Heigho! poor Tommy! 
On pase with her pillow, she made him a 
ed, 
With a napkin then bound up the poultice she 
made, 
For his rumbling, grumbling, &c. 


Tom, urged by his gripes to struggle and stretch r 
Heigho! poor Tommy ! 
«* Lord bless me!” cried she, “ I’m an unhappy 
wretch ! 
Oh, what shall Ido? I the doctor must fetch 
To your rumbling, grumbling,” &c. 


Off she went, ina fright, and soon Doctor Snob 
came ; 
Heigho! poor Tommy ! 
Who, for feline disease, had acquired great fame, 
Cried he, “ soon this bowel-commotion we’ll tame, 
With my rumbling, grumbling, jalap-and-jaun- 
dice-pills,” &c. 


and hung down 


“€ Don’t weep, miss!” said he, 
sights ;” 
Heigho! poor Tommy ! 
“Tis the jaundice he’s got in the welt of his 
lights, 
The in-sole of his thorax we’ll soon put to rights, 
With my rumbling, grumbling, &c. 


As Tommy refused to swallow the pill : 
Heigho! poor Tommy! 
The doctor used force, and, against Tommy’s will, 
He blew the pills down through the hole of a quill, 
With a rumbling, grumbling, jalap-and-jaun- 
dice-puff,” &c. 
Lest the pills should too long in the thorax lurk $ 
Heigho! poor Tommy ! 
He took up by the ear, and gave Tommy a jerk, 
That, donate the quicker the physic might 
work, 
With its rumbling, grumbling, jalap-and-jaun- 
dice-cure, &c. 


““T am up to such 


Then, to comfort his stomach, miss fed him with 
pap; 
; Heigho! poor Tommy! 
Till (a some-how-or-other of ill-managed hap) 
Tom’s comfort and cure fell into her lap, 
By a rumbling, grumbling, jalap-and-jaundice- 
chance ; 
Heigho! relief for poor Tommy ! 


PIP ELP ERP? OP 


THE GIPSY’S PROMISE.,- 
(Martha Bennett. ) 


BLEAK in the valley blew the wind, 
The angry storm increased apace, 
That pictured scenes in Mary’s mind 
Of dire and awful face. 
«« Ah me!” she said, then dropt a tear ; 
“« The village-clock strikes one 5 
No truth in gipsy’s words, I fear, 
Who said, he’ll come anon.” 


Dashing, the surge the rock below 
Beat with incessant roar, 

Save, now and then, some voice of wo, 
That faintly reached the shore ; 

*« Pray, God, assist Misfortune’s slaves, 
Whose signal-cannon howls, 

And if, shipwrecked, they find their graves, 
Oh, heaven, receive their souls!” 


Blue in the socket burnt the light, 
The embers shed a shallow gleam, 

Beside the clock, oh, dreadful sight ! 
A ghost, as it should seem. 


x» 
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The gipsy’s words ran through her brain, 
While thunder struck the door ; 

She flew, beheld her love again, 
From shipwreck safe on shore. 


GLP LLL? 


I AM NOW A PRINTER’S DEVIL. 
Air— I’m jolly Dick, the Lamplighter.” 


I’M saucy Nick, and, would you know 
My birth and education, 
V’ll tell ye—’cause I likes to show 
I’m not of vulgar nation : 
’Tis true, I never saw my dad, 
But folks are very civil ; 
They say as how 
He lives below, 
Old Nick his name, like me, egad, 
And I’m a Printer’s Devil. 


One night, dad set a mount on fire, 
At last it ’gan to groan, 
Then up I flew, and, in the mire, 
I fell a pumice-stone : 
But die I should not, father swore, 
I’m sure ’twas monstrous civil, 
So, light and trim,” 
He made me swim, 
Until, at last, I drove on shore, 
And now I’m a Printer’s Devil. 


My master, Inky, thought, d’ye see, 
To keep me in my station, 
But father’s deeper far than he, 
He’s had an education, 
He swore that I should rub no more, 
I’m sure ’twas monstrous civil, 
So, quick and straight, 
He changed my gait, 
And so, sir, as I said before, 
I’m now a Printer’s Devil. 


GLIF IPI HL 


THE COMPLAINT OF NEGLECTED LOVE. 
(W. H. Treland,) 


DIMMED is the lustre of that radiant eye, 
Fled are the roses of that polished cheek, 
Mute are those lips that vent the struggling sigh, 
Convulsive throbs that iv’ry bosom sleek. 


Dishevélled hang those locks of auburn hue, 
Which oft that neck, in tresses, would adorn,— 
Ah! do not these portend that love’s untrue, 
And has not William left his maid forlorn. 


Yes, faithless youth! thy practice was but art; 
Another’s grief has sovereign charms for thee, 
Or never could thy soul first win my heart 
And then avandon it to misery. 


GRL OL IGF? 


MUMBO JUMBO. 
A DUET. 


He.—-WHITE man, when him wife love anoder, 
And, quarrelling, scratch him and claw ; 
Crim. con. about make such a podder, 
And call a palaver wid law; 
But Mandingo man 
Choose a different plan, 
Him music a tune, and bang the big drum 
0; 
All ioe and fear, 
Soon him chum chum appear 
Before the tribunal of Mumbo Jumbo! 
Mumbo Jumbo, 
Bang de big drum go, 
Him frighten bad mvosa does Mumbo Jumbo. 


She.—She no tremble wrong what you tell her, 
Let him come and me laugh at him rod. 
He.-- Mo, no, no. 
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She.— Yes, yes, 
Remember de kiss 

Me saw you give Joliba, sure as big Jumgo. 
He,—In Yams Cassa you hid ; 
She.— Me didn’t. 
He.— You did. 
But here comes, to settle it, Mumbo Jumbo. 

Mumbo Jumbo ; 

Bang, de big drum go, &c. 

THE FOUNTAIN. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


OH, fountain, playing ’neath that shade, 
That rose and jasmine canopy, 

Oft, in thy sparkling, light cascade, 
Bathing, my love has honoured thee. 

When next thy waves shall, as a vest, 
Enfold her charms in soft embrace, 

Keep on thy breast her form imprest, 
Nor let a breath that form efface. 


Whether she, in thy restless tide, 

Should but bedew her lip’s warm tint, 
Or, like thy Naiads, graceful glide, 

On every wave her image print. 
Then thou’lt not woo those flowers’ rich glow, 

Which, blushing, deck thy borders fair ; 
Nor I her absence mourn when, oh! 

Thy surface shows the sweet maid there. 
Yet, if thy waves her charms reflect, 

No more thy Naiads’ care thou’lt be ; 
For, envying her, they’ll thee neglect. 

And on thy breast die, hopelessly ! 


OPI GIP PIP 


ALTERATION. 
Air— Alteration.” —( Barrett.) 


OF times present and past I’m going to sing 
A ditty befitting the ears of a king, sir; 
Time was, when a tradesman his money could get, 


p Sil, 


sir, 
But now al] the fashion is running in debt, sir. 
Alteration, alteration, 
O, what a wonderful alteration. 


Time was, when our beaux in a large buckled wig, 
sir, 

Trunk hose, sauare-toed shoes, looked most won- 
drous big, sir: 

But now dressed like coachmen, deny it who can, 
sir, 

There’s no telling which is my lord or his man, sir. 

Alteration, alteration, &c. 


Then the ladies, oh, bless them! the dear pretty 
creatures ! 

With ruffs, and such like, nearly hid all their fea- 
tures ; 

But now, the dear souls of us take some compas- 
sion, 

Since to show all their shapes is become quite the 
fashion. 

Alteration, alteration, &c. 


GLP IPLOIIF 


IF TRUTH CAN FIX THY WAVERING 
HEART. 


( Garrick.) 


IF truth can fix thy wavering heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim ; 

He feels the passion, void of art, 
The pure, the constant flame. 


Though sighing swains their torments tell, 
Their sensual love condemn ; 

They only prize the beauteous shell, 
But slight the inward gem. 
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Possession cnres the wounded heart, 
Destroys the transient fire ; 

But, when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment wets desire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years ; 

As when the blossoms fade away, 
The ripening fruit appears. 


May Heaven and Silvia grant my suit, 
And bless the future hour, 

That Damon, who can taste the fruit, 
May gather every flower. 


PROP OL OF 


BLINKING BARNEY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I LISTED with old Blinking Barney, 
A patriot, loval and stout, 
Who, being the clerk of Killarney, 
One Sunday in church he bawled out : 
<< Good people, to-day, all togidder, 
Since all minds volunteering absorps, 
In the church-yard we’!] meet, to consider 
The best way of raising a corps!” 
Sing whack, and sing doraloo, &c. 


From a wooden tomb-stone he harangued ’em ; 
«¢ The French say they’ll come, but not when, 
When they do, as so often we’ve banged em, 
The best way’s to do it again. 
For our Captain, there’s Doctor M‘Larish, 
He’ll soon bad enough make their case ; 
For since he first physicked this parish, 
He’s killed ev’ry soul in the place. 
Sing whack, &c. 


<< Come, enter, then, every son’s mother, 

For hanging back now were a crime, 
* Your names I'll take down without bother, 

Altogether, just one at a time. 

If you conquer, success to your capers, 
And, if you are kilt, with what pride 

You’ll see your own name in the papers, 
And read how, like soldiers, yon died.” 

Sing whack, &c. 


PLL EL OPP 


HAIL! PRETTY EMBLEM OF MY FATE. 
(Sir Robert Walpole.) 


HAIL! pretty emblem of my fate! 
Sweet flower, you still on Pheebus wait ; 
On him you look, and with him move, 
By nature led, and constant love. 


Know, pretty flower, that I am he, 
Who am in all so like to thee ; 

I, too, my fair one court, and where 
She moves, my eyes I thither steer. 


But, yet this difference still I find 

The sun to you is always kind 5 

Does always life and warmth bestow :— 
Ah! would my fair one use me so. 


Ne’er wouid I wait till she arose 

From her soft bed and sweet repose ; 
But, leaving thee, dull plant, by night 
I’d meet my Phillis with delight. 


| Ae 


CROWN ME WITH THE BRANCHING 
VINE. 


CROWN me with the branching vine, 
Round my temples let it twine ; 

See! the reeling god appears, 

With Silenus, green in years, 

Crowned with joy, let them come, 
Welcome! welcome! welcome’! welcome! 
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Pour the fragrant oil, and shed 
Od’rous perfumes on my head. 


Cupid shall the skinker be 3 

Fill a glass, and give it me; 

Fill out more, you little sot, 

Till it overlook the pot. 

Mingle love and soft desires, 
Tender thoughts and amorous fires 5 
Let not jealousy intrude, 

Trivial joys or noisy feud ; 


But let’s drink, and be divine, 

Like our brother Phebus shine 5 

Drink like him, lke him appear, 

Fresh and blooming all the year, 

Gay and smiling, full of life, 

Easy, quiet, free from strife ; 

Fraught with friendship, fraught with love, 
Let the hours successive move, 


Passing, unregarded, on, 

Nor repine at what is gone 3 

But the present hour employ, 

With wine, oh, Love’s alternate joy ! 

Thus content, if rigid Fate 

Calls us from our happy state, 

We'll drink our glass, and throw it down, 
~ And die without a single frown. 


OPP LOLI FL 


POOR EMMA, THE MANIAC, 
A CANTATA. 
(Cherry. ) 


OH! "twas a fearful, awe-struck, dismal night‘ 
The ’frighted moon withdrew her pallid light‘ 
The deep-mouthed thunder, dreadful, roared aloud, 
And the pronged lightning lacerates the cloud ! 
Hark! the loud yell proclaims my William lost! 
And Emma’s wits are in the tempest tost! 

Hark! from the foaming surge 

The awful, solemn dirge 
By Nereids, seated on the curling wave! 

Now, tritons sound the shell, 

Their strains of sorrow swell, 
And chant sweet William to his watery grave. 


See! see! sweet William, see! 
The wreath that for thy brow I twined, 
The rose, the olive, all combined, 

Thy Emma wrought for thee! 
But now the cypress shall thee crown, 
While I the willow make my own, 

(For thou wert all to me !) 
Now like the sun’s diminished light, 
My eyes in water set each night, 

And Emma raves for thee! 


Behold! distracted love directs keen sorrow’s hand, 
Whose iron fingers press my wandering brain ' 
And waits but for the tyrant’s fell command— 
To tear out reason from the seat of pain? 
Now the lesser passions rise, 
Fairies dance before my eyes, 
And tiny revels keep : 
Here the drowsy bat shall fly, 
And here the drooping lily die, 
And here sweet William sleep ! 


Here !—I’1l decorate his bed! 
I’ll plant this willow at his head, 
Its branch shall kiss the hallowed ground 
See! the perfumed primrose sweet, 
In modest clusters deck his feet, 
And-woodbine fills the margin round ! 
Now let skipping elves advance, 
And water-fairies join the dance! 
High o’er the main, pale Sorrow sits, 
And in her hand she holds my wits— 
She drops them in the wave! 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


See, from the deep yon spectre rise, 
To seize upon the mental prize ! 

( Shrieks. }—’Tis William from his grave ! 
Now to the clay-cold heart the treasure clasp, 
Let not my fleeting wits elude thy grasp! 
Avaunt, ye Nereids! hide your finny charms, 
For Emma comes to fill her William’s arms! 


PEOPLE LLL F 


THE HOBBY. 
(Maclarin.) 


In the Regency-park, half an hour before dark, 
With joy in my heart, and wine in my noddie, 
Each Sunday I’m seen, so spruce and so clean, 
Unbooted, unspurred, on my hobby. 
To enliven the place, I oftimes run a race 
With Tommy Sareribs and fat Toby ; 
Where’er I appear, all the people stand clear, 
And bawl out, ‘«* Make room for the hobby.” 


To be sure, I must own, that I sometimes run 
down 

‘Whole lanes of the curious and idle ; 

For who can command, by the turn of his hand, 
The steed that’s not curbed by a bridle? 

Now, gentles, they say, this night there’s a play, 
At least I’m told so by Dobby, 

Where, by way of scoff, they mean to take off 
Your humble, myself and my hobby. 


Be’t good or be’t ill, go see it we will, 
And give it a fair honest trial ; 

So, ladies, prepare, for, by hobby, I swear, 
I’ll take nor excuse nor denial. 

There’s plenty of space to afford us a place 
In the gallery, boxes, or lobby; 

Where, by way of a jest, we’ll join with the rest, 
To laugh at myself and my hobby. 


PIPPI IL IL 


THE BLACKBIRD. 
( Upton.) 
TWAS on a bank of daisies sweet, 
A lovely maiden sighed ; 
The white-dropt lambs played at her feet, 
While she, in sorrow, cried— 
«¢ Where is my love? where can he stray?” 
When thus a blackbird sung,— 
«¢ Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, he will not stay.” 
The air with music rung. 


«¢ Ah! mock me not, bold bird,” she said, 
«« And, pray, why tarry here 2 
Dost thou bemoan some youngling fled, 
Or hast thou lost thy dear? 
“Dost thou lament his absence—say ! 
Again the blackbird sung— 
“© Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, he will not stay.” 
The air with music rung. 


“« Sing on,” she cried, ‘‘ thou charming bird, 
Those dulcet strains repeat, 

No music e’er like thine was heard, 
So truly sweet, sweet, sweet. 

Oh! that my love was here to-day ”” 
Once more the blackbird sung— 
«« Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, he comes this way.” 

The air with music rung. 


PLL L ILLS 


A PEEP AT THE TEMPEST AND MOTHER 
GOOSE. 


To Covent-Garden theatre I must needs take a 
walk, ; 

The Tempest to see, of which they made such a 
talk 5 


27] 


They took care to stop me, when I got to the 
door, 
And made me pay high for a seat, though on the 
ground-floor. 
Derry down, &c. 


The first thing that happened, when I got in the 
place, 

Was a shower of orange-peel slap in my face 3 

Then they squeezed me so tight, I’d scarce room 
to sit, 

And was stunned by the sawyers at work in the 
pit. 

Derry down, &c. 


Prospero, in the Tempest, such a preaching did 
keep, 
He set the people a yawning, and his daughter to 
sleep ; 
Then he eallton to a monster, so comic and droll, 
Who lived in a rock like a toad in a hole. 
Derry down, &c. 


He abused the poor monster, as he trembling 


stood, 

And blowed him up well for not fetching some 
wood ; 

To frighten him the more, a long rod then he 
fetches, 


Says he, “ If you don’t mind your Q’s, Ill kill 
you with aitches. 
Derry down, &c. 


All such tempests as these are I wished at the 
deuce, 
But was highly delighted with famed Mother 
Goose ; 
She got into a fry, and, if I’m not mistaken, 
Gave a man a gold egg for saving her bacon. 
Derry down, &c. 


To have a goose that laid gold eggs I thought a 
good chop, 

Had I such a goose I’d keep a silversmith’s shop ; 

Or, if geese, about London, golden eggs were tu 
lay, 

We should have a queer dinner on Michaelmas- 
day. 

Derry down, &c. 


There was Grimaldi, the clown, with his comic 


grimaces, 

I thought he’d took physic, he made such quecr 
faces ; 

’Twas so charming and droll, I ne’er thought it 
too long, 


But an end to the piece puts an end to my song. 
Derry down, &c. 


GRIP IPE E 


JWOHNY AND MARY. 
Air—** Come under my Plaidy.” 
A CUMBERLAND BALLAD, 


YOUNG MARY was canny and bonny as onie lass, 
Jwohny was lusty and well to be seen, 
Young Mary was, ay, the best dancer at murry 
neets, 
Jwohny had won monie a belt on the green. 
Lang, lang they were sweethearts, and nwotished 
by neighbours, 
The auld fowk they talked and oft bragged of 
the twee, 
For Jwohny thought none in the warl like young 
Mary, 
And Mary thought Jwohny all she wished to 
see. 


A wee swope guid yell is a peer body’s comfort, 
But wo be to him that aft drinks till blind fou. 
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Young Jwohny ae day off wi bigg to the market, 
And drank wi’ some neybors, he little thought 
hou. 
His auld fadder watched till the black hour of 
midnight, 
Widout his dear Jwohny the nag gallopped 
heame ; 
They sought and they fan him that mwornin i’ 
Eden, 
Amang the green busses that nod owre the 
stream. 


Auld Gibby he gowls, and aft talks of his Jwohny, 
And sits by his greave, and aft maks a sad 
meane 3 
Poor Mary, the flower of aw flowers i’ the parish, 
Ne’er hods up her head now her Jwohny is 
geane. 
The dangerous yellhouse kills monie brave fellows, 
To get heame quite swober can ne’er be thought 
wrang 5 
Nae guid comes a drinkin—ye lads, aw around 
me, 
At fair, or at market, ay think of my sang. 


PL LCIP LL??? 


A BLESSING ON BRANDY AND BEER. 


(Merry. ) 
WHEN one’s drunk, not a girl but looks pretty, 
The country’s as gay as the city, 
And all that one says is so witty ; 
A blessing on brandy and beer. 
Bring the cup, fill it up, take a sup, 
And let not a flincher come near, 


Oh! give me but plenty of liquor, 
I’d laugh at the *squire or vicar, 
And, it I’d a wife, why I’d kick her, 
If e’er she pretended to sneer. 
Bring the cup, &c. 


Though I know it’s a heavy disaster, 
Yet I mind not the rage of my master, 
He bullies, and I drink the faster. 
A blessing on brandy and beer. 
Bring the cup, &c. 


When a cherry-cheeked maid I’ve my eye on, 
I kiss once or twice, she cries ** Fie on!” 
Ecod, I’m as bold as a lion. 
A blessing on brandy and beer. 
Bring the cup, &c. 


PPL PIIE? 


THE HONEST FISHER. 
A GLEE. 


SEE, the stormy cloud is past, 
The waves no longer swell ; 
Bring the net, ’tis time to cast, 
And bid to home farewell. 
From day’s first dawning till the twilight dics, 
Along the shore our watery course we roam, 
And laugh at dangers, if our toil supplies 
A frugal store for kindred friends at home. 
Let wordly knaves, with cunning baits, betray 
Their fellow mortals to distress and cares, 
The honest fisher scorns to make such prey, 
And trusts in Allah to escape their snares. 


GRPIIPL IS 


MRS. RUGGINS AND SERGEANT 
SCRUGGINS. 


Air--“ The Maid of Lodi.”—( Astley, jun ) 
I stnG of Mrs. Ruggins, 
The fairest of the fair ; 


And, but for Sergeant Scruggins, 
Alone her love would share : 
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She liked him for his boldness, 
Likewise for his—long sword ; 

And, though I feel her coldness, 
I love her, on my word. 


Between the "Change and Savoy 
T met my charming fair ; 
Just by there was an alley, 
Says I, <* Go up, my dear!” 
When up came Sergeant Scruggins, 
And gave me such a stare, 
He marched off Mrs. Ruggins, 
And left me, trembling, there. 


Then to my shop I hurried, 
To ease my woful pain, 
When in came Katty Furhead, 
And strove my love to gain ; 
She took me to her lodgings, 
She offered me some beer, 
But the thought of Sergeant Scruggins 
Still made me quake with fear. 


I took a dram to cheer me, 
And went to Surrey-street ; 
But the devil there did steer me, 
The soldier for to meet. 
“Your servant, Sergeant Scruggings,”’ 
My falt’ring tongue did say ; 
I gave up Mrs. Ruggins, 
And then I—ran away. 


OLE OL OOP 


THE MOON LOOKS SO SWEET AND SO 
FAIR. 


THE moon looks so sweet and so fair, 
Her beam that is cast upon me 
Betokens the love that is there, 
For it speaks to my bosom of thee : 
She smiles, and her smile is divine, 
Tis beautiful in the blue sky, 
Because it is like unto thine, 
The last that I saw in thine eye; 
But, then, it is not the sweet look of my fair, 
But only the shadow of what I saw there. 


The wave is so clear and so bright, 
Myself in the billow I see, 
Alone, in the silence of night, 
Alone,—for ’tis vacant of thee! 
Yet I think how divine it would be, 
Wert thou, also, but shining thereon, 
For, then, thou wert sitting with me 
On the plank I am resting upon ; 
In the midst of the ocean, beneath the night aur, 
With the moon and the stars looking tenderly there : 


I send thee from o’er the wide deep, 
I send thee the wish of my heart ; 
May the dreams that come o’er thee in sleep, 
Be gentle and pure as thou art: 
May the image of love in thy breast 
Still point to the years that shall be ; 
When the storms of this world are at rest, 
In the calm of a tranquil sea ; 
And the smile that so playfully lightened thine eye 
May it sparkle as erst when thy lover was nigh. 


The climes that may part us shall never 
Divide me in spirit from thee ; 
The world, though it frown, cannot sever, 
And, though it may bind, cannot free. 
Thou’rt linked to the chain of my life, 
A part of the breath that I breathe ; 
Thou art mine, or in peace, or in strife, 
Or in joy, or in pain, or in death! 
And a prayer and a blessing I waft unto thee, 
As, at midnight, I sail o’er the fathomless s¢a. 


PEEP POPD 
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The knight, so gallant, disappeared that day, and never was heard of more ; 
And the sable knight made a proud display of the favour that gallant knight wore. 





THE BEE PROFFERS UVONEY, BUT BEARS 
A STING. 


(C. Dibdin. ) 


A KNIGHT of a gay and a gallant mien, 
On a milk-white courser came, 
In his hat was a fair lady’s favour seen, 
For innocence knows no shame ; 
And he tapped at the fair lady’s bower with 
glee, , 
She heard, but impatience to mar» 
When he cried, ‘‘ Fair lady, come ride with 
me,” : 
She answered him with her guitar, 
Tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, ting, 
The bee proffers honey, but bears a sting. 


A knight, with a dark and a scowling brow, 
On a coai-black steed came by, 
He heard the two lovers exchange a vow, 
And fury gave fire to his eye ; 
But he courteously said, ‘‘ If ye are crossed in 
love, 
And. would bear the fair lady afar, 
My sword and my service are yours to prove id 
But the lady she played her guitar. 
Tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, &c. 


The knight, so gallant, disappeared that day, 
And never was heard of more ; 

And the sable knight made a proud display 
Of the favour that gallant knight wore. 

The lady he wooed, but he gained no grace, 
And joy from his bosom went far ; 

For the honey of hope to guilt’s sting gave place, 
And conscience still played the guitar. 

_ Tink-a-tink, tink-a-tink, &c. 


SLIP CLIP 


(A=VOL. 11. 








THE SONG OF VICTORY. 
(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. ] 


RECITATIVE. 
Yes! even Love to Fame must yield ; 
No carpet-knight am I ; 
My home it is the battle-field— 
My song the battle-cry! 
AIR. 
O, ’tis a glorious sight to see 
The charge of the Christian chivalry, 
When, thundering, o’er the ground they go, 
Their lances levelled in long, long row * 


One shock, and those lances are shivered all, 
- But they shiver not in vain— 
They have raised for the foe a rampart-wall 
With the bodies of the slain! 


On they spur, over dying and dead— 

Swords are flashing round ev’ry head— 

They are raised again, but they glitter no more, 
Ev’ry blade is dimmed with gore! 

The fight is done !—The field is won! 

Their trumpets startle the sinking sun! 

As the night-winds whirl the red leaves afar, 
They have scattered the might of the Moslemah 
Mourn, ye maidens of Palestine, 

Your lovers lie stark in the cold moonshine, 
The eyes ye kissed, ere ye bade them go, 

Are food for the kite and the hooded crow! 


Joy to the high-born dame of France ! 
Conquest waits on her warriors’ lance! 

Joy to the girls of fair Guienne! 

Their lovers are hast’ning home again! 
Hark! they come! the brave ones see, 
Who have humbled the pride of Paynimrie. 


Twine the wreath, the feast prepare, 
Fill to the brim the goblet fair ; 
Strike the harp! and, loud and high, 
Swell the song of victory! 
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ALE IN THE FAMILY WAY. 


Air—‘* My Banks are all furnished with Bees.” 


My banks are all furnished with rags, 
So thick—even Fred cannot thin ’em ; 
Vve torn up my old money-bags, 
Having nothing worth while to put in ’em. 
My tradesmen are smashing by dozens, 
‘But this is all nothing, they say ; 
For bankrupts, since Adam, are cousins, 
So, it’s all im the family-way. 


My debt not a penny takes from me, 
As sages the matter explain,— 
Bob owes it Tom, and then Tommy 
Just owes it to Bob back again. 
Since all have thus taken to owing, 

There’s nobody left that can pay; 
And this is the way to keep going 
All quite in the family-way. 


My senators vote away millions, 
To put in Prosperity’s budget ; 
And, though it were billions or trillions, 
The generous rogues wouldn’t grudge it. 
’Tis all but a family hop, 
*Twas Pitt began dancing the hay ; 


Hands round !—why the deuce should we stop? 


’Tis all in the family-way. 


My labourers used to eat mutton, 
As any great man of the state does, 
And now the poor devils are put on” 
Small rations of tea and potatoes. 
But cheer up, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 
The king is your father, they say, 
So, even if you starve for your daddy, 
°Tis all in the family way. 


My rich manufacturers tumble, 
My poor ones have little to chew; 
And, even if themselves do not grumble, 
Their stomachs undoubtedly do. 
But coolly to fast en famille 
Is as good for the soul as to pray ; 
And famine itself is genteel 
When one starves in a family-way. 


E have found out a secret for Freddy, 
A secret for next budget-day ; 

Though, perhaps, he may know it already, 
As he, too, ’s a sage in his way. 

When next, for the Treasury scene, he 
Announces “ The Devil to Pay,” 

Let him write on the bills, «* Nota bene, 
*Tis all in the family-way.” 


PPLEP PLE D 


THE WELCOME OF THE HEART. 
(G. Macfarren. ) 


| Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square.] 


SPORTIVE smiles and mirthful measures - 
Wait your presence here— 

Wealth exhausts her cup of pleasures 
‘Fo enhance your cheer. 

But there’s there a welcome that extends 
Beyond all pomp and art— 

Accept that greeting, dear to friends, 
The welcome of the heart. 


GPPOLP OD 


MEG, OF WAPPING. 
(Dibdin. ) 


*fwas landlady Meg that made such rum flip, 
Pull away, pull away, hearties ; 

At Wapping she lived, at the sign of the Ship, 
Where tars meet in such jolly parties : 


Stay 





She’d shine at the play, and she’d jig at the ball, 
All rigged out so gay and so topping, 
For she married six husbands, and buried them 
all, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 
What d’ye think of my Meg, of Wapging? 


The first was old Bluff, with a swinging purse, 
Pull away, pull away, jolly boys ; 

He was cast away: said Meg, who cares a curse, 
As for grieving, why, Lord, that’s a folly, boys. 

The second in command was blear-eyed Ned, 
While the surgeons his limbs were a lopping, 

A nine-pounder came, and smacked off his head, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 

Rare news for my Meg, of Wapping. 


Then she married to Sam, and Sam loved a sup, 


Pull away, pull away, brother; 
So grogey Sam got, and the ship blew up, 
And Meg had to look for another : 
The fourth was old Ben, who at danger would 
smile, 
*Till his courage a crocodile stopping, 
Made his breakfast of Ben, on the banks of the 
Nile, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 


What a fortunate Meg, of Wapping. 





who was the fifth? oh, ’twas Dick, so 
neat, 
Pull away, pull away, SO merry ; 
And the savages Dick both killed and eat, 
And poor Meg she was forced to take Jerry : 
Death again stood her friend, for, killed in a fray, 
He, also, the grave chanced to pop in; 
So now with my song I shall soon belay, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 
The six husbands of Meg, of Wapping. 


But I did not tell ye how that she married seven, 
Pull away, pull away, so neatly; 
’Twas honest Tom ‘Trip, and he sent her to hea- 
ven 
And her strong box rummaged sweetly ; 
For Meg, growing old, a fond dotard proved, 
And must after a boy needs be hopping ; 
So she popped off; and Tom, with the girl that he 
loved 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, I say, 
Spent the shiners of Meg, of Wapping. 


PPPOE REL FE 


THE GODS TURNED HUNTSMEN; 
OR, THE CHARMS OF HARK AWAY! 
(R. O’Brien.) 


HARK! hark! my boys, the new-born day 

Invites to horse, and come away ! 

List what music’s in the dell; 

The hounds, now compact, raise the swell ; 

Jupiter, the gods’ great sire, 

Apollo drops his tuneful lyre; 

No bolts disturb the morning gray, 

Whilst both sing out, come, hark away. 
Hark, hark, &c. 


The god gave Vulcan leave to rest, 
To cheer his boorish, weary breast ; 
Says he, “‘ my lord, those bolts will cool.” 
The god replied, ‘ you are a fool,” 
And bids him hear the charming sounds ; 
“© T can’t,” cried Vulcan, “ for the hounds.” 
Then work, you dog, again I say, 
And soared to heaven with hark away ! 
Hark, hark, &c. 


CLP LIP PF 
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So T walk’d till I came to the top of a hill, 
Where a rosy lass stood by the side of a mill ; 
To ask whose it was, curiosity stopt me, 

«© Dim Saesonaeg,” says she, while a curtsey she 


MY HUSBAND! MY LOVE! WE ARE 
SAVED! 


(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. ] 
' RECITATIVE. 


OcEAN! thou mighty monster, that liest curled, 
Like a green serpent, round about the world! 
To musing eye thou art an awful sight, 

When calmly sleeping in the morning light ; 
But, when thou riseth in thy wrath, as now, 
And fling’st thy folds around some fated prow, 
Crushing the strong-ribbed bark as ’twere a reed, 
Then, Ocean, art thou terrible indeed ' 


AIR. 

Still I see thy billows flashing, 

Through the gloom their white foam flinging, 
And the breakers, sullen, dashing 

In mine ear Hope’s knell is ringing ! 
But, lo! methinks a light is breaking 

Slowly o’er the distant deep, 
Like a second morn awaking, 

Pale and feeble from its sleep! 
Brighter now, behold ’tis beaming 

On the storm, whose misty train, 
Like some shattered flag, is streaming, 

Or a wild steed’s flying mane! 

RECITATIVE. 


And now the sun bursts forth! the wind is lulling 


fasts 
And the broad wave but pants from fury past! 


AIR. 
Cloudless, o’er the blushing water, 
Now the setting sun is burning! 
Like a victor, red with slaughter, 
To his tent, in triumph, turning! 
Ah! perchance these eyes may never 
Look upon his light again! 
Fare thee well, bright orb, for ever! 
Thou, for me, wilt rise in vain! ; 
But, what gleams so white and fair, 
Heaving with the heaving billow? 
*Tis a sea-bird wheeling there, 
O’er some wretch’s wat’ry pillow! 
No! it is no bird I mark. 
Joy! it is a boat! a sail! 
‘And yonder rides a gallant bark, 
Uninjured by the gale! - 
O, transport! my Huon! haste down to the shore ' 
Quick, quick, for a signal this scarf shall be 


waved! 
They see me! they answer! they ply the strong 
oar ! 
My husband! my love! we are saved! we are 
saved | 


Oe eee 


DIM SAESONAEG, 
OR, THE IRISHMAN IN WALES. 
Air—© Derry Down.”—(T. Dibdin.) 


(VE been told I’m the son of my father and mo- 
ther, 
And, fait, by my conscience, myself thinks no 
other ; 
I’m as pretty a lad as your heart can desire, 
And my name’s Mr. Patrick Malvaney, Esquire. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


From Dublin, when sailing across the wide ocean, 
The waves blowing hard gave the wind such a mo- 
tion, 
And, fait, I was glad to be safely set down, 
At a pretty Welsh tight little bit of a town. 
Derry down, &c, 


That Dim Saesonaeg s 





dropt me. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then again I set off, and inquired of a clown, 
If he’d tell me the name of the next market town 5 
He made me a bow, which was wonderful civil, 
<¢ Dim Saesonaeg,” 


says he, and set off like a 


devil. 
Derry down, &c. 


“<Q, Paddy,” says I, <* tis a comical thing, 
hould own all the land in a 


string ; 


For the devil a cow, meadow, pasture, or grange, 
But Dim Saesonaeg was landlord, and is not that 


strange ?” 
Derry down, &c. 


When I got into the town, then, 1 thought it no sin 
| ‘I'o inguire for the landlord that kept the best inn ; 
What’s his. name 7—“Why, Dim Saesonaeg” was 


still the reply: 


Sure, never poor soul was so puzzled as I. 


Derry down, &c. 


When I came to the inn, a short story to tell, 
Says I, ‘‘ Mr. Dim Saesonaeg, I hope .you’re 


quite well ;” 


But he made me no answer, adjusted his wig, 
And stared, by my conscience, just 


Derry down, &c. 


Then my story I told with a very grave face, | 
And was laughed at by every soul in the place 5 
So I found, from the fun of these comical folk, 
That Dim Saesonaeg was Welsh for a dev’lish 


good joke. 
Derry down, &c. 


POPOL OLIF 


MAY IS THE MOTHER OF LOVE. 
(John Cunningham. ) 


THE virgin, when softened by May, 
Attends to the villager’s vows ; 
The birds sweetly bill on the spray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida, bright Venus may reign, 
Adored for her beauty above ; 
We shepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of Love! 


From the west, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephyr caresses the vine ; 

The bee steals a kiss from the rose, 
And willows and woodbines entwine ; 

The pinks, by the rivulet side, 
That border the vernal alcove, 

Bend downward to kiss the soft tide, 
For May is the mother of Love. 


May tinges the butterfly’s wing, 
He flutters in bridal array 5 
And, if the winged foresters sing, 
Their music is taught them by May. 
The stock-dove, recluse with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliss in the grove. 
And, murmuring, seems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of Love. 


The goddess will visit you soon, 
Ye virgins, be sportive and gay, 

Get your pipes, oh, ye shepherds, in tune, 
For music must welcome the May. 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguish remove, 

Let him tell her soft tales, and he’ll find 
That May is the mother of Love. 


qn 


like a stuck pig. 
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THE TWO-PENNY POST. 
Air— When Ewasa Younker I lived with my Dad.” 


OF things that are comforts, and sometimes are 
| plagues, 
There are none to compare to the postman, i’fegs; 
Sometimes he brings good news—sometimes none 
at all, 
Whilst he asks for his two-pence, whate’er may 
befall. 
With his two-pences, three-pences, 
nothing to pay, 
He bores us trom morn till the close 
of the day. 


One letter, to-day, with vexation is killing, 
Comes only to ask if the weather’s not chilling ? 
One more a like matter of moment may speak, 
To tell me it thundered and lightned last week. 
With his two-pences, &c. 


Another acquaintance, from Ratcliffe-highway, 

Will have me to dinner, and cannot take ‘ Nay.’ 

Another proposes his daughters and he 

Will step down, next Sunday, to dinner and tea. 
With his two-pences, &c. 


Another requests that I’ll send him the squib 
Which lately I let off ’gainst Queer and his rib; 
And another requests me, without much ado, 
To return him, by post, a box-order for two. 
With his two-pences, &c. 


Another invites me, the night I don’t play, 
To sit down to cards, just to drive time away ; 
Io sup off a lobster, ov, perhaps, pickled salmon, 
And then, for a change, make a hit at back- 
gammon. 
With two-pences, &c. 


Another, who swears he’s my interest at heart, 
Now sends me’a new joke to put in my part ; 
But, to my surprise, is both teazing and yrim, 
When F find ’tis a joke which I once told to him. 
With my two-pences, &c. 


Another invites me a picture to view, 
Which he says is the work of the late Thomas 
Drew; 
Which picture I find, after long ride or walk, 
To be a mere daubing of ochre and chalk. 
With my two-pences, &c. 


Another a manuscript sends me, whilst hinting 
It ne’er has, as yet, been subjected to printing ; 
That it is a rare jest-book—a real care-killer— 
But it turns out the MS. of poor Joseph Miller. 
With my two-pences, &c. 


There are many more evils, though not worth my 
stating, 

Which, to men in red vestments, are always re- 
lating. 

As for troubles, and trials, and plagues, there’s a 
host, 

And all of them spring from the Two-penny Post. 

With my two-pences, &c. 


GRIP SESH 


DE WAY TO BE MERRY IS NE’ER TO 
DO WRONG, 


AT Congo, where we are ever gay, 
Ada once dwell, heart free from sorrow, 
Where all live t’enjoy the present day, 
And no one tink of de next to-morrow ; 
Dere de loud laughing time he pass so quick-a, 
For dis be de burden of his song, 
He! he! he! he! as we dance de chicka; 
De way to be merry is ne’er to do wrong. 


From Congo, where I was sold a slave, 
I gulph down sighs to drown the sorrow, 
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And, though hoarsely roar the wind and wave, 
A brighter sky me see next to-morrow; 

Dere de sailor say, ‘‘ Make me happy so quick-a,” 
But dus I answer him loving song, 

He! he! he! he! as we dance the chicka, 
De way to be happy is ne’er to do wrong. 


Grief’s sometimes dumb, and sometimes wild, 
But, like man’s voice, it’s powerful clamour, 
While joys so sweet, him’s like a child, 
Him no speak plain, him only stammer ; 
So Mirth’s the merry little sprite me seek-a, 
For dis be de burden of his song, 
He! he! he! he! as we dance de chick a, 
De way to be merry is ne’er to do wrong. 


PPI P4IEAF 


MR. AND MRS. JOHN PREVOST. 
A DUET. 
Air— Pretty Peggy, of Derby, 0!” 
(James Smith.) 


He.—WHEN we first were man and wife, 
And you swore to love for life, 
We were quoted as a model—we were quite 
the show; 
Yes, we tete-a-tete were seen, 
Like King William and his Queen, 
Such a jewel of a wife was Mrs. John Pre- 
vost. 


She.—Aye, then I clove to thee, man, 
Like Baucis to Philemon ; 
Now, if I go to Brighton, you’re at Bath, 
I know: 
Like the pair, who tell the weather, 
We are never out together, 
One at home, and t’other gadding, Mr, John 
Prevost. 


He.-—If a lion’s to be seen, 
Old Blucher—Mr. Kean, 
You order out the carriage, and away you 


£0, 
With that gossip, Mrs. Jones, 
How you rattle o’er the stones ; 
You’ve no mercy on the horses, Mrs. John 
Prevost. 


She.—With Madeira, Port, and Sherry, 
When you make what you call merry, 
And sit in seuce sadness—are you sober ?— 
No 
With that horrid Major Rock, 
It is always twelve o’clock, 
Ere you tumble up to coffee, Mr. John Pre- 
vost. 


Both.—Our vicar, Doctor Jervis, 
When he read the marriage service, 
United us for better and for worse, heigh ho! 
That the worse may turn to better, 
Since we cannot break the fetter, 
Mr. 


Let us say no more about it, ; Mrs vane es 


voOste 


HE WILL RETURN! 
Air— When War’s Alarms.” 
(Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson.) 


HE will return! oh! never doubt thy lover, 
With glowing bosom he’ll return to thee ; 
Soon as the cares of busy day are over, 
Beneath thy lattice-grate his form thou'lt see! 
The day was made for slavery and sorrow, 
And ’tis in hours of silence and repose, 
When weary wretches dream upon the morrow, 
That hearts like ours should meet, to breathe 
their secret woes ! 
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See! now the beams of ruddy morning shining, 
Warn his reluctant feet from thee to part; 

But when in western skies yon orb’s declining, 
Again he’ll press thee to his bleeding heart! 

He will return! oh! never doubt thy lover, 
Soon as the golden stars of eve appear 5 

When all the toils of busy day are over, 
Beneath thy lattice-grate his voice shall greet 

thy listening ear! 


PPI PE OL ID? 


ALAS! THE BATTLE’S LOST AND WON. 
( Dibdin. ) 
Aas! the battle’s lost and won, 
Dick Flint’s borne off the field 
By Death, from whom the stoutest run, 
Who makes whole armies yield! 
Dick well in honour’s footsteps trod, 
Braved war and its alarms; 
Now Death beneath the humble sod 
Has grounded his arms! 


Dick’s marched before us on a route, 
Where every soldier’s sent, 

His fire is dead, his courage out, 
His ammunition spent 5 

His form so active now’s a clod, 
His grace no lenger charms ; 

For Death beneath the humble sod 
Has grounded his arms. 


Come, fire a volley o’er his grave, 
Dead marches let us beat 5 

War’s honours well become the brave, 
Who sound their last retreat, 

All must obey Fate’s awful nod, 
Whom life this moment warms ; 

Death, soon or late, beneath the sod 
Will ground the soldier’s arms. 


Ae ee 


OH! STRIKE THE HARP. 
A CHORUS. 
(G. Macfarren.) 
[Music, Goulding & Co, Soho-Square. | 


OH! strike the harp,—oh! strike the harp! 
The joyous strain prolong. 
Through Toscar’s halls; 
And Toscar’s walls 
Shall echo still the song. 


Fill, fill the votive goblet high 
And weave it round with flowers— 
The bridal wreath shall never die, 
That bathes in rosy showers. 


All hail to Caledonia’s king! 
Hail, Oscar, Scotland’s pride! 

Join every tuneful lip and string 
To hail the hero’s bride. 


Sure ne’er to worth, 
Or charms on earth, 
Did higher praise belong. 
Then, strike the harp !—oh, strike the harp ! 
And tune the bridal song. 


PEL LP ILS 


THE MOONBEAMS RIPPLE IN THE 
WAVE. 


Air—“ The Topsails shiver in the Wind.” 
(James Bruton.) 


THE woonbeams ripple in the wave, 
That gurgle round my bark, 
The sighing winds now softly rave 
5 o ‘ y > 
And all around is dark ; 
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Farewell, loved land! my heart adores ! 
Thy soil I quit for other shores. 


My weeping love, pray, dry those tears, 
That trickle down each cheek ; 
Be hushed those sighs, be calm those fears, 
A breaking heart, that speak 
Adieu, loved maid! peace with thee dwell, 
Thy arms I quit awhile, farewell! 


Thy love shall solace me afar, 
When on the raging main; 
And, like a beauteous beaming star, 
Shall guide me home again. 
Farewell, loved land! loved maid, adicu! 
Ere long again, I come to you. 


Or if, perchance, it be my doom, 
When on the distant surge, 
Beneath its wave to find a tomb, 
Where wild winds tune my dirge 5 
Yet, weep not then, my only love, 
For we shall meet again above. 


Thus said the youth, with eager haste, 
From her mad grasp. he sprung 5 
And quickly o’er the water’s waste, 

His bark was borne along. 
All there was still, save the rude breeze 
That swept along the swelling seas. 


But soon, where distant billows rave, 
His bark was wrecked, ’tis said ; 
And he,:beneath the briny wave, 
Now slumbers with the dead ; 
And she, the poor heart-broken maid, 
Soon ’neath the turf, in peace, was laid. 


POPP OPPO? 


THE HERO WILL MARRY HIS DEAR. 
( Upton.) 


“* CoME, Bully, sweet Bully, and pipe me the 
song,” 
Said Ella, “ you learnt t’other day ; ” 
The bullfinch looked willing, and ere it was long, 
Thus carolled his love-ditty lay ; 
“* He’s gone to the wars, but his heart is not 
there, 
The maiden he loves keeps it here ; 
He’s gone to the wars, for his sword to declare, 
The hero will marry his dear! ” 


‘‘ Come, Bully, sweet Bully, give over,” she 
cried, 
«¢ T’l] list to your ditty no more ; 
I cannot, no, dare not,’’—then wistfully sighed, 
Which Bully mistook for ‘ encore!” 
«‘ He’s gone to the wars, to the wars,” said the 
bird, 
But the maiden he fights for is here! 
He’s gone to the battle, to prove by his sword, 
The hero will marry his dear! ” 


GELEVGILD 


THE MASON’S VIRTUES. 


HAIL! to the order first endowed on earth, 
Blest in creation from its earliest birth : 

Yes, the great badge, in humble pride we wear, 
Type of our mystic arts and character. 


We prize the social virtues of the mind, 
Shown in a brother’s love to all mankind ; 
With hospitality we cheer each guest, 

And pity,—comfort yield to the distrest. 

Zeal for our king and for our country’s cause, 
To check the bad, and gain virtuous applause : 
If these are principles deserving fame, 

Let honour then bedeck the mason’s name, 


SLE LLO? 
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GIVE ME LOVE, AND GIVE ME WINE. 
(Dibdin.) 


WINE the human soul inspires, 
And kindles all its generous fires ; 
With ardour wings the lover’s sighs, 
And shines resistless in his eyes: 
Give me, then, the stream divine, 
Give me love, and give me wine. 


The delicate tints of the beet-root could never 
Compare with her cheeks, when I’d say the 
word ‘* Bride!” 
Thus we lovingly lived, until, sick with a fever, 
She brought me two boys, mind, before that she 
died. 
But, och! ah, mavrone!—Fate’s jaws gave an un- 
kind gripe 
To each of my childer; but grieving’s all stuff, 
For one suddenly died with a creak in his wind- 












Sober mortals, cease to prate, 

Wine alone can friends create ; 

Joining liberal soul to soul, 

Friendship hails the nectared bowl ! 
Give me, then, &c. 


ipe 
And a voyage for life trots the youngest O’Muff! 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Now, thinks I, it’s all froth to give way to vexa- 


Wi t pl boast Nae 
ain iron abe Gh een tee Aon For death kills a man when brought on by de- 
Happy he who drinks the most ; spair ; 


He can Fortune’s malice dare, 
He defies the frown of Care. 
Give me, then, &c. 


? 
And then, only think, what a mortification, 
To see at one’s wake how the devils all fare. 
Then, och! ah, mavrone! crack your jawbones 
with laughter, 


ete. al We'll live all our lives, unless fortune goes 
; rough 5 

SONG OF SAUL BEFORE THE BATTLE. | And let him that dies first, like a man, come back 
A HEBREW MELODY. after, 


And tell how he likes it to Mr. O’Muff. 

(Lord Byron.) Tol de rol Jol, &c. 

WARRIORS and chiefs! should the shaft or the 
sword 

Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord ; 

Heed not the corse, though a king’s in your path, 

Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath. 


OIL PIPPI? 


THE SHIPWRECKED SAILOR-BOY. 


Air—“* The Beggar Girl.” 


OVER the ocean and cver the land, | 
I’m a sailor-boy, shipwrecked, now wand’ring 


Thou, who art bearing my buckler and bow, 
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the 


foe, for bread ; 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet, Faint with hunger and walking, [ scarcely can 
Mine be the doom which they dare not to meet. stand, 


Unless I’ve some food, I soon shall be dead. 
My fond and loved parents no more shall I see, 

| Unless you, kind gentlefolks, something bestow ; 

| O let me lie down at the foot of this tree, 

Dear friends of humanity, pity my wo. 


Farewell to others, but never we part, 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart ; 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 
Or kingly the death which awaits us to day! 
eerorere I’ve been in your battles, and fought for you all, 
And glad would have died, my country to save ; 
Then let me not perish, as surely [ shall, 
Unless some relief I quickly can have. 
My fond and loved parents, &c. 


MR. O’MUFF’S FAMILY MISFORTUNES. 
Air—‘* Our Prince’s Day.” 
Mr. MicHAEL O’MUFF, by his trade and profes- 
sion, 
Was brought up a labouring pavier’s head man; 
And his wife was my mother,—so, by this confes- 


That you, all the comforts of life might enjoy, 
My parents I left broken-hearted at home ; 
Braved the dangers at sea, though a poor sailor- 


. boy, 
Vewee } fath - Who, in tatters and barefoot, a beggar’s become, 
TR POE EY ALBEE 28>) ROMs at ey OU My fond and loved parents, &c. 


But, och! ah, mavrone! when they died what a 
shock I got, 
Every ha’porth was mine snug enough— 
A rammer—two wigs—a blind cat, and a mustard-~ 


O save me but now, that home I may go, 

My heart-broken parents once more to rejoice ; 
Could I see them again, I’d forget all my wo, 
And pray for you all with gratitude’s voice. 
The sailor-boy’s sorrow, fatigue, want, and pain, 
May you, my kind gentlefolks, never once know, 
But happy and prosperous ever remain, 

Dear friends of humanity, pity my wo. 


pot 
Fell to the fortunes of Mr. O’Muff! 
Sing tol de rol lol, may St. Pat give us grace, ~ 
To sing hubaboo whack ! till you’re black in the 
ace, 


PIGI PIG FL 


Now as man by himself ’s apt to fancy he’s lonely, | 
I takes me a female young girl for my wife ; 
And I swore, faith and troth, I’d be true to her 
only, 
As long as I lived—that was, during my life. 
And, och! ah, mavrone! let the poor soul, though 
dead and gone, 
Spake but her mind, and you’ll see, clear enough, 
That I worshipped the ground, or the basket she’d 
Squat upon, 
Och, oh! what an angel was Mistress O’Maff. 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 


THE JOLLY JEW. 
Air~ ** Chip Chow.” 


THEY call me Smouchey Abrahams, and say I am 
a Jew, 

Vell, let ’em say the thing again, I know it’s very 
true 3 

But, though I am an Israelite, there’s von thing 
that I know, 

Perhaps I’m better than some folks that drives 

through Rotten-row ; 
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i cries my clothes about the street to gain an ho- 
hest penny, 

And then on Sabbath I can dress much better, 
sirs, than many. 


SPOKEN.] O, yes; for why? I always makes 
the best of a good bargain, and the most of a bad 
one. It was but t’other night a lawyer’s clerk 
came and sold me a counsellor’s gown for five 
shillings, about six o’clock,; when, just as the 
clock struck eight by Aldgate-church, I sold it to 
his master for five-and-twenty. I didn’t believe 
the thing was stolen, but I was so glad to do the 
Jawyer, that I went into Howard’s Coffec-house,— 
sat three hours,—spent ninepence, and went home 
as merry as a mountebank, singing 


Clo, clo, old or new, 

In singing, I am merry, too: 
Clo, clo, old or new, 

J’m called the Jolly Jew. 


I’ve been all rounds, from east to west, 
And carried on my trades ; 
Through life ’ve always done my best, 
With widows, wives, and maids. 
When young, I sold Bath cakes and toys, and did 
my best to please ye, 
Then dressed myself, and spent the night at some 
gay free and casy. 


_SPOKEN.] I was called the pink of harmonists, 
and was always taken for Braham. How I used 
to come, “‘ No more by sorrow chased my heart ;” 
though I could never sing, ‘‘ Scots wha ha vy 
Vallace bled.” And, then, as for ‘* Kalvin 
Grove,” that didn’t come out as new till I got into 
the old clothes line ; so I learnt the piano-forte; 
and, when I knew they couldn’t do without me, I 
never went near em: but one night, when I was 
very ill, I went to the Globes, in Fleet-street, and 
sang ‘* All’s well” with young Benjamins: but the 
people’s had no taste ; and when they hissed me, 
I sold my box of music, and, before they gave me 
the bag, I took up my own, and sang 


Clo, clo, old or new, &c. 


So now I sticks unto my bag, and never sings, d’ye 


know, 
Unless it is my song of profits, which I calls old 
clo. 
I’m making money very fast ;—I’m trying more to 
gain, 


And I am called the marchantman all down 
each court and lane. 
I’ve got a wife and nine small babes, who all have 
got their shops, 
And deals in trinkets, lozenges, small books, 
and lollypops. 


SPOKEN.} Dey all comes home of a night toge- 
ther; and, when my wife is among us, it would 
do your hearts good to see us cast up our accounts. 
Dere’s Lipey, he is given a little to cheating. 
Nathan would be very clever, but he has fractured 
his skull. Rachael is too fat to walk far; and 
Betsy too thin to sell fried fish. Moses might sell 
a great many cucumbers, but he swears he will be 
a tailor; and Hbenezer wo’n’t go out with a basket, 
because the girls all admires his pretty counte- 
nance, and the boys calls him an ass : and, as for 
the rest of my family, they are either lame or lazy, 
and so one party is obliged to be always doing 
business for the rest of the other party, while I 
sing 

Clo, clo, old or new, &c. 


CIF LPLDP 
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WHEN WILL THIS LONG WEARY 
DAY HAVE AN END. 


(Edmund Spencer, 1595.) 


Au! when will this long weary day have an end, 
And lend me leave to come unto my love? 

How slowly do the hours their numbers spend! 
How slowly does sad Time his feathers move ! 

Haste thee, O fairest plane:, to thy home, 

Within the western foam ; ; 

Thy tired steeds, long since, have need of rest. 
Long though it be, at last, { see it gloom, 

And the bright evening star, with golden crest, 

Appear out of the east. 

Fair child of beauty! glorious lamp of love! 
That all the host of heaven in ranks doth lead, 
And guidest lovers through the night’s dread ; 

How cheerfully thou lookest from above, 
And seemest to laugh atween thy twinkling light, 
As joying in the sight 

Of these glad many, which for joy do sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echoes 

ring. 


AH! 


OPPO IL IF 


AWAKE, YE DROWSY SWAINS, AWAKE, 


AWAKE! ye drowsy swains, awake! 
Behold the beauteous morning break 5 
Aurora’s mantle gray appears, 

And harmony salutes the ears. 


The lark has soared a wondrous height, 
And, warbling, wings her airy flight ; 
The birds, soft-brooding o’er their nests, 
Instruct their young from tuneful breasts. 


A thousand beauties fill the plains ; 
Each twig affords melodious strains ; 
Through every eastern tree and bush, 
The virgin-day appears to blush. 


Already Damon, with his crook, 

Attends his flock at yonder brook ; 

The charming Phillis by his side, 

Of all the nymphs, tke shepherd’s pride. 


Unhappy sluggards, in their beds, 

With parched throats and aching heads 5 
Have shut out day, and all its bliss, 

To revel in a strumpet’s kiss. 


While rural swains enjoy the morn, 
And laugh at ev’ry courtier’s scorn, 
Nor envy their voluptuous way, 

But, while they sleep, enjoy the day. 


GRPOLOLEP? 


BLESS OUR NOBLE MASTER. 
(G. Colman.) 


NEAR these rugged towers, 
Where the tempest lowers, 
Sixteen years in sorrow I wandered wild ; 
Parents had left me ; 
Death soon of them bereft me : 
Wo’s me! I wailed them, an orphan child. 


CHORUS. 
Bless our noble master ! 
Keep him from disaster ‘ 
Twango dillo dang,—twango dillo dee. 


Lucky was that chasing, 

When, the wild boar facing, 
Our bold baron’s life was saved by me. 

With gifts he graced me, 

Near to his person placed me ; 
Me! a poor peasant of low degree. 


Bless our noble master, &c. 
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All my sorrows over, 
Here I live in clover ; 
Nothing here can hurt,—no foe assail ; 
This roof to enter, 
No enemy can venture, 
No rash intruder these walls can scale. 
Bless our noble master, &c. 


But beware to wander 
O’er the mountain yonder ; 


Death is round the lake whence this morn I came, 


One there did snatch me, 
From fiends who would despatch me; 
Edmund Fitzallan is his name. 
Bless our noble master, &c. 


PPIF LR LR 


BILL AND COO, AS EVE AND ADAM 
DID BEFORE US. 


A DUET. 
(I. R. Planche. ) 
[ Music, Baron Weber. ] 


He. ON the banks of sweet Garonne, 

1 was born one fine spring morning. 
Soon as I could run alone, 

Kicks, and cuffs, and tumbles scorning, 
Shirking labour, loving fun, 

Swigging wine, and hating water, 
Fighting every neighbour’s son, 

And hissing ev’ry neizhbour’s daughter, 
Oh! how fast the days have flown 
On the banks of sweet Garonne ! 


She. On the waves of Bund-emir 

First I saw the day-beam quiver ; 
There I wandered, year by year, 

On the banks of that fair river ; 
Roaming with my roaming race, 

Wheresoe’er the date-tree lured them ; 
Or a greener resting-place, 

Pasture for their flocks insured them, 
Never knew I grief or fear 
On the banks of Bund-emir! 


He. Times have altered, mistress mine! 


She. Fled is Fortune’s summer weather. 
We are slaves 


He. Yet why repine, 
While, my dear, we’re slaves together ! 
Let’s be merry as we’re true, 
Love our song, and Joy the chorus, 
Dig and delve, and bill and coo, 
As Eve and Adam did before us. 


Let’s be merry, &c. 





Both. 


CPIP FPO? 


THE SOLDIER’S KNELL. 
(R. Morley.) 


HARK! the drum now beats to arms, 
The word is given to form the line ; 
The soldier’s breast with ardour burns, 
All fear of death he nobly spurns, 
Resolyed in gallant deeds to shine, 
Though bombs and shells 
Are soldiers’ knells, 
He boldly fights 
For England’s rights, 
And swears for king and home he’II die, 
Or nobly gain the victory ' 


Now, in the midst of fire and smoke, 
Ele rushes on the mighty foe ; 


The brazen trumpet fires his soul, 
When cannons their dread thunder roll 
He deals out death at ev’ry blow. 
Though bombs and shells 
Arc soldiers’ knells, 
He boldly fights 
For England’s rights ; 
But, hark! the battle’s won! I'll fly, 
And loud proclaim the victory ! 


GOLLPEL IF 


SADLER’S WELLS; 
OR, A CHAPTER OF MANAGERS. 


Air—* Chapter of Kings.”’—(T. Dibdin.) 


You ask for a song, and my muse it now dwells 

On a short but true hist’ry of famed Sadler’s 
Wells; 

What kings bore the sceptre, what monarchs held 
sway, 

Since the days when old Sadler himself led the 
way. ; 

And, barring all pother, both one and 
the other 

Shall now learn who governed in turn. 


(Uertain Monks, we are told, for their shocking 
misdeeds, 
Went, from Clerkenwell, thither to count o’er 
their beads ; 
Then, in process of time, sucking beaux, infant 
belles, 
Went to take their souchong and hot rolls at the 
Wells. 
Then, barring all pother, bath one and 
the other 
Went to the tea-gardens in turn. 


Then Rosomon arose, and extended its fame, 
Rope-dancers from France and from Italy came; 
Burlettas succeeded, and well, I opine, 
Pleased the cits in the pit as they tossed off their 
wine. 
So, barring all pother, the one and 
the other 
Succeeded to govern in turn. 


Tom King next appeared, and most mildly, all 
own, 
Swayed the sceptre, and graced with his wisdom 
the throne 3 
By all parties beloved, by his foes e’en admired, 
The vet’ran, ’midst plaudits and honours, retired. 
And, barring all pother, not one or 
the other 
Has governed much better in turn. 


Dick Wroughton came next, and, without saying 
grace, 

Of actors imported a four-footed race, 

Who brought their own music, their wardrobe, 


and togs, : 
An active young troop of the French dancing- 
dogs. 
And, barring all pother, yet, somehow 


or other, 
They certainly drew in their turn. 


Stone-eaters and jugglers, of monstrous renown, 
With la belle Espagnol, next attracted the town. 
Next year, hell broke loose, war and mutiny 
raged, 
For the Great Little Devil himself was engaged. 
And, barring all pother, my friend, 
Paulo’s mother, 
And Lucifer, drew in their turn. 


With young Satan, for seasons, none e’er dared 
to cope, 
Such wonders he nightly performed on the rope ; 
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‘ill Richer appeared, like a comet so bright, 
When His Highness the Devil sought refuge in 
flight. 
And, barring all pother, not one or 
the other 
Has danced half so well in his turn. 


But who was the next in the manager’s shoes ? 
Be tender, dear sir, it was careful old Hughes ; 
But, peace to his soul, for it long since has fled, 
Good only, we know, should be spoke of the dead. 
Yet, barring all pother, ’tween one and 
the other, 
Dick long ruled the stage in his turn. 


Attraction was wanted, the town to engage, 
So they emptied the river, it seems, on the stage ; 
The house overflowed, and became quite the ton, 
And the Wells, for some seasons, went swim- 
mingly on. 
So, barring all pother, they, somehow 
or other, 
For seasons went swimmingly on. 


That merry wag, Dibdin, then, next ruled the 
roast, 
Who the family genius and talent might boast , 
Of frolic and fun Nature furnished a stock, 
And, truly, a chip he was of the old block. 
For, barring all pother, not one or 
the other 
Has managed much better in turn. 


Charles, in council, adopted their ancestors’ plan, 
Allowing a pint of old port to each man; 
Bat, not like their ancestors, (morals were 
shrunk, ) 
Modern dandies each night in the boxes got drunk. 
And, barring all pother, each ma- 
nager-brother, 
Like the audience, got drunk in their 
turn. 


Next Joey Grim. came, though a host in himself, 
He couldn’t make head ’gainst the time’s want of 
pelf ; 
And Howard Payne tried, but his reign was cut 
short, 
For management wasn’t at all Yankee’s forte. 
Yet, barring all pother, both one and 
the other 
Theatrical kings were in turn. 


ilext Egerton rose, and dispelled the mist, 
Determined fresh troops with the old to enlist ; 
Who approved, one and all, when he epened his 
plan, 
Ana swore they would triumph or fall to a man. 
So, barring all pother, suecess to our 
brother, 
He’ll wish us success in return. 


Tom Dibdin now governs, success to his reign, 
And may he of his troops have no cause to com- 
plain ; 
May each season conclude thus serenely and calm, 
And the Wells from all Minors yet bear off the 
alm. 
Then, barring all pother, each true 
and tried brother 
Will hail every Easter’s return. 


PL IL IGP? 


ONE KISS, ERE I BID THEE GOOD 
NIGHT, LOVE! 


(Jesse Hammond.) 


ALL hushed is the voice of the village, 
And silence reigns over the plain; 
Deserted the toil and the tillage, 
And sunk in soft slumber each swain ; 
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The sun has long taken his flight, love, 

The moon has just soared to her height, lovey 
Then grant a last kiss, 
So burdened with bliss, 

One kiss, ere I bid thee good night, love! 


The star of the morn, like thy beauty, 
Will fade from my sight when ’tis day, 
And the. mandate—stern mandate of duty, 
May call me for ever away ; 
Then, now the chaste moon’s at her height, love 
Inspired by her beautiful light, love, 
Oh! grant a last kiss, 
So burdened with bliss, 
One kiss, ere I bid thee good night, love! 


PPP P LIS F- 


A WIFE IN GLASS SHOES! HEAVEN 
SEND IT! 


(C. Dibdin.) 


PRETTY maids, who no husbands have had, 

But in hopes of good matches have tarried 5 
The prince has gone stark staring mad, 

And, to tame himself, wants to get married ; 
A beauty, unknown, stole his wits, 

To get her, at nothing he’ll stop ; 
And for her, whom this glass slipper fits, 

He’d give all the shoes in his shop. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Each lass, who this slipper shall view, 

And in good fortune’s way would be put, 
Before that she can buckle-to, 

Must let him get the length of her foot ; 
She it fits to the prince will be tacked, 

A wife in glass shoes! heaven send it! 
For, if her understanding gets cracked, 

The glazier will easily mend it. 

Tol de rol, &c. 


But, to find ont this damsel is hard, 
All triais of measurement fail ; 
Some feet are too long by a yard, 
And others too short by a nail ; 
If she’s lost who his heart off has carried, 
Despair is His Highness’s lot ; 
But, whether he hangs or get’s married, 
’T will end in the true-lovers’ knot. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Ye a ee 


TOSS OFF THE MIGHTY WINE. 
_ (Bryant.) 
LEY nought but joy be found, 
While the sparkling drink goes round. 
Let the song and toast, 
Be our proudest boast, 
While Bacchus, jolly god, is crowned. 


Let the jovial god be seen, 
With love’s enchanting queen ; 
And their lips divine 
Taste the crusted wine, 
And enjoy the festive scene. 
Then, at the goblet’s shrine, 
We'll never sink or pine ; 
But pass the glass 
To each favourite lass, 
And toss off the mighty wine. 


OLA LIL AT 


THE HUNTSMAN’S WIFE, 
OR, THE SWEETS OF TALLY-HO! 
( Dibdin. ) 
WITH hound and horn, each rosy morn, 
Let bucks a-hunting go; 
While all my fancy dwells with Nancy, 
And her sweet tally-ho! 
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Was she my wife, how sweet this life, 
In station high or low; 

’Midst war’s alarms, her music charms, 
So sweet her tally-ho! 


On heath or warrea, though e’er so barren, 
With her ’twould fruitful grow, 

Make violets spring, fresh verdure bring, 
When she sings tally-ho! 


The stag flies o’er the plain so fleet, 
The hunters after go; 

No more they’d run, their sport be done, 
If she sung tally-ho! 


The music of her voice, I’m sure, 
Would charm poor renard’s wo ; 

The chase would cease, and all be peace, 
If she sung tally-ho! 


Let’s toast her health, so free, my boys, 
?Ere home that we do go; 

On May-day seen, my girl is queen, 
When she sings tally-ho! 


POPOL PIPL 


ON THE BILLOWS AS WE ROLL; 
OR, CROSSING THE LINE. 


A GLEE, 
(Bryant. ) 
ON the billows as we roll, 
Banish every sorrow 3; 
Mirth shall reign in ev’ry soul, 
And true joy we’ll borrow. 
uaughing, quaffing, all the day, 
Cans of grog we’re tossing 3 
Blow, ye winds, blow hard, we say, 
Until the line we’re crossing. 


Now, prepare—let Neptune come,— 
We defy all weathers ; 
Let’s quickly sound the fife and drum, 
And sport the tar and feathers. 
Laughing, quaffing, &c. 


Let us give the lubbers due, 
Boys, we’ll soon delight ye 5 
Uhere’s the Equinox in view, 
With the God and Amphitrite. 
Laughing, quafling, &c. 


PPP IS IFC FL 


THE LIFE OF THE FANCY. 
Air—“ Pleasures of Brighton.””—( Moncrieff. ) 


THEY may talk of the pleasure of concert and 
ball, 
But in these I no sort of fun can see 3 
For who can compare the loud Opera squall, 
Or a trip down a dance, to the real trip and fall 
You receive from a lad of the fancy : 
If you’d quit plodding dullness, and true life would 
dash on, 
The Fives’ Court—dear Fives’ Court—is always the 
fashion ; 
Like lawyers, their arguments come pat and glib 
in, 
But, instead of cross-questions—cross-buttocks and 
fibbing, 
Oh: this is the life of the fancy. 


SPOKEN.] Directly the Commissary’s on the 
ground, all is expectation and buzz—the ground’s 
roped in, and the rabble flogged out—hats thrown 
up in the ring, hands shaken; seconds, bottle- 
holders, and umpire, all ready—Kneel down there, 
in the front row—hats off. D—me, there they are 
at it.—T'wo to one my man draws first blood, says 
the butcher. My eye, says the baker, there’s a 
hit in the bread-basket.—Bravo, brayo—right and 
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left—d—me, but his head’s in chancery, cries a 
lawyer.—Bless me, cries a surveyor, he appears to 
have drawn his front railing, and closed up his day- 
lights, So much the better for him, he’ll have to 
pay no window-tax.—lI say, Vil, vat a vit, did you 
hear that ?—Shall I trouble yon, sir, to take your 
horse’s toe off my heel ?—Take care of your pockets, 
—Ulloa, young man, pray take your hand out of 


my pocket.—I ax your pardon, governor, but the — 


crowd was so great, I took your pocket for my own, 
—A rump and dozen the long one gives the first 
cross~buttock.—Done.— Done ; there he goes, with 
‘a back summerset over the ropes.—Why don’t you 
put the bottle to. his mouth ?—J can’t get it there, 
for his bottle-nose.—Time, time.—Oh! he’s got 
his belly-full—had enough—can’t come.—D—me! 
how down in the mouth he looks.—Well he may 
look down, when it’s all up with him. 


Then finished the battle, 
Away they all rattle ; 
The swell and the kiddy, 
For London make ready ; 
With grinning for winning, 
And walking and talking : 
Oh! this is the life of the faney. 


In his tandem, high-monnted, and snug, side by 
side, 
With his favourite Polly or Nancy, 
On the race-course at Newmarket taking a ride, 
While the knowing-ones envy him, this is the 
pride, 
And the joy of a lad of the fancy : 
Oh! who from the sports of the turf could re- 
frain, i 
Where the flats lose the money the knowing ones 
gain ; 
Where gaiety joined with equality cheers, 
Dukes jostle with dustmen—pickpockets with peers: 
Oh! this is the life of the fancy. 


SPOKEN.] Clear the course, there, don’t you 
hear the first bell?—clear the course.—Yes, but 
you needn’t clear off my pigeon-pie.—Oh! never 
mind, there’s plenty more pigeons here; birds of 
a feather, you know.—Bless me, they’re rather 
late to-day : will you inform me what’s o’clock, sir, 
if you please ?—Sir, with the greatest pleasure— 
devil burn me, but it’s gone. I’ve lost my elegant 
stop-watch.—Stop-watch, yes, but it didn’t stop 
with you.—I suspect that gentleman in white stock- 
ings is a black-leg.— Two to one the favourite 
against the field. —Who is the favourite ?—Miss 
O’Neil; she has topped Juliet and Belvidera, and 
proved herself equal to the best feats of Melpomene. 
—Hallo there, clear the course—all weighed and 
mounted—clear the course, ring the bell—off they 
go. 

Then hustle and bustle—hurry and skurry, 

Beating and cheating—swearing and tearing, 

Horses a-running— winners a-dunning, 

Jockeys are betting—money is getting : 

Oh! these are the joys of a lad of the fancy. 








GLP IPL OP? 


RECIPROCAL AFFECTION. 
Air—* The Castilian Maid.’’—(L. W. K.) 


On! I ne’er can forget the blush that o’erspread 
The roseate cheek of my Fanny, 

With the dimple, caused by the love-smile, as she 

said, 

She’d be mine, in preference to many! 

A rapture-fraught kiss I did imprint on her lip, 
As the seal of my faith on her vow! , 

Far short was my fancy, on the bliss I should 


sip, 
To that which I find realised now ! 


* 
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What can equal the joy of my heart, as with 
pride, 
I dandle the dear pledge of our love! 
Though with riches has Providence blessed us 
beside, 
Yet, more and more still comes from above! 
Oh! the joy-sigh preceding my Fanny’s sweet 
voice, 
As she owns how herself is so blest ! 
And with transport makes known the loved heart 
of her choice, 
Is a gem from the Green Isle of the West ! 


PLIO LL OF 


JERRY, THE COUNTRY DANDY. 
Air—** Amo amas.”—(Bryant.) 


My name is Jerry, 
I am merry, 

I come from London town, O! 
I was always fly, 

And never shy, 

And to every thing I’m down, O! 
Ranting, roaring, 

Girls adoring, 

Leering, jeering, randy ; 
Sparring, jarring, 
Hoaxing, coaxing, 

Jerry, the country dandy. 


At Fives’ Court, I 
Have blacked an eye ; 
Have often beat a Charley ; 
I have joined a mill, 
Have danced quadrille, 
And with Jarvies ne’er would parley. 
Ranting, roaring, &c. 


At Almack’s, know, 
I'd often go, 
In the West to have a feast, sirs ; 
And then, by way 
Of a lark, I’d stray 
To All-max in the East, sirs. 
Ranting, roaring, &c. 


But now I’m right, 
And bang up tight, 
So this I’ll be remarking,— 
I’m reformed, I own, 
My wild oats are sown, 
And now there’s an end of my larking. | 
Ranting, roaring, &c. 


GPP LLIP EL 


THE SON OF OLD SATURN, 
OR, THE POWERS OF SONG AND MUSIC. 


THE son of old Saturn was throned in state, 
The light of omnipotence sat on his brow, 
The termagant Juno was loud in debate, 
(As most scolding wives are who quarrel be- 
low. ) 
Though argument failed, 
Till now had she railed, 
Had not sounds of sweet concord her senses as- 
sailed ; 
For Melody, foe to the petulant throng, 
On wings of swift Echo repeated her song. 


The king of Olympus, well pleased to behold 
The features of Juno, so placid and mild, 
Sent Hermes to earth, upon pinions of gold, 

When Apollo stept forth, and, exultingly, 
smiled : 
Most mighty and high, 
Great god of the sky, 
Your winged-footed messenger need not to fly ; 
"Twas the chorus of harmony, warbled above, 
From mortals, regaling the daughters of Love, 
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Though my altars, at Delos, have mouldered 
away, 
That Fame once erected on c}ssical ground, 
Yet vot’ries below I can boast to this day, 
For in Albion’s famed kingdom my temples 
are found : 
Now these sons of earth, 
In festival mirth, 
Are attuning the lay to Wit, Beauty, and Worth ; 
Let their cities be crowned, then, with honour 
and wealth, 
Whilst her rivers shall flow from the fountain ot 
Health. 


Fair Venus, of laughter and fashion the queen, 
Declared she would guard Britain’s daughters 
below ; 
That the Graces with Beauty should ever be 
seen, 
And that Dian should shield it ‘rom Chastity’s 
foe : 
Then Mars, the mean while, 
Looked down with a smile, 
And protested that laurels should shadow the isle; 
Whilst Neptune proclaimed to each soft-blowing 
breeze 
That Britain, triumphant, should rule the wide 
seas. 


OPIPIGOIF 


A COMIC MEDLEY. 
(L. W. K.) 


VERY near the west end, though I mus% not tell 
where, 

A shoemaker married a maiden so fair, 

Who, a month after wedlock, ’tis true, I declz re, 

Fell in love with— 

A flaxen-headed cow-boy, 

As simple as may be, 

And next a merry ploughboy, 

Who— 

Kissed and prattled with fifty fair maids, 

And changed them as oft, d’ye see, 

But— 

Near Southwark-Bridge, on the Surrey sid>, 

Lived a widow, who much did lack— 

The gentlemen of England, 

That live at home in ease, 

Ah! how little do you think 

That— 

Love’s a plague by night and by day, 

When that post you run your skull— 

On this cold flinty rock— 

I sing, I sing, in jingling rhymes, sir, 

In praise of long-past, good old times, sir— 

When I was a boy, in my father’s mud edifice, 

‘Tender and bare as— 


| Roy’s wife, of Aldevaloch, 


Roy’s wife, of Aldevaloch, 
Wot ye how she cheated me— 
On the Lake of Killarney— 
While gazing on the moon’s | ght, 
A moment from her smile I turned, 
To look on— 
Four-and-twenty ladies, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty ladies, all of a row— 
Oh, what a row, what a rumpus, and a rioting 
There was— 
When frst in Lunnun [I arrived, 
On a visit, on a visit, 
When first in Lunnun f arrived— 
There was an ancient fair, and she loved-— 
The ghost of a grim scrag of mutton! 


PART II. 
Born at sea, and my cradle a frigate, 
The boatswain he nursed me, true blue ; 
I soon learned to fight, drink, and jig it; 
And quiz— 


284 


When ladies and gentlemen, without baulking, 
Could zo into Hyde-Parxk out a-walking, 
And there— 
As beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping— 
An old jack-daw and a young jack-daw— 
On Sunday got floored, in groggy plight, 
Monday, quite stale, took— 
The pleasures of bathing— 
Oh— 
Ye lovers, behold a poor maiden forlorn, 
But as pretty a creature as— 
H’er cracked a bottle or fathomed a bowl— 
In Hungerford-market— 
I peeped in the grand seraglio, 
Where the Turks keep their ladies so snugly, 0; 
The ladies there— 
Will you walk into my parlour, said a spider to— 
Old Mr. December, he lost his— — 
Oh dear, what can the matter be? 
Oh, gramachree, what can the matter be? 
Oh, blood and ouns— 
My lodging is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my fare— 
When roast beef was eaten off platters wooden, 
And nobody never dined— 
At the town of nate Clogheen— 
‘saw Norah, who soon understood— 
! was the boy for bewitching her— 
As down on Banna’s banks I strayed, 
One evening— 
Judy, all the while, got stout, 
And, after that, got— 
A regiment of Irish dragoons— 
While deeds of hell deface— 
A fond husband, after a conjugal strife— 
For, by way of a finish to this vile act, 
The lady (depend on’t) ’tis.a fact, 
Has brought him a boy, the image exact 
Of Walker, the two-penny postman ! 


GREP PELA 


THE SAILOR’S FAREWELL. 
(Upton. ) 


ADIEU to Old England, and thou, my sweet 
Mar 
Farewell, till kind peace bids thy sailor return ; 
Believe me, my heart, my fond heart, cannot 
vary, 
But constant to Mary, sweet Mary, will burn. 


Then, let not a sigh, not a sigh, love, escape 
thee, 
Nor a tear dim the crimson red-rose on thy 
cheek ; 
O, think on the cause, love, and fear will forsake 
thee, 
Tis honour, ’tis glory, thy Edward does seek ! 


I go, it is true, love, where cannons may rattle, 
And balls fly around me below and above; 
Yet, Mary, no danger can harm me in battle 
When fighting for England, for beauty, and 
love! 


Now, Fate, to thy keeping my girl I surrender, 
And haste to the fortune that waits me afar ; 
And oh, may each angel protect and defend her, 

Till again she’s embraced in the arms of her tar. 


But should it please heaven, as life is uncertain, 
To smite me in battle, and such things may be, 
Then, Mary, sweet Mary, on death draw the cur- 
tain, 
Wed a tar, some brave fellow, and love him for 
me. 


POF LELE 
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LOVE AND MIRTH CAN MAKE US WISE. 


PLEASURE, goddess all divine! 
Come, O come, my soul is thine ; 
Come, O come, with graceful air, 
Come, and drive away dull Care ; 
Care, that suits with sordid minds, 
Such as fear or av’rice binds, 
Selfish, sullen, human brutes, 
Those alone dull Care best suits, 


Bring with thee sweet dimpled Love, 
Cupid will with Pleasure rove ; 
Bacchus, too, must join the train ; 
Bacchus prompts the jocund strain. 
Merry Momus, too, appear ; 
Momus is a foe to Care; 

Let me, let me join the choir, 
Pleasure is my soul’s desire. 


1’]] with Bacchus toss the glass, 
And, with Cupid, toast my lass, 
Or with waggish Momus laugh ; 
Thus V1] live and thus Ill quaff; 
Hence with all your sober rules, 
Wretched pedants, prating fools ; 
Musty morals I despise, 

Love and mirth can make us wise. 


PIFELIOP? 


WILLY AND JEAN; 
OR, THE LOVERS OF CALEDONIA. 
Air— Captuin O’ Kaine.”’—-( Willison Glass.) 


By the green verdant banks of the clear winding 
Leven, 
Young Jeany did wander when twilight was 
gone, 
While the sigh of distress her white bosom was 
heaving, 
To pour out her sorrows unseen and alone. 
Her robes loosely hung, and her bosom was bare, ~ 
Her dark raven locks careless waved in the 
_ wind ; 
Her face it was lovely, though clouded with care, 
And her soul it was generous, loving, and kind. 


From her eyes, once so cheerful, the tears were 
descending, 
And sweet was her voice, though it warbled deep 
wo ; 
While the throes of keen anguish her heart-strings 
were rending, 
She told her sad tale to the winds that did 
blow. 
Why ventured my love o’er the waves? she did 
cry, 
In saneh of vain glory ’midst murderous war, 
And left me behind him in sorrow to sigh ? 
O! why from his Jean did he wander so far ? 


How oft have we strayed by the brook gently 
gliding, 
As blithe as the larks when they welcome the 
morn 3 
Alas! now in Egypt, perhaps, he lies bleeding, 
While friendless I wander, dejected, forlorn. 
But if he survive, if he ever return, 
And gladden with pleasure this sorrowful heart, 
My tears, then, shall cease, and no longer ll 
mourn, 
With rapture we’ll meet, and we never shall 
part. 


Though the wild waves of ocean now part us 
asunder, 
One sweet beam of comfort shall soften my 


pan, 
Still safe from the rage of fell war’s roaring thun- 
der, 
My love may return to my fond arms again. 
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— —But hark! a sad voice—’twas his father’s, she 
knew, 
Who seemed, like herself, of her fate to com- 
plain ; 
Attentive she listened, and near to him drew, 
And she tenderly asked the cause of his pain. 


Sad news, he exclaimed, is the cause of my 
mourning, 

My son sleeps in death on a far distant shore! 
With glory I thought to have seen him returning, 
But ah, well-a-day! I shall see him no more. 
Aghast stood the maid — Nature’s torrent re- 

coiled, 
Fond hope from her bosom for ever retired ; 
She shuddered—and staring, distracted and wild, 
Cried Willy !—oh, Willy !—then sunk and ex- 
pired. 


PPL OLEP? 


JOHN BULLE IN TOWN ; 
OR, BRITISH WOOL FOR EVER. 
Air—“* Madam Fig’s Gala.”’—( Emery.) 


I’LL sing you a bit of a song, 
To a very old tune I confess, sirs, 
However, I'll not keep you long, 
So, mayhap, you'll not like it the less, sirs ; 
I sing of the times which are odd, 
In our parts, as well as in London, 
And all the way up, as I rode, 
The cry was we’re all of us undone. 
Rum te oodiddy, oodiddy, rum te oodiddy, ri do. 
Rum te oodiddy, oodiddy, ri tol de rol, de ri do. 


The dearness of all things, they said, 

Was the cause of their fretting and wailing, 
Why, yes, says I, travelling’s too bad, 

But the coachman said, I wanted feeling ; 
The landlords chimed in with the rest, 
And said meat, drink, and wine, were so dear, 


Sirs ; 
But I’m sure of that joke they’d the best, 
As my pockets can prove very clear, sirs. 
Rum te ocdiddy, &c. 


In town here, I find it’s the case, 
For brass it wo’n’t go very far, sirs, 
But I’se so much in love with the place, 
Ill not mar the ship for the tar, sirs; 
Ill see all the sights as I roam, 
The Tower, the wax-work, and wenches, 
And, when the money’s all gone, I’l] go whoam, 
But, while it lasts, dang all expenses. 
Rum te oodiddy, &c. 


My days grow as fast as my wheats, 
My nights be as slow as the plough, sirs, 
I could pass all my time in the streets, 
In gaping at pictures and shows, sirs ; 
And lasses seem all of th’ same mind, 
For, go where ye will, ye see plenty, 
And then they’re so civil and kind, 
I’ve been spoke to, I dare say, by twenty. 
Rum te oodiddy, &c. 


Then I thought, just before I went back, 

I were like to see summat of dress, sirs, 
For at fashion I’d always a knack, 

Though that you may pratty well guess, sirs ; 
So I whips on my new Sunday coat, 

And in Bond-street I swaggered away, sirs, 
Where the bucks were all furred to the throat, 

Though a beautiful sun-shiny day, sirs. 

Rum te oodiddy, &c. 


The ladies, too, they looked so comely, 
Lord love ’em, they’d no pride at all, sirs, 
For they wore their red cloaks just as homely, 
As mother to market rides Ball, sirs. 


Disdaining to wear muffs and teppets, 
Those furbelows certainly once neat, 
They’ve given up them flappity flippets, 
To warm the poor beaux in Bond-street. 
Rum te oodiddy, &c. 


Some blades about town, I’ve heard say, 

All their fortunes oft wear on their back, sirs, 
And it’s possible, too, that they may, 

While wool fetches so much a pack, sirs ; 
A coat you can’t get, if you’re nice, 
_ Under five or six pounds, fit to wear, sirs, 
But afore I'd buy one at that price, 

I'll be shot if I wou’dn’t go bare, sirs. 

Rum te oodiddy, &c. 


GILLI POP 


THEN, FARE THEE WELL, MY OWN 
DEAR LOVE. 


(T. Moore. ) 


THEN, fare thee well, my own dear love, 
This world has now for us 
No greater grief, no pain above, 
The pain of parting thus, 
Dear love! 
The pain of parting thus. 
Had we but known, since first we met, 
Some few short hours of bliss, 
We might, in numb’ring them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, 
Dear love! 
The deep, deep pain of this! 


But, no; alas! we have never seen 
One ylimpse of pleasure’s ray, 
But still there came some cloud between, 
And chased it all away, 
Dear love! 
And chased it all away. 


Yet e’en could those sad moments last, 
Far dearer to my heart, 
Were hours of grief together past, 
Than years of mirth apart, 
Dear love! 
Than years of mirth apart. 


Farewell, our hope was born in fears, 
And nursed ’mid vain regrets ; 
Like winter suns, it rose in tears, 
Like them, in tears it sets, 
Dear love! 
Like them, in tears it sets. 


POLI PILI 


PAPA, KID, DOG, AND CHICK, ADIEU: 
(O'Keefe. ) 


My father’s house is clean and nice, 
My little garden paradise ; 
My chamber decked with trinkums fine, 
The window spread with jessamine. 
I have a blackbird gay, 
Ch! he’s a pretty fellow, 
He whistles sweet and mellow, 
The live-long day. 

My playful kid, for handsome pets I’ve many, 
My wanton, bounding, frisking Nanny, 
Next my fav’rite cow ; 

Yet I love none half so well 

As my Charley’s gift, my dear Fidel, 
My little bow-wow! 

Haste, gentle lover, now for you, 

Papa, kid, dog, and chick, adieu ! 


In town I'll be, my glass can tell, 

A monstrous flaming married belle ; 
The foremost in all gamesome bouts, 
At operas, plays, and balls, and routs, 
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All in my plumage fine : 

Around me smarts shall flutter, 

About me what a clutter! 
«© She’s all divine!” 

They sing, they dance; to please me how they 

caper ! 

Whilst rivals challenge, huff and vapour, 

As birds, all welcome here to woo 5 

For Charley’s sake begone, cuckoo, 

Ill ne’er create my spousy’s shame, ~ 

To singe my wings around the flame. 


GLEE LL LOL 


RATTLING JACK. 
Air “ Jack’s the Lad.”’—(Lawier. ) 


AVAST, no flat you’ll find in me, 
I’m Rattling Jack, just come from sea, 
The shiners now [I flash, 
And down Wapping cut a dash, 
; All ripe for fun and jollity. 
Now merrily I push about the grog, 
And treat the girls, like a jolly dog, 
Or Poll I take in tow, 
And to the Royalty we go, 
For Rattling Jack’s on shore, d’ye see. 
With my tol de rol, de rol, &c. 


My cash I'll freely spend on shore, 
For, d—me! I can fight for more, 
Ram shot, or sponge the gun, 
Till the foe they strike or run, 
For a battle’s glorious fun, d’ye see, 
On deck, or ordered up aloft, 
I takes my duty, hard or soft, 
Whatever wind may blow, 
Vl work and sing yo, ho! 
For Rattling Jack’s at home at sea. 
With my tol de rol, de rol, &c. 


With Poll, when J am under weigh, 
Down Wapping, or Ratcliffe-Highway, 
So stylish, I declare, 
We make the people stare, 
None does it like my Poll and me ; 
Then, while the reck’ning I ean pay, 
The grog shall flow, and the fiddle play, 
Hornpipe, jig, or reel, 
I’ll come it toe and heel, 
For Rattling Jack’s on shore, d’ye see. 
With my tol de rol, de ro!, &c. 


PBI LL LOE? 


FAREWELL TO THE DAMP BOG, WHERE 
FIRST I EAT PAP. 


Air—“ Grana Wail.”’—( O’Brien.) 


FAREWELL to the damp bog, where first I eat pap, 

From an old wooden spoon, in my marmmy’s own 
lap. : 

Farewell to the praty, salt herring, and point, 

And farewell to Easter and Christmas’s joint. 


Since, Erin, I left you, my stomach feels pain, 
And will till I live on the same fare again. 

O! yes, I'll return, and drink away care, 

And sport my shellelagh at market and fair. 


Then, Judy, sweet honey, as sour as a crab, 

Will scold me, and coax me, and tip me her gab; 

Round my neck her big arms, she’ll swear she is 
true; 

She’ll ax me to treat her, and that I will do. 


I’ll give her strong whisky, shubeen, and strong 


ale, 
The landlord will chalk it to Patrick O’Neil. 
When drunk, she will sleep sound, I’m off while 
it’s day, 
And Judy, for sartin, must double chalk pay. 
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My plan being settled, for Ireland I went; 

For there 1’ll get money, as todder is spent. 

For Heartpool I scamped it, I mean Liverpool, 
Where, backward and forward, pass many a fool. 


A thin board it parted me from the big deep, 

Though frightened and sick, too, I had a nate 
sleep. 

I snored like a sow-bore, and so did the wind, 

I little thought drowning would e’er be my end. 


The mad waves they jumped, now, as high as the 
moon, 

And I jumped, my honey, to the bottom too soon. 

His honour, big Neptune, cried, here you sha’n’t 
stay, 

With his pitchfork he tipt me into Dublin bay. 


A spalpeen there axed me, from whence did you 
pop? 

Says I, my dear joy, will you fetch us a drop? 

If you wish to know, I come out of the sea, 

A merman! shouts todder, and then ran away. 


I soon left the mud for my darling Rathkeal, 

Where young and old welcomed. lost Patrick 
O'Neil. 

And, sure, they would treat me, I loved a full pot, 

I’d drink with the d——1, if he’d pay the shot. 


Now I am married, no more shall I roam; 

My wife was in debt, so she got me a home. 

I was saved from the bottom to rot in a jail, 
Neither rent, tithe, nortaxes, pays Patrick O’Neil. 





POL ELIS LH 


FOR TENDERNESS FRAMED IN LIFE’S 
EARLIEST DAY. 


(General Burgoyne.) 


For tenderness framed in life’s earliest day, 
A parent’s soft sorrows to mine led the way ; 
The lesson of pity was caught from her eye, 
And ere words were my own I spoke with a sigh. 


The nightingale plundered the mate-widowed dove, 
The warbled complaint of the suffering grove. 

To youth as it ripened, gave sentiment new, 

The object still changing, the sympathy true. 


Soft embers of passion yet rest in the glow ; 

A warmth of more pain may this breast never 
know ! 

Or, if too indulgent, the blessing I claim, 

Let the spark drop from reason that wakens the 
flame. 


Seco cene 


HEART-BROKEN! POOR EVELEEN! 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


O’ER the wild heath and the mountains so bleak, 

All lonely I wander a shelter to seek 5 

But, where’er I wander, no sooner I’m seen, 

Then harshly and rudely they spurn Eveleen. 
Heart-broken! poor Eveleen! 


Well, well, let them spurn, there’s one bright day 
of rest, 
That ne’er is by sorrow nor anguish opprest ; 
When, ’neath the yew-shade and the hillock of 
green, 
Will lie the poor outcast, the spurned Eveleen. 
Heart-broken! poor Eveleen! 


De ie 


VIVE LA BAGATELLE, 
( Upton.) 
WHAT is love ?—why, oft a name, 
Meaning nothing! no, no, no, 
Mere pretence to boast a flame 
Never felt, nor wished to know. 
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When men-creatures tell us this, 
How they burn with hope and fear: 
Sure we might reply,—‘‘ O yes! 
Vive la bagatelle, my dear! 
Vive la bagatelle!” 


Dare we trust them, when they swear 
Truth,eternal ?—No, no, no; 
Oaths are sometimes light as air, 
Yes, and women find it so. 
Though they promise this and that, 
Do their actions so appear? 
No; ’tis oft but idle chat, 
Vive la bagatelle, my dear! 
Vive la bagatelle ! 


Why should we, then, men believe, 
Are they constant ?—No, no, no}; 
Oft, too oft, we’re left to grieve, 
While they triumph in our wo. 
Love, that’s true, should meet return, 
But, to prove it, be severe ; 
Treat their vows with light concern, 
Vive la bagatelle, my dear! 
Vive la bagatelle ! 


GRIP LE PHP 


NO MUSIC EXCELS THE VIEW HOLLO. 
Air—* Bright Chanticleer.”’—( Bryant.) 


CoME, huntsmen gay, begin the day, 
Bright Sol is now in view, 
The hounds are out, the jovial shout 
Says renard we’ll pursue. 
O’er many a plain new hopes we gain; 
We follow the sounding horn, 
While, all in glee, our sport we see, 
To enliven the cheerful morn 5 
With, hark! follow, follow! 
No music excels the view hollo. 
With, hark! follow, follow! 
No music excels the view hollo. 
Hark forward! hark forward ! 
Hark forward! hark forward! 
For all the pleasure that nature can grace, 
Must yield to the joys of the chase. 


See, see! the ploughmen leave their toil 
To view the sport awhile ; 
And e’en the fair can ne’er recoil, 
But at our object smile. 
The parson, laughing, spurs his mare, 
The lawyer canters on ; 
And dull philosophy runs there 
To join the huntsman’s song. 
With, hark! follow, follow! &c. 


But now, returned, we’ve gained the prize 
That yields us sport divine ; 
We'll sing of woman’s shape and eyes, 
And toast their charms in wine. 
Then, come, my boys, here’s game in view, 
A toast, and then we'll sing ; 
Vl give the health of a sportsman true, 
So a bumper to the king. 
With, hark! follow, follow! &c. 


PPP ELELP 


THE LAST PULSE OF AFFECTION. 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


OF all blooming roses, give me the sweet rose 
That blooms on the cheek, at each side of the 
nose ; 
Of all the bright diamonds which Nature supplies, 
Those bright diamonds give me—woman’s sparkling 
eyes — 

Light and shade! 


Of all that looks lovely, to me give those looks 
Which express love in language ne’er written in 
books! 
Of all that’s bewitching, what most witches me 
Is the witchcraft of mind I ineach glance can see— 
Wife or maid! 


Of all the soft blisses, most blissful I greet 
That, when lips pressing lips, two united hearts 
meet : 
Of all the great pleasures, that greatest, I own, 
Is the fair in my arms I can call all my own— 
Night and day. 


Of life’s treasures, give me those that richly com- 
bine 

A pure heart that’s all Nature, with soul all di- 
vine ! 

Of the treasures most prized, to sum all up to- 
gether, 

Is a wife still the same through life’s fair or foul 
weather— 

Brown or gray ! 


Of life’s wealth—hopes and fears of life’s losses or 
gains, 

There’s no wealth like affection, that constant re- 

mains 

In the heart till life’s pulse there, while ceasing to 
beat, 

Gives to love that last breath love no more shall 
repeat— 

Lifeless clay ! 


GOL PL PIF 


HE’S SUCH A DEVIL OF A FELLOW. 
Air— Geordie sits in Charley’s Chair.” 
(H. M. Milner.) 


WHEN I see what he’s about, 

I can guess how ’twill turn out ; 
Or when sober, or when mellow, 
He’s such a devil of a fellow. 


First he coaxes, then a kiss, 
Pretty soon they all say yes ; 
To court men’s wives is very fine, 
But I’ll be d d if he has mine. 


He began—but “twouldn’t do— 

She’s up to snuff, and knows who’s who 3 
He made love to her, but she 

Scouted him and stuck to me. 





She’s my darling—I am hers— 
Close we’ll stick as thistle-burs ; 
But, to show him how it is, 

I think I’]1 make love to his. 


GLP P LISP? 


POOR KATE, THE LAVENDER-GIRL. 
(R. Morley.) 


BLOOMING as May, full oft was seen, 
In tattered garb, the lovely Kate, 
With basket, made of rushes green: 
She never murmured at her fate, 
But, plaintive, cried 
Sweet, blooming lavender. 


Her coral lips and eyes of jet 
Would oft attract the gazers’ view ; 
With bosom bare, though dripping wet, 
Unmindful of the charms which drew, 
She’d, plaintive, cry, &c. 


Poor Kate an aged mother had, 
In lowly cot, who pined for want ; 
And, was the weather e’er so bad, 
She, cheerful, sought a pittance scant, 
And, plaintive, cried, &e. 
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At length, her tender parent died, 
Poor friendless Kate heaved many a sigh ; 
To ease her sorrow no one tried, 
She sank with grief, no more to cry, 
In plaintive tone, &c. 


GPLPIPLIOED 


WIT IN MADNESS. 


THEY say Iam mad, 
Why, zounds! ’tis too bad! 
When I’m calm as each breeze in July ; 
But soon they shall know 
That I never was so, 
And Vl prove it, or else I wiil die. 
Why need they complain, 
And say I’m insane? 
1 swear I am calm as my keepers ; 
But, if they persist, 
The weight of this fist 
Shall punish them over the peepers. 


To say I am mad, 
O, zounds! ’tis too bad! 
Tis a libel as false as uncivil, 
For the man can’t be mad 
Who thus sings and is glad, 
Unless he’s as wild as the devil ; 
For I’ll rant and I’]I roar, 
And each song I’ll encore, 
While around I’ll promote ev’ry gladness ; 
And let wise asses say 
TI turn night into day, 
Still I'll prove that there’s wit in my madness. 


GPPPPLPOOR 


THE POOR ORPHAN-GIPSY. 


A poor orphan-gipsy, ‘I haunt grove and dale, 
And tell to the listening winds my sad tale ; 
Meek pity bespeak as I wander along, 
And Charity’s boon is the theme of my song. 
Bestow your charity! give a poor little orphan 
A cruizer, for charity. 


Benevolence gives fortune-telling its spell, 
And thus, my hand crossed, your fortune I’ll tell. 
You’re a lover, I know, 
”Tis declared by your eyes, 
Your cheeks’ burning glow, 
And those half-stified sighs ; 
And kind is the nymph you adore, 
Excelling the fairest who fair ones excel ; 
Well, I say nothing more, 
But I know a little maid who could love you as 
well. 


By cruelty goaded, but sorry ’s my cheer, 
My hard crust is moistened full oft with a tear , 
The tale of my woes would your heart rend in 
twain 5 
Then, lect not your hands be extended in vain, 
Bestow your charity! give a poor little orphan 
A service, for charity. 


Good humour to diffidence serves as a spell, 
And thus my accomplishmenis boldly V’ll tell ; 
I can cook, make a bed, 
As valet dare engage, 
Your nurse, should you need, 
Or complete little page, 
To carry a message to her you adore, 
Excelling in love those who others excel ; 
Well, 1 say nothing more, 
But you view a little maid who can love you as 
well. 


PELL aLPH 


OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


IF WINE BE A CORDIAL, WHY DOES IT 
TORMENT? 


IF wine be a cordial, why does it torment? 


' 
i 
f 

‘ 

; 


If a poison, oh, tell me whence comes my content? 


Since I drink it with pleasure, why should I com- 
plain, 

Or repent every morn, when I know ’tis in vain? 

Yet so charming the glass is, so deep is the quart, 

That at once it both drowns and enlivens the 
heart ; 

I take it off briskly, and, when it is down, 

By my jolly complexion I make my joy known. 

But oh! how I’m blessed, when so strong it does 
prove, 

By its sovereign heat to dispel that of love! 

When, in quenching the old, I create a new 
flame ; 

And am wrapt in such pleasures as still want a 
name! 


GILIPIFIE 


WHEN DAYLIGHT BREAKS. 
A PARODY. 
Air— Deserted by the waning Moon.” —(J.Mackcy.) 


WHEN daylight breaks with winter’s gloom, 
And folks begin the streets to roam, 

The sweeper takes her patient stand 

To catch what comes from gen’rous hand ; 
And, if some footstep chance to stray 
Where broom has cleared the slipp’ry way, 
This way now, ladies—prithee spare 

A ha’penny for the sweeper’s care. 


Or, walking through the streets, at night, 

When lamps emit their half-fed light, 

The link-boy shuffles ’mid the mire, 

To throw a glance from his smoke-fire 3 

And, if some coppers haply greets 

Him for the trouble that he meets, 

‘© Thank—thank, your honour,” doffs, in a crack, 
His brimless castor, and turns back. 


PLPPPP IPD 


WE CAN SING, AND DANCE, AND LEAP, 
A SERENADE, 
(Cumberland. ) 


WIveEs, awake! unveil your eyes, 
Sluggards, no more yawning : 
Sce the Delphic god arise, 
Bright Apollo dawning. 


Husbands, rouse at love’s alarms, 
Drowsy slumbers scorning 5 
Rovers, quit your doxies’ arms, 
Up, behold ’tis morning! 
Maidens fair, have at your-hearts, 
Hymen’s torch is flaming ; 
Cupid whets his pointed darts, 
And look! the rogue is aiming. 


Fair the bud of beauty blows, 
Meilow sweets are palling ; 
Crown us with the virgin rose, 
And so prevent its falling. 


Bound with ivy, bound with vines, 
Louth serenely passes ; 

Bacchus round our temples twines, 
And sparkles in our glasses. 

What have we to do with sleep, 
We, who ne’er knew sorrow? 

We can sing, and dance, and leap, 
And give you still good-moirow. 


ALeo Fe LPePer 
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Eh! who is that strange looking character in the beard there?....Eh! that,...that, sir,....that is a great Hebrew 


rabbi, the learned Ben Ham-eat....Ben Isaac....Ben Moses..,.Ben Solomon...,Ben Nebuchadnezzar, come to dis- 


cuss the extraction of some Hebrew roots with me. 








LIFE OF A COLLEGIAN. 


Air—‘* Turnpike Gate.”—( Moncrieff. ) 


THOSE who may think a life at college 
Fagging and tagging, poring, boring, 5 
Hav’n’t their nobs o’erstocked with knowledge ; 
Life in a college was full of glee; 
’Tis learning, quafling, joking, laughing, 
Cheating the grave wigs, so merrily, 
Revelling, cavilling, holidays, jolly days ; 
Logic and sophistry thought go free. 


SPOKEN.] Oxford coachman. Now, sir, going 
to Oxford, starting for college, sir, Brazen-Nose, 
sir?—Collegian. No, it’s that gentleman with the 
ved face that’s going to Brazen-Nose.— Coachman. 
Catharine-Hall, then, perhaps, sir?—Old Lady. 
Catharine Hall, indeed! I’d have you to know, 
fellow! my nephew has nothing to do with any 
such hussies.— Collegian. No, friend, I’m going to 
Magdalen.— Coachman. On the foundation, siv ?-— 
Collegian. No, on the box, coachee.—Coachman. 
Well, then, sir, you couldn’t apply to a better 
man than I am to take you, sir; I’m the well- 
known Jemmy Jarvis, the classical coachman, as 
they calls me; lord bless you, sir, Hell-fire Dick 
was a fool to me! just look at those ’ere leaders of 
mine, sir, they trot along like a Pindaric,—only 
scan their feet, sir, see how prettily they amble. 
Those near horses I calls my Homers, because I 
always drives my last stage home with them; that 
one with the blinkers is the eyelid (ILIAD); and 
that t’other one with the one eye is the odd eye see 
(OpyssEY.) That right leader I calls my WIRGIL, 
on acconnt of his being in-kneed (AZNEID); and 
that off-leader my HORACE, because of his carmen, 
he was a cart-horse once. You’ll drive a long way 
before you find one more experienced in the Greek 
accidence than I am.—Old Lady. Mercy on me! 
experienced some great accidents, did you say, 
coachman? I hope not.—Coachman. Never fear, 
ma’am, I mean in parsing on the road.— Old Lady. 
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Ha! that causes all the mischief; I hope you 
wo’n’t attempt to pass any thing on the road here ; 
it’s contrary to act of parliament, you know; I 
shall certainly let Mr. Martin hear of it, if I see 
any thing like racing going on.— Coachman. It’s all 
right, ma’am, depend upon that.—Collegian. I 
say, coachee! coachee, my boy! just let me take 
the reins for a mile or so, now the shower’s over, 
will you, eh ?—Coachman. Shouldn’t have any ob- 
jection in life, squire, to let yon handle the ribands 
for a stage or two, but four-in-hand, you know, 
requires Collegian. I know four-in-hand from 
me—there’s a couple of brace of half-crowns for 
you, so now hand over the leathers.— Coachman. 
Touching the bit alters the case, sir; there they 
are—let ‘em feel their mouths—down hill with 
you, sir. I’m obliged to be a little partickler, sir ; 
—Il’ve got three fellows inside.—Collegian. Three 
fellows! that’s odd.—Coachman. Yes, odd fellows, 
sir, all as grumpy and queer as can be—but you 
know what they are, sir.—Collegian. To be sure I 
do; I’ll take care, coachee. Who’s that fat gen- 
tleman that’s jnst got in?—Coachman. That fat 
gentleman’s a Sizar from Corpus.—Old Fellow, in- 
side. Coachman, I decidedly object to that young 
gentleman’s taking the reins; our lives a’n’t safe. 
—Coachman. It’s all right, sir; steady with my 
Homers as you turn the corner—you know they’re 
blind, sir: mind Wirgil don’t make a false quan- 
tity—take care of his Hocks-wmeters, as I call ’em, 
he’s apt to stumble: soho! gently, there !—Colle- 
gian. Pray, coachee, what’s the name of this 
place ? — Coachman. Shot-over-hill, sir; eh: 
zounds, squire! we shall be over if you don’t 
mind.—Old Fellow, inside. Eh! bless me! what is 
that? really, coachman, I positively shall get out 
and walk.— Coachman. Only young Phaeton go: 
his horses in the sun, sir.—Old Fellow, inside. It 
you let that young gentleman continue to hold the 
reins.— Coachman. It’s all right, I can assure your 
honour.— Old Fellow, inside. Your assurance wo’n’t 
satisfy me; you’ve a little too much of it.— Coach 
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man to Collegian. Never mind him, squire; now, 
sir, we change here—there’s a pretty pair of 
wheelers; we calls that bay Lucretius, because he 
knows the nature of things so well, he’s see’d such 
sarvice ; and that ’ere white mare, the Goddess of 
Morning ; and what do you think we calls her the 
Goddess of Morning for, sir ?—Collegian. Really, 
coachee, I can’t tell.—Coachman. Why, because 
she’s a roarer ( Aurora.) So, ya hip, then dash 
along. 


Those who may think a life at college 
Fagging and tagging, poring, boring, 
Hav’n’t their nobs o’erstocked with knowledge ; 
Life in a college is full of glee. 


Fellows at college, rare odd fellows, 
Very good fellows, getting mellow, 
Carol old rose, and burn the bellows. 
Jolly young students, tutors grave, 
Proctors cheating, slily meeting, 
Slighting the sages, some pretty girl’s slave, 
Funning and punning, and dunning and running, 
Caring for nought if their bacon they save. 


SPOKEN.] Collegian. Now, then, Gyp,* that 
I’m comfertably settled at college, to keep my 
terms, and eat my commons, d me let’s be 
jolly. Hang my old musty prig of a tutor, and 
his mathematics, I say; give me a glass and a 
lass, and, as for making extracts from Bacon, let 
me cut away at this hamhere. All I shall study 
from Ovid is his Art of Love, with, perhaps, an oc- 
casional touch at his Metamorphoses, when I want 
to escape from a dun, or give a tradesman the 
double. What’s the use of translations, unless it 
is translating a pretty girl from the outside to the 
inside, as we did the glover’s daughter last night, 
and as I did Sal Spanker under my gown, atter 
hours, yesterday evening, under the very nose of 
our old buzzard of a porter, without his having 
any suspicion ; though that wasn’t a bad thing of 
Ned Bumper, who, on his receiving his last ham- 
per of wine, translated invent portum into I’ve 
found some port: that was proper Port Royal Latin, 
that was. Eh! who the devil’s that at the door? 
—Bed-maker. Old Smouchey Solomon, sir, the Jew 
money-lender.— Collegian. Let him come in, I 
must make use of the old rascal,—hav’n’t a rap 
left of the last five hundred dad sent. Well, 
Smouchey, come in, my old boy; we’ll have a 
rasher together. Eh! zounds, you’re not going to 
be one of the tribe of Gad, instead of one of the 
sons of Ham: what do you want ?—Jew. Vant my 
moniesh, Mr. Blushington.—Collegian. So do I, 
Smouchey; and, what’s more, I must have it. 
Give you a post obit for it on the family estates, 
that’s the only bit of Latin you care a curse for,— 
the only part of the dead languages that sets you 
alive.—Jew. I tell you vhat it is, Mr. Blushington, 
you owes me a tousand pounds already, and I’ve 
never seen the colour of your moniesh, and, vat’s 
more Collegian. I must have more, Smouchey, 
so none of your nonsense. Eh! zounds, who’s 
that ?— Bed-maker. Sir, sir, here’s your tutor, Dr. 
Stiffwig, coming up stairs.—Collegian. Eh! my 
tutor! what the devil’s to be done, Gyp? He cuts 
offallretreat ; put the glover’s daughter behind the 
screen; give old Smouchey a book.—Bed-maker. 
What book, sir 1—Collegian. Zounds! the interest 
book ; if that don’t interest him, the devil’s init. Not 
a word, for your life, Smouchey. Good morning, 
sir.— Tutor. Good morning, young man; how is 
it I find you occupied; strange rumours have 
Collegian. Vve been amusing myself with some 
Fugitive Pieces, sir; and making the extracts 














* The bed-maker; from gyp, a vulture. 
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from Bacon you spoke of.—Tutor, Hum! Very 
light study. I hope you always commit your loose 
thoughts to paper, it may be advisable I should 
see them sometimes; but, eh! who is that strange 
looking character in the beard'there ?—Collegian. 
Eh! that—that, sir,—that is a great Hebrew rabbi, 
the learned Ben Ham-eat—Ben Isaac —Ben Moses ~ 
— Ben Solomon— Ben Nebuchadnezzar, come to dis- 
cuss the extraction of some Hebrew roots with me. 
—Tutor. Eh! a professor of languages—I will 
hold converse with him. Are you acquainted with 
Anacreon and Theocritus, friend ?—Jew. Never 
had any dealings with ’em in all ma life, my tear; 
but Pll take their bills, if they’re shopkeepers. 
What do they sell?’— Tutor. Eh! bless me! What 
does he say ?—Collegiun. He says, sir, that—that 
Anacreon and Theocritus are shopkeepers, sir; that 
is, that their works don’t sell, and that he’s not 
over partial to them—likes something more solid. 
—Tutor. Hum! hah!—You will get ready for 
your examination to-day; when I hope that the 
pains I have taken to prepare. you will not have 
been thrown away; but that you will speedily 
arrive at the highest of college honours— Vale. 
— Collegian. Good by, sir. Glad the old prig is 
gone; bring out the glover’s daughter. Send old 
Smouchey home for the blunt—uncork another 
bottle, and let’s be jolly. 


Those who may think a life, &c. 


Doctors, proctors,—Greek and Latin, 
Cursed dry study, brain gets muddy— 
Tutor pops a sentence pat in; 
Gain a degree, make holiday, 
Read old Homer, get diploma, 
While others are plucked and sent away ; 
Spluttering, muttering, hammering, stammering, 
We are the true Greeks, huzza, huzza. 


SPOKEN.] ‘* When Greek meets Greek, then 
comes the tug of war.” ( Row in street.) Town! 
Gown!—Town! Gown! — Collegian. What the 
devil’s the matter in the High-street, there ?— 
Bed-maker. Only a row between the stupids and 
the students, the townsmen and the gownsmen, 
about a silly wench of a shop-girl; that’s all, sir. 
—Collegian. Oh! d me, Gyp, must make one 
among them, must support the gown; call them 
out there, — “© Town! Gown! — Gown! Town””’ 
There’ll be more heads than Priscian’s broken to- 
day.—-Bed-maker. Sir, sir, we must be off, there’s 
four heads of houses coming down the next street. 
—Collegian. Four houses coming down on our 
heads in the next street! you’re right then; egad, 
it’s high time to be off, faith.— Bed-maker. Chapel- 
bell has run long ago; and then there’s the exami- 
nation in the Hall to-day, you know, sir; and, 
after this row: Collegian. I shall be more fitted 
than ever to be Senior Wrangler. Ah, Gyp, hope 
I sha’n’t get plucked, funk confoundedly; no 
matter, I must put a bold face on it. I say, Tom, 
what the devil’s that bit of red under your gowa 
there ?— Fellow Collegian. Hold your tongue, you 
fool, only my hunting frock; hadn’t time to pull 
it off. I’ve been rusticating.—Collegian. Take 
care they don’t rusticate you, that’s all. You know 
it’s against College-rules to hunt or race; and, as 
to coming to chapel in your hunting toggery 
Fellow Collegian. It was on the spur of the moment; 
just in time to show; however. (Prayers are 
read. )—Crier. Now, then, to the Hall, gentlemen. 
—Collegian. Eh! who the deuce is that going up? 
the Welshman from Caius, poor Shenkin ap Wat- 
kins. Poor fellow, stews like toasted cheese ; 
they’re going to try him in Greek. Zounds! if he 
was going to be tried at the Old Bailey, he couldn’t 
be more frightened: and old Doctor M‘Jargon, 
the Scotch Proctor, one of the examiners; he’l, 
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be plucked to a certainty, like a poor pigeon ashe 
is. Never mind, we’re the Greeks that never are 
plucked—only hear him.— Doctor M‘Jargon. Now, 
Mr. Shenkin ap Watkins, we will proceed to 
Homer, d’ye ken, dinna be in sic a muckle puckle, 
there’s no to be alarmed at; fair and softly. 
There’s na need to be in sic a hurry and splutter. 


(Mr. Shenkin ap Watkins, reading with a strong 
Weish accent, and evidently dreadfully nervous and 
frightened, ) 


“« TON D’APAMEIBOMENOS, PROSEPHE PODAS OKUS 
ACHILLEUS ; 
ATREIDE, KUDISTE, PHILOKTEANOTATE PANTON, 


POS GAR TOI DOSOUSI GERAS MEGATHUMOL 
ACHAIOI ? ; 

OUDE TI PO IDMEN XUNEIA KEIMENA POLLA ? 

ALLA TA MEN POLION EXEPRATHOMEN TA DE- |. 
DASTAI 

LAOUS D’OUK EPEOIKE PALILLOGA TAUT’EPAGEI- 
REIN.”’* 


Doctor M‘Jargon. Hauld, hauld. Troth, Mr. 
Shenkin ap Watkins, ye have nae the true Doric 
accent, the pure pronunciation o’ the Greek lan- 
guage. 
ken? and nae let yer words hop about like sae 
mony kids on ane of yer mickle Welsh mountains, 


—( Reading, with a strong deliberative Scotch accent. ) | 
s¢ TON D’APAMEIBOMENOS, PROSEPHE PODAS OKUS 


ACHILLEUS ; 


ATREIDE, KUDISTE, PHILOKTEANOTATE PANTON, |, 
MEGATHUMOI | 


POS GAR TOI DOSOUSI GERAS 


ACHAIOI?” &c. 


That is the way the Greek language ought to be | 
Ye may gang down, Mr. Shenkin | 
ap Watkins ; we must e’en send him back to his | 
native goats again: he’ll never be able to feed his |; 
Call Mr. | 


spoken, chiel. 


ficcks with Virgil or Theocritus, I trow. 
Terence O’ Terry.—Crier. Mr. Terence O' Terry.— 
Mr. Terence O’ Terry. Faith, here am I, sir.— 


Doctor M’Jargon. Now, Mr. Terence O’ Terry, I | 
hope ye’re a’ prepared ?—Mr. Terence O’ Terry. | 
You may take your oath of that, sir, all the same | 


as if it was my own mother tongue.—( Reading, 
very rapidly, and with a strong Irish accent. ) 


£© TON D’APAMEIBOMENOS, PROSEPHE PODAS OKUS 


ACHILLEUS,” &c. 


Doctor M‘ Jargon. Stop, stop, Mr. Terence O’ Terry ; 
what in the deil’s name d’ye call thu? O’my 
conscience, ye bellow like a bull, and have got a 


burr like a knife-grinder’s wheel on the tip of your | 
tongue; troth, if that’s Greek, it’s St. Giles’s | 
Greek, and nae the Greek of that auld chield | 
Break up the Hall; we’ve had enough }| 
for one day at all events; he mun gang back to | 
As for you, | 
Mr. Blushington, you are entitled to your degree. | 
~—Collegian. Huzza! huzza! now for fun and jol- | 


Homer. 


the bogs again, he winna do here. 


lity. 
J Those who may think a life, &c. 
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Aaods 5° ob ivtoimt warirroya raur Exayeipesy. 


PIPL IP PP? 


Ye should speak it after this fashion, d’ye | 
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VIRTUE AND ARTY. 
( Archer. ) 


WHEN Virtue dwells within the heart, 
It’s like a gem hid in the mine ; 

The pearl requires the workman’s art, 
But Virtue shines through art divine, 


Hid by a cloud, the sun’s still bright, 
And frowns awhile on sullen day, 
Then darts its beams of solar light,— 

Thus Virtue darts man’s happy ray. 


The new-born dews that grace the morn, 
And trembling in the zephyvr’s sigh, 
Or rippling from the ebon thorn, 
Distills not sweets like woman’s eye. 


To see sweet in beauty’s glittering tear, 
Distilled by Virtue, free from smart, 
Will cause a sympathizing fear 
To dry the tear and bless the heart. 


GFOLPOOPLP 


OH! WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST. 
(Burns. ) 


Ou! wert thou in the cauld blast, 
On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 
I’d shelter thee, I’d shelter thee: 


Or did Misfortune’s bitter storms 
Around thee blaw, around the blaw; 
Thy bield should be my bosom, 
To share it a’, to share it a’, 


Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare ; 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 


Or were I monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign; 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 


GILLI FP POP 


ONE CROSS LOOK WILL MAR HIS JOY. 
| (Soane.) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. } 


ARE you angry, mother? No! 
Shall I dull and peevish grow, 
When I see the sky so bright, 

And the fields so warm with light? 
Oh! I feel as I had wings, 

And the heart within me sings! 
Then, it may be, I’m too gay, 
But, forgive me, mother, pray; 
Be not angry with your boy, 

One cross look will mar his joy. 


Ts it my fault that my heart 
Sometimes plays too wild a part? 
Often I have tried tobe 
Grave as Age could fancy me; 
Stepping with a sober pace, 
Looking with a sober face ; 

But my spirits will be gay, 

Spite of all I do or say; . 

Yet, no anger with your boy, 

One cross look will mar his joy, 


POPOL IP OPP? 


OLD SNOB’S NEVER OUT OF HIS WAY 
(T. Dibdin.) 


WHAT a rare seat of work in the world so wide 
For a gemman of my low calling, 
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Where many a clumsy, cobbling job 
Young cobblers job their awl in ; 

And so many soles are there to mend, 
That put things right together ; 

As sure as a gun, mankind and their shoes 
Are all one sort of leather. 
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Al, al, al, al! ’tis the neigh of his steed, 

Oh! prove, my good Barb, thou art worthy thy 
breed. 

Now, o’er the salt desert, we fly like the wind, 

And our fears fade as fast as the turrets behind. 

Al, al, al, al! we the frontier have won, 


Then, geitle and simple, and ragged and fine, | And may laugh at the lord of the drear anderun, 


Come hither, kind customers all, 
I’ve a curious nob, for a cobbling job, 
As ever popt out of a stall; 
With a whew-ew-ew! and a whew-ew-ew! 
Or a tal de ral, larral lal la—y— 
I can make my ends meet, in the stall or the 
' street, 
For old snob’s never out of his way! 


A lawyer, d’ye mind, is a seal-skin shoe, 
And fastens as tight as any; 
A doctor’s a clog, that mending spoils, 
And is seldom, at last, worth a penny. 
An alderman is an old gouty shoe, 
That you never can shape into fashion ; 
And a bishop’s a shoé of a shining black 
That incessantly lacks translation. 
‘Then lawyer, or doctor, or parson, or cit, 
Come hither, &c. 


The Russians are buskins, lined with bear-skin, 
And the Turks have a bear-skin binding ; 

The Poles’ upper-leathers are damaged and thin, 
And they’re worn to the welts by grinding ; 


The Dutch are old fishing-boots, greasy and thick, 


But they’re useful at sea or ashore, sir; 
And the French are new shoes—that is quite autre 
chose 
Than ever they were before, sir. 
Then Hollander, Polander, Russian, or Turk, 
Come hither, &c. 


Then, since there’s plenty of work abroad, 
Ay, and cobblers more than are wanted, 
Let no foreign cobblers push their ends 
Where an Englishman’s awl is planted , 
Be the shoes that give pain to the stretchers 
brought, 
That’s my thought—what think you, sir? 
And, while ev’ry Briton’s an easy old shoe, 
May the land be ne’er measured for new, sir. 
Then, gentle and simple, and ragged and fine, 
Come hither, &c. 


PIEPPIPLIE 


0, ARABY! DEAR ARABY! 
(1. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. ] 


O, ARABY! dear Araby 
My own, my native land. 
Mcthought I crossed the dark blue sea, 
And trod again try strand. 
And there T saw my father’s tent 
Beneath the tall date-trees, 
And the sound of music and merriment 
Came sweetly on the breeze. 
And thus, to the light-touched guitar, 
I heard a maiden tell 
Of one who fled from a proud serdar 
With the youth she loved so well. 
A., al, al, al! though the night-star be nigh, 
"Tis the morning of joy for my Yusuf and I; 
Though the flowers of the garden have closed, 
ev’ry one, 
She rose of the heart blooms in love’s rising sun. 
Al, al, al, al! soon will Zeenab be far 
From the drear anderun* of the cruel serdar. 


es, a 





* The harem, or women’s apartment, 


PIIGPL PP 


POTTEEN. 
Air— Oonagh.”—(W. Carral.) 


How briskly jogs our thinking, 
When whisky oils the hoof of it ; 
We’ve double sense when drinking, 
Our eyes can see the proof of it. 
Who’ve not seen 
f Good potteen, 
Let thoughts of duty bother them ; 
And grumblers, 
In tumblers, 
Find sins for us to smother them. 
Then fill your glasses to your mind, 
Good spirits never deal in ill, 
And where’s the foot that dreads to find 
The worm of conscience in a séill ? 


There’s a fish in the ocean 
That drinks, as sailors all declare, 
Itself into the notion 
Of jumping up to take the air; 
But, drying, 
While flying, 
Aloft it cannot long remain ; 
So slips down, 
- And dips down, 
To take a dram, and fill again ! 
And thus the man, who feels a wish 
To raise himself with rapture high, 
Must soak him, like the flying-fish, 
And never let his body dry! 


PLPOIP PIP? 


YES, THOU WILT BE, MUST BE MINE! 
(Soane. ) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 


RECITATIVE. 
TREMBLE, ye genii, in your caves, 
Low hid beneath the ocean waves! 
Tremble, ye genii of the air, 
For soon my power will reach you there. 


AIR. 
Yes, thou wilt be, must be mine! 
Far and wide thy light shall shine! 
T will live as none before 
F’er have lived on life’s dull shore ; 
Yet my spirits never sink, 
Nor my weary eyelids wink. 


Pearls and diamonds, they shall be 
But as pebbles of the sea ; 

And the air that round me blows 
Breathe but of the morning rose ; 
And my spirits never sink, 

Nor my weary eyelids wink. 

I will ever youthful be, 

Sickness shal] not come near me ; 
Night and day the wine shall flow, 
And the fairest round me glow; 
Yet my spirits never sink, 

Nor my weary eyelids wink 


OLLI IFE? 


THE SAILOR’S WILL AND HIS POWER. 


EARLY one morning, a jolly brisk tar, 
Signal being made for sailing, 
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Nimbly stepped down and told his dear, 
Who was of her loss bewailing : 

*« Orders are come ship to unmoor, 
Boats alongside lay waiting ; 

Come, come, my dear Molly, for you must ashore, 
For this is no time for prating.” 


Moll, with her arms around his neck, 
Looked as if life had left her ; 

To hear such words come from her dear Jack 
Quite of all speech bereft her. 

He saw her face began to lock wan, 

- He smiled at the silly young creature, 

Till, from her heart, the blood began 
To brighten up every feature, 


“‘ Molly, my dear, now since I must go, 
Why stich recoils at parting ? 
For you may be happy, you very well know, 
*Long with other men’s wives concarting.”” 
“‘ No, no, no; it’s no such thing, 
I never shall cease from crying ; 
For I may, perhaps, rejoice and sing 
While you on the deck lay dying.” 


No sooner she spoke than old Trinculo’s call 
All hands a-hoy! did rattle, 

Says Jack, with a smile, ‘* Come, come, 

Moll, 

This is no time for prattle ; 

Boat’s alongside, ship’s under weigh ;” 
Poor Molly went snivelling over ; 

At every step she heaved a sigh ; 
Her sighs did her fears discover. 


my dear 


Now, afar off, with watery eye, 
She beheld the ship a-sailing ; 
Eager she looks, and thus she cries, 
For the loss of her true love bewailing, 
“© There he goes ! that’s a good job, 
He’s been going this quarter of an hour, 
Oh! that the bullets may scuttle his nob, 
For I’ve got his will and his power.” 


Now, as along the beach she strayed, 
Quite forgot was poor J ohnny ; 
Eagerly, instantly, off she sped 
Into the arms of her Tommy. 
Close in her arms she did him embrace, 
She called him her joy and her honey, 
<¢ How could you think that I loved that 
man? , 
’T was only to finger his money.” 


there 


POOL GLIF 


MOURN, THOU POOR HEART, FOR THE 
JOYS THAT ARE DEAD. 


(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. } 


Mourn, thou poor heart, for the joys that are 
dead ; 

Flow, ye sad tears, for the hopes that are fled : 

Sorrow is now the sole treasure I prize; 

As Peris on perfume, I feed on its sighs : 

And bitter to some as its fountain may be, 

Tis sweet as the waters of Gelum to me. - 


Ye that are basking in Pleasure’s gay beam, 
Ye that are sailing on Hope’s golden stream, 
A cloud may come o’er ye—a wave sweep the deck, 
And picture a future of darkness and wreck ; 
But the scoarge of the desert o’er my heart hath 


past, 
And the tree that is blighted fears no second blast. 
GLAOLGIIF 


THE BIRTH OF TOM JOLLY. 


THE night when my hero, ‘Tom Jolly, was born, 
Gay friends sat carousing till peeped in the morn ; 
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The cellar thrown open, the house rang with joy> 

‘And the toast oft went round—Long life to the 
boy ! 

Ere twelve years of age, Nature hung out Tom’s 
sign ; 

Each plaything he chose was a type of the vine ; 

But his favourite toy, for which he would quarrel, 

Was rosy-faced Bacchus bestriding a barrel. 


With each musical sound his ear was struck soon, 

But with one which, through life, he thought most 
in tune, 

’Twas that full ncte brought out by a screw or a 
fork, 

The sweet sound of the pop in drawing a cork. 

As Tom could sketch figures, he decked, while at 
school, 

Every ceiling and wall with a ladle and bowl ; 

And no door, for miles round, was he able to pass, 

Without drawing on it a bottle and glass. 


Tom rode a nice nag, which he taught to drink 
beer, 

To enliven his pace and his spirits to cheer ; 

Conceiving his horse, like himself, ought to feel 

‘That a spur in the head is worth two on the heel. 


In the chair always Tom paid the greatest devo- 
tion 

To Bacchus, by keeping the bottle in motion ; 

And a sky-light or heel-tap, he proudly would 
boast, 

He never once suffered when a bumper the toast. 


But, alas! when Tom found that all flesh is grass, 

And Death’s sithe near at hand, spite of bottle 
and glass ; 

He willed that his grave ’neath a church-spout 
should lay, 

That the clouds, when uncorked, might moisten 
his clay. 


Hosts of friends from all parts attended his bier, 
But with this consolation, their sorrows to cheer,— 
That, though jolly Tom was cut off in his prime, 
He left plenty of heirs to drink down old Time. 


LHIFIIIS 


FALSE LOVE. 
(Moncrieff. ) 


THE song and dance have lost their zest, 
Music’s sweet spell has left me, 

My towers have lodged a treacherous guest, 
Who has of joy bereft me: 

Oh, page! intruders here may roam, 
Then take thy mistress’s orders, 

Of all to whom I’l be at home 
Who chance to cross the borders. 


If Learning knocks, say I’m engaged, 
But bid her call to-morrow ; 

If Revel, that I’m much enraged, 
For she but brings one sorrow ; 

To Friendship hint I’d be alone ; 
That I’m unwell tell Science ; 

If Folly calls, to town I’m flown ; 
If War, bid him defiance! 


But, ah! if Love (false boy) should come, 
With no excuse deceive him, 

Though false, I cannot bid him roam, 
But must again receive him ; 

Though he has robbed my heart of rest, 
From Love I cannot sever, 

He still will be a welcome guest— 
Will still be dear as ever! 


LIL ELOIE 


294 


THE SHAMROCK, THE ROSE, AND THE 
THISTLE, MY BOYS! 


( Pocock.) 


Ou, the land of sweet Erin’s a land of delight, 

‘The women can love, and the men can all fight, 

We haye hearts for the girls, we have arms for our 
oes, 

And they both are triumphant, as all the world 
knows. 

If they talk of politeness, we beat them at that, 

For, when Mounseer came courting, a rival to Pat, 

He cried, “ my dear jewel, you’re quite at a 
stand, 

So pray take a foot, jast to lend you a hand. 


Then let us be frisky, and tipple the whisky, 
Long life to the land of dear liberty’s Joys, 

No country whatever has power to sever 

The shamrock, the rose, and the thistle, my boys. 


They Bae how they live, why its blarney and 
stuff, 
For a man when he’s hungry can eat fast enough ; 
Is not teaching a live man to live all my eye? 
Let ae over here, and we’ll teach ’em to 
ie; 
Their frogs and soup-maigre are nothing but froth 
To our beef and potatoes and Scotch barley-broth ; 
Then what country for living as Erin so fit, 
Hospitality’s home, and the birth-place of Wit. 
Then let us be frisky, &c. 


They may talk of their wonders as long as they 
please, 

By St. Patrick, their swans are all nothing but 
geese ; 

They say they can fight, but ’tis all they can say, 

For, as soon as we charge; they, as soon, run 
away; 

Then, oh, may the land that grows out of the 
sea 

Flourish long in prosperity, happy and free ; 

For England, and Ireland, and Scotland can prove 

They opens them in courage, in beauty, and 
OVE. 

Then let us be frisky, &c. 


GIPLP LPP 


THE MARINERS’ SONG. 
(Allan Cunningham. ) 


A WET sheet and a flowing sea, 
A wind that follows fast, 

And fills the white and rustling sail, 
And bends the gallant mast ; 

And bends the gallant mast, my boys! 
While, like an eagle free, 

Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee. 


*« QO, for a soft and gentle wind!” 
I heard a fair-one cry ; 
But give to me the snoring breeze, 
And white waves heaving high ; 
And white waves heaving high, my boys! 
The good ship tight and free ; 
The world of waters is our home, 
And merry men are we. 


There’s tempest in yon horned moon, 
And lightning in yon cloud, 

And, hark! the music, mariners, 

_ ‘The wind is piping loud ; 

The wind is piping loud, my boys! 

_ The lightning flashes free, 

While the hollow oak our palace is, 
Our heritage the sea. 


POPOL LOF 
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THEN, MORTAL, BE HAPPY, AND LAUGH 
AT THE WISE, 


A GRAND SCENA AND CHORUS. 
(I. R. Planche. ) 
[Music, Baron Weber. } 


CHORUS. 
For thee hath Beauty decked her bower, 
For thee the cup of joy is filled : 
O, drain the draught and cull the flower 
Ere the rose be dead and the wine be spilled! 


SOLO. 
ence! The flowers ye proffer fair, 
Poison in their fragrance bear: 
And the goblet’s purple flood 
Seems to me a draught of blood! 


CHORUS. 
When woman’s eye with love is bright, 
Canst thou shun its ’witching light? 
Bearest thou the heart to flee 
When her white arms circle thee? 


SOLO. 

There is no heatty in woman’s eye 

When it burns with unholy brilliancy! 

Tis like the glare of the sightless dead, 

When the soul-which should kindle their orbs hath 
fled ! 


There is no charm that can yield delight 

In the wanton’s hand, be it never so white— 
Sooner its fingers should o’er me stray, 
When the woxm hath eaten the flesh away. 


CHORUS. 
O, turn not away from the banquet of bliss‘ 
O, lose not a moment so precious as this! 
Remember the sage who sang o’er his repast, 
“« How pleasant were life, if a shadow could last. 
Then, mortal, be happy, and laugh at the wise, 
Who know life’s a shadow, yet wait till it flies! 


Ld 


GLIEPLELPL 


YES, I AND LADY MOON. 
( Upton.) 


TIM TIME, my masters, is my name, 
A watchman, too, am TI, 

And Lady Moonshine is my flame, 
Which no one can deny ; 

For, now and then, such goes we see; - 
To keep the game in tune, 

That those there are may envy we, 
Yes, I and Lady Moon. 


Round Covent+Garden is my beat, 
As many know full weil, 

For, if they do not stand the treat, 
But, mum!—I must not tell. 

Yet, oftentimes, such larks we sees, 
’Twixt Michaelmas and June, 

As would your honours mighty please, 
Yes, Iand Lady Moon. 


Then, to be sure, both she and I 
Play things as things may go, 

For, if she shines too bright on high, 
It spoils the game below ; 

But then I always hold a court, 
Where you may step in soon ; 

And so we both keep up the sport, 
Yes, I and Lady Moon. 


Though, now and then, she’s loth to rise; 
What then? Tlike her whim ; 

For, light or dark, like people wise, 
It matters not to Tim. 
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Yet, take me right, and right is best, 
Like birds that sing in tune ; 

And secrets oft with us should rest, 
Yes, I and Lady Moon. 


THE MERRY MOUNTAIN-MAID. 
Air— Carnival de Venise.”—(J. Bruton.) 


WITH artless lay I tune my song, 
In rustic garb arrayed 5 
I’m called, by all the woodland throng, 
The merry mountain-maid. 
I feed my flocks in yonder vale, 
In smiling verdure clad, 
Where violets grow, and daisies pale, 
And drooping lilies sad. 
With artless lay, &c. 


Ere morning vilds, with russet dye, 
The sky’s broad ambient breast ; 
Or larks their matins tune on high, 
I rise from rosy rest 5 
And get my crook. and oaten reed, 
And hat with ribbons blue ; 
And drive my flock o’er yonder mead, 
Impearled with glitt’ring dew. 
With artless lay, &c. 
By silvery stream, that winds its way 
Through yonder verdant mead, 
While round me gay my lambkins play, 
I tane my oaten reed ; 
Or bind my hair, of raven hue, 
With flowers that deck the dale, 
The buttercup, and violet blue, 
And pensive primrose pale. 
With artless lay, &c. 


The lamb, with silken coat so soft, 
The lamb that I love best, 
I nurse it in my bosom oft, * 
And kiss it into rest ; 
I deck its neck with collar gay, 
‘And tinkling silver-bell, 
It seeks my care when others stray, 
It loves with me to dwell. 
With artless lay, &c. 


At eve, when twilight’s silvery wand 
Steals o’er the silent vale, 
Or blackbird, in the copse beyond, 
Pours out its plaintive tale ; 
I call my flock from grove and glen, 
Who wander uncontrolled, 
And seek my father’s hut again, 
And lodge them in the fold. 
With artless lay, &c. 


And when pale Luna, bright above, 
Shines o’er each dale and glen, 
I steal away to meet my love, 
Down in the vale again ; 
And there we breathe our tender vows, 
While seated on the green, 
While Philomel, from yonder boughs, 
Enlivens all the scene. 
With artless lay, &c. 


POLL ELI-S 


RIDE ON, RIDE MERRILY ON. 
A HUNTING CHORUS. 
(Soane. ) 


[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square. | 


WHo first will strike the deer? 

"Tis I, where woods are greenest, 
’Tis I, by fountain clear, 
’Tis I will strike the decr. 


Then follow the horn, 
By hill and lonely fell ; 
Then follow the horn, 
By fount and mossy dell. 
Ride on, ride on, till evening 
Drearily creeps 
O’er skies, and the flow’ret, 
Wearily sleeps. 
Ride on, ride merrily on. 
Who’ll sing his dying knell? 
’Tis I, where shades are deepest 3 
By brink of fountain-well, 
I’ll sing the poor deer’s knell. 
Then follow the horn, 
By hill, and lonely fell ; 
Then, follow the horn, 
By fount and mossy dell. 
Ride on, till evening shadows 
Drearily rest 
O’er skies, and 'the day-star 
Sleeps in the west. ; 
Ride on, ride merrily on. 


OPI? CL OF 


HOME IS SO SWEET, AND MY MOGGY’S 
SO KIND. 


(Bloomfield. ) 


O, TWEED! gentle Tweed! as I pass your green 
vales, 

More than life, more than love, my tired spirit 
inhales ; 

There Scotland, my darling, lies full in my view, 

With her bare-footed lasses, and mountains so 
blue ; 

Away my heart bounds, like the hind, 

For home is so sweet, and my Moggy’s so kind. 


As, day after day, I still follow my course, 
And, in fancy, trace back every stream to its 


source ; 

Hope cheers me up-hill, where the road lies be- 
fore 

O’er hills “ust as high, and o’er tracks of wild 


moor ; 
The keen polar star, nightly rising to view, 
But Moggy’s my star, just as steady and true, 


She’ll watch to the south, and, perhaps, she will 


That the way is so long, and the mountains so 
high, 

Perhaps, some rude rock in the dusk she will see, 

And say in her fondness,—‘ that surely is he !’— 

Good wife, you’re deceived, still far from my 
home, 

Go, sleep, my dear Moggy, ¢ to-morrow I’ll come.’ 


GLIPIP AER 


PASS THE CUP ROUND, MY HEARTS. 
A GLEE. 


Pass the cup round, my hearts, 
For wine it is impzrts 
True joy to us, traders in war; 
Of Greek wine we will quaff, 
Troll the song, sport, and laugh, 
And dance to the sprightly guitar. 
Our fathers of old, 
As we have been told, 
Fired Troy for Helen, their beauty ; 
But we have no Menelaus, 
For a girl, now to slay us, 
Yet to Venus pay homage and duty. 
Then pass the cup round, 
Dull care is aground, 
As the sparkling Falernia we quaff. 
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Famed Achilles, the victor, 
Slew the intrepid, bold Hector, 

With his long Grecian javelin, so stout ; 
And each watlike Trojan 
At home could not sojourn, 

For he charged them, and put ’em to rout. 
The fight. being won, 
Right blithely they sung, 

With ollahs, they tossed the cap up; 
Drink around ere we part, 
Nought enlivens the heart 

Like a draught from the sparkling cup. 

Then pass the cup round, &c. 


PLIPIPIIP 


' YOUNG HOPE. 
(Glanfield. ) 


IN early days, when Hope was young, 
Bright visions floated round my head, 

How gaily danced the hours aiong 

* My flowery paths, with roses spread. 


Iiead on to Love’s illusions sweet, 
Romance, the muse’s bower; and e’en 
Friends, or their semblance, came to greet 

The wand’rer in his sentier green, 


But soon a storm o’erspread the scene, 

Brought wearted Thought and cankering Care ; 
And Hope, alas! no more was seen, 

She left me nought but sad despair. 


GIL PIGEF 


THE MASQUERADES ; 
OR, THE WORLD AS IT WAGS. 


Air—* Gee, ho! Debbin.” 


YE flats, sharps, and rum ones, who make up this 
pother, 
Who gape and stare, just like stuck pigs, at each 
other, 
As mirrors, wherein, at full length, do appear, 
Your follies reflected, so apish and queer. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Attend, while I sings how, in evry station, 
Masquerading is practised throughout ev’ry na- 
NOU: 


Some mask for mere pleasure, but many we 


know, 
To lick in the rhino, false faces will show. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


‘Twig counsellors jabbering bout justice and law, 


Cease greasing their fists, and they’ll soon cease 


their jaw ; 
And patriots *bout freedom will kick up a riot, 
Till their ends are all gained, and their jaws then 
are quiet. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


‘wig methodist phizzes, with mask sanctimo- 
nious, 

Their rigs prove to justice that their phiz is erro- 
neous 3 

Twig lank jaws, the miser, that skin-flint old elf; 

From his long phiz who’d think that he’d got the 
pelf ? 

Tol de rol, &c. 


Twig levees, they’re made up of time-sarving 
faces, 
With fawning or flatt’ring for int’rest or places ; 
And ladies appear, too, at court and elsewhere, 
En borrowed complexions, false shapes, and false 
hair. A 
Tol de rol, &e, 
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Twig clargymen — but as there needs no more 
proot, 
My as I concludes, and shall now pad the 
‘hoof ; 
So, nobles and gents, lug your counterfeits out, | 
Ill take brums or cut ones, and thank you to 
boot, 
Tol de rol, &c. 


PLP FP IL? 


WHERE IS MY LOVE. 
(Soane. ) 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square. } 


THE sun is o’er the mountain— 
Where is my love? 
I’ve waited by the fountain— 
Where is my love? 
O, haste thee, dear, 
For all that’s fair seems fairest here. 


The sun is brighter shining— 
Where is my love? 
The fawn by brooks reclining— 
Where is my love? 
O, haste thee, dear, &c. 


The evening shades are falling— 
Where is my love? 
The nightingale is calling— 
Where is my love? 
O, haste thee, dear, 
For all, once fair, is drooping here. 


POL PL IO 


SERGEANT DECOY. 
Air—“ Paddy O’Carrel.”—(G. Fefferson. ) 


IN the city of Derry 
I lived, snug and merry, 
No sorrow I knew then, ’twas ali love and joy ; 
But Fortune, to teaze me, 
She couldn’t be easy, 
To make me quite crazy, 
Sent Sergeant Decoy ; 
He thought I was willing, 
So tipped me a shilling, 
And soon marched me off from my love and my 
JOY 5 
/ ’ Fifes played Paddy Carey, 
I left my dear Mary, 
Both young, tight, and airy, 
For Sergeant Decoy. 


SPOKEN.] Oh, faith, he’d a pretty twist with 
his— 
Whack away, 
Back away, 
Neat rattan, 
For a man, 
For fighting or drinking, och, he was the boy. 


SpoKEN.] With his— 


Purple snout, 
Right-about, 
Gay parade, 
Smart cockade ! 
What a blade 
For the trade, 
Sergeant Decoy! 


This sergeant, who caught me, 
My duty soon taught me, 
My shoulders belab’ring, my peace did destroy 3, 
With fifing and drumming, 
Palav’ring and humming, 
| Recruits daily coming 


To Sergeant Decoy ; 
! 
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My heart was quite sinking, 
On sweet Mary thinking, 
for she was my love, my pride, and my joy ; 
My sorrow suppressing, 
For fear of a blessing, 
In the shape of a dressing, 
From Sergeant Decoy. 


SPOKEN.] “‘ Hold up’” says he to me, “ none 
of your melancholy looks; be pleasant and cheer- 
ful, or you know what you are to expect.” I took 
the hint, and put on a grave gaiety, in spite of my 
feelings ; if I hadn’t, faith, he’d have made me 
feel, with his— 
Whack away, &e, 


When we marched into battle, 

And heard the guns rattle, 
I quaked for fear, but to him ’twas a toy ; 

- Yet, very soon after, 
A common disaster 
Eased me of my master, 
Old Sergeant Decoy ; 

For the first that down tumbled, 

By a bullet now humbled, 
Was the man who had robbed me of love and my 


hie 
‘ Though the sight didn’t please me, 
Says I, now you're easy, 
No longer you'll teaze me, 
Poor Sergeant Decoy! 
SPOKEN.] Poor fellow! says I, now you are 
gone, I feel for you; though, when you were 
living, you felt for nobody ; but you took care to 
make others feel; so, good by to you, with your 


Whack away, &c. 


« 


Ft ee tl 


THIS IS THE HOUR WHEN MEMORY 
WAKES. 


(Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson. ) 


Tuts is the hour when Memory wakes 
Visions of joy that could not last ; 
This is the hour when Fancy takes 
A survey of the past! 


She brings before the pensive mind 
The hallowed scenes of earlier years ; 
And friends, who long have been consigned 
To silence—and to tears! 


The few we liked—the one we loved, 

A sacred band! come stealing on 5 

And many a form far hence removed, 
And many a pleasure gone! 


Friendships that now in death are hushed, 
And young Affection’s broken chain, 
And hopes that Fate too quickly crushed, 
In memory live again. 


I watch the fading gleams of day, 
And muse on hopes as quickly flown ; 
Tint after tint they died away, 
Till all, at last, were gone! 


This is the hour when Fancy wreaths 
Her spells round joys that could not Jast 5 
This is the hour when Memory breat'\es 
A sigh to pleasures past ! 


CLF LOPE? 


THE KNIFE-GRINDER. 
(H. Rhodes. ) 


‘HERE’s grinders enough, sirs, of ev’ry degree, 
From jewel-decked great, to low poverty,— 
Whatever the station, it sharpens the sense, 

And the wheel gocs roun|, to wind in the pence ; 


297 


Master-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Though I am but a journeyman—Knives to grind : 


Whatever the statesman may think of himself, 
He turns Fortune’s wheel in pursuit of the pelf ; 
He grinds back and edge, sirs, his ends to obtain, 
And his country may starve so he pockets the 
gain. 
Master-grinders, &c. 
The rich grind the poor, is a saying of old, 
The merchant the tradesman, we need not be told; 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Christian, you be, 
There’s grinders of all sorts, of ev’ry degree. 
Master-grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he’ll draw, and display the state- 
players ; 
He is a stanch grinder, to some tis well known, 
And they’re mightily galled by the grit of his stone. 
Master-grinders, &c. 


I, too, ama grinder: what, what, sirs, of that ! 
I but copy the great when I grind a flat, 
To be, sirs, ingenuous, I’ll tell you my mind— 
Tis for what I can get makes me willing to grind. 
Master-grinders, &c. 


CLG LLPID?P 


THE LODGE IN THE TENT. 
Air— Anacreon in Heaven.”’—(M. Garland.) 


SHOULD the Muse of our master be silent to day 
*Twould argue neglect, or, perhaps, discontent, 
On the square of delight not to issue her lay 
Hereafter were cause for the bard to lament ; 
Let the Genius of Masonry descend to his aid 
In numbers of social and mystic extent, 
And Friendship, in all her sweet beauties arrayed, 
Declare how she triumphs in this rural tent. 


Like Druids of old, true to masonry’s plan, 
His secrets to honour, revere, and augment ; 
How much we delight the fair science to scan 
Best known is to all who now honour our fen ; 
Free-masonry’s glory we’ll ever proclaim, 
To this every brother will give his consent, 
And join, in loud chorus, the trumpet of Fame, 
As it swells from the voice of the lodge in the 
tent. 


Though we boast not the solemn, the sky-piercing 
towers, 

So proud in their order and wondrous ascent, 
Yet harmony, honour, and union is ours, 

Which turn into gold all the straw of our tent ; 
In friendship like ours no ambition is felt, 

Except the ambition of time that’s well spent 5. 
When Truth is the buckle, and Concord the belt, 

Then who but would envy the joys of the tent. 


"Tis true that King Solomon’s temple, for size, 
For splendour, and beauty, unequalled was 
meant ; 
But though brother Sol. was so grand and so wise, 
With smiles, I am sure, he’d have entered our 
tent 5 
With bumpers, then, brethren, let this be ous 
toast, 
«© Where’er be our lodge, or in temple or tent, 
May the art that’s so royal be ever our boast, 
With long life and success to the masons af 
Kent *” 


Ye ne 


HEY, FRIEND, HEY? 
(C. Dibdin.) 


From a Quaker, nor rigid nor vain, 
Take a word of advice :—Be not prone 
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To measure thy neighbour’s grain 
With the bushel thou keep’st for thine own ; 
If thy spectacle-glasses are dim, 
The linnet thou’lt take for the sparrow, 
And while, friend, thou flout’st the broad brim, 
It proveth thine own brim is narrow. 
Hey, friend, hey? 


Once, a baker, he had a frail wife, 

A gallant in the oven who hid; 
One day, with her spouse at strife, 

She suspected a damsel—she did : 
He denied it, but she, cunning elf, 

In the oven peeped—nothing was proven, 
But had she not used it herself, 

She never had looked in the oven. 

Hey, friend, hey? 


GLOCL OO R 


NETS AND CAGES. 
(T. Moore. ) 


CoME, listen to my story, while 
Your needle’s task you ply— 
At what I sing, some maids will smile, 
While some, perhaps, may sigh. 
Though Love’s the theme, and Wisdom blames 
Such florid songs as ours, 
Yet Truth, sometimes, like Eastern dames, 
Can speak her thoughts by flowers! 
Then, listen, maids, come, listen, while 
Your needle’s task you ply, 
At what I sing, there’s some may smile, 
While some, perhaps, will sigh! 


Young Chloe, bent on catching loves, 
Such nets had learned to frame, 
That none in all our vales and groves 
E’er caught so much small game! 
While gentle Sue, less giv’n to roam, 
When Chloe’s nets were taking 
These flights of birds, sat still at home, 
One small neat love-cage making! 


Come listen, maids, &c. 


Much Chloe laughed at Susan’s task, 
But mark how things went on, 
These light-caught loves—ere you could ask 
Their name and aye—were gone. 
So weak poor Chloe’s nets were wove, 
That, though she charmed into them 
New game each hour, the youngest love 
Was able to break through them. 
Come listen, maids, &c. 


Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrought 
Of bars too strong to sever— 
One love, with golden pinions canght, 
. And caged him there for ever ; 
Instructing thereby all coquettes, 
Whate’er their looks or ages, 
That, though ’tis pleasant weaving nets, 
’Tis wiser to make cages, 
Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 
The task your fingers ply ; 
May all who hear, like Susan, smile ; 
Ah! not, like Chloe, sigh! 


OPPO P LLP ?R 


THE UNFORTUNATE SAILOR. 


SAM SAILYARD loved Sally, the girl of his heart, 
And Sall dearly loved him again ; 

How hard that a couple so faithful should part, 
Or either experience a pain ! 

But Sam to misfortune was truly allied, 
A pressgang beset him on shore, 

As coming from church, where he’d made her his 

bride, 

And Sam saw his Sally no more. 
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In vain he entreated a few days’ delay, 
In vain he for mercy implored ; 

For, callous to pity, they dragged him away, 
And cruelly forced him on board: 

The sails spread their bosoms, alas! to the wind, 
And hastened the ship from the shore, 

When a breeze springing up, to the lovers un- 

kind, 

Poor Sam saw his Sally no more. 


For seven long winters, a sad widowed wife, 
Fond hope his long absence supplied ; 
At length came the tidings that robbed her of 
life, 
That Sam, broken-hearted, had died! 
‘ Farewell!’ she exclaimed, ‘to this world of 
wo,’ 
As, distracted, she sprung from the shore, 
‘ To seek my true love, to another I go,’ 
And Sally was heard of no more. 


POIFOIL PF 


THE BOTTLE OF RUM. 
Air— Diogenes, surly and proud.” —(K. O’Brien.) 


OLD Simon he married for life, 
But Fanny was rather too young ; 
He found her too soon a bad wife, 
For she had a very foul tongue. 
Says he, you’re a deuce of a scold, 
Remember, you’re under my thumb ; 
You frequently tipple, I’m told, 
And that from a bottle of rum. 


One night, as he lay fast asleep, 
His deary shouts, ‘ There comes a ghost ;’” 
Old Simon he would have a peep, 
And saw a thing like a black post. 
Says he, ¢ My dear spirit, I pray, 
Do tell me from whence did you come 3” 
‘ From h—ll, sir, a very long way, 
To give you this bottle of rum.’ 


Says spousey, ‘ My dear loving Sim, 
That ghost seems to me very kind ; ’ 
Cried Simon, ¢ I judge you like him, 
As he left the bottle behind. 
Perchance, he may call here to-night, 
Yet I like not, 1 own, such a chum, 
No odds, if we gain something by’t, 
He may bring two bottles of rum. 


Thus, Simon, he would be content, 
And drank away care, like his Fan ; 
His nose it assumed a red tint, 

And soon got the gout like a man. 
Each night would he ask from his sleep, 
‘Ho! Fan, is the spirit yet come?’ 

‘ Hush!’ would she cry, ‘do not weep, 
He left us six bottles of rum.’ 


Thus night after night passed away, 
The spirit stil] true to his call ; 
Old Simon was tipsy each day, 
Fan swore that he guzzled it all. 
To give but the devil his due, 
Perhaps, you may think it a hum, 
The ghost had a very cheap cue, 
He called with twelve bottles of rum. 


Poor Simon soon took to his bed, 
Ah! never again to arise; 
The ghost calls, and asks, ¢ Is he dead ?’” 
Old Simon he opens his eyes. 
Cries € Soot-o, I have now called for you, 
You sold yourself, and you must come ; 
I only require but my due, 
And I must be paid for my rum.’ 


Cried Sim, ¢ Take that vixen, my wife, 
She’ll suit any devil, I swear; 
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Says the spirit, «I'll end all your strife, 
She’ll answer me just to a hair,’ 
Old Simon he breathed his last, 
And Soot-O to Fan is a chum ; 
The sweep now makes all the doors fast, 
_ To keep out the bottle of rum. 


But now, as the story is told, 
Each night a ghost visits the two 3 
The subject I mean to unfold, 
The room seems in blazes all blue. 
Poor Fanny is pining away, 
And Soot-O looks frightened and glum ; 
For through the blue blazes, they say, 
He wheels Sim, like a bottle of rum. 


PIP POEL OF 


LOVE AND BATTLE. 
Air—* Yankee Doodle.””—( Jesse Hammond.) 


A SOLDIER wooed a peerless maid, 
Soft love his bosom swelling, 

And as they on the mountain strayed, 
His tender tale was telling ; 

When, across the distant vale, _ 
They heard the war-drums rattle, 
The trump, far-sounding in the gale, 

Called him from love to battle. 





The soldier looked a long adieu, 
His breast with ardour glowing, 

Aad she with sobs, sad, soft, and true, 
Beheld her lover going : 

° Fare thee well,’ the soldier cried, 
« Again the war-drums rattle ; ” 

A fervent pray’r to heaven she sighed, 
To bring him back from battle. 


The soldier fell among the slain, 
Upon the bed of glory ; 
And, from another favoured swain, 
She heard the fatal story. 
*I thought,’ said she, ¢ ’twould be his lot, 
When I heard the war-drums rattle ; 
Had he staid here he’d not been shot ; 
So never go to battle!” 


PPPLPLIIA 


’M NO LINKUM LONG HODDY-DODDY. 
(O’Keefe.) 


THOUGH born to be little’s my fate, 
Why so was the great Alexander, 
And, when I march under a gate, 
I’ve no need to stoop like a gander: 
I’m no linknm long hoddy-doddy, 
Whose paper-kite sails in the sky ; 
If two feet I want in my body, 
In soul I am thirty feet high! 
With my merry fala, &c. 


Sweet lass, of sweet love can you toil 
With such a compact little lovy ? 
Though no one can taste the big whale, 
All relish the little anchovy. 
The eagle, though for a high-fiyer, 
Of fine feathered fowl is the crack ; 
Yet, when he could fly up no higher, 
. The little wren jumped on his back. 
With my merry fala, &c, 


PLL PLL OF 


WHEN MAY IS IN HIS PRIME. 
(Richard Edwards, 1576.) 
WHEN May is in his prime, 
Then may.each heart rejoice ; 


When May bedecks each branch with green, 
Each bird strains forth his voice. 
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The lively sap creep up 
Into the blooming thorn; 

The flowers, which cold in prison kept, 
Now laughs the frost to scorn. 


All Nature’s sons triumph, 
While joyful May doth last ; 
When May is gone, of all the year, 
The pleasant time is past. 


May makes the cheerful hue, 
May breeds, and brings new blood ; 
May marcheth throughout every limb, 
May makes the merry mood. 


May pricketh tender hearts, 
Their warbling notes to tune ; 
Full strange it is, yet some, we see, 
Do make their May in June. 


Thus things are strangely wrought, 
Whiles joyful May doth last ; 

Take May in time: when May is gone, 
The pleasant time is past. 


All ye that live on earth, 
And have your May at will, 
Rejoice in May, as I do now, 
And use your May with skill. 


Use May while that you may, 
For May hath but his time: 
When all the fruit is gone, it is 
Too late the tree to climb. 


Your liking, and your love, 
Is fresh while May doth last ; 
' When May is gone, of all the year, 
The pleasant time is past. 


PPIIP OPP? 


A FRIEND AND GOOD WINE ARE THE 
CHARMS WE ADORE. 


SUM up all the delights this world doth produce, 

The darling allurements now chiefly iu use, 

You'll find, if compared, there’s none can con- 
tend 

With the solid enjoyments of bottle and friend. 


For honour, and wealth, and beauty may waste, 

These joys often fade, and rarely do last, 

They’re so hard to attain, and so easily lost, 

That the pleasure ne’er answers the trouble and 
cost. 


None but wine and true friendship are lasting and 
sure 

From jealousy free, and from envy secure ; 

Then fill all the glasses until they run o’er, 


| A friend and good wine are the charms we adore. 


GILELP LIF 


THE BULL-FIGHT. 
( Boaden. ) 


THRICE aloud the trumpet’s sound 
Provoked the champions to the ground ; 
When rushed the ball, a monstrous sight, 
Taranta bred him to the fight ; 

Stung with hunger, mad with pain, 

He ploughed with moony horns the plain ; 
He stopt to eye the dazzling throng, 
Then, foaming, groaning, plunged along. 


Unhappy Curpio first appeared, 

And vig’rously his lance upreared ; 
With agile arm the weapon flung, 
That idly on his forehead rung: 

‘The monster, with impetuous bound, 
Drove his courser to the ground ; 
Then madly gored the prostrate prey, 
And instant whirled his life away. 
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Alonzo, anxious for his fate, 

Wheeled his startled steed too late ; 

The bull had reached his panting side, | 
And the young lord in crimson died ; 
When the bold peasant drew his sword, 
Unequalled succour to afford, 

And, at one stroke, impressed the wound 
That brought him lifeless to the ground. 


GIL SP LPPEP 


FOUR MAIDENS IN A COACH OVER- 
TURNED WERE. 


FOUR maidens in a coach overturned were, 
Four maidens, &c. 
Four heads upon the ground were, and eight legs 
in the air, 
Hey! topsy turvy 
Tumble down, 
Hey! 
Topsy turvy, hoh! 


Together jumbled close thus the maidens lay, 

. Together jumbled, &c. 
Though all were fain to rise, yet not one could 

find the way. 
Hey! higgledy piggledy, 
Jumbledum, 
Hey! 
Topsy turvy, hoh! 


Whose legs are these, said I, with the shoes so 
fine, 
; Whose legs, &c. 
O lord, cried one below, if they’re crooked, they 
are mine. 
Hey! hoity, toity, 
Up with ’em, 
Hey! 
Hoity, toity, hoh! 


SPOOL IO*¢+S 


IF SO HAPPY A MILLER, THEN WHO’D 
BE A KING, 


(Dodsley.) 


How happy a state does a miller possess, 

Who would be no greater, nor fears to be less ; 
On his mill and himself he depends for support, 
Which is better than servilely cringing at court. 
What, though he all dusty and whitened does go, 
The more he’s bepowdered the more like a beau. 
A clown, in his dress, may be honester far 

Than a courtier, who struts in his garter and star. 


Though his hands are so daubed they’re not fit to 
be seen, 

The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Gold, in handling, will stick to the fingers like 
meal, 

What if, when, for dinner, a pudding he lacks, 

He cribs, without scruple, from other men’s sacks ; 

In this a right noble example he brags, 

Who borrows as freely from other men’s bags. 


Or, should he endeavour to heap an estate, 

In this, too, he’d mimic the tools of the great, 

Whose aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

And all his concern ’s to bring grist to the mill ; 

He eats when he’s hungry, he drinks when he’s 
dry, . 

And ey when he’s weary, contented does lic ; 

He rises up cheerfully to work and to sing, 

If so happy a miller, then who’d be a king. 


OPI LIEOE 
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JAMIE FRA’ DUNDEE. 
(Mrs. Brooks.) 


I CANNO’ like ye, gentle sir, 
Although a laird ye be; 

I like a bonny Scottish lad 
Wha brought me fra’ Dundee. 


Haud away! haud away! 
Wi’ Jamie o’er the lea, 
I gang’d along wi’ free gude will, 
’ He’s a’ the world to me! 
I’se ganged wi’ Jamie fra’ Dundee, 
To cheer the lanesome way : 
His cheeks are ruddy o’er wi’ halth, 
He’s frolic as the May. 
Haud away, &c. 


The lavrock mounts to haii the morn, 
The lintwite swells her throat ; 
But neither are sa sweet, sa clear, 
As Jamie’s tunefu’ note. 
Haud away, &c. 


PGPPP LISP 


TO FORGET AND TO FORGIVE. 
( Dibdin.) 
[ WENT to sea with heavy heart, - 
Of her I loved the scorn, 
Yet, from my thought, did ne’er depart 
Her image night or morn. 


Storms low’red, waves rolled, and lightnings flew, 
Yet did I wish to live, 


| Sull willing, for my poor heart was true, 


To forget and to forgive. 


The first word, when on English ground, 
I spoke, was her false name, 

And soon, upon inquiry, found 
(For Scandal flies her shame) 

She loved a youth before the wind, 
Who cut and let her drive. 

«« Avast,” cried I, ’twere now too kind 
To forget and to forgive.” 


While of these thoughts my mind was full, 
While adverse hopes and fears, 

Like winds, did this and that way pull, 
She came to me in tears. 

Down went my colours, and I swore 
For her alone I’d live! 

Kissed her, and promised, o’er and o’er, 
To forget and to forgive. 


GPIEPEPIPP 


‘MR. PRY. 


You call me Mr. Pry, 
And still you will be prying, 
To know what brought me here, — 
So news I will be crying. 
What news is this? you say; 
I see it in each eye: 
Then a’n’t you Mr, Pry, 
I say, as much as I, 


SPOKEN.] To pry into other people’s affairs, I 
say, I don’t like. I wonder now—I should like to 
know what our neighbour Weighlight thinks of 
this new system of regulation ;—but I don’t want 
to know. Why, I say, he’ll have to buy all new 
small-beer pots and vinegar measures ;—I should 
like to pop in when they come home, to hear what 
old Nanny will say, (she’s a proper old serew ;) 
but I don’t want to know ; therefore ’ll— 

La ral la, &c. 


I hope I don’t intrude,— 
Your healths I do inquire : 
I just stept in to see, 
And will, if you desire 
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A thiug or two relate ; 

But then yor ll say I’m prying, 
And that is what | hate ; 

So news I wo’n’t be crying. 


SPOKEN.] I don’t want; but I should like to 
know wha: our neighbour Squinny and his house- 
keeper was abouc to-day ; they were so close in chit- 
chat; 1’m pretty sure it was about me; but I 
don’t mind; but they were so close together, I 
_ wonder what they were about ; but I don’t want to 
know; but I’m sure they were— 

La ral la, &c. 


Then call me what you please, 
And I will be contented ; 
But rumours, now a-days, 
Are much to be iamented. 
They say I want to know 
The business all around me ; 
Was J to tell you all, 
I’m sure it would confound ye. 


SroKEN.] I should like to tell you what I heard 
the other day; but there, you’d say, I’ve been 
prying into other people’s affairs ; but, I do assure 
you, L have not. I didn’t want to know; I only 
asked the foot-boy what his master and the cook 
were doing in the kitchen the other night ; and, he 
said— 

La ral la, &c. 


Then there’s neighbour Wise, 
As plain as any Quaker ; 
His servant’s so precise, 
For an angel you would take her. 
I just stepped in to see, 
Or rather to inquire ; 
And there, what’s that to me? 
Oh! how her eyes did fire 


SPOKEN.] When she saw me; but I said no- 
thing; I didn’t want to know; so, as I was saying, 
I just stepped in to ask the news of the morning. 
Oh! Mr. Pry, says neighbour Wise, neighbours 
are very scandalous; they say that Betty and I 
joined in a duet, and it was— 

La ral la, &c. 


It’s time now to withdraw, 
I’ve other fish a frying; 

I hope you'll not backbite, 
And say I have been prying. 

I’ve one thing more to say, 
Before I this conclude, 

I wish you all long life, 
I hope I don’t intrude. 


SPOKEN.] Now, I’ll just step in to neighbour 
Prattle’s, and hear the news of the day; but I 
- don’t want to know. But I should like to know, 
too, how her neighbour, of sixty-five, gets on with 
his new bride of seventeen. I would not name it 
for the world ; no,—but I am sure I saw her and 
her handsome footman very close together; but 
they sha’n’t say that I raise any scandal; but I 
know that such things will happen to the tune of— 

La ral la, &c. 


POOL IER 


I PRITHEE. NOW, HEAR ME, MY 
. EAREST. 
Air— I prithee, now, hear me, dear Molly.” 
(Cobb. ) 
By that eloquent language which speaks in the 


eves: = 
By the ardour which breathes in the lover’s sad 
sighs, 
As in absence the nameless soft wishes arise, 
I prithee, now, hear me, my dearest, 
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By those fond anxious doubts, which all lovers 
must feel, 
Which, although some few moments of bliss they 
may steal, 
Yet fan love’s pure flame, and still wound but to 
heal, 
I prithee, now, hear me, my dearest. 


By our hopes when the moment of meeting is 
nigh, 
When affection no longer can pardon deny, 
Hopes which live in a look, in a word, in a sigh, 
I prithee, now, hear me, my dearest. 


By my passion, for which words, alas‘ are too 
weak ; 
By that love-dawning blush, which now glows on 
your cheek, 
And so kindly avows what your tongue will not 
speak, ; 
I prithee, now, hear me, my dearest. 


GIGIPII?P 


THE LAND OF POTATOES. 


Air— Darby O Gailicon.”—(Counselior Lysaght. ) 


Ir I had, in the clear, 
But five hundred a year, 
’Tis myself would not fear, 
Though not adding one farthing to ’t 5 
Faith, if such was my lot, 
Little Ireland’s the spot 
Where I’d build a snug cot, 
With a bit of a garden to ’t; 
As for Italy’s dales, 
With their Alps and high vales, 
Where, with fine squalling gales, 
Their signoras do treat us, O! 
I’d ne’er unto them come, 
Nor abroad ever roam, 
But enjoy my sweet home, 
In the land of potatoes, O! 
Hospitality !—No formality !—All reality 
. There you'll ever see ; 
The free and the easy, 
Would all so amaze ye, 
You’d think us all crazy, 
For dull we never be! 
Hospitality! &c. 


If my friend, honest Jack, 
Would but take a small hack, 
So just get on his back, 
And of joy ride o’er fuil to us; 
He, throughout the whole year, 
Then, should have the best cheer, 
For, faith, none is so dear 
As our brother, John Bull, to us; 
Och! we’d teach him, when there, 
Both to blunder and stare, 
And our brogue with him share, 
Which both genteel and neat is, O! 
And we’d make him so drink, 
By St. Patrick, I think, 
That he’d ne’er wish to shrink 
From the land of potatoes, O! 
Hospitality! &c. 
Though I freely agree, 
1 should more happy be, 
If some lovely young she 
From Old England would favour me ; 
For no spot upon earth 
Can more merit bring forth, 
If. with beauty and worth, 
You embellished would have her be 3 
Good breeding, good nature, 
You find in each feature, 
That nought you’ve to teach her, 


So sweet and’ complete she’s, 0! 
Then, if Fate would but send 
Unto me such a friend, 
What a life I should spend 
In the land of potatoes, O! 
Hospitality! &c. 


PLE PP OPP? 


THE SILENT LOVER. 
(Glanfield.) 


THY equal Nature never fornted, 

Dear maid, with every charm adorned A 
With Hebe’s youth and Venus’ grace, 
And Cupid’s smile in thy sweet fece. 


Thy beauties ev’ry heart subdue, 
And conquering heroes sigh for you ; 
And, knowing this, ah! what can I 
But lovein silence, pine and die ? 


GOPPPE PPP 


THE NEW MOLL IN FHE WAD. 
Air—‘* Moll. in the Wad.” 


YE knowing boys, come, list to me, 
To life in London who aspire ; 
You think that up to all you be, 
But you never vont set the Thames afire ; 
When the fancy you hunt, 
The blush and the blunt 
If you a’n’t quickly eased of, the things must be 
odd ; , 
You spank it and sport, 
And Wenusses court ; 
But find out each Wenus a Moll in the Vod. 


Then there away to Fancy shows,, 
To sport your odds and your evens you go— 
The Fives’ Court, and such glorious goes, 
May leave you at sires and sevens you know 3 
For a lounge and a lark,, 
' Still up to the mark, 
If you don’t get in Chancery, somehow, it’s odd; 
Then hazard’s your bane, 
And seven’s the main, 
Ven the main chance turns out a mere Moll in the 
Vod. 


Now take varning from my rhime, 
’Tis reason, I’m sure, for I writ it myself ; 
If you’re detarmined to be prime, 


You'll be sent up the spout, or be laid on the | 


shelf. 
Bang up! the prime past, 
Comes the finish at last ; 


And, if favoured by fortin, you. ’scape the law’s ; 


rod, 
Vy, cleaned out complete; 
You goes to the Fleet, 
And sarves for a moral, like Moll in the Vod. 


GPPPP POOR 


OPEN THE DOOR, THOU DEAR UNKIND. 
(J. Rannie.) 


Ox! open the door, thou dear unkind ! 
Ere night’s deep shadows lower, 

For cold and sullen blows the wind, 
And heavy beats the shower ; 

Let me thy love and pity move, 
For, ah! my tender form, 

With sorrow burdened, and with love, 
Can ill endure the storm. 


Beneath thy shades, love-lorn and lost, 
I tremble at the gloom ; 

While, fleeting near, the restless ghost, 
Forsakes the op’ning tomb, 
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Some perjured lover te upbraid. 
Tovall his vows untrne ; 

Here, Gregory, every leaty shade, 
Upbraids thy falsehood, tco. 


Estranged from joy and kindred love, 
An exile frcm my home, 

Thy proffered friendship now to prove, 
Toward thy towers I come; 

But thee I seck in vain to find, 
My tender griefs to share, 

The deep voice of the mournful wind 
Sounds only back-—despair. 


¥ 


Yet, perjurcd, add not to the smart 
Thy former falsehood gave ; 
Nor rend with cruelty the heart 
Which pity still might save. 
Oh: shun me not, for pity’s sake! 
My hopes may fruitless be ; 
Yet, Gregory, if my heart should break, 
Vl ne’er complain of chee, 


GIPIPPPIP? 


BEAUTY AND THE BOWL. 
Air—* The Glasses sparkle on the Board.” 
(E. Mackey.) 


WhO talks of care where wine appears, 
Or woman holds her sway, 

Deserves not pity for his fears ; 
From such keep me away. 

He that gives birth to pleasing mirth, 
And would no joys control, 

With such I’ll sit,—enioy his wit, 
And pledge him in the bowl. 


But if that Beauty should appear, 
To her I will resign ; 

And, whisp’ring love-tales in her ear, 
Forsake the sparkling wine. 

For Beauty will hold empire still, 
And cannot fail controi ; 

With pleasing power and gentle lure, 
She’ll charm us from the bowl. 


Let senseless mortals talk in vain, 
’Gainst wine and Beauty’s power, 

That each brings mis’ry in its train ; 
’Tis false,—they blessings shower. 

The gen’rous wine brings joys divine, 
And Beauty charms our soul ; 

I, while on earth, will still, with mirth, 
Drink Beauty and the bowl. 


GPOEPP POF 


WHAT IS LOVE? 
(W. W. Waldron.) 


LOVE is the first, the greatest bliss 
That any heart can know, 

No joy more true, more sweet than this, 
Nor happiness below. 


Love is a pure, a lambent flame, 
That heaven itself supplies, 

And friendship’s but an empty name, 
Where love its power denies, 


Love is the most harmonious sound 
Can reach the human ear’; 

And, ah! how grateful is it found 
When kindred hearts are near. 


Love is the downcast of an eye, 
The tear that steals the cheek ; 

The breathing of a gentle sigh, 
Yes, these true love can speak, 


Love is the lightest burden met 
Within the human breast : 

Love is the purest passion yet 
By human tongue confest. 
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Love has no equal here on earth, 
Nor yet excelled in heaven ; 

To this each pleasure owes its birth ; 
By this each joy is given. 

Love in that heart’s a welcome guest, 
Where Virtue holds domain : 

And, ah! that heart is truly blest, 
Where Love and Virtue reign. 


Love, chastened Love, in heaven’s great plan, 
What honour’s due to thee; 

Tis only thon’lt bind man to man, 
Through all eternity. 


Love, Faith, and Hope, the Christian hails, 
Love never leaves his eyes ; 

Faith, lost in sight, no more avails ; 
Hope, in fruition, dies. 


Love, love eternal holds its reign, 
When earthly bliss is o’er ; 

And, unimpaired, will still remain, 
When time shall be no more. 


Love, still unchangeable, unchanged 
By Time’s relentless hands ; 

'And e’en to any distance ranged, 
With constancy it stands. 


Oh! Love, then ever hold thy sway, 
Still let us yield to thee, 

For, while thy dictates we obey, 
We’ll find tranquillity. 


THIS IS LIFE, AND TON, AND TASTE. 
(Dibdin.) 


IN former times, I’ve heard it said, 
’Twould cost some pains to be well bred ; 
But now we all are gay and smart, 
And scorn the tedious rules of art. 
Without endeavour, 
All are clever ; 
The only lesson now that’s taught, 
Is banish care and banish thought. 


To think—is low and unpolite;_ 
Without ideas poets write ; 
Without ideas wits decide 5 
Caprice is judge, and Whim is guide: 
All to science, 
Bid defiance; | 
Its jargon now is heard no more, 
For thinking is a horrid bore. 
We wake by night, and sleep by day ; 
~ As cash falls short, intrigue or play ; 
We dance, we sing, we laugh, we drink, 
For ever talk—but never think : 
Joys caressing, 
Gaily dressing ; 
Not a moment runs to waste ; 
This, this is life, and ton, and taste. 


GILL LLL 


THE MERRY LARK PIPING TO OUR 
ROUNDELAY. 


(G. Colman.) 


DRIFTED snow no more is seen, 
Blust’ring winter passes by ; 
Merry spring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody ; 
I hear him! hark! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


When the golden sun appears 
On the mountain’s surly brow, 
When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now.—— 
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Then, then,—oh! hark! 
The merry lark 

Calls us to the new-mown hay, 

Piping to our roundelay. 


When the village-boy to field 
Tramps it with the buxom lass, 
Feign she would not seem to yield, 

Yet gets her tumble on the grass ; 
Then, then,—oh! hark! 
The merry lark, 
While they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 


What are honours? what’s a court? 
Calm content is worth them all; 
Our honour lies in cudgel sport, 
Our brightest court a greensward ball. 
But then,—oh! hark! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. _ 


GLP LLP LO? 


WITH A HIGH UP! NOT WITH YOUR 
LOW DOWN DERRY. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


Joy and grief are too many for poor little Dan, 
In his mind they kick up such a pother; 
So the one I serve truly, as well asI can, 
And, by some friendly proxy, do suit to the 
other ! 
For, light is my heart, and merry, 
With a high up! not with your low 
down derry. 


See, heat ares were formed for no snivelling 
elf, 
But, light-feathered, to twinkle with glee ; 
When I’m merry, I manage to laugh for myself, 
And, when sad, why this flask kindly weeps for 
poor me; 
For, light is my heart, &c. 


ee aa 


TENDER BIRDS! 


OR, LIGHT-WINGED LOVE AND STEADY 
FRIENDSHIP. 


Air— Oh! think when a Hero’s sighing.” 
Air to the Chorus—Latter part of “ Hark, the 
Convent Bells.” 


(E. J. B. Box.) 


ONCE light-winged Love and Friendship flying 
(Both which are birds of tender breed) 
Together, wing and feather trying 
Which longest could maintain its speed : 
Said Love, ‘* I think I can out-speed you 
In swiftness, when heart-cheer I bring ;” 
Cried Friendship, ‘‘ But, where heart-ache need 


you, 
Than you I’m longer on the wing 3 


CHORUS, 
Softly soothing 
Sorrow, smoothing 
Roughness of Misfortune’s brow; 
Patient striving, 
Hope reviving, 
Where the pulse of joy is low!” 


A feather plucked, then, from his wing, Love, 
Exulting, cried, as on they flew, 

‘« With Constancy, chaste as the ringdove, 
All hearts with this I can endue !” 
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‘« Thy power,” said Friendship, “ undisputed 
Is; but, so fragile is thy will, 
Thy healing cup breaks, ere recruited, 
While mine supplies its cordial still ; 
Softly soothing 
Sorrow, smoothing,” &c. 


As Love and Friendship winged their way thus, 
Through a full warm and fervid sphere, 
They met two hearts to Care a prey, thus 
Both claiming equal help to share. 
Love ’twas that first made his election, 
He chose the lightest of the two; 
Whilst Friendship took to his protection 
That which was weighted most with rue ! 
Softly soothing 
Sorrow, smoothing, &c. 


The heart Love chose soon in a fame was, 
And seemed to rankle with disease ; 
That Friendship took, though warm, still tame, 
was, 
In healthful pulse, restored to ease. 
Now light-winged Love his charge soon quitted, 
And left it in deep-goading pain ; 
Till Friendship the poor sufferer pitied, 
And cordialed it to rest again ; 
Softly soothing 
Sorrow, smoothing, &c, 


GLEBEPLEP 


MY BOTTLE IS MY FRIEND AND WIFE. 
Air—** Jack 0’ Lantern.” —( Stuart. ) 


My bottle is my friend and wife : 
If dull, her spirits rear me ; 
Whenever Rory would unbend, 
Oh! how her kisses cheer me! 
Lovely bottle warms my throttle, 
Makes me niddle-noddle queerly ; 
Stammer, stumble, stare, and tumble, 
Wimble, wamble dearly. 


She is my doctor and my nurse, 
My champion in a hobble ; 
Although she empties oft my purse, 
She makes my blood right noble. 
. Lovely bottle, &c. 


When, by the middle, I seize my wife, 
She fires me with love-stories ; 
As I’m wedded to her firm for life, 
Pll dance, and sing her glories. 
Lovely bottle, &c. 


PPPPLO Pe r 


SWEET SUNG THE LARK, HiGH POISED 
IN AIR. 


(Dibdin.) 


SWEET sung the lark, high poised in air, 
When, on as sweet a morn, 

In Hymen’s fane, one fate to share, 
Anna and I were sworn. 

Sweetly the thrush, in varied song, 
The vacant joy increased, 

When, kindly, came the village-throng 
To join the marriage-feast. 

But sweeter sang the nightingale, 
Love’s herald of the grove, 

When Cynthia, through the silver vale, 
Led to the bower of love. 


The lark’s sweet morning song of joy 
Is known by that content, 

A lovely girl and blooming boy 
Are given us to cement. 
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The thrush, still merrily, at noon, 
In varied cadence sings, 

When smiling Fortune oft some poon, 
To cheer our labour, brings. 

Nor time far distant shall we grieve, 
Though blessing now, and blest, 

When Philomel, at Nature’s eve, 
Shall lull us into rest. 


PPP POPPI P 


AN IRISHMAN’S NEVER IN WANT OF A 
LASS. 


(Miss Bryant.) 


AS neat a young lad as e’er danced on the sod, 
I left poor old Krin to carry the hod, 
’Caze the girl that I loved she took Barney O’Shea, 
And, one night, in the morning, they both ran 
away ; 
But, bad luck to the elf, 
’T was a joy to myself 
That she smiled upon Barney, and safe let me 
pass ; 
For, though slighted by one, 
’Tis as sure as a gun, 
That an Irishman’s never in want of a lass. 


IT came down to London one fine summer’s morn, 
And lodged in that genteelish spot near the Pound, 
And soon found a lady, with a voice like the horn, 
While calling “ live eels,” or her *“ sweet round 
and sound !” 
But this darling, so clever, 
‘Soon chused a coal-heaver, 
And left my own self, for the sake of a glass ; 
But, though slighted by two, 
By my soul, yet ’tis true, 
That an Irishman’s never in want of a lass. 


There’s luck in odd numbers they say, my dear 
honey, 
— And T soon found a girl who myself wouldn’t 
flout ; 
She said that she’d have me for matter 0’ money , 
But I was quite willing to take her without 
We had a fine wedding, 
Friends came at our bidding, 
The song and the joke it did merrily pass, 
And so constant she loves, 
Faith, it only just proves 
That an Irishman’s never in want of a lass. 


LP OF LILO? 


THE HAPPY, MERRY, MINSTREL.-BOY. 
(Parry.) 


THROUGH Cambria’s sweet vaileys I stray, 
Regardless where Chance bids me roam ; 
A cottage my shelter to-day, 
To-morrow a castle my home: 
No cares disturb my peaceful breast, 
I rise, at early dawn, with joy, 
And calmly sink, at eve, to rest, 
A happy, merry, minstrel-boy. 


Soft ditties I sing to the fair, 
And strains of renown to the bold ; 
My roundelays banish despair, 
And cheer both the young and the old, 
No cares disturb, &c, 


POPES oIer 
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I meet you?---No, sir, that I wo’n’t ; don’t hold me, or I’Il bellow; 
Hands of, | beg---indeed you don’t; begone, you saucy feliow ! 








BE GONE, YOU SAUCY FELLOW! 
( Upton.) 


WHEN first, and in a milliner’s shop, 
The men extolled my features, 
I bade them, when too daring, “ stop,” 
And called them wicked creatures ; 
And if too far they did intrude, 
When soberised or mellow, 
T'was, ‘‘ Sir, come, pray, now don’t be rude; 
Begone, you saucy fellow.” 


The noble Captain oft would cry, 

_ __¢ My love, my soul, and jewel! 
Now, mind you meet me by and by, 
Beware, and don’t be cruel.” 

<< T meet you ?—No, sir, that I wo’n’t; 
Don’t hold me, or I’ll bellow; 

. Hands off, I beg—indeed you don’t; 

Begone, you saucy fellow !” 


Thus, one by one, I put them by, 
And, when they talked of blisses,, |. 
There’s one, I’m sure they can’t deny, 
I made them pay for kisses ; 
That is, when talking this and that, 
I took their gold so yellow, 
With—“ Sir, come, mind, now, what you’re at ; 


Begone, you saucy fellow !”” 


PLP P LIP? 


MY ARABY, MY NOBLE STEED! 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square.] 
(Soane.) 


My Araby, my noble steed! 

Now bear me with your wonted speed ; 
And this good service done, no rein 
Shall fret my gallant steed again. 


A hundred slaves, at night and morn, 

Shall bring thee Yeman’s golden corn, 

The silver waters from the mead, 

My Araby, my gallant steed! 
76—VOL, U1. 


The trumpet sounds! to horse! to horse! 
Nor hills nor waves must check our course 5 
But bear me, with your wonted speed, 

My Araby, my gallant steed ! 


THE CROSSING SWEEPER; 
OR, MONEY, MATCHES, AND. MUD. 


Air—‘* Here’s to the Maiden of blushing Fifteen,” 
(J. Bruton.) 


AT my crossing each morning I take my abode, 
To sweep the path clean for each creeper ; 

While my pockets with rhino most richly I load, 
And they call me the gay crossing sweeper. 


SPOKEN.] May it please your ladyship to be- 
stow a copper on a poor crossing sweeper, who 
has not tasted any thing for breakfast this morn- 
ing (except bacon and eggs at the coffee-shop). 
There, poor man, there’s a penny for you; your 
road of life hath been rough enough, I dare say. 
Yes, madam, my path hath been crossed a great 
deal, I can assure you: thus I sack the brads, 
and serve ’em out with gammon, while with my 


Beesom I brush, 
And don’t care a rush 
For care, for, at night, sirs, I drown it in lush. 


When your fine dashing gemman, most emptily 
Bays 
Come’s some trick that is dirty and meanly, 
Never trust me, but I always find out a way 
To come over his dirtiness cleanly. 


SPOKEN.] T’other day I saw a goose in white 
ducks a-coming, that had served me a scurvy trick ; 
so, thinks I, my buck, you shall pay dear for your 
stinginess ; so with a turn of my brush I made 
him as spotted as a leopard with mud; when he, 
seeing his disaster, bellowed out, ‘dem me! 
good heavens! curse the fellow, he has entirely 


discomfited me for Lady Bandyleg’s ball to-night,” 
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I beg your pardon, sir, says I, but you see it was 
an entire accident; so he, after being laughed at 
by the bystanders at his plum-pudding appear- 
ance, sneaked off, singing— 

Great are my woes, 

Demme! my clothes 
_ Are covered with mud, sirs, from head to the 
toes. 


Sure never a life was so happy as Jack’s, 
For, while sweeping, much rhino I catches ; 
And my doxy, d’ye see, too much ready she sacks, 
By bawling, ‘* rare bunches of matches.” 


SPOKEN.] My vife and me, d’ye see, lives hap- 
pier than any lord and lady of the land; for, at 
night, (having made our leg in the day,) we goes, 
arm in arm, to Waurhall, or the play, or some 
other place of amusement, to spend the evening ; 
and, after its over, we take a coach, and the coach 
takes us, d’ye see, home; and, though our circum- 
stances are but marrow, we manage to keep it up 
abroad. Thus on through life 


Most gaily we brush, 
And don’t care a rush 
For care, for, at night, sirs, we drown it in lush. 


PFO P LIP IP 


COME, DANCE ON THE SANDS TO THE 
MERMAIDS’ SONG. 


[Music, Baron Weber. ] 
(I. R. Planche.) 


O, ’TIS pleasant to float on the sea, 

When the wearied waves in a deep sleep be, 

And the last faint light of the sun hath fled, 

And the stars are mustering over head, 

And the night-breeze comes with its breath so 
bland, 

Laden with sweets from the distant land ! 

O! ’tis pleasant to float and sing, 

While ever our dripping locks we wring! 


O! ’tis pleasant to float on the sea, 
When nothing stirs on its breast but we! 
The warder leans, at the twilight hour, 
Over the wall of his time-worn tower, 
And signs himself, and mutters a prayer, 
Then listens again to the witching air ! 

O! ’tis pleasant to float and sing, 

While ever our dripping locks we wring ! 


RECITATIVE. 
Master! say—our toil is o’er, 
May we dance upon this shore ? 
And a merry burden bear 
To the mermaids’ ditty rare ? 
Better boon thy zeal hath won ; 
I will stay and see it done. 


DUET. 
Hither! hither! ye elfin throng, 
Come, dance on the sands to the mermaids’ song ; 
Hasten and prove to the nymphs of the sea, 
That the spirits of earth can as jocund be, 
Come as lightly, and look as fair, 
As blossoms that sail on the summer air. 
Hither! hither! ye elfin throng, 
Come, dance on the sands to the mermaids’ song, 


CHORUS. 
Who would stay in her coral cave, 
When the moon shines over the quiet wave, 
And the stars are studding the dark blue arch, 
Through which she speeds on her nightiy march. 
Merrily, merrily, let us sail 
Over the sea by her light so pale! 


Who would sleep in the lily’s bell, 
When the moon shines over each wood and dell, 
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And the stars are studding the dark blue arch, 
Through which she speeds on her nightly march. 
Merrily, merrily, dance we here 

Over the sands by her light so clear. 


GPCL EPPP? 


PADDY O’BRIAN. 
Air—© Corporal Casey.”—( Upton.) 

WHEN I was first kittened, it was in Kilkenny, 

Anda brat such as me, och! there never was 

any, 

For the truth is, my father suspected my mother, 

As the devil a bit I was like one or t’other, 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Paddy O’Brian, 
To be sure I’m in nature as tame as a lion! 
Och! the world never saw such a Paddy O’Brian. 


That my father was kind, and my mother was 
tender, 
By my soul, I’ve more reasons than one to re- 
member, 
Since to sharpen my stomach and brighten my wit, 
sir, 
Sure they left me to live upon—what I could 
get, sir. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Paddy O’Brian, 
My mam is a goat, and daddy a lion! 
And I am the devil’s own Paddy O’Brian'! 


That my parents were given to living genteelly, 
Och! there can’t be a doubt, so I’ll tell it you 
freely : 
For, ¢f one daddy dies—I have still got another, 
And so I’m the bastard of one or the other ! 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Paddy O’Brian, 
By my soul, but my mother was rather a sly one, 
When she got, och! be still, such a Paddy 
O’ Brian! 


PGPRIL ELI? 


TAKE COURAGE, AND FORTUNE WILL 
LIST TO YOUR PRAYER. 


(Lunn. ) 


WHEN two lovers’ affections 
Have made their elections, 

And parents or guardians their will would control . 
Let them flatter and feign, 
Each other to gain, 

And firmly resist if they cannot cajole. 
Suitors.and fair, banish despair, 

Take courage, and Fortune will list to your prayer. 


Or, should force still restrain them, 
And, severed, detain them, 
The subtle god Cupid, a remedy brings : 
And, to all his true minions, 
In turn lends pinions, 
To gain from bland Hymen a balm for his stings. 
Suitors and fair, &c. 


GELER POR? 


THE JOLLY MILLER. 


THERE was a jolly miller once 
Lived on the river Dee ; 
He worked and sung from morn till night, 
No lark more blithe than he ; 
And this the burden of his song 
And ever used to be, 
I care for nobody, no, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


A noble lord, that lived hard by, 
Sent for this miller one day, 

And asked him various questions ; 
And, amongst the rest did say, 
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How comes it, miller, that. every day, 
' You'sing, so fall of glee? afin 
Quoth Ralph, I care for nobody, 

If nobody cares for me. 


Are you always thus contented? 
To him the lord did say : 
Ay, that I am more happy, quoth Ralph, 
Than folks that live more gay ; 
No worldly cares disturb my breast, 
My wife and I agree ; 
I care for nobody, &c. 
The reason of your happiness 
I would be glad to know : 
Quoth Ralph, I’ll tell your lordship 
Part of it before you go; 
I pay my rent at quarter-day, 
My mind is ever free ; 
I care for nobody, &c. 


Thrice happy thou, who, thus content, 
Can ever merry be; 

My whole estate I’d freely give 
To be as content as thee. 

Ralph, smiling, shook his head, and said, 
My lord, that cannot be, 

Your lordship cares for somebody, 
And somebody cares for thee. 


How can you say so, good miller, 
1 pray thee tell to me, 

And, if you rightly me instruct, 
Ten thousand shall be your fee : 
This sum I’ll give, as sure ’s I live, 

Immediately unto thee, 
When I can say, oh! happy day, 
I care for nobody. 


Quoth Ralph, your lordship must refrain, 
Where fiattering knaves resort, 

(God bless our gracious king and queen, ) 
I mean that place, the court. 

Leave pomp and pageantry aside, 
Be from ambition free} 

And then your lordship soon may sing, 
I care for nobody. 


PPI IIO PP 


A LONELY ARAB MAID. 
[Music, Baron Weber. | 
(I. R. Planche. ) 


A LONELY Arab maid, 
The desert’s simple child, 

Unskilled in arts, by which, ’tis said, 
Man’s love may be beguiled. 

Like some uprooted flower am I, 
Upon a river flung, 

To float a little hour, then die, 
Unheeded, as I sprung. 


But, if thy friendly hand 
Should lift me from the tide, 
And bear me to some distant land, 
To bloom, thy bosom’s pride. 
O! sooner from his darling rose 
The nightingale shall roam, 
Than I disturb that heart’s repose, 
Which love hath made my home. 


, a ee a 


OTHELLO ; 
OR, FINE FLEECY HOSIERY. 
Air—‘* Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


O KAVE you not heard of a story, 
A comical story, and true? 

if you hav’n’t, and will but attend, 
It’s a hundred to one, but you do. 





It is of a man of some note, 
A comical outlandish fellow ; 
In Venice lived, as it’s wrote, 
And his name was Mister Othello. ; 
Rumpti udity, udity, rumpti, udity, ide. 
Rumpti, udity, udity, ri fal la de ia lido. 


A gentlemgn there had a daughter, 
With Othy she’d grown very meliow ; 
He wondered what passion had caught her, 
She sighed for her blacky, Othello! 
Now, Brabantio had offered his daughter 
A husband a long time before ; 
She sneezed at the one he had brought her, 
She vowed and declared she’d have Moor. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 
Then General’ Gthello he came, 
And to Gretna the lady he carried; 
Gretna mayn’t be, indeed, the right name, 
But no matter—J’m sure they were married. 
No sooner they tightly were tied, i Teh 
Than jealousy seizes love’s place ; 
And Othello was so mad with his bride, 
That, egad! he looked black in the face. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 
A young Captain Cassio, by luck, 
She saw—a fine, dashing, gay fellow ; 
His sabre and gorget they stuck 
In the gizzard of Mr. Othello. 
After drill, now, this volunteer gay 
Oft with Mrs. Othello drank coffee, sir, 
Till Othy thought proper to say, 
‘ Sweet Desdy, don’t ask that young officer.’ 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


| One evening, this captain so smart, 


Called in winter, as truly ’tis said ; 
And theugh he was hot in his heart, 
Yet he’d got a bad cold in his head. 


| Now, as Mr. Othello was out, 


And for favours his wife cou’dn’t thank her 
chief, ; 


| To wipe Cassio’s aquiline snout, 


Desdemona lent her pocket-handkerchief. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


| A young ancient, Iago, love felt, 


And sweet Desdy he wished to be kissing ; 


But, finding the fair wou’dn’t melt, 


Turned to mischief her handkerchief missing ; 


{ And, bent upen making a row, 


Treated Othy with beer, at an oyster-house ; 


| Invented the when, and the how,— 


Then Othello turned wonderful boisterous. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


| So, when he comes home, straight he goes 


To Mrs. Othello, in bed— 


| And says he, ‘ Dear, I must blow my nose, 


For I’ve got a sad cold in my head. 
A handkerchief, wife, I expect one,’ 
So out from the pillow she tost it ; 
‘ Not this,’ he exclaimed, ‘ but the checked one,” 
< Oh! curse it,’ cries Desdy, ¢ I’ve lost it.” 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


« You lie,’ says Othello, ¢ that’s true, 
So nothing remains to be said.’ 


1 «1 lie !_-yes, my dear, that I do; 


For, by jingo, 1 lie in the bed.” 
Cries Othello, ‘ I vow there’s too much Jight— 
Ill never. be called a blood-spiller ; * 
So the general he put out the rushlight, 
And killed his wife dead with the pillow. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


Then the blood of Iago he shed, 

Then he fell on his dear Desdy’s body ; 
Then Mrs. Othello’s dead head 

On her shoulders went nidity noddy. 
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All this comes from a cold in the head, 
So blind Fortune, in this matter, shows her 


eye ; 
Not one of these folks would be dead, 
If they had but worn fine fleecy hosiery. 
Rumpti udity, &c. 


LLP LE PLP? 


TRIUMPH!—THE MAGIC LAMP IS MINE! 
(Soane. ) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. ] 


RECITATIVE. 
—AYE, go into thy tomb! 
—Sealed is thy doom! 
Ocean may give up the dead 
From its soft bed,— 
The firm earth, never ; 
What once it helds, it holds for ever. 


AIR. 


The hour is come, the prize is mine ! 

And shows nor heaven nor earth a sign? 
Why, stars ere this have fled their sphere, 
To warn a king that death was near ; 

But though nor heaven, nor earth incline, 
Triumph !—the lamp—the lamp is mine ! 


The stars o’er sea and land may light 

The sailor’s bark, the pilgrim’s flight ; 

But, O! the lamp, more bright than they, 
Through rocks, through ocean, shows a way ; 
And, though nor heaven, nor earth incline, 
Triumph !—the magic lamp is mine. 


GPPPIPP I? 


THE TURNKEY, 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


WHAT a mighty fine thing to be vested with 
powers, : 
Like me, de grand keeper of de seven towers! 
De sultan, my massa, one great man make me, 
Me lock up the gates, so am knight of the key ; 
With my strut about, 
Captives flout, 
Trons clang, 
Bowstrings twang, 
While me rattle my keys, and look big as a king, 
But my frown’s soon dispelled when the goldfinches 
sing. 
With my chick a ching, chick a ching, chick a 
ching cherry. 


Many great folk come here in one curse a bad 
hour, 

Whom me force to lock up, sir, in one of dem 
tower; 

Perhaps, dey never come out, but dat nothing 
to me, 

Tis de sultan’s command, so from sin I am free, 

With his chick a ching, &c. 


You may call mine von school where all nations 
do jumble, 
Yet few, very few, of their treatment do grumble, 
Here J ile: Turks, and Christians, to manners are 
red, 
Since de sabre soon teach dem to lower their head. 
With its chick a ching, &c. 


A bashaw with three tails, sirs, ope very great 
man, 
Once ask me to free him-~says I, if I can; 
So he slip me one purse, de next morn he was 
fled, t 
And one other captive was killed in his stead. 
With my chick a ching, &c. 
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Thus me serva my massa, and helpa myself; 
And where is de harm, sir, to pocket de pelf ? 
No great man, I’m-sure, should you show him a 
fee, 
Would think it was wrong to have acted like me. 
With de chick a ching, &c. 


PPT G LIOR 


THE DEATH OF THE HARE. 


( Dibdin. ) 
SINCE Zephyrus first tasted the charms of coy 
Flora, 
Sure, Nature ne’er beamed on so lovely a 
morn ; 
Ten thousand sweet birds court the smiles of Au- 
rora, 
And the woods loudly echo the sound of the 
horn. 


Yet the morn’s not so lovely, so brilliant, so gay, 
As our splendid appearance, in gallant array, 
When, all ready mounted, we number our forces, 
Enough the wild boar, or the tiger to scare ; 
Pity! fifty stout beings, connt dogs, men, and 
horses, 
Should encounter such peril to kill one poor hare! 


Little wretch, thy fate’s hard! thou wert gentle 
and blameless, 
Yet, a type of the world in thy fortune we see ; 
And virtue, by monsters, as cruel, as shameless, 
Poor, defenceless, and timid, is hunted like thee. 
See, vainly each path how she doubles and tries ; 
If she poaDe the hound treachery, by slander she 
dies ! 
To o’ercome that meek fear, for which men should 
respect her, 
Ev’ry art is employed, ev’ry sly subtle snare,— 
Pity! those that were born to defend and protect 
her, 
Should hunt to her ruin, so timid a hare. 


Thus it fares with poor merit, which mortals should 
cherish 
As the heaven-gifted spark that illumines the 
mind, 
As reason’s best honour lest with it should pe- 
rish, 
Every grace that perfection can lend to man- 
kind. 
Hark! Envy’s pack opens, the grim lurcher, Fear, 
And the mongrel, Vewration, skulk lie in the rear ; 
The rest all rush on, at their head, the whelp Slan- 
der, 
The fell mastiff, Malice, the greyhound Despair ; 
Pity! beings best known by bright Z'ruth and fair 
Candour, 
Should hunt down—shame to manhood !—so 
harmless a hare! 


Their sport’s at an end, harsh reflection beguiler, 
To some thoughtless oblivion their souls they 
resign, 
The seducer takes pleasure, revenge the reviler, 
The hunter’s oblivion, more harmless, is wine. 
Thus having destroyed every rational joy 
That can dignify reason, they reason destroy ; 
And yet, not in vain, if this lesson inspirit 
Ought of rev’rence for genius, respect for the 
fair ; 
So the tear of lost virtue, and poor ruined merit, 
The sad pe shall_appease of the innocent 
hare 


PROC PC OF 
LET THE MUSIC SPRIGHTLY PLAY, 
— (M*Nally.) 


LET the music sprightly play, 
This is Hymen’s holiday ; 
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Smiling virtues him await, 
Guardian of the married state. 


Roseate god of soft desire, 

Mirth, and wit, and song inspite ; 
Each fond heart, elate with joy, 
Honest love can never cloy. 


‘Let the music, &c. 


Dimpled Innocence appear, 
Free from sorrow, void of fear ; 
Thy fair sister bring with thee, 
Captivating Modesty. 


Let the music, &c. 


Fill the foaming horn up high, 
Nor let tuneful lips be dry ; 

Let the brimming goblet smile, 
Blood-red wine our cares beguile. 


Let the music, &c. 


Strains of liberty we’ll sing, 

To our country, friend, and king ; 
And those friends, who often here, 
With their smiles, our bosoms cheer. 


Let the music, &c. 


PPOEIPLI ED 


THAT SECRET WHICH NONE BUT A 
FREEMASON KNOWS. 


You cowans together, both ancient and young, 
Draw near awhile to my merry song, 
You all will be Masons before it is long. 

Up and down, derry, derry, up and down. 


You are made fora trifle, the price is but small, 
Great kings, lords, and dukes, you brothers will 
call ‘z 
Get aprons, get gloves, get secrets, that’s all. 
Up and down, &c. 


You say, to your knowledge, you'll never dis- 
close, 
To the best of your friends, or the worst of your 
foes 
That secret which no blind cowan e’er knows. 
Up and down, &c. 


Likewise, to your knowledge, you never will tell, 
Lest you are tormented by the flames of hell, 
That fate to a Freemason never befell. 

Up and down, &c. 


PLOPPO SP 


NEPTUNE AND AMPHITRITE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


WHEN the world first began, and some folks say 
before, 

As old Neptune was quaffing his grog at the 
Nore, 

He cried out, in his cups, as my land is the sea, 

It’s high time to consult what its colour shall be. 


Amphitrite had been to drink tea at Sheerness, 

And had seen, at the barracks, a captain’s spruce 
dress ; 

To her husband she said, as she flirted her fan, 

Let its colour be red, do now, that’s a dear man. 


Neptune shook his rough locks, at his wife gave a 
frown, 

When his tailor called on us, with some patterns 
from town ; 

He still was in doubt, till he cast up his eye, 

And resolved that the ocean should match the 
bright sky. 

Thus the sea, as philosophers know to be true, 

As it washed our white cliffs, bore a fine azure 


hue, 
’Till the laurel of Britain, victorious was seen, 
To reflect on its surface, and change it to green. 
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You may guess our opposers were sad at the 
sight ! 
As the sea grew more green, why Monsieur grew 
more white: : 
And they never behold it, but, vexed at the view, 
‘They be at poor Neptune, and cry out mor- 
eu. 


May its colour remain, and good luck to the boys, 

Who o’er its salt surface, through danger and 
noise, 

With Howe, Duncan, St. Vincent, and Nelson 
maintain, 

That the tight little island still governs the main. 


POOP LLIF 


0, THERE! I WOULD BE THERE! 
(Soane. ) 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square. ] 


IN my bower a lady weeps, 

In my cot an infant sleeps! 
?Tis there! O, there! 
I would be there! 

Or let me die in my despair! 


On the hills, where I should be, 
Brothers, sisters, call for me: 
?Tis there!. O, there, &c. 


By the stream I loved so well, 
Pines for me the young Gazelle : 
’Tis there! O, there, &c. 


PPPS LOALIEO 


ODD FELLOWS’ PEDIGREE. 
Air—“ Chapter of Kings.”—(R. C. Fair.) 


OuR order’s most ancient, your freemasons say, 
For to Solomon’s days we have traced it ; 
But we can trace ours back much farther than 
they, 
And the greatest of heroes have graced it ; 
For, if we may credit old Moses’s story, 
How the world was created so well, O, 
Father Adam, in Eden, creation’s best glory, 
Stood alone—so he was an odd fellow. 
Fol de rol, &c. 
Aloud, whether sober or mellow, 
Fol de rol, &c. 
Sing—who would not be an odd fellow? 


My tale would be endless were I to name all 
The great who’ve our order supported, 
There’s Noah and Abraham, David and Saul, 
Their different oddities sported, 
The first built a lodge, and then set it a swim- 
ming, 
The next trampled over hedges and ditches ; 
King Davy, we know, played odd tricks with the 
women, 
And Saul, like King James, hunted witches. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Alexander the Great we a brother may call, 
For, to prove he belonged to our order, 
He wept when he’d conquered the world, ‘¢ ‘tis 
too small, 
Oh, I wish it was longer and broader!” 
Diogenes cooped himself up in a barrel, 
And Socrates, stinking and sodden, 
With the chamber-pot thrown by his wife, wouldn’t 
quarrel ; 
Nay, Jupiter’s self was an odd one. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


All over the world, and in every age, 
Odd fellows have heen in all nations ; 

Kings, emperors, popes, and philosophers sage, 
Clergy, laymen, and all other stations. 
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But here let me cease, though my theme is so 
pleasant, 
Nor of past times or future be thinking, 
Reflections dismiss, and enjoy the time present 
With singing, and laughing, and drinking. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


GPPPPaPEOPFL 


LOVELY BOY, THOU SHALT NOT GO! 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


PLEAD no more, I must refuse thee! 
Lovely boy, thou shalt not go ; 

Grief would kill me, should I lose thee! 
Wouldst thou grieve me? 
Couldst thou leave me? 

Lovely boy, no! surely, no! 


Sull resist me! See before thee 
Her who loves thee, bending low! 
Hear a mother’s prayer implore thee! 
Canst thou grieve her? 
Wilt thou leave her? 
Lovely boy, no! surely, no! 


GLEPPP POP? 


OLD CORPORAL FIRELOCK. 
(Upton. } 
On! have you ne’er heard of old Corporal Fire- 
/ock, 
With his rowdy-dow, rowdy-dow, dow? 
By my soul, but you must, and Sir Ralph Aber- 
crombie, 
Or else you will hear of them now. 
but Sir Ralph he has been pretty often in battle, 
With his rowdy-dow, dowdy-day 3 
And the corporal he, though his tongue mustn’t 
prattle, 
The corporal ne’er ran away. 
Rub-a-dub, &c. 


Oh, if yon’ve heard of old Corporal Firelock, 
With his rub-a-dub, rowdy-dow dale, 

Then you’ve heard of a fellow as tough as the 

devil, 

But, d—n him, he never turned tail ; 

For, let but the word be the order for action, 
With a rub-a-dub, rowdy-dow.dow, 

And away goes a shot from old Corporal Firelock, 
While his bayonet joins in the row. 

Rub-a-dub, &c. 


So, a gallant old fellow is Corporal Firelock, 
With his rub-a-dub rowdy-dow-dale, 
That, show him a musket, a sword, or a woman, 
And he’s burning from head to the tail ; 
Right-and-left, up-and-down, round-about, like a 
soldier, 
With his rub-a-dub rowdy-dow-dow, 
Oh, he’ll stick to the charms of Bellona or Venus, 
Nor the devil himself can him cow. 
Rub-a-dub, &c. 


PLEO LIL? 


A DUTCHMAN’S DRAUGHT SHOULD BE 
DEEP AS THE ROLLING ZUYDER-ZEE, 


A GLEE. 
(G. Colman. ) 


MYNHEER VANDUNCK, though he never was 
drunk, 
Sipped brandy-and-water gaily ; 
And he quenched his thirst 
With two quarts of the first 
To a pint of the latter daily ; 
Singing, oh, that a Dutchman’s draught could be 
As deep as the rolling Zuyder-Zee ! 
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Water, well mingled with spirit good store, 
No Hollander dreams of scorning, 
! Bat of water alone he drinks no more 
Than a rose supplies 
' When a dew lies 
On its bloom in a summer-morning ; 

For a Dutchman’s draught should potent be, 
Though deep as the rolling Zuyder-Zee. 


PPIELP IPP? 


YOU MEANER BEAUTIES OF THE NIGH1 
(Sir Henry Wotton, 1651.) 


You meaner beauties of the night, 
That poorly satisfy onr eyes, 

More by your number than your light, 
You common people of the skies, 
What are you when the sun shall rise? 


You curious characters of the wood 
That warble forth dame Nature’s lays, 
Thinking your voices understood 
By your weak accents, what’s your praise 
When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 


You violets, that first appear, 
By your pure purple mantles known, 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the Spring were all your own, 
What are you when the rose is blown? 


So, when my mistress shall be seen, 
In form and beauty of her mind, . 
By virtue first, then choice, a queen! 
Tell me if she were not designed 
Th’ eclipse and glory of her kind ? 


LPRILPLREEF 


STRIKE WHILE THE IRON IS HOT. 
(Cumberland. ) 


HARK, hark, how the hammers keep time! 
One, two, three; one, two, three; how they 
chime ! x 
While the sparks fly about here and there, 
And the anvil rings 
As the merry dame sings— 
Shoe the mare, shoe the mare, shoe the mare! 


Strike, strike, while the iron is hot, 

A good rule that should ne’er be forgot ; 

Blow the forge, wield the sledge, strong and stout ; 
When the sun hides his head, 
And the village goes to bed, 

Drink about, drink about, drink about! 


Click, click, goes the can as it flies, 
Wheel it round, father Dominic cries, 
By the mass, ’tis a sin to be drunk ; 
If you want a jolly guest, 
Recommend me to the priest, 
Merry monk, merry monk, merry monk! 


De ae dee ae 


THE PIPE OF TOBACCO; 
OR, AN EMBLEM OF LIFE. 
Air—“ The last Shilling.” 


IN some emblem of life ev’ry wit has his jest, 

Touched with spleen, as they touch the last 
guinea, 

But, above all their symbols, the one I like best 
Is a full smoking pipe of Virginia. 

As the pipe shows the weakness.and frailty of life, 
(For ’tis brittle, and easily broke,) 

So the foibles of man, with his follies so rife, 
Are well represented by smoke. 


Lo, the wealthy old cit, heaping sum upon sum, 
Driving trade to all parts-»f the earth, 
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| Fairest of Araby’s daughters, 


With his let us push on, till it mounts to a plamb, 
Making gold the criterion of worth ; 
And the miser, who daily is cheating himself 
For th’ enjoyment of other guess folk, 
When the fell sergeant, Death, lays his hand on 
their pelf, 
_ Don’t they find ’tis all nothing but smoke. 


Oft the poor hungry poet, with labour and care, 
Racks his brain for some promising meed 5 

When the boon he receives is dispersed in the air, 
Like the fume of the Indian weed ; 

And the hero, as oft seeking glory and fame, 
Meets a fate which he never bespoke, 

And finds out that proud phantom, called Honour 

by name, 

F’en at best is but vapour and smoke. * 


Then the keen fortune-hunter, so knowing and 
deep, 
With his heart-piercing sigh, most sincere, 
For the well-jointured widow has ceased to weep, 
He’s for puffing his smoke in her ear. 
And, ye maids, of each flattering coxcomb be- 
ware, 
When, with rapture, your smiles they invoke, 
For too often ’tis found, to the grief of the fair, 
That their vows are but vapour and smoke. 


But tobacco’s possessed of a quality rare, 
From its dust-rising fragrance we find, 

And, when its warm fumes are absorbed in the air, 
They leave a sweet odour behind : 

Thus, a true honest soul proves his virtue and 

worth, 

When grim Death hows him under his yoke, 

By the gen’rous esteem his name holds upon earth, 
For the rest—is but vapour and smoke! 


PPP OIFP ESD 


WHAT A CHARMING THING’S A BATTLE. 
( Bickerstaffe. ) 


WHAT a charming thing’s a battle 5 
Trumpets sounding, drums a beating ; 
Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle 5 
Every heart with joy elating! 
With what pleasure are we spying, 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us, in the smoky air, , 
Heads, and limbs, and bullets flying ; 
Then, the groans of soldiers dying, 
Just like sparrows, as it were, 
At each pop 
Hundreds drop, 
While the muskets prittle-prattle ; 
Killed and wounded 
Lie confounded ; 
What a charming thing’s a battle! 


But the pleasant joke of all, 
Is when to close attack we fall, 
Like mad bulls each other butting, 
Shooting, stabbing, maiming, cutting ; 
Horse and foot, 
All go to’t 5 
Kill’s the word, both men and cattle ; 
Then to plunder, 
Blood and thunder, 
What a charming thing’s a battle! 


GPLEL LIP 


SAY, WILT THOU SAIL WITH ME. 
A QUARTETTO. 
(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. | 


OVER the dark blue waters, 
Over the wide, wide, sea; - 





‘Sil 


Say, wilt thou sail with me? 


Were there no bounds to the water, 


No shore to the wide, wide, sea, 
Still, fearless, would Araby’s daughter 
Sail on, through life, with thee. 


Onboard, then, on board, while the skies are light, 
And friendly blows the gale ; 

Our hearts are as true as our bark, and bright 
Our hopes as its sun-lit sail : 


GLIPLEILE 


A SON OF A GUN. 
(T. Moore. ) 


J REMEMBER, 
"EP was last December, 

When the tips, ma’am, 

Of old women’s noses 
Blush like roses, 

Or your lips, ma’am, 
"lwas then, I remember, 
”Twas last November 5 
No, just December, 

When an old mumbling witch, 
Whose gums could scarcely nibble, 
Muttered from a ditch, 

And told me my fate, like a sybil: 
Rincon, my boy, thow’lt make a row! 
She said to me_as I’m saying now ; 

And, said I, 
In reply, 
Now, says she, 
To me,— 
Thou’lt be the babe of wonder, 
Be thunder, 
Be lightning, - 
The universe fright’ning ; 
My cradle, she said, had been a large cannon! 
By the by, 
Thought I, 
A very fine thing to nurse a great man in! 

’Twas this, they repute, 

Taught my fancy to shoot, 

And made me more flashy than others ; 

I’m the son of a gun, 

And bullets are my sisters and brothers. 


POOLE OLLI 


THE FREE AND EASY TRAVELLER. 
Air— Go patter to Lubbers.” 


A TRAVELLER full forty years I have been, 
But never tript over to France, 

All cities and most market-towns have been in, 
’Twixt Berwick-on-Tweed and Penzance 5 
My own native country with pleasure I range, 

All seasons and times of the year ; 
In fashion still find a continual change, 
Something novel will always appear ; 
The world, though ’tis round, as about it we go, 
Strange ways, turns, and crosses we sce , 
But the favourite road which I wish to pursue 
Is through life to go easy and free. 


The traveller, braving a bleak wint’ry day, 
To what place he soe’er may resort, 

When searching his inn is as cheerful and gay 
As the sailor that gets into port 5 

Well seated and served, his refreshment how 

sweet, 

What comfort it gives to the heart, 

And when a few friends unexpectedly meet, 
How fond each his tale to impart ; 

For know this idea, which none can detest, 
Has long been implanted in me, 

That, whatever maxims are followed, the best 
Is through life to go easy and free. 
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If fraught with good humour, I care not how much 
In sentiment people divide ; 
In opinion if differing, my temper is such, 
I scorn any soul to deride ; 
Though the dictates of reason flow pointed and 
strong, 
Such prejudice hangs on the mind ; 
From debates, howe’er pertinent, nervous, or long, 
You seldom a convert will find : 
Then give me the man, wheresoever I call, 
That always will sociable be ; 
If we can’t think alike—still the beauty of all, 
Is through life to go easy and free. 


As sons of the whip must to business attend, 
T always make much of the day; 

At night with my bottle, my pipe, and my friend, 
The moments glide smoothly away ; 

All travellers, truly it must be confest, 
Good orders are glad to receive ; 

Disappointments in trade never rob me of rest, 
For madness I deem it to grieve ; 

Then, my worthies, the toast which to give I’m 

inclined, : 

I trust with all minds will agree ; 

‘* Wishing every free-hearted friend to mankind, 
Through life may go easy and free.” 


GPIPIGIP OS? 


I THEN EXCHANGED HEARTS WITH MY 
SANDY. 


(0’Keefe.) 


WHAT rapture to think on the times we have seen, 
On the May-day I first saw my love on the green ! 
So:charming his face, yet commanding his mien, 
The king was my fover, and Jenny his queen. 
The garland presented by Sandy, 
More sweet from the maker, ’twas Sandy. 


Beneath a gay woodbine, with myrtles entwined, 
On cowslips and violets one ev’ning reclined, 
So charming a place and a season so kind, 
He artfully chose to discover his mind. 
So sweet were the vows of my Sandy, 
I then exchanged hearts with my Sandy. 


PPE OP PIP 


WINE, LOVE, AND MUSIC UNITED. 


SINCE Love such ecstasy can give, 
And men from wine such joys receive, 
Since Music can impart such vast delight, 
They cannot sure be meant for different ends; 
No tonger then as rivals, but as friends, 
Let Love, and Wine, and Music all unite. 


Yourselves you deceive, 
We are taught to believe 
By the song, that the Gods once of Music and 
ine, 
In heaven were raving, 
Disputing, and braving, 
Whose theme was the noblest, and trade most 
divine. 


Your music, said Bacchus, 
Would stun us, and rack us, 
Did claret not soften the discord you make ; 
Songs are not inviting, 
Nor verses delighting, 
Till poets of my great influence partake. 


Says Phebus, this fellow 
Ts drunk, sure, or mellow, 
To praise music less than his wine or October ; 
But those who love drinking 
Are void of all thinking, 
Nay, have not the wisdom to keep themselves 
sober. 
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Thus, as they were wrangling, 
Disputing, and jangling, 
Says Venus, this strife shall be ended by me ; 
Wine most can invite us, 
And Music delight us, 
When with mighty Love they united agree, 


GPILIPPPE? 


LOVELY LILY OF THE VALE, 
Air—‘* Water parted from the Sea.” 
(Jesse Hammond. ) 


LOVELY lily of the vale, 
Pillowed in thy leafy bower; 

Softest whispers of the gale, 
Woo thee at the evening hour. 


Charming lily, chaste, and fair, 
Breezes o’er thy bosom rove ; 

And the dew-drop lingers there, 
Like the pearly tear of love. 


Lovely lily, thou shalt be, 

_ Ina softer place of rest ; 

Leave thy couch, and fly with me, 
To my charmer’s panting breast. 


Balmy breezes of her breath, 
On her bosom thou shalt share, 

Sip sweetness whilst she slumbereth, 
And mingle with the whiteness there. 


PLP POPPE PP 


ALAS! MY HEART MUST FEAR FOR 
THEE. 
A DUET. 
( Garrick.) 
She.—Look round the earth, nor think it strange 
To doubt of you, when all things change ; 
The branching tree, the blooming flower, 
Their form and hue change every hour; 
While all around such change I see, 
Alas! my heart must fear for thee! 


He.—Blighted and chilled by cruel frost, 
Their vigour droops, their beauty’s lost ; 
My cheek may fade, by your disdain, 
To change my heart, all pow’r is vain. 
Look round the earth, the flow’r and 
tree, 
To Nature’s true as I to thee. 


She.—Look up to heav’n—nor think it strange, 

To doubt of you, when all things change, 

Sun, moon, and stars, those forms so 
bright, 

Are changing ever to the sight! 

- While, in the heav’ns, such change I 
see, 
Alas! my heart must fear for thee. 


He.--Clouded or bright, the moon and sun, 
Are constant to the course they run ; 
So, gay or sad, my heart, as true, 
Rises and sets, to love and you: 
Look in the heav’ns, each star you see, 
True to its orb, as I to thee. 


GLI PF LPC 


THE BOAST OF A TAR. 
Air—‘* Meg of Wapping.” 
WOULD you know what is called the boast of a 
tar? 
’Tis a heart that can feel for another ; 
To sail through life’s voyage, right, honest, and 
fair, 
And look on each man as his brother, 
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As for crosses, and losses, and such kind of 
things, 

Let them come, and he’ll ne’er prove a railer ; 
Right and tight in the heart, why he carelessly 

sings, 

Pull away, pull away, like a sailor. 

SPOKEN.] And as for whining about this, or 
pining about that, pshaw, d me! what should 
we grieve fcr? Fortune, at the best, is but a 
slippery mermaid, and though it may be one man’s 
luck to ride in a coach, why it’s another’s to ride 
in a cart, and so, d’ye see, 

Pull away, pull away, like a sailor. 





Though rough, blunt, and homely, the sea-wedded 
tar, 
Pshaw! what matters person, or feature? 
’Tis his pride, or his glory, at home, or afar, 
He can feel for a poor fellow-creature. 
And can your monopolists now say as much? 
- Or misery’s child, will they hail her? 
No d—n them, like vipers, they sting where they 
touch, 
Puil away, pull away, like a sailor. 


SpoKEN.] O! that I could bring every rascal 
to the gangway of justice, to be sure, at every lash, 
we wouldn’t 

Pull away, &c. 


In peace, or in war, rough or smooth, of what 
not; 
A tar is the same to his duty, 
E’er ready to face what may fall to his lot, 
Or die, as the champion of beauty ; 

Yet, battle once ended, his mistress, or wife, 
Fills his mind, while it’s thus he will hail her, 
‘Pass the can, here’s the girl that I love as my 

life,’ 
Pull away, pull away, like a sailor. 


SPOKEN.] Pull away,—ay, and drink away to 
all the dear girls of old England. To be sure, 
they wo’n’t recruit the British navy with a few 
little chip-chows, cherry-chows, when we 

Pull away, &c. 


SLELFILIP 


THE HUNT OF THE GODS. 
(O’Brien. ) 
DIANA bids Mercury scud off in haste, 


To invite all the Gods to an ambrosial feast ; 
Great Jove and Juno were the first that walked 


in, 
And many of the Gods were composed of her 

kin. 

Derry down, &c. 

No roasting or boiling was there to be seen, 
No sofas or chairs, they all sat on the green ; 
The fruit was dished up by the hands of Pomona, 
And the essence of honey served round by Mel- 


jona. 
Derry down, &c. 


Nectar is called for, and nectar goes round ; 
Bacchus cried, ‘ Dad, this is unhallowed ground rd 
The word was scarce spoken, when in came the 
Nine, 
And Bacchus soon piedged them in a bumper of 
wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


“ Mercury,’ cries Jove, ‘go and cork up the nec: 
tar, 
I’ve tasted the wine, and I like it far better ; 
We'll act, Gods, like mortals, like mortals we'll 
quaff, 
Bacchus cried bravo, and round went -he laugh. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Neptnne sips honey, but soon threw it out, 
At the fruit of Pomona he turned up his snout ; 
The next thing he tasted was a horn full of wine, 
He tasted, and tasted, and vowed it was fine. ; 
Derry down, &c. 
« For music,’ cries Jove, ‘ my spirit’s on fire,’ 
Apollo was tipsy, broke the strings of his lyre ; 
Loud was the clamour throughout the whole 
throng, 
‘Apollo, Apollo, come, give us a song.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Neptune he quaffed off his wine in a jiff, 
Mercury not present, he got into a tiff; 
Says he, that cursed horn of mine is too small, 
And swore, with his trident, he’d lather them 
all. 
Derry down, &cs 


Wine it is called for, which Mercury brings, 
Mercury, though active, now wanted more wings ; 
At length, he cried out, in the devil’s own funk, 
« By the stars, I am sorry to see ye all drunk.’ 
Derry down, &c. 


Diana starts up with a hark! hark away: 

And all the celestials, in spirits quite gay ; 

The doe is let loose, close pursued by her foe, 

The gods and the goddesses shout tally-ho! 
Derry down, &c. 


Round the hill of Parnassus the doe takes its 
flight ; 
Says Juno, ‘ My lord, are you pleased with the 
sight? 
I am,’ cried his godship, ¢ to rest I incline,” 
And pulled from his mantle a flasket of wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


At the death, all the deities soon flocked around, 

The victim is bleeding, and stretched on the 
ground ; 

« Arise, brute,’ cries Jove, ‘ and live, free from 


pain, 
Until I get drunk with my daughter again.’ 
Derry down, &c. 
Jove soared up to heaven; when there, he re 
lented, 
That he should get drunk—he got sick, and re~ 
pented ; 
He swore, by his Iris, he’d yet chase the doe-~ 
Then fell on his bed, with a hic-tally-ho! 
Derry down, &cs 


PLIP LEO? 


A LADY’S CHOICE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


WHENE’ER to change my present state’ 
Kind Heav’n shall decree, ; 
Be this the model of my mate :— 
In mind and body free, 


Let honcur all his actions guide, 
Be upright and sincere ; 

Let Virtue in his breast reside, 
And lodge sweet Pity thee. 


Let him have never been the cause 
Of injured virgin’s tears ; 

Or sorrows which, by Natuie’s laws, 
The feeling parent bears. 

In learning and in sense complete, 
And wholly free from pride ; 

No foppish dress, but, plain and neat, 
Have reason on his side. 


Let him be gen’rous, brave, and kind » 
And then, oh! may I prove 

The woman suiting to his mind, 
That he can only love! 
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Blest with a partner to my heart, 
While life’s so shortly spanned, 

Naught shall divide, till death shail part, 
The matrimonial band. 


GLE PLO? SL 


A CURIOUS MAN HAD A CURIOUS WIFE. 
— Air—“ Mr. and Mrs. Pringle.” —(3. Lambe.) 


A CURIOUS man had a curious wife, 
And curiously oftimes would jangle, 
Of a curious thing, and incurious strife, 
The result of their curious wrangle : 
They acknowledged possessing faults great and 
small, 
And retaliation considered a merit : 
Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, and this each would 
call 
A true matrimonial spirit. 


If he chose a walk, a ride she preferred ; 
The reverse to its utmost was carried : 
A damsel he kept, and she, as absurd, 
With her cousin forgot she was married. 
Conducted by him to her husband’s retreat, 
No mouse was more teased by a ferret, 
But, by promise enjoined, she performed the same 
feat 
With a true matrimonial spirit. 


Recrimination now followed, of course, 
In order succeeds separation ; 

So they that were wedded for better or worse, 
Grew weuried, though brief their probation : 
Their cherubs were soon to a workhouse consigned, 

And they a worse fortune inherit : 
She took to the streets, he a porter, we find, 
Finished the blessed effects of a'spirit. 


Ye married—ye single, attend this behest, 
True comfort we only derive 
From gentle demeanour; by resentment supprest, 
Against the stream ought you to strive? 
No, surely not; happiness seldom we find 
Tn families, more frequent demerit : 
Tis only preserved by a generous mind ; 
Then cherish a generous spirit. 


CLEP PIPE SP 


DEEP WITHIN THE DUNGEON’S GLOOM, 
. A DUET. 
(G. Macfarren.) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. } 


She.—DEEP within the dungeon’s gloom, 
Unpitied, let him languish. 
He.—Cheerfully I meet the doom 
That shortens life and anguish. 
She.—Slave! thy abject soul shall feel 
A thousand tortures rend it. 
He.-—-Force may break the tempered steel, 
But strives in vain to bend it— 
Tyrant! 
Strives in vain to bend it. 


He.—Monster! ere ’tis yet too late, 

Repent thy crimes, and tremble! 
Ske.—Brave men boldly spurn at fate, 

Tis slaves like thee dissemble. 
He.—May Heaven one spark of virtue grant, 

?Ere life from earth shall sever. 
She.—May every demon-spell still haunt 

Thy perjured ghost for ever— 

Coward! 
Haunt thy ghost for ever. 


He.—Tyrant, lead me to my gloom: 
Coward, thou shalt languish ! 


Se a SE SS 
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Cheerfully I meet the doom 
That shortens life and anguish. 
Deep within the dungeon’s gloom, 
The prey,of pain and anguish. 


POOF OIL EOP 


GOLDFINCH IN HIS GLORY; 
OR, A RIDE THROUGH ROTTEN-ROW. 


YA, hip! for Goldfinch there, make way, 
I’m up to all the rigs of town; 
With four-in-hand I dash away, 
And laugh at every hawbuck clown. 
For Pm the prime, the knowing lad, 
Not by your deep ones to be had ; 
I take the road, my whip I crack, 
On creditors I turn my back, 
And, as I push along I cry, 
Who’s bang up prime? Eh! damme I. 


SPOKEN.] Lord bless your heart! where’s the 
use of talking to one about creditors? it’s all 
fudge ; they'll get nicks from me. I know what’s 
life, and I know what’s what. I’m flash,—Pm 
down on the darkey ; my prads are all high-met- 
tled, and I’m a mettlesome blade myself; only 
show me the kiddy that would attempt to start 
against me, and see if I don’t give him a bit of a 
taste, in true style; if I don’t, may I never make 
my tits touch collar again, with my 


Dash away, splash away, spank along like mad ; 
Of all the knowing blades on town, sure Goldfinch 
is the lad. 


With Widow Warren, t’other day, 
T drove in style through Rotten-row ; 
A blade, who passed us on our way, 
Tiscaebt he could pive us there the go. 
Ya hip. seys. . wi not fit; 
If you’re for gig, I’m tull of it; 
Pooh! fan your leaders as you please, 
Tis I can beat you out with ease. 
What! you pretend to drive with me? 
Why you’re not. half-the thing, I see. 


SPOKEN.] You bang up? no, not in a hundred 
years.—More bang up than you, says he.—Only 
try it on, then, says I.—Done! for a hundred, 
done'—So, says I to my tit, only twig now, how 
I’ll serve that gill out in rum style: so 1 gives my 
off grey a frisk wnder the flank, and off we start: 
when his sorrels, knowing they’d got a muns for a 
driver, turned head, and my hind wheel coming 
in contact with his, over he spanks, like a green- 
horn as he was. Halloc! Mr. Muggins, says I, 
what, you are there in all your glory, are you— 
eh! a pretty muns you’ve made of yourself now, 
hav’n’t you? You attempt to drive four-in-hand ! 
why, I wouldn’t trust you with a blind cart-horse. 
Don’t you know, stupid, that I’m the thing, the 
regular, the real bang-up, the best whip on the 
town ;—that I can cut a fly’s eye out from the tip 
of a prad’s ear? Now, that there roley poley serves 
you just right, old blue-bottie ; don’t you think it 
does, my nice one ?—Yes, to be sure it does, my 
prince—you gave him the neat caper in good style, 
with your 

Dash away, splash away, spank along, &c. 


With upper benjamin, so neat, 
And togged out all in proper twig ; 
If chance an awkward whip I meet 
i bother him and run my rig. 
Yep! spoony Buffer, pull up do, 
Pray, who a driver made of you! 
Now keep your side and hold your jaw, 
You’]l nap a fibbing, Johnny Raw: 
Take one small taste, you’ll soon take wing, 
For, d—-me, Goldfinch is the thing. 


/ 
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SPOKEN.] The thing: I believe you, my sons— 
none of your stuff and nonsens¢ with me—it wo’n’t 
do; for I can accommodate your body any how 
you like. Suppose I have not tipped the coach- 
maker, as you say, what’s that to you, old dead 
wig? you wo’n’t come down with the brads, will 
you? Hold your slang, then, and sherry, morris, 
broom—cut the stick with your set of raw-bones 
and heavy drag. I mean to go my lengths, and 
when I can go no further, why I shall go over the 
water; and then I shall have an opportunity of 
singing with some of my old pals, who have been 
nibbled before me— e 

Dash away, splash away, spank along, &c. 


OPPO IPOD? 


TO-MORROW. 
(G. M. Lewis.) 


A BANKRUPT 1n trade, fortune frowning on shore, 
All lost, save my spirit and honour ; 
No choice being left but to take to the oar, 
I’ve engaged in the Mars, Captain Connor: 
But though the wind calls me, some few words to 


say 
To Polly, these moments I borrow ; 

For sorcly she’ll grieve that I leave her to-day, 
And must sail on the salt seas to-morrow. 


Nay, weep not! though Fortune her smile now 
denies, 
Time may soften the gipsy’s displeasure ; 
Perhaps she may throw in my way some rich 
prize, 
And send me home loaded with treasure : 
If so lucky, oh! doubt not, without more delay, 
Will I hasten to banish your sorrow ; 
And bring back a heart which adores you to-day, 
And will love you as dearly to-morrow. 


But, ah! the fond hopes may prove faithless and 


vain 
Which my bosom now ventures to cherish 3 
In some perilous fight I may haply be slain, 
Or whelmed in the ocean may perish. 
Should such be the fate of poor Tom, deign to pay 
To his loss a fit tribute of sorrow ; 
And sometimes remember our parting to-day, 
Should a wave be my coffin to-morrow. 


Soret err 


THE IRISH FOOTMAN. 
( Lawler.) 
I’m an Irishman born, and they christened me 
‘Pat, 
Sing farinana, sing farinanee. 
To be sure and I hav’n’t nine lives like a cat, 
Sing farinana, sing farinance. 
Arrah, Pat, you'll be saying, your tongue takes a 
swing, 
Nine lives! fait, of that now some proof you must 
bring 3 
Why I’ve nine ways of living, sure that’s the same 
thing. 
With my didderoo, bodderoo, 
Fillalu, smallilu, farinana and farinanee. 


When I first came to England, the hay for to make, 
Sing farinana, &c, 
The girls used to say, “ arrah, Pat, you're a 
rake,” : 
Sing farinana, &c. 
Vd a touch at the hod; but ’twas not to my wish ; 
So to find something better to tell to my dish, 
I cried oysters and salmon and other shell-fish. 
With my didderoo, &c. 
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' Then I strawberries cried in the summer 80 rare, 


Sing farinana, &e. 
And next at the parliament-house I bawled chair ! 
Sing farinana, &c. 
I rabbits cried next ; but the trade was so dead, 
I turned pavier ; but little of that can be said ; 
For the stones to poor Paddy were very hard bread. 
With my didderoo, &c. 


Then I carried the knot; but in troth ’twouldn’t 
do 
; Sing farinana, &c. 
Now a tight lady’s footman, my last trade you view, 
Sing farinana, &c. 
So there’s my nine lives; ay, and while he can 
tack 
To the end of his song, a good nate Irish whack, 
Fait Paddy need ne’er want a trade to his back. 
With his didderoo, &c. 


PROP LE LLP 


FAR AWAY FROM THE NOISE AND 
DECEPTIONS OF TRADE, 


FAR away from the noise and deceptions of trade, 

Through the rude winding paths by simplicity 
made, 

I take me, at morn, as the day-star appears, 

And the lark from above, with his song sweetly 
cheers : 

By the swift winding Lea, full of rapture I tread, 

On the gay painted carpets kind Nature has 
spread. 


As my float down the current goes dancing along, 
I muse with my pastime, and this is my song ; 
That bright coloured object, I follow so free, 
Reminds me of things once familiar to me ; 

So dances the frail one, fond youth to invite, 


| Who, forgetting the hook, is the gudgeon to bite. 


Like my float is false friendship, it flatters the 


eye, 

Till the hook of deceit gives pretension the lie ; 

Like my float is the law-tribe they tempt to pur- 
sue, 

And promise success with the game still in view ; 

Trout-like, yow re tickled to swallow the batt, 

To be pricked by the ‘ook, and repent when too 
late. 


Like my float, for a moment,’s the gay shooting 
heir, 

On pleasure’s smooth stream gliding down without 
care, 

The sharp pike verocity, drawn by the bait, 

Too eagerly swallows the blockhead’s estate 5 

No art can relieve for the crime of his jaw, 

And veracity’s hooked hy the skill of the law. 


With a thousand deceptions my float may com- 
pare, 

The trader so smiling, but smiles to ensnare 5 

But hence with the trifle, in time he may fall 

By the hook of the frail one, who angles tor all; 

False friends and cursed law, most earnest I crave 

To escape, till time shows me the way to the 
grave. 


Full smooth as the current my life let it flow, 
And my breast ever yield to humanity’s glow ; 
May my way in society ever be fair, 

And not, like my bait, inyite to ensnare ; 
Then every piscator this tale shall report, 

An angler is gone to Elysium for sport. 


CLL OL Aa 
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ALL YE BRAVE SPORTSMEN WHO 
DELIGHT IN THE FIELD. 
(O’Brien. ) 

CoME, all ye brave sportsmen, who delight in the 

field 

Let me see you well mounted, well whipped, and 
well steeled ; 

For all the gay trappings, that please the vain 
great, 

Would I, when once mounted, resign up my seat. 

The bay of a hound, or a full flowing bowl, 

Are twins, true, of pleasure, that delighteth my 
soul; 

There is a third pleasure, and that is my wife, 

That pleasure, I hope, is a pleasure for life. 


e 


The sluggard is snoring, regardless of wealth, 

The sportsman, well mounted, recruiting his 
health ; 

Somnus is angry to see the sloth dying, 

Whilst we jolly blades o’er hedges are flying. 


Here’s may each jolly sportsman, and each honest 
man, 

Enjoy every pleasure through life’s little span ; 

Grim Death is a sportsman, and we are his game, 

To hunt down a hunter, the rascal is lame. 


GPP ECPLFIPD? 


ALL HAIL TO THE PATRIOT: 


ALL hail to the patriot! the wise and the bold, 
Who clings to his country, like tree to its hold ; 
Who clings to his country, like child to the breast 
That hushes its wailings, and pillows its rest ; 
Who joys in her glory, like wild birds that sing 
When sunshine and beauty return with the spring; 


Who droops in ber shame, like the wild flowers 
that die, 

When the clouds of the autumn are dark in the 
sky! 


All hail to the patriot! like thunderous peal, 

Who lifts up his voice for his countrymen’s weal, 

When a statesman or prelate, the base or the 
blind, 

Would shackle the body, or fetter the mind ; 

Who dares to be free as the winter-winged gales, 

That sweep through the forests, and speed o’er the 
vales ; 

Who toils to escape each illegal control, 

Like the streams from the mountains their torrents 
that roll! 


All hail to the patriot! to whom shall be dear, 

The freedom of peasant as well as of peer ; 

Who stands for the birthright of liberty given 

To man by the legible charter of heaven ; 

Who rouses his-spirit, and raises his hand, 

When the tide of invasion is rolled on his land ; 

Who plants his firm foot like a rock by the wave, 

And will gain her the triumph, or go to his 
grave! 


PIPLP ELIE? 


FAIR LIBERTY, WHOM HEAVEN GAVE. 
( Bentley.) 


FAIR Liberty, whom Heaven gave 
But where peculiarly it loves; 
And put off all it meant for slave, 
With orange-bowers, and citron-groves. 
The children of the frozen North, 
Where Nature half her gifts retains, 
Are doomed to tame the churlish earth, 
For tasteless fruits and tardy gains. 


Yet, while their weary task they ply, 

By thee their fainting souls are cheeted ; 
No stern, unfeeling lord is nigh, 

No rods are seen, no chains are heard. 
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Still, as they guide the delving plough, 
Or bind pale autumn’s scanty store ; 
To thee! their manly lives they vow, 
To thee, their grateful strains they pour! 


GEPLIPPPP? 


OBERON; 
OR, THE FAIRY KING AND HIS WIFE, TITANIA. 
Air—‘* One Morn when I was brewing.” 
(T. Roach.) 
KING Oberon, the fairy, who dwelt in castles 


airy, 
A wretched life led with his wife, 
Who he for love did marry\; 
To be sure he did—O yes, he did! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


Titania was her name, sir, a fairy of great fame, 
SIT 5 
But she, alas! would take a glass, 
For which she was to blame, sir; 
O yes, she was! to be sure she was! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


The king’s spirits did throng, sir, round his throne 
so long, sir, 
He Tiffin loved—but Hodges proved 
Unto the queen most strong, sir; 
To be sure it did!—O yes, it did! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


One night, in bed, awaking—just from a dream 
then breaking, 
His Majesty did loudly cry, 
My wife Ill be forsaking ; 
To be sure, I will—O yes, I will! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


The fashion, now day, ma’am, forbids me for to 
lay, ma’am, 
Side-by-side, with my new bride, 
It’s quite absurd, they say, ma’am ; 
To be sure it is—O yes, it is! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


If you’re fond of sporting, there’s courtiers now my 
court in; 
And I can spy, with half an eye, 
There’s ladies to be bought in ; 
To be sure there is—O yes, there is! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


Somehow, I don’t know why, ma’am, but I wish 
to try, ma’am, 
If there is two young lovers true 
In famed Bagdad city, ma’am.: 
To be sure I do—O yes, I do! 
Rum ti tocral, looral, looral, &c. 


And until they are found, O! by a strong oath I’m 
bound, O! 
To part from you, it is most true 
Or forfeit twenty pound, O! 
To be sure I am—O yes, I am. 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


The queen she did agree, sir, it filled her heart 
with glee, sir; 
She wished to roam away from home, 
With other men to be, sir; 
To be sure she did—O yes, she did! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &¢. 


A Frenchman, now, so witty, came into Bagdad 


city ; 
Oberon said, ‘ This is the blade 
Will suit the maid so pretty ;’ 
To be sure he will—O yes, he will! 
Rum ti tooral, Jooral, looral, &c. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 3 


The caliph had a daughter, the Frenchman long 
had sought her ; 
And O-be-ron, unto this Don, 
By magic spells now brought her ; 
To be sure he did—O yes, he did! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


At first, she slow advances, gives him bewitching 
glances, 
Which so enslaves Monsieur’s heart, 
‘That he both sings and dances ; 
To be sure he does—O yes, he does! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


The king gives him a horn, sir, to blow when he’s 
forlorn, sir, 
Bids him prepare for dangers rare, 
Before the coming morn, sir ; 
To be sure he does—O yes, he does! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


Now through the air he rides them, with twenty 
more besides them 3 
All ways their love he tries to prove, 
A thousand miles divides them ; 
To be sure he does—O yes, he does! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


These lovers were so true, sir, not all that he could 
do, sir, 
Would ever change, though it seems strange, 
The minds of these here two, sir ; 
To be sure, it wou’dn’t—O no, it wou’dn’t. 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &e. 


Such love as this quite rare is, I know not where 
a pair is 
Who would not itch to claim a flitch 
Of bacon from these fairies ' 
To be sure they would—O yes, they would! 
Rum ti tooral, looral, looral, &c. 


GPELIFIS 


BONNY BRAVE SCOTLAND. 


WHERE is the land that Scotland surpasses, or 
Where are such souls as her children inherit ? 
Bright in the smile of whose lovers and lasses 

are— 
Beaming the lights of their beauty and spirit. 
Sigh for thee, die for thee, who would not die for 
thee ? 
Tell me what eastern, western, or what land, 
Fame in, name in, ever was nigh to thee, 
Pride of each highland heart, bonny brave Scot- 
land. 


Deep in the heart of each vassal and stranger is— 
Buried a love for the hero it sighed on, 
Breathing the story which tells you where danger 


is, 
That is the spot where its idol had died on. 
Sigh for thee, &c. 


GPaIaIA~LT 


HOLIDAY TIME. 
Air—* The Pieman.” 


On! health and long life to you all, 

My masters and mistresses, too ; 
Once again, I am here at your call, 

To say from my heart—How d’ye do? 
Tis holiday time, as you know, 

And the coach pretty crowded I drive, 
But the best fare of all—gee-ho! 

Is to see my good friends all alive. 

Ri-um-ti-idity-um, &c. 

Oh! could you but see what odd folks 

I drive in my earriage and four; 
Why, truly, in spite of all jokes, 

You’d laugh if you ne’er laughed before , 


For here is a poor little tailor, 
Squeaking out for more room, pretty oft. 
And with his girl sits a sailor, 
Who bundles poor Stitch up aloft. 
Ri-um-ti-idity-um, &c. 


Now here is old Shortweight, the baker, 
And there is a virgin from Wapping, 
Next to her sits a prim-looking quaker, 
With Bobby, the bean, famed for hopping. 
Then here is a city-apprentice, 
And there is a gentleman’s lacquey ; 
With Pull-out, the great puffing dentist, 
And the milliner’s man, Master Jackey. 
Ri-um-ti-idity-um, &c. 


Then there is—Oh, dear! how you squeeze ! 
With shambling Joey, the sawyer— 
Little Snob, rather lame in his knees, 
With a half of the devil, the lawyer, 
But what are their callings to me ? 
Or how they are crammed, so I drive, oh! 
Yet I carry some queer ones, you see, 
And in holiday time all alive, oh! 
Ri-um-ti-idity-um, &c, 


PPI LO LIP 


THE SAILOR’S DREAM. 
- (Dibdin.) 

JACK vowed, Old England left behind, 
To hold his Nancy dear in mind, 
And this kind vow so did he keep, 
He nightly saw her in his sleep : 
?Midst roaring thunder, raging seas, 
His cheerful mind was still at ease, 
But, sudden as the lightning’s gleam, 
He woke, and found ’twas but a dream. 


Waked from his dream and Nancy’s charms 
By the loud drum, that beat to arms, | 

Jack roused from so much sweet delight, 

And took his station in the fight ; 

The foe was thrashed ; night closed the main ; 
Jack dreamt the battle o’er again: 

Then Fancy played her usual part, 

He held his Nancy to his heart : 

Alas, things are not what they seem! 

He woke, and found it but a dream. 


One night, a foul malicious fiend, 

Like a night-mare, across him leaned, 
Stole Nancy’s picture, and the charm 
That she had braced upon his arm ; 
Then, as she seemed to breathe her last, 
A frightful monster held her fast, 
Threat’ning he should from Nancy part, 
No more to press her to his heart : 

Jack gave, in agony, a scream, 

Then smiled to find *twas but a dream, 


Next morn, a vessel hove in sight,— 

An enemy ! hot grew the fight ; 

She struck ; a brig of largest size, 

And Jack made England with the prize ; 
Reached home, where Nancy long had wept, 
And, sore fatigued, turned in and slept; 
But Truth, assuming Fancy’s part, 

He held his Nancy to his heart, 

Nor as at sea did these things seem, 

He woke, and found ’twas not a dream, 


GPLEPIP LI? 


MY RISING SPIRITS THRONGING. 
(Cobb.) 


My rising spirits thronging 

In sportive brisk array, 
Inspire a plaguy longing 

Some harmless prank to play, 
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Shall I assume a shepherd’s part, 
And languish ’midst the whining train, 
Till many a pretty maiden’s heart, 
In sympathy, shall sigh azain, 
With heigho! with heigho! 
Alas! I love! heigho! 
My rising spirits, &c. 


Or, with a pretty fellow’s air, 
Shall I bedeck my little form, 
Sing, dance, and ogle, whisper, swear, 
And take their yielding hearts by storm, 
With—view me, ma’am, here I am. 
Behold this charming form. 
My rising spirits, &c. 
i 


PPIP OP EF 


THE PAVIER. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 


A PAVIER I am, and as hearty a blade 
As ever took pickaxe or spade in his hand ; 
No debts I contract, and thus never am sad, 
But still have a trifle, d’ye mind, at command : 
And, as many may flout at my calling, and say 
As how it’s a low occupation, 
I'll just give a sketch, where I’ll clearly display, 
There’s more paviers than one in the nation. 
With my fal, lal, &c. 


The courtier with flattery oft paves his way 
To Fortune’s best gifts, and obtains a great 
name ; 
Gold’s Mei stone which the miser, in secret, doth 
ay, 
And scars pave the road of the soldier to fame ; 
Then a lover with oaths paves his way to the fair, 
Each one, d’ye mind, in his station; 
While the patriot’s long speeches doth plainly de- 
clare 
That he paves for the good of the nation. 
With his fal, lal, &c. | 


Then, our sailors of freedom, sirs, lay the first 
stone, 
Which our foes would dig up, and vile slavery 
plant ; 
But our guns, d’ye mind, make them let it alone, 
And, rammer-like, fix it so deep that they can’t. 
As for me, my sole aim is your favour to win, 
What argufies longer oration, 
For, d’ye see, if my song paves the way to a grin, 
I’m the happiest dog in the nation. 
With my fal, lal, &c. 


GPFPPRLEP?E 


THE MANIAC; 
OR, THE FISHERMAN’S DAUGHTER. 
(Upton. ) 


THE sunbeams had sunk in the bed of the ocean, 
And dreary and darksome the night-clouds came 
on ; 
The storm-winds arose, and the waves’ rough 
emotion, ; 
Like the cold hand of Death, chilled the mari- 
ner’s song, 
When a maiden, more wild than the tempest 
around her, 
Rushed forth from the cottage where Edward first 
found her ; 
Her head wore a garland, fantastic and gay, 
And the song of the maniac was “ Ah! well-a- 
day!” 
’Twas Mary! young Mary! the fisherman’s daugh- 
ter; 


? . 
More lovely and fairer than painter e’er drew ; 
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O, yes! and, though great ones and rich ones had 
sought her, | 
Sweet Mary to Edward, poor Edward, was 
true ! | 
But Edward, who won the affections of Mary, 
Found a grave in the billows, which turned her 
wits crazy ; 
And now o’er the sea-beach the maid bends her 
way, 7 
While the song of the maniac is “* Ah, well-a- 
day !” | 
All night the forlorn-one looks out for her lover, 
Nor heeds the blne lightnings that flash round 


her head! 
With her hand hails each vessel her eye may dis- 
cover, | 
And calls, in ‘fond fancy, on Edward, long 
dead. 


At day-break the wanderer hies to her dwelling, 
Her brain all bewildered, her white bosom swell- 
ing! 
Twines a true-lover’s knot for the youth far away, 
While the song of the maniac is <« Ah! well-a- 
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day! 


GLP SCPOPH 


HOW PD POSE ASTRONOMICAL 
SCHOLARS, 
(Prince Hoare.) 


I CARE not for doves, 
Or shepherds, or loves, 

Or bees, with their hybla of honey ; 
No, give me some sound, 
So clear and so round, 

_ That sweetly reminds me of money! 

Of hills tipped with gold 
I love to be told, 

Of pearls that bespangle the morning ! 
Or a rich golden stream, 
That flows soft as cream, 

The meads and the valleys adorning ! 


Then tell me, at night, 
Of the moon’s silver light, 
On my heart you its beauties imprint; 
Would I there were alone, 
Like the man in the moon, 
And master, good lord, of the mint! 
What coining and milling, 
Paul, florin, and shilling ; 
How I’d pose astronomical scholars ! 
For, should Jove, as of old, 
Fly away with the gold, 
I’d come down in a shower of dollars. 


FEEL LISP 


HARK! HARK! I THINK I HEAR THE 
HORN. 


(Dr. Sheridan.) 
[ Written at the Age of Twelve.] 


HARK! hark! I think I hear the horn, 
That chides my long repose ; 

The dew-drops twinkle on the thorn, 
The stream in music flows. 


Hark! hark! J hear black Belzy snort, 
Impatient of the rein, — 

When Nature thus proclaims the sport 
Shall man cry out, ’tis vain? 


For this she lent the gentle hart 
The vivid lightning’s speed ; 

She taught the hare her mazy art, 
And winged the gencrous-steed. 
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Let sages, then, of human race, 
The slaves of musty saws, 

Decry the pleasures of the chase, 
The fruit of Nature’s laws. 


The chase supplied our ancient sires 
With food and raiment too, 

Till curst Ambition lent her fires, 
And bent the sounding yew. 


Then Law stretched forth her artful toils, 
And Cunning lent her snares, 

And Plunder gloried in her spoils, 
And filled the world with cares. 


But Care does not, as yet, pursue 
The hunter’s bounding hoof ; 

And, if she even takes a view, 
That view must be aloof. 


PIL ILPLEF 


COME, IF YOU DARE! OUR TRUMPETS 
SOUND. 


(Dryden.)_ 


CoME, if you dare! our trumpets sound ; 
Come, if you dare! the foes rebound. 
_ We come, we come, we come, we come, 
Says the double, double, double beat of the thun- 
dering drum. 
Now they charge amain! 
Now they rally again! 
The gods, from above, the mad labour behold, 
And pity mankind that will perish for gold. 


The fainting Saxons quit their ground, 
Their trumpets languish in the sound ; 
They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly! 
Victoria! victoria! the bold Britons cry. 
Now the victory’s won, 
To the plunder we run ; 
We return to our lasses like fortunate traders, 
Triumphant, with spoils of the vanquished inva- 
ders. 


GPIPIF FIA 


THE BYSTANDER. 
(Dibdin. ) 


Loox fairly all the world around, 
And, as you truth deliver, 
‘Tell me what character is found 
A real savuir vivre? 
Who truly merits sober fame, 
To find, you need not wander 5 
None can detect life’s fraudful game 
So well as the bystander. 


The lover cogs, and palms, and slips, 
The easy fair to bufile, 
And still to win that stake her lips, 
Will deal, and cut, and shuffle ; 
Still will he ply each subtle art, 
Till he has quite trepanned her, 
And then is sure to trump her heart, 
If absent the bystander. 


Preferment is a bowling-green, 
Where, placed in each position, 
Bowls jostling in and out are seen, 
To reach the Jack—ambition ; 
The bias, interest, still they try, 
Twist, turn, and well meander ; 
Yet their maneuvres, rub, or fly, 
Are known to the bystander. 


The law’s a game at whist, wherein 
The parties nine are both in, 

Where tricks alone the game can win, 
And honours go for nothing. 
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And, while they a sure game can win, 
Their clients’ money squander, 

Full many more than one odd trick 
Discovers the bystander. 


The coxcomb plays at shuttlecock, 
The wit commands and questions ; 
The carping cits to commerce flock, 
Each follows his suggestions 5 
Yet he alone who merits fame, 
Who blunts the shafts of slander, 
And on the square life’s motley game 
Best plays is the bystander. 


PILL PL IF 


THE OCEAN IS THE SEAMAN’S HOME. 
(Pearce. ) 


O, you, whose lives on land are passed, 
And keep from dang’rous seas aloof, 
Who, careless, listen to the blast, 
Or beating rains upon the roof,— 
You little heed how seamen fare, 
Condemned the angry storm to bear. 


Sometimes, while breakers vex the tide, 
He takes his station on the deck ; 

And now, lashed o’er the vessel’s side, © 
He clears away the cumb’ring wreck . 

Yet, while the billows o’er him foam, 

The ocean is his only home. 


Still fresher blows the midnight gale ; 
<¢ All hands reef top-sails,” are the cries; 
And, while the clouds the heavens veil, 
Aloft, to reef the sail, he flies! 
In storms so rending doomed to roam, 
The ocean is the seaman’s home. 


SPILL ICL F 


THE ORIGIN OF VULCAN. 
Air— ? Twas Post Meridian.” —( O’Brien.) 


THE sun’s meridian fervid beam 
To Vulcan hinted time for lunching, 
When Hermes for some thunder came, 
Cried, “‘ Dad will give you a sound punching.” 
Vulean frowned, and cried, ‘‘ In troth, 
Then, dad is still inclined “for milling? 
You'll please to let me sup my broth ; 
To make more bolts I am not willing.” 


Says Hermes, ‘* Cease such profane talk 
Against great Jove, our liege and father.” 
Vulcan replied, <‘ O! take a chalk ; 
A peasant’s son I would be rather ; 
My youthful form in heaven was fair, 
In years, methinks, I was gone seven, 
Jove seized me by my auburn hair, 
And kicked me, headlong, out of heaven. 


<¢ I fell upon a heap of stones, 

Where stands my forge, upon this island, _ 
Which broke my tender little bones ; 

But Bacchus swears I sha’n’t have dry land. 
Dad got ashamed, he forged a lie, 

To make me forge his cruel thunders, 
His lawful son, oh, may i die, 

But dad was always fond of blunders. 


«« Ah, what a god to his own kin, 

To smear one thus all o’er with smut, man, 
Methinks I see a Comus grin— 

A bastard god turned running footman.” 
Hermes squared, knocked Vulcan down, 

Who soon jumped up, and seized his hammer, 
When bang it went upon his crown, 

My stars, poor Hermes got a rammer. 


He kicked and died, and Venus cried, 
For gods on earth, like kings, are mortal ; 
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No god but Jove the deed espied, 

Who leaned and looked from heaven’s portal. 
Jove soon arrived, but not in ire, 

And Vulcan’s paw he squeezed with fervour, 
To mortals left forge, tools, and fire, 

For Jove made him as fair as ever. 


Quick for heaven away they scud, 
And over Sol they make their transit, 
Then next through glory’s orient flood, 
My stars, how Vulcan ran and pranced it. 
«© Vulcan!” shouts Jove, “ don’t run so fast !”’ 
Still he flies, like a snow-drop driven, 
He gains his natal home at last, 
And shuts on Jove the gates of heaven. 


GPPPOLE I? 


THE LITTLE ORPHAN. 

Air—“ A poor little Gipsy.” —(Miss Bryant.) 
AN orphan, unfriended, I roam the large town, 
Without parents or kindred, despised and un- 

known : 
Yhen, pity me, lady, I’m chilly and poor; 
Oh! spurn not the orphan away from your door ; 
But spare a halfpenny, 
Spare a halfpenny, 
To a poor little orphan, quite ragged and poor. 


My father was honest, but trade was so bad 

‘That we lived upon credit, while credit we had : 

Then pity my tears, his hard fate I bewail, 

For, to pay it,—they forced him to die in a jail. 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


My poor mother with me in sickness would roam, 
With grief in her heart, only me, and no home, 
Till one night on her door-step she laid down her 
head, 
I kissed her,—’twas useless,—alas! she was dead, 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


The lady was kind, and the orphan no more 

Gains frowns, ’stead of food, at each half-opened 
door ; 

Now happy she looks, though often she sighs, 

When the voice of the mendicant piteously cries 

: Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


PGOLPILIF- 


TWO GODS, TO PASS AN HOUR OR SO. 
(Cumberland. ) 


Two gods, to pass an honr or so, 
From heaven to earth descended ; 

To see how matters went below, 
And if the world was mended. 


They found religion was a mask, 
Unwary fools to cozen ; 

And reformation a worse task 
Than Hercules’ dozen. 


They looked for honesty,—’twas scarce ; 
Each man berogned his neighbour , 

They searched for friendship,—’twas a farce, 
They did but lose their labour. 


he fairer sex was next their care ; _ 
They found them free and witty ; 

They asked foy chastity,—’twas rare, 
And seldom such were pretty. 


The god of thieves had left the skies 
At call of many a suitor ; 

But found his pupils grown so wise, 
That they out-tricked their tutor. 


So back they bore these tidings sad, 
To Jove’s high hall ascending ; 
Convinced, when things are grown so bad, 
They are not worth the mending. 
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THE CHERRY-TREE BOUGH. 
(Upton. ) 
HE came a long journey, and all to see me, 
The lad of my heart,—but he did not know 
that ; 
For I told him I never to wed would agree, 
Which set the poor creature a twirling his hat. 
«‘ And, why not,” he cried, 
. € My dear, be a bride ? 
Not marry! I cannot believe it, I vow.” 
Says I, sir, you may, 
So I wish you good day, 
While the little bird sang from the cherry-tree — 
bough. 


<¢ Stop, stop, silly maiden,”’ he ardently cried, 
‘¢ Why jest with a passion that burns but for 
you yp? 
Don’t talk about jesting, I, peevish, replied ; 
I tell you again, sir, that what I say ’s true. 
«« Pshaw! nonsense!” he said, 
‘* You must and shall wed; 
Besides, let me tell you, you wish it e’en now.” 
No, never! cried I, 
And so, sir, good by, 
While the little bird sang from the cherry-tree 
bough. 


“‘ Well, then,” says he, “‘ miss, since you don’t 
chuse to wed, 
«‘ Pray go, by all means,—I shall not press 
your stay ; 
There’s a sweet little gifl in love’s calendar read, 
And one that will have me,—so, pray go away.” 
O, dear! says I, sir, 
Then pray marry her ; 
But, no,—just to vex you,—you shall not, I vow. 
«‘ Then,” says he, ‘ be a bride !” 
If you please, sir, I cried, 
While the little bird sang from the cherry-tres 
bough. 


SHPIIFIES 


BIM! BOM! BELI' 
(Reynolds. ) 


FROM native Afric borne, 
To swell proud Europe’s store ; 
- he negro sits forlorn, 
And views the dreaded shore. 
So maidens forced to wed 
Against their hearts desire, 
Behold, with pain and dread, 
The fatal church’s spire! 
Their sighs reveal 
That every peal 
Assails them as a knell ; 
For still it sounds, 
In solemn rounds, 


Bim! bom! bell! 


The bird, on rapid wing, 
Flies to the wished-for grove, 
There with his mate to sing 
The joyful tune of love. 
So maidens doomed to wed 
The lover they desire, 
With hasty paces tread, 
To view the church’s spire. 
And smiles reveal 
That every peal 
Does endless bliss foretel ; 
For now they sound, 
In merry round, 


Ding! dong! bell' 


GIVILOLL 


UNIVERSAL SUNGSTER; OR, MUSKUM OF MIRTH, 





a Soe Se 


BR Cruikshank 














Barbare ! non.troppo presto ! 


Lasciar nie sol fa; 


Why blight our joy thus, questo? Hence, infelicita. 





L’AMORE INFELICITA ! 
A MOCK ITALIAN CANTATA. 
{ Moncrieff. ) 
RECITATIVE. 


Fe.icita! my tender heart’s first love ' 
Primo amor (CUPIDO!) del cor mio, 

Chanced on a gentle river’s banks to rove, 
Sento oh Dio! Sul margine d’un rio! 

Entranced we met, ah me! in sweet duetto, 
His heart fidele, with love was amoroso ; 

While mine, oh, dolce! lulled by Zephyretto, 
Andante time was all affettuoso. 


Canzonette. 


Then canzonetta, 
In piazzetta 
And gondoletia, 
Flowed from his tongue. 


While Contadini, 

And Signiorini, 

And great Rossini, 
Enraptured hung, 
As thus he sung, 


ARIA. | 
Oh! Pescator del’ onda, 
How sweet with you to wander, 
Allegretto through the grove. 
Biondina in gondoletta, 
Sure nothing can be better ; 
Cara sposa! Oh, my love! 


RECITATIVE. F 


In pantomime my hand his heart then blesses, 
While melodramatically he his flame expresses. 


( Pantomime. ) 
Bolero. 


Then, fastly as we can go, 
We dance the blithe fandango ; 
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While sounds the pay guitar, 
Con spirito —comme ca. 
( Castanet Dance. ) 
Adagio. 
Till, ah! asad terzetta, 
A rival comes pomposa, 
To breathe the sospiretto, 
_ And move me penserosu ; 
My love no more in petto, 
I then grow furioso, 
Kickini—mal—upsetto, 
I make him solo go so. 
Bravura. 
Barbare! non troppo presto! 
Lasciar me sol fa ; 
Why blight our joy thus, questo ? 
Hence infelicita. 


PAPEL ILE 


WHEN THE HEARTY WITH GRIEF IS 
BROKEN. 


(Soane.) 
{ Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 


THOU art gone! thou art gone! 

Fairest, rarest, dearest one! 
Once my pleasure, now my pain: 

Thou art gone, art gone for ever ; 
I shall never— 

See those dove-like eyes again. 


Farewell, now, the pomp of power; 
Farewell, now, love’s mystic bower : 
Pomp and love are vainly spoken, 
When the heart with grief is broken. 


But he shall die, though in his veins 
Persia’s noblest blood should spring,— 
But he shall die, were he the son 
Of thousand kings,—himself a king. 


322 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; 
Farewell, spear and falchion glancing ; 
Farewell, steed, thy gallant prancing : 

Pomp and power are vainly spoken 

When the heart with grief is broken. 


GILL PBAIG oS 


THE LOVES OF PATRICK PELLING AND 
POLLY MUFFINS. 


Air— My Eye and Betty Martin, 0!” 


POLLY MUFFINS was a maid who had charms 
not a few, 
And many thought her charms were quite kill- 
ing, O: 
Many Weighs her heart to gain, but her heart 
was ever true 
To her gallant dashing spatk, Patrick Pell- 
! 


ing, O! 
When Patrick went to woo, he dressed out in his 
best, 
With hopes and fears his bosom was swell- 
ing, O; 
But kind Polly Muffins set her lover’s heart at 


rest, 


And got married to her sweet Patrick Pel- | 


ling, O! 


Patrick Pelling was cook’s mate in a ship, you | 


must know, 
In a boat, with his bride, he came swelling, O; 
he sailors ran on deck to see the pretty show, 
The lovely, blushing bride of Patrick Pel- 
ling, O! 


Then Patrick took her hand to help her up the 
side, 
My darling, says he, I’ll see you well in, O; 
But Patrick, being rocky, lost the hand of his 
bride, 
And she plunged overboard, Mrs. Pelling, 0! 


Then Patrick stamped and swore, and d—d his 
ill-luck ; 
What he felt, sirs, I’m sure there’s no tell- 
_ing, O; 
But his hopes were soon revived, for she swam 
like a duck, 
Till they hauled her on board, Mrs. Pelling, O! 


All drooping and wet, Mrs. Pelling went below, 
Like a bell then her tongue it went knelling, O, 
You dirty greasy sot, had I thought you’d served 
me so, 


I had never been your bride, Mrs. Pelling, 0! 


At such opprobrious terms Patrick screwed up his 
phiz, 
And said, to use her ill he was not willing, O, 
But if you keep this din, ma’am, Ill tell you what 
it is 
There’s a little bit of rope for Mrs. Pel- 
ling, O! 


Mrs. Pelling was ne’er known to be used to con- 
trol 
When round the town her cakes she was scl- 
ling, O; 
So her voice she higher raised, and her language 
got more pure, 


Till she quite distracted poor Patrick Pel- 


ling, O! 
To the hump on her back he the rope then ap- | 
plied, 
As if he thought her hump had no feel- 
ing, O; 
But she up with her fist, dowsed her husband by 
her side, 
Then her nails tore the face of Patrick Pel- 
ling, O! 
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Soon he jumped up again, for he’s 2 nimble 
youth, 
And swore she a twig should be smelling, 


? 
Enraged, he struck a blow that knocked out the 
only tooth 
That adorned the mouth of sweet Mrs. Pel- 
ling, O! 
At length, the battle o’er, these lovers both 
agreed, 
That human blood no more they’d be spill- 
ing, O; 
He knew she could not bite without teeth in her 
head, 
And he cut the nails of poor Mrs. Pelling, O. 


GPLPP FEL IL 


I REVEL IN HOPE AND JOY AGAIN, 
(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Baron Weber. | 
T REVEL in hope and joy again ; 
A ray shines over my breaking chain, 
Beams like a beacon the gloom above, 
And lights my path to my lady love! 


I feel like a mountain-stream set free 

From the stern frost-spirit’s mastery, 
Rushing down from its rocky height, 
Leaping and sparkling in wild delight, 

I revel in hope and joy again! : 

T seek my love as that stream the main: 
They shall turn the tide with a silken glove, 
Ere they bar my way to my lady-love! 


JOHNNY MALT. 
Air— John Hobbs.” —(T. W. Kelly.) 


JOHNNY MALT, Johnny Malt, 
Makes a stout fellow halt, 

But shields him from sorrow and trouble ; 
He possesses such skill, 
He can cure every ill, 

And make e’en a blind man see double, 

See double, 
And make e’en a blind man see double. 


And, besides, by this light, 
A man’s reason’s more bright 
When he fills himself brim to his throttle ; 
For when he’s in liquor 
He finds his home quicker, 
Such a glorious guide is the bottle, 
The bottle, 
Such a glorious guide is the bottle. 


If for fun you’re inclined, 

Sure, good liquor’s designed, 
Wisely used, to dispel all your pains : 

But if too fast it slips 

From your hand to your lips, 
Why, then, ’tis good by to your brains, 

To your brains, 

Why, then, ’tis good by to your brains. 


WHEN ANGRY NATIONS RUSH TO ARMS. 


WHEN angry nations rush to arms, 
And dare Britannia’s peace molest, 
Whilst Discord sounds his dire alarms, 
And fills with rage each hostile breast, 
The gallant tar, at Honour’s call, 
Springs forth to meet his country’s foes, 
And fixed to conquer, or to fall. ' 
His breast with martial ardour glows. 
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Behold him in the dreadful scene, 
Where heroes fall to rise no more, 
He braves his fate with dauntless mien, 
And bids the thundering cannons roar, 
No fears appal his manly mind, 
Or if, perchance, he heaves a sigh, 
Tis for the girl he left behind,— 
A sailor never dreads to dic. 


In Honour’s deathless page enrolled, 
Conspicuous shines each hero’s name, 
Each guardian of his native land, 
Whose bosom nobly pants for fame ; 
On them the British fair bestow 
Their choicest smiles, their favours sweet, 
When, crowned with laurels from the foe, 
They lay their wreaths at Beauty’s fect. 


a ae 


LET US HASTE AND JOIN THE CHASE, 
JOLLY HUNTSMEN, O! 


Air— Kelvin- Grove.” 


LET us haste and join the chase, 

Jolly hantsmen, O! 
See the morning’s peeping face, 

Jolly huntsmen, O : 
We'll sound the lightsome horn, 
Brush the dew-drop from the thorn, 
And danger treat with scorn, 

Jolly huntsmen, O! 


Hark, hark, the barking pack, 
Jolly huntsmen, O! 
Bids us seek the courser’s back, 
Jolly huntsmen, 
So, mount! away we’ll go; 
Give our victim a death-blow, 
With laughter, mirth, soho! 
Jolly huntsmen, O! 


And then, when drowsy night, 
; Jolly huntsmen, O! 
Brings the brown ale to our sight, 
Jolly huntsmen, O ! 
Then we’ll quaff the flowing can, 
And ugly Care trepan, 
With a health to every man, 
Jolly huntsmen, O! 


GOLPIGLGL IF 


HARK! ’TIS DONE! FAREWELL! 
(I. R. Planche.) ‘ 
[Music, Baron Weber. ] 
RECITATIVE, 


HERE, by Oberon’s command, 
Have I flown from fairy land, 

Ere to earth a dewy gem 

Could drop from a rose’s diadem ; 
Gifted with his power to calf 

Those whose art may raise a squall, 
Which shall make old Ocean roll, 
Foaming in his rocky bowl, 

Till in wrath he piecemeal tear 

The bark which beareth yonder pair, 
And fling them on the island nigh, 
First trial of their constancy. » 


AIR. 
Spirits of air, and earth, and sea, 
Spirits of fire, which holy be, 
All that have power o’er wind and wave, 
Come hither, come hither, my spirits so brave ; 
Whether ye be in the cavern dark, 
Lighted alone by the diamond spark, 
Or beneath the waters deep, —- 
Where the prisoned pearl doth sleep, 


awe 


Or in skies beyond the one 
Mortal eyes do look upon, 
Or in the womb of some groaning hill, 
Where the lava stream is boiling still, 
Spirits, wherever ye chance to be, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither to me ; 
I charge ye by the magic ring 
Of your faithful friend, the fairy king. 
CHORUS. 
We are here! we are here! 
Say, what must be done! 
Must we cleave the moon’s sphere ? 
Must we darken the sun? 
Must we empty the ocean upon its own shore ? 
Speak! speak! we have power to do this, and 
more ! 


RECITATIVE. 
Nay, nay, your task will be, at most, 
To wreck a bark upon this coast, 
Which simple fairy may not do, 
And, therefore, have I summoned you. 


CHORUS. 
Naught but that? Ho, ho, ho, ho! 
Lighter labour none we know. 
Winds and waves, obey the spell ! 
Hark, ’tis done. Farewell! farewell ! 


PPL IELOP 


THE CRAZY OLD SLIPPERS 
CASAM, OF BAGDAD. 


(Cross. ) 


OLD Abou Casam, of Bagdad city, - 
As great a miser as ever saved pelf, 
For years a pair he wore of dirty old slippers, 
A hundred years older than he was himself. 
One morn he tramped to a bath, where young 
Muley, 
The cadi, was bathing, so snug and so neat ; 
So Casam slipped his morocco’s on coolly, 
And left his old slippers for Muley’s young feet ! 
Oh, the slippers, the crazy old slippers, 
The slippers of Casam, of Bagdad 


OF ABOU 


Muley, enraged at the swindling deceiver, 
Made the old miser pay dear ior his pet, 
Who, vexed, the old slippers threw plump in the 
river, 
Where soon they were caught in a fisherman’s 
net ; 
Curse them, says he, they belong to old Casam ; 
Smack through his cock-loft he made them re- 
bound ; 
Abou beheld them, again sent to teaze him, 
And soon the old slippers he slipped under 
ground. : ' 
Oh, the slippers, &c. 
His motions were watched by an ill-natured neigh- 
bour, 
Who of wealth he had hid told the angry Cadi, 
So Casam for treasure compelled was to labour, 
Though nought but the cobbled old slippers 
found he ; 
For them he again was a tax made to pay, sir, 
Away, harum-scarum, again they were thrown ; 
A pretty sultana was tripping that way, sir, 
And, curse the old slippers, they knocked her 
down. \ 
Oh, the slippers, &c. 


Again Casam’s purse for his slippers’ fault paying, 
Their wicked old soles he blasphemed o’er and 


o’er, 
Then in the grand aqueduct threw them, thus 
saying, 
«© Oh, Mahomet, grant I may ne’er see them 
more |” 
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Its pipes they plugged up, all for water were gasp- 
ing, 


The cause once found out, Casam shook at the 
news; 
The Cadi condemned him to choke, fresh and 
fasting, 


Aud, for his old slippers, to die in his shoes! 
Oh, the slippers, &c. 


PLL IP LIF 


WHEN THE TWILIGHT IS DYING. 
(G. Macfarren. ) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 


WHEN the twilight is dying 
Over mountain and glade, 
And the night-winds are sighing, 
Like young mourners in the shade,—- 
Oh, the sweetest of all pleasures 
Is to hear wild music roam, 
And listen to the measures 
That whisper gentle sounds of home. 


OPPO RIS 


PARIS IS THE ONLY PLACE; 


OR, WHERE SHALL WE GO FOR THE SEASON, 
LADY ELINOR? 


WHERE shall we go for the season, lady Elinor? 
Pray now do decide, for really I don’t know : 
Bab’s all for Brighton, but that, as I’ve been tell- 

ing her, 

Brighton, though so high, is now exceeding low ; 

Margate and Ramsgate are full of the city folks ; 

Hastings and Rye are getting quite as bad ; 

Weymouth and Scarborough are quizzed by the 
witty folks ; 

Go where yon will, the vulgar drives us mad. 
Hey, then, away, for Paris is the only place, 
This very day, with spirits light and gay. 

SPOKEN.] O, shocking! I wish, my lord, you 

would bring in a bili.—Bring in a bill, my lady, 
for what?—To prevent the vulgar following us 
every where; it really is quite intolerable ; it’s 
very hard they will intrude, it almost drives one 
mad; we shall not have a place shortly to hide 
our heads in; yet I always contrive not to leave 
town for the summer season until the winter sets 
in.—Lady Bab, I’ve an uncommon good idea.— 
What is it ?—To spend the summer months at Bir- 
mingham.—What do you think of Harrowgate ?— 
O; shocking! last season I was almost elbowed 
out of the room by Sir Jeremy Treacle and his fat 
wife.—Cheltenham ?—Worse : it’s always full, and 
nobody there.— Brighton ?—O, horrid ! I decidedly 
object to Brighton; you might almost as well be at 
Bagnigge-Wells on a Sunday.—Ay, I recollect, 
when I was a young man, Brighton used to Le 
about seventy miles from town; but now, what 
with the plaguy short cuts and modern improve- 
ments, it is now not above fifty-four.—Well, then, 
suppose we all go to Paris.— Pray, Sir Larry, can 
you tell me how far it is from the coast to the capi- 
tal?—No, upon my conscience, that I cannot ; 
you might as well ask me how far it is from the 
capital to the coast.—O, you creature, you know 
you can, you have been there, you know.— Yes, 
madam, that was before the revolution, and I am 
told things are plaguily altered since.—But you 
can’t speak the language. O, leave me alone for 
that! 1 have two bows to my string: I'll try ’em 
with Irish.— You had better try them with Spanish, 
that all ranks comprehend. 
Hey, then, away, &c. 
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Where shall we go for the season, Sir Jeremy ? 
Alderman Crump, I see, is setting off for Rye ; 
So, if you think across the Thames to ferry me, 
Then, once for all, at Cripplegate I’ll die ; 
Surely the villa at Putney does well, I wow ; 
Yes, once on a time, but now you are a knight : 
If that’s the case, the villa Il] sell, I wow; 
Margate, indeed! you’ll kill me with affright. 
Hey, then, away, &c. 


SPOKEN.] Margate, indeed! I wonder you have 
not more regard for one’s quality than mixing and 
associating with the Sparrowgrasses and such low 
people.—Why, my lady, you used to be very fond 
ot Margate.—Yes, Sir Jeremy, that was before 
you was made a knight of.—Good morning, Lady 
Shortdip. I takes this here wistt wery kind of you, 
wery kind indeed ; and how is Sir Christopher now 
he is one of us nobility ?—He’s very well, thankee, 
but he don’t go out to-day; this is melting-day, 
and the knight’s up to his elbows in tallow.—In- 
deed! then all the lights he makes now will be 
night-lights, I suppose.—-What do you think of 
Margate, Lady Shortdip ?—Now, what’s the use 
of teasing about our family affairs.—Why, I was 
going to Hastings, but I understand your friend 
Mrs. Maggots, the cheesemonger, is there.—My 
friend! she’s no friend of mine ; we do condescend 
to sarve them with grocery, but we don’t wist, I 
can assure you. No, we don’t wisit, nor never 
means to wisit.—No! no! her husband’s a rank 
demagog, and, now I am a man of title, of course 
I am an aristogog.—The Duchess of Trumps is at 
the Isle of White.—Indeed, then she is the only 
one of us that is there, for we are all gone to Paris. 
—What’s the use of going to Paris, spending a 
mint of money? besides, we don’t understand 
their lingo.—But we can have Dick home from 
school to interpret for us.—Ay, but what’s to be 
seen there but what we can see in London, ay ?— 
Why, there’s the King, and Mounseer, and the 
Duchess of Angoulemme, and the goblins and gul- 
lotine, and grapes for a penny a pound, and cham- 
pagne instead of small beer.—Indeed, is there? 
by jingo, why 





Hey, then, away, &c. 


Where shall we go for the season, Mr. Sparrow- 
grass ? 

This is the season for getting out of town: 
Hampstead, my dear, te see your uncle Narrew- 
grass, 

Inside the stage, 
Hampstead, indeed: 
wife, 
Goes every year a dipping in the sea ; 
Even Mrs. Maxe, the vulgar undertaker’s wife, 
All goes a pleasuring but me. 


you're there for half-a-crown. 
why, Mrs. Crisp, the baker’s 


Hey, then, away, &c. 


SPOKEN.] I wish you’d mind your business, 
and go on shelling the peas, we have no time for 
pleasure.—We might go out sometimes, I think, 
as well as one’s betters.—Go on shelling the peas, 
T tell you, and let your betters alone.—O, what 
you throw that in my dish, do you; but you want 
me to be as vulgar as Mrs. Grits, that low-life 
woman, that keeps the chandler’s shop, next 
door.—Them tatoes, ma’am, are a penny a pound, 
if you don’t like ’em, leave ’em; nice French 
beans, ma’am; talking of French beans, ma’am, 
are you going to France ?—Mind the shop, I tell 
you, and perhaps at the end of the season we may 
have a sail wp the river to Gravesend.—I think I 
see myself sailing to Gravesend, when every 
body’s going to Paris.—Mind the shop, I say.— 
Very well; them peas are eighteen-pence a peck, 
ma’am.--Yon might get there for a little more, 
and, as we are yearning a good livelihood—no 
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selary to-day, ma’aa and, as we are getting up 
in the world—line season for mushrooms, ma’am 
—but you have no pluck—try those kidneys, ma’am 
-—or you'd get knighted, like your friend Sir 
Jeremy Treacle, and make a lady on me.—That’s 
no such easy matter, I can tell you.—How do you 
do, Mrs. Button; pray, are you going to France ? 
No, I am going to Paris i_Ay, I wish you’d 
go.—I should forget all my English in a week.— 
Should you? I’m sure that’s a very desirable ob- 
ject.—Here, Bill, go and book two places, your 
mother says she shall forget her English. 


Hey, then, away, &c. 
GEIPIPOALE 


IN INFANCY OUR HOPES AND FEARS. 
(Dr. Arne.) 


{Nn infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 

And friendship, in our riper years, 
Had twined our hearts in one. 


O, clear him, then, from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove! 

Restore him with that innocence 
That first inspired my love. 


Ye a me ee 


VLL RETURN TO THEE, 
A DUET. 
(Soane.) 
[ Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. | 


Ere the stars of night arise, 
O, return, return to me. 
Yes, ere stars of night arise, 

1’ll return, return to thee. ~ 


No, the day’s so long ull night, 
With the eve return to me. 
Yes, with evening’s purple light 

V’ll return, return to thee. 


No, the day’s so long till eve, 
With the noon return to me. 
Yes, ere noon shall fade, believe, 

Yll return, return to thee. 


SROLOEILT 


THE VINE. 


WHILE others delight of those heroes to boast 
Whose- blood-dripping laurels were purchased 
by steel, 
Be it ours, my gay comrades, that hero to toast 
Who gave us the transports this moment we 
feel. 
To him let our voices in unison rise, 
To him let our hearts ia one sentiment join ; 
Let us drink till his blessing has sealed up our 
eyes, 
To the man, 
the vine. 


the dear man, who first planted 


When Bacchus first drank of the care-killing bowl, 

Fair Venus, with smiles, bade him carefully 
sip ; 

When ee unspeakable, thrilling his soul, 
He pressed her soft bosom, and fed on her lip ; 

Mars, fresh courage gained, as the nectar he tricd, 
Apollo, half drunk, sang his lyrics divine, 

While the Graces and Muses, in ecstasy, cried 
All hail to the god who has found out the vine. 


Round this jovial bo 
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What mortal from heaven the grape-stone con- 


veyed, 
No tongue that is mortal is destined to tell ; 


Enough for us drinkers the essay was made, 


And happy are we it succeeded so well: 


For, with it, its primitive qualities came, 


And mortality learned with new lustre to shine ; 
Youth melted in love, warriors panted for fame, 
And bards hymned the man who first planted 
the vine. 


ard, while thus happy we sit, 
What heart but expands with the love of man- 
kind ; 
How readily flows the exertions of wit, 
What motives to energy rush on the mind ; 


Then, why should we ever from drinking refrain, 


Let dotards and fools at our reve!s repine ; 
But deeper, still deeper, our goblets we’ll drain, 
‘Three cheers to the man who planted the vine. 


Se 


WE SHALL LIVE TOGETHER, LADDIE. 
( Upton.) 
KILKARDY is a bonny place, 
And Jemmy lives beside it ; 
"Twas there we saw each other’s face, 
Whatever may betide it : 
But, be it ill, or be it not, 
I dinna care a feather ; 
For soon at kirk we’ll tie the knot, 
Then we shall live together. 
O, we shall live together, laddie, 
We shall live together. 


My mither raves from morn to night, 
And says, I must grow older ; 
Yet she is seldom in the right, 
As father oft has told her : 
So let her scold, and Ict her frown, 
I dinna care a feather ; 
The parson will be soon in town, 
Then we shall live together. 
O, we shall live together, &e. 


My mither vows it shanna be, 
When father is not near her ; 
But, since we’ve made a friend of he, 
I dinna muckle fear her : 
For, be she right, or be she wrong, 
I dinna care a feather, 
Since we’re to marry, ere it’s long, 
When we shall live together. 
O, we shall live together, &c. 


GIOLLL IF 


THE WOODMAN. 
(Dibdin. ) 


FAR removed from noise and smoke, 
Hark! I hear the woodman’s stroke, 
-Who dreams not, as he fells the oak, 

What mischief dire he brews. 
How art shall shape his falling trees, 
In aid of luxury and ease, 

He weighs not matters such as these, 

But sings, and hacks, and hews. 


Perhaps, now felled by this bold man, 
That tree shall form the spruce sedan, 
Or wheel-barrow, where oyster Nan 
So runs her vulgar rig ; 
The stage, where boxers crowd in flocks; 
Or else a quack’s, perhaps the stocks, 
Or posts for signs, or barber’s block, 
Where smiles the parson’s wig. 
Thou mak’st, bold peasant, oh! what grief! 


The gibbet, on which hangs the thief ; 
The seat, where sits the great lord chief, 
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The throne, —the cobbler’s stall ; 
Thou pamp’rest life in every stage, 
Mak’st Folly’s whims, Pride’s equipage, 
For children toys, crutches for age, 

And coffins for us all. 


Yet, justice let us still afford, 
Those chairs, and this convivial board, 
The bin, that holds great Bacchus’s hoard, 
Confess the woodman’s stroke ; 
He made the press, that bleeds the vine ; 
The butt, that holds the gen’rous wine ; 
The hall itself, where tipplers join 
To crack the mirthful joke. 


CPOPCL LS 


HERE’S A HEALTH TO KING CHARLES. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


BRING the bowl which you boast, 
Fill it up to the brim; 
*Tis to him we love most, 
And to all who love him. 
Brave gallants, stand up, 
And avaunt, ye base carles! 
Were there death in the cup, 
Here’s a health to King Charles! 


Though he wanders through dangers, 
Unaided, unknown, 

Dependant on strangers, 
Estranged from his own ; 

Though ’tis under our breath, 
Amidst forfeits and perils, 

Here’s to honour and faith, 
And a health to King Charles! 


Let such honours abound © 
As the time can afford, 
The knee on the ground, 
And the hand on the sword ; 
But the time shall come round 
When, ’mid lords, dukes, and earls, 
The loud trumpet shall sound 
Here’s a health to King Charles! 


PEF PISIPP? * 


WHEN OVER THE BILLOWS WE Go. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 
THE lass for a sailor is lively and free, 
Meaning yes, she would scorn to Say no; 


Such a girl, who would danger encounter with me, 
When over the billows we go. 


One, on deck, when bright moon-beams bespangle | 


the deep, 
Who would sing while the plummet we throw ; 
Or, when loud blows the storm, who would fear- 
lessly sleep, 
When over the billows we go. 


Oh! had I for life such a kind-hearted lass, 
I'd envy no mortal below : 

My time still on ship-board with her would I pass, 
While over the billows we’d go. 


GPLIPPER 


THE COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE OF 
TEDDY BRADY AND JUDY GRADY. 


Air—-** Paddy Carey.”—(Miss Bryant.) 


On! when a boy, so tight and neat, 
My daddy swore I was unsteady, 
I kissed the girls—the boys I beat, 
From tall big Tim to little Neddy ; 
My face was like a pudding round, 
My heart was soft with sweet good-nature, 
Though both my head and heart, I found, 
Were made for tippling up the creature. 





Sweet and gay, 
I danced away, 
All the day, 
A jig, huzza! 
Jumping, thumping, roving, loving, 
Drinking till heady, 
While to call me a beauty, 
They thought it a duty. 
From Dublin, that city, the girls, good lack! 
They loved, adored me so, oh, whack! 
And cried, och hone! 
We sigh and groan, 
Och, gramachree ! 
Who wou’dn’t be 
That pretty lad, 
That sets us mad, 
Though still ’tis sad, 
You darling lad ! 
Och, sweet Teddy! nice littie Ted, right little, 
tight little Teddy Brady! 


Now Judy. sweet I only loved, 
To wed her, too, och! I was ready, 
But, faith! my flame she soon reproved, 
For I was poor to Judy Grady ; 
So soon I swore her nose might turn, 
Her looks be sour, or sweet, like honey, 
And though with love her heart might burn, 
Why mine burnt, too, to have her money: 
Judy rich, 
With cabin big, 
Near a ditch, 
Cows and pig, 
A ’tatoe-garden cares rewarding. 
Flowers not weedy ; 
But she made it her duty, 
Though I was a beauty, 
To cock up her nose, and to treat me with scorn 3 
Though still she’d sigh, why was he born, 
Without cash galore, 
The boy. I adore ?— 
Och, gramachree ! 
He’s no fortune to me,— 
It sets me mad— 
The pretty lad,— 
Not to be had— 
Och! the neat pretty lad. 
Och! sweet Teddy, &c. 


My ancle Dan, he died one day, 

Who, when alive, was fat and greedy, 
My old felt hat I threw away, 

And every dud so old and seedy ; 
Then Judy, dear, I pressed to wed, 

Of courting grown so devilish weary, 
Who swore she’d love me till stone dead; 
Then off we went, with joy, to marry. 

To Father Shea 
The way we led, 
So spruce and gay, 
Just to be wed, 
Dancing, prancing, qnaffing, laughing, 
Each lad and his lady, 
Who thought it his duty, 
To call her a beauty ; 
The devil a matter how ugly, or fat, 
A lad to his girl says, ¢ No matter for that.’ 
Then they toasted, oh, my! 
May you never die ; 
But live, my boy, 
With Judy, joy, 
Who, such a lad, 
Sure never had, 
So neat and glad— 
A pretty lad, 
Oh! sweet Teddy, &c. 


OP EELS 
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BUT THE DAYS OF THE VALLEY ARE 


FLED. 
(Soane.) 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square. | 


THE days of the valley are o’er, 
When roses were twincd round my door ; 
I dweli in a palace instead, 
And a diadem circles my head? 
Now a diadem circles the head, 
Whose locks, unshaded, 
Played round it, unbraided 5 
But the days of the valley are fled. 


The days of the valley had hours 

Of pleasure and hope in its bowers , 
But life now flows on in delight, 

Like a summer, all joyous and bright. 


Now a diadem, &c. 


PLOPILIFR 


THE COWARD’S WISH. 
(€. Dibdin.) 
Ye zephyrs gay, that fan the air, 


O, bear me, on your muslin wings, 
Far, far away from this corsair, 

Who frets me into fiddle-strings ; 
Into his service forced; poor wight, 

The thought on’t makes me crusty, 
My reputation, ne’er too bright, 

Is now completely rusty. 


O, tooral, looral, &c. 


Ye dolphins gay, that sport at sea, 
O, to this island swiftly glide, 

And kindly lend your backs to me, 
And there a cockhorse let me ride ; 

Then with me from this island sweep, 
Propitious to my wishes ; 

Or in the ocean I must leap, 
And then I’m food for fishes. 


O, tooral, looral, &c. 


But zephyrs are not boys with wings, 
That fly about, as poets say 5 

Nor dolphins such queer humpback things 
As painters on our signs display. 

And jumping in the sea’s a card 
To play I’ve no great ardour ; 

For though the land-sharks here bite hard, 
The water-sharks bite harder. 


O, tooral, looral, &c. 


OPAL IC EFS 


WIFE, CHILDREN, AND FRIENDS. 
(Honourable Robert William Spencer.) 


ONE day, when to Jove the black list was pre- 


sented, 


The list of what Fate for each mortal intends, 
At the long string of ills a kind goddess re- 


lented, 


And slipt in three blessings—wife, children, and 


friends ; - 
In vain, surly Pluto declared he was cheated, 


And justice divine could not compass its ends ; 
The scheme of man’s penance he swore was de- 


feated, 


For earth becomes heaven with wife, children, 


and friends. 


If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands 


vested, 


The fund, ill-secured, oft in bankruptcy ends ; 
But the heart issues bills that are never pro- 


tested, 


When drawn on the firm of wife, children, an 


friends, 


Though valour still glows on his life’s waning 
embers, 
The death-wounded tar, who his colours de- 
fends, 
Drops a tear of regret, as he, dying, remembers, 
How blest was his home with wife, children, 
and friends. 













The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story, 
Whose duty to far distant latitude sends, 

With transport, would barter whole ages of glory, 
For one happy day with wife, children, and 


friends. 
Though spice-breathing gales o’er his caravan 
hover, 
Though round him Arabia’s whole fragrance 
ascends, 
The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that 


cover 
The bower, where he sat with wife, children, 
and friends. 


The day-spring of youth, still unclouded with sor- 
row, 
Alone on itself for enjoyment depends ; 
But drear is the twilight of age, it it borrow 
No warmth from the smiles of wife, children, 
and friends. 
Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish 
The laurel, which o’er her dead favourite bends ; 
O’er me weave the willow, and long may it flourish, 
Bedewed with the tears of wife, children, and 
friends. 


Let us drink, for my song, growing graver and 
graver, 
'To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ; 
Let us drink, pledge me high, love and virtue 
shall flavour 
The glass that I fill to wife, children, and 
friends. 
And if, in the hope this fair island to plunder, 
Should an enemy ever to invade us pretend, 
How his legions will shrink, when our armed free- 
men thunder 
The war-cry of Britons,—wife, children, and 
friend. 


CALL IPI 


NOW AURORA IS UP. 


Now Aurora is up, the sweet goddess of day, 
Let’s hail the gay nymph of the morn, 
Bid the shepherds and maids tune their tabors, 
and play, 
Bid the huntsman attend with his horn. 


‘| To slavish dull cares let the cit be confined, 


Let him toil day and night, too, for wealth ; 
For hunting and fowling our lives are designed, 
And our riches, my lads, is good health, 


| By yon rarai copse, just opening to sight, 
View the young tender brood, and prepare ; 
Let them first for the sky, my good boys, wing 
their flight, 
True sportsmen delight te shoot fair. 
When returned from the chase, let the bumpers 
go round, 
Let us merrily revel and sing; 
In women and wine true harmony’s found, 
Fili your glasses, and toast to the king! 


POLE LEER 


THE SONG OF JOY—DILKUSTA. 
( Cobb.) 
Happy were the days, from infancy advancing, 
When, by a parent's fostering power; 


d | My youthful mind its energies enhancing, 


| Waked to new bliss, expanding ev’ry hour. 
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To the east, when the sun light and life was bring~ j 


ing, 
Or when the western world his rising glories saw, 
To the lute’s dulcet sound still was Zelma singing 
The song, the song of joy—Dilkusha, 


"Thus the opening rose-bud the nightingale was 
wooing, 
The cruel storm arose, the bolt his bosom tore, 
Ah, hapless flower, the same fate are we rueing ! 
Thy guardian’s lost, my father is no more ! 
qo the east, though the sun light and life be bring- 
ing, 
Alas, the day that ’ere his light I saw! 
To the lute’s dulcet sound when shall Zelma, sing- 
ing 
Again the song of joy, sing Dilkusha. 


SPOELELED 


MUSHA GRAH, WHAT WILL BECOME OF 
ME? 


Air— Nobody coming to marry me.”’ 
(v. F. Barret.) 


"WAS yesterday noon, at dark, 
I went to see Katty Maloy, 
Whose beauty had, just like a spark, 
Set fire tomy heart, my dear joy. 
And it’s musha grah, what will become of me? 
“rrah, now, what will I do? 
Sure Katty is making big fun of me, 
Which makes me look wondrous blue. 


With my head in my hand I advanced, 
And stood on one knee to greet her, 
My heart, like a pony, joy, pranced, 
Becase that it happened to meet her. 
And it’s musha grah, &c. 


She tipt me a Kilmainham leer, 
Nor pitied my love-sick disaster, 
But bade me be seeking elsewhere, 
Becase she was mate for my master. 
And it’s musha grah, &c. 


Since, Katty, you mane to be cruel, 
Bad luck to inyself, then, says I, 
On a tree, to extinguish love’s tuel, _ 
Pll hang myself, honey, to dry. 
And it’s musha grah, &c. 


But, fait, all my blarney wo’n’t do, 
She longs, perhaps, to see me a kicking ; 
But, stop, ill be d d if I do, 
I’m not such a soft-pated chicken. 
No more I’]] sing what will become of me? 
Musha grah, what will I do? 
But get Judy at church to make one of me, 
And Katty, in turn, may look blue. 





OP IP PIO? 


SMILES AND TEARS. 
(Dibdin. ) 


THE weather, the land, and all those that dwell 
in it, 
Like our minds, that are checquered by hopes 
and by fears, 
Tn rapid succession, change every minute ; 
A constant rotation of smiles and of tears 5 
But the smiles and the tears, the same motive re- 
vealing, 
Though opposite, similar passions excite.— 
One the offspring of Bounty, the other of Feeling, 
Take different tracks to the road of delight. 


When pants the parched earth, as its wounds re- 
quire healing, 
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Nature, parent to all, with affectionate feeling, 
Benignly-sheds tears as its wants she relieves : 
And, when kindly refreshed, as new beauties are 

springing, 
And the sun, in rich smiles, 
sight, 
Thankful birds on the glistening verdure are 
singing, 
And the smiles and the tears 
light. 


glads the gratified 


expand equal de- 


And so, ’twixt friend and friend, when a heart- 
wounding sorrow 
Resolution o’ercomes, and sinks deep in the 
mind, 
From the tears of a friend flattering comfort we 
borrow, 
For the motive’s sincere, and the action is kind: 
Nor, when Friendship’s warm efforts o’ercome the 
vexation, 
Do our smiles, howe’er grateful, more pleasure 
excite 5 
For they both have their source in the same sweet 
sensation, 
And convey to the mind the same gen’rous de- 
light. 


PLP CP CP OR 


DRINK, AND DRIVE CARE AWAY. 
(G. Colman, Sen.) 


WINE is the liquor of life, 

The heart is consumed by care, 
Good fellows, then, end the strife 
*Twixt the bettle and despair. 
Derry down, derry, 

Hey down, derry. 


Drink, and drive Care away, 

Drink all the night and day; 
Drink, and be merry, 
Hey down derry. 


Brisk wine and impertinent Care 
Dispute the control of me ; 
Let me be thy master, Care, 
Wine, thon shalt my mistress be. 
Derry down, derry,. 


GPL POPP? 2 


OH, SAY NOT THAT MY 
CAUGHT. 


Air—-“* O, say not Woman’s Love is bought.” 


AEART Is 


(Montague. ) 


OH, say not that my heart is caught 
By Mary’s face bewitching ; 

For other charms my love has bought, 
Those charms her mind enriching ; 

Unfriendly Fate may soon us part, 
Aud fickle Fortune sever, 

But she who holds this throbbing heart 
I'll love and love for ever. 


And must I then those charms resign, 
All I esteem a treasure, 

And give up what I hoped was mine 
To fix a rival’s pleasure? 

The stars may fall, the sun decay, 
The earth’s whole fabric waver, 

But firm as heaven my love shall stay, 
Unquenched, unceasing never, 


PPP PPP DP? DP 


HOW SWEET WERE THOSE MOMENTS OF 
PLEASURE. 


For the shower to put forward fresh blossoms and | How sweet were those moments of pleasure, 


leaves, 


While placed, my adored, at thy side, 
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While I swore that nor beauty nor treasure 
Should thee from my love e’er divide ; 

But now, unregarded, unpitied, alone, 
In sorrow and sadness I mourn 

That those blissful moments of rapture are gone, 
Perhaps, never more to return. 


‘ 


Bot, though we are severed, my heart is still 
thine, 
_ For thee its last throbbings will heave, 
Ani, until [ return and embrace thee as mine, 
{t ever, unceasing, will grieve. 
But should that be denied me in this vale of wo, 
And to thee I should never return, 
We shall meet on that shore where no pain we can 
know, 
And where we no longer shall mourn. 


POPP PIL? 


1F BY MAGIC OR SKILL YOU TICKLE 
THE HEARY OF A WOMAN. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


DULL reflector of odd faces, 
I'll no more converse with you, 
Give me back my smiles and graces, 
Or pray give me something new. 


If by magic or skill, brittle showman, 
You would tickle the heart of a woman, 
The secret to you I’ll discover , 
When she looks for a grace, 
You must show her the face 
Of a man—to convert to a lover. 


Would you win her to good-nature, 
And her frowns lay on the shelf, 
Only give her back a creature . 
More bewitching than herself. 
If by magic or skill, &c. 


SOL PLOPP 


HEIGHO! NONINO! 
(G. Colman, Jun.) 


FIRST beneath a willow’s shade, 
Heigho! nonino! 
Martin his addresses paid, 
Heigho! nonino! 
When he whispered, ‘* say, sincerely, 
If you e’er could love me dearly ?” 
All the answer that I made 
Was ‘‘ Heigho! nonino!” 


<¢ Sweet,” said he, “‘ were Martin dead, 
Heigho! nonino! 
One sad tear would Rachael shed ? 
Heigho! nonino ‘”” 
When my Martin talked of dying, 
How could I refrain from sighing ? 
From my heart a murmur fled 
Of heigho! nonino! 
Martin told me, when I sighed, 
Heigho! nonino! 
Yes must always be implied 
-By heigho! nonino! 
<< Then,” says he, ‘‘ your thoughts discover ; 
Will you take me for your lover ?” 
Looking down, I blushed, and cried 


“« Heigho! nonino '” 


POLL FEL E 


MY MOTHER GOT MARRIED. 


My mother got married, my father got me, 
I grew up, and got loving of Moggy ; 

My daddy got angry, and sent me to sea, 
And poor J, for vexation, got grozgy- 
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The voyage got finished, and I, like a fiat, 
All the money I got daily carried 

To Moggy—What then? I got nothing by that, 
For she, like a slut, had got married. 


I had once got her promise to wed, so the law 
For my money soon got an employer : 

I got plenty of promises, Latin, and jaw, 
And whoever got more from a lawyer ? 

Of the sport I got sick, and so threw up the game, 
For my cash by the sharks had got eaten, 

Got into the Nile, and with Nelson got fame, 
While the French got most d——nably beaten. 


So now I’ve got honour, and glory, and gold, 
To some true-hearted girl I’ll be steering ; 

I’ve got one in my eye, and you needn’t be told 
This here stuff (shows a purse) will soon get me 

a hearing. 

Then, with shot in my locker, a wife, and a cot, 
Tobacco, grog, flip, and no purser, 

V’ll sit down contented with what I have got, 
And may each honest tar do no worser. 





POL ILP ER 


THE MERRY ROUNDELAY. 
(Tickell.) 


In my pleasant native plains, 
Winged with bliss, each moment flew 5 
Nature there inspired the strains, 
Simple, as the joys I knew, 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claimed the merry roundelay. 


Fields, and flocks, and fragrant flow’rs, 
All that health and joy impart, 

Called for artless music’s pow’rs, 
Faithful echoes to the heart ! 

Happy hours, for ever gay, 

Claimed the merry roundelay. 


But the breath of genial Spring 
Waked the warblers of the grove , 
Who, sweet birds, that heard you sing, 
Would not join the song of love? 
Your sweet notes and chantings gay 
Claimed the merry roundelay. 


Oe a ae eee 


THE COURT OF APOLLO, 
OR, STAGE-STRUCK BARBER. 
(Jesse Hammond.) 


To the muses dramatic I’m akin, 
For my shop is their own panorama, 

And with song I inspire every customer’s chin, 
As I drop him the scraps of the drama. 

All my soap I perfume from Parnassus’s mount, 
With such sweets as my customers swallow, 

And my brush, too, I dip in Castalia’s fount, 
While I shave in the Court of Apollo. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.| ‘‘ Up, cousin, up, 
your heart’s up, I know.”—Shakspeare. O! by 
the powers, now, ’twas up to my mouth all the 
time ; but what have I gottopay? ‘‘ Three thou- 
sand ducats.” Shiver my timbers! you are mad, 
or three sheets in the wind. ‘ Iam mad N.N.W. 
but when the wind is southerly, I know a hawk 
from a hendsaw.” Yea, friend, but I cannot tell 
thy razor from a handsaw, for it sorely moveth the 
flesh. ‘é Avaunt! thy blood is cold.” Ah! vell 
it may be; I vish I may vonce get out of this here 
slaughter-house. Slaughter-house! ‘* Off with 
his head.”” Why this is the 


‘Temple of the Muses, walk in who chooses, 
And all take your turns as they follow ; 

There are no excuses for him who refuses 
To shave in the Court of Apollo. 
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Both the buskin and sock ’tis my int’rest to please, 
And to dress in the last of the fashions ; 
Shonld a cut from the razor or old Shakspeare 
tease, 
Why I tip them an Ode on the Passions ; 
Thus is teasing made easy, and smoothly goes down 
With the oil of dramatic quotation, 
And, an actor of all work, cut out for the town, 
I thus live by the town’s approbation. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; 


SPOKEN, in different voices.| 'Thére, “* your chin 
new reaped shows like stubble-land at harvest 
home.”  Shakspeare. O, d n Shakspeare. 
«* Had I three ears I’d hear thee.” I am sure 
you must have de tree ears, for you have got one 
of mine. ‘* Give every man thine ear, but few 
thy voice.” ‘* Shake not thy gory locks at me,” 
for here’s some pomatum will ‘* make each parti- 
cular hair to stand on end, like quills upon the 
fretful porcupine.” Blesh my shoul! I must 
surely have got into Bedlam. Bedlam! < O, 
Jephtha, judge of Israel!!! Why this is the— 

Temple of the Muses, &c. 





Thus I try how to rival the Roscius at home, 
And each actor I claim as a crony ; 

Just as characters come within swing of my comb, 
I fill up my dramatis persone ; 

When I have a thin house, from the Tragical 

Maid 

A visage I draw full of sorrow; 

When the whole is a farce for my benefit played, 
A soft smile from Thalia I borrow. 


SPOKEN, in different voices.| Yes, << I can smile, 
and murder while I smile.”” The devil you can; 
then pray let me go. Nay, “sit, good cousin Hot- 
spur.” * Art thou not ashamed to look upon this 
beard?” *Pon honour, I’ve sat here so long that 
I shall soon go to sleep. <‘‘ To sleep! perchance 
to dream—ay, there’s the rub.” Id thank you 
not to rub so much of your d d soap down my 
throat. Then “ ope thy pondrous jaws and cast 
it up again.”” Pondrous jaws! where’s the glass? 
«« Shine forth, bright sun, till I can buy a glass.”’ 
Well, dang me if I didn’t think for sarten I wur in 
a barber’s shop. Shop! “ Oh, hateful error, Me- 
lancholy’s child !’—“* There is no speculation in 
those eyes that thou dost glare with,” for this is 
the— 





Temple of the Muses, &c. 


POLI L ILL? 


I PRAY YOU NOW. 
( Dibdin. ) 


I PRAY you, when your sweetheart pouts, 
And fleers and flouts, 
And glours and glouts, 
Ne’er mind the pursing of her prow, 
But pout again, I pray you now. 
Ts it not true that females fex, 
Plague, and perplex, 
The other sex, 
With whimsies in their heads that grow, 
And fantasies, I pray you now? 


Rack poor men’s powels, prains, and hearts, 

Do not their arts, 
And whims, and starts, 

Plue tiffles in their heads that grow, 

And jealousies, I pray you now. 

Then mind not nonsense of the fair, 
But change your air, 
And shake off care, 

Nor to their tricks or fancies pow, 

But let them ko, I pray you now, 


a a ae a 





OR, MUSEUM OF WIRTH. 


THE POWER OF MUSIC. 


Music, how powerful is thy charm, 
That can the fiercest rage disarm, 
Calm passions in a human breast, 
And lull-e’en jealousy to rest ; 
With amorous thoughts the soul inspire, 
Or kindle up a warlike fire, 

So great is music’s pow’r. 


Amphion, with his tuneful lyre, 

Could rocks remove and stones inspire ; 
Command a city to arise, 

And lofty buildings touch the skies ; 
While stones, obedient to his call, 
Harmonious, moved and formed a wall. 


Arion, from his vessel cast, 

In safety o’er the seas he past, 

For, mounted like the ocean’s god, 

Upon a dolphin’s back he rode ; 

Whilst shoals of fishes flocked around, 
Well pleased, drank in the charming sound. 


Sad Orpheus, through hell’s dreary coast, 
Was seeking for his consort lost, 

His music drew the ghosts along, 

And furies listened to his song ; 

His song could Charon’s rage disarm, 
And Pluto and his consort charm. 


Inflamed by music, soldiers fight ; 
Inspired by musie, poets write ; 
Music can heal the lover’s wounds, 
And calm fierce rage by gentle sounds ; 
Philosophy attempts in vain, 
What music can with ease attain, 

So great is music’s power. 


OPP LIPPER 


IS ANY MAN POOR WHO HAS WINE? 


LET the daring adventurers be tossed on the main, 
And, for riches no danger decline ; 

Though with hazard the spoils of both Indies they 

gain, 

They can bring us no treasure like wine. 

Enough of such wealth would a beggar enrich, 
And make up for great wants in a king ; 

’T would smooth off a glass in a comfortless wretch, 
And inspire weeping captives to sing. 

There’s none that groans under a burdensome life, 

If this sovereign balsam he gains; 

| This will make a man bear all the plagues of a 

wite, 

And of rags and diseases in chains. 


| It swells all his veins with a kind purple flood, 
|} And puts even great thoughts in his mind ; 
There’s no peasant so rank, but it gives him good 
blood, 
And to happiness makes him inclined. 


There’s nothing our hearts with such joy can be- 
witch, 
For on earth ’tis a power that’s divine ; 
Without it we’re wretched, though never so rich, 
Nor is any man poor who has wine. 


PIL LIL IR 


EMMA AND HENRY. 
(Admiral Lord Nelson.) 


THOUGH Emma’s polished verse superior shine ; 
Though sensibility grace every line ; 
Though her soft muse be far above all praise, 
And female tenderness inspire her lays ; 
Deign to receive, though unadorned by art, 
By the poetic art, ; 
The rude expressions which bespeak 
A sailor’s untaught heart. 
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A heart, susceptible, sincere, and true ; 
“A heart, by fate and nature torn in two ; 
‘Ons half to duty and his country due ; 
Yhe other, better half, ta love and you! 
Sooner shall Britain’s sons resign 
The empire of the sea, 
Than Henry shall renounce his faith 
And plighted vows to thee ; 
And waves on waves shall cease to roll, 
And tides forget to flow, 
Ere thy true Henry’s constant soul 
Or ebb or change shall know. 


GIL PL LIP 


HOB OR NOB! LET THE BOTTLE PASS. 


(Margravine of Anspach. ) 


WHEN I gaily fill the cheerful glass, 
I care not if the world goes down 3 

Hob or nob! let the bottle pass, 
Social mirth our bumpers crown. 


Oh! the wisest of men is but an ass 
Who on convivial joys can frown ; 


Hob or nob! &c. 


The bewitching smile of a roguish lass 


In this small bowl we can quickly drown. 
Hob or nob! &c. 


PLO IPLLLAF 


VLL BE A MATCH FOR ALL THEIR 
DEVILDUMS. 


THE charge prepared, the lawyers met, 
The judges on the benches wrigeling; 
Orators fine, with speeches set, 
Put all the smart signoras giggling. 
Culprit here, with heart of coal, 
From Mister Gudgeon stole his soul. 
Hymen’s couch, where, cheek-by-jowl, 
A fry of cherubs blest their nursery, 
To this Tarquin she did hearken, 
Serpent, Eden, poison, flattery, 
Jury, fury, bother, pother, 
Pillory, fine, assault, and battery. 
The charge prepared, the lawyers met, 
Then pillory, fine, assault, and battery. 


1’}l take care of a wife of my own, 
Fair as pearls and pure as topazes, 
Flesh of my flesh, and bone of my bone, 
V’ll lock up with my own dear mopusses, 
Strumming serenaders come, 
Maskers sly, with pipe and drum ; 
Did they think the old boy to hum, 
With congees, smiles, and great civility ? 
Castenating, capering, setting, 
Galas, bull-fights, and such reveldums ; 
Winking, blinking, sighing, lying, 
1’il be a match for all their devildums. 


GPP LSOL SL 


THE RAT. 
(Hudson. ) 


ONCE on a time when trade was bad, 
A rat, haif-starved and weak, sirs, 

Set out from home, in spirits sad, 
His fortune for to seek, sirs. 

His belly was of lining bare, 
And he so very thin, sirs, 

His eyes looked with a hollow stare, 
His cheeks a hollow grin, sirs. 


tie wandered up and down ’till night, 
And found a large corn-bin, sirs, 

And there reflection told him right, 
’Twas lucky to be thin, siys. 





A hole there was, but that so small, 
It al]l his bones did squeeze, sirs, 
But when in he made up for all, 
By teasting at his ease, sirs. 


He stayed a week, ate all the corn, 
And got so very stout, sirs, 
So took it in his head next morn, 
To think of getting out, sirs; 
But when he went towards the hole, 
He found, as you'll suppose, sir, 
He’d got so fat, and that so small, 
?T would scarce admit his nose, sirs. 


Then he began to squeak and cry, 
Aud make sad lamentation, 
Since never was a rat like I, 
In such a situation ; 
In this place I must stay so sad, 
As food for the Tom eat, oh! 
Or else, what is almost as bad, 
Mast fret down all my fat, oh! 


Now listen to my moral true, 
The placeman in his station, 

Grows rich and fat, and saucy, too, 
By plundering the nation ; 

And when his pockets well are fraught, 
He’s willing to resign, sirs, 

But, like the rat, don’t like the thought 
Of giving back the coin, sirs. 


PoP LAE? 


NO ROSES THAT WREATH ROUND YON 


COT. 


(J. Bruton. ) 


No roses that wreathe round yon cot, 
With the blush of her cheek can compete, 
Nor zephyrs that break through yon grot, 
As her breath half so mild or so sweet ; 
Yet her heart oft harbours deceit, 
And falsity lurks on her lips, 
Her vows are as fragile as sweet, 
And false as the air that she sips. 


No lilies that grow in the grove, 
With her fineness of form can compare ; 
Nor ange] in heaven above, 
Can march with the grace of her air. 
Yet her heart oft harbours, &c. 


The cygnet’s fair plumage, so soft, 
' Can’t vie with the down of her breast ; 
Nor lark that sings sweetly aloft, 
Seems half in spirits so blest. 
Yet her heart oft harbours, &c. 
The cowslip that spangles the vale, 
Can’t vie with the sweets of her lip 5 


- Nor fawn that bounds over the dale, 


- 


Can’t move with her lightness of trip. 
Yet her heart oft harbours, &c. 


CLIP LIF 


ACH HONE! MAVRONE! PILLALUH! 
(Prince Hoare.) 


Ou! wonders that grow in: Kilkenny so clever! 
I mend the brain’s weakness, how strong ‘tis 
soever 3 
My dumb, blind, and deaf, when they hear the 
lame walking, 
Run speechless with joy to behold themselves talk- 
ing. 
For bother o’pother, 
From one to the other, 
I cure all complaints, whether little or great, O, 
With a tnne of my brogue, and a touch of po- 
tato. 
Ach hone! Mavrone! 
Pillaluh ! 


bs 


See 


The fame of my credit in Ireland has such been, 
No senses were sound till by me they had touched 


been ; 

’Twas owned by all ranks, whether peer, cit, or 
peasant, 

Wone went farther before who came after at 
present. 


For bother o’pother, &c. 


But vainly I hold out the light of all learning, 
Unless the small wick of the brain I’m discern- 
ing ; 
If blind then to reason, I force them to view it ; 
If I beat them not with it, I beat them into it. 
For bother o’pother, &c. 


GPLPEL PPP 


YOUTH AND LOVE. 
(Thomas Watson, 1581.) 


YOUTH made a fault, through lightness of be- 
lief, 
Which fond belief Love placed in my breast ; 
But now I find that reason gives relief, 
And time shows truth, and wit that’s bought is 
best. 
Muse not, therefore, although I change my vein, 
He runs too ‘ar which never turns again. 


Henceforth my mind shall have a watchful eye, 
I’ll scorn fond love, and practice of the same ; 
The wisdom of my heart shall soon descry 
Each thing that’s good from what deserveth 
blame. 
My song shall be,—‘ Fortune hath spit her spite, 
And Love can hurt no more, with all his might.’ 


Therefore, all you to whom my course is known, 
Think better comes, and pardon what is past ; 
I find that all my wildest oats are sown, 
And joy to see what now I see at last ; 
And since that Love was cause I trod awry, 
I here take off his bells, and let him fly. 


GPLLP IPE? 


A LONDRE I WAS A TAILOR NICE. 
( O’ Keefe. ) 


A LONDRE I was a tailor nice, 
And work for lor so gay, 

He never beat me down my price, 
But den he never pay ; 

From lor I could no money get, 
My draper would not stay, 

So, like my lor, I run in debt, 
And den I run away. 


Vid trick on card I please my lor, 
He vonder how I do’t; 

And ladies all my skill adore, 
Ven cock in glass 1 shoot. 

De British guinea 1 command, 
My pocket to recruit ; 

I shirt it off by slight of hand, 
Shift off by slight of foot. 


GLPPPL IF 


THE MASON’S WISH. 


CoME, all ye smiling throng, 
Swell sacred friendship’s song 
With joyful strains ; 

Loud let the trumpet sound, 
Till the glad domes rebound, 
With ev’ry virtue crowned, 
Our grand master reigns. 


Proud of our noble head, 
Brethren! Jet’s hail our guide, 
On virtue’s throne ; 


May all the nations round, 
In stable virtue bound, 
Revere, in concord’s sound, 

‘ 
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We peace and cordial love, 

And noblest joys shall prove, 

Glad, like the blest above, 
With friendship’s crown. 


Let Pharisaic pride 

With party rage preside 
O’er their vile train ; 

Bound in each sacred tie, 

Concord and unity, 

Brethren, their arts defy, 
With just disdain, 


May friendship’s lasting fire 
Our kindred breasts inspire 
With heavenly fame ; 


The starry frame. 


GPLIPEL ESP? 


I NEPER LOVED MY JOE FOR THE 
LUCRE OF GAIN. 
( Dibdin.) 

For I am the girl that was made for my Joe, 
And Joe is the lad that was modelled for me ; 
Our tempers agree ; 

And all the world over with him I would go, 
And work late or early, nor think it a pain; 
For I ne’er loved my Joe for the lucre of gain. 


If so be, by good chance, such a fortunate thing 
Was to happen for me to be crowned a queen; 
’T would quickly be seen, 

If they did not consent to make Joey a king, 

That for Bet they might get who they would for 
to reign, 
For I ne’er loved my Joe for the lucre of gain. 


O’Connor, he in the peu aches that plies ; 
Ap Shenkin, the Welshman, M‘Pherson, the 
Scot, 
For his sake went to pot: 
Nay, though many a girl would have thought him 
a prize, 
I derised a Jew broker from Petticoat-lane, 
For I ne’er loved my Joe for the lucre of gain. 


GCF PREL PP 


ON, ON, TO THE CHASE. 


ON, on, to the chase! for the bugle is sounding, 
The wild deer is started, and flies like the wind, 
Over brushwood and brake, with fleet foot he 1s 
bounding, 
Mocking huntsmen and hound,who toil, panting, 
behind. 


He has cleared the dark forest, the branches still 
quiver, 
Where his wide-spreading antlers have tossed 
them aside ; 
And the foam is yet white on the brink of the 
river, 
Where, desp’rate and madd’ned, he ploughed 
in the tide. 


But, alas! noble victim! thy spirit is failing, 
Thy struggle for life and for freedom is vain ; 
Thy courage, thy swiftness, thy strength unavail- 

ing, 
Thou never shall bound through these forests 
again. 


PCL Le lei? 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER, 


OH! LIGHT AND JOYOUS WAS THE DAY. 
A DUET. 
(Birch.) 


She.— Ou ! light and joyous was the day 

When first I put to sea; 

T packed up all, and trudged away, 
As trim as trim could be ; 

To pipe all hands, when, shrill and clear, 
The boatswain’s whistle blew ; 

Sweet was the music to my ear, 
It brought me nigh to you. 


He.—The hoarse command,—the look severe, | 

She.— With transport I obeyed, 

He.—Nor word, nor look, nor woman’s fear, 

She.— Thy Fanny once betrayed. 

He.—And was it joy, when shrill and clear, 
The boatswain’s whistle blew ? 


She.—Sweet was the music to my ear, 
It brought me nigh to you; 4 
And many a wearied night I crept, 
Where none my birth could khow, 
And peaceful in the maintop slept, 
While you kept watch below. 
He,.—And then at morn, so shrill and clear, &c. 


& 


Both.—How danced the jocund heart to hear, 

The merry can go round ; 

To wives on shore, and sweethearts dear, 
When yours so soon was fonnd. 

And, oh! what joy, when shrill and clear, 
The boatswain’s whistle blew ; 

Sweet was the music to my ear, 
It brought me nigh to you. 


PaL LIL EF 


WHAT THOUGH ’TIS TRUE ’'VE TALKED 
OF LOVE. 


(Theodore Hook.) 


WHAT though ’tis true I’ve talked of love, 

And other beauties idly strove, 

My heart to free from Rosa’s chain, 

Unbroke the golden links remain, 
Entwined round ev’ry part. 

For if another’s charms I praised, 

Those charms some fond remembrance raised, 

Perhaps ’twas not her tresses flowing, 

Dimpled cheek, or blushes glowing ; 

Oh! no; ’twas Rosa’s lip, or Rosa’s eye, 

’Twas Rosa’s self that caused the sigh, 
Still Rosa ruled my heart. 


I own, betrayed by youth or wine, 

I’ve sworn a face or form divine, 

Or when some witching syren sung, 

My yielding soul bewildered hung, 
Enraptured with her art. 

But soon the feeble spell was gone, 

Some faint resemblance raised alone, 

Could tones less sweet, and looks less smiling, 

Long delude my sense beguiling : 

Oh! no; ’twas Rosa’s voice, or Rosa’s glance, ~ 

Twas Rosa’s self that caused the trance, 
And touched my conscious heart. 


PPIOLOEOISD 


JOHN BULL IS HIS NAME. 


WHILST some of the ancients are lavish in praise, 
And boast what great characters brightened their 
days, 
I'll sing you a man not unnoticed by fame, 
That shall rival them all, and John Bull is his 
name. 
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His pasture, brave fellow, is liberty’s field, 

Fenced round by religion, impregnable shield ! 

Of conscience and rights, he’s so fully aware, 

That his motto must strike you, ’tis ‘ towch them 
who dare.’ 


Constitution his collar, just laws his gold chain, 

Which, by magic elastic, extends o’er the main: 

Where, in grand amphitheatres of wood, his dread 
roar, 

Spreads terror or stillness on every shore. 


His patience and power have o‘ten been tried, 
The first does him hononr, the last is his pride 3 
Yet so gen’rons his nature, all inj’ry he scorns, 
But wo to the man that dares play with his horns. 


Should a foe again venture to come within reach 
Of John, as he rambles along the green beach, 
I’d lay a round wager, one hundred to ten, 

That he’ll never say, ‘ parlex vous Francois’ again. 


So now, brother Britons, let’s cheerfully sing 

Long life to John Bull, and his keeper, the King, 

Nor forget the good lady, Old England, their mo- 
ther, 

For sure the whole world can’t produce such an- 
other. 


GLP LLIC? 


WATERLOO; 
OR, LOVELY FANNY. 
( Upton.) 


“© AH, me!” the lovely Fanny cried, 

«© This wond’rous fight spreads far and wide! 
And yet, I fain would ask of you, 

What does it mean by Waterloo?” 


“<¢ Dear girl,” the list’ning lover said, 

«© It means bright honour’s deathless bed ! 
That bed where English, valour show 

Its matchless deeds at Waterloo.” 


<‘ Indeed!” cried Fanny, “ is it so? 
Well, that is all I wished to know ; 

And yet, J’ll tell you, frank and free, 
A softer bed more pleases me.”’ 


The smile that played in Fanny’s eye! 
The wish that breathed in Fanny’s sigh! 

Yes, dear one! told like the fond dove, 
All, all must yield to conquering love ! 


GIL IP LIF- 


_ PVE SAUNTERED AT A MASQUERADE. 


( Pearce.) 


To lessen my dismay, 
And chase away thoughts melancholic, 
I’ll strive to fancy this array ; 
’T was put on merely in a frolic; 
Just as, when youthful spirits swayed, 
I’ve sauntered at a masquerade :—- 
«« How do ye?” +“ How d’ye do 
«¢ Ah, I know you.” 
While here was whisp’ring, there was vapouring, 
Toying, ogling, fiddling, capering. 


7 


I’ve viewed, amidst the scene, 
Mamma and miss their conquests shaping ; 
Miss striving to appear eighteen, 
Mammaa girlish manner aping ; 
Here charmed the dame—there miss would win, 
And both appeared each other’s twin. 
«© How do ye?” Xe. 


PIPL IL IF 


334 
"TIS JUST THE TIME FOR LOVERS. 
Air “ Oh, come to me when Daylight sets,” 

(S. Holland. ) 


THE moon, with rising glory bright, 
A beauteous scene discovers ; 
Oh! ’tis a sweet, a charming sight, 
*Tis just the time for lovers. 
Then, beauteous Ellen! why delay 
To range the flowery grove? 
I have a thousand things to say 
As arm-in-arm we rove. 
The moon, &c. 


Say, shall we rather climb the hill 
And trace the source of Dee, 
Or bend our footsteps to the mill 
Where first I met with thee ? 
Or shall we seek the winding vale, 
And join the village youth, 
Where oft we’ve heard the nightingale, 
And vowed eternal truth ? 
The moon, &c. 


Or will yourself direct the way, 
As chance or choice decrees ; 

For, blest with you, where’er I stray, 
Each scene is sure to please! 

Ill stay with you both day and night, 
And, when the sun goes down, 

My Ellen’s eyes, that shine so bright, 
Will cheer of night the gloom. 

; The moon, &c. 


SPSL RS EDR 


THE JOYS OF THE TOWN; 
OR, ADIEU TO ALL VILLAGE DELIGHTS, 
(C. Jones. ) 


THOUGH village delights may charm for a time, 
With hunting, with cricket, with trap-ball, and 
such, 
The joys of a ramble in London are prime, 
And never can tire or trouble us much. 
’Tis a life of variety, frolic, and fun; 
Rove which way you will, right or left, up or 
down ; 
All night by the gas, and all day by the sun, 
Sure no joys can compare with the joys of the 
town. 


For gaiety, splendour, for fashion, and game, 
For fighting, for writing, dress, gammon, and 
glee, 

No place upon earth has for these such a name, 
And the gay London lads are alive to a spree. 
Then, the lasses are pretty and kind in each 

street, 
Whose features but seldom are tempted to 
frown ; 
Since pleasures abundant each moment you meet, 
Sure no joys can compare with the joys of the 


town. 

The bloods of the east, and the blades of the 
west, 

Are up, down, and awake, wheresoever they 
roam ; 


And then frolicsome rows they will seldom forsake, 
Till, long wanted, at last they find out they must 
come. 
Even then, in the Bench, with a bottle and friend, 
All sorrow and care (though in prison) they 
drown ; 
And although of a London life this be the end, 
Sure no joys can compare with the joys of the 
town. 


LIL ER LLP 
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ABOARD OF MY TRUE 
VLL GO. 


(E. Ball.) 


ABOARD of my true love’s ship Ill go, 
And brave each blowing gale ; 
Tl splice, Vl tack, Vl reef, Ill tow, 
And hawl, with him, the sail : 
In jacket blue, 
And trousers, too, 
With him I’ll cruize afar, 
There shall not be a smarter chap 
Aboard of a man of war. 


SPOKEN.] Yo, ho, heave away that lead ! pass 
the gasket there! up top-gallants, I cry ; yo, ho, 
heave O! &c. 


Whate’er his perils, each I’ll share, 
Ashore or on the wave ; 
Oh, yes, for one who is my dear, 
The stormy seas Ill brave. 
In jacket blue, &c. 


LOVE’S SHIP 


PPOP?E LIP 


DELIVER, SIR, DELIVER 
A PARODY. 
Air—* Remember, Love, remember !” 
(L. W. K.) 


’TWAS ten o’clock, one pitch-dark night,’ 
As the rain in torrents fell, 
I rode along, in dripping plight, 
I’ve cause to remember well ! 
When soon the trampling of a horse 
Told me ’twas time to hide my purse; 
When these dread words assailed my ear, 
*€ T’ll blow your brains out far and near! 
Deliver, sir, deliver!” 


I'd won fifty pounds ’pon the fight 

Betwixt Wallace and the dogs! 
My wager gave me great delight, 

As from Warwick along I jogs. 
This thief he dodged me, till he knew 
He could, undisturbed, his plan pursue ; 
So then, with pistol at my head, 
“« That fifty pounds!” terrific, said ; 

«* Deliver, sir, deliver!” 


And did I heed a hint so plain : 
Oh, yes, I did it, to my cost, 
For to argue T saw ’twas vain, 
Or my life would soon be lost. 
I quickly gave him all I had; 
To London hastened, sore and sad, 
And to my spouse my mishap told : 
‘* A robber said, your purse of gold 
Deliver, sir, deliver!” 


GPILIP LIES 


O, WERT THOU, LOVE, BUT NEAR ME! 
Air—* O, let me in this ae Night.”—( Burns.) 


FORLORN, my love, no comfort near, 

Far, far from thee, I wander here, 

Far, far from thee, the fate severe 

At which I must repine, love! 
O, wert thou, love, but near me, 
But near, near, near me, 
How kindly thou would’st cheer me, 
And mingle sighs with mine, loves 


Around me scowls a wintry sky 
That blasts each bud of hope and joy, 
And shelter, shade, nor home have J, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 
O, wert thon, love, &c. 


Cold, altered, friendship’s cruel part, 
Yo poison Fortune’s ruthless dart, 
Let me not break thy faithful heart 
And say that fate was mine, love. 
C, wert thou, love, &c. 


But, dreary though the moments fleet, 
O, let me think we yet shall meet, 
That only ray of solace sweet, 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 
O, wert thou, love, &c, 


PL PEIII? 





WHEN, on-board of the Hector, I first went to sea, 


How the boatswain did grumble and flog ; 

I swore then no longer a sailor I’d be 

: Till they served my allowance of grog, 

. It was then rough or fair, safe moored or at sea, 
For to reef or to steer, 
Or to tack or to wear, 

Up the hatchway I’d merrily jog, 
While, to moisten my eye, 
Mister Purser, says I, 

Pray, where’s my allowance of grog? 





Once, sick of a fever, a whole week I lay, 
From my hammock I hardly could jog, 


‘ 


Athy 


away, 


And stopped my allowance of grog. 


Jack. 
’ For the doctor’s mate said 
He was sure I was dead, 
Till I called him an impudent dog ; 
, ’  Hard-a-starboard, says I, 
You lubber, you lie, 
All I want is my quantum of grog. 


GPLIGPP IR 


a se. ee ee ee ee 


ing, 
Three lovers had I all my favour to sue ; 

The world of the joys of election were telling, 
Thinks I, I’ll e’en make an election here, too. 
Because he was rich, and had plenty of pelf ; 


Was him, independent, who offered himself. 


The rights of election for ever ! 


~ 


spoke true 5 
A poll was demanded for t’other sad two. 


neas, 


the ninnies 


For high and low, &c. 


reckoned, . 


cond, 
But Henry alone had a vote for my heart. 


Ce ee a ee eS ee ee ee ee ee 


ALL I WANT IS MY QUANTUM OF GROG, 


Going large from the land, or close under the lee, 


Just like some old junk, they had stowed me 


Keep her full, says I, boy, or you’re taken a-back, 
And the sharks will be making a meal of poor 


THE RIGHTS OF ELECTION FOR EVER! 
WHEN I was at home, in my father’s snug dwell- 


The first of my swains was proposed by my father, 
My dame proposed one, but the one I liked rather | 


For, high and low, no influence we know ; 


I fixed on a day when, their claims all advancing, | 
My choice might be known, as my conscience 


A great show of hands Henry’s favour enhancing, 
The first talked of gold, and his bags of fine gui- 


The second descended from some lordly tribes, 
But I cried them both down, and called out with 


Who suffer themselves to be bartered for bribes. 


At the close of the poll, when the votes were all 
The numbers stood thus on each candidate’s 


part ; 
The first had my right hand, my left had the se- 
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*T was a spot that returned him, because it approved 
him, - 
Let scrutiny come, it will place him more high ; 
The man of my choice, I have tried him and 
proved him, 
His favours I’ll wear, ne’er to change till I 
die. 
For high and low, &c. 


PLL AILS 


THE SLAVE AUCTIONEER. 


CoME, ladies and gentlemen, here you shall see 
A cargo of slaves, that’s just landed from sea ; 
They'll please you full well, if I do not mistake, 
Or I of my voyage no profit shall make, 

My hammer shall set them a-going, a-going. 


I’ve a noble collection as ever was seen, 

And some, that in all parts of Europe have been, 
I’ve French, and I’ve English, Italian, and Dutch, 
To collect them together has troubled me much ; 
My hammer shall set them a-going, a-going. 


I’ve beaux for the ladies, and belles for the men, 

Such beauties you'll never fix eyes on again, 

They’re youthful and charming, to please every 
mind, : 

And then to their owners, I hope, they’ll prove 
kind ; 

My hammer shall set them a-going, a-going. 

The catalogue tells you their name and their sta- 
tion, 

By whom they were ta’en, likewise from what na- 
tion, 

Bid with spirit, ye buyers, nought venture, nought 
win, 

For this moment, my friends, I the sale will begin ; 

My hammer shall set them a-going, a-going. 


GIL ILL LSI 


THE MOONLIGHT SERENADE. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


Ou! come, my love, oh! come to me, 

And share the sweet tranquillity 

That evening’s sober hues inspire 

In hearts that feel ecstatic fire. 

Oh! what is there in halls of pride, 
Worth one delicious moment here ; 

Where Nature slumbers sanctified, 
And passion pauses to revere ? 


Come, then, my dearest, come to me, 
And hear the vows I’ll breathe to thee, 
Until yon lamp of night shall fade, 
And nature wear a deeper shade ; 
_No envious scowl, no cynic eye, 

Shall on our secret haunt intrude ; 
But birds shall sweetly linger nigh, 

To learn of us the loving mood. 


POLL IL IF 


MARIAN’S MY LILY, AND FLORA’S MY 
ROSE. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


WHEN first I saw Flora, so sprightly and bloom- 
ing, 

She enamoured my fancy, devoid of all art ; 
Then Marian, the gentle, soft, sweet, unassuming, 
Appeared, and with Flora divided my heart. 

My posy of love two s veet flow’rets compose, 
For Marian’s my lily, and Flora my rose. 
How happy with Marian could I be united! 
Yet, to part with sweet Flora! ah! could I con- 
sent ! 
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And, if with her hand my love Flora requited, 
The thoughts of dear Marian might banish con- 
tent, 15 
My posy of love only wounds my repose, 
I pine for the lily, and droop for the rose. 


So my mind to declare still embarrassed [ tarry, 
How can I ask one while enamoured of both ? 
Then weave me a cypress, for ne’er can I marry, 
For the tongue that would faulter must ne’er 
take the oath. 
My posy of love can but anguish disclose, 
Adieu to the lily! farewell to the rose! 


OGL LL ELF 


PLEASURE’S LIKE THE FLOWER. 
(Reynolds. ) 


WHEN in the world my days TI past, 
All shone so bright and pleasant ; 
I felt so sure that joy would last, 
I wasted moments present. 
Pleasure’s like the flower, 
Frail and fleeting ever ; 
Now it decks the bower, 
Now ’tis gone for ever! 


Yet, now immured in gloomy shrine 
Should ought shine bright and pleasant, 
At folly past I’ll not repine, 
But bless the moments present. 
Pleasure’s like the flower, &c. 


OLPL ILI PD 


THERE WAS A KING IN THULE. 
[Translated from Goethe’s Faustus. | 
(Lord F. L. Gower.) 


THERE was a king in Thule, 
Was constant to the grave ; 

And she who loved him truly 
A goblet to him gave. 


Alike the old man cherished 
Her memory and the cup, 

And oft, to her who perished, 
He filled and drank it up. 


Ere death had closed his pleasures, - 
The states he summoned all, ; 
And portioned out his treasures, 
The goblet not withal. 


With all his knights before him, 
He feasted royally, 

In the hall of those who bore him, 
In his castle by the sea. 


With closing life’s emotion, 
He bade the goblet flow, 
Then plunged it in the ocean, 

A hundred fathom low. 


He saw it filling, drinking, 
And the calm sea closing 0’er ; 
His eyes the while were sinking, 
No drop he e’er drank more. 


OL IPL ELS 


ROSES ARE SWEET, BUT SWEE! ROSES 
WILL FADE! 


(Arnold. ) 


On! Roses are sweet on the beds where they 
grow, 
Fresh spangled with dews of the morn ; 
On Nature’s kind bosom in safety they zlow, 
Protected by many a thorn. 
There awhile in full richness exists the sweet 
flower, 
’Till its fast falling leaves drop around ; 
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There soon of the charms of the pride of the 
bower, 
There’s nought but the thorns can be found. 
Ah! roses are sweet, but sweet roses will 
fade! 


So fares it with beauty in life’s early prime, 
When armed with stern rigour the breast ; 
It blooms in cold pride, fresh and sweet for a 
time, 
Then sinks into age still unblest ! 
Beware, then, ye maids, with too cautious an 


art, 
How you guard your soft breast from love’s 
woes, 
Lest apathy spreading like thorns round your 
heart, 


You at last drop alone, like the rose ; 
For roses are sweet, but sweet roses will 
fade ! 


PELE EF 


TO THE DRUM-HEAD REPAIR; 
OR, BEATING UP FOR RECRUITS. 
- (Dibdin.) 


CoME all ye gemmen volunteers, 
In glory who would share ; 
And leaving with your wives your fears, 
To the drum-head repair. 
Or to the noble Sergeant Pike, 
Come, come without delay, 
You'll enter into present pay, 
Come, come the bargain strike ; 
A golden guinea and a crown, 
Besides, the Lord knows what renown, 
His Majesty’s the donor ; 
And, if you die, 
Why, then, you lie 
Stretched on the bed of honour. 


Does any ’prentice work too hard, 
Fine clothes would any wear? 
Would any one his wife discard ? 
To the drum-head repair. 
Or to the noble, &c. 


Is your estate put out to nurse? 
Are you a Cast-off peer? 
Have you no money in your purse ? 
To the drum-head repair. 
Or to the noble, &c. 


CLAP V*I PHP 


FILL THE BOWL,—TO WOMAN FILL! 


OH! tell me not there’s joy on earth, 
Where woman is not found! + 
Oh! tell me not the soul of mirth 
In rapture beams around, 
Except where lovely woman gives 
Her soft bewitching wile, 
When all around the board there lives 
The sunshine of her smile. 
Then fill the bowl,—to woman fi | 
The sparkling goblet up; 
With raptured soul we’ll quaff the wine, 
And bless the hallowed cup. 


There’s not a charm,—a social bliss,— 
But what with her we share ; 
And trouble, fair one! even this, 
From thee we learn to bear. 
For ’tis upon thy gentle breast, 
We pillow all our fears ; 
And, as the beams on ocean rest, 
Thy smile comes o’er our tears. 
Then, fill the bowl, &c. 
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‘fhere is flocking and knocking at this and that door, 
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with beauty vote-begging, that ne’er begged before $ 


There is bowing and scraping, the flats to cajole, and some without heads at the head of the poll! 








ELECTIONS FOR EVER. 
Air—“ Roast Beef of Old England.””—( Upton. ) 


CoE, come, look about, there is no time to lose, 
The elections are now on to pick and to choose ; 
Dear women, make ready for favours and blisses, 
There are lips waiting for ye, and pregnant with 
hisses! 
Huzza! huzza! elections,— 
Elections for ever, huzza! 


There are men looking upwards, and men looking 
down, 
And some on the tremble in country and town: 
There are candidates pliant, and turning about, 
And some (heaven help them!) most sure to turn 
out ! 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There is clapping and shouting, both in doors and 
~ out, 
Some mouths 4-la-Liston, and some on the pout ; 
There is whooping and stooping at bribery’s call, 
With, ‘‘ humbugs for ever,” chalked up on each wall. 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There are petticoat-sergeants and petticoat-laws, 
With greedy committees in this and that cause ; 
There is breaking of windows and making amends, 
With friends turned enemies,—enemies friends ! 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There is speeehing and preaching from little and 
great, 
With butchers and bakers to botch up the state! 
There is hoaxing and coaxing to bring up the votes, 
With pairing, and swearing, and turning of coats. 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There is posting and prancing from morning to 
night, 
Some alert on the canvass, and some in a fight ! 
78—VOL. III. 


There are some for the mole-boys, and some for the 
crown, - 
Some rascals knocked up, and some bullies knocked 
down ! 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 
There is flocking and knocking at this and that 


door 
With beauty vote-begging, that ne’er begged before : 


| There is bowing and scraping, the flats to cajole, 


And some without heads at the head of the poll ! 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There are lispers and whispers of seats bought and 
sold 
Yet selling their maker and freedom for gold ! 
There is howling and growling ’bout tazes and ills, 
With psalm-singing saints taking perjury’s pills. 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


There are worthy electors and creatures of note, 
Getting out of the way till convenient to vote: 
There is rolling in kennels, confusion, and noise, 
With noses of blood from the liberty-boys. 

Huzza! huzza' &c. 


| There are houses kept open for voters of spunk, 
| Such eating and drinking, and times to get drunk: 


There is tag-rag and bob-tail, with ribbons arrayed, 
With bills running up, that will never be paid. 
Huzza! huzza! &c. 


In short, having run through the hubbubbub breeze, 
And settled who shall and shall not be M.P.’s, 
The chairing will follow, with smiling and bowing, 
A little more gab and a little more rowing. 

Huzza! huzza! &c. 
At length, in the house they’ be taking their seats, 
And then for their promises, virtues, and feats : 
But Time’s telling mirror will hold up to view, 
What good deeds or bad ones their honours will do. 

Huzza! huzza' &e 


PIII ILE? 
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MEMORY—THOU BANE OR BLESSING. 


( Beazley.) 


MEMORY—thou bane or blessing, 
As our path of life is crossed ,— 

A bliss—while blisses still possessing, 
A bane—when happiness is lost, 


Deep in her tablets, misery 
Is writ with steady hand ; 

But, ah! our pleasures—Memory 
But traces in the sand. 


The sweets of love, the joys of youth, 

The bloom of health, and Beauty’s power, 
And manly faith, and maiden truth, 

Live in memory but an hour, 


But Hatred, with her frowning brow, 
And falsehoods, that. the trnest sever, 
The heart-ache, or a moment’s wo, 
In memory live for ever. 


KING HARRY, AND HIS SIX WIVES! 
Air—‘* Madam Fig’s Gala.” —(W. I. P.) 


’TIS a comical ditty I sing, 
The blue devils hoping to parry, 
My subject, I swear, is a king, 
And he is the eighth English Harry : 
His temper was terrible hot, 
As honest historians tell ye, 
And he tempered his clay with a pot, 
Which accounts for his royal pot-belly ! 
Rum ti idity, &c. 


Soon he married (to dry up her tears) 
The widow of Arthur, his brother ; 
They cuddled and kicked eighteen years, 
When he had his eye on another : 
Nanny Boleyne, beyond all dispute, 
Her lips were like cherries pretty, 
And he, longing long for such fruit, 
Begged the Pope to divorce his queen Kitty. 
Rum ti idity, &c. 


Mister Pope would not do that, that’s flat, 
And a great flat he was, too, I fancy, 
For Hal married, and turned out queen Kate, 
And turned into her place lady Nancy ; 
Then the Pope he shook off, who, numskull, 
Sent a bull, to make bold Harry bow, sir, 
But what for his bull cared John Bull, 
Whom no bull nor bully could cow, sir. 
Rum ti idity, &c. 
Well, his majesty loved his new dear 
As any old miser his guinea, 
But jealous he was, and severe, 
And Nancy would oft play the ninay ; 
He, at last, caught her playing, ’tis said, 
At kiss-in-the-ring with some soldiers, 
So he first took the crown from her head, 
And then took her head from her shoulders. 
Rum ti idity, &c. 


Then, a third and fourth wife had their day, 

And a fifth tied the knot with this madman, 
But she wanted to have her own way, 

And, when bridled, she called him a bad man ; 
Her bad words gave the king a bad shock, 

And he mourned that good wives were uncom-~ 

mon, ; 

When he once again thought of the block, 

Where they chopped her—into a good woman. 

Rum ti idity, Xc. 


Yes, a sixth did this gray Blubeard get, 

With a tongue in length full three miles German, 
And she preached him a long sermonet, 

That had near been her funeral sermon ; 
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For he ordered her off to a jail, 

Next to grace Tower-hill was her dread, sir ; 
But, however, to save a long tule, 

The king died, and this queen saved her head, 


sir. 
Rum ti idity, &c. 
HAIL, FAITHFUL PAIR! YOUR WOES ARE 
ENDED. 


(I. R. Planche. ) 
[Music, Baron Von Weber. ] 
RECITATIVE. 


HAIL, faithful pair! your woes are ended : 
Your friend, in turn, you have befriended : 
His pledge redeemed by you hath been: 
Again, in love, he clasps his fairy qneen! 
AIR. 
Swift as the lightning’s glance, 
Brave knight, behold, I bring 
Thee and thine to thy native France 
' And the palace of thy king. 
Kneel at his feet with the bride thou hast won ; 
Europe shall ring with the deed thou hast done ;: 
Now for ever I break the spell 
With the grateful fairy’s last farewell ! 


RECITATIVE. 
Behold! obedient to the oath he swore, 
Huon is kneeling at thy feet once more ; 
For, by the help of heaven, his hand hath done 
The daring deed, and from the caliph won 
This lovely maid,—by ev’ry peril tried, 
The mete of his throne, and now thy vassal’s 

ride. 


CHORUS. 
Hail to the knight with his own good brand 
Who hath won a fair bride from the Saracen’s 
hand! 
Hail to the maiden who, over the sea, 
Hath followed her champion so faithfully ! 
By bards yet unborn oft the tale shali be told 
Of Reiza the lovely and Huon the bold 


GP FELIIP PP 


MY BIRD OF TRUE GAME AND MY 
BOTTLE OF PORT. 
(Captain Morris.) 
A PLAGUE on those mortals whom demons be- 
witch, 

To starve themselves living in hopes to die rich, 
Here goes the last guinea, I change it with glee, 
For my bottle and bird have more raptures for me: 
This takes away hunger, the other conspires 
‘ko warm me for Phillis with matchless desires : 
Then give me, ye gods, while existence I court, 
My bird of true game and my bottle of port. 


When the time calls to lead up the dog and the 


gun, 

To the stubble, at day-break, with Dido I run; 

There ae the brown covey, and round as they 
y; , 

With an aim ever fatal bring down a supply. - 

Returning, if chance throws a friend in my way, 

We talk of the pleasures and toils of the day ; 

Then I press him, sincere, to partake of my sport, 

My delicate bird and my bottle of port. 


’Tis wine, rosy wine, gives new comforts to men ; 

Anacreon looked plump at a hundred and ten ; 

With the muse he could sport as the landscape he 
trod, 

And compose his sweet lays with the soul of th 
god, ‘ 
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This theme, still delightful and pleasing to me 

As the sweets of the spring to the taste of the bee ; 
Like the rosy-browed bard, let me constantly sport 
O’cr the bird of true game and my bottle of port. 


i ee ae 


AH, WHAT DOES IT AVAIL NOW. 
(Soane. ) 
[Music, Goulding and Co. Soho-square.] 


Au! what does it avail me now 

That Persia’s crown has gemmed my brow ? 
Or that my conquering banner waves 

O’er nations proud to be my slaves? 

My sceptre gives me not again 

The sister I lament in vain. 


I deemed no shadow e’er could fling 
Its numbing influence o’er a king; 

I deemed my iron breast-plate good 

It had a thousand shafts withstood ; 
But sorrow strikes, and steel is vain,— 
My sister, we meet not again! 


But he shall die the death of shame— 

I swear it by the prophet’s name ! 

Though in his veins the noblest blood 

Of Persia rolled its generous flood. 

But he shall die: or may I be 

A thing more base, more loathed than he. 


PILPIL PPS 


PYE-HOUSE ORGIES ; 
A MOCK ITALIAN SONG. 
( Upton. ) 

Now will I charm ye with the rory-tory, 

In strains sublime, from Yarman Handelory. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, O, 
First laughed, then cried, ther laughed and 

cried again, O! 

At last Cecilia came, with notes divino, 

And sang a song—encore her, very fine, O! 
Pye-house orgies, pye-house airs, 

Moore, of Moore-Hall,’s gone to prayers ! 


O, had I Jubal’s lyre, or Miriam’s tuneful voice, 
I’d dance the rope or wire, and love should be my 
choice : 
Then I can chant the soft Italiano! 
In double bass, or lullaby piano! 
Che faro in questo dio, 
Quel che in giusto mio! 


Soft and pleasing, then I futuro 
In cadenza sestenuto ! 

Then the tickling staccato, 
With the pretty pizzicato ; 

My notes shall quickly passo, 
From baratonato basso! 


Pino pianissimo dimuendo, 
Mezzo, forte, and cresendo! 
Roaring carissimo ! 
Forte, fortissimo ‘ 
Bravo, bravissimo ! 

O, bravi, bravi, bravo! 


PRIP ILI F 


THE PLEASURES OF ARCHERY, FREE- 
DOM, AND LOVE. 


THRICE welcome, ye fair, who attend at our | 


call, 
Ye cricketers, welcome, stout archers, and all; 
Diana herself, were she here, might improve 
In the pleasures of archery, freedom, and love. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
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Our bowmen, so true, make their target re- 
sound, 

Well pleased that no anguish results from the 
wound ; 


Strong in power to destroy, yet mild as the dove, 
They contend but in archery, freedom, and love. 
Derry down, &c. 


Our union society wish to be free, 

Yet, chaste in our freedom, no rebels are we ; 

All contempt of our rules, we are free to reprove, 

For our motto is archery, freedom, and love. 

Derry down, &c. 

As for love, whilst we see so much beauty and 
grace, 

The cunning rogue Cupid must here find a place; 


Should he challenge our bowmen his arrows to 


prove, 
They’ll not shrink from archery, freedom, and 
love. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then may mirth and good fellowship ever attend 

Our union society, world without end ; 

That, when we are called to the regions above, 

Our sons may toast archery, freedom, and love. 
Derry down, &c. 


POL IL IGF 


SAILORS WERE BORN 
WEATHERS. 


(Dibdin. ) 


I SAILED from the Downs in the Nancy, 

My jib how she smacked through the breeze, 
She’s a vessel as tight to my fancy 

As ever sailed on the salt seas. 

So adieu to the white cliffs of Britain, 
Our girls, and our dear native shore, 
For if some hard rock we should split on, 
We ne’er should see them any more. 

But sailors were born for all weathers, 
Great guns let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 
And where the gale drives we must go. 


FOR ALL 


When we entered the gut of Gibraltar, 
I verily thought she’d have sunk, — 
For the wind so began for to alter, 
She yawed just as thof she was drunk. 
The squall tore the mainsail to shivers, 
Helm-a-weather, the hoarse boatswain cries, 
Brace the foresail athwart, see she quivers, 
As before the rough tempest the flies. 
But sailors were born, &c, 


The storm came on thicker and faster, 
As black just as pitch was the sky, 
When truly a doleful disaster, 
Befel three poor sailors and I; 
Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handsail, 
By a blast that came furious and hard, 
Just while we were furling the mainsail, 
Were every soul swept from the yard. 
But sailors were born, &c, 


'Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cried peccavi, 


As for I, at the risk of my neck, 


While they sunk down in peace to.old Davy, 


Caught a rope, and so Janded on deck. 


'Well, what would you have, we were stranded, 


And out of a fine jolly crew 
Of three hundred that sailed, never landed, 
But I, and I think twenty-two. 
But sailors were born, &¢ 


| After thus we at sea had miscarried, 


Another guess way sat the wind, 


| For to England I came, and got married 


To a lass that was comely and kind ; 
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But, whether from joy or vexation, 
We know not for what we were born, 
Perhaps I may find a kind station, 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. . 
But sailors were born, &c. 


CIPO ELLER 


YES! I WILL LEAVE THE FESTIVE 
SCENE. 


[Music, Mayhew and Co. 17, Old Bond-street. ] 


Yes! I will leave the festive scene, 
The gay and conrtly throng, 
‘To wander through the forest green, 
And listen to thy song. 


The waters like a mirror seem, 
For every beaming star; 

Then haste to yonder silent stream, 
And strike the light guitar. 


And when thou tellest of one whose tears 
Were shed for her true knight, 
Bethink thee of thy maiden fears, 
When thon wert in the fight. 


Nor longer brave the battle-plain, 
Nor roam from me afar, 

But sing hope, long-forgotten strain, 
And strike the light guitar. 


POSCLOLL 


ASCOT RACES. 


WITH spirits, then, Dickey mounts, since all are 
in their places, 
So gaily drest in Sunday’s best, dash off for Ascot 
races ; 
Yet, ere I go, I think I’ll show we’re but the 
fashion gracing, 
For high and low, and belle and beau, and all the 
world are racing. 
Some run the right road, some the wrong, 
Some crooked, and some level ; 
The parson races to the sky, 
The lawyer to the devil ' 


Young ladies race after dress, their lovers, and. 


the fashion, 
Young men they race after them, and often madly 
dash on; 
The buck runs after curricles, low waist, and high 
shirt-collars, 
The tailor races after him, and soon the bailiff 
follows. 
Some men race after health, 
Some after pleasures funny ; 
While other men race after fame, 
But all race after money. 


The doctor races after fees, in very many cases, 
And death, and Mr. Sexton, always after doctor 
races. 
The British soldiers race the foe, who always run 
_ before them, 
And singers often run away for the audience to 
encore ’em. 
Then, to the races now I’ll race, 
Zounds! I’ve no brains about me ; 
For, while that I’ve been singing here, 
They have raced without me. 


CLOPPGEGP 


HASTE, GALLANT KNIGHT! OH, HASTE 
AND SAVE! 
(I. R. Planche.) 
FMusic, Baron Von Weber. } 


RECITATIVE. 
HASTE, gallant knight! Oh, haste and save 
Thy Reiza from the yawning grave ! 
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For round this hand the worm shall twine, 
Ere linked in other grasp than thine! 


AIR. 
Yes,—my lord!—my joy !—my blessing! 
Reiza lives for thee alone ! 
On this heart his signet pressing, 
Love hath claimed it for thine own! 
Yes, its core thine image beareth, 
There it must for ever burn, 
Like the spot the tulip weareth 
Deep within its deny urn ! 


GPOEIF ELIF 


THE SOLDIER’S GLEE. 
( Beazley. ) 


WE soldiers think 
That the deeper we drink, 
Our duty we do more gaily,— 
So, for duty’s sake, 
Full three measures we take 
Of the cyprus vintage daily. 


Oh! that a bowl for us may smile, 
As deep as the overflowing Nile ! 
Mahomet never its virtues saw, 
When wine he could dream of scorning ; 
But it is likely he made the law, 
When he rose from bed 
With an aching head, 


‘Which he laid to his wine in the morning. 


PLP PPELEP 


THE ELECTION FOR A WIFE; 
OR, THE BOROUGH OF HYMEN. 


DEAR ladies, I’m come, and a candidate, too, 
To ask for your votes and applause ; 

And, should my election be carried through you, 
Believe me, I’ll die in your cause. 

Then this I must mention, quite single am I, 
A bachelor, wanting a wife ; 

Oh, yes! but would change my condition, rely, 
And make an election for life. 

For of all the elections gone by, or to be, 

O the borough of Hymen, dear ladies, for me. 


Though others may rail against conjugal chains, 
For such I’ve no pity or care ; 

Poor devils, at best, they but addle their brains, 
And know not the charms of the fair. 

My thesis is love, and sweet women my pride, 
And one as a wife would possess ; 

Come, then, lovely creature, and vote on my 


side, 
And my life shall be yours, I profess. 
For of all the elections, &c. 


Though single to-day, come and poll, one and 
all, 
And double my state ere it’s long ; 
And down at your feet I will gratefully fall, 
And make you the theme of my song. 
Poor bachelors! how I detest e’en the name, 
What are they but lumber through life? 
Live lumber, at which all the women cry ‘shame!’ 
Then give me, oh, give me a wife! 
For of all the elections, &c, 


GOPLPIEL LIL 


NANNY AND COLIN. 
Air—** Roslin Castle.” —(R. Hewit.) 


’TWAS in the season of the year 

When all things gay and sweet appear ; 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Arose, and sung his rural ray : 
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Of Nanny’s charms the shepherd sung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roslin Castle heard the swain, 
And echoed back the cheerful strain. 


Awake, sweet muse, the breathing spring 
With rapture warms, awake and sing ; 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a song; 

To Nanny raise the cheerful lay, : 

O! bid her haste, and come away ; 

In sweetest smiles herself adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn. 


O! hark, my love, on every spray, 
Each feathered warbler tunes his lay ; 
Tis beauty fires the ravished throng, 
And love inspires the melting song ; 
Then let my ravished notes arise, 

For beauty darts from Nanny’s eyes, 
And love my rising bosom warms, 
And fills my soul with sweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin’s lay 

With rapture calls, O, come away ; 

Come, while the muse this wreath shall twine 
Around that modest brow of thine ; 

O, hither haste, and with thee bring 

That beauty, blooming like the spring 5 

Those graces, that divinely shine, 

And charm this ravished heart of mine. 


GPPIPPL IPL 


THE ODYSSEY. 
(Dibdin. ) 

I sING Ulysses and those chiefs, who, out of near 
a million, 

So luckily their bacon saved before the walls of 
Tlion ; 

Where having taken, burnt, and sacked, that very 
first of cities, 

Returned in triumph, while the bards all struck 
up am’rous ditties. 


The Cyclops first we visited ; Ulysses made him 
cry out, 

For he ate his mutton, drank his wine, and then 
he poked his eye out. 


To fell Charybdis next; and then where yawning 
Scylla grapples 

Six men at once, and eats them all—just like so 
many apples. 


From thence we went to Circe’s land, who, faith, 
a girl of spunk is, 

For she made us drunk, and turned us all to asses, 
goats, and monkeys: 


And then we went unto the land where the bulls 
all play and skip so, 

From whence Ulysses went alone to the island of 
Calypso. 


And there he kissed, and toyed, and played,—’tis 
true, upon my life, sir; 

But, having turned his mistress off, he’s going 
back to his wife, sir. 


OLOPL Ise 


COME, ANNA, COME, THE MORNING 
DAWNS. 


(H. K. White.) 


Come, Anna, come, the morning dawns, 
Faint streaks of radiance tinge the sky 3 
Come, let us seek the dewy lawns, 
And watch the early lark arise ; 
While Nature, clad in vesture gay, 
Hails the loud return of day. 
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Our flocks, that nip the scanty blade 
Upon the moor, shall seek the vale ; 
And then, secure, beneath the shade, 
We'll listen to the throstle’s tale, 
And watch the silver clouds above, 
As o’er the azure vault they rove. 


Come, Anna, come, and bring thy lute, 
That, with its tones, so softly sweet, 
In cadence with my mellow flute, 
We may beguile the noon-tide heat ; 
While near the mellow bee shall join, 
To raise a harmony divine. 


And then at eve, when silence reigns, 
Except when heard the beetle’s hum, 
We'll leave the sober-tinted plains, 
To these sweet heights again we’ll come, 
And thou to thy soft lute shall play, 
A solemn vesper to departing day. 


GOPLPFIEO 


PUNCH. 
(Skidmore. ) 


OF all the choice liquors thought most to excel, 
Champagne, Claret, Burgundy, Tokay ; 

Good punch, in my mind, over all bears the bell, 
When a man is inclined to be soaky. 


But punch has more virtues than I can relate, 
Its compound’s an emblem of life, 

Where sour, sweet, and bitter (I rail not at fate) 
All blend, and yet blend without strife. 


Then let us drink deep of the true British bowl, 
Since punch is the liquor of man; 

With punch let us wash ev’ry care from the soul, 
And all make of life what we can. 


GPLPPLPS 


MASONS, FREEMASONS FOR EVER. 
Air—‘* The Prince and Old England for ever.” 
(Upton. ) 


BROTHER masons assembled, as masons should 
be, 

In worth, truth, and harmony’s cause ; 

My song is a theme truly noble and free, 
And founded on masonry’s laws. 

Like the sun-star of day is its lustre supreme, 
A lustre no foe can destroy ; 

And this we’ll insist on, whatever folks dream, 
Our laws are the fountain of joy. 

O, yes, and this fountain, so crystaline bright, 
To preserve is each mason’s endeavour ; 

And now for a toast, and a toast of delight, 
Here’s masons, freemasons for ever—huzza ! 
The lodge of freemasons for ever—huzza ! 
And now for a toast, and a toast of delight, 
Here’s masons, freemasons for ever. 


From the north to the south, from the east to the 
west, 
Our order is known to appear ; 
And the plume that so gracefully blazons its crest, 
To justice and mercy is dear! 
Like the air that we breathe in, it bears no con- 
trol, 
So potent it waves for our good : 
While Faith, Hope, and Charity’s proud to enrol 
A cause that we’ll seal with our blood; 
O, yes, and this order, so brilliant and bright, 
No malice nor demon can sever ; 
And now for a toast, and a toast of delight, 
Here’s masons, freemasons for ever—huzza ! 
The lodge of freemasons, &c, 


pelle Vda pie 
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Like man bound to man in true brotherly love, 
Our lodge rears its eagle-winged head ; 

And, under an all-seeing eye from above, 
By white-robed Benevolence led! 

Blest Charity! where doth thy stream purer flow, 
Than that which our schools has endowed? 


Like the hymn-charm of angels, it vanquishés wo, 


And freemasons sing it aloud : 


O, yes! and this stream, too, so noble and bright, 
y g 


_ No envy nor hatred can sever ; 
And now for a toast, and a toast of delight, 
Here’s masons, freemasons for ever—huzza ! 
The lodge of freemasons, &c. 


PEP PIPP LE 


THE SAILOR’S TIME-PIPE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


TIME was when first I sought employ, 

So pert, so gay, and spunky, 
Aboard a ship, a cabin-boy, 

And then a powder-monkey ; 

Time was, when I, a British tar, 
_ Before the mast stood sightly ; 
Sometimes at home, sometimes afar, 

Still time went gay and lightly : 
Sometimes I’d laugh, and drink, and sing, 
At all times loved to serve my king, 

And, fearless, ’gainst his foes advance ; 
Which duty done, ’twas time to dance, 
With a fol, lol, lol, lol, lol, lol, tol, lol, lol, de rol. 


When time with down had decked my chin, 
_ ?Twas time in love to tumble; 
But Nan; she loved << a drap of gin,” 

And then ’twas time to grumble. 
Sometimes I loved, and so did she ; 

My absence then would grieve her : 
In time she turned out false to me, 

And then ’twas time to leave her: 

Yet still ’'d laugh, and drink, &c. 


OLOLRLO LL 


O, WHAT JOY WHEN SLAVE REACH 
HOME. 


(G. Colman.) 


SUTTA home she fly now ; 
To her hut she hie now ; 
Parents’ tear she dry now, 
No more to roam. 
Father, mother, 
_ Sister, brother, 
They will cherish slave come home. 


Captive when they make ts, 
Joy and hope forsake us 3 
From all dear they take us, 
Far, far to roam ! 
Then we languish, 
i Toil in anguish, 
Till slave perish far from home. 


Massa kind and tender 5 
Sutta he befriend her; 
To her hut he send her, 
No more to roam. 
Though me grieve, now, 
. Him to leave now, 
Oh, what joy when slave reach home 


Pee 2 CLS 


GEL YOU GONE, YOU SILLY SOT. 
(Cumberland. ) 


You’RE a fine one, are you not, 
Thus to run a-gadding ? 
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Get you gone, you silly cot ; 
Who set you a madding ? 


If a man to prison goes, 
How can you defend him? » 

Why should you thrust in your nose 3 
Can such botchers mend him? 


He that fights for fighting’s sake 
Ts an arrant fury : 
As he brews so let him bake, 
Leave him to his jury. 
Fighting is the soldier’s forte ; 
Drunkards will be brawling : 
Hush, you baby :—that’s your sort : 
Hark! your kitten’s squalling ! 


GOLD CIPI? SR 


| HE WHO MATCHES A LAWYER HAS ONLY 


ONE MORE. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


A LAWYER, quite famous for making a bill, 
And who in good living delighted, 
To dinner one day, witha hearty good will, 
Was by a rich client invited ; 
But pee ees six-and-eightpence for going to 
ine, 
Which the client he paid, though no ninny ; 
And, in turn, charged the lawyer for dinner and 
wine, 
One a crown and the other a guinea! 
But gossips, you know, have a saying in store, 
He who matches a lawyer has only one more. 


The lawyer he paid it, and took a receipt, 

While the client stared at him with wonder ; 
But gave to his friends, with the produce, a treat, 

Though the lawyer soon made him knock under. 
That his client sold wine, information he laid, 
Without license ; and, in spite of his storming, 
The client a good thumping penalty paid, 
And the lawyer got half for informing. 

But gossips, you know, &c: 


PLPC PEP R 


TOM MOODY’S GRAVE. 


HERE, beneath the cypress, pour the silent tear 
On poor Tom Moody, in the tomb below; 

Accept, dear Tom, this offering to thy bier— 
Tis the last tribute Friendship can bestow. 


Stop, passing stranger, heave one pitying sigh 
As ye scud swiltly o’er life’s boisterous wave; 

Bid kind remembrance call forth sympathy, 
And drop a tear on poor Tom Moody’s grave! 

For hare or fox poor Tom would challenge any ; 


His horse and hounds, well traincd, would spank 
along 


| O’er the steep mountains, or marshes fenny, 


And animate the hounds’ melodious song. 


If from the shades poor Tom could raise his ear, 
And once more catch the hounds’ enraptured 
strain, 


| He’d wish that he could join the rear, 


And long to pass his life on earth again. 


Bat now laid low, within this dreary gloom, 
The lot of all—the high, the low, the brave ; 


| Let kindred Sympathy her throne assume, 


And drop one tear on poor Tom Moody’s grave. 


Alas, thy chase is o’er, relentless Death, 
Spite of the rattling hollow, thou didst crave, 
Levelled his dart—thy spirit fled aloft, 
And Tom’s poor corpse lies mould’ring in this 
grave. 


CAF PO CL SE 


THE PANG OF FAREWELL! 
Air—“ La ci Darem la Mano.”—(S5. W. Lake.) 
[Music, T. Williams, 2, Strand. ] 


FORGET not the faith thou hast vowed, 
Though Fortune forget to be true; 
Remember the bosom that bowed, 
Tn sunshine or sorrow, to you. 
©, there is a glance of the eye, 
A look which no language can tell, 
A speech in the soul-breathing sigh, 
Which softens the pang of farewell! 


The roses, in summer, are Sweet, 
The lilies are lovely and fair, 
But flowers are clothed in deceit, 
For the thorn and the mildew are there. 
Then, trust not the spoiler, whose smile 
Would lure thee with magical spell, 
Nor give me that glance, to beguile, 
Which softens the pang of farewell! 


GLOGLLO IP 


THE PRESENT TIMES. 
Air—* The good old Days of Adam and Eve.” 


IN verses new, and all in rhyme, sirs, 
I wish to sing of the present times, sirs, 
When steam-boats are going,’mid smoke and flame, 
sirs, 
And money’s gone, what a burning shame, sirs, 
This is the time, for those who like it, 
‘To see the soldiers and elephants fight it, 
While half the town they’re pulling down, sirs, 
And the new king of France is wearing his crown, 
sirs. 
Bless me, bless me, what shall I do, sirs, 
When nothing goes down but what is new, sirs. 


Of all new things it’s now more properer 
To talk of that singer at the Opera ; 
Orpheus of old, who charmed with the flute, he 
Would be charmed if he heard Velluti ; 
There’s Hyde-Park-corner gone away, Sirs, 
I do suppose twas ashamed to stay, sirs; 
I wonder the Park itself now don’t stir, 
And not be blushing at that green monster. 
Bless me, bless me, &c. 


The steam is now in such good repute, sirs, 
That they’re going to use it to play the flute, sirs ; 
Half a century ago, or more, alas, sirs, 
There was no such thing in the world as gas, sirs ; 
And then there’s building all the rage, sirs, 
In this most wonderful uncommon age, sirs ; 
And so, my friends, don’t be surprised, now, 
If you hear of St. Paul’s being raised to the skies, 
now. 
Bless me, bless me, &c. 


In olden times, it was the fashion 

For the ladies in hoops and satins to dash on ; 
And, as they wore ruffs round their throats, sirs, 
They looked like butts in large petticoats, sirs, 
But now, forsooth, they are more particular 
About their bodies being perpendicular, 

They wear large backs, and with big sleeves strut 


on 
And genteelly call them legs of mutton. 
Bless me, bless me, &c. 


New companies are so much afloat, sirs, 

‘That there shortly will be one for suckling goats, 
sir ; 

Besides, there’s one made, by Mr. Dickens, 

Of using steam for hatching chickens : 

here’s the new London-bridge and the new Vaux- 
hall, sirs, : 

And then (that’s not new) there’s no trade at all, 
Sirs 5 
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And the dirty new roads, by Mr. M‘Adam, 
That’s made to splash each mister and madam. 
Bless me, bless me, &c. 


But the paviors, when they make the clatter, 
Should join to the tune of stoney-batter ; 
And, though the Seven Wonders have left their 
abodes, sirs, 
Yet Mr. Mac’s the Colossus of Rhodes, sirs. 
But, now I’m done, I’ll away be straying, 
So not a word more I’m singing or saying ; 
And, though to you I bid adieu, sirs, 
I’ll go and look for something new, sirs. 
Bless me, bless me, &c. 


PEPIPOPLIP 


GIVE ME DEATH OR LIBERTY. 
(Andrews. ) 


WHILST happy in my native land, 
T boast my country’s charter, 
1’ll never basely lend my hand 
Her liberties to barter. 
The noble mind is not at all 
By poverty degraded, 
’Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am persuaded 
Each free-born Briton’s song should be, 
<< Or give me death or liberty !” 
Though small the power which Fortune grants, 
And few the gifts she sends us, 
The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends us. 
By law secured from lawless strife,. 
Our house is our castellwm ; 
Thus, blessed with all that’s dear in life, 
For lucre shall we sell ’em ? 
No: every Briton’s song should be, 


‘< Or give me death or liberty |” 


4 IFP PP OLE 


GOLD, MAGICAL GOLD. 
Air—“* Home, sweet Home.”—(L. W. K.) 


IN our voyage through life how oft are we harassed 
A fam’ly to keep while deeply embarrassed, 
But when a kind patron assists us, in need, 
With gold, him we look to as our friend indeed. 

Gold, gold, 

Magical gold ! 

There’s nothing like gold! 
E’en were you not troubled with children or wile, 
Vicissitudes are ever attached to this life ; 
Abroad or at home a situation you fill, 
Your salary may lose, should you take ill. 
Gold, gold, &c. 


Though with Fortune’s reverses you’ve to contend, 
Ne’er curse the decrees of your heavenly friend, 
But seek Fortitude—and, when hungry and cold, 
He’ll send you a friend who’ll relieve you with 
gold. 
Gold, gold, &c. 


GPL IL LEOLDS 


THE LASS HE LEFT BEHIND. 
(E. Ball.) 


WHEN the sails are furled and the watch set, 
And the moon shines on the silent deep, 
When landsmen o’er their cups are met, 
Or wrapt in the lazy arms of sleep, 
The faithful tar, disdaining rest, 
Consigns to every wind 
A gallant sigh from his manly breast 
For the lass he left behind. 


3A 


While the level deck his feet pace, 
’Mid the silvery clouds on high 
He views his Lucy’s sweet face, 
Like an angel’s, beaming from the sky ; 
The fancied voice, too, greets his ear, 
Soft floating on the wind, 
And again he breathes a sailor’s prayer 
For the lass he left behind. 


OPLOLP OF 


FILL, MY FRIENDS, AND DRAIN THE 
RED BOWL. 


(G. Soane. ) 


OH! wine is the child of the star of the day, 
And, like the pale moon that feeds on his light, 

It sparkles most bright when its sire is away, 
And burns like a god on the shades of night. 


Oh! wine is the night’s most brilliant star, 

The star that awakes love’s heart-thrilling bliss, 
That stirs the fair maid to the myrtle war, 

And lights in her heart the fire of bliss. 


Then fill, fill, my friends, and drain the red bowl, 
Till every eye beams like the mantling wine ! 
Till the madness of love in each vein shall roll, 
And rie the soft maid, and she sighs <* ever 
thine.” 


PLIEPPPES 


SOLDIER, REST! THY WARFARE O’ER. 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 


SOLDIER, rest! thy warfare o’er, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking ; 
Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking ; 
In our isle’s enchanted hall, 

Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fairy strains of music fall, 

Every sense in slumber dewing. 
Soldier, rest! thy warfare o’er, 
Dream of fighting fields no more ; 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking. 


No rude sound shall reach thine ear, 
Armour’s clang, or war-steeds champing, 
Trump nor pibroch summon here, 
Mustering clan, or squadron tramping ; 
Yet, the lark’s shrill fife may come, 
At the day-break from the fallow, 
And the bittern sound the drum, 
Booming from the bitter shallow 
Ruder sounds shall none be near; 
Guards nor warders challenge here : 
Here’s no war-steed’s neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans or squadrons stamping. 
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HER LONELY BOWER. 
( Beazley.) 


FArR Rosalind laughed in her lonely bower, 
As she read of Love—that little elf— 

And, as she read, defied his power, 
Because she never had felt it herself. 

One evening she sat by the pale moon’s light, 
Enjoying the calm of that peaceful hour, 

When her pity was claimed by a wounded knight, 
And welcomed he was to her lonely bower. 


She tended the knight in her lonely bower, 
With care that could not be bought by pelf ; 
His wounds were cured by her healing power— 
But, ah! poor Rosalind wounded herself. 
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She closed the wound in his manly breast, 
But opened her own in an evil hour ; 

Too soon the knight, with his lance in rest, 
Bade a long adieu to her lonely bower. 


Fair Rosalind wept ia her lonely bower,— 
More lonely still since he had been there ; 
Each day seemed a year—each moment an hour, 
And what had been joy was turned to despair. 
On a rose her tears dropped for her slighted vows, 
When love breathed forth from the leaves of the 
flower,— 
*« You laughed at me once—I laugh at you now,” 
And he left :he fair maid in her lonely bower. 


GPLIPIPPP? 


THE SWEET AND MERRY MERRY HORN 


I COURT not wealth, I court not power, 
I scorn the giddy town, 
I'd rather pass each fleeting hour 
In solitude unknown. 
Except when the merry merry horn 
Breathes forth its roundelay, 
And the smile on the blooming face of morn, 
Cheers all with a hark away. 


There’s many a chase within the world, 
But we soon receive a fall, 
Down from the courser, Fame, we’re hurled, 
And Sorrow’s powers inhale. 
But, then, still the merry, &c. 


So let me seek but health and peace, 
A fig for care and strife, 
For pleasures beauties must increase, 
Tn the joys of a country life. 
For there the sweet and merry, &¢, 


PLE LAPP HL 


THE AUCTIONEER, 
(Dibdin.) : 
THE auctioneer mounts, and, first hawing and hem- 


Qs 
Addresses his audience with, ‘* Ladies and gem- 
men, 
Permit me to take on this sale a few scriptures, 
Tis comprised of some choice allegorical pictures. 
Lot one is a portrait of Truth ;—bid away ; 
For Truth, la’es and gentlemen, what shall we 
say? 


SPOKEN.] Suppose we say twenty thousand 
pounds for Truth: ten thousand,—five,—one,— 
five hundred,—one hundred,—twenty guineas,— 
One guinea. Nobody put in for Truth? No lover or 
lawyer in company stand in need of a little truth ? 
Any thing to begin with? Sixpence! And a half- 
penny. Thank you, sir. ae 
A-going, a-going, a-going; come, spirit, bid on; 
Will nobody bid more? a-going,—gone. 


SPOKEN.] Set down Truth to the gentleman in 
the ragged cassoc, 


Lot two—is Frugality, modest and meek ; 

Mild content in her eye, the fresh rose on her 
cheek 5 

The offspring of Prudence,—the parent of Health, 

Who, in Nature’s scant wishes, finds Creesus’s 
wealth. 

What d’ye say for Frugality, ladies? oh! fie! 

What! nobody bid! nobody? John, put Frugality 
by. 

SPOKEN.] Lot three,—Dissipation. 'That’s en- 
gaged; I could have sold them, if J had a thou- 
sand, Lot four: Crim. Con. Oh! lord, that is 
disposed of by private contract. Lot five: Fashion. 
Come, ladies, what shall we say for Fashion? 
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Twenty thousand pounds. Thank you, ma’am, 
Twenty-five. Thirty. 

A-going, a-going, a-going; come, spirit, bid on; 
- What! nobody bid more? 

Mr. Smiler, to save trouble, you may send Fashion 
to my house upon your own terms. Much obliged 
to your ladyship.— 

Going,—gone. 
Set down Fashion to Lady Kitty Cockahoop. 


Next lot is the Cardinal Virtues. Why, John, 

Some strange metamorphose they’re all undergone. 

Why Fortitude trembles, and looks like a sheep! 

While Temp’rance is tipsy! and Justice asleep ! 

And as for Ma’am Prudence, she’s quite in her 
airs : 

Here, John, kick the Cardinal Virtues down stairs. 


SPOKEN.] Let me see; what have we else? 
Conscience. Oh, lord! Honour. Worse and 
worse! a parcel of antiquated stuff. What’s this? 
Anarchy! Why, John, what business has Anarchy 
here? why, I thought you knew it was sold long 
enough ago for exportation. Popularity is to be 
sent to the best bidder. Loyalty,—a hundred 
thousand pounds,—two hundred thousand,—three, 
—four,—five,—six,—seven,—eight,—a miilion,— 
two million,—three million— 

A-going, a-going, a-going ; come, courage, bid on; 
A-going, a-going,— 
Ten million in five hundred places! oh! I knew 
it was utterly impossible ever to find a single pur- 
chaser for Loyalty,— 

Going,—gone. 
Set down Loyalty to the whole nation. 


What remains there is little occasion to heed ; 
Of honour and worth you have none of you need ; 
Good humour, and frolic, and laughter so plump, 
I’ve sold you again and again in a Jump. 
The last lot’s Content, of sweet Pleasure the twin, 
Come, purchase Content, and I’ll throw Pleasure 
in. 

SPOKEN.] Come, ladies and gentlemey, what 
shall we say for Content? It is your interest to 
buy Content. What beauty can smile, what 
alderman gattle, without Content? I had once an 
idea of buying it in, but my content receives all 
its value from the reflection of yours: come, 
V’ll take nods and smiles for money. Much obli- 
ged to you, sir: particularly favoured, ma’am : 
highly honoured, sir: you flatter me exceedingly, 
miss ! 
A-going, a-going, a-going , come, courage, bid on ; 
| A-going, a-going,— 
Infinitely above the full value! I am overwhelmed 
with gratitude ! 

A-going,—gone. 

Sct down Content to the present company. 


fe ty rr ee 


WHEN LOVE’S LIGHT WINGS BY HOPE 
ARE FANNED. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


WHEN Love’s light wings by hope are fanned, 
‘They waft the soul to fairy land ; 
And there, as fancy’s spirits buoy, 
We dream of endless light and joy, 
Nor feeling pain nor fearing dread, 
But lightly bound 
To music’s sound, 
And perfumes all around us shed. 


Ah! would such moments last for aye, 
Or never, never shed their ray 

On passion’s wild and artless flower, 
Fer one delicious lovely hour, 
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But mocks the lover’s after doom, 
As some sweet light 
That glimmers bright 

O’er the dark entrance of a tomb. 


PLO LIP? IP 


NORRY M‘CAN AND LARRY M‘GEE. 
(O’Brien. } 
I CouRTED the lasses, and toasted in glasses, 
All the dear creatures, and wished them good 


luck ; 
But one darling crazed me, bekase she so pleased 


me, 

Sweet Norry M‘Can, Justice Murphy’s fat cook. 

I thought she had money, I called her my honey ; 

She’d give me fat bits and a sop in the pan, 

How my heart it would burn, as the spit round I’d 
turn, 


_All through the good nature of Norry M‘Can. 


They called him a devil, that never was civil, 

I found him as civil as civil could be: 

Says he, our cook Norry, she swears she’ll not 
marry 

No man in this world but Larry M‘Gee. 

Och! how he caressed me, he coaxed, and he 
pressed me. : 

Said I, please your worship, I will be her man, 

Then, as you agree, sir, your cabin is free, sir, 

Success may attend you with Norry M‘Can. 


No longer I tarried, that day we were married, 
And Murphy was happy to see the knot tied. 

Bad luck to the just-ass, he made me a cursed ass, 
And now, like the curse, faith, myself I must hide. 
A funry moon passed off, said I, now I’ll cast off, 
My Norry, good by, faith, I'am not your man. 
From the justice get money for the christening, my 

honey, 
You may go to the d 





1, fat Norry M‘Can. 


I grasped my shellelagh, and left Tinnahela, 

From Dublin I started for fair Liverpool, 

Where Murphy can’t find me, at pleasure to bind 
me, 

His worship shall never make Larry his tool. 


"Now he can’t goad me, or wantonly load me, 


My burden I’ve left with fat Norry M‘Can. 
The justice may coo it, if a todder wo'n’t do it, 
And turn the spit with a sop in the pan. 


GOrIIGISF 


THE AWKWARD RECRUIT. 


BEHOLD poor Will just come from drill, 
Not long ago I listed, 
I sold my cart to pay the smart, 

But money they resisted, 
I don’t know what will be my lot, 

But think it mighty odd, sir, 
That they should pop a lad like J 
Among their awkward squad, sir. 


I wish I was at home again, 
And got my working clothes on, 

My greasy hat, as here it sat, 
And Sunday woollen hose on. 

But, at command, I’m forced to stand 
As stiff as any poker, 

And in this plight wheel to the right, 
Or my head it would be broke, sir. 


I walked and run with Corporal Fun, 
Till I wore three pair of shoes out, 
And got suck knocks as tho’f i’ the stocks, 
To make me turn my toes out. 
I’m sure that they can mean no good, 
To run me out of breath, sir; 
And then this thing under my chin, 
It throttles me to death, sir. 
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Here like a maukin I may stand, 
With fingers below my breeches, 
And dare not even move my hand 
To scratch my head when it itches. 
And then the soap and flour, too, 
Is plastered on my head, sir: 
But for my king and country 
Vl fight until I’m dead, sir. 


Zounds! now my blood begins to rise, 
It shows'that I’m a Briton ; 

And, if the foe hould dare to land, 
Huzza! my boys! we’ll spit ’em ! 

Each man must to his motto stand, 
And that, you know, ’s a lion; 

If Englishmen go heart and hand, 
Why, d n’em, we defy ’em, 





PILPL ILS? 


THE SMUGGLER’S CHANT. 


WHEN sprites unholy vigils keep, 
Allured by thirsts of gain, 

We break the heavy bonds of sleep 
To prowl across the main. 

We value not the bounding spray, 
Nor heed the surge’s roar ; 

But while our cutter stems her way, 
Impel the sweeping oar. 


’Tis not for us the queen of night 
Gives lavishly her beams ; 

’Tis not for us the silver light 
Around her orbit streams ; 

But, if the skies be pitchy dark, 
If clouds her beauty veil, 

We haste to launch our stealthy bark, 
And bend the scudding sail. 


Our disport lies in coming storms, 
No fears our souls appal ; 

We see them in a thousand forms, 
And madly dare them all: 

And many a proudly swelling breast, 
Ay, many an outlaw brave, 

Shall find a couch of lasting rest 
Beneath the briny wave. 


Yet would we not our birth-right yield 
For landsmen’s life of ease— 

Let them securely range the fields, 
We boldly sweep the seas ; 

A restless, lawless course is ours, 
A desperate part to play ; 

Nor reck we how the morning lowers 
If fortune smiles to-day. 


And woman (lamp of loveliness! 
Where kindlier passions burn) 
The outlaw’s fortunes deigns to bless, 
And o’er his fate to mourn. 
No prayer, no tomb, perchance, have we— 
No flow’ret decks our bier ; 
But love our fading memory 
Will hallow with a tear. 


PP ELLIS FS 


BEFORE I FALL TO KISSING YOU, GIRL. 
A DUET. 
(T. Moore.) 
fie.—Berrore I fall to kissing you, girl, 
Here’s a drop to baptise you ; 
Wine’s the thing to christen you, girl, 
Water I’d never advise you, 
Poh, poh, poh! 
Water I’d never advise you. 
No, no, no! 
Water I’d never advise you, 
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| Ske.—Eh! have you got no shame now, man, 


For why you come to christen ? 
Though give poor girl good name now, 
man, 
You'd take it away by kissing. 
Iss, iss, iss, 
You'd take it away by kissing. 
He.— No, you rogue, I love you dearly, 
As well as my bottle, or nearly. 


| She.—But bottle thrown by, when you crack ’em, 


And lips forgot, when you smack ’em. 
Get along to fine white miss, 
I not de girl for you money ; 
You may stamp and fret to ask a kiss, 
You sha’n’t by all that’s funny. 


He.—Come along, my dingy miss, 
Your face it suits golden money, 
It must be stampt by a kiss, 
It must, by all that’s funny. 


She.—What, you come talk, you tipsy man, 
You not know what you are about ; 
You must touch de hand of de gip y, man, 
Before you touch her mout. 


He.— By the cowl of St. Bridget, 
My heart’s in a fidget, 
Betwittered, befrittered, 
Beshrivelled, bedevilled, 
My heart’s in a fidget. 


PIPPEPIOF 
) 


THE WANDERING OUTCAST. 
Air—“ The Robin’s Petition.” —(J. Mackey.) 


THE clouds they hung heavy and chill, 
The ground it was covered with snow ; 

When a half-famished child of distress, 
Crept back to her hovel of wo. 


But, ah! when she entered the shed, 

A scene fraught with pain met her eyé, 
The soul of her innocent babe, 

Had flown to the regions on high. 


The cold it had been so severe, 
It pierced to its innocent heart ; 
The blood it had ceased to flow, 
And frozen each late vital part. 


Her eye on the corse of the child 
Was fixed with a deadly glare, 

The grief which her bosom then moved, 
Was uttered in shrieks of despair. 


O curst be that day upon earth 
When to Edwin’s tongue I gave heed ; 
And curst be the oaths that he swore, 
When a guileless girl he betrayed. 


He first won my innocent heart, 
__ Then left me to sorrow and shame ; 
The joy of a fond parent’s hopes, 

A poor wandering outcast became. 


The poor mourner’s voice ’gan to fail, 
The chill hand of death it was nigh ; 

She gave the dear child a last look, 
Then breathed forth her soul in a sigh. 


GPRPL LEP ae 


THE FACE OF OUR KING IS THE PICTURE 
FOR ME, 


( Reynolds. ) 


No man [ e’er knew, Turk, Christian, or Jew, 
The rhino to touch was not willing; 

But when I may take my choice, as to make, 
With guineas my purse I’m for filling ; 

For of all the good-looking gold pictures I see, 

The face of our king is the picture for me, 


_— 
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The French Napoleon, no; that is no more, 
Clipt close by a counterfeit scraper ; 
And though livres big sound, they’re but tenpence 
a pound, 
And never are seen but on paper. 
The pistole of Spain is mere flash in the pan, 
Their dollars Jack Tar kindly cozens— 


‘Search the continent down you'll not find an old 


crown, 
But new ones and brass ones by dozens ! 
Louis, livres, florin, stivers, 
Great doubloon—ducatoon, 
Grand ecu—little sous, 
Piarole—mark—pistole, 
All are ninnies to old guineas, 
So of all the good-looking, &c. 


ASK ME NO MORE. 
(Thomas Carew, 1642.) 


ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose ; 
For, in your beauty’s orient deep, 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 


Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day ; 

For in pure love heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 


Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingale, when May is past; 
For in your sweet dividing throat 

She winters, and keeps warm her note. 


Ask me no more where those stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of night; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixed. become, as in their sphere. 


Ask me no more, if east or west, 
‘The pheenix builds her spicy nest ; 
For unto you at last she flies, 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 


GLO LIFPEL 


BEAUTIFUL NAN. 
( Upton.) 
Ocu! I sing of the charms of my Nan, 
And they’ve bothered poor Loony O’Gan 
Though blind of one eye, 

And her mouth all awry, 
Yet match her, that is, if you can, 

Sweet Nan! 
Och! the world for my beautiful Nan! 


Then a darling, she says, of a man 
Is the sweet-looking Loony O’Gan! 
And the eye of the fair, 
With my own makes a pair, 
And it squints all the day on my Nan, 
Sweet Nan! } 
Och! the world for my beautiful Nan! 


‘Then the prop-pins of Loony O’Gan 
Are fashioned like those of my Nan, 
Rather crooked, J own, 
While each back wears a throne, 
Just to set off the charms of my Nan, 
Sweet Nan! 
Och! the world for my beautiful Nan! 


That she loves Mister Loony O’Gan, 

Och! I’ll give you a proof, if I can, 
For we grumble and fight, 
Sure from morning to night, 

And then I’m her darling O’Gan! 
Sweet Nan! 

Och ' the world for my beautiful Nan 
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THE WATCH-WORD; 
OR, ENGLAND AND ST. GEORGE! 
A RONDEAU. 

( Beazley. ) 


Now the lengthening shadows show 
The daylight to be nearly done— 
Now the waves of ocean glow 
With crimson of the setting sun. 


Now the fire-flies o’er our head, 
Like pigmy meteors seem to fly— 
The glow-worm lights the violet’s bed, 
And the stars illume the sky ; 


Now must we guard the Christian host, 
With signal by each sentry heard,— 

Spread it around from post to post— 
England and St. George! the word. 


OOOO PILF 


THE WINTER OF AGE. 


DEAR Clora, let’s love, while, in soft wanton 
gales, 
Blithe zephyrs disport upon Tweed’s limpid 
‘stream, ‘ 
Devoid of all guile, to repeat our fond tales, 
For pleasing is converse when love is the theme. 
O think, my fair maid, that in life’s budding 
spring, 
In love ’tis the duty of all to engage, 
That thence blooming summer may happiness 
bring, 
To comfort the cold hoary winter of age. 


Pomona choice fruits may abundantly yield, 
Gay Flora spread carpets of roses around, 

Or Ceres benign, o’er the yellow-dyed field, 
Make autumn’s rich harvest diffusive abound ; 
But these nought avail if, in life’s budding spring, 

In tender affection we fail to engage, 
That thence blooming summer may happiness 
bring, 
To comfort the cold hoary winter of age. 
On Tweed’s flow’ry margin, where rosy-faced 
Health, 
Convenes ev’ry morning her sylvan levee, 

I envy not pomp, nor the splendour of wealth, 
Content, my dear Clora, possessing but thee : 
Let love, then, my charmer, in life’s budding 

spring, 
Our fondest regard to each other engage, 
That, like the kind ivy and oak, we may cling, 
From youth to the cold hoary winter of age. 


GLI P OLE 


DICKY GLENDININ. 
Air—“* As Patie cam up frae the Glen.” 
A CUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


My fadder was down at the mill, 
My mudder was out at her spinnin, 
When whea sud slip whietly in, 
But canny lal Dicky Glendinin ; 
He poud off his muckle top cwoat, 
And drew in a stool by the hallen, 
Then forced me to sit on his knee, 
And suin a sad teale began tellin. 


«0, Jenny! O, Jenny!’ says he, 
My liking for tee I can’t smudder, 
It made me as sick as a peat, 
So think toud teane up wid anudder ; 
What! there’s been a bonny te dul, 
About a lang hulk of a miller! 
He’s wide gobbed, and ill-natured tui, 
But ae word says aw—he has siller. 
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The lasses aye flyre and mak gam, 
And ax me, what’s got Jenny Foster? 
The lads, when we meet i’ the loones, 
Cry out, sairy Dick, what tou’s lost her ! 
When Rowley, the miller, last night, 
I met, as we com in frae sheerin, 
Had the sickle but been our lang gun, 
I’d shot him, ay, dean as a herrin. 


O! hes te forgotten the time 
Tou said, tou liked me best of onie? 
And hes te forgotten the time 
Tou said, luive was better than monie ? 
And hes te forgotten the time, 
_I marked our twa neames on a shillin? 
Tou promised to wear’t neest thy heart, 
And then to wed me tou was willin. 


‘ The first time you’re cried in the kirk, 
T’ll step my ways up, and forbid it ; 
When cauld in my coffin they’ll say, 
’T was e’en Jenny Foster that did it! 
My ghost the lang night, aw in wheyte, 
Will shek thee, and gar thee aw shiver— 
O! the tears how they hop owre my cheeks, 
To think I sud lwose thee for ever.’ 


‘ O, Dicky!-O, Dicky!” says I, 

“ I nowther heed house, lan, or siller; 
Tou’s twenty times dearer to me, 

Than onie lang hulk of a miller!’ 
A match we struck up in a crack, 

And Dicky’s got sticks, and got bedding, 
My fadder and mudder are fain, 

Then, hey, for a guid merry weddin. 


CLLPPOGEHP 


THEN HERE’S TO THE MAIDEN. 
Air— Graunawale.”—(J. O'Neil.) 


IF there’s one beam of heaven on earth’s gloomy 
round, 

’'is in eyes where the soft gem of pity is found ; 

For beauty’s bright glance ne’er so charming ap- 


pears 
As when feeling has veiled half its lustre in 
tears ; 
Then, here’s to the maiden, whose eyes’ lucid 
beam 
Points Cupid’s keen arrows in Pity’s mild 
stream ; 
May her heart by no cares of her own e’er be 
riven, 
And her smiles be the sunshine that lights me 
to heaven. 


How rich the delight that soft tears can impart, 

When they spring from that fountain of feeling,— 
the heart, 

And dropt on the wounds of affliction, they 
prove 

Like the pure balm of mercy brought down from 
above. 

Then here’s to the maiden, &c. 


I prize not Matilda, though lovely as May, 

Her manners are polished, engaging, and gay ; 

Yet so frigid the current that flows trom her soul, 

The gem is congealed ere it reaches the goal, 
Then here’s to the maiden, &c. 


But thou, my fair Anna, how richly I’m blest, 
To lodge all the cares of my soul in thy breast ; 
To catch the pure sigh breathed from Virtue’s soft 
shrine, 
And see thy eyes glisten with sorrows not thine. 
Then here’s to the maiden, &c. 


$OOLC I LOR 
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THE MINSTREL’S WARNING; 
OR, BEWARE,—BEWARE OF DANGER! 
Air—‘** Dulce Domum.”—(Miss Bryant. ) 


A YOUTH, benighted, sought a cot, 
Near Scotia’s mountains dreary, 

But rufhans owned the lonely spot, 
And lured the traveller weary ; 

The dagger’s aim was at his heart, 

A minstrel sought the dwelling, 
Who cautious bade the youth depart, 
While he this lay was telling :— 

‘ Ne’er let disguise thus shroud thine eyes, 
But mark me, hapless stranger, 
Here murder cries, who enters, dies, 

Beware !—beware of danger.’ 


The startled youth no warning scanned, 
The minstrel’s lesson scorning, 
And thus, by pallid fate’s command, 
He died before the morning ; 
The minstrel struck the trembling lyre, 
And villany portraying, 
He swept the strings, and Virtue’s fire 
Was in his soul displaying. 
Oh! guilt, beware of murder dire, 
Nor harm a gentle stranger, 
For judgement’s eye, 
Must hither fly! 
Beware !—beware of danger! 


GPIFC EPID 


TRUE FRIENDS, A FULL GLASS, AND 
GOOD SONG. 
(E. Mackey. ) 
LET others seek joy in the chase, 
Or in coursing an innocent hare, 
And others bet high on a race, 
Such sports suit not me, I declare ; 
Let some seek the wild giddy maze 
Which to waltzing and such like belong, 
But what I delight in always 
Is true friends, a full glass, and good song. 


Tis these that a joy can afford, 
With a wife who will add to my cheer, 
Nought could more with my wishes accord, 
But a single one hundred a year: 
With these Fortune’s freaks I’d defy, 
As with mirth I my days would prolong, 
And nought more on earth could enjoy 
Than true friends, a full glass, and good song. 


GPP OP IPP 


THE GIPSY’S INVITATION. 
(R. Ryan.) 


OH, haste to the gipsy’s cot to-night, 
When the stars shine brightly in it, 
But bring a bosom calm as the light 
That prevails in that potent minute ; 
And, while the planets o’er us shed 
Their beams, 1’ll treasure each token, 
And call up forms from earth long fled, 
And number the hearts you have broken. 
None, none will be present to list what we say, 
Deep hid in our hearts shall our own secrets be, 
And when through the casement slow stealeth the 
ray, 
*T will rise on my cottage, its tenant, and thee. 


The colour I'll show of days gone by, 
The map of thy life is before me ; 
I know when Love awakened the sigh, 
And when Grief flung her dark veil o’er thee: 
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I’ve a charm—-but, if thy heart fail not, 
Reach my hut by the midnight hour ; 
_ A spell I’ll breathe o’er the lowly cot— 
A spell of the deepest power. 
None, none will be present, &c. 


PRL IPL? EF 


GREAT NELSON AND GALLANT 
COLLINGWOOD. 


Air—“* When in War on the Ocean.” 
(W. 'T. Fitzgerald.) 


- WHEN iaurelled Nelson, on Trafalgar’s day, 
Beheld his friend to glory lead the way, 
With glowing heart, the noble hero cried, 
See gallant Collingwood the line divide! 


Such were his words, in exultation given, 

Ere Victory bore her glorious son to heaven. 

Well was he called great Nelson’s honoured friend 
Who shared his triumph and partook his end. 


Each died for England—one in battle’s roar, 
The other—ere he reached Britannia’s shore. 
In the same monument let both appear, 

And where you placed the laurel shed the tear, 


GPLIP I? OP 


THE VILLAGE-WEDDING. 
(Dibdin.) 


THE village was jovial, the month was May, 
The birds were sweetly singing, 

Of Numps and Madge ’twas the wedding-day, 
The bells were merrily ringing : 

The bridegroom came in his holiday-ciothes, 
The bride with ribands as red as rose, 

Never did revelry so abound, 
The drums beat and the joke went round ; 

All manner of instruments loudly played, 

The hautboy squeaked and the bassoon brayed. 


Then, to see them all foot it, and jig it, and 
prance it, 
Stump, figit, and reel in the mazy dance, 
Thus, from when the lark rose till the stocking 
was thrown, 
The fun, and the frisk, and the pastime went on ; 
Such whim and such frolic sure never was seen, 
Till, wond’ring so long they had tarried, 
Young Ralph, of the village, and Sue, of the 
green, ‘ 
Cry-—what a rare thing to be married. 


Now scarcely past the honeymoon, 

Still Numps and Madge are singing— 
But not exactly the same tune, 

For the bells her clappers ringing. 
The Squire steps in, Numps smelis a rat, 
Love and dear are changed to dog and cat ; 
Their love’s turned hate, and grief their joys ; 
Contentment’s strife, and pleasure noise : 
“«¢ Say a crooked word and Ill kill you,” cries he, 
<* Rams’ horns, if I die for’t,” cries out she. 


Night or day, thus at victuals, or up, or a-bed, 

He curries her hide, and she combs his head ; 

In torment, vexation, and misery they dwell, 

Converting that heaven, called marriage, to hell. 

The neighbours, maliciously viewing the scene, 

While charmed that so long they had tarried; 

Young Ralph, of the village, and Sue, of the 
green, 

Cry—wbat a queer thing to be married. 


At length, to make sport of the bridegroom and 
bride, 
Whose jars in droll ditty they’re singing, 
The wags of the village now skimmington ride, 
While backward the %ells they are ringing ; 
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The ladles, the skimmers, the broomsticks they 
wield, 

The porringer-helmet, the pot-lid-shield, 

The ample rams’ horns, that so grace the parade, 

And the petticoat, rampant, so gaily displayed, 

Denote jars domestic and family strife, 

Where the dolt takes the distaff, the cudgel the 
wife. 


Thus, hissing, and hooting, and grunting of hogs, 

And squalling of children, and barking of dogs, 

And shrill penny-trumpets, salt-boxes, and bells, 

And drums, and cow-horns, and a hundred things 
else, 

Compose of confusions the drollest e’er seen, 
While, charmed that so long they had tarried, 
Young Ralph, of the village, and Sue, of the 
green, 
Cry—what a d 





d thing to be married. 
PIAPL ILLS? 


PEACE TO THE HEART OF THE FAIRY, 
KING. 


A CHORUS. 
(I. R. Planche.) 
[ Music, Baron Von Weber. | 


LIGHT as fairy foot can fall, 
Pace, ye elves, your master’s hall ; 
All too loud the fountains play ; 
All too loud the zephyrs sigh ; 
Chase the noisy gnat away, 
Keep the bee from humming by : 
Stretched upon his lily bed, 
Oberon in slumber lies ; 
Sleep, at length, her balm hath shed 
O’er his long-unclosed eyes. 
O, may her spell as kindly bring 
Peace to the heart of the fairy king. 


SPPP LID DP 


INDULGE ME, STOICS, WITH THE BOWL. 


INDULGE me, stoics, with the bowl, 
And let me gratify my soul ; 

Your precepts to the schools confine, 

For I’ll be nobly mad with wine ; 
Alcmzon and Orestes grew 

Quite mad when they their mothers slew. 


But I, no man no mother killed, 

No blood but that of Bacchus spilled, 
Will prove the virtues of the vine, 
And be immensely mad with wine. 
When Hercules was mad, we know 
He grasped the Iphitean bow. 


The rattling of his quiver spread 
Astonishment around, and dread 
Made Ajax, with his seven-fold shield, 
Tremendous, stalk along the field ; 
Great Hector’s flaming sword he drew, 
And hosts of Greeks, in fancy, slew. 


But I with no such fury glow, 

No sword I wave, nor bend the bow ; 
My helmet is a flowing crown ; 

In this bright bowl my cares I'll drown, 
And rant in ecstasies divine, 
Universally mad with wine. 


GPL L IGA 


MERRIE MAY THE KEEL ROWE THE 
SHIP THAT MY LOVE’S IN, O! 


As I came down the canno’gate, 
The Canno’gate, the Canno’gate, 
As I came down the Canno’gate, 
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I heard a lassie sing, oO! 
Merry may the keel rowe, 
The keel rowe, the keel rowe, 
The ship that my love’s in, O! 


My love has breath o’ roses, 
O”’ roses, 0’ roses, 
Wi’ arms o’ lilie posies, 
To fauld a lassie in, O! 
Merry may, &c. 


My love he wears a bonnet, 
A bonnet, a bonnet, 
A snawy rose upon it, 
A dimple on his chin, O! 
Merry may, &c. 


PPI LPL? ER 


THE IRISHMAN’S CHAPTER OF ENGLISH 
KINGS. 


Air—‘* Paddy’s Wedding.”’—( Miss Bryant. ) 


First Norman Wili made Britons feel 
That he would rule the nation, O! 

Then Hal, and Maud, and Steph. the clod, 
Made a devilish botheration, O! 

Then Harry next, though brave, was vexed, 
Because his sons were teasing, O! 

Then Dick and John, who brought, och hone ! 
The charter’s rights so pleasing, O! 


SPOKEN.] Och, faith, he did, but he soon made 
himself a soul for all that, by eating too many eels. | 
Henry the Third had nothing good but a bad eye; | 
and Edward the First’s wife took the poison out of | 
his wound, not like many of our modern ladies, | 


who would have let him alone, just for quietness 
sake ; but, poor creature, she was a very unfortu- 


nate woman, and, I suppose, for that reason even | 
London remains full of crosses to this present day ; | 


but sing 
Tweedle de dum, 
Gch! sound the drum, 
And let the fifer whistle, O! 
While I, with glee, 
Wish unity, 
To the shamrock, rose, and thistle, O' 


They killed his son, quite dead and gone; 
With speed third Ted was throned you know. 
Of second Dick they soon were sick, 
And Bolingbroke was crowned you know. 
Then Hal, that rake, all France did take ; 
Sixth Harry foiled all wishes, 0! 


Sai : : ; | 
While crooked-back Dick choused Edward’s son, | For “ worse,” and for ‘* poorer,” he would not— 


And made him food for fishes, O! 


SPOKEN.] Ay, but then he soon threw the load | 


off of his back at Bosworth-fleld. Then Richmond 


made himself king, and First Lord of the Treasury | 
at the same time: while his big son Harry cured | 
his wives of talking by a mighty sure way—cutting | 


them short. First, there was poor Kate, who he 
divorced, because he was calf enough to take a 
Bullin, but her eyes were soon closed in death, 
the king having expressed a particular desire to 
Seymour. Husbands, they say, should always 
cleave to their wives; but Anne, of Cleves, never 
took his fancy ; so he took a faney to Howard, but 
thinking she was rather too high born, he soon 
lowered her in his opinion, and that of every body 
else, till, by good luck, he lost all interest himself, 
just as he was getting above Parr, for Dr. Death 
sung— 


Tweedle de dum, &c. 


Then came young Ted, who soon went dead ; 
Next Mary, called that divil, O! 

Whose reign when set, made room for Bet, 
Who entered very civil, 0! 
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Then James the Scot, and powder-piot, 
Were merely puff together, O! 

Then Charley’s head, away it fled, 
And Cromwell’s soon came thither, O! 


SPOKEN.] Ay, faith, he did, but he went away 
again, too; and then came that cosey monarch, 
who first introduced #%tz into the royal family. 
Then James was kicked out, because he wanted to 
bring Rome into London, but he made a bit of a 
bull there. Will was a rnm customer; while 
Anne got into the right shop, like a queen bee in 
her own mansion. ‘Then came the four Georges, 
and long may the last of them live ia a jovial 
scene of new buildings, great palaces, and Mac- 
adamization, till London shall reach to Norsth 
America, and then the working community may 
be employed, in about three hundred years, from 
here to the Red Sea, with 

Tweedle de dum, &c. 





CLPPLIP IPP 


SIGH NOT, YE WINDS, AS PASSING 
O’ER. 


A GLEE. 


SIGH not, ye winds, as passing o’er 
The chambers of the dead ye fly ; 
Weep not, ye dews—for these no more 
Shall ever weep, shall ever sigh. 


Why mourn the throbbing heart at rest, 
How still it lies within the breast, 

Why mourn sinee death presents us peace, 
And in the grave our sorrows cease ? 


The shattered bark, from adverse winds, 
Rest in this peaceful haven finds ; 

And, when the storms of life are past, 
Hope drops her anchor here at last. 


POPPI OPP 


“THE MISHAPS OF SOME NEW-MARRIED 


COUPLES. 


[Translated from the Dutch by J. Bowring, Esq. ] 
It happened four couple one day were presented 


At the same parish-church to be wed ; 


'They had plighted their yows, and their friends 


had consented ; 
So the first to the altar was led. 


_The service proceeded, till come to the clause— 


«« For better, worse, richer, or poorer: ”’ 


because 
From these he could never insure her. 


But to “richer ” and “ better’? he vowed to com- 


ply, 
The parson demurred to proceeding ; 


The bridegroom persisted the words to deny, 


And retired with a bow of good breeding. 


The second approached, and the service was 
read, 
Till the bridegroom proceeded to ring her, 
When, alas! it appeared they could never be 
wed, 


For the poor bride had lost her riag finger. 


To the third, a young couple, no obstacle rose, 
That they should not then be united ; 


And the service proceeded almost to its close, 


And their vows were about to be plighted, 


But, just as those vows had been nearly pro- 
nounced 
By the bride, in a voice firm and steady, 
A stranger arrived, in great haste, and aanounced, 
That the bride had a husband already. 
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«¢ Mischance on mischance,” cried the priest, in 
a pet; 

But the fourth couple still was remaining, 

And, hoping of them all his fees he should get, 

He determined to stifle complaining ; 


But, scarce had he read to the first warning 
clause, 

When the father desired, as a favour, 

He would hasten the reading the service—be- 
cause 

The bride was just taken in labour. 


POLL ILLS 


OURS IS A LIFE OF BLISS AND JOY. 
A FAIRY’S SONG. 
(J. James. ) 


OuRs is the life of bliss and joy! 
No sorrow-bringing cares we know, 
Delights of love our days employ, 
Our language has no word for wo! 


?Tis ours to give the sufferer rest, 
To bid his sorrows fade away, 

And hold before his aching breast, 
Hope’s lovely scenes, and Fancy’s ray ! 


On summer’s balmy gales we ride, 

As o’er the smiling vales they blow, 
O’er placid seas at noon we glide, 

Or where the Tefliz’ waters flow. 


Where Kashmere’s sunny valleys gleam 
With every tint from painted bowers, 
We wanton by its crystal stream, 
And pass in joy the happy hours. 


Or now we northward wing our way, 
And hover o’er the gelid land, 

Where bright the merry dancers play, 
Fireworks raised at our command. 


Or else the night of half a year, 

Would press with gloom man’s aching heart ; 
We bid the northern lights appear, 

And gloom and darkness far depart. 


And when the summer’s.sun serene 
Begins to beam upon the skies, 

We touch with magic wand the scene, 
And flowers, in lieu of snows, arise ! 


Our food is dew, fresh shed from heaven, 
Our bed is on the mossy rose, 

Our robes of gossamer are riven 
From every scented flower that blows. 


And sweet our voice as tuneful song 
That flies from maiden’s lips of love! 

Sweet as the vast seraphic throng, 
That warble in the world above! 


And ever, as we tune our lay, 

We sing our life of joy and peace ! 
We, singing, wanton on our way, 

A life of joy that ne’er will cease! 


GOI I FLIES 


SAW YE NAE MY PEGGY. 


SAw ye nae my Peggy, 

Saw ye nae my Peggy, 

Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Coming o’er the lee ; 

Sure a finer creature 

Ne’er was formed by Nature, 

So complete each feature, 
So divine is she. 


O! how Peggy charms me ; 
Every look still warms me ; 
Every thought alarms me, 


Lest she love nae me. 
Peggy doth discover, 
Nought but charms all over ; 
Nature bids me love her, 

That’s a law to me. 


Who would be a lover, 

To become a rover? 

No, I’ll ne’er give over 
Till I happy be: 

For since love inspires me, 

As her beauty fires me, 

And her absence tires me, 
Nought can please but she. 


When I hope to gain her, 

Fate seems to detain her ; 

Cou’d I but obtain her, 
Happy would [ be! 

T’ll lie down before her, 

Bless, sigh, and adore her, 

With faint looks implore her, 
Till she pity me. 


PIPL IOPD 


MONOPOLY’S LONG BEEN THE RUB. 


MONOPOLY’s long been the rub, 
And from it less harm would ensue 
If those who monopolized grub 
Would monopolize appetites, too; 
But may those who, for lucre of gold, 
The poor of their morsel would cheat, 
Be punished, like Midas of old, 
With nothing but guineas to eat! 
Tol lol, &c. 


The Turks they monopolize wives, 
And, by some wicked folks, it is said, 
That’s the reason why Turks, all their lives, 
Wear each a half-moon on his head : 
And, we know, though each married man here 
Finds one wife enough for his share, 
And beef’s so confoundedly dear 
There’s cattle enough at Horn-fair. 
Tol lol, &c. 


Yet candour might surely excuse 

Of monopolists some sorry elves, 
For doctors would be of great use 

If they’d take all their physic themselves ; 
Of lawyers, why much one can’t say, 

Their practice I wouldn’t condemn 
But some people think, by the way, 

Old Nick will monopolize them. 

Tol lol, &c. 


Monopoly thrives every way ; 
The assertion will stand by the test, 
For truth always carries the day, 
And we all know the naked truth’s best ; 
That’s the reason our ladies, forsooth, 
Captivate both the bashful and bluff, 
For they’re surely the semblance of truth ; 
And, ecod, they go naked enough. 
Tol lol, &c. 


May the rich ease the poor of their cares ! 
*Twould the sweetest monopoly bring ; 
They’d gain all their hearts and their prayers, 
Like his honour, our father, the king! 
May Eritons each other befriend, 
For unity’s England’s best hope : 
And may every monopolist’s end 
Be joined to the end of a rope! 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Oe ee ee ae 


THE SHAMROCK OF ERIN. 


Come, shamrock of Erin, come close to my 


heart, 
While the night’s dewy tears still moisten thy 
leaf ; 
Green emblem of sorrow, no more shall we 
part, 


But entwine thus for ever, united in grief. 


No more in the wild maddening bowl shall I place 
thee, 
To bury at once both our hopes and our fears ; 
The loud laugh of mirth and of wine but disgrace 
thee, 


While Erin sits drooping; and pining in tears. 


How oft on this day, from my youth’s early 
morning, 
Thy green triple leaves have I joyfully wore ; 
With pride and with pleasure this bosom adorn- 


ing, 
Which beats for the land I fondly adore. 


And as hope smiled upon me, I fondly trusted 
She’d smile’on that land e’er the year should be 
past ; 
But both were deceived, disheartened, disgusted, 
We shall sink down together in darkness at 


last. 
Then, shamrock of Erin, come close to this 
heart, ; 
While cold dewy tear-drops still moisten thy 
leaf ; 


In the evening of sorrow we never shall part, 
But twine thus together, united in grief. 


CLOG LAIL EF 


LET THE HALL RESOUND WITH THE 
JOVIAL SOUND. 
( Bryant.) 
Come, friends, fill your glasses high, 
And banish Care, so grim, 
Let’s now no more for the lasses sigh, 
But fill, ob, fill, boys, to the brim: 
Let the toast and the song go round, 
The night we will pass so merrily ; 
Let the hall resound with the jovial sound, 
And the chorus shall echo cheerily. 
With a fal lal la, and a fal lal la, 
We'll raise our voices merrily, 
And the hall shall resonnd 
With the jovial sound, 
And the chorus shall echo cheerily. 


Now let’s toast each honest heart, 
Not caring for the moon, 
For we’ve met here, nor thus can we part, 
But fill, if wine should last, till noon : 
Now then toast, who can drink the most, 
Our night shall not pass us wearily ; 
For the hall shall resound 
With the jovial sound, 
And the chorus shall echo cheerily. 
With a fal lal la, &c. 


PREP OL LR 


THE DEATH OF WEBER; 
OR, WEEP !—FOR THE WORD IS SPOKEN ! 
(I. R. Planche.) 


Weep !—for the word is spoken! 
Mourn !—for the knell hath knolled : 
The master-chord is broken, 
And the master-hand is cold! 
Romance hath lost her minstrel : 
No more his mavic strain 
Shall throw a sweet speli around 
The legends of Almaine! 
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His fame had flown before him 
To many a foreign land : 
His lays were sung by ev’ry tongue, 
And harped by ev’ry hand. 
He came to cull fresh laurels, 
But fate was in their breath, 
And turned his mazch of triumph 
Into a dirge of death! © 


O, all who knew him loved him! 
For, with his mighty mind, 
He bore himself so meekly — 
His heart it was:so kind, 
His wildly-warbling melodies— 
The storms that round them roll-— 
Are types of the simplicity 
And grandeur of his soul! 


Though years of ceaseless suffering 
Had worn him to a shade, 
So patient was his spirit, 
No wayward plaint he made: 
E’en Death himself seemed loath to seare 
His victim, pure and mild, 
And stole upon him gently, 
As slumber o’er a child. 


Weep !—for the word is spoken! 
Mourn !—for the knell hath knolled ! 
The master-chord is broken, 
The master-hand is cold! 


GOP PIC IP 


JACK’S ALI IN ALL. 


WHAT, though I am not twenty, 
I’m old enough to marry ; 
Of lovers I have plenty, 
And will no longer tarry : 
But Ned’s too fat, 
But Tom’s too thin, 
And Richard is too tall, 
George is too old, 
And James too young, 
And Jack is all in all. 


The village squire sought me, 
And tried my heart to gain, 
Ribbons and bonnets brought me, 
But, ah, ’twas all in vain: 
“* Dear sir,” said I, 
<< T can’t—oh, fie! 
To-morrow on me Call ;” 
And then I said 
I none would wed 
But Jack—my all in ail. 


The parson, too, oft prayed me, 
As round he twirled his band, 
Says he, ‘¢ I fain would kiss thee !” 
And squeezed me by the hand ; 
But I cried, “« No; 
Pray let me go, 

Or loud for help Ill bawl ; 
I never can 
Love any man 

But Jack—my all in all.” 


The lawyer and his clerk, too, 
Both came to me a-wooing ; 
But those, I very well know, 
Their clients only ruin. 
To them I cried, 
«¢ That all the tribe 
Of Westminster’s old hall 
Would suc in vain 
My heart to gain, 
For Jackis all in all.” 


GIF LS LIF 
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He came before I Ruth could find, ‘ 
And kicked me ruth-less-ly behind, ' 
With a toe tum ti. 





TOE TUM TI; 
OR, RUTH AND HER TWO LOVERS. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


YEA, I fell in the pit of love; 

With a ti tum ti, 
The spirit then began to move, 

With a ti tum ti, 
Quoth I, «‘ Fair maiden, ne’er deride, 
For, verily, when thou’rt my bride, 
Lo! I will cléave unto thy side.” 

With a ti tum ti. 


*¢ Behold,” said Ruth, “ there is a grove, 


With a ti tum ti, 
Where birds, called turtles, coo and love, 
With a ti tum ti. 
Lo! then I thought her truly mine; 
But when of love rae gave this sign, 
She proved a cruel Phi-lis-tine, 
With a ti tum ti. 


aD 


For she another suitor had, 
With a ti tum ti, 
Profanely called a flashy lad, 
With a ti tum ti. 
And when I reached the grove assigned, 
He came before I Ruth could find, 
And kicked me ruth-less-ly behind, 
With a toe tum ti. 


PPL ILLPF 


"TIS GLORY AND LOVE MAKE HIM 
BRAVE! 


(Beazely.) 


’T1s glory forms the soldier’s toil, 
In deeds of blood recorded ; 
And his deeds by many a smile 
Of his lady-love is rewarded. 
Yes, ’tis glory and love make him brave ! 
Ob, yes. 
79—VOL, III. 


Love’s smile, when the trumpet’s resounding, 
His danger repays, 
He thinks, though his foes are surrounding, 
Of naught but his lady-love’s praise ; 
When the trumpets proclaim 
The sounds of victory, 
He hears but her name 
Amid the shout of chivalry! 


GPL EPI FH? 


JEMMY GREEN’S TOUR. 
Air—“ Margate Library.” 


A-LA-STERNE, left Tooley-street, trunk, too, and 
breeches 
I packed up, resolving to Paris to jaunt, 
For France is the place, too, where Fashion be- 
witches, 
As best to get taste, and lose mauvais-e honte. 
Took passage at Dover—crossed channel in packet, 
In midships felt queer—once or twice, too, lost 
Stays : 
Landed at Calais—was stripped to the jacket 
By gens-d’armes—less mild than fem~-mes Fran- 
caises. 


There was one thing, on landing, I own, caused 
my wonder, 
’Twas Louis’s foot—asked how that came to 
pass ; 
A Frenchman, who made a bon-mot on my blun- 
der, 
Said, “< King’ s steps, you know, are oft printed 
in brass.” 
The diligence mounted, at Montreuil, oh dear, 
drabbit ; 
Took a dejeuner there—but, hearken, the food 
I found, ’stead of wine and a nice Yorkshire rab- 
Bee 
A cat, sugar and water, I’d mange’d bu’d. 


At last, coming to Paris—oh dear, Ia ville jolie, 
So famous for puppy-dogs—whiskers, they say, 
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The canzonet and roundelay, 


The men so like monkeys—the women all polis, 2 
Sung in the silent greenwood glade,— 


But the dear creatures there are so bien bon 


marche. These simple joys, that never fail, 
Like Sterne, in my chamber, I, too, had a tete-a- Shall bind me to my native vale. 
tete, s 


De ee ee ee 


With ruse d’amours showed how I could woo ; 
The fil-le-de-chamb worked my collar at such a rate, 
I kissed her, and afterwards buckled her shoe. 


At Tivoli sported—waltzed about with a demoi- 
selle ; 
Parlez-voo’d, too, baise’d delightfully gay, 
But the lady, alas! turned out such a Jezebel, 
In falling in love with my taille degagee. 
At © coffee and milk alone,” wine drank, of course, 
And toasted all friends till my wit was abroach ; 
Was put on a Frenchman I took for a horse, 
But who, afterwards, turned out to be a muzl- 
coach. 


JENNY SHORE. 
Air—** Madam Fig’s Gala.” 


WE have sung of George Barnwell—Othello, 
Prince Hamlet—unfortunate Lear ; 
But the story I’m going to tell, O! 
Is the queerest of all that is queer: 
’Tis of a famed lady I write, 
Have patience, I’ll tell you some more, 
She eloped from her husband one night, 
And her name it was sweet Jenny Shore. 
Rum ti, &c. 


My. Shore kept a silversmith’s shop 

In Lombard-street, known very well, 
| In which Edward he chanced to pop, 

For he found himself not very well : 
Says he “ I’ve a cold at my chest, 

For the wind through my shirt doth blow in, 
So, to fasten it up at the breast,, 

Pray show me a good diamond pin.” 

Rum ti, &e. 


Mrs. Shore in the parlour was seated, 
When Edward she spied in the shop, 
He’ll think himself very ill treated, 
As it rains, I don’t ask him to stop. 
To see the great man in the city, 
‘The people all round him were flocking ; 
Mrs. Shore looked so sweet and so pretty, 
Though mending a coarse worsted stocking. 
Rum ti, &c. 




















Had petit brusquement—a meeting appointed, 
Much politesse used—how could it befal ; 

My soul from my corpse must e’en be disjointed 
By sliver of steel, or dance at a ball. 

But, ladies, dear ladies, 1 pray you don’t falter, 
You see I’m preserved, and the prison I leave ; 

Escaped guillotine—yet was brought to the halzer, 
And transported for life to Miss Genevieve. 


We intend to set up in the line haberdashery, 
At the old well-known warehouse in sweet 
Tooley-street 5 
With lace, baby-linen, cheap for ready cashery, 
We hope, with your kindness, to make both 
ends meet. 
And, ladies, we smuggle—but that’s entre nous ; 
Pray come to my shop, where my ware may be- 
seen 3 


And let me, as now, have such kind friends in | Next morning a letter he wrote, 


Describing his aches and his pain ; 
| Pray, love, take the first hackney-coach, 


view, 
And grateful will be theirs devoted, J. Green. 
And meet me at the top of Hedge-lane. 


Srna | Now this put Mrs. Shore in alarm, 
JOCUND SING THE JOYS OF LOVE. | For her virtue she prized as her life, 
(Holcroft. ) | In great ones she heard ’twas no harm,— 


She was but a silversmith’s wife. 

WHEN gloomy thoughts my soul possess, Raum ti, &c. 
Alike in palace, plain, or grove, 

Fond sighs my griefs and pangs express ; 
And plaintive songs of joyless love. 


This letter still ran in her mind, 
An excuse in her head then was popping ; 
Says she, “‘ Love, I'll take it unkind 
If you don’t let me go out a shopping.” 
Mr. Shore, who was goodness itself, 
<¢ Of pleasure, sweet Jane, take your fill ; 
You sha’n’t say I’m an ill-natured elf, 
Take sixpence, love, out of the till. 
Rum ti, &c. 
Jane’s charms so delighted king Ned 
That he constantly at them was peeping, 
And, before they had risen from bed, 
He promised to take her in keeping ; 
I’ll take you no first floor, for why, 
Your husband may see you, and bar it; | 
Now you’re with a prince you shall live high, 
So (ll take you a snug little garret. 
Rum ti, &c. 
When poor Mr. Shore missed his wife 
He got in a terrible passion, 
Said he’d sooner have parted with life ; 
But, perhaps, says he, “tis all the fashion ; 
Now a king, as it seems, took her off, 
I’ll dissemble, and ne’er give a frown, 
| The sixpence IJ fear’s not enough, 
So she’s taken poor Neddy’s half-crown. 
Rum ti, &c. 
: Now poor Neddy was summoned by Death, 
For those who win the race at eve, Which Paseo bad luck for ae Jenny, 
The shepherd’s horn, at break of day, And, soon as he’d gi’en up his breath, 
The ballet danced in twilight glade, Searched her pockets and hadn’t a guinea : 


When doubts, impatient, rend my heart, 
As rends the hawk the turtle-dove, 

Indignant, from each wound [I start, 
And sing the wrongs of injured love. 


But should my pangs, endured so long, 
The cruvl Fates to mercy move, 

I’d gladly change the mournful song, 
And jocund sing the joys of love. 


PIPL EGLO 


DEAR IS MY LITTLE NATIVE VALE. 
(Rogers. ) 


DEAR is my little native vale, 
The ring-dove builds and warbles there ; 
Close by my cot she tells her tale 
To ev’ry passing villager : 
The squirrel leaps from tree to tree, 
And shells his nuts at liberty. 


In orange-groves or myrtle-bowers, 

That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 
I charm the fairy-footed hours, 

With my loved lute’s romantic sound ; 
Or crowns of living laurels weave 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Now Jenny, her stomach to please, 
And her trifle resolved not to foster ; 
She sent for a quartern of cheese, 
When in popped the Protector, bad Glo’ster. 
Rum ti, &c. 


The ci-devant queen had a friend 

Who was jealous of Jenny with Hastings, 
Determined her life for to end, 

Thought, if low-liv’d, to give her her bastings ; 
A petition she gave to poor Shore, 

Jane ne’er guessed what she intended ; 
’T was a wrong one, what could she do more? 

The result was, her life it soon ended. 

Rum ti, &c. 


But how? my good friends, you will ask, 

Why, I’ll tell you, if you’ll give me leave,— 
?Tis rather a difficult task,— 

She was beguiled, as poor Adam by Eve. 
Now this edict Duke Glou’ster did issue, 

No more should she cut any dashes, 
But pull off her fine golden tissue 

And walk in coarse sackcloth and ashes. 

Rum ti, &c. 


And, farther, to vent on his rage, 
No shoes should she have on her feet, 
And, to hasten her life from this stage, 
Proclaimed she should have nought to eat. 
Poor Jenny, thus left quite forlorn, 
Without cash to employ undertaker, 
But her poor life was prolonged 
By a roll from benevolent baker. 
' Rum ti, &c. 


And the duke had his spies out abroad, 

For his passion at heart did quite high burn, 
You’ve given her a roll, on my word, 

And your next roll shall be on to Tyburn : 
At the door of Alicia she knocked, 

To see me, says she, she’ll be glad ; 
The servants all quickly out flocked 

Before Mrs, A. who was mad. 

| - Rumti, &c. 


What wretch at my door seems in pain? 
Oh! you’ve robbed me of my sense and my 
lover ; 
Before I knew you, Mrs, Jane, 
I was living with Hastings in clover. 
Here, maids, take her out of my sight, 
For I swear I’ll ne’er speak to her more ; 
To be called up at this time of night, 
At my door I’ll have no common Shore. 
Rum ti, 


&e. 


At this treatment poor Jenny was shocked, 
What a thing ’tis to be a poor sinner! 
But she’s surely with hollands half-cocked, 

For I’ve given her many a dinner. 
To the next ditch then poor Jenny went, 
Determined her life should be ended, 
For her money and spirits were spent, 
’Twas bad, but too late to be mended. 


Rum ti, &c. 


Now Shore, who her steps had attended, 
Resolved to forgive her the past, 

In hopes that her life would be mended, 
But that life was going quite fast. 

Now get on your pegs, my dear Jane, 

_ And don’t any longer be talking, 

To sce you lie here gives me pain, 
I’d rather see you a street-walking. 


Rum ti, &c. 


Now Jane, with her sheet wrapt around, 
Looked to heaven, as though she would thank 
it 
And said she would give half-a-crown 
To be tossed in a warm rug or blanket. 





“© Oh! forgive me!” she eried, very faint, 
“© I do, as I shall be forgiven ; 
You, I doubt not, will soon be a saint, 
And us euckolds, you know, go to heaven.” 
Rum ti, &c. 


These words did so comfort her heart, 

More than gin he had brought in his pocket, 
Grim Death he stood by with his dart, 

And against Jenny Shore struck a docket. 
Now, his wife and his troubles being gone, 

Says he, I’ll ne’er think of them more ; 
So there is an end of my song, 

And of Mr. and Mrs, Jane Shore. 

Rum ti, &c. 


MORAL, 

Now, you that have handsome young wives, 

Attention now give to my moral,— 
If you live without words all your lives, 

*Tis a hundred to one if you quarrel. 
But, assurance to make doubly sure, 

Of your wives who are handsome and witty 
And the only way to keep them pure 

Is not to keep shop in the city. 

P Rum ti, &a 


OP LPP IPP DP 


THE WIFE. 
(W. T. Moncrieff. ) 


| On, no! though rank and riches sue, 


And poor and humble he— 
I'll ne’er prove to my love untrue, 
My world—my all to me. 
For, oh! when all the world desert, 
And life’s fair scenes grow dim, 
Then is the time a wife should prove 
The world and all to him. 
There’s love, and friends, and kindred, too, 
In wedlock’s unity ; 
And still 1711 to my love prove true, 
As he proved true to me. 


Around the hallowed name of wife 
Glide rapture, truth, and health ; 
Her breast your pillow, arms your home, 
Her heart your dearest wealth. 
Friends may betray, and love prove false, 
As clouds appear in view ; 
But let Fame frown, and Fortune lower, 
Your wife will still prove true. 
There’s love, and friends, &c. 


PPE PSDP? PH 


THE GOOD FELLOWS WHO PLOUGH THE 
SALT SEA. 
( Dibdin.) 
Ir tars of their money are lavish, 
I say, brother, take this wipe from me, 
’Tis because we’re not muck-worms nor slavish, 
Like lubbers, who ne’er go to sea : 
What’s cunning and such ’quivication, 
And them sly manceuvre to we ? 
To be roguish is no valuation 
To hearties who plough the salt sea. 


As for cheating—light weights, and short measures, 
And corruption, and bribery, d’ye see ; 


| These never embitter the pleasures 


Of good fellows who plough the salt sea. 
You've ashore, actions, writs, ’cesseraries, 
And a regiment of counsel to fee ; 
Jack knows not of such like vagaries, 
We never trust lawyers at sea, 


’Tis said that, with grog and our lasses, 
Because jolly sailors are free, 

That money we squander like asses, 
Which, like horses, we earned when at sea ; 
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But, let them say this, that, or t’other, 
In one thing they’re forced to agree, 
Honest hearts find a friend and a brother 
In each worthy that ploughs the salt sea. 


PLE PI PEP 


THE SCHOOL OF ANACREON. 
RECITATIVE. 


THE festive board was met, the social band 
Round famed Anacreon took their silent stand ; 
My sons, (began the sage,) be this my rule ; 
No brow austere must dare approach my school, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within : 
Old Care, begone! here sadness is a sin. 


AIR. 
Tell me not the joys that wait 
On him that’s learned, or him that’s great : 
Wealth and wisdom I despise ; 
Cares surround the rich and wise ; 
The queen that gives soft wishes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav’rite own, 
And I was born for them alone: 
Bus’ness, title, pomp, and state, 
Give them to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine : 
Bring me women, bring me wine : 
Speed the dancing hours away ; 
Mind not what the grave ones say : 
Gaily let the minutes fly 

In wit and freedom, love and joy : 
So shall love, shall life be mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


PLE POE OPP 


THE KISS THAT’S ON THY LIP 
IMPRESSED. 


A DUET. 
(Lady Caroline Lamb.) 


THE kiss that’s on thy lip impressed 
Is cold as parting kiss should be ; 
And he who clasps thee to his breast 
Again can never feel for thee. 
The chain I gave, a true love token, 
Thou seest in every link is broken. 
Then, since ’tis so, *twere best to part ; 
I here renounce the oaths I swore, 
Correct thy faults, amend thy heart, 
And let us meet no more. 


I go, but ere I go from thee, 

Give back what thou hast ta’en from me; 

A heart that knew not care or guile, 

A parent’s fond approving smile, 

The hopes which dared aspire to heaven; 
Give these, and thou shalt be forgiven. 
Take back the ring—take back the chain ; 
Thy gifts, thy oaths, I will resign : 

Take back thy heart, since pledged in vain; 
But, oh! restore what once was mine. 


Hope not for this, thy course is run ; 
All that is left thee is to die; 

The dew drops with the setting sun, 
And see the winds pass scornful by. 
So, when thou’rt left by me, thou’lt find 

The world as scornful as the wind ; 

A stamp is set upon thy name, 

A blight clouds o’er thy early fame. 
There’s nothing now thy fate can save, 
Live scorned—or hide thee in the grave. 


PPLaIL- ELF 


HAIL, ST. DAVID! THE DAY OF 
ST. DAVID! 


HAIL, St. David! the day of St. David ! 
Hail, St. David and Wales, O! 
The bells shall ring, and the girls shall sing, 
And dance on the hills and dales, O! 
Hail, St. David! brave St. David! 
Hail to the land of the leeks, O! 
For the leeks prevailed 
When the Danes assailed, 
And made them repent of their freaks, O! 


Hail, St. David! brave St. David! 
And his mountains of high renown, O! 
And those mountains shall be, 
Like liberty’s tree, 
What despots can never pull down, O! 


Hail, St. David! brave St. David! 
Llewellyn and bold Glendower, O! 
And this shall be told, like the Britons of old, 
The Taffies remain to this hour, O! 
Hail, St. David! brave St. David! 
And all the leek-loving band, O! 
May joy spread its sails 
For the nation of Wales, 
And their prince is the king of this land, 0! 


PPL EPI IP 


THE SPORTS OF THE FIELD BY ME ARE 
PREFERRED. ae 


FRoM the fall of the dew to Aurora’s bright birth, 

There’s nothing but hunting by mortals on earth ; 

Bucks, peers, poets, and peasants, together will 
jumble, 

If baulked in their’ view, ‘good lord! how they 
grumble! 


CHORUS. 


But the sports of the field by me are preferred, 

Where horns, horses, and huntsmen, together are 
heard ; 

Tantivy ! tantivy! fills the welkin around, 

And tantivy is echoed by the yelps of the hound. 


The lawyer, that’s marked with deceit in his face, 

The doctor to see, all trick and grimace, 

At the sound of the gold can prove black is white, 

Will hunt for a fee till they ride down the night. 
But the sports of the field, &c. 


See, the brave soldier danger madly pursuing, 

For youth of sixteen cold sixty is wooing ; 

Tis int’rest unites this jumble together, 

And money’s a game will be followed for ever. 
But the sports of the field, &c. 


GLP IOPP EPR 


A JEW SICK; 


OR, A REGULAR COURSE OF MATRIMONIAL 
PHysic!!! 


Air— Goody Burton’s Ale.” 


I LODGES in Duke’s Place 
Vat is up in a garret, 
My vife she mocks my face, 
And says vat ’tis like parrot, 
Because I’ve got a nose, 
Vat is as parrot’s longer ! 
Vat in dis hook so grows, 
To make my beauty stronger! 


SPOKEN.] Ivish she vas tam, vat to make 
game of vat is all nothing at all but a beautiful or- 
nament, vat is useful in my pusiness; ven I vas 
smale out a coot pargains vat I vant, vat vas I do 
eb my nose, I vonder? Tam her imperence, [ 
tink, 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


For vat ish’t al to she, 

Vat though it looksh an oddy ; 
’Tish all my own, you see, 

So nothing to nobody! 


Den more vat makes her fun, 

She games apout mine eyes, too, 
Becase I have but von, 

And dat of great large size, too! 
Dis, covered mit black patch, 

She call vat my blind side is ; 
Py Cot! I’m mit her match, 

More as any Jew beside is! 


SPOKEN.] I’ll pe tamed vat if I stande it as 
mush longer, ar] her tam tricks, I vas told her so 
myself.—Laste Tursday veek I vas comed home, 
mit my pox o’coods under my arm, vat vas a fresh 
stock arl full, she vas ply me a pretty games a’top 
o’the dark garret-stair; she vas put a pail o’vater 
a’top, mit at string to it, vat she vas make fast to 
a nail in de varl, cross t’oder side, vat vas catch 
my nose going up, only look at de mark, dere now! 
Down it vas come a’top o’my head, and away pail, 
pox, and myself vas go to de bottom; my pox 0” 
coods shivert, and all de peads and sealing-vax vas 
proke arl a pieces, vile she vas burst laughing at 
dis mark here, and axing me vhy if mine eye vas 
no big enough to take care o’my nose? Tam her 
imperence! As I vas told her, to make her 
games— 

For vat ish’t all to she, &c. 


Den vat ish more provokes, 
And makes me tamly grumpy, 
She ’pout my shoulders jokes, 
Becase von side is humpy ; 
Von day, said she, ‘ No Jew 
Such back’s got, sarch the town for’t!’” 
Ven (vat I say is true), 
Py Cot, I knocked her down for’t! 


SPOKEN.] But, lard, it vas arl o’no much use 
as nothing at arl, for she vas get up again, and 
almost preak my pack mit de poker, pefore I vas 
know vat I vas ’pon my head, or my heels, swear- 
ing vat I vas a Jew, tam rogue, vat vas go apout 
and cheat every pody! and ven she vas got me a’ 
top o’ de floor, s’help my Cot, if Mrs. Martins 
vashn’t come in to my asshistance, as I hopes to 
live, I tink vat I should ha’ been dead: Den, 
arter arl, ven she vas done, vile she vas cool her- 
self mit a great glase o’shin, she vas burst o” laugh- 
ing, and tell Mrs. Martins vat she vas only do vat 
I vas vant her, to peat my pack straight mit de 
poker! Tam her imperence! A pretty shoke, 
dat! 

For vat ish’t arl to she? &c. 


Vat’s more as vorse peside, 
My peard I take great care of, 
Becase vat ’tis my pride, 
She often pulls de hair off! 
But von night, she at wash, 
My peard I’d just combed out full, 
She mit her soap-suds, splosh— 
Filled arl my peard and mouth full! 


SPOKEN.] Pe tam! I tought vat ma heart vas 
come up! I vas so—Oh, Lardt!.it was horrible ! 
Oh! Py—I vish vat you vas arl i’ the same pickle, 
just to know vat I vas felt! Ivas jump up, and tell 
her vat it vas a plakguard shame, as vell as vat 
vas ruin my peautiful peard! ven she sweared, vat 
I vas spoke another vord, she would drown me in 
de wash-tub ; so I was frightful to say no more to 
her. Vatish to be done? Nopody tell me vat I 
must do mit her? I vish I may die if I wo’n’t have 
a coot mind to take the law a’ topofher! Tam 
her imperence ' Spoil my beautiful peard, too! 

For vat ish’t all to she? &c. 
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OH, LISTEN—LISTEN, GENTLE KNIGHT. 
(Beazely.) 


OH, isten—listen, gentle knight,— 
I come a messenger of love ; 
From a lady bright as the pale moon’s light, 
Which shines above. 
Tis I,—’tis I,—a minstrel wight,— 
I come, a messenger of love, 
From a lady bright, &c. 


*T was given—given—noble knight! 
As a pledge of truest love, 
By a lady bright, &c. 


Oh! haste, then,—haste, then, gentle knight! 
Speed thee on wings of love, 
To thy lady bright, &c. 


PPPLLILL 


JOHN BULL AND THE CALVES. 
Air—“ Madam Fig’s Gala.””—( Upton.) 


JoHN BULL is an odd kind of beast, 
And much of the grumbler in him 5 
And yet, when on pleasure he’d feast, 
There’s nothing like woman can win him. 
His head is a map of the world, 
That lays down the trade of his story 5 
And when his proud sails are unfurled, 
His motto is “* Commerce and Glory ‘” 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


His heart is a compound of stuff, 
_ Both generous, surly, and feeling; 
And though in his manners but gruff, 
Was never to despots found kneeling. 
His will, like his heart, is a token, 
When frowns and their miseries press, 
His purse in a moment is open, 
To wipe off the tears of distress. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


When enemies threaten and rave, 
There’s nothing his courage can GOW 
And ere he would bend to a slave, 
He’d kick up a bit of a row. 
His pride is a stout man of war, 
His bull-dogs the guns that are in it; 
And when that a foe shows his paw, 
Will blow off his head in a minute! 
Rum ti iddity, &e. 


Then John is the champion of beauty, 
And wherever virtue is found, 
To guard it, and prove it’s his duty, 
His honour and valour is bound ! 
His soldiers are heroes of spirit, 
As many know well to their grief 5 
The ocean is gemmed with his merit, 
For there—he’s cummander-in-chief. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


And then of this bull we may say, 
In sharing the world, he goes halves ; 
And yet, in the family way, 
The father of not a few calves! 
But then they are calves of his own, 
And John to indulge them is given, 
So long as they stand by the throne, 
And fight ‘for the land that we live in.” 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


His laurel is liberty’s tree, 
And where is the power can stain it, 
While Britons by land and by sea, 
Are sworn to a man to maintain it? 
His union is loyalty’s band, 
A union the world cannot sever ; 
And with it, he joins heart and hand, 
In—“ The king and old England for ever!” 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 
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WAS EVER POOR GIRL SO ILL-USED? 


Air—“ Each has @ Lover but me.” 
(Miss Bryant.) 


WAS ever poor girl so ill-used ? 
Of lovers I’ve got nearly twenty ; 
And yet I’m so rated, abused, 
I pine like a miser with plenty. 
Then, maidens, pray give me your pity, 
For never poor mortal can be 
So teased and perplexed, an’t it pretty ? 
With lovers so many as me. 


There’s one of them constantly sighing, 
Another does nothing but frown ; 
While one for this year has been dyinz, 
He takes a long time, pon must own. 
en, maidens, &c, 


But, ’tis useless to live in such grieving, 
If they die, why what more’s to be done ? 
For myself, being fonder of living, 
I think I shall fix upon one. 
Then, maidens, &e. 


PI FPPP IS 


THE HORSE AND THE WIDOW. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


ARRAH fait! but the poet’s a fool here ; 
He’s been making a comical bull here ; 
The widow’s a wite, 
The dead’s come to life, 
And the horse turns out only a mule here, 


For the lady, how marriage has crost her! 
One found her where t’other man lost her. 
The lawyer would sell 
To each husband a shell, 
While slily he swallows the oyster. 


For me, I’ve made many a blunder, 
But that you wo’n’t think any wonder ; 
If Irish mistakes 
John Bull kindly takes, 
Not the whole world will make us knock under. 


If the critics should frown, and look gruff, sirs, 
And say that my ditty’s all stuff, sirs ; 

If they knock up a rout, 

And ask what it’s about, 
Why, I think it’s about long enough, sirs. 


PEP IL I LILI? 


SISTER, I HAVE LOVED THEE WELL. 
(Soane. ) 


SISTER, I have loved thee well, 
More than poet’s verse can tell, 
When it sings with golden tongue, 
And the harp with gold is strung. 
Yet, though dear to me as sight, 
Though I prize thee as the light, — 
Check me not, or find too late, 
Warmest love can keenest hate. 


Beauty’s eye is ne’er so bright, 

As when mildness lends it light ; 
Beauty’s voice is ne’er so sweet, 

As when love and duty meet, 

Sister, though I have loved thee weil, 
More than poet’s verse can tell, 
Check me not, or find too late, 
Warmest love can keenest hate, 


a a a a 
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THE PLEASURE OF HUNTING AND 
DRINKING. 


LET philosophers boast of their wisdom profound, 
And statesmen on kingdoms debate ; 

Let fashion’s gay vot’ries pursue folly’s round, 
And pedants on gravity prate : 

But far wiser the man, who, quite free from vain 

strife, 

Ne’er loses his time in dry thinking, 

But, in jovial contentment, devotes his whole life 
To the pleasures of hunting and drinking. 


Wine ennobles the mind, and subdues every care, 
While the chase ruddy vigour supplies : 


| Thus, good liquor, assisted by sweet, wholesome 


air, 
Each sorrow, each sickness defies. 
Then come, joyous hearts, push about the brisk 
bowl 
And ne'er from your glass be caught shrinking ; 
For, of all the delights which enrapture the soul, 
Sure none are like hunting and drinking, 


When the mellow-tongued hound, and the hunts- 
man’s shrill horn, 
To the field’s glorious pastimes invite ; 
Like the sons of great Nimrod, we enjoy the fresh 
morn, 
And, like sons of great Bacchus, the night. 
Then, hark forward! brave fellows, and nobly 
disdain 
E’er under dull gloom to be sinking, 
But banish rude sorrow, forget every pain, 
In the transports of hunting and drinking. 


CLP L OL SE 


THE NIGHT COMES ON WITHOUT A STAR. 
(O’Keefe. ) 


THE night comes on without a star, 
Hoarse murmurs from the main afar 
A warning send ; 
And, as her threats increase, 
In humble suit for peace, 
To kiss the angry wave, in vain, behold the lofty 
mainmast bend. 


A storm the roaring winds proclaim, 
The herald’s voice in thunder’s drowned 
The torrent pours, and sheets of flame 
O’erspread the dreadful prospect round : 
The ship, unruly, scorns command, 
And quaffs whole seas of brine, 
The rudder flies the cockswain’s hand, 
To form an universal wreck the elements combine. 


Be skies of sea, and seas of skies afraid, 

The British tar alone stands undismayed ; 

Nor beats his heart amidst the general roar, 
But for the lovely maid he left on shore ; 

When fops shall cry, for you, my dear, I burn, 
Let Poll ne’er sigh but for her Jack’s return. 


OCLOL SSOP 


IN OUR SNUG LITTLE HALL, WITH 
REGALIA COMPLETE. 


Air—** The Black Joke.’”’—( Matthew Garland.) 


YE sons of St. George, whose attention and care 
Are applied to the lodge, the plumb-rule, and 
square, 
In your miniature hall, with regalia complete. 
With the rays of the sun from the east you are 
blest, 
Which shines round the south, and extends to the 
west ; 
Whilst the gardens, like planets, their radiance 
display, 
And with brilliancy set, at the close of the day, 
In their snug little hall, with regalia complete. 
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‘To the worshipful master, both present and past, 
No doubt, a respectful politeness will last, 

In the miniature lodge, with regalia complete. 
The dignified brethren, good manners will please, 
Whose breasts are adorned with pens and cross- 

keys ; 7 
The deacons their duty with honour will do, 
And every brother prove faithful and true, 
In their snug little hall, with regalia complete. 

















How delightful, how pleasant, how grateful to 
find 
The sons of St. George of one heart and one 
mind, 
In their miniature hall, with regalia complete. 
To relax a few hours from bustle and toil, 
‘Yo enjoy moral glee and hilarity’s smile ; 
To love the young mason, by science profound, 
And the cardinal virtues whenever they’re found ; 
In our snug little hall, with regalia complete. 


May Sussex, our ROYAL GRAND MASTER, live 
long, 
The aie ee the craft, and the theme of our song ; 
In our miniature lodge, with regalia complete. 
May the banners of masonry still be unfurled 
In every kingdom all over the world ; 
And long celebrated, as maSons, May, Wes 
Thus firmly united, live happy and free, 
In our snug little hall, with regalia complete. 


GLE FL EPF 


WHILE LAUREL CROWNED HIS 
GALLANT BROW. 


( Beazely.) 


WHILE laurel crowned his gallant brow, 
With honours won in Paynim field, 
‘Then Edith thought she might bestow 
That hand she never now can yield.— 
Disgrace succeeds to valour’s crown,— 
he warrior to a slave is turned,— 
And lost, alas! is that renown 
By sword and lance so hardly earned. 


Oh! how I loved to see that form 
With lance in rest, where foes abound, 
Dash through the battle’s thickest storm, 
While war’s loud clarion echoed round— 
While laurel crowned, &c. 


TOM TURNWELL IS MY NAME. 
(Dibdin.) 
Tom TURNWELL is my name, my boys, 
I'll strike a stroke with any ; 
The trade, that all my time employs 
To get an honest penny, 
It’s good and just as most, you'll find. 
With rubbing-stone, 
And strop and hone, 
I whet the very sharpest steel, 
And cry, the while I turn my wheel, 
Pen-knives, SCisSOrs, 
Cleavers, razors, 
Chopping-knives to grind. 


I’m useful throughout all the town ; 
The smooth and pampered glutton, 
Whene’er to dinner he sits down, 
Can never carve his mutton 
Unless his knife is to his mind. 
With rubbing stone, &c. 


The pretty dame, who sweet can smile, 
Who is for ever smirking, 
And who the minutes can beguile 
With love as well as working, 
Would she her scissars sharpened find. 
With rubbing stone, &c. 


My friend, the barber, o’er the way, 
Who daily lathers many, 
And picks up pretty well each day, 
By shaving for a penny; 
To me his razors are consigned. 
With rubbing stone, &c. 


TO GIVE MY LOVE GOOD MORROW. 
(Thomas Heywood, 1637.) 


PACK, clouds, away, and welcome day, 
With night we banish sorrow ; 

Sweet air, blow soft, mount, larks, aloft, 
To give my love good morrow} 

Wings from the wind to please her mind, 
Notes from the lark [ll borrow ; 

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale, sing, 
To give my love good-morrow : 
To give my love good-morrow, 
Notes from them both I’ll borrow. 


Wake from thy nest, robin redbreast, 
Sing, birds, in every furrow ; 

And, from each hill, let music shrill 
Give my fair love good-morrow : 
Blackbird and thrush, in every bush, 
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow ' 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves, 
Sing my fair love good-morrow ! 

To give my love good-morrow, 
Sing, birds, in every furrow. 


PIPPI OVS - 


MERRY GIPSIES ALL ARE WE. 
A TRIO. 


MERRY gipsies all are we, 
Far from Norwood do we come ; 
Oft, with cheerful song and glee, 
Thus we wander far from home. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


Through the wood and o’er the wild, 
In the darksome night we roam, 
And oft have we the hours beguiled 
With legend-tales we learned at home. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


When the moon hangs overhead, 
And the stars are twinkling higher, 
On the heath, with grouse o’erspread, 
Oft we trim our social fire. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


But, when morning lights the sky, 
Then we rise and haste away ; 
O’er the hills and plains we hie, 
As little birds upon the spray. 
With a fal, lal, la. 


OePLOaID 


AND AN ANGLING WE WILL GO. 
Air—** And a Hunting we will go.” 


ALL in the fragrant dawn of day, 
Ere Phebus spreads his beams, 
The early angler takes his way 
To banks of crystal streams. 
And an angling we will go, will go, will go ; 
And an angling we will go. 
There, on the flow’ry margin placed, 
Behold the finny brood 
Through the transparent fluid haste, 
Darting in quest of food. 
And an angling, &c. 


The skilful angler opes his store, 
Worm, fly, his hook sustains, 
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And quickly spreads the grassy shore 
With spoils, which crown his pains. 
And an angling, &c. 


If some fierce storm in showers descends, 
A grove’s thick shade is near, 
Whose grateful umbrage safe defends 
Till clearer skies appear. 
And an angling, &c. 


There peacefal thoughts his mind engage, 
To noisy scenes unknown, 
Waked by some bard’s instructive page, 
Or serious thoughts his own. 
And an angling, &c. 


Thus, whether field or grove he roams, 
Or by the stream his angle tends, 
Pleasure in new succession comes, 
And rapture never ends. 
And an angling, &c. 


He was right; he thought your nose might warm 
it. La! says Miss Timid, little boy, pull back the 
donkey, or it will take fright at that dirty child, 
and I wouldn’t for the world have a— ' 


Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, 
At sweet little Worthing, I mean, O! 


Then, for Beauty, I declare, 

We have all the ladies fair, 

And they make the place so nice, 

That it looks like Paradise ; 

But they never look so fine, 

So charming and divine, 

As when—Lord, they know where I mean, 0! 

There so gay—smile away ; 
Pay with grace—here’s my place. 
Where’s Sammy ?—Here, mammy. 
Look at Cosey—play up Nosey. 


SPOKEN.] I say, you sir, with the ugly face, 
play up the College Hornpipe. No, give us Rule 
Britannia, that’s fitter for a watering-place. Come, 
sir, I’d thank you not to be kissing my sweetheart, 
I’d thank that gentleman in the gallery, with the 
ragged jacket, to shut his mouth. Who do you call 
a gentleman, sir? I wo’n’t be called names by you 
—I knows how to behave myself with good man- 
ners, and, if you want anything, be quiet, and 
Vl crack your canister. Lud, wife, there’s Mr. 
Suet, the butcher, he looks quite chop-fallen. No 
wonder, for he’s at his last stake, he’s nothing but 
skin and bone, and the man’s sheepish enough to 
fancy that sea-air will futten him up again—but 
he’s a bachelor, and the sooner he goes the better, 
unless he means to take a—_ 


Hey down, ho down, &ec, 


Then, having met so gay, 

We sit and see the play, 

Where we so gaily rest, 

While the actors do their best, 

And I’]l forsake ’em never, 

But applaud ’em if they’re clever, 

And my deary shall weep at the scene, 0: 

Comic things—playhouse rings, 
Actors sigh—ladies cry, 
Lord, how witty—dresses pretty, 
Gad, I swear—they’re quite fair. 


t¢PPOPPLOPO 


LIKE A BEE, STILL I ROVE. 
Air—** Over the Water to Charley.” 


No marriage for me, I’m resolved to live free, 
What’s a wife without plenty of money ? 
Hill, valley, and grove, like a bee, still I rove, 
While I sip from each flow’ret the honey ; 
Enticing Nanette is my mignonette, 
And my cowslip of spring is young Fanny ; 
The bright Rosabelle is my rose of the dell, 
And my heath of the mountain is Nannie. 
Fal de ral, &c. 
Oh, a bachelor’s life is the best, sirs. 


Clorinda the fair, with her golden-wreathed hair, 
Is my woodbine, luxuriously glowing ; 

Still charming my sight, still my joy and delight, 
Evelina, my amaranth blowing : 

Of her beauty so vain, my Carnation is Jane, 
And fair Ellen’s my white-bosomed lily ; 

My wild thyme and rue are young Kitty and Sue; 
Pretty Flora’s my daffodowndilly. 

Sing fal de ral, &c. 


When Phillis I sec, she’s my sweet-scented pea; 
Highland Mary’s my down of the thistle 5 
My crocus so fine is the smart Jaqueline, 
But Rebecca’s an artichoke bristle : 
Resolved to live free, still 1 rove like a bee, 
When my pinion Lucinda I put on, 
While hybla I sip from her innocent lip, 
For a time she’s my bachelor’s button. 
Sing fal de ral, &c. 





SPOKEN.] Dear me, I’m nearly as well pleased 
as ever I was; | hav’n’t felt such satisfaction since 
my first wife died. Satisfaction, sir! why shouldn't 
you be satisfied, the manager spares no expense, 
the performers spare no trouble, and, though you 
don’t hear Kemble, Kean, or Catalani, I trust 
you behold, with a smiling countenance, a little 
school that the first heroes of Thespian fame would 
never think unworthy of them; for, to this day, 
they think with pleasure of — 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 


GSPIPL PLES 


THE DELIGHTS OF WORTHING. 
Air—© Bartlemy Fair.””—( Bryant. ) 


COME, my lovey, get the cash, 
[ mean to cut a flash; 
We’ll be off to Fetter-lane, 
And to Worthing go again, 
Where the sea, so wide and grand, 
Runs away from off the strand, 
And the donkeys crowd the Steyne, O! 
Bless my life—look’ee, wife, 
Mr. Brittle—Mrs. Twittle ; 
How do ?—How are you? 
Oh, dear!—weather queer. 
SPOKEN.] Ay, very queer! it don’t agree with 
my wife, it makes her mumpish and ill-humoured 
—nobody can look at her without pouting. Ay, 
Alderman, now you are troubled a little by ill- 
humours, yet I defy anybody to gaze upon you 
without grinning. Do you believe it, my friend 
Pun-all and I were going to bathe yesterday, and 
he would insist upon my going into the water first. 


In the Libraries, so neat, 

The gents and ladies meet, 

Where, to pass the time away, 

They read novel, farce, or play, 

Then embrace the flowing tide, 

Or enjoy the fragrant ride, 

While many other pleasures intervene, O! 

Summer’s grace dies apace ; 
Coach is taken—beach forsaken ; 
Off they fly—to London hie 
Till winter o’er—then, once more, 


SPOKEN.] Old and young start to secure places 
at the coach-office. Office-keeper, you must only 
charge one fare for my husband and grandfather, 
beeause they are so little. Yes, ma’am, but if 
they’re little, you’ve something about you very 
great. What’s that? Not your modesty, ma’am. 
( Countryman. ) What do you charge coachman ? 
Fourteen shi'lings for one outside. Then there’s 
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fourteen shillings for me and my wife. What! 
why that’s two! Noa, we spent t’other money 
yesterday to make us one—and now I’ze going to 
Worthing. Ay, where the people always are so 
glad to see their old friends—where they are so 
generous and hospitable—and where they smile to 
hear a— 
Hey down, ho down, &c. 


GLOIPL ILL! 


IF I SWEAR BY THAT EYE, YOU’LL 
ALLOW. 


(T. Moore.) 


IF I swear by that eye, you'll allow 
Its look is so shifting and new, 

That the oath I might take on it now, 
The very next glance would undo. 


Those babies that nestle so sly 

Such different arrows have got, : 
That an oath on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours may be off in a shot. 


Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renews, 
If my constancy wishes to trip, 
I may kiss off the oath when [ choose. 


Or a sigh may disperse from that flower 
The dew and the oath that are there - 

And I’d make a new vow ev’ry hour, 
To lose them so sweetly in air. 


But clear up that heav’n of your brow, 
Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge you my vow, 
And they both must be broken together. 


THE GENERALS OF ENGLAND. 
Air—“ The Chapter of Kings.” —( Upton. ) 


OF a nation of generals, noble and great, 
The muse in her ditty is proud to relate, 
And William, the Norman, a. general bold, 
Stands bright on the list in the records of old. 
Yet, this we can say, sir, 
Each one in his day, sir, 
Were ail of them great in their turn. 


Stout Harry, of Richmond, a general brave, 
Sent General Richard the Third to his grave ;’ . 
For Richard, who seldom was given to yield, 
In fight was done over in Bosworth-Field. 

Yet, this we can say, &c. 


Queen Anne, ever dear as old England’s queen, 

Could boast of her general, gallant Eugene ! 

Prince Ferdinand, he was a general, too, 

And both made the French very oft to look blue. 
Yet, this we can say, &c. 


Then General Marlborough led them a dance, 
Till he lowered the pride of the lilies of France ; 
And if such a thing as a doubt should remain, 
Why, the Battle of Blenheim the truth will ex- 
lain. 
: Yet, this we can say, &c. 


Duke Billy, of Cumberland, (rather too fat,) 

Was a general brave, notwithstanding of that ; 

While General—general—dear is to fame, 

O, the Marquis of Granby, I think was his name. 
Yet, this we can say, &c. 


Then General Wolfe does the catalogue deck, 
Who died, but O, not till he’d taken Quebec ! 
While General Harris gave Tippoo a knock, 
And General Elliott was ‘‘ Cock of the Rock.” 
Yet, this we can say, &c. 


361 


Then General Picton, with General Moore, 
Were heroes like those in the annals of yore ; 
While Wellington, Anglesey, Lynedoch, and Hill, 
Are Generals great and illustrious still! 

Yet, this we can say, sir, 

Each one in his way, sir, 
Were all of them brave in their turn. 


PPOPIE SPR? 


BELOVED OF IRAM! TO THY SILVER 
LUTE. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


BELOVED of Iram! to thy silver lute 
These lines attune—and these to faith impute : 
«© How cheering Hope’s benignant smile— 
How radiant that of Joy! 
How that can all the heart beguile, 
This all the soul employ ! 
Yet sweeter far, beyond degree, 
Are loved Zemira’s smiles to me! 


<< How sweet the blush of Modesty, 
And Gratitude’s high glow! 

What nameless charms can that supply, 
What graces this bestow! 

Yet sweeter far, beyond degree, 

Is loved Zemira’s bloom to me! 


«© How sweet Affection’s yielding sigh, 
Which can the savage soul subdue! 
But yet for sweetness may not vie 
My fond, my constant maid, with you! 
No, sweeter far, beyond degree, 
Are loved Zemira’s smiles to me!” 


GPL IP PD 


PRODIGIOUS. 


WHEN up from boyhood first I grew, 
And Jatin learned to chatter, 
The wise admired, ‘the stupid stared, 
And cried, what is the matter ? 
In lingo this queer guy, it seems, is cursedly fas- 
tidious, ~ 
They thought me fool, I knew them so, now wasn’t 
that 
Prodigious ? 


As domine, a school I kept, 
Of whip I was not sparing, 
I flogged away, the urchins wept, 
Nor thought my gift worth sharing ; 
But older grown, with wicked wit, and malice 
most perfidious, 
Of learning big, they burnt my wig, now wasn’t 
that 
Prodigious ? 


To politics my mind I turned, 
In stocks became a broker, 
But swift away my money flew, 
A prey to each keen joker ;: 
Both bulls and bears assailed my ears, with every 
one insidious, 
Like silly lout, I waddled out, now wasn’t that 
Prodigious? 


Frugality was still my plan, 
Of cash though not a hoarder, 
So twenty-pence a week I paid, 
At Sour Crout’s, as boarder ; 
A worthy man [ found he was, and not at all 
litigious, 
I eat his grub, and paid him, too, now wasn’t 
that 
Prodigious ? 
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But here when such a scene J view, 
With gratitude I’m burning, 
And hope you'll find I’m not behind 
In compliments returning ; 
The prospect now, both high and low, makes 
former objects hideous, 
My thanks I send to each good friend, whose kind- 
ness is 
Prodigious ? 


THE HONEST SAILOR; 
OR, BRAVE MESSMATES AT WAPPING. 
Air—“ Meg of Wapping.” —( Barrett. ) 


INDEED, I must own, they are Christians by 
name, 
And something, too, of my complexion 5 
But do not for this, love, my countrymen blame, 
For with them we have no connexion ; 
For cruel their nature, their actions too mean, 
The helpless to rob is too shocking : 
Now, in England there’s scarcely such things ever 
seen, 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull, I say, 
We scorn such base actions in Wapping. 


So cheer up, my girl, I’ll protect you from | 


harm, 
Let content be no longer a stranger 4 
No Spanish galleon need my charmer alarm, 
For a Briton defies ev’ry danger. 
Then should fate ever throw us in way of a ship, 
Why, to England we’ll instant be hopping, 
Where we’ll open a house, aye, and serve out the 
flip, 
Pull sear, pull away, pull away, pull, I say, 
Among my brave messmates at Wapping. 


THE MERRY MOUNTAINEER. 
SONG AND CHORUS. 
(G. Colman.) 


BROTHER Goatherd, mark you me? 

Pledge me when I drink to thee. 

Let us drain the skins of wine, 

Till our ruby noses shine ; 
Mountain grapes, and mountain cheer, 
Warm the merry mountaineer. 


Let us push the wine about, 
Till the last, last drop is out; 
Then each Spanish man go, 
And dance the fandango ; 
When jigging with lasses, 
How sweet the time passes 3 
When mountain-grapes, and mountain-cheer, 
Have warmed the merry mountaineer. 


Sluggish goatherds, haste away ! 
The drooping cattle mourn your stay. 
Labour till the sloping sun 
Tells you that your work is done ; 

| Then your rough brows with chaplets deck, 
And trimly dance to the rebec. 


Then each Spanish man go, 

And move the fandango ; 

When jigging with lasses, 

How sweet the time passes ; 
When work is done, and mountain-cheer, 
Warms the merry mountaineer. 


CPP LIIIL 
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AND, AS YOU SIGH, OH! PITY ME. 
A RONDEAU. 
(Cobb.) 


On! when the favoured youth you love, 
In whispers, tells his amorous pain > 
And, when his tender passion to reproye, 

Alas! you strive to frown in vain: 


Then, think my heart, so like your own, 
Cannot from Cupid’s wiles keep free , 

For there the tyrant has his throne, _ 
And, as you sigh, oh! pity me. 


Your swain must be, dear aunt, I know, 
Some shepherd piping in the shade: 
I prefer Cupid as a beau, 
With jantee air and smart cockade. 
Oh! when the favoured youth, &c. 


Though you affect a rural swain, 
Yet London love’s the self-same pain. 
Oh! when the favoured youth, &c. 


GPOPOLIP OP? 


THE DASHING YANKEE DOODLE. 
(E. Ball.) . 


My daddy to my mammy said, 
<< Do marry me, my dear miss ;” 
My mammy, blushing, hung her heat, 
And softly sighed, “* Oh, yes.” 
My daddy loved his backer-pipe, 
My mother loved her poodle, 
Till Lappeared a cherry ripe, 
Dear little Yankee doodle. 
Ri tol lol, &c. 


My beauty was so great.and grand, 
To kiss me each would squeeze ; 
My mouth was like a haystack, 
And my lips like buttered peas: 
When breeched, at length, ye gods! how fine ; 
"Tis true, or I’m a noodle, 
They called me, then, the genuine, 
Right charming Yankee doodle. 
- Ri tol lol, &c. 


The most correctest possibly 
Of hofficers I am 5 
Lauks, how the girls all laughs at I, 
And how I laughs at ’em! 
But ’tis my beauty makes of all 
The most completest noodle ; 
They loves me; long, short, large, and small, 
The dashing Yankee doodle. 
Ri tol lol, &e. 


A eaptain milintary deckt, 
Take heed, ye lovely friskers ; 
For werry soon I does expect 
To vear a pair of viskers ; 
But with a tear I now departs, 
Don’t think vot I’m a noodle, 
If I stays here, you’ll lose your hearts, 
Ay, all to Yankee doodle. 
Ri tol lol, &e. 


POL PLOLL FP 


THE CALEDONIAN ADIEU. 
(B. B. W.) 


FAREWELL, dearest Scotia! adieu to thy bowers, 
Gay scenes of my childhood, once lovely and 
fair ; 
When Hope, sweetly smiling, beguiled the glad 
hours, 
As I thoughtlessly roved on the banks of the 
Ayt. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


Farewell, Caledonia! the darling of Nature! 
Long, long shall my mem’ry thy beauties re- 


tain 3 
Shall dwell with fond transport on every loved 
feature, 


The mountaih, the valley, the grove, and the 


plain. 


Thy bold, lofty mountains, which scale the blue 


SKY» 
Thy anit and thy glens, where I often have 
strayed, 
In sweet retrospection shall rise to the eye, 
And Fancy, gay Fancy, the vision shall aid ! 


Though the star of my destiny o’er the wide ocean, 
From friends, home, and country, conducts me 
afar ; 
Yet still Caledonia shall claim my devotion, 
And still will I think of my friends ¢ far awa.’ 


On the banks of the Ganges, or Plata’s broad 
stream, 
As I rove, all unconscious, their beauties among, 
My own dear native Ayr, still my favourite theme, 
Shall engross all my praise, shall awaken my 
song. 


Sweetest stream! on whose banks, in my child- 
hood, oft roaming, 
I rejoiced in the prospects which Hope fondly 
drew 5 
When the music of morning, the silence of gloaming, 
Imparted fresh pleasure, and charmed me anew. 


Oh! blithe were the moments, and canty the hours, 
When the frolics of boyhood could rapture im- 
part ; 
But rapture is vanished, and sorrow o’erpowers, 
And anguish and mis’ry now reign o’er my 
heart. 


- Yet still, Caledonia, my warmest devotion, 
My heart, my affections shall be all thy own , 
Though between us, dear Scotia! may roll the 
wide ocean, 
My vows and my homage are Scotia’s alone. 


PPP LILI 


GIVE ME WOMEN, WAR, AND WINE. 
(Reynolds. ) 


BATTLE first my soul employs; | 
Next comes love, with all its joys, 
And liquor crown my daily toys. 
Give me, then, powers divine ! 
Give me women, war, and wine. 


Battle makes me madly vain ; 
Love steals in and cools the flame ; 
But liquor makes me mad again. 
Give me, then, &c. 


Let me fight, and never fly, 
Let me love, and never sigh, 
Let me drink until I die. 
Give me, then, &c. 


a ae 


THE INDIAN LOVER’S SONG. 


HASTEN, love, the sun hath set, 

And the moon through twilight gleaming, 
On the mosque’s white minaret, 

Now in silver light is streaming. 


All is hushed in soft repose ; 

Silence rests on field and dwelling, 
Save where the bulbul to the rose 

A tale of love is sweetly telling. 
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Stars are glittering in the sky, 
Blest abodes of light and gladness ; 
Oh! my life, that thou and I 
Might quit for them this world of sadness. 


See the fire-fly in the tope, 
Brightly through the darkness shining, 
As the rays, which heavenly hope 
Flashes on the soul repining. 


Then haste, bright treasure of my heart, 
Flowers around, and stars above thee, 
Alone must see us meet and part ; 
Alone must witness how I love thee. 


GPPLIII OD 


THE PLEASURES OF TRAVELLING. 
Air—‘* Bag of Nails.”-—( Barnard de Burgh.) 


Ir pleasure you voud know, then travel by the 
mail, sir, 

There’s nothing half so full of fun, however folks 
may rail, sir, 

You must be wery wenturesume, if knowledge 
you'd be gaining ; 

Then try, and you'll allow it’s wastly entertaining. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


There’s big and little, short and tall, the squire 
and the farmer, 

And you may be quite cosey with some sweet be- 
witching charmer ; 

With tinkers, tailors, aldermen, quack-doctors, 
gin or thief, sir, 

All tightly squeedged together as close as potted 
“beef, sir. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


When to breakfast we alight, if you should be 
sharp set, sir, ~ 

Pray don’t you be wery nice, but eat what you 
can get, sir; alate 

They kick up such a rumpus with the coffee-pots 
and kettles, 

That, if you don’t look wery sharp, you'll never 


get no wictuals. 
Tol Jol de rol, &c. 


Thus we gaily dash along, nor care about the wet, 
sir, 

And as we scamper down a hill, vhy ve may get 
upset, sir ; 

But do not you be timbersome, for, if your neck 
you break, sir, 

With pleasure I vill undertake to find an under- 


taker. 
Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then banish all your fears, and don’t stand shilly 
shally, 

But mount the mail, and push along through wil- 
lage, town, or walley; 

And, if your journey is cut short, to guard you 
from all scoffing, 

I’ll send you home quite snug in a patent iron 
coffin. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 


OROIP LPO? 


THE LAND, THE LOVED LAND OF OUR 
BIRTH. 


(H. B. Code.) 


How dear is our own native land, 
And dear the affections it yields, 
When, sportive, the infantine hand 
Culls the flow’rets of spring in her fields. 
Or when, in the proud flush of youth, 
We joy in the vigour of May, 
Exchange the fond pledges of truth 
While love and gay hope light our way, 
Still dear is that spot upon earth, 
The land, the loved land of our birth. 
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Or when, in the autumn of life, 
The fruits of affection around, 
Or in the sad perils of strife, 
When war’s dread alarms resound ; 
Or when the bleak winter of years 
Arrests the heart’s blood in its flow, 
Our country the chilled bosom cheers, 
And bids our faint embers to glow. 
Still dear is that spot, &c. 


PPP PLL EF 


E’EN LET ME BE MAD,—JUST AS MAD 
AS THE REST. 


(Prince Hoare. ) 


THE pleasures of life are in madness, no doubt, 
And where all agreed are who would be left out ? 
Then, if *tis confest 
That our reason’s a jest, 
E’en let me be mad,—just as mad as the rest. 


- The jolly gay soul, to the bottle a friend, 
Declares ’tis a med’cine all sorrow to end ; 

If troubled and crossed, 

How the bumpers are tossed, 
But his joy’s not complete till his senses are lost. 


The soldier, who scorns from his station to fly, 
Would madly take leave of a leg or an eye ; 
If honour he gains, 
He is paid for his pains, 
And his bliss is achieved if he parts with his 
brains. 


Wits, poets, and statesmen are happy, no doubt, 
Because they’re too mad to know what they’re 
about ; 
Then, since ’tis confest 
That our reason’s a jest, 
E’en let me be mad,—just as mad as the rest. 


OP LPPLPL IP 


DESTRUCTION WAITS THE TREMBLING 
HARE. 


BRIGHT Pheebus decks the vaulted sky, 
And gilds the grey-eyed morn, 

The lark ascends his flight on high, 
And quits the waving corn ; 

Yoix, yoix, tantivy, fills the air, 
All nature hails the day! 

Destruction waits the trembling hare ; 
Tantivy, boys, away! 

With hark, huzza, tantara! 
She runs, she runs, don’t spare her, 

Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward ! 
Destruction waits the trembling hare ; 
Tantivy, tantivy, tantara! 


O’er upland hills she bends her course, 
Now turns the mountain’s top, 
Halts, trembles, and, with doubled force, 
Flies, flies, and scorns to stop. 
Yoix, yoix, &c. 


But, ah, poor hare, thy speed is vain! 
She halts—she pants for breath ; 

The dogs draw near to end her pain: 
She’s caught, ‘she’s caught by Death ! 

Yoix, yoix, tantivy fills the air, 
All nature hails the day; 

Destruction kills the trembling hare, 
Tantivy, boys, away! 

With hark, huzza, tantara! 
Now home, now home they bear her; 

Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward! 
Destruction’s killed the trembling hare ; 
Tantivy, tantivy, tantara. 


COPGPIIIPD 
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I AM A CHAIRMAN, MY NAME’S M‘GEE. 
( Dibdin.) 
I AM achairman, my name’s M‘Gee, 
No flower in May was so blithe as me, 
Till that bastard Cupid lodged, in disguise, 
In my Bridget’s two good-looking eyes. 


Arrah, is it you, the urchin cried, 
I’ve a strong bow I have never tried ; 
Like a shellelagh he then chose a dart, 
And what a whack it gave my heart! 


And, since that time, I grunt and sigh, 
And sob and mourn, becase, as why, 

I strive to hate, but am ne’er the nigher, 
By her frosty looks I am all on fire. 


Oh, Bridget, Bridget, ease my pain, 
Or give me back my heart again, 

Or else, in troth, do all I can, 

My partner’ll soon be an odd man. 


PPIPPLOIF 


THE SOUL FIRING! 
INSPIRING! 


(G. Colman, Sen.) 


Love! the soul firing ; 
Love! all inspiring ; 

Now, my fair, 
Nature invites thee to share : 

Joyful advancing, 

See the hours dancing 

On full wing, 
Merrily lead in the spring, 
Winter, sternly retiring ; 
The flowers are springing, 
Birds are a singing, 
On every spray. 


LOVE! 


LOVE! ALL 


See the goats on rocks, 
In the meads the flocks 
Frolic, sport, and play, 
And rejoice in May ; 
Turtles are cooing, 
Sparrows are billing, 
Shepherds are wooing, 
Maidens are willing. 


Spring, with all its treasure, 
Brings no joy to me ; 

Carlos knows no pleasure, 
No delight but thee. 

Mark his tears, 

With his tender caresses, 

Whate’er love expresses. 


Anxious fears, 

And hope without reason, 
And mirth out of season, 
Mixing joy with sadness, 
Speaking sober madness, 
Should some guardian nigh, 
With a jealous eye, 


Watch the amorous swain, 
Then he checks his gladness ; 
But if Fortune, cruel, 
Adds a galling chain, 
Love receives new fuel, 
Tastes delight in pain. 


GLEE PEF 


COMIC MEDLEY. 
Ci Wek) 


WHEN I was a younker, I first was apprenticed, 
Unto a gay barber, so dapper and airy ; 

I next was a carpenter, then turned a dentist, 
Then a tailor, good lord! then apothecary ; 
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But, for this trade or that, 
Why, they all come as pat 
ae 
I sing, I sing in jingling rhymes, sirs, 
In praise of long past good old times, sirs, 
When female servants housework would do, 
And dressed themselves— 
Like our darling original mother, 
Mrs. Eve, who was— 
As tall, and as straight as a poplar-tree, 
With cheeks— 
Like thumping red potatoes, 
Her legs would make any chairman stare— 
For her mouth, which a smile, 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view ; 
Is the bud of the rose, 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearled with— 
Drops of brandy, oh !— 
She had a rolling eye, its fellow it had none, 
Would you know the reason why, it was because 
she had but one ; 
With her winks and blinks, this waddling minx, 
She could not keep her one eye idle, 
O! she leered— 
And stood stock still, I did the same, 
Gazing on her, gazing— 
Till— 
’T was post meridian, half-past four, 
When I, by signal— 
Kisses her genteely, O, 
While, all in tune, the merry pipes struck np— 
Kiss my lady, kiss my lady !— 
And did I heed a hint so sweet, 
_ Oh, yes! for mark the warning— 
Wilt thou say farewell, love, 
And from Rosa part, 
Rosa’s tears will tell, love, 
The anguish of her heart— 
Then, by heavens! I exclaimed, may I perish, 
If ever I plant in that bosom a thorn— 
At dawn I rose with jocund glee—- 
Oh, stay! oh, stay ! 
Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, but, oh! ’tis pain, 
To break its links so soon ; 
Oh, stay! oh, stay! 
Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, but— 
Adieu, adieu, my only life! 
My honour calls me from thee ; 
Rememher thou’rt a soldier’s wife, 
Those tears but ill become thee ;— 
Bravo! bravo! very. well sung, 
Jolly companions every one.— 
Keep your bats on, keep your heads warm, 
A little more grog will do us no harm! 


PSPS LILO 


WHEN CUPIDS LEAVE THE VIRGIN’S 
FACE. 


(Dr. Wolcot.) 


WHEN Cupids leave the virgin’s face, 
That long had made her smiles their home ; 
And saucy wrinkles seize their place, 
Though never once desired to come. 
?Tis vain the killing art to try, 
The golden moments are gone by. 


When jetty locks are turned to grey, ; 
That formed such charms for lover’s hearts ; 
When eyes are dim, and scarce can see, 
That beamed such fires, and threw such darts. 
’Tis vain the killing art, &c. 


Then wedlock, girls, should share your prime, 
And love should meet you with your swain ; 


But should you yield your charms to time, 
He gives you back but sighs again. 
And tells you, with a scornful eye, 
The golden moments are gone by. 


PII PIPP SP? 


THERE IS A CHARM IN ROSY WINE. 


THERE is a charm in rosy wine, 
That wins the glowing mind away 
From dreams of care, the rigid world— 
Then, come, its mandates now obey. 


Raise high the glass, great Bacchus praise, 
Let all bow humbly to his nod ; 

And, if religious you would be, : 
Come, worship here a jolly god. 


And when the night is wearing fast, 
And wet-eyed bottles cease to weep, 

We'll lay upon the ground our length, 
While Bacchus treats us with a sleep. 


PPL I PLE FP 


FOR YOU, MY LOVELY GIRL. 


CoME, pretty Poll, thy tears refrain, 
And, dearest maid, believe 
It wrung my heart with cruel pain, 
To see my charmer grieve : 
Then dry those eyes, and ere I go 
Each anxious fear dispel ; 
And bold I’ll meet my country’s foes A 
For you, my lovely girl. 


A sailor scorns the name of slave, 
And when he’s called to war, 

Will teach the foe what ’tis to brave 
A dauntless, jovial tar ; 

Then bid, my life, those sighs adieu, 
Those lucid tears farewell : 

I fly to conquer, love, for you, 
For you, my lovely girl. 


The signal’s fired—I’m called away, 
’Tis willed that we must part ; 
But though forbid with thee to stay, 4 
I bear thee in my heart: 
Then let not Polly be concerned, 
For Hymen soon shall tell 
Thy sailor’s safe from war returned, 
For you, my lovely girl. 


\Q@Quageadg 4a 


THE BILL-STICKER. 


I’M a bill-sticker, so famous, 
And ev’ry wall around you may tell, 
If you read, that I’m no ignoramus, 
But, if you can’t read, you must spell ; 
And bills, you must own, my employers, 
Long enough in all conscience they send, 
But they’re nothing to tailors and lawyers, 
For their bills have never an end. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


With system I manage my matters, 
By agreement or circumstance led, 
So stick all the bills of famed hatters, 
Over bills of the Saracen’s head ; 
Patent wig-bills, to measure law-knowledge 
On Westminster-hall I imprint, 
And on Warwick-lane physical college, 
Patent coffin-bills serve for a hint. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Like my betters, I thus live in clover, 
By billing lanes, alleys, and streets ; 
For bills are the fashion town over, 
Though I cant say so much for receipts ; 


PaYAy =) 
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My trade ever merrily flits on, 
May billing go merrily, too; 

And the Bill of Rights, drawn by each Briton, 
Be honoured whenever it’s due. 
S Fol de rol, &c. 


GELLPIPGCI FS 


TIME AND BEAUTY. 
Air— Bobbing Joan.” 


We’VE heard our fathers sing 

Time will stay for no man 3 
But a proof I'll bring 

He lingered once for Woman. 
Wisdom scorned the rule, 

Forbidding Time to linger, 
While Folly, like a fool, 

Stood beckoning with her finger ; 
But Wisdom held him not, 

His hand from study trembling ; 
And Folly not a jot 

Enticed him by dissembling. 

We’ve heard, &c. 


Pleasure sought to win 
The heart of Time to riot; 
And Slumber lulled the din, 
To lure him into quiet : 
But Pleasure’s cup in twain, 
Was dashed, amid profusion ; 
While Slumber dreamed in vain, 
And vanished im confusion. 
~ We've heard, &c. 


Now o’er Time’s sullen aight 
Wit was gaily laughing, 
Or, at springs of light, 
Life’s enchantment quaffing ; 
But with the champagne 
Which Wit to Time extended, 
The latter knew that pain 
Was, near the bottom, blended. 
; We’ve heard, &c. 


Youth, in silly pride, 
Hoped to have incensed him, 
Idling by his side, 
Or vainly matched against him ; 
But the course of Time 
By Youth was ne’er impeded— 
’Twou’d task my fairest rhyme, 
To tell what Hope and he did. 
We’ve heard, &c. 


But Beauty that way past, 
Time, upon her Aoneing, 
Was allured at last 
A moment from advancing ;— 
He paused—for as she stepped, 
He heard no echo rising 5 
For Beauty soundless crept, 
To win him by surprising ! 
We’ve heard, &c. 


Love, to crown the cheat, 

Came—but Time was turning— 
Love pursued his feet, 

The looks of Beauty spurning ! 
And since, in Beauty’s clime, 

Those snares are oft in fashion— 
And that pause of Time 

Is called the Rezgn of Passion. 
Our fathers sung in haste, 

Time will stay for no man— 
Time we ne’er can wasie, 

Devoting it to Woman! 


GLI LI IOL 





THE HOME OF MY HEART. 


| THOUGH my eyes, dearest Anna, to others ‘vill 


stray, 
And from thy lovely image depart, 


Believe me, ’tis only a visit they pay, 


For thou art the home of my heart. 


No traitors are they to affections refined, 


No trembling delights they impart, 


Though with friendship they beam, yet to love 


they are blind, 
While thou art the home of my heart. 


Though the arrows of Cupid fly sportively round,, 


I laugh as he shows me his dart; 


For he ne’er can implant in my bosom a wound, 


While thou art the home of my heart. 


Though I follow the footsteps of pleasure’s gay 


throng, 
The witty, the fair, and the smart ; 


Though I join in the jest, in the dance, and the 


. song, 
I sigh for the home of my heart. 


| The beautiful tints which thy features adorn, 


I contrast with the colours of art ; 


And exult that in Nature’s low valley was born 


My Anna, the pride of my heart. 


THE LIFE OF A SOLDIER. 
(T. Dibdin.) 


Now, without 
Any doubt 
You’re about 
To find out, 

If you list to my mode of explaining, 

How Ill keep you all jogging, 
No soul even flogging, 
For that’s the best method of training. 
To all and to each, 
While I preach, 
T shall teach, 
What will make ye genteeler and bolder : 
On my plan, 
A rattan 
Will ne’er fall on a man, 

If his duty he learns like a soldier : 
With a r-r-row de dow whack, 
Shoulder arms in a crack, 

Expert and alert like a soldier. 
With a row de dow, &c 


When war’s alarms heightening, 
Swords brightening 
Like lightning, 

The enemy charging like thunder : 
Tooth and nail, 

Thick as hail— 
Yet let mercy prevail, 

The moment you find him knock under ; 
And spare all those Turks’ lives, 
Who have married four wives ; 

The cause—if ye want to be told here— 
Four widows wou’d need 
Consolation, indeed, 

Unless pitied by each gallant soldier. 
Then row de dow whack, 

Shoulder arms in a crack— 
No life’s like the life of a soldier. 
Then row de dow, &c. 


You must march, 
Though heat parch, 
Or cold pinch, stiff and starch, 
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In search of the foe till you find him ; 
From each place, 
In disgrace 
Be, he’ll ne’er show his face, 
Except when he’s looking behind him! 
In war, line the trenches, 
In peace, love the wenches, 
They’ll make ye politer and bolder : 
Your duty 
To beauty 
Neglect, and I’ll shoot ye— 
Who loves not the fair, is no soldier. 
Then row de dow whack, 
Present arms in a crack, 
For beauty’s the pride of a soldier! 
Then row de dow, &c. 


PPIOCLAIF 


THINK NOT, DEAREST, THOUGH MY 
LOVE. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


THINK not, dearest, though my love 
Has little show of seeming, 

That I the less that love can prove 
A love worth thy esteeming. 


Think not that loxe, which doth appear 
So full of passion’s feeling, 

The truest, and the most sincere ; 
There’s love that’s past revealing. 


Then though it scorns the general view, 
My love’s worth thy approving ; 

Ah, not in words, in feeling true, 
That love is truly loving. 


PLP LILOP 


THE LONGER I DANCE, THE BETTER 
I REEL. 


You put me in mind of a pantomime play, 
Where a story is told by mere motion ; 
If you’ll show me the method, I’ll joi in the 

hay, 
’Gad, I think it a very good notion ! 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


What is’t you mean now? Oh! what, take t’other 
drop; 
You say right, "faith, I second the motion! 
And now, if you please, we will have t’other 
hop, 
For, egad, it suits well with my notion ‘ 
Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


As [ empty the bottle, the lighter I feel, 

_ So permit me to take t’other potion ; 

The longer I dance, why the better I reel, 
Faith, I’ve got the perpetual motion ! 


Fal, lal, lal, &c. 


a GIGPILIF 


THE COT IN YONDER VALE. 
(Male.) 


DIANA, goddess, chaste, arise, 
Haste, haste, illume the sombre skies, 
And silver o’er the scene ; 
Ye twinkling stars, shoot forth your heads, 
Rest, ye loud waters, in your beds, 
Ye winds become serene ; 
Gay zephyrs perfume sweets exhale, 
Around the cot in yonder vale. 


This cot is twined with ivy round, 
With woodbines’ sweetest blossoms crowned, 
And Nature’s choicest store ; 
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But, ah! within that cot there dwells, 
What all her work by far excels, 

A maid whom all adore ! 
The theme of every shepherd’s tale 
Lives in the cot in yonder vale. 


How swift the rapt’rous moments fly, 

How soon the dawn of morn is nigh, 
When seated by her side ; 

I fondly gaze the time away, 

And beg she’ll name the happy day 
When she’ll become my bride? 

But Hymen soon shall close the tale, 

In that sweet cot in yonder vale. 


PaLL IPL 


WHEN WE SAILORS, LAD, FIRST PUT 
TO SEA. 


( Birch. ) 


WHEN we sailors, lad, first put to sea, 

Our cares are abaft, and our hearts full of glee ; 
Though the point she shift, let the gale but blow, 
Then cheerily and merrily, my boys, we go. 


Now reefed we scud—now waves o’crwhelm, 
Now she heels—now right to her with helm ; 
With her tackling trim, and her timbers tight, 
In a squall, or a breeze—’tis the tars delight. 


Now at anchor riding, blithe and gay 3 
Why we foot it, lad, or booze it away ; 
Now the breeze is fresh, our canvass full, 
So we’re off again, and never dull. 
When we sailors, lad, &c. 


GRPLPII FS 


THINKS I TO MYSELF THINKS I. 


THINKS I to myself thinks I, 
I see no reason why 
The devil should pause 
To sharpen his claws, 
Thinks I to myself thinks I. 


Thinks I to myself thinks I, 

Those parsons are devilish sly, 

To shun him they preach, 

While they suck like a leach, 
Thinks I to myself thinks I. 


Thinks I to myself thinks I, 
Let knaves my song decry ; 
T’ll keep from the paw 
Of physic and law, 
Thinks 1 to myself thinks I. 


Thinks I to myself thinks I, 
Let none their aid deny, 
Nor leave their own work 
For a devil or Turk, 
Thinks I to myself thinks [, 


Thinks I to myself thinks I, 
State jugglers now good by ; 
No longer will slaves 
Be governed by knaves, 
Thinks I to myself thinks I. 


PLE LCPP PP? 


MILK, PRETTY MAIDS, ANY MILK 
BELOW. 


THOUGH neither in silks nor in satins I’m seen, 
My garb, if but homely, is wholesome and clean’ 
An apron of blue, with a plain russet gown, 

And spotted silk handkerchief, all are my own: 
For which, with the fruits of my labour I pay, 
And that is much more than my betters can say. 
Still trudging at morn and at eve to and fro, 
With milk, pretty maids, any milk below. 
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Tell me not of bondage, ’tis all a mere joke, 

1’m never more happy than under a yoke ; 

In which I as fairly can manage my pails, 

As e’er Madam Justice could balance her’scales. 
Go things how they will, I’ve the proverb in view, 
In dealing with all, give the devil his due: 

And, blithe as a lark, while I trudge to and fro, 
Keep still crying,—milk! any milk below. 
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The statesman, the doctor, the lawyer in silk, 

The bishop in lawn, are but dealers in milk ; 

While one milks his patient, and drains him of 
health, 

Another his client can milk of his wealth; 

While one has the national dairy to call, 

The church t’other milks without preaching at all. 

Through life, then, [ll merrily trudge to and fro, 

And still cry my milk, any milk below. 


GILPPLIF 


WELCOME MIRTH AND FESTIVE SONG. 


HENCE, far hence, corroding Care, 
Envy foul, and black Despair : 
Hence be banished every pain, 
Looks demure, and cold disdain. 


Welcome mirth and festive song, 
Welcome all thy jocund throng ; 
Be thou, and only thou, our guide, 
Ey’ry gloomy thought deride. 


Blithesome let us sing and play 
All the gladsome, livelong day: 
Life was formed for joy and love, 
Emblem of the state above. 


Fill, then, fill the flowing glass, 
Cheerful let the goblet pass ; 

While the sprightly health goes round, 
Let the jovial rebecs sound. 


Happy, truly happy he, 
Ever tranquil, ever free, 
Who enjoys a state so blest, 
By nor cares or fears distrest. 


POPP POIIS 


SHEELAGH’S WEDDING; 
OR, ST. PATRICK’S DAY. 
Air— St. Patrick’s Day in the Morning. 
(Upton. ) ; 


Ocu, I sing of a wedding, and that at Dunleary, 
And a wedding’s no time to be moping and dreary, 
Soa wedding took place between Pat and his deary, 
Who long had at Cupid been frowning ; 
But, at length, d’ye see, they resolved to be tied, 
Paddy Shannon the bridegroom, and Sheelah the 
bride ; 
For, d’ye mind, after that, 
Whispers Sheelah to Pat, 
Arrah, dear, how I blush! but I may have a 
baby ; 
And then, love, says she, 
Och, how happy we'll be 
On St. Patrick’s day in the morning. 


Well, the time being settled, to church they were 


carried, 

With some more lads and lasses, to see the pair 
married, 

Who vowed that too long from the parson they 
tarried, 


For who would such sweet things be scorning ; 
Then, at church, arrah, yes, you may fancy them 
there, 
Sure the priest tied them fast, you may very well 
swear; 
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And, when it was done, 
Och, what laughing and fun 
Took place about something and throwing the 
stocking 5 
While the blithe boys and girls 
Talked of ringing the bells 
On St. Patrick’s day in the morning. 


Now at home, safe and snug, and the wedding- 
day over, 
Sure the bride and the bridegroom were both left 
in clover, 
Which Paddy so pleased, that, hereafter, a rover, 
Och, he swore he should ever be scorning ; 
For Paddy, d’ye see, was so fond of his wife 
That he vowed they’d be cozy and loving for life, 
While so frisky they’d sing, 
Summer, winter, and spring ; 
Arrah, would they, hecase, in nine months, or 
about it, 
Why, a sweet little Pat 
May squall out, and all that, 
On St. Patrick’s day in the morning. 


GPLPE PIP PR 


THE RICHMOND PRIMROSE GIRL. 


NEAR bowery Richmond, Thames’s pride, 
Dwelt Ellen, when her father died: 

One snowy night he lost his way, 

And never more beheld the day ; 

Two infant boys around her mother clung, 
And kindred grief the heart of Ellen wrung. 


Upon the earth her eyes she threw, 
The flow’rets wild before her grew ; 
Those gifts, by bounteous nature spread, 
She gathered, to procure them bread, 
And through the hollow sounding streets, 
By few relieved, but jeered by many, 
Her cry each morning she repeats, 
Primroses, primroses, primroses, two bunches 
a penny, 
Primroses, two bunches a penny. 


Her pensive way I’ve seen her keep, 
With anxious step from door to door, 
And oft I’ve turned aside to weep, 
And mourned that fortune made me poor 5 
Ere early light adorns the sky, 
She roves the heath and valley fenny, 
And towards proud London hastes to cry— 
Primroses, primroses, primroses, two bunches 
a-penny, 
Primroses, two bunches a-penny. 


PRI ELIE? 


AS WE GOATHERDS TRUDGE ALONG. 
(G. Colman.) 


AS we goatherds trudge along, 

O’er the mountain bleak and brown, 
Merrily we troll the song, 

Till we reach the distant town. 


With scrip, and wine, that sparkling smiles, 
The dreary journey each beguiles ; 
Through cold and heat, through sun, through snow, - 
We sing, to market as we go. 3 
As we goatherds, &c. 


And each, a female by his side, 
(Wedded wife, or wished-for bride, ) 
Cheerily descends the dale, 
Whispering soft a true-love tale. 
As we goatherds, &c. 


Blest be every faithful pair! 
May no rigid sire’s control, 
In the bosem of the fair, 
The pure emotions of the soul ! 
Thus we goatherds, &c. 
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Yet angels men will see, in those dear forms they weds 
What angels those must be, who crack a husband’s head ! 


Oh ! ’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love. 





OH! ’TIS LOVE! 
On! ’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love, 
That makes the world go round 3 
Ev’ry day, beneath his sway, 
Fools, old and young, abound ; 
Love often turns young ladies’ brains, 
At which mamma will scold, 
So, in revenge, Love thinks it fair 
To shoot sometimes the old ; 
With love some folks go mad, 
’Tis love makes some quite thin, 
Some find themselves so bad, 
The sea they must jump in. 
Oh! ’tis love, &c. 
Love rules alike, both high and low, 
Great people, and the small ; 
Excepting, always, married pairs, 
Which love can’t rule at all. 
Yet angels men will see, 
In those dear forms they wed ; 
What angels those must be, ... 
Who crack a husband’s head! 
Oh! ’tis love, &c. 
{n all your letters filled with love 
_ Take care no vows appear ; 
For if they ever go to court, 
You'll look a little queer: 
Not Hymen’s court, I mean, 
With blooming Loves and Graces ; 
But where, instead, are seen, 
Long wigs, and longer faces. 
Oh! ’tis love, &c. 
Then, why should lovers ever pine, 
For any fair they see? 
If twenty-one your suit decline, 
Still sizty may agree ; 
Though younger maidens jeer; 
And say this choice is wrong, 
One consolation’s clear, 
She can’t live very long! 
Oh! ’tis love, &c. 
80—VOL, III. 


WHILE RICHARD’S SPIRITS LANGUISH. 
( Beazley.) 


WHILE Richard’s spirits languish 
On the couch of pain, 
To soothe the monarch’s anguish, 
Let us touch the strain 
To sounds of peace! 


When Richard’s armour glances 
Across the Paynim field, 
Amidst a thousand lances, 
All to his must yield, 
In deeds of war! 


Where’er the blood flows free’st, 
There Richard’s banners float ; 
There deeds of arms thon see’st, 
To wake the minstrel’s note 
To sounds of war' 


Streesrio 


‘TWAS A GLORIOUS ELECTION,—SUCH 
BROW-BEATING AND BOTHER. 


(Devy.) 
Longhead and Loggerhead opposed one another ; 
"Twas a glorious election,—such brow-beating and 
bother ; 
’T was hard to say which had the strongest preten- 
sions : 
Longhead had the sense, 
But Loggerhead the pence ; 
Their consciences were both of the usual dimen- 
sions. 
Such an orator was Longhead, 
It required a very strong head 
To make out one-half of his meaning ; 
When he talked of ins and outs, 
I had always my doubts, 
To which of the two he was leaning. 
He harangued about the nation, 
Reformation, and salvation! 
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Swore his lamb-like electors, 
Had wolves for protectors, 
Till they all stretched their mouths, being touched 
to the core, 
And they next stretched their hands, but they 
touched nothing more. 
All that Longhead said 
Was addressed to the head ; 
He didn’t understand 
How to reason with the hand. 
So they praised him for a genius of marvellous 
note, 
But the devil a one of ’em.gave him a vote. 


Now Loggerhead seemed in a pitiful case, 

When opposed to this wonderful master of 
speech, - ; 

Poor Loggy, indeed, carried fool in his face, 


And as soon, could, have flown, as palaver or | 


preach : 
But he had a certain rhetorical twist, 
Not of tickling of the ear, but of tickling of the fist. 
’Twas a knack full of logic, persuasion, and grace, 
And he learned it of one Mr. Henry Hase. 
He made no botheration 
?Bout the nation and salvation ! 
But he gave a private lecture 
To every elector. 
Honest souls! past.a doubt, they found Loggerhead 
glib, 


He changed, with a conjuror’s presto, their notes. | 


They that once called him blockhead, just fit for a 
bib 
Now clenched his proposals, and gave him their 
votes. : 
Then why talk of learning and wit at command ? 
As if a rich booby could ever be dull ; 
Sense in the head isn’t cash in the hand, 
But cash in the hand will put sense in the skull. 


CPPL IGF HP 


ADOWN, ADOWN THE HILLS W®’LL GO. 
(Upton. ) 


ApDOWN, adown the hills we’ll go, 

Where daisies spring and roses blow 3 

And there, beneath the hawthorn shade, 
Where first you called me “ pretty maid,” 
We'll sit, unseen, or gently stray, 

And chat, my love, the hours away. 


Adown, adown in yonder vale, 

We’ll breathe the tender heart-fraught tale , 
And there, where no rude feet have pressed, 
Subdue each troubled thought to rest : 

Or, arm-in-arm, endearing, stray, 

And chat, my love, the hours away. 


Adown, adown the hills we’ll hie, 

For fast the life-winged minutes fly! 

And, while the bird of evening’s song 
Cries, “‘ Come, fond loves, come along :” 
O! there, unseen, we’ll gently stray, 

And chat, my love, the hours away. 


GOPI FS FIF 


THE GAMESTER. 


You must have heard tell of a gamester, one 
Beverley, 
(His story is said to be sung by the bards,) 
Who was cleaned out of cash by his dear friend so 
cleverly, 
Shuffling his creditors, shuffling his cards ; 
But, ai have not, why, I may as well sing of 
im, 
The story was talked of at least for a day, 
When the town was tongue-tired, and could no 
more ring of him, 
And turned to its tea-cup, and he to his clay. 
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Dan Stukely was one man, but wearing two faces, 
sir, 
One served for himself, and the next for his 
friend ; 
He drew the right cards, and he threw the sure 
aces, Sir, 
And, one way or other, he hid his own end ; 
And often he took Mr. B. to a stranger house 
Than he had e’er seen, by men-devils called 
hell, 
Where he threw away luck till his. fortunes were 
dangerous, 
But his friend pushed: him on, and. his friend 
loved him well, 


Soon his purse and his pocket were empty of rhino: 


well, 
He pledged him his honour, and pawned his 
estate ; 
But these went after those in. a shake, sir, as I 
know well, ) 
Then he rubbed: down his wig, and he rubbed 
up his plate : : 
This soon melted down, sir, and. nothing was left 
to him, : 
But the diamonds his.wife lovedmuch more than 
his eyes ; < 
He bullied her long, but her ear-rings were deaf 
to him, € 
But woman is weak, and he shook her with 
sighs. 


«€ You will think me, sweet wifey, curst hard with 
the cruels, dear, 
To hit you this blow, that will break your fine 
back ; be 
Come, give me no tears, ma’am, but give me the 
jewels, dear, 
And T’ll hold the casket, and you hold your 


clack.” 
Then faster he went than a hackney could crawl 
with him, 
To meet with his Stukely, and, meet, with his 
fate; _ 
«‘ That Stukely’s a rascal, but I’ll have no brawl 
with him ; 
He may break me in pocket—he shall not in 
pate.” 
Now Stukely had watched for him, just as a spider 
waits 


To pounce on a blue-bottle caught in his net ; 
‘* Ha! Bevy, my boy, here’s the cockagee. cider 
waits |”— 
«< I’m sour enough with the losses I’ve met ; 
‘But come, my kind Stukey, Ill have one dry 
bout with you, 
So down with your dice, dear, and down with 
your dust ; 
I’m sour as the cider, but think not I pout with 


you ; 
Oh no, ’tis with Fortune that I am so crust.” 


So the dice-box was brought, and poor Beverley 
threw away 
Diamonds, like pebbles, at duck and at drake, 
Till Fortune, well fledged, gave a flutter and flew 
away, 
And he hadn't a thing but his stick for a stake. 
«* Oh, fool that I was now, the ninny of ninnies, 


sure, 
To throw, at one cast, away horse, house, and 
cart, 
And fling after Fortune wife, jewels, and guineas, 
sure, 
And play out her diamonds, and hold but her 
heart! 
“‘ What'pen, and what poet, and page can record 


ite 
Moral to man, and to me a reproach ? 
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My despair is so deep, if my fate would afford it, 
ha !— 
I would throw my last throw, and jump into—a 
coach.” 
Then he felt in his pockets, but nothing was in 
them now, 
And he thought of his wife, that was forty and 
fat 
And his sister so plump—“ But,” said he, “I 
shall thin them now ;” 
And he felt for their cravings and felt his cravat. 


Sad he mused on his losses whilst fording the gut- 
ter, sir, 
And d d the man link-boy, who called 
him a duke ; 
For the rain it came down, and his shoes ’gan to 
sputter, sir, 
And hadn’t the fare of coach, 
cloak. 
*¢ How hard is my lot, that have rode in my 
chaises, sir, 
To trudge through the street till my toes have 
the cramp ; 
But, when we are poor, we must walk home, by 
Jazes, sir, 
And see that ’tis dark by the light of a lamp.” 





link-boy, or 


But he found his way home, where the rushlight | 


was burning, sir, : 
His toes and his temper quite sore with the 
flags ; 
His wife nates so loud that he felt a strong yearn- 
ing, sir, 
To rouse her, and say she was ruined to rags. 
But he lay by her side still, and partly beside 
himself, - 


And pondered all night ’twixt a pistol'and rope ; | 
A garland she culled fromthe hedges and meads, 


But this was a case that he could not decide him- 
self 
So he bawled up his valet—and called upon 
Hope. 


you clean them with; 
You yesterday cleaned them, but’ I must to- 


: ays 
Put the boots on their feet, arid’ the stuff that you 
sheen them with, 
Set it down by the bed-side, and then go your 
way !” 


Then he drank a deep draught of mixed vitriol and | 


blacking, sir, 
And his facé was as black as his’ boots ina 
trice ; 
Then, kicking his slippers off, sent his soul pack- 
ing, sir, i. aeahs ; 
The victim of vitriol, and Stukely, and dice. 


Mrs. B. waked at twelve, and it gave her a shock, |” 


oh, sirs, 
She had dreamed of black legs, and she sees a 
black face, 
And doubted a breath if her man from Morocco, 
sir, 


Had mistaken his Eve, and had taken B.’s | 


lace 


place. 
Then she bawled for her servants, as they were her | 


debitors, 


And for salt—but the salts were all seized from | 


the shelves, 
For servants, by law, are the first’ paid of credi- 
tors, 
And when they’re unpaid wait on none but 
themselves. 


But, finding her B. dead, then she ’gan a rum- 
maging, 
To see what her sad widow’s jointure would be, 
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But searched all in vain, for she found not a 
Brummagem 
To pay for the baked meats and funeral fee. 
So, since nothing was left her for life but to die 
soon, sir, 


She made up her mind, like a Hindoo, for 
death, 
And drank to the bottom the “ best Warren” poi- 
son, sir, 
And the bottle gave up when she gave up her 
breath. 
MORAL. 
Now, all you bold gamblers, that think you so 
cleverly 


Throw against Fortune, to lose ina trice, 
Remember the black fate and face of poor Bever- 
ley, ; 
And, long as you live, sirs, shun diamonds and 


dice. 
But, if you’re the brave bully-boys born for play- 
ing a 
Rubber with Fortune, ah, play a safe game,— 
Take a cool hand at crib with a friend not betray- 
ing you, 
And save blacking your faces, and blackening 
your fame. 


PPDOLE OL 


POOR MAD MARGERY. 
(Arnold.) 


Au! did you not hear of a poor silly maid, 


Who listened to love, and whose lover betrayed ? 
Who fied far away, to conceal her sad shame, 


‘And who wild in her wits and her manners be- 


came? 
And they called her Poor mad Margery. 


And choice her collection of nettles and weeds: 


But the sweets she neglected, or threw them all 


b 


{ Ys ‘ Z oh : 4 
<< Go, bring me miy'top-bovts, ahd’ thé’ stuff that or she thought she deserved no delight but to die. 


So farewell to Poor mad Margery. 


‘She wandered, forlorn, without guardian or guide, 
To the brink of the flood,’ or the precipice side ; 
_And, though storms howled around her, she heeded 


them not, 


For in thoughts of her shame all her fears’ were 


forgot me ae 
By the hapless Poor mad Margery. 


GILPLOPIE 


BRING THE GENEROUS FLA SK, TO CHEER 


THE WEARY, DROOPING, MULETEER. 
A GLEE. 
(Reynolds. ) 


BRING, bring the generous flask, to cheer 
The wéary, drooping, muleteer! 
Those Alps, whose tops in clouds are lost, 
Since break of morn with toil we'crost : 
O, full of danger is the way! 
The wolf twice marked us for his prey ; 
With sudden swell thé torrent broke, 
The winds with loudést fury spoke! 
Lara, lara; lol—lara, lara, lol. 


O,: bring the generous flask, to cheer’ 
The spirits of the muleteer! 
Bring, too, the flageolet and'tabor, 
To soothe the heart and sweeten labour ; 
The dance thé dullest mind will brighten, 
The foot most weary it will lighten! 
Lara, lara, lol, &c. 


Such joy the ev’ning yet can give, 
The day till twelve at night will last, 
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And when in merriment ’tis past, 

We’ve only one day less to live ; 
Your smiles, ye damsels, too, shall cheer 
The spirits of the muleteer ! 


Lara, lara, lol, &c. 


PIPPIOPSP? 


THE HAWTHORN-BOWER. . 
(John Cunningham.) 


PALEMON, in the hawthorn-bower, 
With fond impatience lay ; 

He counted every anxious hour, 
That stretched the tedious day. 

The rosy dawn Pastora named, 
And vowed that she’d be kind ; 

But, ah! the setting sun proclaimed, 
That women’s vows are—wind. 


The fickle sex the boy defied, 
And swore, in terms profane, 

That beauty, in her brightest pride, 
Might sue to him in vain ; 

When Delia, from the neighb’ring glade, 
Appeared in all her charms, 

Each angry vow Palemon made, 
Was lost in Delia’s arms. 


The lovers had not long reclined, 
Before Pastora came 3; 

‘ Inconstancy,’ she cried, ¢ I find, 
In every heart’s the same ; 

For young Alexis sizhed and prest, 
With such bewitching power, 

I quite forgot the wishing guest, 
That waited in the bower. 


PI LPOOCEP 


THE IRISH PILGRIM. 


FAITH, you must know, I once was born, 
It was near the rock of Cashel, 0; 

My father’s cow, she wore a horn, 
And so did Tony Swatchell, 0! 

Says Father Mooney, ‘ ’Tis a shame, 
That you will still keep doing this, 

You must do penance for the same, 
And I will tell you what it is.” 


Says he, ‘ Oh! be an honest man, 

And have the grace your debts to pay ;’ 
* Yes, sir,’ says I, and off I ran, 

To have with Jane a bit of play; 
Tll-luck the priest upon us sent, 

And up a whilliloo he set ; 
Says I, « A kiss to me she lent, 

And I was paying off the debt.’ 


‘ As on your sin the saints all peept, 
One year, O, wine you must not sup ; 

So in a quart a loaf I steept, 
I did not drink—I eat it up! 

Says he, ¢ Child, walk upon your knees, 
Till from your soul your sin is fled ;” 

© Yes, sir,’ says I, ‘ but, if you pleage, 
It shall be in a strawberry-bed.’ 


He found me out, and swore, in a rage, 


‘ Child, go to Hell, for that’s your doom, 


Except you truff on pilgrimage 
To holy Thomas Becket’s tomb.’ 
Last Lent, came cockles, mighty pat, 
And bread and butter was a treat, 
The cockle-shells stuck on my hat, 
But first the cockles I did eat, 


OPPIP LO? 
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THE WHISPER OF HOPE. 
(Jesse Hammond. ) 
[Music, Blackman, Bridge-street, Borough. ] 


THE silvery moon-beam that brightens the ocean 
Shall serve as a beacon for me ; 
And the whisper of hope, when the winds are in 
motion, 
Shall tell where I parted from thee ; 
And by that soft sigh, 
And the tear in thine eye, 
I’ll send thee a kiss as the gale passes by. 


Then weep not, my love, when you hear the wind 
howling, ‘ 
And billows beat loud on the beach ; 
For the whisper of hope, o’er the wide waters 
rolling, 
May hasten thy bosom to reach 5 
And by that soft sigh, &c. 


GIPIGPLLPP 


THE FINISHED TRAVELLER. 
(Dibdin. ) 


I’VE ranged o’er creation, 
Each climate and nation, 
That knowledge to glean for which travellers 
roam ; 
Yet I found by men’s actions, 
Those manly attractions 
That visit the world are in England, at home. 
For jewels and treasure, 
A store beyond measure, 
From all corners of earth, our wide commerce shall 
draw; 
To prove, while each blessing 
We thus are possessing, 
No nation, like Britain, the sun ever saw. 


As to men, all inherit, 
Some suitable merit, 

In Germany, science, in italy, parts, 
In Portugal, meekness, 

In Spain, fear and weakness, 

In France, they have tongues, and in England 

they’ve hearts ; 
And in manners and features, 
Heaven’s perfectest creatures, 

Who honour, observe, and obey reason’s law 3 
They proclaim their own nation, 
Throughout all creation, 

Most happy and great, that the sun ever saw. 


As to women, sweet faces, 
And exquisite graces, 
To complete that dear race, in each country 
abound ; 
But their heavenly communion, 
In true perfect union, 
No where in the world but in England is found, 
Then be vice of al] nations, 
Like foul exhalations, 
Absorbed in our minds by truth’s lenient law ; 
So our right thus awarded, 
Shall be Englaad recorded, 
The happiest land that the sun ever saw. 


GLPOLP OIL 


THE SLOW-RISING MORN GLADS THE 
TOP OF THE HILL. 


Air—** Bachelor’s Hall.” 


THE slow-rising morn glads the top of the hill, 
And cheers, by its rays, the soft murmuring rill ; 
The tinkling fold salutes the new day, 

And Phebus delights by the beams of his ray 5 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ,; 


The cock’s cheerful voice is the clarion of morn, 

And echo revibrates the huntsman’s sweet horn. 

Hark, the lark—hark, the lark—hark, the lark on 
the spray, 

Her sweet notes wake the sluggard, and welcome 
the day. 


The chimes of the village now waken the clown, 
The ’squire takes his rouse from his soft bed of 
down; 

The hunters start up, each his whip gives a crack, 
Then saddle the horses, unkennel the pack ; 
The musical halloo, the hounds in fall cry, 
We ferret out puss—for the victim must die 5 
While the thrush on the bush, in concert unites, 
And adds to the pleasures that crown our de- 

lights. 


The fatigues of the day lead us home to the 
bowl, 

And festivity’s board smokes for each jovial soul ; 

The bottle we crack, the rich nectar we quaff, 

And mirth and his train bring the jest and the 
laugh ; 

?Till Somnus spreads o’er us his mantle of peace, 

And the nightingale’s notes bids our jollity cease. 

Hark, how sweetly—how sweetly her song cheers 
the night, 

And Luna, delighted, redoubles her light, 


PP PPL IPL 


KATE, OF DOVER. 
(Anderson. ) 


NED FLINT was loved by all the ship, 
Was tender-hearted, bold, and true, 
He’d work his way or drink his flip 
With e’er a seaman in the crew: 
Though Ned had faced his country’s foe, 
And twice had sailed the world all over, 
Had seen his messmates oft Jaid low, 
Yet would he sigh for Kate and Dover. 


Fair was the morn when on the shore 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave, 
Says he, my love, your grief give o’er, 

For Ned can ne’er his Kate deceive! 
Let Fortune smile, or let her frown, 

To you I ne’er will prove a rover, 
All cares in gen’rous flip ll drown, 

And still be true to Kate, of Dover. 


The tow’ring cliffs they bid adieu! 

To brave all dangers on the main, 
When, lo! a sail appeared in view, 

And Ned, with many a tar, was slain: 
Thus Death, who lays each hero low, 

Robbed Kitty of her faithful lover ; 
The tars oft tell the tale of wo, 

And heave a sigh for Kate, of Dover. 


GPPIL LIL? 


SERGEANT CLAWIT, TIMOTHY WICK, 
AND PEGGY. 


CoE, all who have got tender feeling, 
Hear the story of Timothy Wick : 
A tear from your eyes ’twill be stealing, 
If your heart an’t as hard as a brick! 
Mister Timothy had a good trade in 
A village that’s called Kentish Town, 
And he courted a smart city maiden, 
Who consented his wishes to crown. 


Asked in church, now the wedding none dare stop, 
Each day they were growing more sweet, 

When Peggy consented, at Fairlop, 
Her Timothy Wick for to meet. 
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Sergeant Clawit was out a recruiting, 
And he set a hawk’s eye upon Tim, 

For he thought him a fine mark for shooting, 
So tall, so genteel, and so slim! 

























Cried the sergeant, ‘‘ my lad, you’re a hero, 
And love both your king and your lass; 
What d’ye say to a little good cheer-o? 
Here, waiter, a bottle and glass!” 
Now with sorrow my story is twisted, 
Our prudence it oftentimes slacks, 
Tim got tipsy—and then got enlisted, 
And was sent off to lather the Blacks ! 


His sweetheart with grief had a short fight, 
Peter Clack saw her home the next day, 
Woo’d a week, and got wed in a fortnight, 
And the week after that ran away! 
Then, ye lovers, this tale have before ye, 
And for liquor forsake not your lass, 
But, rememb’ring poor Timothy’s story, 
Cork the bottle, and then break the glass. 


POEL IFIP 


LIVE LIKE FREEMASONS, YOUR LIVES 
TO AMEND. 


THE curious vulgar could never devise 

What social Freemasons so highly do prize ; 
No human conjecture, no study in schools, 
Such fruitless attempts are the actions of fools. 


Sublime are our maxims, our plan from above, 
Old as the creation, cemented with love 5 

To promote all the virtues adorning man’s life, 
Subduing our passions, preventing all strife. 


Pursue, my dear brethren, embrace, with great 
care, 

A system adapted our actions to square, 

Whose origin clearly appeareth divine, 

Observe how its precepts to virtue incline. 


The secrets of Nature King Solomon knew, 
The names of all trees in the forest that grew, 
Architecture his study, Freemasons’ sole guide, 
Thus finished his temple, antiquity’s pride. 


True ancient Freemasons our arts did conceal, 

Their hearts were sincere and not prone to reveal ; 

Here’s the widow’s son’s mem’ry, that mighty 
reat sage 

Who skilfully handled, plum, level, and gauge. 


Toast next our Grand Master, of noble repute, 

No brother presuming his laws to dispute , 

No discord, no faction, our lodge shall divide, 

Here truth, love, and friendship must always 
abide. 


Cease, cease, ye vain rebels, your country’s dis- 
grace, : 
To ravage like Vandals, our arts to deface ; 
Learn, learn to grow loyal, our king to defend, 
And live, like Freemasons, your lives to amend. 


GLPOLI PEF 


THE THREE BEAUS. 
Air—** Mistress Goose.””—(Miss Bryant.) 


I ONCE had three beaus, but now they are gone 5 
Yes, left me to mope and to grieve all alone : 
The first was an old man, as aged as my dad, 
So, says I, go, poor child, for I’m not to be had. 


SPOKEN.] No, indeed, I’ll never marry, to 
nurse old men in their second childhood, with my 
husband puffing at one side of the fire and me 
snuffing at the other, while all the little dirty boys 
in the village will be peeping in at the window, 
calling out— 


Father Punch, Mother Joan, Mrs. Joan 
Daddy Punck . 
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I’d rather lead their apes than be called Mother 
Joan... 


Then came John, he was poor, but a very hand- 
some beau 3 

So I teazed and perplexed him; we all do that, 
you know ; 

But no money in his purse when he asked to wed, 
quite pat, 

Says te ee my dear, how can you think of 
that ? ; ; 


SPOKEN.] Marry, indeed, to see ugly little 
Cupid laughing at us, and flying out of the win- 
dow: no, go and fight for your country, John; 
take arms—make your fortune—and then my arms 
will be always ready to receive you, and the peo- 
ple will then say there goes 


Captain John, Lady John, Mister John, 
Mistress John 5 
Oh, how pretty it will be to be called Lady John. 


John went for a soldier, and Robin soon came, 

He was rich as a Jew, and my heart was in a 
flame ; 

At last, too, I gained him: we married one day, 

But, oh, my sad tale, for the next he ran away. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, and now even Old Darby laughs 
at me, and had the impudence to say that Robin 
made a Judy of me after all. 


first battle, 


And now I am the sport of every one, 
All forlorn, quite forlorn, &c. 
I wish I took Old Darby, I shouldn’t be forlorn. 


POP LP? IP LOL 


SWEET SEDUCER! BLANDLY SMILING. 
(T. Moore.) 


SWEET seducer! blandly smiling ; 
Charming still, and still beguiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 
Yet I love thee more than ever! 


Why that little wanton blushing, 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing— 
All is lovely, all entrancing | 


Turn away those lips of blisses— 

I am poisoned by thy kisses! 

Yet, again, ah! turn them to me: 
Ruin’s sweet, when they undo me! 


Oh! be less, be less enchanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when 1’m expiring, 
Gaze awhile without admiring! 


PPPEPIPLPOS 


HOW D’YE DO TOM? 
(Kenney.) 


WuEN I came on the world, without notice or 
name, 

>was my curricle bore me to fashion and fame ; 

My keeping a girl would have got me a wife, 

And my two spanking bays introduced me to 
ife. 

Then while rattling, and dashing, and splashing 
all day, 

Old women I scared, with *« Get out of the way!” 

I’d a nod from all quarters—was ever at home, 


And St. James’s Street echoed with ‘* How d’ye 


do, Tom?” 


But when I was knocked up, and my horses knock- 
ed down, 
Tom Surfeit’s disaster soon ran through the town; 


Poor John I lost | 
entirely, for his dear head was blown off in the | 
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When es 3 my friends, my misfortune to smo- 
ther, 

When I looked at them one way, they all looked 
another. : 

But if rattling, and dashing, and splashing away, 

Again I recover, and blaze into day, 

How their necks will relax, and their mem’ries 
come home, 

And my ears again ring, with their ‘‘ How d’ye 
do, Tom?” . 


GLEPLPPOLP? 


NOW WESTLIN WINDS, AND 
SLAUGHTERING GUNS. 


(Burns.) 


Now westlin winds and slaught’ring guns, 
Bring Autumn’s pleasant weather ; 

The moorcock springs on whirring wings, 
Among the blooming heather : 

Now, waving grain, wide o’er the plain, 
Delights the weary farmer; 

And the moon shines bright when I rove at 

night, 

To muse upon my charmer. 

The partridge loves the fruitful fells, 
The plover loves the mountains ; 

The woodcock hunts the lonely dells, 
The soaring hern the fountains ; 


| Through lofty groves the cushat roves, 


The path of man to shun it; 


j The hazel-bush o’erhangs the thrush, 


The spreading thorn the linnet. 


| Thus, ey’ry kind their pleasure find, 


The savage, aud the tender; 

Some social join, and leagues combine, 
Some solitary wander: 

Avaunt, away! the cruel sway, 
Tyrannic man’s dominion ; 


| The sportsman’s joy, the murd’ring cry, 


The flutt’ring, gory pinion ! 


| But Peggy dear, the eyening’s clear, 


Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 


| The sky is blue, the fields in view, 


All-fading green and yellow. 
Come, let us stray our gladsome way, 
And view the charms of nature ; 


| The rustling corn, the fruited thorn, 


And every happy creature. 


We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 
Till the silent moon shines clearly ; 
ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 
Swear, how I love thee dearly ! 
Not vernal showers to budding flow’rs, 
Not autumn to the farmer, 
So dear can be, as thou to me, 
My fair, my lovely charmer! 


GPPPGOPED 


THE JEW. 
Air—‘‘ In the Dead of the Night.” 


’TWas the top of the morning, so pleasant and 
clear, 

I vash crying old closhes, ven my love did ap- 
pear; : 

Her sweet tawny beauties vash tempting to view, 

Says I, pretty Mistress Solomons, how vash you 
do? 


I vash cheaply then purchase a smile from my 
dear 

And vash ‘whisper my wishes quite loud to her 
ear 3 
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Says I, pretty Mistress Solomons, we both are un-' 


done, 
If old Rabbi Abrahams don’t make us two one. 


The bargain vash struck without more delay, 
And pretty Mistress Solomons vash made Mor- 


decai ; 

All Duke’s Place resounded with laughter and 
lee 

And pretty little smouches soon danced on our 
knee. ~ 


PLPPIaSF 


THE TIPPLING DEITIES. 
Air—** Bow, wow, wow.” 


ATTEND, gentle sirs, to a sonnetteer terrestrial, 
Who sings something new about matters cele- 
stial ; 


*Tis all by way of joke, and he, therefore, hopes | 


no sin it is, 
To meddle with the private tricks of fuddling di- 
vinities. 
Bow, wow, wow, fal, lal, de riddle, lal, bow, 
wow, wow, 


Quidnunc historians, and Grecian poets tell us, 

These high-seated deities are mighty sober fel- 
lows, 

There is not one among them all, within heav’n’s 
portals, 

Who does not love to drink as well as we jolly 
mortals. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


’Twould do you good to peep, when these folks are 
merry-making, 
To see how very kindly each his bumper is tak- 


ing 5 
Till J one athe mighty chairman, nods, and Phe- 
bus falls a-snoring, 
And Momus, with his laughing crew, some merry 
catch are roaring. ; 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. » 


Old Vulcan quits the forge, gives the Cyclops a 
holiday, 

And brightens up his smutty face, in heaven to 
spend a jolly day ; 

While Mercury, with feathered foot, alights amid 
the quorum, 

His famed caduceus lays aside, to push about the 
jorum. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Though Bacchus’ vineyards swim with wine, it 
never satisfies him, 

To ev’ry private boozing-match, this prince of 
topers hies him 5 

His lusty sides with nectar lined, ripe grapes his 
brows adorning, 

And thus brimful goes reeling home, as ruddy as 
the morning. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Old tawny Pan forsakes his bowers, hung round 
with hazel-branches, 

And snugly, ’mong these jolly souls, sits down his 
shaggy haunches ; 

And Neptune, too,. goes dripping wet to take a 
cheering potion, 

Which cures his godship of the colds he catches in 
the ocean. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


The goddesses themselves, too, with all their 
mighty merits, 

Love a little drop of cordial, now and then, to raise 
their spirits, 
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Which makes their pretty faces glow, and look more 
red and rosier, 
Than if they tippled nothing else but simple am- 
brosia. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Among the rest, there’s heaven’s queen will tipple ~ 
late and early, 

And when her husband Jove’s from home, she’s 
sober very rarely ; 

She has taught it all the household, too, and e’en 
the maids of honour, 

Are come to such a pass, that they—will take it in 
a corner. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


| The fairest in Heav’n, to whom Paris gave the 


pippin, 

Like the other ladies of the sky, will sometimes be 
sipping ; 

And nectar is the substitute for scents and per- 
fumed waters, 

Which keeps her still the loveliest of all heaven’s 
daughters. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


That arch mischievous urchin, who plagues poor 
lads and lasses, 

Has got the knack of draining his mother’s bowls 
and glasses ; ' 

And when the little rascal has too large a dose 
been taking, 

He madly throws his arrows round, to set men’s 
hearts a-aching. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Miss Dian, too, that huntress good, her morning- 
bumper swallows, 

Before that she the bounding stag through hea- 
ven’s forest follows ; 

By help of this, though long the chase, her lady- 
ship ne’er tires, 

But bravely leads her shouting maids through 
brambles, bush, and briars. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


In the cue below his infernal highness re- 
vels, 

And boozes, ’till he’s blind, with a set of merry 
devils ; ile 

Chief Baron Minos leaves the bench to some 
learned locum-tenens, 

While he the bowl and bottle tries, and many a 
flagon condemns. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Here are all sorts of spirits, in these dwellings dark 
and dreary, 

Ghosts, goblins, and phantoms, who tipple till 
they’re cheery ; ; 

And Charon, Pluto’s waterman, will get so cherry- 
merry, 

That he sometimes cannot find his way across the 
Stygian ferry. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


I think I’ve brought you proof enough, and pre- 
cedent to show, sir, 
They drink as much above stairs, as we do below, 


sir ; 
Well, let them drink, though I’m not there, I’ 
ne’er repine or murmur, 
While I can meet such friends as you below on 
terra firma. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 
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LOVE HAS STILL SOMETHING OF THE 


SEA. 
(Sir Charles Sedley, 1665.) 


LOVE has still something of the sea, 
From whence his mother rose : 

No time his slaves from doubt can free, 
Nor give their thoughts repose. 


They are becalmed in clearest days, 
And in rough weather tost, 

They wither under cold delays, 
Or are in tempests lost. 


One while they seem to touch the port, 
Then straight into the main, 

Some angry wind, in cruel sport, 
The vessel drives again. 


At first, disdain and pride they fear, 
Which, if they chance to ’scape, 

Rivals and falsehood soon appear 
In a more dreadful shape. 


By such degrees to joy they come, 
And are so long withstood, 

So slowly they receive the sum, 
It hardly does them good. 


*Tis cruel to prolong a pain, 
And to defer a joy, 

Believe me, gentle Celemene, 
Offends the winged boy. 


A hundred thousand oaths your fears, 
Perhaps, would not remove ; 

And, if I gazed a thousand years, 
I could no deeper love. 


PLPPPEP QS 


JOLLY HAB, THE MILLER, 
(T. Dibdin.) 


I’M jolly Hab, the miller, 
Wi’ heart frae canker free ; 
And just as good a man ; 
As a miller weel can be; 
For while I dip my mouter dish 
Tntill a neighbour’s sack, 
Like ither folk, I fill my poke 
By working 9’ the clack. 


Observe the cunning lawyer, 
He follows the same plan, 
Set anes his clack a gate, sirs, 
He’ll grind whate’er he can; 
Yet, what’s the odds between us? 
Why this it is, I trow,— 
The lawyer’s gab, ye’ll aw convene, 
Is no a mealy mou! 


What think ye 0’ the doctor? 
The cunning pawky chiel, 
That sacks the ready rhino, 
As millers do yer meal ; 
But still there’s some distinction, 
An read the thing aright, 
The doctor’s clack cleads fouk’ in black 
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The miller’s ay in white. 


Tn ilka rank and station, 
And seek where’er ye fill, 

Ye’ll find enough o’ click clack, 
Forbye what’s in a mill ; 

And ne’er a braw gude wife, sirs, 
Or I am fair mista’en, 

But could produce, in daily use, 
A clapper o’ her ain. Mn 


LIP PPLIF 


GO, SIGH MY SORROWS, GENTLE AIR: 
(J. H. L. Hunt.) 


MILD zephyr, o’er the verdant grove, 
That sport’st in April’s dewy ray, 

O! hear the tender sighs of love, 
And wave thy wings, and come away ! 


If e’er his plaints have reached thine ear, 
If e’er his tears have met thine eye, 
Go, tell Eliza, gentle air, 
I weep, I languish, and I die! 


Eliza once my fondness knew, 
Eliza once that fondness blest ; 
Eliza frowns ; I fear to woo, 
And hide the pang that rends my breast, 


O! go, and yon refulgent ball, 
And bounteous heaven thy care shall pay, 
And melt the snow-drops as they fall, 
Where’er thou tak’st thy evening play. 


And where thou wav’st thy airy wing, 
No chilling rains shall patter there ; 

No driving hail deform thy spring ; 
Go, sigh my sorrows, gentle air. 


GLPIFLPEPDP 


HARK! FORWARD! HARK! AWAY! 


‘Now night her dusky mantle furls, 

The larks are soaring high ; 

And Morn, her golden shafts has shot, 
To gild the eastern sky ; 

We sportsmen scour the distant plains, 
The hounds pursue their prey ; 

While echoes round the valleys sound, 
Hark! forward! hark! away! 

O’er mountain’s top and rivers deep, 
The fox for shelter flies ; 

And caverns in the coverts strong, 
His cunning vainly tries ; 

His death proclaims the sportsman’s joy, 
The dogs they seize their prey ; 

While echoes round, &c. 


POPOL OFS 


THE USQUEBA. 


DONALD’s a shentleman, an’ evermore shall, 
She’s porn i’ the Highlands, the pack o’ Dunkel’ ; 
Put the king an’ his cadgers ha’e made her a prey, 
And tane paith her pot, an’ her tear usqueba. 


Nainsell now has naething of auld highland hue, 
Put her turk, her claymore, and her ponnet 0? 
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Her plait an’ her kilt, ohon! mair-wae! 
She’s reaved of them, an’ her tear usquebe. 


I was not a ribel, though I faught for my chief, 
Nor am I a rogue, who was never a thief : 


| Nainsell was a sodger, and got t’e king’s pay, 


An’ yet she’s deprived o” her tear usquebe. 


On t’e morning our Shanet he wad gi’e me a tram, 
Then Id fight like a Turk and work like a man: 
If ye see t’e king, tell her it’s no t’e right way, 
To tak’ frae poor Donald her tear usquebe. 


When her Shanet was sick, an’ pearing t’e pairn, 
A trink of goot whisky did sherish his prain ; 

It opened her nerse, and the loon flew away: 
This was the fruits o’ her goot usquebe. 


The whisky’s t’e life 0’ t’e highlands be sure, 

Now t’e king’s ain tear sodgers may die in t’e 
muir ; 

When her feets will be sair, in a cault winter tay, 

She’ll miss Donald’s kebbucks, an’ goot usquebe. 
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My curse on t’o cadger t’at e’er he was born : 

Poor highlandman now maun pe Lallandman- 
scorn 3 

Nainsell though pe hopes to see petter tay, 

An’ t’e te’il get the cadger and her usquebe. 


POPP OL OF 


THE SAVOYARD BOY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


I CoME from a land far away, 

My parents to keep me too poor , 
To please you I sing and I play, 

Yet a living can scarcely procure. 
About sad and hungry I go, 

Though smiling as if ’*twere with joy, 
Then a trifle in pity bestow, 

To relieve a poor Savoyard boy. 


When around me the children I see, 
So careless and happy appear 5 

I sigh while they listen to me, 
And oft as I play drop a tear: 

I cannot help thinking that they 
Can fly to their parents with joy, 

While mine they are far, far away, 
Then relieve a poor Savoyard boy. 


PI PIPPPI? 


GABY GLUM AND SUSAN FRIZZLE, 
OR, A COURTING I MUST TODDLE. 


Air-—*« The Tom Cat.””—(C. T. Barrett.) 


My name is Gaby Glum, 
I bees turned of one-and-twenty ; 
And my face, I thinks, I gum, 
Will get me sweethearts plenty : 
‘Though my mammy cries ‘ O fie! 
What stuff runs in your noddle ? : 
Why, thinks I, myself, thinks Ty 
A courting I mun toddle. 


SPOKEN.] So, d’ye see, I contrived the other 
night to give mother the slip, tossed on my Sun- 
day-clothes, and having a b : 
my eye, I toddled along the road, singing 

La ral la, ral la, &c. 


Susy Frizzle was the name 

Of her I loved so dearly ; 
A raw-boned strapping dame, 

She six feet stood, or nearly. 
’Twas night, and fast asleep 

Was laid each inmate’s noddle, 
Save Towser, who did keep 

Such a row, he made me foddle. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, the cross-grained cur wou’dn’t 
be pacified at all; I offered un a large slice of 
cheese, which I stole out of my mother’s pantry ; 
and dang it, d’ye know, when I turned about to tod- 
dle home again, he boned the skirt of my coat, 
tore a thumping hole in my inexpressibles, and 
spoiled my singing 
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La ral la, ral la, &c. 


So I strolled about till day, 

When to the field I went, sir, 
And found her making hay, 

To tell my mind was bent, ax. 
I talked of love, but she 

With frowns bedecked her noddle, 
And, cross as cross could be, 

Told me I’d better toddle. 


SPOKEN.] ‘ Oh, Susy!’ cried 
the haycock you’re tossing over, 
of yours will turn the cream of my lov 
curds and whey of despair ; 
tall Irish haymaker jumped 


that rennet-look 


it of a sweetheart in }, 


I, ‘ sweeter than 


e into the 
? at that moment, a 
out of the hedge, 
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‘ Blood and turf,’ says he, ‘ don’t be after teasing 
the damsel, she’s given herself to me for better or 
worse, and, bad manners to mine ownself, if you 
don’t be after being off, why I’ll tip you an Irish 
comforter with my bunch of fives, that will make 
you sing 












La ral la, ral la, &c. 


A great huge stick he raised, 

And looked as black as thunder, 
To ha’ stopped I mun be crazed, 

So thought best to knock under ; 
For had [ looked or spoke, 

He sure ha’ cracked my noddle 5 
So, not liking much the joke, 

I thought it best to toddle. 


SPOKEN.] Yes, and here I bees comed to Lon- 
don, in search of a wife; ay, andI don’t doubt, 
but as I am a prattyish, genteel-looking sort of a 
young man, I shall soon find one, who will teach 
me to sing, F 

La ral la, ral la, &c. 


GPIOIL LPL IPD 


KEEP A LOOK OUT, MY BOLD HEARTS 
OF OAK. 


A DUET. 

( Bryant.) 
DARK is the night, the wind blows loud, 
And we our sails with pleasure crowd ; 


Some watch the ship while others sleep, 
And this is our duty on the deep. 


CHORUS. 
Good night! all’s well! not a word must be spoke ; 
Keep a look out, my bold hearts of oak. 


The wind is hushed, no breeze we hear, 
In open sea we’ve nought to fear, 
Still we must watch till morning peeps, 
As many a weary sailor sleeps. 
Good night, &c. 


_  POPOP PID 


WILLIAM WAS THE LAD FOR ME. 
Air—** Mrs. Casey.””—(O’Keefe.) 


KILKENNY is a handsome place 
As any town in Shamrockshire, 
There first I saw my Jemmy’s face, 
There Jemmy first beheld his dear. 
My love he was a bashful boy, 
And I a simple girl to see, 
Yet I was Jemmy’s only joy, 
And Jemmy was the lad for me. 


But Dublin city bore the bell 
In streets, and squares, and houses fine, 
Oh, there young Dick his love could tell, 
And there I told young Dickey mine : 
For Dick he was a roving blade, 
And I was hearty, wild, and free ; 
He loved, and I his love repaid, 
‘Then Dickey was the lad for me. 


When Dover strand, my happy lot, 
And William there my love did crown, 
Young Dick and Jemmy I forgot, 
Kilkenny fair and Dublin town ; 
For William was a gentle youth, 
Too bashful nor too bold was he, 
He said he loved, and told me truth, 
And William was the lad for me. 


PIOPLaI I? 


{THE BLACKBIRD’S SWEET WHISTLE. 
WOULD ye know true enjoyment, come list to my 


lay, 
Where health and contentment are seen, 
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View the mower that rises at dawn of the day 
And trips o’er the mantle of green : 

To the lark’s early song, 
See, he trudges along, 

O’er many a briar and thistle: 
Then, all cheerful and blithe, 
As he oft whets his sithe, 

He’ll sings to the blackbird’s sweet whistle, 


For say, what are riches compared to health ? 
Or greatness to sweet peace of mind ? 
The one may add pleasure, the other add wealth, 
But no real bliss in either we find 
Like that when the song 
Of the lark calls along, 
O’er many a briar and thistle; 
The brisk mower, so blithe, 
Who does oft whet his sithe, 
And sings to the blackbird’s sweet whistle. 


How sweet does a smilé from the cot of content 
Cheer the peasant, when labour is 0’er ! 
Who ne’er once repines for what heaven’s sent, 
But gratefully blesses its store : 
The lark’s cheerful song 
Still calls him along, 
O’er many a briar and thistle; 
Then, all.cheerful and blithe, 
He again whets his sithe, 
And sings to the blackbird’s sweet whistle. 


OPFEPP ELH 


THE WIFE OF ALKNOMOUK. 
Air—* The Son of Alknomouk.’?—( Upton.) 


THE son of Tiboro, when torn from his wife, 

And by the proud Christians bereft of his life, 

Left a charge to Owhanga, a charge the most 
strong, 

And the wife of Alknomouk will ne’er do him 
wrong. 


The blood-drops may trickle, but trickle in vain, 

For fierce and unshook my revenge shall remain, 

And the cause which he died for, with pride be 
my song, 

For the wife of Alknomouk will ne’er do him 
wrong. 


The arrows you sharpen, those poison-dipt darts, 

Shall fly—and their mark be thine enemies’ hearts. 

Yes, yes, and thy war-whoop their pain shall 
prolong, 3 

For thy wife, O, Alknomouk! will ne’er do thee 
wrong. 


They tremble! they fall! the whip-savages bleed! 

And the soul of Owhanga exults in the deed! 

Now lash me, ye wolves, I am worthy the thong, 

And the wife of Alknomouk has not done him 
wrong. 


Rise, shade of my love, to my soul ever dear, 

And see where it quivers! the venom-fraught 
spear, « . 

“Tis fixed in the hearts of the despot-dogs strong, 

And thy wife, O, Alknomouk! has not done thee 
wrong. 


Now the faggots prepare that give birth to my 
fame ; 

Your torments I’ll brave, and rejoice in the flame! 

Yes, white man, rejoice, for I’ve hated you long, 

And thy wife, O, Alknomouk, has not done thee 
wrong. 


PPP IOP LAF 
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SHORT MEMORY. 
{T. Dibdin. ) 
MY schoolfellows tell me, 
task, 
Yet, when I went up to be heard, 
No matter what questions the master might ask, 
I ne’er could remember a word : 
And the lasses would say “twas my fate to be born 
With a brain so confoundedly slight 
That if I should chance to be married some morn 
I'd be sure to forget it at night. 
Yet whatever, through life, is our up-and-down 
lot, ; 
Be our joys still remembered, our sorrows forgot. 


Brother-soldiers would laugh when, of foes not 
afraid, 
I was willing for England to fight, 
For they never could get me, at any parade, 
To think of the left from the right : 
And our foes, too, may laugh, for they’ve threat- 
,ened, I know, 
Unless we do just as we’re bid, 
They’d conquer our island a long while ago, 
But I can’t recollect when they did. 
Yet whatever, through life, &c. 


Thére are doctors, I’m sure, who to drug ye are 
loth ; 
Some lawyers dispense with a fee ; 
And though I dare say I have met with ’em both, 
I can’t tell when it happened to be. 
In singing a song, too, we know pretty well, 
The last verse of all should be best, 
And lve no sort of doubt but this ditty would tell 
If I could but remember the rest. 
Yet whatever, through life, &c. 


though quick at my 


GLP PESO 


LOVE AND TIME. 
(Mrs. Robinson. ) 


LOVE was a little blooming boy, 
Fond, innocent, and true, 

His ev’ry smile was fraught with joy, 
And ev’ny joy was new! 

Till, stealing from his mother’s side, 
The urchin lost his way, 

And, wand’ring far, o’er desarts wide, 
Thus, weeping, poured his lay. 


O, Time! I’ll dress thy locks of snow 

With wreaths of fragrant flowers, 
_ And all that rapture can bestow 

Shall deck thy fleeting honrs ! 

But, for one day, one little day, 
My wings, in pity, spare, 

That I may homeward bend my way, 
For all my wreaths are there. 


~ 


Time, cheated by his tears and sighs, 
The wily god confest, 
hen, soaring to his native skies, 
He sought his mother’s breast ! 

Short was his bliss! the treach’rous boy 
Was hurled from clime to clime, 

And found, amidst his proudest joys 
He’d still the wings of Time ! 


GLPILLPEP? 


AGAIN AND AGAIN, BOYS, WE’LL DRINK, 


THOUGH wisdom will preach about joy, sir, 
Faith, folly will practise as well 3 
Men are simple, and life’s but a toy, sir, 
In toying it is we excel. 
Is it worth our while, 
Through learning to toil? 
Or trouble our heads how to think? 
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Thought ne’er was designed 
T'o puzzle the mind, 
#0 only let’s mind who’s to drink. 


King Solomon, I’m not profane, sir, 
Was a wise, yet a whimsical elf 5 
He never thought any thing vain, sir, 
' Till he was past pleasure himself. 

He used to say, 
. There’s a time to play, 

To labour, to love, and to think ; 
Let those in their prime, 
Remember their time, 

At present ’tis time we should drink. 


A pox on reflection, be jolly, 
Dispassionate dullness despise 5 
Did you once know the pleasure of folly, 
You’d ne’er be so weak to be wise. 
Let the trumpet of Fame 
Those heroes proclaim, 
Who never at cannon-balls blink ; 
By the busy in trade 
Be cent. per cent. made, 
Tis cent. per cent. better to drink. 


Come, about with a bumper, boys, hearty, 
To our king and our country success ; 
To oblivion toss envy and party, 
May freedom our fire-sides bless. 
Here’s a health to those 
Who will face our foes, 
To those who dare speak as they think ; 
To such sort of men, 
Again and again, 
Again and again, boys, we'll drink. 


PIE PIGPD 


ISABEL. 
( Bayley.) 
WAKE, dearest, wake! and again united, 
We'll rove by yonder sea ; 
And where our first vows of love were plighted, 
Our last farewell shall be : 
There oft I’ve gazed, on thy smiles delighted, 
And there I’ll part from thee. 
Isabel, Isabel, Isabel, 
One look, though that look be in sorrow, 
Fare thee well, fare thee well, fare thee well, 
But hence I shall wander to-morrow. 


Dark is my doom, and from thee [ sever, 
Whom I have loved alone; 

*Twere cruel to link thy fate for ever 
With sorrow like thine own. 

Go, smile on livelier friends, and never 


Lament me when I’m gone. 
Isabel, Isabel, &e. 


“And when, at length, in these lovely bowers, 
Some happier youth you see, 

And you cull for him spring’s sweetest flowers, 
And he sings of love to thee: 

When you smile with him at these vanished hours, 


Oh ! tell him to love like me. 
Isabel, Isabel, &c. 


PLICLIOF 


THE RECRUITING SERGEANT. 
Air— Darby Kelly.” 


WHEN first I heard the drum and fife 
Strike up a march so neatly, O! 
I thought [I never in my life, 
Heard music sound so sweetly, O 
The soldiers they in coats so gay, 
Retreating and advancing, too, 
With martial air, to win the fair, 
‘It set my heart a dancing, too; 
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Brown Bess I seized, the girls were pleased, 
I looked so smart, you don’t know how, 

They laughed and cried, and sighed and died, 
When first I joined the row-dow-dow, 


But when no joke at all they found, 
But that I must be going, O! 


| In tears they every one were drowned, 


Their grief so overflowing, O! 
But off I went, abroad was sent, 
‘The mounseers fought so finely, too ; 
With blows and bumps, and whacks and thumps, 
We paid ’em so divinely, too ; 
While cannon-shot flew thick and hot 
Such sport it was, you don’t know how, 
Upon that day to cut and slay, 
‘And all to the tune of row-dow-dow. 


| So well I liked the notion, 


Of guns, and wounds, and all that there, 


| I quickly got promotion, 


And now my sword and halberd bear; 
Then every lad must sure be glad, 

On terms like these with me to list, 
Here’s glorious fame, a hero’s name, 

Besides ten guineas in your fist ; 
Which, if you live, will pleasure give, 

And if you die, you don’t know how 
Your praise ’twill raise, to end your days, 

And all to the tune of row-dow-dow. 


PLL PPO LF t 


DEAR LITTLE COTTAGE MAIDEN. 


From place to place I traversed long; 
Devoid of care or sorrow 3 

With lightsome heart and merry song, 
I thought not of to-morrow. 

But when Priscilla caught my eye, 
With every charm arrayed in, 

I sighed and sung, I know not why, 
Dear little cottage maiden. 


And, would the charmer be but mine, 
Sweet nymph! I’d so revere thee, 
I’d gladly share my fate with thine, 
And evermore be near thee. 
Though gold may please the proud and great, 
My heart with love is laden ; 
Then let us join in wedlock’s state, 
Dear little cottage maiden. 


O’er me and mine, come, mistress prove, 
And then what ill can harm us 3 
Kind Hymen will each fear remove, 
And spread each sweet to charm us. 
Together we will live content, 
And nought but love will trade in, 
So sweetly shall our lives be spent, 
Dear little cottage maiden. 


Oe al 


THE SAILORS’ BRING UP. 
(Dibdin.) 


WHAT harm, my face set to the weather, 
That if so be as I 

In life takes roughs and smooths together? 
We all of us must die. 

And since each subject in the nation, 
One common lot must share, 

What argufies consideration 
Of how, or when, or where ? 

Then sport the grog, and laugh at sorrow ; 
Let every heart be sound, 

Nor care a rope’s end, (though to-morrow ) 
We all are outward bound. 
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Just hear the chaplain’s story, glowing 
With all that’s good and wise ; 
He swabs his bows while tears are flowing, 
The scuppers are his eyes. 
He talks in terms to melt a lubber, 
And then he’ll preach and pray, 
So moving, one could almost blubber, 
But that’s all in his way. 
Come, sport the grog, &c. 


Now, we’d a chaplain, rum and jolly, 
And holy, too, though free ; ‘ 
That said, all grieving is a folly, 
And said besides, says he ; 
That tar, though he may love droll stories 
Of fun, and gig, and sport; " 
In’s king, and wife, and friend who glories, 
Will find in heaven a port. 
Then sport the grog, &c. 


A messmate now, should breakers catch him, 
And gasping should he lay ; ; 
To whimper, or from death to snatch him, 
Pray which is the best way ? 
No, lads, in spite of every railer, 
Who succours all he can, 
Will prove, not only the best sailor, 
But, I say, the best man. 
Then sport the grog, &c. 


Mercy is nature in a tar, 
And best becomes the brave, 
He’ll rush where death and danger jar, 
And conquer but to save ; 
And since each subject in the nation 
One common lot must share, 
What argufies consideration, 
Of how, or when, or where? 
Then sport the grog, &c. 


GPP PPPS HP 


O, HOW WEAK WILL POWER AND 
REASON. 


(Garrick. ) 


O, HOW weak will power and reason 
To this bosom tyrant prove, 
Every act is fancied treason, 
By the jealous sovereign Love. 


Passion urged the youth to danger, 
Passion calls him back again ; 

Passion is to peace a stranger, 
Seek I must my bliss or bane. 


So the fevered minds that languish, 
And in scorching torments rave, 

Thus to end or ease their anguish, 
Headlong plunge into the wave. 


GLPPP EPH 


THE THUIRSBY WITCH. 
A CUMBERLAND BALLAD, 


Air—“ O’er Bogie.” 


THERE’S Harraby and Tarraby, 
And Wigganby beside, 

There’s Oughterby and Souterby, 
And hys beath far and wide ; 
Of strappen sowsy rwosy queens, 
They aw may brag a few, 
But Thuirsby for a bonny lass, 
Can cap them aw I trow. 


Her mudder sells a soup o’ drink, 
It is beath stout and brown, 
And Etty is the hinny fowt, 
Of aw the country roun’; 
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Frae east and west beath rich and peer, 
A horse a fit caw in, 

For whee can pass sae rare a lass, 
He’s owther daft or blin’. 


Her e’en are like twea lursmass shas, 
But ’twice as breet and clear, 

Nae rwose cud iver match her feace, 
That yet grew on a breer; 

At town, kirk, market, dance, or fair, 
She maks their hearts aw stoun, 

And conquers mair than ony king, 
Whene’er she reels aroun’. 


Oft graithed in aw their kurk-gawn gear, 
Like nowble lwords at court, 

Our lads slink in, and gaze and grin, 
Nor heed their Sunday spwort ; 

If stranger leets, her e’en he meets, 
And fins he can’t tell how; 

To touch the glass her han’ has touched, 
It sets him in a lowe, 


Yeance Thuirsby lads, where whea but We, 
And cud hae banged the lave . 

But now they hang their lugs, and luik 
Like fowks stown frae the grave. 

And what they ail in head or heart, 
Nae potticary knows ; 

The little glancin’ Thuirsby witch, 
She is the varra cause. 


Of black-eyed Susan, Mary Scott, 
The Lass of Patie’s Mill ; 

Of Barbara Allen, Sally Grey, 
The Lass 0’ Richmond-hill ; 

Of Nancy Dawson, Molly Mog, 
Though thousands sing wi glee, 

This village-beauty, out and out, 
She bangs them aw to see. 


GPLPOPES PD 


THE KISS. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


THOUGH pure the kiss from beauty’s lip, 
Though blissful when ’tis given 

In faithful love ; though roses sip 
No purer dew from heaven. 


Yet brief, as those bright gems on flow’rs, 
Which noon’s fierce rays destroy, 

The kisses snatched in pleasure’s hours, 
Yield to the warmth of joy. 


PIPL PEP? 


SING HUBABOO WHACK, AND OLD IRE- 
; LAND FOR EVER. 


OcH! Judy, my darling, now don’t you be cruel, 
You’re making me worse than a thin water- 
gruel ; 
The beautiful squint that shoots sweet from your 
glances, 
My bosom beflusters, my stomach entrances, 
Sing tol de rol, &c. 
If you’d have me, a husband I’d be to your 
wishes, 
And, faith! we’d make sure of the loaves and the 
fishes ; 
Or if to our hopes ugly fortune proves sparing, 
Our loaves shall be tatoes, our fishes a herring. 
Sing tol de rol, &c. 


Then have me, my Judy, you beautiful honey, 
For I have the charms, and, sure, you have the 
money ; 
We'll sing and we’ll caper, so tidy and clever, 
And sing hubaboo whack, and old Ireland for 
ever! 
Sing tol de rol, &c. 
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SOFT AS YON SILVER RAY THAT SLEEPS. 
(Mrs. Radcliffe. ) 


Sort as yon silver ray that slecps 
Upon the ocean’s trembling tide, 
Soft as the air that lightly sweeps 
Yon sail that swells in stately pride 5 
Soft as the surge’s stealing note 
That dies along the distant shores, 
Or warbled strain, that sinks remote, 
So soft the sigh my bosom pours. 


True as the wave to Cynthia’s ray, 
True as the vessel to the breeze; 
True as the soul to music’s sway, 
Or music to Venetian seas ! 
Soft as the silver beams that sleep 
Upon the ocean’s trembling breast ; 
So soft, so true, fond love shall weep,— 
So true with thee, shall rest, shall rest. 


PROIP IDPS 


THE KING AND THE WEST-COUNTRY- 
MAN. ; 


THERE was an old chap in the West country, 
A flaw in his lease the lawyers had found ; 
It were all about a-felling some trees, 
And building some houses upon his own ground. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


Now this old chap to Lunnun had come, 
To tell the king a part of his wo; 
Likewise, to tell him a part of his grief, 
In hopes King George would give him relief. 
* Ri tooral, &c. 


Now this old chap to Lunnun did go, 
But found the king to Windsor had gone ; 
But if he had a known he’d not been at home, 
He domed his buttons if ever he’d come. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


Now this old chap to Windsor did go, 
But the gates were barred, and all secure, 
And he thumped and bumped with his oaken 
clump, ‘ 
There’s room within for I, to be sure. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


Pray, Mr. Noble, show I the king ; 
What’s that the king that I see there? 
I seed a chap at Bartlemy-fair, 
Much more like a king than that chap there. 
: Ri tooral, &c. 


Pray, Mr. King, how do you do? 
I’ze gotten for you a bit on a jobb’n ; 
And if you’re so kind, to make you amends, 
I’ze gotten for you a sommet in my fobb’n. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


The king he took the lease in hand, 
And to sign it he was, likewise, willing ; 
And the farmer, to make him a little amends, 
He lugged out his bag, and gi’d him a shilling. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


The king, to carry on the joke, 
He ordered ten pounds to be laid down, 
Likewise ten shillings and half-a-crown, 
For year and year after, and evermore. 
Ri tooral, &c. 


The farmer he stared, and looked very funny, 
But to tak’ up the cash he was likewise willing ; 
But if he had a known he’d had so much money, 
He dommed his wig if he’d give him the shil- 
ling. 
Ri tooral, &c. 
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MARIAN AND SANDY. 


THE Eve her silver vestment wore, 
And closed the sultry day ; 
The cottagers their toil gave o’er, 
And homeward bent their way, 
Save one poor maid, who, all forlorn, 
The tear of sorrow shed, 
Meek as the primrose ’neath the thorn 
That rears its modest head. 


’Twas lovely Marian that sighed, 
And mourned her sorrows free ; 

Since fate young Sandy’s love denied, 
And sent him far to sea: 

Wide o’er the billows doomed to roam, 
He fled her longing arms, 

And left his friends and native home, 
To brave rude war’s alarms. 


Now three long months were gone and o’er, 
When, ah! one fatal day, 

As musing at her cottage-door, 
A sailor bent his way : 

’Twas Sandy’s friend, who soucht the fair, 
Sad tidings to relate ; 

For grief of heart, joined with despair, 
Had closed his hapless fate. 


Yet, ere he died her bliss he planned, 
For all his little wealth 

He fondly left, with lavish hand, 
To Marian herself : 

But what availed the golden store, 
Sweet peace her bosom fled : 

He’s gone, she cried, for evermore, 
Then, sighing, joined the dead. 


GIPFFILG ISX 


VINTAGE DONE AND O’ER. 
A SONG AND CHORUS. 
Air—** Gentle Annette.”’—( Moncrieff. ) 


VINTAGE done and o’er, 
Lasses toil no more ; 
Soon will the féte all our labours repay ; 
Virtue will be crowned, 
Song and dance go round, 
Pleasure will end but with closing day. 


Merrily we’ll soon, in the wine we have made, 
Drown all our cares as they dance in the shade. 


While the baillie will come 
To the sound of the drum, 
Crowning the Rosieére ; 
Who blush more deeply will ; 
Then the wreath she’ll wear, 
Modest in glory still. 
Oh! how blest thus to join virtue and joy, 
And from toil gain the spoil that forms Care’s alloy. 


CHORUS. 
In turns all Rosiére, 
Oh! we dance gaily will, 
Each the crown will wear, 
Repaid for virtue still. 


Oh! how blest thus to join virtue and joy, 
And from toil snatch the spoil—Care’s sweet alloy. 


I’D RATHER LIVE HERE AND BE 
RECKONED A CLOWN. 
Air—** Derry Down.” 
I’p rather live here and be reckoned a clown 


Than make a grand show in that fine London 


town 5 
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That place of reception for Beelzebub’s imps, 
For gamesters, for strumpets, pickpockets, and 
pimps. 
Deiry down, down, down, derry down. 


Like fishes of prey, they each other devour; 

The weak are destroyed by the wretches in power : 

The town is a river, a pike ev’ry man, 

Who swims up and down to get prey where he can. 
Derry down, &c. 


No friendship in cities or towns can reside ; 
Their friendship’s all words, their affection out- 
side ; 
Their conscience and honour they barter for gain, 
And nothing they stick at their pride to obtain. 
Derry down,, &c. 


But we, who live harmless and free from reproach, 

On each other’s property never encroach : 

To more than sufficient we never aspire ;, 

As monarchs we’re rich, having all we desire. 
Derry down, &c, 


GPCI AF 


THE POWER OF LOVE. 


SWEET are the charms of. her I love, 
More fragrant than the damask rose ; 

Soft as the down on turtle-dove, 
Gentle as wind when zephyr blows; 

Refreshing as descending rains 

To sun-burnt climes and thirsty plains, 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the sun; 
Constant as gliding waters roll, 
Whose swelling tides cbey the mooni: 
From ev’ry other charmer free, 
My life and love shall follow thee. 


Devouring Time, with stealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow 
And marble towers and walls of brass, 
In his rude march he levels low : 
But Time, destroying far and wide, 
Love from the soul can ne’er divide. 


The lamb the flow’ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid pursues; 
Sweet Philomel, in shady bowers 
Of verdant spring, her note renews: 
All follow most what they admire, 
As I pursue my soul’s desire. 


Death only, with his crnel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove ;, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the blest above ; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a lasting rest from pain. 


Nature must change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the seasons rise ; 

As Winter to the Spring gives: place, 
Summer th’ approach of Autumn flies : 

No change on Love the seasons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual spring. 


Love, and his sister fair, the soul, 
Twin-born, together from heaven came ; 
Love will the universe control,. 
When dying seasons lose their name ; 
Divine abodes shall own his power, 
When Time and Death shall be no more. 
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THE SHOWMAN’S CATALOGUE OF 
LIVING ANIMALS. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


WE’VE rare species of monkeys,- of sorts’ nearly 
twenty ; 

Though a monkey’s no rarity, for in. town there 
are plenty ; 

Here’s a sloth, like asluggard, hard roused’ from 
his pillow, 

And, like boasters in buckram, the: banded: arm’- 
dillo ; 

Various kinds of wild cats, who’ have’ pretty long 
nails ; 

Some cats have nine lives, and some others’ nine 
tails ; 

Next a furious wild bowr; and, if once by him 
taken, 

He’d prove such a bore that you’d' not save your 
bacon. 


Here’s an African tiger, a lynx, and leopard: he 

Who got in their way would stand in great jeo- 
pardy ; 

Here’s bruin, "the bear, not famous for graces, O! 

And his hug’s like the Mounseer’s fraternal. em- 
braces, O; 

Next a wolf, that would kill all that came in his 
way ' 

So we call him quack-doctor ; the next will be- 
tra Se 

Other beasts to the lion, the jackall’s his name, — 

He’s caged, and may all other informers be the 
same ! 


Here’s the lion and lioness, emblems of royalty, 

We call em King George and Britannia, for loy~- 
alty ; 

The next aoe glutton; and, begging his pardon, 

As he’s never tired of eating, we call him church- 
warden. 

Here’s a porcupine, who shoots his arrows at will, _ 

He’s a kind of a critic, who stabs'withia quill; 

A voracious hyena, to him nought’s a cloyer, 

So, as he’s no conscience, we call*him:the lawyer. 


GLLIEL IPS 


THE PROPOSAL. 
Air—“ Nan of Hampton-Green:”—(L. W. K.) 


To Kate my heart I did resign, 
And long sincerely loved ; 

At length I pressed her-to be mine;, 
But duty her wish reproved : 

Her father said, she ne’er should wed, 
Or meet or speak to me; __ 

At last she sighed, when she complied, 
T’ elope at. eve with me. 

«« We’ve ought we wish‘for, Kitty, love, 
My heart’s affianced queen ; 

In chaise and four, at’sunset, love, 
Let’s hie for Gretna-green'! 


“* United, then, in bonds so dear, 
Our hands for ever joined ! 

Our bliss will be, without compare, 
Connubial joys refined! 

Implore will we, on bended knee, 
Our sires’ forgiveness, sweet ! 

With welcome face, and fond embrace, 
He will our wishes'meet. 

Prattling pledges, and heaven above, 
Will bless us both, my' queen. 

In after-years we'll, dearest love, 
Remember Gretna-green.” 


GPOPPIS?S 
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THE CHAPTER OF TODDLING. 


Worps, like fashions, have each had their day, 
‘ Hans up,” ‘That’s the go,’ ‘ Tippy,’ ‘ Twad- 
e; 
« Keep it up,’ Go it, boys,’ ‘ Dash away,’ 
But now they must give up to ¢oddle. 
Terri heigho, heigho, 
Phough wee ones their heads may be nod- 
ing, 
The word that is now all the go, 
Go wherever you will, sir, is toddling. 


The lover he toddles to court, 
The fair that runs first in his noddle ; 
And the huntsman, pursuing his sport, 
Over hedges and ditches will toddle. 
Terri heigho, heigho, &c. 


The cit toddles off, quite elate, 
When a turtle-feast runs in his noddle ; 
And Sal Dab, when she comes from the Gate, 
To the gin-shop for jackey will toddle. 
Terri heigho, heigho, &c. 


Now my song, sirs, Ill bring to an end. 
By telling what runs in my noddle; 
That while [ have you for my friends, 
Contented through life I shall toddle. 
Terri heigho, heigho, 
Though wise ones their heads may be nod- 
dling, 
To finish I’d better, yeu know, 
Make a bow, say ,§ Good-night,’ and. be. tod- 
dling. 


OPP L PLO F 


WE WILL BE MARRIED TO-DAY. 
(Upton. ) 
O CoME from thy chamber, sweet Nancy, 
The sun-beams illumine the sky ; 
Not a leaf, nor a creature is stirring, 
Nor even the watch-setter nigh : 
‘Then, prithee, come down, come down, love, 
Nor trifle with bliss by delay ; 
O, hasten with me to the village, 
And we will be married to-day, 
To-day, 
And we will be married to-day. 


O come from thy chamber, sweet Nancy, 
The hunters will soon be abroad ; 
Then throw up the green-latticed window, 
And let down the ladder of cord : 
The doors are all locked, chained, and bolted, 
Yet still to come out there’s a way, 
Thy lover awaits to receive thee, 
And we will be married to-day, 
To-day, 
And we will be married to-day. 


O, come from thy chamber, sweet Nancy, 
The morning grows lighter and late ; 
Each moment is teeming with danger, 
And nought will permit us to wait. 
Then hasten, come down, come down, love, 
All Nature looks joyful and gay, 
The parson resides in the village, 
And we will be married to-day, 
To-day, 
And we will be married to-day. 


FREEDOM’S REWARD. TO NATIONAL 
HEROISM. 
A PATRIOTIC BALLAD, 
(G. Mauston. ) 
SINCE ase first dawned in Britannia’s fair 
isle 
What deeds have her valiant sons done ‘ 
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How often in death have they cheered, with a 
smile, 
That glory !—they nobly have won: 
In honour’s fair bed how triumphant they’ve lain; 
And numberless honoured scars 
Have by her brave sons been recounted again, 
When received in the brave field of Mars. 


Fair Freedom enraptured—well pleased with the 
night 
Of such virtues adorning the brow 
Of Britannia’s loved children— observed with de- 
light, 
They deserved more than she could bestow 3 
Resolving, however, to give them a name, 
Above all the nations of earth, 
She decreed, that her sons should for e’er rule the 
main, 
And to empires show Liberty’s worth. 
This sovereignty gained, made the nations around 
Look with envy on England’s might, 
The world’s choicest kingdoms alternately found 
Out a cause to dispute her just right. 
But Nelson, who Europe united defied, 
Still strengthens the nerves of each tar, 
And his name shall e’er live, where his brave spi- 
rit died, 
On the deck of a stout man of war. 


GPPIPLIIF 


THE CONVIVIALS. 


To the voice of a friend, 
Ye convivials, attend, 

And in chorus the subject prolong ; 
Mirth, freedom, and ease, 
Must certainly please, 

And such to convivials belong. 


Joy and friendship’s our plan,— 
Deny it who can,— 
To be happy and cheerful each night, 
All wrangling or noise, 
Which true pleasure destroys, 
We banish, as foe to delight. 


Let the bucks of the age, 
Double meanings engage, 
Let masons their wisdom display ; 
Without any offence, 
We wish to commence 
An order as happy as they. 


A fine starry night’s 
The choice spirits delight, 
While, jocund, they raise up their.songs 5 
If goodness of heart 
Reigns when they depart, 
The same to convivials belong. 
Then, come, let us join 
In a theme so divine, 
And jovially make the room ring.; 
Mirth, freedom, and ease, 
Must certainly please, 
And friendship’s a feast for a king. 


IS PLPI PP OP 


OH! STAY, SWEET FAIR, TILL DAY IS 
BREAKING. 


A DUET. 
(Sir George Alley.) 


On! stay, sweet fair, till day is breaking, 
And gold the purple sky is streaking. 

Good friend, we must, although yet weary, 
Traverse the mountain, wild and dreary. 


Thou pilgrim, leave not yet the dwelling 
‘Where kindness is every care dispelling. 
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Kind friends, no more the storm is blowing, 
The morning dawns, we must be going. 


Adieu! may heaven be kind, befriending, 
Your sorrows with your journey ending. 


Wilt thou, when o’er the moor a ranger, 
Think of the poor forgotten stranger ? 


Yes! when I hear the tempest swelling, 
Ill think of thee, and of thy dwelling. 


And wilt thou stop, when homeward journ’ing, 
If by this humble cot returning ? 


Ye&, here I’ll rest me till to-morrow, 
And, ’neath thy roof, forget my sorrow. 


Soft list’ning to the distant billow, 
We’ll sink upon our rushy pillow. 


PLE PILG IP 


THE DANCING-MASTER, 
(Andrews. ) 


NEATEST of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
Accept of a partner, who always was commended ; 
Slighting the finest dress, attentive to merit, 
He likes only those who can jig about with spirit. 
Take me, madam, I so glad am, 
That I e’er cut a caper; 
Stand first couple, make no scruple, 
Strike up there, catgut-scraper ; 
Turn about, turn about, that’s right, depend 


on’t, 
Hands across, back again, and now there’s an 
end on’t. 
If it still should be thought that we should en- 
core it, 


Permit me to offer you lemonade before it ; 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unsteady, 
Your fan now will cool us both,—speak, when 
you’re ready. 
‘Take me, madam, &c. 


PGPOFPIP POP? 


WHEN LOVE’S SOFT EMOTIONS FIRST 
DAWN ON THE MIND. 


Air—** How sweet in the Woodlands.” 
(Samuel Whyte.) 


WHEN Love’s soft emotions first dawn on the 
mind, 

How soothing the pain is! the bliss how refined ! 

In view dance the Graces, the Pleasures, and 
Smiles, 

And Hope’s gay illusion the bosom beguiles, 


But soon the scene changes, and all that before 

Imparted soft transports, imparts them no more ; 

Secure of her conquest, the nymph quits her 
charms, 

And leaves, for possession, a shade in your arms, 


Fond youth! then take warning, the precipice 
shun ; 

O, fly the fair Syren, or else yon’re undone: 

Allured by her converse, ensnared by her eyes, 

The heart that pursues her is slighted and dies! 


PPPPP OL? 


CAN I FORGET THE WINTRY NIGHTS. 
(Pearce. ) 


CAN I forget the wintry nights 
When, round the fire that burnt so blue, 
We told of wizards, dwarfs, and sprites, 
Till terror seized on all the crew ; 
And ev’ry sudden flash of light 
A goblin seemed to put to flight. 
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The Christmas gambol, when it came, 
Still found me ready, shrewd, and gay; 
Sometimes snap-dragon was the game, 
Now hunt-the-slipper came in play, — 
And, though the girls would sometimes huff, 
They always liked my blindman’s buff. 


Now, underneath the missel bush, 
There used to be some little rout,— 
This wench was roguish, that would blush, 
And cry—‘* La! what’s all this about 2?” 
At duck-for-pippins some were merry, 
And others vaulted at bob-cherry. 


PPPFI LOPS 


TOM TUGG. 


I ONCE was a seaman, as jolly a blade 
As e’er sailed the ocean, d’ye mind; 
Though now a poor waterman, old and decayed, 
Yet weather Adversity’s wind. 
What, though from my moorings I’m driven a- 
shore, 
By the eddy of Fortune’s rough seas, 
T still am enabled to feather my oar, 
Cheerful I scud through the breeze. 


For I thinks that, as how, a good heart ne’er can 


fail, 
If content in the vessel’s stowed snug ; 
Though storms of ingratitude shiver the sail, 
That bears up the heart of Tom Tagg. 


Contented I'll steer, then, this passage of care, 
Nor at my hard fortune bewail ; 

For the world’s fickle smiles are false as they’re 

fair, 

And fleet as a short summer’s gale. 

Then, cheerful, I’ll tow, till time shall no more 
Call me forth on the hazardous main, 

In hopes to safe harbour at that distant shore 
Where seamen endure no more pain. 

For I thinks that, as how, &c. 


PP PPE LOS 


THE LOVER’S MORNING SALUTE TO HIS 
MISTRESS. 


Air—“ Deil tak the Wars.”’—(Burns. ) 


SLEEP’sT thou, or wak’st thou, dearest creature @ 
Rosy Morn now lifts his eye, 
Numb’ring ilka bud which Nature 
Waters wi’ the tears 0’ joy: 
Now to the streaming fountain, 
Or up the heathy mountain, 
Wild Nature’s tenants, freely, gladly, stray ; 
The lintwhite in his bower 
Chants o’er the breathing flower ; 
The lav’rock to the sky 
Ascends wi’ sangs 0’ joy, 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 


Phebus, gilding the brow 0’ morning, 
Banishes ilk darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adorning, 
Such to me my lovely maid. 
When frae my Chloris parted, 
Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted, 
Night’s gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, o’ercast my 
sky: 
Bat whet, in Beauty’s light, 
She meets my ravished sight, 
When through my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart,— 
’Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 


PPPPLIP FP 
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EPA SENS 


Vitec 
. yr 











"Tis pet thump, scrub, scrub, scold, scold, awag ! 
Oh ! the deuce a bit of comfort’s here upon a washing-day ! 





THE WASHING DAY. But what we had to dine upon, 
In truth I cannot say! 





Air—‘* There’s nae Luck about the House.” But I think he’ll never come again 
e : Upon a washing-day. 
Dre ke fall, aga When ’tis scrub, scrub, &c. 
My wife she whipped the children, On that sad morning, when Ff rise, 
* Whe raised a pretty squall ; I put a fervent prayer 
She bade me, with a frowning look, To all the gods, that it may be 
To get out of her way; Throughout the day quite fair! 
Oh! the deuce a bit of comfort ’s here That not a cap or handkerchief 
Upon a washing-day ! May in the ditch be laid; 
For ’tis thump, thump, scrub, scrub For should it happen so, egad, 
Scold, scold, away ! I get a broken head ! 
Oh! the deuce a bit of comfort’s here, When ’tis scrub, scrub, &c. 


Upon a washing-day ! Old Homer sang a royal wash, 


Down by a crystal river, 


My Kate she is a bonny wife, For dabbing in the palace-halls, 
There’s none so free from evil, The king permitted never— 

Except upon a washing-day, On high Olympus, Beauty’s queen 
And then she is the devil! Such troubles well may scout, 

The very kittens on the hearth, While Jove and Juno, with their train, 


They dare not even play, 
Away they jump, with many a bump, ' 
Upon the washing-day ! Ah! happy gods, they fear no sound 


id Of thump and scold away, 
For ‘tis thump, thump, &c. But smile to view the perils of 


A mortal washing-day ! 


Put all their washing out. 


I met a friend, who asked me— 
«« How long ’s poor Kate been dead ?” 


Lamenting the good creature, gone, fe Roe ot 
And sorry I was wed 
To such a scolding vixen, while THE DEATH-FETCH. 
He had been far away. ' (Benham.) 
The truth it was he chanced to come E y 
Upon a washing-day ! THE mother died when the child was born, 
When ’tis scrub, scrub, &c. And left me her babe to keep ; 


I rocked its cradle even and morn, 


i ; Or, silent hung o’er it t i 
J asked him, then, to stay and dine, a, Gh eae eee eee 


«« Come, come,” quoth I, ** oddsbuds! Mee ie et abn 
: : 
I Wy no'denial take,—you age Or sung me the merry lark’s mountain song, 
Though Kate be in the suds + Which he taught her at break of day. 
S1—VOL, II. 


386 


One evening I left her asleep in her smiles, 
And walked through the mountains lonely 5 
I was far from my darling, oh! many long miles, 
And I thought of her, and her only. 
For, as the earliest twilight came, 
With spirits all spent and fled, 
A throbbing hand and a brow of flame, 
She had lain her down in her bed. 


My path was darkened as by a dream, 
In that solitude far and drear ; 

I spoke to my child, but she did not seem 
To hearken with human ear ; 

She only looked with a cold, cold eye, 
And a wan, wan cheek of sorrow ; 

I knew her Fetch! she was called to die, 
And she died upon the morrow. 


GILL LIFC LPR 


PRINCE PADDY, THE IRISH ARMOURER. 
Air—* Murphy Delaney.”—(W. J. P.) 
MAYN’T a man sing of himself, if he has been 

mighty ? 
He may, my dear honeys, and so I’ll begin ; 
I sailed as ship’s armourer, to Otoity, 
Where all the sweet cratures bloom in a black 
skin, 
The blacks came to our ships, sure, and with us 
whites traded, 
When they saw me new-making an ould gun and 
new sword, 
So they stole me away, and the vessel invaded, 
And I found myself lost, without any reward. 
Oh! sing phililu! phililu! doleful and duller, 
No longer I sung dideroo whack ; 
But, though I lost my freedom, I stili kept my 
colour, | : 
For the devil can’t make a white Irishman 
black. 


Then they took me before the black king in a 
jiffey, 
Who bothered, and taised me, and axed me my 
name ? 
‘« Sir,” says I, <‘ my name’s Paddy, I come from 
the Liffey ; 
Tf you don’t let me go, I say it’s a shame.” 
‘*« No, you son of a gun,” said his kingship, ** no, 
never ; 
I want you to make guns and daggers for me: 
You shall live here, and die here for ever and 
ever, 
Shake hands, make me arms, or you headless 
shall be.” 
Oh! phililu, phililu, &c. 
So I kept on my head for the love of relations, 
And became a great man by making of guns; 


The king popped off his foes in the neighbouring [ 


nations, 
And the blood that an’t dried up to this hour 
Tuns : 


But, for Dublin and murphies I roared like a lubber, | 


Their relishes never were relished by me, 


All our dinners were whales, with train-oil sauce | 


and blubber, 
The fat of the land there’s the fat of the sea. 
Oh! phililu! phililu, &c. 


duty, 
And next a bright princess I got for a wife; 


Oh! so shining a crature, lamp-black was her | 
“‘ Whenever, wife, going to cabbage am I, 
Of my dream to remind me, be sure that you cry 


' beauty, 
Yet, I was neither royal nor loyal for life. 
They palavered my princess as being so smugly, 
Hearing such blarney there, I opened my eyes, 
Still she was pretty tall, and she was pretty ugly, 
But all other prettiness was pretty lies. 
Oh! phililu! phililu, &c. 


. 2 ¥ ley 2 
The king made me a prince, to stick true to my | I'll no more be a sinnet, and cabbage, 
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Well, two long bothering years I lived on the 
island, 
And never a ship nor a sail could espy, 
Till the day that I saw one, and making for dry 
land, 
This English ship she took in Irishman I. 
Then I bawled, lads, weigh anchor, I’ll now win 
the rubber, ; 
My princess, in tears, cried, ‘* Prince Paddy 
don’t sarl:72 
Says I, blubber you, love, now, I’ll leave you to 
blubber ; : 
So I tipt my lamp-black white sergeant leg-bail. 
O! dideroo, dideroo, bad luck to dolor, 
Once more I got singing sweet dideroo whack, 
I regained my freedom, came back my own colour, 
For the devil can’t make a white Irishman black. 


GPLIP PL IP 


STAY, STAY, DEAR ELIZA. 
(Harton. ) 


STAY, stay, dear Eliza, have pity, I pray, 
On that rose which the morning dew sips ; 

For, although it may honour the place of its birth, 
It no lustre can add to thy lips. 


Let the charms that fair Nature hath given to 
glow 
On the leaves of this beautiful flower, 
Resign their sweet fragrance at th’ ev’ning knell, 
Nor condemn them to fade in an hour. 


For such is the tint that presides in that cheek, 
Such radiance beams ‘in that eye, 

That spring’s fairest blossoms sink into disgrace, 
Whenever Eliza is by. 


GFP PPEP 


THE TAILOR’S CABBAGE; 
OR, SOHO, BOY, FAIR AND SOFTLY. 
(C. Dibdin. ) 


A TAILOR who cabbaged, as tailors will do, 
Not an inch from an ell, but a yard out of two; 
Soho, boy, fair and softly ! 

Awaking one night in a terrible fright, 

Felt conscience’s oozings down his face trickle, 

Lest his cabbage should turn out a terrible pickle ; 

For he dreamed such a dream, as he ne’er dream- 
ed before ; 

And he vowed and protested ‘ he’d cabbage no 
more :” 

But his wife, with a hint, begged his mind to re- 
fresh, 

‘ What’s bred in the bone wo’n’t come out of the 
flesh.” 

And soho, boy, &c. 


He dreamt that he saw a great patchwork unroll 
From eee made of pieces of cabbage he’d 
stole 5 
Soho, boy, fair and softly ! 
It reached to the ground, 
Broad as long, I’ll be bound, 
And was made of all colours art ever invented ; 


| So, conscience struck, thus to his dear he la- 


mented, 
” cried 


he 


L «* For ioe that Old Nick in che end cabbage me.” 


But his wife, with a hint, &c. 


Soho, boy, fair and softly !” 


| She thus, as we hear, kept him honest a year ; 


Nay, some folks say two, but at wonders they re 
spelling, 
As we all know that stories lose nothing by telling ; 
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Of his courage Snip bragged, for temptation was 
strong, 
While his wife replied, with the fag end of a 
song. 
By the way, with a hint, &c, 


~Of his honesty Snip to all boasted with pride, 
While in his sleeve, laughing, old Beelzebub cried, 
“‘ Soho, boy, fair and softly!” 

At length a beau goes, with cloth for new clothes, 

«* Such a texture and colour I ne’er saw,” so nim- 
ble, 

Cried Snip, for, egad, he’d his eye on the thim- 
ble ; 


e 3 
Old Nick whispered, “* cabbage!’ Snip answer- 
ed, ‘* I’ll show 
How boldly I’ll baffle temptation,—heigho '” 
While his wife, with a hint, &c. 


Snip cut and contrived, and severe was the strife, 

Between nature and conscience, Old Nick and his 
wife 5 

Soho, boys, fair and softly ! 

Your dream, Snip, said she ;—I remember, cried 
he, 

The patchwork I saw, though no doubt meant a 
warner, 

To make it square, wanted a yard at one corner, 

Than this colour I through the whole piece could- 
n’t meet it, 

So I must and I will have a yard to complete it ; 


Says his wife, ‘¢ wa’n’t I right, Snip, your mind } 


to refresh, 
What’s bred in the bone wo’n’t come out of the 
flesh.” 


GLI P OPEL 


MY LOVE IS ASLEEP, HE LIES BY THE 
DEEP, ALL ALONG WHERE THE SALT 
WAVES SIGH. 


(H. K. White.) 
[Written at the Age of Fourteen. ] 


SorTLy, softly blow, ye breezes, 
Gently o’er my Edwy fly! 
Lo! he slumbers, slumbers sweetly 5 
Softly, zephyrs, pass him by ! 
My love is asleep, 
He lies by the deep, 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


I have covered him with rushes, 
Water-fiags and branches dry 5 
Edwy, long have been thy slumbers,— 
Edwy, Edwy, ope thine eye! 
My love is asleep, 
He lies by the deep, 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


Still he sleeps—he will not waken, 
Fastly closed is his eye ; 
Paler js his cheek, and chiller 
Than the icy moon on high, 
Alas! he’s dead, 
He has chose his death-bed 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


Is it, is it so, my Edwy? 
Will thy slumbers never fly ? 
Could’st thou think I would survive thee? 
No, my love, thou bidd’st me die. 
‘Thou bidd’st me seek 
Thy death-bed bleak, 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


I will gently kiss thy cold lips, 
On thy breast I’ll lay my head, 

And the winds shall sing our death-dirge, 
And our shroud the waters spread. 
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The moon will smile sweet, 
And the wild wave will beat, 
Oh! so softly o’er our lonely bed. 


De a ee hil 


COME, FILL, AND THE TRUTH FROM A 
BUMPER YOU’LL KNOW, 


Air—** Derry down.””—( Captain Morris. ) 


You know that our ancient philosophers hold 
There is nothing in beauty, or honour, or gold 5 
That bliss in externals no mortal can find, 
And, in truth, my good friend, I am quite of their 
mind. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


What makes a man happy, I never can doubt, 
’Tis something within him, and nothing without ; 
This something, they said, was the source of con- 
tent, 
And whatever they called it, "twas WINE that they 
meant. 
Derry down, &c. 


Without us, indeed, ’tis not worth a pin, 
But, ye gods! how divine, if we get it within, 
Tis, then, of all blessings the flourishing root, 
And, in spite of the world, we can gather the 
fruit. 
Derry down, &c. 


When the bottle is wanting the soul is deprest, 
And beauty can kindle no flame in our breast ; 
But with wine in our heads, we are always in 
love, 
We can sing like the linnet, and bill like the 
dove. 
Derry down, &c. 


The richest and greatest are poor, and repine, 
If with gold, and with grandeur, you give him no 
wine ; 
But, wine to the peasant or slave if you bring, 
He’s as rich as a Jew, and as great as a king. 
Derry down, &c. 


With wine at my heart, I am happy and free, 
Externals, without it, are nothing to me; 
Come, fill, and the truth from a bumper you'll 
know, 
That wine is of blessings the blessing below. 
Derry down, &c. 


PPIEL LIL? 


THE BATTLE OFF CAPE LA HOGUE, 
169 


THURSDAY, in the morn, the Ides of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave Russell did discern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty sails of France advancing now ; 
All hands aloft, aloft let English valour shine, 
Let fly a culverin, the signal of the line ; 
Let every hand supply his gun ; 
Follow me, : 
And you'll see 
That the battle will be soon begun. 


Tourville on the main triamphant rolled, 
To meet the gallant Russell in combat on the 
deep; 
He led the noble train of heroes bold, 
To sink the English admiral at his feet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aspire, 
The bloody fight’s begun, the sea itself’s on fire, 
And mighty Fate stood looking on ; 
Whilst a flood, 
All of blood, 
Filled the scuppers of the Royal Sun. 
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Sulphur, smoke, and fire, disturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 
shore ; 
Their regulated bands stood trembling near, 
To see the lofty streamers, now no more. 
At six o’clock, the red, the smiling victors led, 
To give a second blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror equal reign ; 
Now they cry, 
Run or die, 
British colours ride the vanquished main. 


See, they fly, amazed, through rocks and sands, 
One danger they grasp at, to shun the greater 
fate 5 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands ; 
The nymphs and sea-gods mourn their lost 
estate. 
For evermore, adieu! thou royal dazzling Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy master’s fate begun ; 
Enough, thou mighty god of war. 
Now we sing, 
Bless the king, 
Let us drink to every English tar. 


PPLPPPIPPD 


TURNING, AS THE WHEEL GOES ROUND. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 


Now coaxing, caressing, now flattering and press- 
ing, 
"Tis foreuiie their hopes can exalt, 
found ; 
Her smile, or her frown, sets them up, knocks 
them down, 
Turning, turning, turning, as the wheel goes 
round, 


or con- 


But, Master Exciseman, though you’re such a 
wise man, 
With smirk and with frown, and ink-horn pro- 
found ; 
I defy your court-tribes, all your cant, all your 
bribes, 
Turning, turning, &c. 


Oh, fie! Master Gauge, quit the tricks of the 
age, 
Scorn the slaves that to Fortune are bound ; 
Their cringes and bows, protestations and vows, 
Turning, turning, &c. 


; GPLEGELP IF 


AURORA NOW SUMMONS THE LADS OF 
THE COURSE. 


AURORA now summons the lads of the course, 
Ye hunters, from slumbring arise! 
Behold how the sun in full splendour beams forth, 
How ruddy and bright seem the skies. 
Then, mount your fleet steeds, to the meadows 
repair, 
No pleasure surpasses the sight of the hare. 


The sluggard, that dozes his life-time away, 
And censures the joys we partake, 
May strnt for a while in the sunshine of day, 
But we deem his bliss a mistake ; 
As we bound o’er the heath blooming health marks 
the face, 
And the horn’s mellow notes but enliven the 
chase ! 


The fopling may boast of his beauty and ease, 
And play with his mistress’s fan ; 
Let him look in the glass—the reflection may 
please, 
Though he’s more an ape than a man. 
Unkennel the hounds, to the meadows repair, 
And let us, enraptured, give chase to the hare. 
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Through life we must some kind of pastime pure 
sue ; 
The statesman will dwell on the laws ; 
The critic will tell you what learning can do; 
While the lawyer will gain a bad cause ; 
But we, more exalted, breathe joy in the vale, 
And taste true delight in a jug of mild ale. 


Diana commands, ye sportsmen, arise! 
The huntsman the summons proclaims 3; 
Away to the woods, where the hare closely lies, 
The scent is now fresh on the plains. 
Since the sun gilds the east, and the morning is 
bright, 
Let the sports of the day crown with rapture the 
night. 


GLPPPLIP-P 


WHEN I WAS APPRENTICED, AND 
LEARNED MY TRADE. 


(Miss Burke. ) 


WHEN I was apprenticed, and learned my trade, 
With my row de dow, row de dow, dero, 
I took up the chissel and threw down the spade, 
Fal, lal de ral, &c. 


But now, with a shovel, and mattock, and bill, 
With my row de dow, row de dow, dero, 
I work like a horse, or a thief, in a mill, 
Fal, lal de ral, &c. 


It is very fine sport to be fighting all day, 
With my row de dow, row de dow, dero, 
And, all night, like a mole, to be mining away 3 
‘Fal, lal de ral, &c. 


But now all my art has been put to the proof, 
Row de dow, row de dow, dero; 
When I worked through the vault, and cut through 
the roof, 
You repaid me with fal, lal, de lal. 


GLI? PPP 


MY FONDEST HOPES ARE FOR MARY. 


WHEN the glen all is still, save the stream from 
the fountain ; 
When the shepherd has ceased o’er the heather 
to roam, 
And the wail of the plover awakes on the moun- 
tain, 
Inviting his love to return to her home ; 
There meet me, my Mary, adown by the wild 
wood, 
Where violets and daisies sleep soft in the dew ; 
Our Ee shall be sweet as the visions of child- 
ood, 
And pure as the heaven’s own orient blue. 


Thy locks shall be braided with pearls of the 
gloaming ; 
Thy farce shall be fanned by the breeze of the 
awn 3 
The Angel of Love shall be *ware of thy coming, 
And hover around thee ’till rise of the dawn. 
O, Mary, no transports of heaven’s decreeing 
Can equal the joys of such meeting to me; 
For the light of thine eye is the hope of my being, 
And ay soul’s fondest hopes are all gathered to 
thee. 


SPELL EPP 


OH! NO, MY LOVE, NO! 
(T. Dibdin.) 
WHILE I hang on your bosom, distracted to lose 


_ you, 
High swells my sad heart, and fast my tears 


flow, 


\ 
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Yet think not of coldness they fall to accuse you, 
Did I ever upbraid you? oh! no, my love, no! 
I own it would please me at home could you tarry, 
Nor e’er feel a wish from your Fanny to go, 
But, if it gives pleasure to you, my dear Harry, 
Shall I blame your departure? oh‘ no, my love, 
no! 
Now do not, dear Hal, while abroad youare stray- 
ing, 
That heart, which is mine, on a rival bestow ; 
Nay banish that frown, such displeasure betraying, 
Do you think I suspect you? oh! no, my love, 
no! 
I believe you too kind for one moment to grieve 
me 
Or plant in a heart which adores you such wo ; 
Yet, should you dishonour my truth, and deceive 


me 
Should I e’er cease to love you? oh! no, my 
love, no} 


GPLPPOL OIF 


MRS. KELLY. 
Air—“ Darby Kelly.” 


My grandame was as light a lass, 
Was frolicsome and frisky, O, 
She ne’er could pass, without a glass, 
A shop that sold good whisky, O. 
A spouse she had, as tight a lad, 
His name was Darby Kelly, O! 
Whene’er I’m sad, it makes me glad 
To drink his health in whisky, O! 
For, with each wrist, he’d such a twist, 
Of raising of the bumper, O! 
She had the trick of getting tick, 
While Darby beat the row, dow, dow; 
She had the trick of getting tick, 
While Darby beat the row, dow, dow. 
A row, dow, dow, &c. 


At Waterloo our men did show 
How little for the foe they cared ; 
My dame did go for whisky, O! 
To think that Darby’s life was spared ; 
Then, in galore, they drank it o'er, 
And wished success to crown our arms 5 
Whisky in store, and nothing more, 
But to be free from war’s alarms; 
But now we hear, with roaring cheer, 
The war it is quite ended, O! 
With whisky neat we’ll go to meet 
Our Darby, with his row, dow, dow; 
His row, dow, dow, &c. 


And, now there’s peace, quite at our ease 
We'll sit and drink good whisky, O! 

May this ne’er cease, but always please, 
We'll sing and dance so briskly, O! 

Come, let us see, and drink, with three, 
Immortal, glorious Wellington! 

For cach country has stood to see 
The foe well whacked by Erin’s son , 

But, now we’re met, we'll ne’er forget 
The glories of that battle, O! 

Let glasses ring, we’ll toast the king, 
While Darby beats his row, dow, dow. 

The row, dow, dow, &c. 


PPL OP OLLI 


DULCE DOMUM 


[Translated from the Latin, and annually sung by 
the scholars at St. Mary’s College, Winchester, 
preceding Whitsun holidays. } 


SING a sweet melodious measure, 
Waft enchanting lays around ; 

Home! a theme replete with pleasure ! 
Home! a grateful theme, resound ! 


CHORUS. 
Home, sweet home! an ample treasure! 
Home! with every blessing crowned ! 
Home! perpetual source of pleasure! 
Home! a noble strain, resound. 


Lo, the joyful hour advances ; 
Happy season of delight! 
Festal songs, and festa] dances 
All our tedious toils requite. 
Home, sweet home, &c. 


Leave, my wearied muse, thy learning, 
Leave thy task, so hard to bear ; 
Leave thy labour, ease returning, 
Leave this bosom, O! my care! 
Home, sweet home, &c. 


See the year, the meadow, smiling! 
Let us, then, a smile display ; 

Rural sports our pain beguiling, 
Rural pastimes call away. 


Home, sweet home, &c. 


Now the swallow seeks her dwelling, 
And no longer loves to roam 3 
Her example thus impelling, 
Let us seek our native home. 
Home, sweet home, &c. 


Let our men and steeds assemble, 
Panting for the wide champaign 5 
Let the ground beneath us tremble 
While we scour along the plain. 
Home, sweet home, &c, 


Oh! what raptures, oh! what blisses, 
When we gain the lovely gate! 
Mother’s arms and mother’s kisses 
There our blessed arrival wait. 
Home, sweet home, &c. 


Greet our household gods with singing, 
Lend, O, Lucifer, thy ray ; 
Why should light, so slowly springing, 
All our promised joys delay? 
Home, sweet home, &c. 


GREP ILIF 


THE BARBER’S SHOP. 
(Dibdin.) 


’Twas Saturday night, six went the clock, 
Spruce was the barber’s shop ; 
Wigs decorated ev’ry block, 
From scratch to Tyburn-top ; 
Mambrino’s helmet, scoured so bright, 
Smiled to receive the suds, 
And labourers flocked to shave o’er night, 
To grace their Sunday’s duds. 


SPoKEN.] And there was Smash, the glazier, 
and Sink, the plumber, and Light, the tallow- 
chandler, and Blow, the bellows-maker, and 
Thrash, the farmer, and Blind, the upholsterer, 
and Bother, the lawyer, and Bury, the under- 
taker, and Smother, the dustman, and _ those 
labourers, of different descriptions, 


Who, on Saturday night, 
To get decent in plight, 
Get shaved, fit for church on the Sunday ; 
Of their transgressions sore 
To pay off the week’s score, 
The better to sin on a Monday. 


First come first served ; neighbour Eelskin, sit, 
Youw’re summoned to the chair ; 

The customers thicken, while round goes the wit, 
Above-board all, and fair ; 
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Well, Joe, and how do the world wag? 
How’s wife, and cats, and doys? 

Homely, I thank thee, Master Spragg. 
That’s well: and how goes hogs? 


SPoKEN.] I say, lawyer, the tonsor here is a 
keen hand at a razor; he’ll shave you as close as 
you shave your clients: ha, ha, ha! and then he 
gives one such a twist, yousee. Though nobody 
affront un, he always takes one by the nose; ha, 
ha, ha! Yes, but the worst on’t be, that he 
sometimes shaves’ee and bleed’ee for the same 
money; ha, ha, ha! Yaw, yaw! zounds, you 
have killed me! Killed you, killed you! I almost 
cut my thumb off, through your lantern-jaw. 
Look, look! the butcher do bleed like a pig; ha, 
ha, ha! 

Thus, the laugh goes loud 
?Mongst the village crowd, 
Who get shaved, &c. 


Now nothing escapes,—the taamen they rate, 
They roast and baste the cook ; 
The butcher cut up, the fishermen bait, 
And the schoolmaster bring to beok ; 
And many a random point they hit, 
To give their sallies birth, 
And make up what they want in wit 
By noise and vacant mirth. 


SPOKEN.] And how diddy come on about the 
election? Why, we brought in the Squire. A 
little bribery, I suppose, hey? Oh, no, no! no 
bribery at all: I'll tell ye how it were ; the "Squire 
say to I, and about seventeen more neighbours, 
I'll bet ev’ry one of you fifty guineas that I be’nt 
returned for your borough; so we said—done! 
but, when we come to consider what a foolish job 
we had made on’t, icod, we were obligated to 
bring un in, for fear of losing our money ; ha, ha, 
ha! don’t’ee zee, no bribery at all; ha, ha, ha! 
the purity of election for ever! ha, ha, ha! don’t’ee 
zee, no bribery at all; ha, ha, ha! 

Thus, the laugh, &c. 


GLI LP IOP 


THE ROSE. 
(Jesse Hammond.) 
| Music, Blackman, Bridge-street. | 


A LOVELY rose my Laura viewed, 
Just opening to the sky, 

And on the flower the dew-drops stood, 
Like tears in Beauty’s eye. 


‘ O hide,’ said she, ‘ that smiling form 
Within thy cell again, 

For fear the fury. of the storm, 
Should strew thee on the plain. 


‘ For, lighted by love’s sunny smile, 
Thus beauty’s brightness shows, 

Till storms arise, or grief, or guile, 
Oft blights the blooming rose.’ 


I snatched the blossom to my breast, 
* But thus,’ said I, « my fair, 

On man’s fond heart should beauty rest, 
And find a shelter there.” 


SLI PLOS FP 


THE BUMPER OF WINE. 


Air—‘* Come, all ye young Lovers who wan with 


oy, 
ma Despair. 


YE vot’ries of Bacchns who love a full flask, 

Who ovially sing to the sound of the cask, 

W ho stint not your mirth when grave Time strikes 
the hour, 

But swiftly pursue the old gray-headed power ; 
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As a friend, give me leave, then, your mirth té 
prolong, 
While you circle the glass—to repeat you a song. 


Ne’er heed the dull asses who, always at strife, 

Still war with themselves, and the pleasures of 
life, 

Let them whine, cant, and preach, and do all 
that they can, 


- Let us, like true souls, make the most of a span; 


At their satisfaction let us ne’er repine, 
While we can find more in a bumper of wine. 


Good wine’s the best gift that the gods can be- 
stow 

To give us a taste of their heaven below, 

Its charms are beyond the description of art, 

It warms, it enlivens, makes joyous the heart ; 

The young and the old “twill their senses refine, 

Such charms there are found in a bumper of 
wine. 


The lover who sighs for his fair one unkind, 

Has found in a bottle a balm for his mind ; 

The miser who doats on his hoarded-up store, 

By chance has been blest as he ne’er was before, 

When Bacchus has given him the juice of the 
vine, 

Such charms there are found in a bumper of 
wine. 


Then, give me your voices, ye friends to the 
cause, 


| For surely the subject demands your applause ; 


This truth I declare, and I’d have the world know 
it, 
’Tis wine that at present has made me a poet : 


| Then fill me a glass of this liquor divine, 


And let this be the toast, here’s a bumper of 
wine. 


GLP LPEF 


THE COTTAGE OF PEACE. 
( Upton. ) 


FAIR lady, though low is our cot in the vale, 
Thy person is safe and secure ; 

Nor fear the proud lord will its sanction assail, 
The robber will not harm the poor. 

Here Truth and Simplicity go hand in hand, 
While Health does our pleasures. increase ; 
And though we can boast not of riches and land, 

Our cot is the cottage of Peace. 


Fair lady, then rest in our cot in the vale, 
Where Innocence holds its retreat ; 
Where the sweet little chorister carols his tale, 
And the woodbine secures you from heat. 
Though mansions of power, surrounded by wealth, 
The pride of the great may increase, 
The humble thatched roof is the dwelling of 
Health, 
And our cot is the cottage of Peace. 


GLP EL IaH 


THE TIZZIES, 
(Dibdin. ), 


SAM Splint, Dick Douse, Ben Brace, Tom Tow, 
Four lads of worth and merit, 

Were friends and messmates, who the foe 
Would fight with spunk and spirit ; 

Sall Snags, Poll Plump, Bet Bounce, Nan Neat, 
Were smart and handsome quizzes ; 

For these they fought, and ah! how sweet, 
fo bring em home the tizzies. , 


Board of a smiling cot, so fair, 
’Longside of Southsea-common, 

These jolly sailors married were 
Each to his favourite woman ; 
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They kept the honeymoon with glee, 
At last, with lengthened phizzes, 

The signal given, they went to sea, 
To get their wives the tizzies. 


For every danger did they roam, 
And cheerfully did risk it, 

While, short-allowanced, they at home, 
Had neither beef nor biscuit ; 

Where dangerous rocks and shoals abound, 
And where the bullet whizzes, 

Our sailors storms and shipwreck found, 
And every thing but tizzies. 


Meantime each wife, to honour true, 
Labonred in her vocation, 

And round the happy cottage grew, 
Young tars to guard the nation ; 

At last, the tide to turn began, 
Success each sailor busies, 

They took an Acapulca man, 
And brought their wives the tizzies. 


And now was crowned each sailor’s joys, 
The foe had cried peccavi, 

And all the wives, some girls, some boys, 
Had launched a growing navy ; 

Their labour done, they dance and sing, 
And shout, with smiling phizzes, 

Huzza! my lads! God save the King, 
Who freights his tars with tizzies. 


OPO PLP PP 


AS HIS OWN LIFE HE LOVED HER. 
(Cobb.) 


A SOLDIER to his own fire-side 
With laurels was retiring ; 

An only daughter was his pride, 
His every hope inspiring. 

In her young mind the virtues shone, 
Th’ admiring world approved her, 

_ She seemed to live for him alone, 

And he as his own life loved her. 


But oft within the fairest flower 
' The canker-worm is working ; 
Ingratitude—ah ! fatal hour, 
In her false heart was lurking. 
The spoiler came—she oped the door, 
He from her home removed her; 
She of that father thought no more, 
Who as his own life loved her. 


Behold the wretched parent’s look! 
His child was lost for ever ; 

The tear his frenzied eye forsook : 
From life he seemed to sever. 

Oft did he heave the bitter sigh, 
Yet not a word reproved her ; 

But all he wished for was to die, 
For as his life he loved her. 


With guilty pangs her bosom torn, 
Still lives the wretched daughter ; 
And long, repentant wo has borne, 
'To which her error brought her. 
Oh! bring the hour of mercy near! 
The eye of heaven has proved her, 
As life to love that father dear, 
Who as his own life loved here 


PLA L LL IL 


DENNIS O’LARRY AND PAT OF THE 
FERRY ; 


OR, THE RIGHT SIDE AT LAST. 
(Parry.) 


Poor Dennis O’Larry had, ere he could marry, 


‘fo cross a big river to meet the fair bride , 


He called to a boatman, and said, “ Here’s a 
groat, man, 
Come, row me, and land me safe on t’other 
side.” 

«< Jump into the wherry,” quoth Pat of the Ferry, 
<< ’]1 soon pass you over the water, my joy i 
And, when they were seated, young Dennis, 

elated, 
Cried, “‘ Pull away merrily, Paddy, my boy.” 


«<T thank you,” said Larry, ‘‘ for well you did 
carry 
Myself o’er the water, to meet my fair bride ; 
But ere I do leave thee, come, tell me, I crave 
thee, 
If I am now landed upon t’other side ?” 
<‘ No, faith,” said the boatman, “ but, for t’other 
groat, man, 
ll soon whisk you over the water again.” 
«Ay, do, my dear honey, and there is the 
money 3 
I’m going to marry sweet Judy M<¢Shane.” 


Again they crossed over, when Dennis, the lover, 
Was anxious to meet with his beautiful bride ; 
He tippled some whisky to make his heart frisky, 
Quite pleased he was landed upon t’other side. 
<¢ But,” quoth the sly boatman, “ I see you are 
caught, man, 
I very well know pretty Judy M<‘Shane 3 
She’s married already to my cousin Teddy, 
So, prithee, good Larry, go home back again.. 


And, faith, this same lady bothered poor Teddy, 
Till he was quite tired of her and his ite" 
One morning, quite early, without any parley, 
He bade a good night to his troublesome wife.” 
Then Dennis O’Larry thanked Pat of the Ferry 
For saving him from such a terrible bride ; 
He said, “* My good fellow, I’ll make thy heart 
mellow, 
For I find thou hast landed me—on the right 
side.” 


Oe ee a aa 


GLUG-A-GLUG, DEAR AGNES. 
(G. Colman.) 


THINK your tawneymoor is true, 
Pretty Agnes ! 
If I wish for aught but you, 

This it is, dear Agnes! 

Tis to hear your music tinking, 
While the lusty wine I’m drinking, 

Nothing more, dear Agnes ! 
Tink-a-tink the music goes, 

While the guggling liquor flows, 
Guggle, guggle, glug-a-glugs 

Glug-a-glug, dear Agnes ! 

Should your spirits droop, oh, then, 
Pretty Agnes! 
I could raise them soon again ; 

Thus I’d do’t, dear Agnes: 
Tawneymoor, when you were sinking, 
Should refresh you, sweet, with drinking ; 

Nothing more, dear Agnes! 

Then, tink-a-tink, &c. 


‘When your lips were moist with wine, 
Pretty Agnes! 

Then could I, too, moisten mine : 

That I could, dear Agnes! 
And, lest they dried with wind and weather, 
Then we’d join our lips together ; 

Nothing more, dear Agnes! 

Then, tink-a-tink, &c. 


GIITLIFE 
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FLY O’ER THE MOUNDS, PURSUE THE 
HOUNDS. 


ALL ye sons of Anxiety, slaves of sad thinking, 

Who brood over cares, and sit morbidly winking ; 

Ye lovers who languish, ye husbands who pine, 

With fears of the wife, that in beauty does shine, 

Give over dull thoughts, which corrode life away, 

And the sprightly steed mount at the break of the 
day. 


CHORUS. 
Fly o’er the mounds, 
Pursue the hounds, 
And ne’er dose life away ; 
Pray ease the mind, 
Sweet peace to find, 
But exercise your clay. 
Mind on the stretch 
Does make the wretch, 
But motion makes us gay ; 
?T will ease the mind, 
And peace you’ll find, 
And spirits blithe as May. 


O’er the hills the morn peeps, see Aurora appear, 

In effulgence most glorious, with spring in his 
rear 5 

Then, call for your steed, he’ll exultingly fly _ 

To the sweet-sounding horn and hounds’ musical 
cry; 

Painful thinking will fly, that corrodes life away, 

If you join in the chase at the break of the day. 

Fly o’er the mounds, &c. 


If health be your aim, strength and vigour you 
prize, 

In the scale of bright honour you mean to arise, 

If courage and glory you have in your view, 

If you’d conquer pale Fear, and Terror subdue, 

Then banish sad thoughts, to the chase haste 


away, 
And the sprightly steed mount at the break of the 


day. 
Fly o’er the mounds, &c. 


PLPPP PPE DP 


THE MASON’S NAME. 


HAIL to the great masonic powers! 
Yes, cheerfully I’d pass my hours 

In darkness, prisons, without shame, 
That ne’er can shade a Mason’s name. 


All his delight is doing good ; 

Long, long his ancient craft has stood, 
And never, never yet met blame— 

Tt cannot touch a Mason’s name, 


Then, raise the glass, may love and truth 
Guide us in age or fervid youth ; 

And forward, on the page of Fame, 

First may appear the Mason’s name. 


POLI PL EP 


BRIGHT SOL DARTS FORTH HIS RAY, 
LOVELY NANCY, 0! 


Air— Kelvin Grove.” —-(K. Bryant.) 


BriGut Sol darts forth his ray, lovely Nancy, O! 
And smiles upon sweet May, lovely Nancy, O! 
Nature’s clad in green, 
The blue hills rise serene, 
Ah, come and grace the scene, lovely Nancy, O! 


The blackbird and the thrush, lovely Nancy, O! 
Ott hailed you from each bush, lovely Nancy, O! 
Ah, will you meet those sighs 
Which from my bosom flies, 
And ease my aching eyes, lovely Nancy, 0! 
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Alas, the boon is vain, lovely Nancy, O! 
We’ll never meet again, lovely Nancy, O! 
You had a feeling heart, 
Devoid of guile or art, 
You nobly played your part, lovely Nancy, O! 
Thy sympathizing tear, lovely Nancy, O! 
Was more than crystal clear, lovely Nancy, O! 
What gave the tear a zest, 
’Twas shed for the distrest, 
And, as it fell, it blest, lovely Nancy, O! 


Alas, how changed each scene, lovely Nancy, O! 
How mournful seems the green, lovely Nancy, 0! 
Those woodlands oft we strayed, 
Culled flow’rets in the shade, 
And, as you plucked, they’d fade, lovely Nancy, 
O! 


With flow’rets as they bloom, lovely Nancy, O! 
Pll yearly strew your tomb, lovely Nancy, O! 
Methinks I see you fly 
Through Glory’s endless sky, 
Ah, never more to die, lovely Nancy, O! 


Curse on the tyrant’s arms, lovely N ancy, O! 
Who rifled all your charms, lovely Nancy, O! 
To act the same by me, 

I’d willingly agree, 
In hopes again to see lovely Nancy, O! 


PPE PIP PH 


THE HOUSE OF HUR FATHER. 


AT Llantavre, Got pless hur, a place of renown, 
Hur was prought up, and porn, ’twas a prave gal- 
lant town ; 
Hur father, Got pless hur, did keep a goot house, 
Where never was lack of good putting and sowse. 
Oh: the house of hur father, hur father’s goot 
house, 
Where never was lack of good putting and 
sowse, 
Prafe barra menin* and goot barra chowse a Y 
And was it not, look you, a plentiful house ? 


Hur father, Got pless hur, was prafe gallant 
man 
A shentleman, look you, and Morgan hur name ; 
Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 
Which caused many scars on hur worship’s zoot 
face. 
Oh! the house of hur father, &c. 


So great was hur might, hur strength, and hur 
power, 
For hur sprung from the loins of great Owen Glen- 
dour ; 
Hur slew many shiants, relieved many maids, 
A knight of great valour, but a cobbler by trades, 
Oh! the house of hur father, &c. 


Of dunnocks and goats hur had goot store and 
plenty, 
Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty ; 
An old woodcock’s bill for a pipe, with goot 
liquor, 
To comfort hur nose when hur sat in hur wicker. 
Oh! the house of hur father, &c. 


Now hur father was tead—oh! peace to hur 
relic, 

Hur was tead of the wind in hur guts and the 
colic ; 

Hur house, goods, and chattels hur left to hur 
son, 

Who was looked at by all as a triving young 
man. 

_ Oh! the house of hur father, &c. 





* Bread and butter. t Bread and cheese, 
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But the first of great March, on St. Taffid’s great 
day, 

As through Lliantavre hur took hur best way ; 

With hur leek in hur hat, tothe show hur was 


going, 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and 
Owen. 
Oh! the house of hur father, &c. 


Now as hur was passing the folks all ameng, 
Sweet Winnifred’s face hur beheld in a throng; 
St. David, how great was poor Hughy’s sur- 
prise ! 
When hur felt the sharp nettles that shot from her 
eyes. 
Oh! the marfelous eyes of sweet Winnifred 
Shones, 
Which makes hur sit sopping with sighings and 
groans, 
Making hur moans, sighings, and groans, 
Oh! the marfelous eyes of sweet Winnifred 
Shones. 


The very first shaft hur received from hur quiver, 
Went through hur breast-bone, and stuck in hur 
liver 
Hur ploot poiled and puppled, and glowed in a 
trice, 
But Winnifred’s, look you, was frozen as ice. 
Oh! the marfelous eyes, &c. 


By Chesu hur swore hur would pluck up a cou- 
rage ; 
Hur went to hur, and swore hur was goot as leek 
porrage ; 
But hur gimlet hur cocked with an eye of dis- 
dain, 
Which pierced hur heart thorongh and thorough 
again. 
Oh! the marfelous eyes, &c. 
Hur told hur in many sweet ditty and carol, 
Hur love was as great as hur ancestors were all ; 
But in vain those sweet ditties and carols hur 
sung, 
Unheeded hur harp hur so often had strung. 
Oh! the marfelous eyes, &c. 


Cot splutter hur swore, for hur was in a passion, 
Hur would hate all such jades as the plagues of a 
nation ; 
But the slut was so cruel hur spit in hur face, 
A sign hur was lack of goot preeding and grace. 
Oh! the d nable eyes of Miss Winnifred 
Shones. 





So now hur will pack up hur alls, and be going, 
And leave off such priples and praples as loving 5 
Farewell to Liantavre of fairied renown, 
Hur’il seek hur goot fortune in London fine town. 
Then, adieu! to the house, oh! hur father’s 
fine house, 
Where never was lack of goot pudding and 
sowse, 
Prafe barra mennin, and goot barra chowse ; 
Oh! was‘it not, look you, a plentiful house. 


GLOLIL IP 


OUR LAWS, CONSTITUTION, AND KING. 
A DUET. 
(J. Powell.) 


THouGH hurricanes rattle, and tempests appear, 
We sailors have pleasures in store ; 

For the pride of our hearts is to hand, reef, and 

steer, 

Weigh anchor, and bear off from shore. 

If contention of winds raise waves mountain-high, 
O’er our quarters a heavy sea break, 

At the reef-tackle fall we undauntedly ply, 
Nor from danger e’er, lubber-like, sneak. 
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But the storm’s gone astern, and the mainmast’s 
erect, 
Then with messmates we cheerfully sing, 
May our navy for ever old England protect, 
Our laws, constitution, and king. 


Why, lately we spied ’fore the ship, right a-head, 
A three-decker, trim, gallant, and gay, 
And thwart of her poop a French ensign was 
spread, 

Which the tri-coloured stripes did display ; 
Then, by skill, our helmsman the weather-gage 
ot, 

ahduecs: as alongside we lay, 

We so peppered her hull, and her masts away 

shot, 

That to strike she was forced to obey. 

So we took her in tow, and to Plymouth direct, 
Where our crew did all manfully sing, 

Thus our navy shall ever old England protect, 
Our laws, constitution, and king. 


PPL PLLIaL 


*TIS NOT THE SOFTNESS OF HER EYE 
THAT HAS ENSLAVED MY HEART. 
( Upton.) 
*TIs not the softness of her eye, 
Where little loves in ambush lie, 
And shoot with Cupid’s dart 5 
*Tis not the beauties of her face, 
Her matchless form, nor winning grace, 
That has enslaved my heart. 


Tis not the bliss-fraught strains she sings, 
To which my raptured fancy clings, 
Nor looks that sweets impart ; 
Tis not her skin, like ivory white, 
Nor e’en her bosom of delight, 
That has enslaved my heart. 


”Tis something that no tongue can tell 
That binds me to my angel girl 
With more than mortal art ; 
’Tis something that disdains control, 
That breaks my rest, inflames my soul, 
And has enslaved my heart. 


POPP FL ID 


O, THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND! 


WHEN mighty roast beef was an Englishman’s 
food, 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 
Our soldiers were brave, and our courtiers were 
good. 
O, the roast beef of Old England! 
And O, the Old English roast heef ! 


But since we have learnt from all-fashioning 
France, 
To eat their ragouts as well as to dance, 
We’re fed up with nothing—but vain complai- 
sance. 
O, the roast beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robust, stout, and strong, 
And kept open-house with good cheer all day 
long, 
Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this 
song. 
O, the roast beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what shall I name, 

A sneaking poor race, half-begotten—and tame, 

Who sully those honours that once shone in fame. 
O, the roast beef, &c. 


When good Queen Elizabeth sat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or such slip-slops were known, 
The world was in terror, if e’er she did frown. 

O, the-roast beef, &c. 
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In those days, if fleets did presume on the main, 
They seldom, or never, returned back again ; 
As witness, the vaunting Armada of Spain. 
O, the roast beef, &c. 
Oh! then they had stomachs to eat and to fight, 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do them- 
selves right 5 
But now we’re a pack of—J could—but good 
night. 
O,; the roast beef, &c. 


GEPCPLIF EO 


MY LORD, AND PLEASE YOU, HE AND IJ. | 


( Dibdin.) 
My Lord, and please you, he and T, 
Morn, noon, and night, in every weather, 
From little children, not this high, 
In the same cottage lived together. 


Our parents left me to his care, 
Saying, ‘ Let no one put upon her:’ 

‘ No, that I wo’n’t,’ says he, “I swear, 
And he ne’er lies, and like your honour. 


As I was saying, we grew up, 

For all the world, sister and brother ; 
One never had nor bit nor sup, 

Unless it was partook by t’other. 


And I am sure, instead of me, 

Were it a duchess he had won her; 
He is so good, and I’ve, d’ye see, 

A tender heart, and like your honour. 


But wo is ours, now comes the worst, 
To-day our sorrows are beginning ; 

What I thought love—Oh! I shall burst, — 
That nasty baily says was sinning, 

With Lubin who, of all the bliss 
I ever tasted is the donor; 

I took delight to toy and kiss, 
Till ?’m with child, and like your honour. 


= OP FOP OPO 


HARK! THE JOVIAL BUGLE SOUNDS. 
Air—‘* When the southern Breezes play.” 


HARK, the jovial bugle sounds 
Up hill, let’s hail the day! 
See, the lively pack rebounds 
To the merry hark away ! 
Then, let’s off, o’er hill and dale, 
While we foolish danger scorn ; 
And let nought but mirth prevail, 
To hail this pleasant morn. 
Hark, the jovial bugle, &c. 
See, see, the game’s in view, 
Now, comrades, let us on, 
To give his death halloo! 
And then our sport is done ; 
Then mount, my merry men, 
Let’s scamper o’er the plain, 
We’ll watch him to his den, 
And then gallop on again. 
Hark, the jovial bugle, &c. 


OOP LIE PPP 


THEN, OH! MY FRIENDS, THIS HOUR 
IMPROVE, 


(T. Moore.) 


OF all my happiest hours of joy, 

And even I have had my measure, 
When hearts were full, and ev’ry eye 

Has kindled with the beams of pleasure. 





Such hours as this I ne’er was given, 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses ; 
Young Love himself looks down from heaven, 
To smile on such a day as this is! 
Then, oh! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let’s feel as if we ne’er could sever! 
And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remembered ever ! 


Oh! banish every thought to-night 

Which could disturb our soul’s communion ! 
Abandoned thus to dear delight, 

We’ll e’en for once forget the union! 
On that let statesmen try their powers, 

And tremble o’er the rights they’d die for ; 
The union of the soul be ours, 

And every union else we sigh for! 

Then, oh! my friénds, &c. 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o’erflowing ; 
From every soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy, in friendship glowing! 
Oh: could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh! that we ne’er were doomed to lose ’em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte’s eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte’s bosom. 

But, oh! my friends, &c. 


For me, whate’er my span of years, 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; 
Whether I waste my life in tears, 
Or live, as now, for mirth and loving! 
This day shall come with aspect kind, 
Wherever fate may cast your rover ; 
He’ll think of those he left behind, 
And drink a health to bliss that’s over! 
Then, oh! my friends, &c. 


GLPPELI? PD? 


THE OTAHEITE VOYAGER. 
Air—“ When I was a Pure.”—(0’Keefe.) 
In de big canoe 
I o’er ocean swim me, 
Jack and merry crew 
Give good liquor to me. 
Over sand and rocks, 
Teach me sail, no paddle ; 
Teach me den to box, 
So to use my daddle. 
Tu ral loo, &c. 
Oh! I sucked the grog, 
Brandy, gin, and rumme, 
Vid de jolly dog, 
Den to London comme ; 
Vat you tink of dat? 
Rice my hair did powder, 
Rub my head vid fat, 
Dat’s to make me prouder. - 
Tu ral loo, &c. 
Snug as littel mouse, 
From de vind and veather, 
Dragged about in house, 
Made of trees and leather : 
To de woman fair, 
Up de stair Itrott ; 
She did sit on chair, 
On the floor I squattee. 
Tu ral loo, &c. 
But dis lady fine 
Call me ugly devil; 
Gim me glass of wine, 
Den so sweet and civil ; 
In her spousy jump, 
As of kiss I beg her, 
Give my head de tump, 
Cry, get out dam negar. 
Tu ral loo, &e. 
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CUPID IS A ROGUISH BOY, 
(Colman, sen.) 


SICKLY dotage to restrain, 

Let the barber breathe a vein ; 

Or, if age would mimic youth, 

Quickly pluck out the colt’s tooth. 
_ Cupid is a roguish boy, 

Full of play and full of joy, 

Courting pleasure in its prime, 

Laughing at old bald pate Time. 


Age has silvered thy crown, 
On thy brow mixed gray and brown ; 
Hope not then from sprightly youth 
Consistency and spotless truth. 

Cupid is a roguish boy, &c. 


Doctors learn the bounds of art, 
Seek not what no drugs impart ; 
How old age your nerves unstrung, 
Physic cannot make you young. 
Cupid is a roguish boy, &c. 


PPL P LOLOL 


PAT AND THE FAIRY. 
(O’Brien. ) 
JoLL¥ Pat Clancey was indeed very civil, 
But touch up his choler he’d match the big divil ; 
Tt’s then he would show off his love or bad nature, 
To kiss all the girls or smash a foe’s feature. 
Derry down, &c. 


Says he, one fine day, by my soul, it’s a crime 
Not to call on my gossip, for it’s a high time ; 
Faith! I’ll call on young Larry, then catched up 
his sprig, 
And clapped on his noddle his new jetty wig. 
Derry down, &c. 


Over hill, through the valley he passed like a 
shot, 
And soon he arrived at his gossip’s own cot ; 
Old Larry’s at labour, and packed was his dinner, 
Pray, gossip, cried Norry, will you mind that 
young sinner? 
Derry down, &c. 


Young Larry, bed-ridden, served his time very 
_ dreary ; 
And Clancey oft heard that the child was a fairy ; 

Pat sat very silent, the young one must chat, 
With a hum and a ha, how do do, daddy Pat? 
Derry down, &c. 


Cried the wizen, dear father, beware of black 
stripes, 
From under yon broom please to hand me my 
pipes. 
To the sty next you’ll go, and bring in the pig, 
Then 1’ll play you a tune, and she’ll dance you a 
jig. ; 
Derry down, &c. 
Pat looked surprised, and was seized with dismay, 
For once in his life-time he’d fain run away, 
He felt his brain giddy, and round went his head, 
And fancied more fairies than Larry in bed. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then, cried the urchin, as I cannot play, 
Will you hand me them razors from over the way? 
For I mean to shave you, and that you will 


See 5 
Och! the dindl: a fairy, says Pat, will shave me. 
Derry down, &c. 
Arrah, father, squalls Larry, don’t make such a 
bodder, 
Vil yet up myself, and my daddy Vl lather. 








fling.) don’t know the part. 
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You may lather the divil, cries Pat, till you’re 
blue, 


Then out of the cabin like lightning he flew. 
Derry down, &c. 


PPPI IF IF 


NO—NO—NO ;—SAY NOT SO. 
A DUET. 
( Beazley.) 


He.—YET I think there is a name— 
A name to Kenneth’s heart so dear, 
It would outweigh his love of fame, 
And, like a spell, would tempt him here. 
She.—No—no—no ;—say not so— 
Naught could tempt him here! 
No—no—no ; 
Naught conld on earth, I’m sure, 
From his duty draw 
A knight, than whom none truer 
Can be to honour’s law. 


| He.—I’ll away,—and this true knight I’ll bring 


By the magic of her ring— 

Kenneth, no doubt, valiant in arms, 
Boldly in fight wields his bright lance ; 
Conquered in turn, he beauty’s bright charms 
Finds resistless—and yields to a glance. 


She.—No—no—no ;—say not so-— . 
Naught could tempt him thence : 
No—no—no ;— 
If love had so much power, 
He would not try the spell : 
His lady loves the flower 
Of knighthood far too well. 


SOROS LISD 


THE HUMOURS OF A PRIVATE THEATRE: 
(Johnson. ) 


CoME on with your coat and your jacket, 
And as for your waistcoat don’t lack it ; 
And be sure that your stock is as stiff as steel, 
And give a few stitches 
To patch your old breeches, 
For ‘* none are admitted in deshabille.” 


SPOKEN.] Come, George, before I go, let me 
ask who are the performers, and what is the play ? 
Oh! the comedy is the Poor Gentleman: Frede- 
rick by Floghnm, the academical assistant; and 
Ollapod, by Lapstone, the shoemaker and boot- 
closer, who takes the name of Julian. Ah! then, 
I dare say Floghum will make considerable addi- 
tions to his part. Oh! I’ll gage my word he’ll 
introduce gag, for he has paid a large sum for the 
character ; and Lapstone will try awl he can to 
make the part applauded and laughed at to boot. 
With a tol de riddle, rol de riddle rol, de rol de 

ray; 
Sure narhiag is so comical as a stupid private play. 


¢ 


In the green-room, meanwhile, 
There’s a dreadful turmoil : 
Here, hand me my dickey, you dolt, ah! 
I’m in such a great stew, 
We’re to act the Review, 
And I quite forget Looney Mac Twolter. 


SPOKEN.] Here, you scoundrel, Snip, where 
are you? the curtain’s drawn up, and you're to 
act Farmer Harrowby. Where have you got, 
Snip? He don’t hear. Where are you, you jack- 
ass? (Snuffling.) Here I am. Oh! Isee you 
know your name ;—well, get on the stage. ( Snuf- 
Then you'll get 
what you like, Snip, plenty of goose. What’s that 
row about? (Squeaking.) Why, Lieut. Worthing- 
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ton and his affectionate daughter Emily are having 
a regular ¢urn-up. That Lieutenant’s not worth a 
turn-ip. Dear me, how shall we get on? (Ina 
hourse tone.) How you can to be sure. Mr. Duck- 
weed, get ready for Dubbs. 

With a tol de riddle, &c. 


But we'll pass over the play, 
As a Jew, we think, would say, 
And review now the farce The Review ; 
Where poor Looney did not know 
His part at all, and so 
Stood stammering, not knowing what to do. 


SPOKEN.] (Stammering. ) Why, Mr. Dubbs-a-a- 
a-a. ( Hissing. ) Mr. Dubbs-a-a-a-a-a. ( Hissing. ) 
(In a rage.) What, you serpents, are you hissing? 
Then I wo’n’t act any more; I’ve paid a crown 
for the part, and I’ll crack any of your crowns that 
does not applaud me. ( Hissing.) I wo’n’t act 
any more. ( Hissing. ) 

With a tol de riddle, &c. 


PPPLAROEIP 


THE NEGRO SLAVE. 


(R. Southey, P. L.) 


TIS night; the mercenary tyrants sleep 
As undisturbed as Justice! but no more 
The wretched slave, as on his native shore, 
Rests on his reedy couch : he wakes to weep ! 
Though, through the toil and anguish of the day 
No tear escaped him,—not one suffering groan, 
Beneath the twisted thong, he weeps alone 
In bitterness ; thinking that, far away, 

‘Though the gay negroes join the midnight song, 
Though merriment resounds on Niger’s shore, 
She whom he loves, far from the cheerful throng 

Stands sad, and gazes from her lowly door 
With dim-grown eye, silent and wo-begone, 
And weeps for him who never will return! 


PEI PEPF DP 


ROSY WINE IS THE KEY THAT WILL 
OPEN THE HEART. 
( Upton.) 
Rosy wine is the key that will open the heart, 
And the breast will be true that it mellows ; 
When drunk, we despise all base falsehood or art, 
For in liquor we’re all honest fellows. 
Then, quickly pass the jingling glass, 
Ding dong till we are mellow; 
Let ev’ry man do all he can 
To be an honest fellow. 


The lawyer, so grave, for his client will plead, 

And, with unblushing front, ’gainst equity bel- 
lows ; 

The key once applied, owns he doubly was feed, 

For in liquor we’re all honest fellows. 
Then, quickly pass, &c. 

The lover, who vows for his fair one he dies, 

When wine, rosy wine, his bosom once mel- 


lows, 
Will own that her gold is more bright than her 
eyes,— 
For in liquor we’re all honest fellows. 
Then, quickly pass, &c. 
Then, if liquor can banish all art and deceit, 
And the heart will be true that it mellows, 
Let us toss off large bumpers whenever we meet, 
For in liquor we’re all honest fellows. 
Then, quickly pass, &c. 


PPPLPP IS 
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THE BRACELET. 
(Robert Herrick, 1648.) 


Why I tie about thy wrist, 
Julia, this my silken twist, 
For what other reason is’t— 


But to show thee how, in part, 
Thou my pretty captive art ? 
But thy bond-slave is my heart. 


Tis but silk that bindeth thee, 
Knap the thread, and thou art free 3 
But ’tis otherwise with me: 


I am bound, and fast bound, so 
That from thee I cannot go: 
If I could I would not so. 


GFOLFEE IPD 


BROTHER BUCKS, ALL ATTEND TO THE 
THEME I SHALL SING. 
Air— Tantara-rara, Masks all.” 

BROTHER Bucks, all attend to the theme I shall 

sing 
And chorus so loud, make the ceiling to ring ; 
From thence to the skies let your voices resound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bum- 

pers go round. 

Sing tantara-rara, Bucks all. 


But first to our Grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful Buck his loved edict obey ; 
May his breast, fraught with candour, be open 
and free, 
And may all in’s high station be as honest as he. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


From sacred records our sanction we trace 
Of old Nimrod the Buck, who was fond of the 
chase ; 
But since that our order’s so general become, 
Bucks are every where made, both abroad and a 
home. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


Now to Bucks of all sects in a health let us join, 
Here’s the Bucks of the Bell, and the Bucks of the 
Vine, 
Here’s the lodge at the Platter, and likewise to 
those 
Of our order so true, at the Sun and the Rose. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 
Let him, therefore, who rails at our high appella- 
tion, 
Whate’er be his worth, or whatever his station 3 
Weigh maturely the point, and pray hard for good 
luck, 
Or, ’tis twenty to one but, incog. he’s a Buck. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 
Here’s the politic Buck, whose high antlers well 
tipped, 
Shakes his purse at the world, while his doe’s 
fairly leaped : 
Here’s a glass of condolence to each plodding cit 
That’s familiarly bucked by a lord or a wit. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 
Here’s Sir Gravity, too, ina bumper so clear, 
Who oft at our sanctum cast many a sneer 3; 
Though in public he rolls, yet, in private, we 
know, 
He’s a Buck ev’ry inch—I appeal to his doe. 
‘ Sing tantara-rara, &c. 
Now, to Bucks of all kinds we have toasted suc- 
cess ; 


Here’s the sweet pretty does—for can true Bucks 
do less ? 
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Come, join, then, in chorus, with accents so shrill, 
And may each jolly Buck have a doe at his will. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


PILL ISLE 


FOR OLD ENGLAND WE’LL 
LAST BLOOD. 


How blest are we seamen, how joyful and gay, 

Together we fight, or together we play ; 

Our hearts they are sterling, true courage we feel, 

We'll fight for our country, and die for her weal : 

For plenty and freedom we’ll range the wild flood, 

And for England, Old England, we’ll shed our 
last blood. 


By land, other nations their forces may boast, 

?Tis we, only we, can protect Britain’s coast; 

Our strong floating castles, our loud English guns, 

Shall convince all our foes we are Neptune’s true 
sons. 


SHED OUR 


For plenty and freedom, &c. 


Our admirals lead, and our flag is let fly, 
Our cross, like a comet, appears in the sky, 
Portending destruction! our sea-lion roars! 
And his voice, like loud thunder, breaks full on 
the shores. 
For plenty and freedom, &c. 


Come, bustle, my boys, let us form the good line! 
Come, cheer up, Old England! the day shall be 
thine ; 
Huzza, for our country! huzza, for her weal! 
We’ll raise its renown by the courage we feel. 
For plenty and freedom, &c. 


GLP PIPI PF 


MASTER JENKINS SMOKED HIS PIPE, 
(Dibdin.) 
MASTER JENKINS smoked his pipe, 
' And swore he’d ne’er be married, 


But ’gainst each husband threw some wipe, 
Or dry jest drolly carried. 


Master Jenkins thought a wife 
The greatest mortal evil, 

And swore to lead a husband’s life 
Must be the very devil. 


Master Jenkins smoked his pipe 
At home, content and married, 
Regardless of each sneer and wipe, 
Or dry jest drolly carried. 


Master Jenkins swore a wife 
Was not so great an evil, 
And any but a husband’s life 
Was now the very devil. 


Master Jenkins smoked his pipe, 
And-had been some months married, 
Severely now he felt each wipe, 
For horns the poor man carried. 


Master Jenkins cursed his wife, 
And swore of such an evil 

To get well quit he’d part with life, 
Or send her to the devil. 


GOLGI LILeP 


I IN THESE FLOWERY MEADS WOULD BE. 


I 1N these flowery meads would be, 
These crystal streams should solace me, 
To whose harmonious, bubbling noise 
1, with my angle, would rejoice ; 

Sit here, and see the turtle-dove 

Court his chaste mate to acts of love. 


Or, on that bank, feel the west wind 
Breathe health and plenty, please my mind 


To see sweet dew-drops kiss these flowers, 
And then washed off by April showers ; 
Here, hear my Kenna sing a song, 
There, see a blackbird feed her young ; 


Or a leverock build her nest ; 

Here give my weary spirits rest, 

And raise my low-pitched thoughts above 
Earth, or what poor mortals love : 

Thus, free from law-suits, and the noise 
Of princes’ court, I would rejoice :— 


Or, with my dog and a book, 

Loiter, long days, near Shawford-brook 3; 
There sit by him and eat my meat, 
There see the sun both rise and set, 
There bid good-morrow to next day, 
There meditate my time away, 

And angle on, and beg to have 

A quiet passage to the grave. 


PPPS L OCP? 


PIG’S MEAT COURTSHIP ; 
OR, A-SWIM, FOR LOVE, IN THE HOG-TUB ! 
(Shuter.) 


I COURTED a lass, and as bunny a lass 
As hiver my hyes did hiver see ; 
But, for all my love and my toying tricks, 
She cared not a cracked cork for me 5 
She took me home to her own house, 
I had niver bin there afore, 
Then she tumble me into the hog-tub, 
So I niver comed there any more. 


Had I gone down to the bottom, 
As I swimmed on the brim, 

I’m sure I might ’ave been drown’d-ed, 
And niver comed to life agin! 

But there came by a good frind, 
He a frind had bin afore ; 

And he helped me out 0’ the hog-tub, 
So I niver comed there any more. 


Then I took my love by the lily-vite hand, 
And I hazt her if she could dance, 
When there comed by a musicianer, 
That played us a tune by chance ! 
There wuz a blacksmith and vhitesmith, 
That niver had danced afore, 
So we all of us danced round the hog-tub, 
But 1 niver danced there any more. 


PLPIPLPGLGIF 


THE ROBBERS. 
(J. C. Cross.) 


THE traveller on his weary way, 
By us beset, implores in vain, 


. His eye-lids soon shut out the day, 


His pallid cheek ne’er blooms again ; 
Beguiling gold, thy gilded power 

Bids from the bosom pity fly, 
Arrests ambition’s fleeting hour, 

And boldly bids the robber die ; 
It makes the trembling coward bold, 

And gives to pride its cap and feather, 
By it the world is bought and sold ; 

And by the ears we’re set together, 
Sunny skies, or stormy weather, 

Gold so many rivals wooing, 

Some delighting, some undoing, 
Sets us by the ears together. 


Next to gold, alluring love 
Tortures the distracted brain, 

Varied torments bids us prove 
Every pleasure, every pain ; 
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Love taught Hercules to spin, 

Jove to roll his wanton eye, 
The rigid monk ’gainst vows to sin, 

This rugged breast to heave a sigh, 
Love makes the trembling coward bold, 

And gives to pride its cap and feather, 
By it the world is bought and sold, 

and by the ears we’re set together, 
Sunny skies, or stormy weather, 

Love so many rivals wooing, 

Some delighting, some undoing, 
Sets us by the ears together. 


POGPE BEF 


NEVER COMES TO-MORROW. 
Air—‘* Isn’t it a pity ?”’—(Miss Bryant, ) 
A HANDSOME youth, 
A laughing youth, 
He long vowed I was charming 3} 
But still I smiled, toset him wild, 
Thus, thus, true love alarming. 
Bays he, my dear, ah, grant my prayer, 
And ease this heart from sorrow : 
Says I, sir, pray now go away, 
And call again to-morrow. 


The morrow came, and much to blame 
Was I tomake him wander, 
For in a day he went away, 
And tore our bonds asunder. 
For one more sly had pleased his eye, 
Alas, my heartfelt sorrow ; 
The fun I spoke he thought no joke, 
And didn’t call to-morrow. 


Now, maidens, mind, ne’er prove unkind, 
And when your lover’s praying, 
Don’t jeer or scoff, or he’ll be off, 
For jokes ’tis dearly paying. 
Whate’er you do, mind when they sue 
Affection’s smile to borrow, 
And donot stray from day today, 
For never comes to-morrow. 


OLFLIP OIF 


LISTEN TO THE MIRACLES THAT JOPPA 
DOES DIVINE T’YE. 


(Reynolds. ) 


LISTEN to the miracles that Joppa does divine t’ye, 
Mark what I prophesy, 
Will pass in anno domini 
One thousand eight hundred and ninety. 
Listen to the miracles, &c. 


The knight now his helmet on, his sword and 
falchion handles, 
But knights then thick as hops, 
In bushy bobs will keep their shops, 
And deal, good lack, in figs and tripe, and soap 
and tallow candles. 
Listen to the miracles, &c. 


No tournaments the nobles then, like ours, will 
take delight in, 
No holy war be keptin view, 
But should a Christian box a Jew, 
There’ll be plenty to espouse such a holy prize- 
Sighting. 
Listen to the miracles, &c. 
Folly will like wild-fire run, nought will ever 
cool it. 
Much more I could prophesy ; 
Yet, spite of such calamity, 
The nation will be happy ina monarch that will 
rule it. 
Listen to the miracles, &c. 
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WAR WAS PROCLAIMED ’TWIXT LOVE 
AND I. 


Air—* Auld lang syne.”—(K. O. B.) 


WAR was proclaimed ’twixt love and i, 
He shot his arrows keen, 
Said I, you over-match me, boy, 
We'll rest upon the green. 
We’ll rest upon the green, my lad, 
We'll rest upon the green, | 
A truce he signed, and I was glad, 
A. willow stood between. 


Now many years had passed away, 
Secure from Cupid’s smart, 

Though age bore part, ah! lack-a-day, 
Sigh-tingle went my heart. 
Sigh-tingle went my heart, ha, ha! 

Sigh-tingle went my heart; 
The frigid thing commenced to thaw 
Through Cupid’s fervid dart. 


Another trnee, cried I, sweet child, 
I hope you’ll grant to me ; 
With guile, he answered very mild, 
Tothat, I'll not agree, 
To that I'll not agree, when down 
I fell, upon my life, 
And felt a tingling on my crown 
Through tumbling on a wife. 


She died one day, in Cupid came, 
Saying, gray-beard, there you be, 
You’ll require another dame, 
Here’s another touch at thee ; 
Here’s another touch at thee, old boy, 
Here’s another touch at thee ; 
His darts he shot, ah! let him plot, 
He’ll never more touch me. 


PPIOP LOIS 


THE CHAPTER ON DOGS. 


Air—** Bow, wow, wow.” ¢ 
CoME, listen, my friend, to an old dog’s new 
story, 
That contains of his race, and pretensions to 
glory, 
For we dogs may be found in every rank and 
station, 
Since puppies are caressed by the first in the 
nation. 


Bow, wow, wow, fal, lal, riddle lal, 
bow, wow, wow. 


A flatterer’s a cringing dog, he’s always a fawning, 

An alderman’s a sleepy dog, he’s always a 
yawning, f 

A methodist’s a howling dog, his cant he’s always 
whining out, j 

And lawyers, they’re mischievous dogs, they’ll 
tear your pocket’s lining out. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A lover, he’s a wretched dog without his dear de- 
light, sir, : 

And bullies, they are swaggering dogs, which bark 
but never bite, sir, 

A miser, he’s a thirsty dog, he saves an inch of 
candle, 

A coxcomb, he’s a lap-dog, for pretty miss to 
dandle. 

Bow, wow, wow, &c. 

Physicians, they are pompous dogs, they look so 
monstrous big, sir, ; 

But if you’d find their consequence, ‘tis in their 
cane and wig, sir, 
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With Latin phrases they deceive us, poor deluded There one Mr. Frankenstein dwells, 


elves, sir, 
And what they give their patient-dogs they never 
take themselves, sir, 
Bow, wow, wow, &c, 


The playhouse, too, is full of dogs, that cram you 
with their flummery, 

The manager’s a dancing dog, he tricks you with 
his mummery, 

The side-box beaux are critic-dogs, that ev’ry fault 
are marking, 

While the gallery-boys are noisy dogs, they are 
always a barking. . 

Ce. 


Bow, 
The gambler, he’s a shuffling dog, he tricks you 
with his cards, sir, 
And bailiffs, they are sly dogs, they bite you devil- 
ish hard, sir, 
A rake, he is a jolly dog, whom all the ladies 


wow, wow, 


fancy, 
And I am a faithful dog as any here you can see. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


GILL CP IP 


I WONDER WHEN I SHALL BE MARRIED. 


My father has forty good shilling, 
Oh! ay, good shilling ; 
And never a daughter but I; 
My mother, oh! she is right willing, 
Oh! ay, right willing, 
That I should have all when they die, 
And I wonder when I shall be married! 
Oh! ay, be married ! 
My beauty begins to decay : 
1 soon must get hold of somebody ; 
Oh! ay, of somebody, 
Before it is all gone away. 


My shoes they are at the mending, 
Oh! ay, at the mending ; 
My buckles they are in the chest ! 
My stockings are ready for sending, 
Oh! ay, for sending ; 
Then ’ll be as brave as the best, 
So I wonder when I shall be married, &c. 


PIAL IP LIP 


ACTORS AND METHODISTS ; 
OR, THE FATE OF FRANKENSTEIN. 
Air—* Drops of Brandy.” 


O! HAVE you not heard of the news t 

I mean of the kick-up or rumpus! 
The methodists now do abuse 

The show-folk for what they call bumpers. 
Though their chapels each night overflow, 

And every part crammed with spectators, 
The actors, poor devils, ne’er show 

Their teeth, though they’ve empty theatres. 

Rum tiiddity, &c. 


’Vis a case both distressing and droll, 
That the canters do all seem unwilling 
To live and let live every soul, 
Who is able to earn a poor shilling. 
Though the players the Hypocrite play, 
’Tis but a mere representation, 
The methodist acts every day, 
And sends all the plays to d—nation. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


A playhouse there is in the Strand, 
They call it. the English Opera, 

With Exeter "Change close at hand, 
.Where gentlemen’s carriages stop at her; 


And keeps open house for great parties, sir, 
But a number of methodist elves, 
Was pleased to cry *‘ don’t go,” my hearties, O. 
Rum tiidaity, &c. 


The manager now in a rage, 
Stood forth in his play’s targa ie 
And to a large flaming page 
Very soon gave publication. 
The play-goers now were addressed, 
And once more invited to come, sir, 
So the canters may now do their best, 
For with them it is up and all hum, sir. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


PIP? OOL SP 


HOPELESS LOVE, 
( Bryant. ) 


WHAT pang is like the burning sigh, 
That leaves the bosom’s shrine, 

And will not damp the mourner’s eye 
With cooling tears divine? 

This pang it leaves no joy, I say, 
No joy but what’s above, 

And she feels grief by night ana day, 
That lives in hopeless love. 


What bliss is like the cheering sound 
That glads a woman’s care, 

And makes her feel with blisses crowned ? 
?Tis him she loves so dear ; 

But, oh! there is a pang, I say, 
Still say it is above, 

And she teels grief by night and day, 
That lives in hopeless love. 


POP POPLF 


THE HAPPY WATERMAN. 


IF the man goes right who follows his nose, 
The waterman always goes wrong ; 
For one way he looks while another he rows, 
And yet he keeps stroke with a song : 
He gives you a joke 
At every stroke, 
While his wherry glides smoothly along. 


How happy a soul might a waterman be 
Were his cares to his boat but confined ; 
He never would launch on a troublesome sea, 
To disturb the content of his mind ; 
But when with his bride 
Each stroke’s against tide, 
Tis tugging against water and wind. 


But why should I grieve, when I look at my 
badge ? 
When I won it, then, Dick, who so merry? 
How it drew the black peepers of fair Wandsworth 
Madge, 
When I stept from my boat at the ferry ; 
Ah, bless her black eyes! 
That stroke won the prize 5 
She was the first fair in my wherry. 


GPP LPP LIPS 


WHEN ADAM DWELT IN EDEN’S BOWER, 


WHEN Adam dwelt in Eden’s bower, 
And Eve was young and fair; 

While Nature bloomed an infant flower, 
This tree was planted there. 

Its spreading arms, extended wide, 
O’ershading dale and hill ; 

Though every shoot a graft supplied, 
The tree was Adam’s still. 
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Sage Noah, when the deluge came, 
The saving ark prepared, 

And animated Nature’s claim 
Experienced due regard. 

Then, while the messenger went out, 
In hope dry land to see, 

The gentle dove, returning, brought 
A branch of Adam’s tree. 


In that gallant fight t’other day off the Nile, 
My old messmate, Sam Stern, chanced to die, 
The battle once o’er, though I cheered with a 
smile, 
A tear for poor Sam dimmed my eye. 
Thinks I, here’s rough. news for his prattlers and 
Kate, 
They’ll scarcely survive the sad shock ; 
So Ill save all my rhino to soften their fate, 
And steer them from poverty’s rock. 


If safely through life’s troubled sea you would 
steer 
And make the right haven at last, 
Still kindly all messmates’ distress strive to cheer, 
And shield them from poverty’s blast. 
For my part, I know tars must fight and must 
fall, 


















Thus held the stock its ancient right, 
Though scions decked each bough, 
And, till the world’s extinguished quite, 
No other guise ’twill show. 
Though Time should lose his sithe and glass, 
And Death the power to kill, 
Till Chaos re-assumes his place, 
The tree is Adam’s still. 


eoecreed And leave their poor widows’ hearts sad ; 
Pee Lord love ’em, I wish I could marry them all, 
HARVEST HOME. And be to each orphan a dad. 

( Goodwin.) Joe 

BricuT Sol h turned to the western do- 
TE ae hee Oe al CRAIGIE-BURN WOOD. 

To sleep on his Thetis’ fair bosom again ; (Burns. ) 
Then let rosy Mirth, with her gay dimpled guest, CHORUS. 


Now sooth rugged Labour, and lull Care to rest; 
For say can the farmer or peasant look glum 
While echoing woodlands reply harvest home, 
Harvest home, 
Harvest home, 
While echoing woodlands reply harvest home. 


The sithe and the sickle resign to the flail, 
So now with brown beer fill the cleanly milk- 


BEYOND thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 
And O to be lying beyond thee! 

O sweetly, soundly, well may he sleep, 
That’s laid in the bed beyond thee! 


Sweet closes the evening on Craigie-burn wood, 
And blithely awakens the morrow 3 
But the pride of the spring in the Craigie-burn 
wood 
Can yield me nothing but sorrow. 
Beyond thee, &c. 


I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 
I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But pleasure they hae nane for me, 
While care my heart is wringing. 
Beyond thee, &c. 


pail; 
And while cheerful toasts go round, merry and 
blithe, 
Think not of the vicar, nor yet of his tithe: 
And let the grave Don still look surly and glum— 
While echoing woodlands, &c. 


The sportsmen now rise, when the merry-toned 
horn 
Salutes fair Aurora and welcomes the morn ; 
All other delights must to hunting give place, 
And ease fall a victim to the toils of the chase ; 
With pleasures exulting in freedom to roam— 
While echoing woodlands, &c. 


IT canna tell, I maunna tell, 
I darena for your anger 3 
But secret love will break my heart, 
If I conceal it langer. 
Beyond thee, &c. 


I see thee gracefu’, straight, and tall, 
I see thee sweet and bonnie ; 

But O, what will my torments be, 
If thou refuse thy Johnnie! 


Pomona her treasure now plenteously pours, 
And Ceres has filled ev’ry barn with her stores ; 
So now, while we drink, may fair Friendship be 
found, 
Where Nature profusely deals bounty around : 
So now, lads and lasses, with speed hither come, 
While echoing woodlands, &c. 


Beyond thee, &c. 


To see thee in anither’s arms, 
In love to lie and languish ; 
’Twad be my dead, that will be seen, 
My heart wad burst wi’ anguish. 
Beyond thee, &c. 


But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 
Say, thou lo’es nane before me ; 
And a’ my days 0’ life to come, 

I’ll gratefully adore thee. 


POE PIP OP? 


HONEST BEN. 
(Dibdin.) 


I’M called honest Ben, but for what I don’t know, 
I only, d’ye see, do.my duty : 

Tis every one’s place for to lighten the wo 
That presses down virtue and beauty : 

Why gold was first made, I can’t tell, to be sure, 
In learning not being addicted, 

Unless it was meant for to cherish the poor, 
To comfort and aid the afflicted. 


Once honest Bill Bobstay, a true-hearted lad, 
Became for a land-lubber bail, 

Who soon got from Bill all the money he had, 
And then cooped him up in a jail; 

My pockets with prize-money then were well- 

lined, 

So Bill I restored to his friends : 

Their transports made him nearly out of his mind, 
And me for the act full amends. 


Beyond thee, &c. 


OLPLP LL EP 


OH! THAT THERE WERE SOME FOUNT 
WHOSE STREAM. 


(T. W. Kelly.) 


Ou! that there were some fount, whose stream 
Drank Lethe’s source! where he might go 
Whose soul was of the fervid beam, 
To drink the waters as they flow. 


Oh! that there were such fount extant! 
How would I court the oblivious lymph! 
How oft that pilgrim spot I’d haunt, 
To drown my thoughts of thee, sweet nymph. 
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The ship, driving out to sea, left me, and many more, 
All among the Hottentots, a capering ashore. 





THE SAILOR-BOY CAPERING ASHORE. 


(Dibdin. ) 


POLL, dang it, how d’ye do? 
Nan, wo’n’t you give us a buss? 


Why, what’s to do wi’ you? 
Why, here’s a pretty fuss! 
Say, shall we kiss and toy? 
I goes to sea no more 5 
Oh! I’m the sailor-boy 
For capering ashore. 


Father he apprenticed me 
All to a coasting ship, 
I being. resolved, d’ye see, 
To give them all the slip ; 
I got to Yarmouth fair, 
Where I had been before ; 
‘So father found me there, 
A capering ashore. 


Next out to India 
I went, a guinea-pig 5 
When we got to Table-Bay, 
. Mind, what a pretty rig,—- 
The ship, driving out to sea, 
Left me, and many more, 
All among the Hottentots, 
A capering ashore. 


I loves a bit of a hop, 

Life’s ne’er the worser for’: 
If in my wake should drop 

_A fiddle, that’s your sort. 

Thrice tumble up, a-hoy, 

Once get the labour o’er, 
Then see your sailor-boy 

A capering ashore. 


Aah a ae 
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OH! THIS IT IS TO LOVE. 
A QUARTET. 
(Hampden Napier.) 
[Music, 246, Regent-street. ] 


THE maid who’d wish to slumber, 
With ease and comfort blest, 
Without a care to cumber 
The quiet of her breast— 
_ Must bid farewell to love. 


Let her who’d wish to slumber, 
With ease and quiet blest, 
Of pleasures without number, 
And every joy possest— 
A welcome bid to love. 


To pass the day in sorrow, 
The night in sighs and tears, — 
To dread the coming morrow, 
As one of doubts and fears— 
Oh! this it is to love. 


From ev’ry heur to borrow 
Fresh pleasures that ne’er cloy ; 
To wait the coming morrow, 
A harbinger of joy— 
Oh! this it is to love. 


There is a cloud that lowers 
O’er young life’s brightest sky, 
Replete with storms and showers, 
Its brightness to destroy— 
This fatal cloud is love. 


There is a ray whose splendour 
Throws brightness o’er distress, 
No envious clouds can render 
Its beam of comfort less— 
This cheering ray is love. 


GOIPIFIID 
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THE WANDERING JEW. 
A PARODY. 
Air— I’ve been roaming.”’—( Miss Bryant.) 


I’vE been roaming, I’ve been roaming, 
Vid a merry, merry strain, 

And I’m coming, and I’m coming 
Home, to Rosemary-lane. 


I’ve been roaming, J’ve been roaming 
Through evry street and square, 

And I’m coming, and I’m coming 
With the pargains I got there. 


I’ve been roaming, I’ve been roaming, 
I have, upon my life, 

And I’m coming, and I’m coming 
To my children and my vife. 


I’ve been roaming, I’ve been roaming, 
For to pargain I’ve the knack, 

And I’m coming, and I’m coming, 
Vith my pag upon my pack. 

I’ve been roaming, I’ve been roaming, 
Quite hungry, full of vo, 

But I’m a coming, I’m a cominZ 
To eat fish and buckle yow. 

I’ve been roaming, I’ve been roaming 
Vere the peoples call out pork, 

But Iam coming, I am coming, 
To be rested from my vork. 


I’ve been roaming, I’ve been roaming, 
But our shaboth it is nigh, 
So [’m coming, so I’m coming 


To vish you all good bye. 


GLOGPLPILP? 


WHEN JOVE A LOVELY WOMAN MADE. 


(G. T.) 


WHEN Jove a lovely woman made, 
(To sooth man’s breast ’twas given, ) 

He sought each mighty goddess’ aid, 
To bless this gift of heaven. 


From Juno, majesty he drew, 
From Cupid, sportive wiles, 
From Hebe, youth for ever new, 

From Venus, love and smiles. 


He gave her universal sway, 
With beauties to enchant, 

With one soft tongue to say us “ nay,” 
And two kind eyes to grant. 


With these he new-formed woman crowned, _| 


With other charms, too, graced ; 
And Venus, sweetly smiling, bound 
The cestus round her waist. 


Like to a bud, to earth she flew, 
With all its sweets yet hidden, 

The flow’rets ’neath her footsteps grew, 
The trees put forth unbidden. 


Fraught with her fragrant breath, the dew 
The bee first learned to sip 3 

Wine sweetness from the nectar drew 
Which Jove hung on her lip. 


The flow’rets first their fragrance took, 
To birds their notes were given, 

On her descending form to look, 
Man raised his face to heaven. 


GI FPP PPP? 


YE FREE-BORN SONS, BRITANNIA’S 
BOAST. 


YE free-born sons, Britannia’s boast, 
Firm as your rock-surrounded coast, 
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Ye sov’reigns of the sea ; 
On ev’ry shore where salt tides roll, 
From east to west, from pole to pole, 
Fair Conquest celebrates your name, 
Witnessed loud by wond’ring Fame, 
The lads who dare be free! 


Mistake me not, my hearts of oak, 
I scorn with liberty to joke, 

Ye sov reigns of the sea! 
Assist, uphold your church and state, 
Your great men good, and good men great, 
All, all, abroad, at home, unite, 
And, jovial, join in faction’s spite, 

Then, then, my friends, you’rs free . 


Ye sov’reigns of wide Ocean’s waves, 

To heroes long enshrined in graves, 
A requiem let us sing : 

I Alfred, Henry, Edward name, 

Then William, our deliv’rer came ; 

May future ages Brunswick own, 

Perpetual heir to Britain’s thrane,— 
So, here’s God save the King. 


POCCOD 


THAT’S NOT WHAT I MEANT TO SAY 
(M. G. Lewis.) 


AH! believe, I speak sincerely, 
Here I wish to pass my life ; 
Fancy’s mirror shows me clearly 
All the bliss that waits your wife : 
Every knee its homage shows her, 
Wealth and Pomp her will obey. 
Oswy’s poor, and—psha, sir, no, sir! 
That’s not what I meant to say. 


Though his eyes exceed in splendour 
Summer-skies, so bright, so blue ; 

Though his heart be true and tender, 
(None so tender, none 50 true ;) 

Though his tears so much distress me, 
When he weeps my heart gives way 3 

Though I love him—nonsense !—bless me ! 
That’s not what I meant to say. 


PPPLPIPOPO 


WE SOLDIERS DRINK, WE SOLDIERS 
SING. 


WE soldiers drink, we soldicrs sing, 

We fight our foes, and love our king, 
Are ever brisk and jolly; — 

We know no care, in peace or war, 

We ask no wealth but fame and health, 
A knapsack and a Dolly. 


When Mirth invites we seldom think, 

When Honour calls we never shrink, 
But, scorning Melancholy, — 

Alert and gay, we march away 

To foreign parts, with cheerful hearts, 
A knapsack and a Dolly. 


If doomed to fall, the good and brave 

Will dew with tears their soldier’s grave; 
Thus sadness is a folly ; 

His dauntless sword Fame will record, 

His comrade dear will prize and cheer 
His knapsack and his Dolly. 


Then, come, my noble heroes, come, 

With sprightly fife and echoing drum, 
With minds elate and jolly, 

Let’s take the field, nor ever yield 

To Fortune’s frowns till conquest crewns 
Our knapsack and our Dolly. 


PIL OL IGF? 
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WE’LL DRINK TILL WE CAN’T SPEAK 
AT ALL. 


RAIL on at joys that are not thine ; ‘ 
That thus thou leerest with envy’s blink, 
Tis not because we drink good wine, 
But ’tis that thou hast none to drink : 
What though two roads before us lie, 
We on no crooked path shall fall ; 
For that we may not walk awry, 
We'll drink till we can’t walk at all. 


Thou sayest, that wine’s the cause of strife, 
That to the brain when it ascends, 
We quarrel ; so do man and wife, 
And then, like them, we’re better friends : 
But here thou shalt not have thy will, 
Nor coax good fellows to a brawl ; 
Rather than of our friends think ill, 
We'll drink till we can’t think at all. 


Thou callest the glass a foe to love ; 
Why, fool, ’tis Cupid’s dearest boast, 
What fair did celebrated prove, 
Till celebrated as a toast ? 
But, imperfection should there be, 
That to their lot sometimes may fall, 
Rather than faults in ladies see, 
We'll drink till we can’t sce at all. 


Thou sayest, that treason lurks beneath 
And our convivial pleasure sours ; 
Thou liest, the monster does not breathe 
That dares profane a king like ours! 
But, our firm loyalty to prove, 
And choke thee with our ranc’rous gall, 
Rather than in a faction move, 
We’ll drink till we can’t move at all. 


Yet, after all, abuse our joy, 
Indulge this cynic spite of thine ; 
When thou hast said the worst, old boy, 
Thou canst not say we drink bad wine. 
We envy no man’s pleasure, we 
Still ready at each gen’rous call ; 
Nay, rather than speak ill of thee, 
We’ll drink till we can’t speak at all. 


ORIOL CILSF 


MY HEART IS HEAVY! WELL-A-DAY. 
| A DUET. 
(G. Colman.) 


WAs it the nightingale’s notes of love, 
Or was it the zephyr on roses playing, 
That lured her so late to the musky grove ? 
Or was it that Selim there was staying ? 
Twas her troth to plight, 
Ere he had marched to fight ; 
And this was Abra’s plaintive lay,— 
1 


«« My heart is heavy! well-a-day * 


While they were uttering vows of truth, 
While they were wishing they ne’er could sever, 
A tiger leapt on the luckless youth, 
And Selim was torn away for ever! 
Oh! her reason is gone ; 
But when night comes on, 
Still Abra sings her plaintive lay, 
“« My heart is heavy! well-a-day '” 


PPPLLP LA 


THE BULL-BAIT. 
( Upton.) 


WHAT creature’s that, so fierce and bold, 

That springs, yet scorns to lose his hold 2 
His teeth like saw-hooks meet! 

The bleeding victim roars aloud, 

While savage yells convulse the crowd, 
Who shout on shout repeat. 
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It is the bull-dog! matchless, brave, 

Like Britons on the swelling wave, 
Amidst the battle’s flood. 

It is the bull-dog! dauntless hound, 

That pins the mourner to the ground, 
His nostrils dropping blood. 


The stake-bound captive snorts and groans, 
While, pain and torture rack his bones, 
Gored both without and in ; 
One desp’rate act of strength he tries, 
And high in air the bull-dog flies,-— 
Yet tossed to fight again. 


He falls—and scarcely feels the earth, 

Ere innate courage shows its worth, 
His eye-balls flashing fire 

Again he dares his lusty foe,— 

Again aloft is doomed to go,— 
Falls—struggles—and expires ! 


GLIPIPLLIDP? 


MARK WHERE YON WAVING WILLOW 
WEEPS. 


Air— I have a silent Sorrow here.” —(J. Bruton.) 


MARK where yon waying willow weeps 

O’er yon green grave with daisies drest ; 
Lo! here my gentle Emma sleeps, 

’Neath the green turf, sweet maid, at rest. 
Her melting eye of heavenly b:ue, 

Will glad his aching heart no more 5 
Her face now wears death’s pallid hue, 

And all my happy hours are o’er ' 


That breast is still where oft this head, 
Hath hushed its pain in sweet repose 5 

Those lips are closed, their tone is fled ; 
Thy cheek hath lost its wonted rose ;, 

But, fare thee well, dear blighted flower, 
Though in the lonely tomb thou’rt laid, 


- A little while, a transient hour, 


And we shall meet again, sweet maid. 


GPP LELPIS? 


THE HIBERNIAN WATCHMAN ; 
OR, PAST TWELVE O’CLOCK. 
Air—“ Vauxhall Watch.” —( Collins.) 


WHILE midnight topers their bottles drain, 
In a merry cue, and a merry vein, 


| I’m beating the rounds in the wind and the rain, 


Crying, past twelve o’clock. 


| And while stretched out in the beds they lies, 


And. they snores and snorts, like pigs in their 
sties, 


| O! L stretches myself, and I, gaping, cries, 


A past twelve o’clock. 


And, perhaps, just then, some swaggering chap 

Upon my shonlder gives a tap, 

And he cries, ¢ Arrah! Paddy, don’t take a nap, 
Though it’s past twelve o’clock ;’ 


When a loving couple, that’s upon the stroll, 
Gets into a corner, cheek by jowl, 

Then I comes with my lantern and my pole, 
Crying, past twelve o'clock. 


So I gets a tizzy for to let them alone, 
And I minds them no more nor a stock or a Stone, 
But I turns aside, with a gentle tone, 

Crying, past twelve o’clock. 


But, when lamps are breaking by your dashing 
dons, 
(As I’ve had my skull cracked more than once,) 
O! I scampers away for to save my sconce, 
: With a past twelve o’clock. 


404. 
‘To a poor ragged wench, when £ beats the round, 
That without a farthing I’ve often found, 

O! says I, you’re the cattle that must fill my 


pound, 
Now, it’s past twelve o’clock. 


And to squeeze the pockets of a poor green clod, 

When he can’t find his way to the Land of Nod, 

O! says I, Mr. Muzzy, you must go to quod, 
For it’s past twelve o’clock. 


But a neighbour’s house, if ’tis open broke, 
And I gets well touched, I laughs at the joke, 
And I softly cries, not to wake the folk, 

A past twelve o’clock. 


Thus, though my labour at night is great, 

Yet I knows all the day how to live in state, 

And I never repine at a watchman’s fate, 
Crying, past twelve o’clock.- 


For I does my work by the rule of thumb, 

To come in for my share of crust and crumb, 

For the which I sometimes seem half dumb, 
Crying, past twelve o’clock 


And the neighbours never believes I mocks, _ 

When I bids them look to their bolts and locks. 

But they gives me a thumper of a Christmas-box. 
For my—past twelve o’clock. 


PLELPPPIP? 


WHEN ONCE THE POOR GIRL IS 
MARRIED. 
(James Powell.) 
IN youth, the young virgin is frolic and gay, 
She dances and carols her hours away, 
Through pleasure’s gay stream she is carried ; 
But, look in her face, 
How altered the case, 
When once, the poor girl, she is married. 


From the gayto the grave, quite changed is her 
style, 
The matronly airs take place of the smile, 
No longer by pleasure she is carried ; 
Ah! how comes this change, 
So odd and so strange, ; 
Dear, dear, the poor girl, she is married, 


Should a handsome young swain breathe in her 
ear 
Love’s soft tender sigh, his hope, and his fear, 
Awhile she may wish she had tarried, 
His hopes are all down, 
When she, with a frown, 
Cries, Sir, don’t you know I am married. 


PEL IPL OP? 


THE WATERY GRAVE. 
(Dibdin.) 


WOULD you hear a sad story of wo, 
That tears from a stone might provoke, 
?Tis concerning a tar, you must know, 
As'‘honest as e’er biscuit broke ; 
His name was Ben Block—of all men, 
The most true, the most kind, the most brave ; 
But, harsh treated by Fortune, for Ben, 
In his prime, found a watery grave. 


His place no one ever knew more ; 
His heart was all kindness and love ; 
Though on duty an eagle he’d soar, 
His nature had most of the dove. 
He.loved a fair maiden, named Kate, 
His father, to interest a slave, 
Sent him far from his love, where hard fate 
Phunged him deep in a watery grave. 
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A curse on all slanderous tongues . 
A false friend his mild nature abused ; 
And sweet Kate, of the vilest of wrongs, 
To poison Ben’s pleasure, accused 


That she never had truly been kind, 


That false were the tokens she gave ; 


That she scorned him, and wished he might find, 


In the ocean, a watery grave. 


Too sure, from this cankerous elf, 


The venom accomplished its end ; 
Ben, all truth and honour himself, 
Suspected no fraud in his friend, 
On the yard, while suspended in air, 
A loose to his sorrows he gave, 


‘ Take thy wish,’ he cried, ‘ false, cruel fair,” 


And plunged in a watery grave. 


PPPPL ODP 


BRING ME VENUS, BRING ME WINE. 


(M<Nally.) 
WHEN gen’rous wine expands the soul, 
How pleasure hovers round the bowl! 
Avaunt! ye cares of Fancy’s crew, 
And give the guilty wretch his due ; 
But, let the juice of sparkling wine, 
My grosser sense of love refine : 
As Jove, his nectar drinks above, 
Ill quaff whole goblets full of Jove! 


Then, why should I at life repine? 
Bring me Venus, bring me wine ; 
Fill the ever-flowing-bowl, 

In circles gay, and pleasure roll. 
Ever open—ever free, 

Hail, thou friend to jollity ! 

My brows with Bacchus’ chaplets crowned, 
I’ll live to love—my cares are drowned. 


GPP PL LIP 


GUID STRANG YELL. 
A CUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


Our Ellek likes fat bacon weel, 
And havver bannock pleases Dick, 
A cow’d cword meks lal Wully fain, 
And cabbish ay turns Philip sick ; 
Our dea:ne’s for gurdle ceake and tea, 
And Betty’s aw for thick pez keale ; 
Let ilk yen fancy what they wull, 
Still my delight is guid strang yell. 


I ne’er had muckle, ne’er kent want, 


Ne’er wranged a neighbour, freen’, or kin’, 


My wife and bairns buin aw I prize, 
There’s music in their varra din ; 
T labor suin, I labor leate, 
And chearful eat my humble meal, 
My weage can feed and clad us aw, 
And whiles affords me guid strang yell. 


What’s aw the warl widout content, 
Wi’ that and health man can’t be peer, 
We suin slip off frae friens and foes, 


Then wha but fuils would fight for gear : 
?Bout kings and councils gowks may fratch, 
For me I scorn to vex mysel ; 


But laugh at courts, and owre grown knaves, 


When I’ve a hush o’ guid strang yell. 


THE SHEPHERD’S BOY. 


How happy was the shepherd's boy, 
To tend his flock his sole employ; 
Wide o'er the plain he viewed them stray, 
While innocence still made him gay ; 
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He tuned his pipe, and sung his song, 
Happy and jocund all day long ; 

His cheeks were blushed with ruddy health, 
And sweet repose was all his wealth. 


In summer’s heat, or winter’s cold, 

He counted o’er his fleecy fold, 

And near the banks of Lynn was found, 
More joyful than a monarch crowned ; 
For there the earliest of the year, 

The sweetest flowrets did appear ; 

And Norfolk seemed the world alone 
To him,—all other parts unknown. 


No cares, no fears, his mind molest, 
But all was happy in his breast ; 

When love! that soft intruding pow’r, 
Gay wanton of an idle hour, 

Showed false Maria to his sight, 

Which robbed his soul of all delight ; 
For she, so beautiful to view, 

Though much she vowed, was never true. 


No longer now is Colin gay, 

Alas! his flocks unheeded stray, 

No more his pipe with music sounds, 
The river rolls, or smile the grounds ; 
All Nature as a blank to view, 
Maria’s false, though Colin’s true. 
Lost is the shepherd of the vale, 
Unless to sing his own sad tale. 


POFIPIIGO 


COFFEE HOT; 
OR, A STREET BREAKFAST. 
Air— Cherry ripe.” —(J. Bruton.) 


CoFFEE hot, coffee hot, hot, I cry, 
Full and fair cups, come and buy ; 
But if so be you axes where 

I makes it hot? I answer there, 
Over the fire, where hangs my pot, 
That’s where I make coffee hot. 


_ SPOKEN.] Selling coffee, d’ye see, suits me to 
aT; for I rise and make my kettle sing before 
the lark sings in a morning, and toddle out with 
my coffee-can, table, and eatables, in time to 
meet the dustmen, sweeps, and mechanics, that 
are passing and repassing to their morning avoca- 
tions. My butter, which is scrapings, I sell at the 
rate of two shillings per pound, I get at the but- 
ter-shops for twopence. My coffee is ground 
horse-beans and roasted corn; my sugar is half 
sand, which happily mixeth with the grounds of 
the coffee at bottom, passeth off undiscovered ; 
and then my milk is chalk, which I get for chalk 
at the oil-shop. Pray, ma’am, do you call this 
coffee? said an Irishwoman, one morning. As 
like Turkey, said I, as two peas. 
powers! and I like, it’s more like horse-beans than 
pays. And this sugar? said she. The best 
moist ; and if you don’t like it you may lwmp it. 
And do you call this butter? said she. Equal to 
fresh. Fresh, by my soul! and it’s as stale as my 
mackerel and as rank as yourself. It’s all the richer, 
said I, for that. Ah! you divil, said she, you’re 
right ; for riches and rank is all the same thing. 
Though I often get in a scrape for selling scrapings 
for butter, and get a roasting for selling roasted 
corn for coffee, I manage to butter my own bread 
pretty well, while 
Coffee hot, coffee hot, &c. 


Coffee hot, coffee hot, hot, I cry, 
Full and fair cups, if you’re dry ; 
Here the milk galore doth flow, 
Here is butter, bread, also, 

If you have the ready got, 

That’s the time for coffee hot. 


Pays! by the | 
/Chinaman, is that your toast? 
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SPOKEN.] Pray what shall I] de for you, Mr. 
Plasterer? Why, give a brick a dab o’ mortar, a 
pint of suck, and a little whitewash. I suppose 
you mean a small loaf and butter, a pint of coffee, 
and a little milk? Exactly. Here it is, sir. 
Ulloa! here; what’s the damage here; what 
have Thad? Twelve cups of coffee, five twopenny 
loaves, and butter. Two shillings and threepence, 
Mr. Coalheaver. Two and threepence, eh? Vell, 
I’ve got but threepence: I must owe you the odd 
two bob. Owe me, sir! what do you mean? Vy, 
to say you are mean, if you grumble to trust a 
gemman o’ two bob; but don’t be cross, I’ve got 
a hodd Jack 0’ diamonds, my jewel, in the waggon. 
You understand ; (winks) so gi’z a few more cups 
o’ coffee and bread and butter, to make up breakfast, 
for 1 must be jogging. Pray, ma’am, would you 
choose a roll and butter? Yes; I always chews a 
roll and butter, ha! ha! That voman says she 
always chooses a roll in the gutter. Ulloa! there’s 
that sweep resting his soot-bag on the coffee-table. 
Och! go on there, Mr. Clergyman, or Vl dust your 


jacket for you, you black divil! by the holy, now. 


Draw me a dish of coffee. I did, sir, but that 
gentleman has dished you out of it. Where’s my 
bread and butter? That gentleman has got that, 
too, sir. Which gentleman? That, sir; Mr. 
Phillip. Mr. Fillip, what do you mean by taking 
my bread and butter? Mean, sir! I beg pardon, 
sir; I hope you wo’n’t take it amiss, as it was an 
entire mistake. Ulloa! there’s that sweep got his 
fingers in the butter, now. Take ’em out, sir, or 
Ill give ’em a licking. Vy, lowrd, sir, you need- 
n’t trouble y’rself, I’ll lick °em myself. 
Coffee hot, coffee hot, &c. 


Coffee hot, coffee hot, hot, I cry, 
Full and fair cups, come and buy; 
Here is milk and sugar nice ; 

Come here, I’ll serve you in a trice; 
If you have the ready got, | 

Then’s the time for coffee hot, 


SPOKEN.] Pray, sir, do you ect toasts? No, 
ma’am, but I drink toasts sometimes ; but talking 
of toasts, puts me in mind of liquor. Can you 
tell me why Mrs. Salmon, when she’s getting 
flighty, is like she is when she’s gettiny tipsy on 
credit? Can’t tell, indeed. Why, because she’s 
getting rum on tick, (romantie.) He! he! he! 
Harkee! but I’ve a better one than that. Why 


| would Mrs. Salmon’s fish, if they were alive and 


growing, be like fish made to imitate them? Can’t 
tell, indeed. Why, because they’d be hearty fish 
all, (artificial.) He! he! he! Dick, do you 
know who that was that passed by just now? No; 
why? Because he looked so hard at me. Don’t 
you know the reason of that? No. Because you 
looked so soft at him, ha! ha! ha! Pray, Mr. 
Ax about; who 
do you call Mr. Chinaman? Oh! E beg pardon, 
sir; I perceive it has put youin your cup. Cup, 
cup, sir, no sarce, sir, or I shall give you a pitcher 
in the gutter, sir. <A pitcher, sir! Yes, sir, or 
break your mug. Mug, all in the way of trade ; 
ho! ho! ho! Och! blood an nouns now! if they 
hav’n’t upset the coffee-table. Oh! here’s ail my 
crockery broke,—my coffee spilt, — my butter, 
sugar, and milk in the mud. Who was it that did 


(it? Wy, that ere sweep, ma’am. Who? what I? 


me, sir. Yes, ma’am, it was him; look at him 
in the face, that’ll tell you: see how zed he looks. 
I say, Dick, don’t you see what a pickle Mrs. Sal- 
mon’s in? Yes, she’s made pickled salmon of 
now. 

Coffee hot, coffee hot, &c. 


PRILEIGIE 
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*TIS MY LOT TO LANGUISH IN SILENT 


SOLITUDE. 
(Hampden Napier.) 
[Music, 246, Regent-street. ] 


THERE was a time ere Sorrow 
Had taught a tear to start, 

Ere Care had ploughed one furrow 
Across my cheerfu! heart. 


But now mine eye is tearful, 
As well in sorrow versed ,— 
This heart no more is cheerful, 
But throbs as though ’twould burst. 


Mine hours are past in anguish, 
Nor dares a hope intrude, 
Since ’tis my lot to languish 
In silent solitude. 


OPPLPEFSEL? 


PADDY LOVES A SHAMROCK. - 
Air—* Calder-Fair.”—(T. Dibdin. ) 


PADDY loves a shamrok, 
Johnny Bull a rose, 
Sandy loves a thistle, 
And Taffy, we suppose, 
Cot pless hur, loves a leek,—- 
And yet, the truth to speak, 
Our honour and a pretty girl 
We all love more than those. 


Ri tol, &c. 


Show us but the spalpeen 
Who’d our rights oppose, 

Johnny, Sandy, Pat, and Taff 
Would take him by the nose. 

Together, in a lump, 

We the universe would thump, 

Should they venture to canoodle 
Us, every body knows. 


Ri tol, &c. 


Croudy, beef, and whisky, 
Butter-milk, and cheese, 
Make a body frisky, 
Like a hag of fleas ; 
And if for these we fight, 
How much greater the delight 
To stick up for a petticoat 
Whoever may say pease. 


Ritol, &c. 


PILL EP 


THE TEAR! 


(Matilda, Queen of Denmark, Sister to George 


the Third, King of England. ) 


How prone is the bosom to sigh! 
How prone to weep the human eye ! 
As through this painful life we steer, 
This valley of the sigh and tear. 


When by the heart, with sorrow grieved, 
A thousand blessings are received, 

With ev’ry comfort that can cheer, 

’Tis then bright Virtue’s grateful tear. 


When ev’ry parting pang is o’er, 

And friends, long absent, meet no more, 
Fraught with delight and love sincere, 
*Tis then sweet friendship’s joyful tear. 


When two fond lovers, doomed to part, 
Feel deadly pangs invade their heart, 
Torn from the object each holds dear, 
’Tis then, O, then, the parting tear. 


When wretches, on the earth reclined 5 
Their doom of condemnation signed, 
The end of earthly being near, 

’Tis then soft Pity’s gentle tear. 





If on some lovely creature’s face, 
Rich in proportion, colour, grace, 
A pearly drop should once appear, 
"Tis then the lovely, beauteous tear. 


When mothers (0, the grateful sight !) 
Their children view with fond delight, 
Surrounded by a charge so dear, 

?Tis then the fond, maternal tear. 


When lovers see the beauteous maid 

To whom their fond attention’s paid, 

With conscious, blushing sobs, draw near, 
Tis thus the lovely, pleading tear. 


When two dear friends, of kindred mind, 

By ev’ry gen’rous tie conjoin’d, 

Behold their dreaded parting near, 

Tis then, O, then, the bitter tear. 

But when the wretch, with sins oppressed, 
Strikes, in an agony, his breast, 

When torn with guilt, remorse, and fear, 
Tis then the best, the saving tear. 


FPP LLP 


IF I DON’T FIND SOMETHING TO DO. 
Air—« Nobody coming to woo.”—(C. F. Barrett.) 


A DINNER, d’ye mind, is the thing, 
The sound sets my stomach a twitching ; 
Let poets of beauties now sing, 
My wishes all lay in the kitchen. 
And it’s oh! how I wish to be carving it! 
Lord! how I long to set-to ! 
My appetite’s keen, and I’m starving it, 
If I don’t find something to do. 


And it’s oh! for the turkey and chine, 
Or a slice of the brown, so inviting, 
Or old England’s far-famed sirloin ; 
These, these are the things I delight in. 
And its oh, &c. 


Cloth cleared, hob and nob then we go, 
We drink, boys, as long as we’re able, 
Till, with toasting the king, you must know, 
We’re snugly laid under the table. 
And it’s oh, dear, what will become of me! 
These women put me in a stew 3 
My dinner I lose for a certainty, 
And I shall have nothing to do. 


GPOP LCL? 


SWEET BLOOMING LAVENDER. 


BLOOMING as May full oft was seen, 
In tattered garb, the lovely Kate, 
With basket made of rushes green : 
She never murmured at her fate, 
But, plaintive, cried, 
Sweet, blooming lavender ! 


Her coral lips and eyes of jet 
Would oft attract the gazer’s view, 
With bosom bare, though dripping wet, 
Unmindful of the charms which drew, 
She’d, plaintive, cry, 
Sweet, blooming lavender ! 


Poor Kate an aged mother had, 
In lowly cot, who pined for want ; 
And, was the weather e’er so bad, 
She, cheerful, sought a pittance scant, 
And, plaintive, cried, 
Sweet, blooming lavender ! 


At length her tender parent died,— 
Poor, friendless Kate heaved many a sigh, 
To ease her sorrow no one tried, 
She sank with grief, no more to cry, 
In plaintive tone, 
Sweet, blooming lavender ! 
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FOX-HUNTING IS THE TOAST. 
( Upton.) 


THE sun-beams tint the upland hills, 
The dew-drops sparkle bright , 

The breath of morn its sweets distils, 
And hails the new-born light. 


«‘ Hark, boys! hark, hark‘” the huntsman cries, 


The loud halloo his boast ; 
And next to love, that, conquering, flies, 
Fox-hunting is the toast. 


The morning sky looks lively round, 
And teems with bracing health ; 

While pleasure wakes man, horse, and hound, 
To joys unbought by wealth. 

Let sordid souls on gold rely, 
Till life gives up the ghost, 

So love but glads the sportsman’s eye, 
Fox-hunting is the toast. 


Clorinda joins the fond embrace, 
And yield’s to love’s caress ; 

Bids every joy attend the chase, 
And health their pastime bless. 

«* Hark, boys! hark, forward 1” rend the air, 
«‘ Tantivy !” rules the roast ; 

And while each sportsman laughs at care, 
Fox-hunting is the toast. 


OPPO OLO 


NEPTUNE HAILS A FREE-BORN BRITISH 


TAR FHE SOVEREIGN OF THE SEAS. 
(O’ Keefe.) . 


Tuus, thus, my boys, our anchor’s weighed ; 
See Britain’s glorious flag displayed, 

Unfurl the swelling sail ! 
Sound, sound your shells, ye tritons sound ! 
Let every heart with joy rebound ! 

We scud before the gale. 
For Neptune quits his watery car, 

Deposed by Jove’s decree, 
Who hails a free-born British tar 

* The sovereign of the sea. 


Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives and sweethearts kina, 
Perhaps to meet no more: 
Great George commands ; it must be so3 
And glory calls ; then let us go! 
Nor sigh or wish for shore. 
For Neptune, &c. 


A sail a-head, our decks we clear, 
Our canvass crowd, the chase we near: 
In vain the Frenchman flies. 
A broadside poured through clouds of smoke, 
Our captain roars— My hearts of oak, 
Now draw, and board your prize. 
For Neptune, &c. 
The scuppers run with Gallic gore ; 
Their ensigns struck, mounsieur no more 
Disputes the British sway. 
A prize! we tow her into port, 
And, hark! salutes from every fort ! 
Huzza! my souls, huzza! 
For Neptune, &c. 


GPOLLIGII 
THE ROYAL BROTHERS. 


A MASONIC GLEE, 
(Matthew Garland.) 


WHEN GREAT GEORGE OUR KING a freemason 


became, 
He exalted our glory and extended our fame ; 


in our archives enrolled, and embarked in our cause, 
He honoured the craft, and subscribed to their laws. 










CHORUS. 
Let your goblets be large, prepare a deep charge ; 
Huzza! huzza! may he prosper, huzza! 
Freemasons are loyal, and love the blood royal ; 
The throne they will guard, and drive faction 
away. 


RoYAL FREDERICK OF YORK illustrates our plan, 
As a mason, a prince, and benevolent man ; 
DUKE CLARENCE and CUMBERLAND to advantage 
appear,. 
When, snug in the lodge, a white apron their 
wear. 
Let your goblets, &c. 


Well pleased, we behold our GRAND MASTER ap- 
pear ; 
’Tis thine, ROYAL SUSSEX, to ravish the ear ; 
With thy brother CAMBRIDGE arranged by thy 
side, 
We witness true grandeur, divested of pride. 
Let your goblets, &c. 


All hail! to the craft! who, proudly elate, 

Can boast a distinction and honour so great ; 

Let the trumpet of Fame o’er the universe ring, 

Ané live long and reign OUR BROTHER THE KING» 
Let your goblets, &c. 


PLP PPE? ? 


O! THE BROWN BEER OF OLD ENGLAND. 


Air—‘* O! the old English Roast Beef.” 


WHEN humming brown beer was the Englishman’s 
taste, 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were 
chaste ; 
Their breath smelt like roses whenever embraced ; 
O! the brown beer of Old England, 
And, O! the old English brown beer. 


Ere coffee and tea found their way to the town, 
Our ancestors by their own fire-sides sat down, 
Their bread it was white, and their beer it was 
brown. 
O! the brown beer, &c. 


Our heroes of old, of whose conquests we boast, 
Could make a good meal of a pot and a toast ; 


| ©! did we so now, we should soon rule the roast, 


OQ! the brown beer, &c. 


When the great Spanish fleet on our coast did ap- 
pear, 

Our sailors, each one, drank a jorum of beer; 

And sent them away with a flea in their ear. 

O! the brown beer, &c. 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer 


} Ere they mounted the rostrum, their spirits to 


cheer ; ‘ : 
Then preached against vice, though courtiers were 
near. 
O! the brown beer, &c. 


Their doctrines were then authentic and bold, 
Well grounded on scripture and fathers of old, 
But now they preach nothing but what they are 
told. 
O! the brown beer, &c. 


For since the geneva and strong ratafee, 
We are dwindled to nothing,—but stay, let me 


see 
Faith, nothing at all but mere fiddle-de-dee. 
Q' the brown beer, &c. 


PIFLIPL 
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WHEN WAR’S ALARMS ENTICED MY 
WILLY FROM ME, 


(R. B. Sheridan.) 


WHEN war's alarms enticed my Willy from me, 
My poor heart with grief did sigh ; 


Each fond remembrance brought fresh sorrow on 


me ; 
I waked ere yet the morning was nigh, 

No other could delight him ; 

Oh! why did I e’er slight him! 
Coldly answering his fond tale ; 

Which drove him far, 

Amidst the rage of war, 
And left silly me thus to bewail. 


But I no longer, like a maid forsaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove ; 
But ere the lark to-morrow shall awake him, 
I’]l go seek my absent love ;— 
_ The hostile country over, 
Ill fly to meet my lover, 
Scorning every threatening fear, 
Nor distant shore, — 
Nor cannon’s roar, 


Shall longer keep me frdm my dear. 


GPIIPP IPP EP 


THE DILIGENCE IS READY, BOYS. 
Air— All the World’s in Paris.”—( Moncrieff. ) 


THE diligence is ready, boys, x 
It for no one tarries ; 
Come, let’s start, and taste new joys, 
With all the world in Paris. 
We'll stare like cognoscenti, true, 
At all that precious there is, 
The Tuileries and Louvre, too, 
Then let us haste to Paris. 
Come along, ’tis now the time, 
He’s a fool who tarries, 
France is now the only clime, 
All the world’s in Paris. 


The postilion drives five in hand, 
Well tied with ropes together ; 
That should the beasts object to stand, 
To keep them to their tether ; 
He has such wondrous skill and power, 
Each nag so fresh and rare is, 
We gallop shall four miles an hour, 
Until we get to Paris. 
Come along, &c. 


THE MIST IS GONE THAT BLEARED MY 
EYES. 


(1578. ) 
[From ‘ A Gorgeous Gallery of Gallant Inventions.’ | 


-THE mist is gone that bleared my eyes, 

The lowering clouds I see appear; 
Though that the blind eat many flies, 

I would you knew my sight is clear. 
Your sweet, deceiving, flattering face 

Did make me think that you were white ; 
T muse—how you had such a grace, 

To seem a hawk, and be a kite. 


Where precious ware is to be sold, 
They shall have it that giveth most ; 
All things, we see, are won with gold, 
Few things are had where is no cost : 
And so it fareth now by me ; 
Because I press to give no gifts, 
She takes my suit unthankfully, 
And drives me off with many drifts. 
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Is this the end of all my suit, 
For my good-will to have a scorn? 
Is this of all my pains the fruit, 
To have the chaff, instead of corn ? 
Let them that list possess such dross, 
For I deserve a better gain ; 
Yet had I rather leave with loss, 
Than serve, and sue, and all in vain. 


GIPPIPPIIA 


ARISE, BROTHER SPORTSMEN, THE 
LANDSCAPE SURVEY. 


ARISE, brother-sportsmen, the landscape survey, 
Now the dog and the gun can delight ; 
The sweet breath of morn with the toils of the 
day, 
Shall give zest to the bottle at night. 
Then quit the rude scene where infirmity grows, 
Where law, priests, and politics break life’s re- 
pose ; 
With Phoebus come forth, we’ll to bed with the 
clown, 
And to your pillow, of course, shall be softer than 
down. 


Let the drudge disapprove, and cry, fie! ’tis 
amiss, 
Stroke his pale withered visage, and frown, 
Say the sportsmen -had better relinquish such 
bliss, 
And stick to his traffic in town. 
Death looks on Old Worldly, to mammon a slaye, 
And smiles to reflect how such people his grave ; 
While the sportsman he flies, 
And long leaves him to health ; 
What’s so good "neath the skies? 
Not a Peru of wealth. 


Then, away to the lawns, let 
stanch, 
Come equipt as a sportsman should be; : 
The squire at his table shall furnish the haunch, 
And the covey shall cheer you with me ; 
The good ancient dame our brave forefathers 
knew, : 
She who fattened the ox, and first taught us te 
brew, 
Hospitality fair, of our island first-born, 
A sweet aspect shall wear or night, or at morn. 


your pointers be 


Come, fly from the town, leave the doctor to kill, 
Leave the lawyer to trouble mankind ; 
Leave the low plodding cit his deep coffers to fill, 
And the loud politician behind. 
O’er the hill and the moor we will follow the 
sport, 
And forget ali the ways of the city or court, 
Till dear peace, with delight, gives a balm for each 
pain, 
Nor till winter’s long night see your London 
again. 


OPP OCP OPLS 


THE AMERICAN MOCKING-BIRD. 
(Upton. ) 


BIRD of wonder! Nature’s darling ! 
Little vocal prodigy ! 

Blackbird, linnet, thrush, or starling, 
All in turn must yield to thee. 


Happy mimic! nought can ’scape thee, 
Dog or cat thon can’st deceive ; 

Yet no creature dares to ape thee ; 
Man can scarce thy powers believe. 


Blithe, surprising, merry creature, 
Fraught with every other’s note ; 
Pleasing both in form and feature, 
With a melange in thy throat, _ 
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Day and night thy worth proclaims thee 
Sovereign of the feathered throng ; 

Well may every minstrel blame thee, 
Thine exceeds their sweetest song. 


All the sun-day thou sits singing, 
Flutt’ring on expanding wings ; 

Peal on peal of music ringing, 
Sweet as flowers of fragrance springs. 


By the moon, from night to morning, 
Still thy melody is heard; 
Time, and place, and season scorning, 


: Charming, matchless, ‘* mocking-bird !”” 


POPP PLIP? 


ENCHANTING YOUNG FANNY! 


Air—“* Believe me if all those endearing young 
Charms.”—(L. W. K.) 


Ou! the witch’ry that lurks in Fanny’s dark 
eye! 
Such a peculiar tendency shows ! 
That ’twere the sex-hater only, when she was 
nigh 
Could subdue fond desire as it rose ! 
For the rose-tint of health, that youth paints in her 
cheek, 
And the dimple that’s graced by her smiles ; 
Inspire a passion, that would plainly bespeak 
. She’s a Venus, with Psyche’s love-wiles ! 


Yet think not meanly of my beautiful Fanny, 
From those charms that Nature’s implanted ! 
For, by Heavens! I swear she’s as virtuous as 

any — 
But ee the sweet girl, and you’ll grant it! 
For with that same look, which such inviting im- 
‘ plies, 
Of one, too, that repels she’s possessed ! 
And the libertine’s heart fails with humbled sur- 
rise, 
'To find her, like Diana, as chaste! 


PL OPL PIS 


2T1S THE JUICE OF THE VINE THAT 
DISPERSES DESPAIR. 


( Best.) 


Ye grave, sober mortals, ye sons of old Care, 
What pleasure from sadness can flow ? j 
?Tis the juice of the vine that disperses despair, 

’’ Which Bacchus distributes below. 


The priest, clad in sanctity, rages and bawls, 
Exclaims against liquor divine ; 
But, when from the church, to obey Nature’s 
calls, 
His reverence ’s not quite so sublime. 


With the best of us all he will tipple and quaff, 
And with glee will drink, riot, and smoke ; 

At church and at state he will merrily laugh, 
While a bumper enlivens the joke. 


The lover with sighs intercedes with the fair, 
In sonnets unburdens his mind ; 

Intreats for a smile to dispel all his care, 
But the hard-hearted nymph’s still unkind. 


Was the bow] but the object ye lovers adore, 
Without eloquence, reason, or verse ; 

Great Bacchus affords you a plentiful store, 
Which we sons of old Noah disperse. 


Let philosophers reason of systems divine, 
And patriots of politics prate ; 

Their reasons agree when at Bacchus’s shrine, 
And a bumper dispenses their. hate, 
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Let war, wit, and beauty, religion and laws, 
No longer with Bacchus contend ; 

He dispels all our cares, and evinces our cause, 
And Mars does our liquor defend. 


PPP LPPEH 


MY HEART WAS LOW WHEN WILLIAM 
WENT ABOARD. 


(C. Dibdin.) 


My heart was low, the wind was high, 
When William went aboard ; 
He heaved the anchor, I a sigh, 
And Heav’n for him implored. 
Then watched with tears the vessel far, 
That from me bore my gallant tar. 


Now hope dispels my anxious fears, 
All soothed are love’s alarms ; 
For homeward bound my William steers, 
To faithful Mary’s arms. 
I’ll watch with smiles the vessel far, 
That brings me back my gallant tar. 


GLOLLI PDP? 


WHILE I LIVE LET ME LAUGH. 


Ou! give me the heart that is cheerful and gay, 
And the face that the smiles of good-humour 
illume, 
The converse that sparkles with wit all the day, 
And at eve can enlighten the moments of 
gloom. 


And let me, while youth, health, and vigour, are 
mine, 
With the gay sons of mirth all my light moments 
share, 
Like the bubbles that sparkle and mantle in 
wine, 
Bidding Sorrow farewell, and defiance to Care. 


And dear to the soul are the moments that fly 
With the girl that we love, in the sweet social 
bower ; 
‘ While Joy’s vivid torch flashes bright in each eye, 
Nor BOORRY dare to damp the pure bliss of the 
our. 


E’en bere, e’en with Love shall gay Mirth still re- 
side, 
Nor sighs ever check the dear rapture we prove ; 
While I live let me laugh, still be Pleasure my 
guide, 
gad: mirth be my motto, in friendship and 
ove. 


PORES LLLP? 


MARY SCOTT. 


(Hogg. ) 
** But I will sec that face so meek, 
Cold, pale, and lifeless though it be ; 
And I will kiss that comely cheek, 
Once sweeter than the rose to me.” 


With trembling hand he raised the lid, 
Sweet was the perfume round that flew, 

For there were strewed the roses red, 
And every flower the forest knew. 


He drew the fair lawn from her face, 

’T was decked with many a costly wreath ; 
And still it wore a soothing grace, 

Even in the chill abodes of death. 


And, ay, he prest the cheek so white, 
And, ay, he kissed the lips beloved ; 
Till pitying maidens wept outright, 
And even the frigid monks were moved. 


41? 


Why starts Lord Pringle to his knee? 

Why bend his eyes with watchful strain ; 
The maidens shriek his mien to see, 

The startled priests inquire in vain. 


Was that a sob—an earthly sigh, 
That heaved the flowers so lightly shed ? 
"T'was but the wind that wandered by, 
And kissed the bosom of the dead. 


Are these the glowing tints of life 
O’er Mary’s cheek, that come and fly ? 
Ah, no! the red flowers round are rife, 
The rosebud flings its softened dye. 


Why grows the gazers’ sight so dim, 
Stay, dear illusion, still beguile? 

Thou art worth crowns and worlds to him, 
Last, dear illusion, last awhile. 


Short was thy sway, frenzied and short, 
For ever fell the veil on thee 3 

Thy startling form, of fears the sport, 
Vanished in sweet reality ! 


’*Tis past! and darkly stand revealed 
A mother’s cares and purpose deep ; 
That kiss, the last adieu that sealed, 
Waked Mary from her death-like sleep. 


Slowly she raised her form of grace, 
Her eyes no ray conceptive flung ; 
And, oh! her mild, her languid face, 
Was like a flower too early sprung. 


‘ O! I lie sick and weary here, 

My heart is bound in moveless chain ; 
Another cup, my mother dear, 

I cannot sleep, though I would fain.’ 


She drank the wine with calm delay; 
She drank the wine with pause and sigh ; 
Slowly, as wakes the dawning day, 
Dawned long-lost thought in Mary’s eye. 


Needs not to paint that joyful hour, 

The nuptial vow, the bridal glee ; 

. Now Mary Scott, the forest-flower, 
Was born a bride to Torwoodlee. 


GFLIG LIS 


THEN, BLOW AWAY, BOYS! THEN, BLOW, 
MY GOOD FELLOWS! 


A GLEE. 


BAcTRIA’S sage, famed Zoroaster, 

Was our sect’s redoubted master ; 

For him, some centuries ago, 

Our grandsires did the bellows blow, 

And, when his learned carcass fell 
Beneath the lightning’s flashes, 

They sifted his cinders very well, 
And they bottled up his ashes. 


Then, blow away, boys! then, blow, my good 


fellows, 
When we have retired from blowing the bellows, 
Oh! we shall be a heavy loss 
To brothers of the rosy cross. 


Jacob Behmen had got in his head 
A notion that made some sport, 
For among the stars is a darkness, he said, 
Where the devil is keeping his court ; 
But, wheresoever the devil may be, 
The devil a bit for that care we, 
And we are determined, while life exists, 
To work for the good of the alchymists. 
Then, blow away, boys, &c. 


POLI L LIP 
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THE MANIAC’S SONG. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 


THOUGH my love lies low, where the waters urge 
Their moaning waves, with solemn sweep, 
Yet soon in a grotto of shells he shall sleep, 

While the night-bird sweetly hymns his dirge 
O’er the rocks of the boisterous deep : 

And there will I go, at all times and all weather, 

And wreaths of the fresh and green sea-nettles 

gather ; 
The flowers for those who kindly prove, 
But nought save the sting 
For those who fling 
Reproach upon my love. 


OPIL PPP? 


STRAWBERRY PAT. 
(Dibdin. ) 


SURE, don’t they call me Strawberry Pat, 
And don’t I cry, to give folks pleasure ; 
I packs them neat, and you may say dat, 
For a pint of them fills a pottle measure ; 
And then, to be sure, I let pass by 
The world and all its curious bobberies, 
Ah! see dat lover there so sly. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! by my soul, and its one of my 
own countrymen: to be sure, they don’t make 
love in all manner of shapes. Strawberries, my 
dear madam; dey are like your own beautiful 
face; the true maiden’s blush. Get along with 
yourself, sir, will you? Arrah! it’s get along, I 
must! Oh! de taef, he has not a shilling to pay 
for the pottle. What’s that you are saying, sir? 
What am I saying? arrah! strawberries, 
Fine strawberries, 
And they’re all so round, 
So fine, so sound, 

They’re all my scarlet strawberries. 
















See, Pat Mac Farlin, as he sings, 

And swears, and flatters, the rogue so neat is; 
”T’ant long, fait, since he clipt his wings, 

And drummed him ont of the land of potatoes. 
By my soul, and Pat’s grown no small fool ; 

He’s up to the world and all its bobberies, 
See that romp there from the boarding-school. 


SPOKEN.] Ah! de teaf, he’ll be after running 
away widge her to Gretna-green. The poor baby 
and the papa will so pity her, and the maiden 
aunt so abuse her! Ah! why the devil would 
you be turning the people’s house topsy-turvy. 
Had not you better, lovey, go home to your 
{ mamma. What’s that you are saying, sir? 
What am I saying? arrah, strawberries, &c. 


| Look at Murdoch Murphy, all so gay, 
{ A dasher among the host of Pharaoh : 
| Arrah! fait, twas only the t’other day, 
That he cried live pigeons all so rare, O! 
| But times are altered, Murdoch now 
With other pigeons makes fine bobberies, 
To that widow hear him swear and vow. \ 


SPOKEN.] Oh! by my soul! and he lays it on 
pretty thick. Ah! don’t now be boddering about 
your first husband ; sure a’nt I worth nineteen of 
the likes of him? But my dear Sir Murdoch! 
Sir Murdoch! oh! de taef, if he has not benight- 
ed himself. Tl tell you what it is, my sweet 
lady ; he’ll be squandering away all the fortune 
your first husband was so long squeezing up and 
scraping together. Take that, you scoundrel. 
Now, does he mean the blow he gave me, or the 
guinea? Faith, I think I may as well take both 
of them. What are you saying, sir? I say, as 
sure as it is a good one. 

What am I saying? arrah! strawberries, &c. 
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IN A VALE CLOSED WITH WOODLAND. 
(Shakspeare. ) 


IN a vale, closed with woodland, where grottoes 
- abound, 

Where rivulets murmur, and echoes resound ; 

I vowed to the Muses my time and my care, 

Since neither could win me the smiles of my fair. 


As freedom inspired me I ranged and I sung, 

And Daphne’s dear name never fell from my 
tongue ; 

But if a smooth accent delighted my ear, 

I could wish, unawares, that my Daphne might 
hear. 


With fairest ideas my bosom I stored, 

To drive from my heart the fair nymph I adored , 
But the more I with study my fancy refined, 

The deeper impression she made on my mind. 


Ah! whilst I the beauties of Nature pursue, 
I still must my Daphne’s fair image renew ; 
The Graces have chosen with Daphne to rove, 
And the Muses are all in alliance with Love. 


PILL LIL? 


ADIEU TO MY OLD WIFE, 
RAMCHOONDRA. 


(Cobb. ) 


AN old maid had a roguish eye, 
And she was called the great Ramchoondra ; 
She was rich, but poor was I, 
Fal lal lal de ral, &c. 
When we married, she had fears 
She soon should die, and shed some tears 5 
But the tough old lass lived thirty years, 
Did my wife old Ramchoondra. 
Fal lal lal de ral, &c. 


Whene’er a pretty girl was nigh, 
Then this plaguy oid Ramchoondra 
Watched me with a jealous eye, 
Fal lal lal de ral, &c. 
She had but one eye, it is true, 
But that was large enough for two, 
And it glanced upon me all askew, 
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‘“* The merchant, robbed of treasure, 
Views tempests in despair ; 
But what’s the loss of treasure, 
To losing of my dear? 
Should you some coast be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'll find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you so. 


«© How can they say that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain? 
Why, then, beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks discover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand’ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep.” 


Thus, melancholy lying, 
Thus wailed she for her dear ; 
Repaid each blast with sighing, 
Each billow with a tear: 
When o’er the white waves, stooping, 
His floating corpse she spied ; 
Then, like a lily, drooping, 
She bowed her head—and died. 


GLIPLPPI? SP 


I LOVE A JOVIAL GLASS. 


I LOVE a jovial glass, 
With something in it; 
I love a pretty lass, 
?Tis hard to win it. 


But go to a tavern, the wine is at hand, 
And a dozen brave bottles will bow to command. 
Then, though mankind on women may love and 


repine, 


If I needs must be courting, ’tis courting gooa 


wine. 


I love a pocket full, 
There’s. few can doubt it ; 
For the world looks rather dull, 
When I’m without it. 


Did the eye of old Ramchoondra. 


Fal lal lal de ral, &c. 


At last my old Ramchoondra died, 
Then I called her dear Ramchoondra 5 
With decent grief, I sobbed and sighed, 


Fal Jal lal de ral, &c. 


For several hours I sobbed, till chance 
Popt in my head a favourite dance, 
The jig awaked me from my trance, 

So adieu to old Ramchoondra. 


Fal lal lal de ral, &c. 


POP ?L EOL 


SUSANNA. 


(Gray.) 
RECITATIVE. 
7Twas when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind, 
A damsel lay deploring» 
All on a rock reclined : 
Wide o’er the foaming billows 
She cast a wishful look ; 
Her head was crowned with willows, 
That trembled o’er the brook. 
«« Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 

Why didst thou, vent’rous lover, 
Why didst thou trust the seas ? 
Cease, cease, thou troubled ocean, 

And let my lover rest; 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breast? 


But give me the wealth of a monarch or more, 

I’d spend it on liquor, the thing I adore ; 

For, though Fortune and Love are two vixens 
divine, 

Give me what I prize, that’s a bumper of wine. 


PPI LILIGF 


CANNY NEWCASSEL. 
A NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


’BouT Lunnun aw’d heerd sic wonderful spokes, 
That the streets were a’ covered wi guineas ; 
The houses see fine, sic grandees the folks, 
Te them hus i’ th’ north were but ninnies. 
But aw fand ma’ sel blonked when to Lunnun aw 


gat, 
The folks they a’ lucked wishy washy ; 
For gould ye may howk till ye’re blind as a bat, 
For their streets are like wors—brave and 
blashy! 
’Bout Lunnun then divent ye mak sic a rout, 
There’s nowse there maw winkers to dazzle ; 
For a’ the fine things ye are gobbin about, 
We can marra iv canny Newcassel. 


A cockney chep showed me the Thames druvy 
feace, 
Whilk he said was the pride o’ the nation , 
And thought at their shippin aw’d myek a haze- 
gaze ; : : 
But aw whop’d maw foot on his noration 
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Wi’ hus, mun, three hundred ships sail iv a tide, 
We think nowse on’t, awl myek accydavy : 
Ye’re a gowk if ye didn’t knaw that the lads o’ 
Tyne-side 
Are the Jacks that make famish wor navy. 
*Bout Lunnun, &c. 


We went big St. Paul’s and Westminster to see, 


And aw warn’t ye aw thought they luck’d pretty : 
And then we’d a keek at the Monument te, 
Whilk maw friend ca’d the pearl o’ the city. 
Wey hinny, says aw, we’ve a shot-tower see hee, 
That biv it ye might scraffle to heaven ; 
And if on Saint Nicholas ye once cus’ an e’e, 
Ye’d crack on’t as lang as ye’re livin. 
7Bout Lunnun, &c. 


We trudged to St. James’s, for there the king 
lives, 
Aw warn’d ye a good stare we teuck on’t ; 
By my faicks! it’s been built up by Adam’s awn 
neaves, 
For it’s aud as the hills, by the leuk on’t : 
Shem bin ye! says I, ye should keep the king 
douse, 
I speak it without ony malice: 
Aw own that wor mayor rather wants a new house, 
But then wor infirmary’s a palace. 
Bout Lunnun, &c. 


Ah, hinnies! out com the king, while we were 
there, 
His leuks seemed to say, bairns, be happy! 
So down o’ my hunkers aw set up a blare, 
For God to preserve the good chappy, 
For Geordy aw’d dee, for my loyalty’s trig, 
And aw own he’s a geud leukin mannie ; 
But if wor Sir Matthew ye buss iv his wig, 
By gocks! he wad just luik as canny. 
7Bout Lunnun, &c. 


Ah, hinnies! about me the lasses did lowp, 
‘Thick as curns in a spice singin hinnie 5 
Some auld, and some hardly fligged owre the 
dowp, 
But aw kend what they were by their whinnie : 
Ah! manny, says aw, ye hev mony a tight girl, 
But aw’m tell’d they’re oft het i’ the Sworl, 
Than the dolls i’ the Strand or 1’? Wapping. 
?Bont Lunnun, &c. 


Wiv a’ the stravagin aw wanted a munch, 
And ma thropple was ready to gizen ; 
So we went tiv a yell house, and there teuk a 
lunch, 
But the reckoning, my saul! was a bizon: 
Wiv us i’ the north, when aw’m wairsh i’ my way, 
( But t’ knaw wor warm hearts ye yer sel come,) 
Aw lift the first latch, and baith man and dame 
Say, 
«« Cruik your hough, canny man, for ye’re wel- 
come.” 
?Bout Lunnun, &c. 


PLOPLLEP SRS 


TO HIM THAT IN AN HOUR MUST DIE. 


(Lord Lyttleton.) 


To him that in an hour must die, 

Not swifter seems that hour to fly, 
Than slow the minutes seem to me 
Which keep me from the sight of thee. 


No more that trembling wretch would give 
Another day or year to live, 

Than I to shorten what remains 

Of that long hour which thee detains. 


Oh! come to my impatient arms, 

Oh! come, with all thy heavenly charms, 
At once to justify and pay 

The pain I feel from this delay. 
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MOUNT YOUR COURSERS, AND FOLLOW 
THE SPORT. 


As health, rosy health, from cheerfulness flows, 
And sloth draws on old age apace ; 

To avoid sad disease, and such mortal foes, 
By cheerfully joining the chase. 

To the wood, then, let’s haste— Diana invites, 
And thus does the goddess report ; 

If you ae to gain health, with much joy and de- 

ight, 

Mount your coursers, and follow the sport. 


For Nature, gay Nature, imparts in the chase, 
Those charms which but hunters enjoy ; 

There we see a strong picture of life’s eager race, 
In a pastime that never can cloy. 

Then, at night, when the chase has bestowed all 

its charms, 

And we’re snug o’er the joy-giving bowl ; 

To repose we retire, in Beauty’s soft arms, 
Where transports envelope the soul. 


PPLPPPPP 


MY HEAVEN ON EARTH IS DOLLY. 
Air—“* The married Man.” 


LonG time I sighed in secret wo, 
My heart it bled within me; 
Love’s rankling shaft, to peace a foe, 
Had pierced and sore did sting me 5 
A maid I loved, of heavenly mien, 
Averse to pride and folly ; 
Not Juno’s self, though Jove’s great queen, 
Could be compared with Dolly! 
With Dolly—with Dolly, 
Could be compared with Dolly. 


Her unbound tresses curling flowed, 
And wantoned with the zephyr ; 

Her cheeks with modest crimson glowed, 
’T was Nature altogether ! 

Her sparkling eyes were sun-beams bright, 
Her wit the scourge of folly ! 

Her smile was day, her frown dark night ; 
Love’s queen on earth was Dolly. 


My faithful vows and well-tried love, 
At length secured this treasure ; 
Nor envy I Olympic Jove, 
His vast celestial pleasure! 
New joys await each blissful hour, 
Hence grief and melancholy ! ; 
On me the Fates their blessings shower, 
My heav’n on earth is Dolly. 


GOPPLIPIF 


THE ROYAL OAK-TREE. 
Air— The Mulberry- Tree.” 


YE true sons of Scotia, together unite,. 
And yield all your senses to joy and delight : 
Give mirth its full scope, that the nation may 
see 
We honour our standard, the great royal tree. 
All shall yield to the royal oak-tree ; 
Bend to thee, 
Majestic tree ! 
Cheerful was he, who sat in thee ; 
And thou, like him, thrice-honoured shall be. 


When our great sovereign Charles was driven from 
his throne, 
And dared scarce call the kingdom, or subjects his 
own, 
Old Pendrill, the miller, at the risk of his blood, 
Hid the king of our isle in the king of the wood. 
All shall yield, &c. 
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Yn summer, in winter, in peace, or in war, 
"Tis acknowledged, with freedom, by each British 


tar 
That the oak; of all ships, can best screen us from 
harm, 
Best keep out the foe, and best ride out the storm. 
All shall yield, &c. 


Let gard’ners and florists of foreign plants boast, 
And cull the poor trifles of each distant coast ; 
There is none of them all, from a shrub to a tree, 
Can ever compare, great royal-oak, with thee. 
All shall yield, &c. 


GLEIPIPLISF 


WHY, THE WORLD ARE ALL THINKING 
ABOUT IT. 


(T. Moore.) 


Why, the world are all thinking about it ; 
And, as for myself, I can swear, 

If I fancied that heav’n were without it, 
I’d scarce feel a wish to go there. 


If Mahomet would but receive me, 
And Paradise be as he paints, 
I’m greatly afraid, God forgive me! 

I’d worship the eyes of his saints. 


But why should I think of a trip 
To the prophet’s seraglio above, 

When Phillida gives me her lip, 
As my own little heaven of love! 


Oh, Phyllis! that kiss may be sweeter 
Than ever by mortal was given; 

But your lip, love, is only St. Peter, 
And keeps but the key to your heaven! 


GILLI LIPDP 


TWO BLANKS TO A PRIZE. 


IN this lottery of life, should dame Fortune be- 
guile 
This great truth you should ever premise ; 
That however the goddess may simper and smile, 
She has always two blanks to a prize. 


If a husband you’d take, miss, or you, sir, a 
wife, 
From this maxim direct not your eyes ; 
For of one or the other, I’d venture my life, 
There are more than two blanks to a prize. 


If in law you're entangled, why then, silly man, 
As a friend, give me leave to advise ; 

Slip your neck from the collar as fast as you can ; 
There are fifty-two blanks to a prize. 


And if for preferment you’re starving at court, 
Or by merit expect you shall rise, 
Then your chance is not worth, sir, three-fourths 
of a groat ; 
There are ninety-two blanks to a prize. 


CUPID AND VULCAN. 
(Dibdin.) 


“< CUPID,” cried Vulcan, ‘¢ ’tis no jest, 
I’ll forge thy darts no longer, boy ; 

I cannot get a moment’s rest, 
Thy folly gives me such employ. 


Not against Pallas, no nor Mars, 
My worn-out patience so revolts 
To furnish arms for all their wars, 
Not e’en to forge Jove’s thunderbolts. 


Their conscience is in their demands, 
But thou would’st tire me out, in sooth, 
Had I Briareus’ hundred hands.”’ 
Cries Cupid, “* Dad, will hear the truth? 
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The darts thou makest so blunt are found, 
Scarce do I draw my bow at men 

But instantly heals up the wound, 
And all my work’s to do again. 


Vainly I lavish heaps of darts, 
And empty quiver after quiver, 

Which, while they guard their well-armed hearts, 
Their lovers into atoms shiver, 


Find out some surer temper new, 
So shall, like Jove’s resistless fiat, 
My power grow fixed as fate, and you 
Will, henceforth, live a little quiet.” 


Old Mulciber began the work ; 

Forged dart the first ; quoth Love, “ let’s see!” 
Then poised his bow, and, with a jerk, 

He made his coup-d’essai on me. 


The stroke had power each wavering trace 
Of folly from my mind to sever, 

And now I feel one lovely face 
Has fixed my willing heart for ever. 


GIPGEPI RP 


THE CONTENTED IRISHMAN. 


Air—** The Shamrock, the Rose, and the Thistle, 
my Boys.”’—( O’Brien. ) 

WHEN I peeped at sweet Nature I wanted a nose, 

But Jerry cares not now which way the wind 
blows ; 

My head she belaboured, my brain missed her 
crack, 

But ihe, my honey, placed the crack on my 

ack ; 

One eye it was grayish, the todder was red, 

With teeth that were double, set in a big head ; 

As to my clapper I could chatter and bawl, 


The neighbours flocked in, and I frightened them 


all. 
But now happy Jerry has cause to be merry, 
Though Nature has changed all my body, agrah! 
The rich ones, my honey, they tip me the money, 
And say I’m the strangest thing ever they saw. 


I mewed like a cat, and I lowed like a cow, 

I brayed like an ass, and I’d grunt like a sow, 

You’ll say ’twas a wonder for one thus so young, 

It proves for a sartain I had a sweet tongue ; 

My stomach stuck up, tight, beneath my long 
chin, 

And something like calves in the front of each 
shin ; 

Legs and thighs of a piece, too, were free from a 
bone, 

And the ladies would say they were shaped like a 
cone, 

But now happy Jerry, &c. 


Dame Nature can change ev’ry thing in this life, 
For instance, she gave me a beautiful wife, 
We love one another, and well may she sing 
Our levee surpasses the state of a king. 
You’ll judge double grinders require to be fed, 
My love expects not, but gives me good bread ; 
And I have a small charge in Pat, Tim, and 
Jack, 
With Judy, and Peg, who have humps on each 
back. 
But now happy Jerry, &c. 


With my imperfections I’m sure to agree, 

Though my eyes are not matched, still I double 
can see ; 

For eating or drinking, no matter what stuff, 

Through my wanting a nose, 1 am pleased with 
enough. 

They think me half-witted, and call me an elf, 

We are birds of a feather, and fond of the pelf ; 
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I own, if its foolish, for one thing I lack, 
I wish my dear wife had two humps on her back. 
E But still happy Jerry, &c. 


Thus, and no nearer! the crv; 
Now tacking, swearing, lashing, steering, 
' While away the chase is bearing, 
To have a brush d d shy! 


SPOKEN.] And, now and then, a shot we try, 
to bring them to, whether it hits or not. 


And, with acan, &c. 


Sometimes, while squalls have o’er us swept, 
High at the mast-head, watch I’ve kept ; 
We did, my lads, our best; 
Still on the look out for a rumpus, 
At every corner of the compass, 

The north, south, east, and west. 

SPOKEN.] S, and by W.—N.N.E.—S.S.W.— 
N.E. by N.—S.W. by S.—E.N.E.—W.S.W.— 
E. by N.—W. by S.3 ay, d me, north, south, 
east, west, and every corner of the compass. 





7T'was Avarice urged me to hump my dear wife, 
And something it whispered, Ambition brings 
strife. 
Nature grew peevish, and made the wind scold 
More loud than my braying it bawled and it 
howled, 
The tunder was mad, too, and made a big noise, 
When down came a spark on my girls and my 
boys. 
Och! the devil was in it, for each got a thump, 
And I, only I, now am blest with a hump. 
Still happy Jerry will always be merry, 
Cured is my ambition, and I’]] sin no more ; 
It is all a bubble, now tumble in double, 
To see my dear youngsters come rich ones 





galore. 
PIPE LIPL#? 


GO, LOVELY ROSE! 
( Waller.) 


Go, lovely rose! 
Tell her that wastes her time and me 
That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How fair and sweet she seems to be. 


Tell her that’s young, 

And shuns to have her graces spied ; 
That, hadst thou sprung 

In deserts, where no men abide, 

Thou must have, uncommended, died. 


Small is the worth 
Of beauty, from the light retired : 
Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired. 


Then die, that she 

The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee, 

How small a part they share 

That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

( Additional Verse, by H. K. Whate. ) 

Yet, though thou fade, 

From thy dead leaves let fragrance rise, 
And teach the maid 

That goodness Time’s rude hand defies, 

That Virtue lives when Beauty dies. 


GPPOOFIL 


BOXING THE COMPASS. 
(Pearce. ) 


BLUE PETER at the mast-head flew, 
And to the girls we bade adieu, 
Weighed anchor and made sail; 
The boatswain blew his whistle shrill, 
The reefs, shook out, began to fill,— 
We caught a fav’ring gale. 
And, with a can of flip, 
’ 'To cheer the honest tar, 
Thus, gaily, may he trip, 
Lara, lara la, lara, lara, la! 
We cruized along the coast of France, 
But not a mounseer gave a chance,— 
We tried on every tack; 
We drank, and laughed, and sang together ; 
We kept the sea—nor cared for weather, 
?Twas all the same to Jack! 
And with a can, &c. 


Oft, running large, short miles we traced, 


And now, close-hawled, the yards sharp-braced, 


And, with a can, &c. 


POGFELIF- 


THE HARVEST HOME. 


THE sultry noon cries—while they last, 
Seize on pleasures, take repast, 
Fortune’s fickle, 
And Fate’s sickle 
May surprise us in our prime,— 
Death’s the harvest-home of Time. 


Fair-ones, blest with charms and truth, 
Reap the profit in your youth ; 

In that season, 

Follow Reason, 
And of pleasure take your part,—- 
Love’s the harvest of the heart. 


Young men, who all women find 
That’s good, and beautiful, and kind, 
Never grieve ’em, 
Vex, or leave em, 
But treat ’em gently, noble, kind,— 
Truth’s the harvest of the mind. 


GPPLFPOLPL 


NAN, OF SWEET WICKWARE. 
(H. Kob.) 


THE trumpet sounds, I must obey, 

To leave dear friends and march away ; 
Repugnant is my will to roam, 

But still my heart will roam at home; 
Ah, there lies centred all my care, 

My lovely Nan, of sweet Wickware. 


March on is given, perhaps to sever 
Embracing friends, to meet—no never! 
And when the spire sank from my view, 
A tear proclaimed the heart’s adieu ; 

As long as life shall Edward spare, 
He’ll love his Nan, of sweet Wickware. 


Though forced this weary world to rove, 
She’ll still be kind—so thinks pure love, 
But Love is blind, and, we are told, 
When present hot, when absent cold; 
In every clime to me she’s fair, 

My lovely Nan, of sweet Wickware. 


Waft, zephyrs, waft to her this breath, 
To form a lasting kiss till death, 

Upon her ruby lips to sleep, 

But not one hint that thus I weep. 

In Fortune’s frowns I have my share, 
Her frowns are smiles in sweet Wickware. 


The news is come that you are wed; 
May he prove kind who’s in my stead ; 
Oh, may your choice be half as true 
To love you, Nan, as I loved you; 
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Let Friendship now a fabric rear, 
My friend, my Nan, in sweet Wickware. 


You say your parents forced your will, 

And that you love your Edward still ; 

Ah, change, dear maid, the youthful spell, 
And let it with thy husband dwell ; 
Let him, through life, be all your care, 

A precedent in sweet Wickware. 


PILI IP OPP 


GENTLE MELODY. 
(J. P. Kemble.) 


AH, what charms to gentle rest, 

The moanings of ambition’s breast, 

And for a moment makes it blest, 
Like gentle melody ? 


Ah! what so well can soothe the pains 
That disappointed love sustains, 
And calm its madly throbbing veins, 

. Like gentle melody ? 


When life is left all dark and drear, 
And hope is dead, what then will cheer, 
And raise the sadly pleasing tear, 

But gentle melody ! 


Then, oh! prolong the soothing strain, 

Repeat it o’er and o’er again, 

For lost is rage, and grief, and pain, 
For gentle melody? 


Se ee 


0. GIVE ME SPOTLESS WORTH. 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


GIVE me the breast where friendship dwells, 
And reigns in truth sincere ; 

Give me the tongue, whence witching spells 
Enchant my ravished ear. 


Give me the lip where Hybla’s sweets, 
With honied love combine ; 

Give me the heart that kindly beats 
In unison with mine. 


O! give me spotless worth in one, 
Where faith all these unite, 

And she shall be my star,—my sun 
Of joy’s eternal light! 


PLP PII IP 


KAIL-BROSE 0’ AULD SCOTLAND. 
Air— O the roast Beef of Old England.” 


WHEN our ancient forefathers agreed wi’ ‘the 
laird , 

For a piece o’ gude grund to be a kail-yard, 

It was to the brose that they paid their regard : 


CHORUS. 


O! the kail-brose o’ auld Scotland, 
And O! the Scottish kail-brose. 


When Fergus, the first of our kings, I suppose, 
At the head of his nobles, had vanquished our 
foes 
Just before’ they began, they’d been feasting on 
brose, 
O? the kail-brose, &c. 


Our sodgers were drest in their kilts and short 
hose 
Wi’ their bonnets and belts, which their dress did 
compose, 
And a bag of oatmeal on their backs to be brose, 
O! the kail-brose, &c. 
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At our annual elections for bailies or mayor,. 
Nae kickshaws o’ puddings or tarts were seen 
there ; 
But a cog o’ gude brose was the favourite fare. 
O! the kail-brose, &c. 


But now since the thistle is joined to the rose, 
And the English nae langer are counted our 
foes, 
We’ve lost a great deal o’ our relish for brose. 
O! the kail-brose, &c. 


Yet each true-hearted Scotsman, by nature jo- 
cose, 
Likes always to feast on a cog 0’ gude brose ; 
And, thanks be to heaven, we’ve yet plenty of 
those. 
O! the kail-brose, &c. 


GPaILIIFPLIF 


LET VIRTUE BE THY GUIDE. 
(Male.) 


FRoM infant state, beneath this roof 
A tender mother’s care, 
To ev’ry fond endearment proof, 
Watched o’er each op’ning year 3 
When Fancy led the vale to stray, 
To pluck the primrose gay, 
Her guardian footsteps marked the way, 
To welcome in the May. 


In riper years, when ’neath the hill 
We’ve sat beside the stream, 

Soft tears her aged eyes would fill, 
Bent on my blushing mien ; 

Thy charms with joy, my Anna dear, 
I view—but, oh! she cried, 

Though decked in gold, deceit appear, 
Let Virtue be thy guide. 


So oft the lesson met mine ear, 
So deep sunk on my soul, 

I viewed each swain with cautious fear, 
But who can Fate control ; 

Young Henry came—the hamlet’s pride, 
And swore to constant prove, 

So close he pressed, my heart complied, 
And drank the sweets of love. 


So soft his tale—so sweet his song, 
Too soon my heart gave way: — 

But, ah! he’s fled—now peace is gone, 
To winter’s turned my May ; 

Each day I, cheerless, sigh in vain, 
My hours sadly glide, 

I ne’er had known this cruel pain 
Had Virtue been my guide. 


PPO PLIOG? 


THE WHIMSICAL LOVER IS A PREY TO 
ALL CARE. 


THE whimsical lover’s a prey to all care, 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
He’s lost to himself when he sighs for the fair ; 
Foil de rol lol, &c. 
He dreams all the day, and he wakes all the 
night, 
His sorrows are lasting, but short his delight. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


Let my pretty Polly go round with the toast, 

Fol de rol lol, &e. 
I’m blest if she’s mine, and the same if she’s lost 5 

Fol de rol lol, &c. 
So long as she loves me, I know she’!I prove true, 
And if she should alter, why so can I too, 

Fol de rol lol, &c. 
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Should she prove inconstant, why should I be sad, 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
’Tis time to grow wiser, and not to run mad, 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
If gen’rous and true, she’ll value my love, 
And the loss of a jilt is a blessing, by Jove. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


The loss of a mistress shall never destroy, 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
That happy tranquillity which I enjoy ; 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 
For against all these evils I’ll always prepare 
Indifference, that sovereign cure for all care. 
Fol de rol lol, &c. 


PEPIGGLOP 


NOW WHAT DO YOU THINK OF A 
COCKNEY? 


(Franklin. ) 


No doubt, good folk, and I pledge my word, 
Of a cockney you have often heard ; 

For he’s a nice and tasty lad, 

A spruce—a smart—a flashy blade ; 
Distinguished by his yait and air, 

For cock of hat and dress of hair; 

To all polite,x—morn, noon, and night ; 
Bows like a lord, and keeps his word, 

With any he you e’er did see ; 

Now, what do you think of a cockney? 


In luove’s sweet passion, who will dare 
With him to cope—with him compare! 
For a cockney all the girls admire, 

He’s such an am’rous spark of fire, 
That all he does and all he says, 

Gets many a fair one’s envied praise ; 
He’ll sigh and leer, and cry, my dear, 
A lover true I'll prove to you 

As any he, you e’er did see ; 

Now, what do you think of a cockney? 


In all the freaks of mirth and fun, 
Pray, when was ever he outdone? 
For a cockney is a merry grig, 
Will lead a dance or hop a jig; 
Will box, or fence, or play the wag, 
Or drive a coach, ov vault a nag; 
Will sing and laugh—his bottle quaff ; 
A lad of merit and of spirit, 
; As any he, &c. 


GILGCIPOPO 


THE WATER OF TYNE. 


CANNOT get to my love if I should dee, 

The water of Tyne runs between him and me ; 
And here I must stand, with the tear in my e’e, 

Both sighing and sickly, my sweetheart to see. 


O! where is the boatman, my bonny honey! 

O! where is the boatman? bring him to me,— 
To ferry me over the Tyne to my honey, 

And I will remember the boatman and thee. 


O! bring me a boatman—I’ll give any money, 
(And you for your trouble rewarded shall be, ) 
To ferry me over the Tyne to my honey, 
Or scull him across that rough river to me. 


GPL PPPE SH 


FROM FATHER AND MOTHER I LEARNT 
-TO LOVE PRETTY WOMEN AND WINE. 


(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


To win and to wear a sweet creature, 
Is always Sir Leinster’s delight ; 
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The first thing he dreams in the morning; 
The last that awakes him at night. 

He’s tight, when he slips from his pillow, 
As a ship that is just out of dock ; 

Though at dusk with a skinful of claret, 
He’s apt to run foul of a rock. 

Sing smaghleroo smack smhilhat smothar ; 
How funny this taste is of mine, 

Oh! I learnt it from father and mother, 
To love pretty women and wine! 


PIPIPIPGIOP? 


THE BRITISH EXILE. 
(J. M. Moffatt.) 


THOUGH far from home, from Britain far, 
I wander ’cross the bounding wave ; 

Yet shall not time or distance bar 
Returning thought to scenes I leave. 


When I shall view the southern sky, 
Glitt’ring with stars all strange to me; 

Memory will trace for Fancy’s eye 
Charles’s ‘bright wain, which here I see, 


Perchance, on some rough distant coast, 
Where I may mourn an exile’s lot, 

And know that one who friends could boast, 
Is then by every friend forgot. 


There should the tufted furze-bush rise, 
Whose bloom a gilded splendour yields ; 

Joy would be mingled then with sighs, 
For my lost native furze-clad fields. 


E’en on the naked sandy shore, 

The briny wave that bathed my feet, 
Would add to recollection’s store 

One thought, at least, that would bo sweet 


Each billow curling o’er the strand 
Of that vast ocean forms a part 

Which flows round Britain’s favoured land, 
Still worshipped in the exile’s heart. 


GIGLI? LEP? 


YOUNG LOVE ONCE FELL THROUGH A 
STRAW-THATCHED SHED. 


Air— Young Love.” 
A PARODY. 


YounG LOVE once fell through a straw-thatched 
shed, 
Where pigs were feeding, 
And, nowise heeding 
What cause the god had thither led, 
While wash they swilled, and were well fed, 
They thrived and flourished, 
For Stick’em nourished 
Their bellies with yood new-made grains ; 
And pigs, though grubby, must be fed, 
For even they feel Hunger’s pains. 


Alas, that mankind’s greedy eye 
Should e’er go thither, 
Their loves to wither, 
But pigs must know they’re born to die, 
And should not sqneal when the knife draws nigh. 
Stick’em came that morning, 
While Love was yawning, 
And seized him, with intent to slay ; 
«Oh, oh!” says Love, “ this is all my eye:” 
So he kicked him over, and flew away. 


PILIGPIPP 
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Buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Large broom, small broom. 





BUY A BROOM. 
(I. R. Planche.) 
[Music, Goulding & Co. Soho-square. ] 


Buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Large broom, small broom, 
No lady should e’er be without one ; 
They’re the handiest things in the world 
When the insects are buzzing about one, 
Or dust through the casement has curled. 
And what are the insects that flirt with 
flowers 
To those that flit daily round beauty’s bowers ; 
Or the dust on the polished piano that lies, 
To that which Love throws into ladies’ eyes. 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Large broom, small broom, 
No lady should e’er be without one. 


the 


Buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Large broom, small broom, 
Come, gentlemen, too, while I’m selling, 
Come, to purchase in crowds you should rush ; 
For, in times such as these, there’s no telling 
How soon ’twill be prudent to brush, to brush. 
You'll pardon the hint, *twas in kindness I 
spoke, 
I’ve a meaning beyond such a very old joke ; 
There are few in the world, 


say, 
But ah something or other they’d fain sweep 
away. 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Large broom, small broom, 
No gentleman should e’er be without one, 


PPIPIP IP 


83—VOL. III. 


HAST NE’ER MARKED THE FLOWER. 
(Hampden Napier, Esq.) 
[Music, 246, Regent-street. ] 


HAST ne’er marked the flower, 
When seeking her nest, 
The bee in its bower, 
Hath stolen to rest? 


How droops the light blossom 
Beneath its new guest 5 

So sinks the lone bosom 
Which love hath possest. 


When the bee from her bower 
Her journey hath ta’en, 
Then up springs the flower, 
All lightly again. 
And thus, too, the bosom, 
When freed from love’s pain, 
Like yonder light blossom, 
Its strength will regain. 


PLP PIPL? 


DEADLY LIVELY; 
OR, THE LADIES’ NAG. 
(Dibdin. ) 


I believe, you will | MIsTER SIMPKIN lived at Leeds, and he had a 


wife beside, 
Who, as she wore the breeches, would often wish 
to ride. 
She nee him for a horse; he yielded to her 
olly, 
And said, ‘‘ I’m always mollified by you, my 
dearest Molly.” 


This horse he had six legs, and I will prove it 
true, 
He lifted up his fore-legs, yet still he stood on twos 


4ib 


Down tumbled Mrs. Simpkin,—her frighted spouse | 


averred, 
«« My lamb’s as dead as mutton, for she does not 
say a word.” 


He popped her in a coffin, and bade them nail it 
fast : 

In funeral array, to the parish-church they passed. 

Says Simpkin, ‘‘ To the church-yard Ill follow at 
my leisure, 

For why, my friends, should I of labour make a 
pleasure 2” 


At night, a resurrection man, resolved a corpse to 
raise, 

With his pick-axe oped the coffin, and at the fair 
did gaze ; 

The noise awaked the lady, “* What, in heaven’s 
name !”’ says she, 

*« Are you with that axe about?” 
about,”” says he. 


Away she ran, he after she? and to the stable hied, 

There she saw her spouse caressing that horse by 
which she died ; 

When in came neighbour Horner, and said, I’ll 
buy that beast, 

If you think he’ll do for my wife as he did for the 
deceased. 


«< Why, ax 


I thank you, sir, said Simpkin, but cannot take 
your pelf, 

Nor sell a nag that promises such service to my- 
self ; 

For though’ he killed my first wife, I do not feel 
much vexed, 


And as I mean to wed again, shall keep him for 


my next. 


You dog, cried Mrs. Simpkin, as she seized him | 


by the hair, 


Disown your lawful wife, now, you villain, if you | 


dare ; 
I’m neither dead nor buried, and you must not. 
marry two, : 
Though you buried me alive, I shall live to bury | 


you. | 

Then turning round his head, Mr. Simpkin cried, | 
good lack! 

Behold the resurrection man, now waiting with 
his sack, 


When he asked, what he wanted ? such a man 
and wife, he said, 

Can never live together, so I’m waiting for the 
dead. 


The digger looked so grave, and his hints so well 
in season, 

Though told by me in rhyme, brought the loving 
pair to reason ; 

Then Simpkin kissed his wife, I’m yours till death, 
he cried, 

So yan a dearest life, will yon take another 
ride ? 


PPLE PP IPP 


SADLY SIGHING WELL-A-DAY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
A STRANGER rung at a castle gate, 
And his horn the warder blew, 
The draw-bridge fell, and the pages wait 
To pay him the honours due ; 
For they thought some valiant knight was there, 
But ’twas a pilgrim faint and spare, 
Who, as he walked his weary way, 
Still sadly sighed, ah! well-a-day. 
The castle’s youthful lord then came, 
And that pilgrim welcome made ; 
And courteously asked his rank and name, 
Whence he came and whither strayed. 
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But the stranger shook his hoary head, 
Gazed on the youth, but nothing said ; 
Save, * here must rest my weary way,’ 
Then sadly sighed, ah! well-a-day. 
‘ A pilgrimage my father went,’ 
Said the lord of the castle bold ; 
But, since, no token has he sent, 
The bell of the castle tolled ;— 
The pilgrim cast his cloak and hood, 
His father’s form before him stood, 
Then vanished from his sight away, 
Sadly sighing, well-a-day ! 


GPGIPLEP? SP? 


WIT AND WINE ARE THE FOUNTAINS 
OF JOY. 


(Captain Morris. ) 


Assist, O thou god of the vine! 
To Friendship libations we pour ; 

Let Mirth, Wit, and Jollity join 
To cherish the festival hour. 


*Tis wine makes us happy and gay, 
The Lethe and balm of all wo; 

Let’s crown the full glass while we may, 
A bumper to blessings below. 


Let monarchs for kingdoms contend, 
A sceptre’s no more than a toy ; 
Our empire’s a bottle and friend, 
Wit and wine are the fountain’ of joy. 


What’s wealth or the gold of Peru? 
Possessed, they but add to our care; 

The wretch may take gold as his due, 
But SOULS will have wine and the fair. 


All wisdom, says Solomon,’s vain! 
And reason brings doubt and despair ; 

That books do but puzzle the brain, 
And teach us what idiots we are. 


Let wretches seek grandeur, and gold, » 
And learning,—all troublesome things ; 

Give us wine? O thou god of the bowl! 
We’re greater than sages or kings. 


THE MAID OF THE WOLD. 
(G. Colman, jun.) 
Ou! the maid of the Wold, how she traversed 
the land, 
To court the rude touches of Winter’s chill hand! 
The wind on her bosom of lilies blew bleak, 


And the snow fell in flakes on the rose of her 
cheek. 


Drear, drear was the prospect; all clouded the 
sky ; 

But the sunshine of Liberty beamed in her eye: 

She cried, while the wet from her ringlets she 


pressed, 

“TIT am free as the blast that blows over my 
breast.” 

Sweet maid of the Wold! as, unsheltered, you 
stray, 

In that bliss of the poor—all the world for your 


way! 
If one pensive moment should flit o’er your mind, 
Drop a tear for a captive in splendour confined. 


GIPLLILF 


THE ANTIQUITY OF BULLS; 
OR, PADDY’S ORIGIN. 
(Cross. ) 


WHEN talking of bulls, only mention our forefa- 
thers,— 
Fait, and I'll bet the long odds, 
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You'll find, from authority, carning of yore fathers, 


We're in a straight line from the gods: 


For Jupiter’s self, when Europa he courted, 


Wid love and discarnment quite full, ) 


Och! before her the form of a he-calf he sported, 


And, pray, was not that like a bull ? 
Wid your whack fal de ral, honey, 
love! 


For, agra! we are all the descendants of Jove. 
Then wid Leda, sweet soul, ay, in full-feathered 


dress, sir, 
The swan looked a goose to the full, 
And stupidly made 
And, pray, was not that like a ball? 


When talking of bulls, &c. 
Then, again, when Jove Hercules got, (that strong 


elf, sir,) 
He Ampbhitrion told to his scull, 


“© Och! my jewel, I’m you—therefore, you're not 


yourself,” sir: 
And, arrah, that sounds like a bull! 


When talking of bulls, &c. 
More I know, but forgot—so your glasses be 


filling, 
To flinch from the joke Paddy scorns ; 


But, till to be tied up in wedlock I am willing, 
Och! fait, all my bulls will want horns, 
, When talking of bulls, &c. 


GLOLLL IPL 


THE VILLAGE GIRL. 
(Upton. } 


KNow you the maid that trips so gay, 
And o’er the meadows bends her way? 
So humble, neat, and modest seen, 


And yet such beauty, shape, and mien ! 


It is—’tis she the shepherds tell, 

It is the pretty village girl. 

Her father’s dwelling skirts the vale, 
Where oft is told the jocund tale ; 
For who, when daily labour’s done, 
But to his cot.will gladly run? 
O, yes! and all the shepherds tell 
To see.the pretty village girl. 


But, mark! she comes—she comes, and see, 


Some lad is with her,—who is he? © 
It is—’tis him, the rustic swain — 
She loves, and dear is loved again ! 
Those heart-glad blushes sweetly tell 
She’s his '—the pretty village girl! 


HOMEWARD BOUND. 


HoMEWARD bound before the gale, 
Eleven knots we’re going, 
All hands, ho, hoa! to shorten sail, 
But never mind its blowing ; 
Never mind its:blowing, boys, 
Never mind its blowing. 


And now, the wind chops quite a-head 3 


Steady the main-top bowline 
Try to sound with deep-sea-lead, 
‘And never mind her rolling ; 
Never mind her rolling, boys, 
Never mind her rolling. 
And now, on shore the ‘Tartars get, 
To Catharine’s Lane so funny ; 
Jig and dance with Sal and Bet, 
And never mind the money ; 
Never mind the money, boys, 
Never mind the money. 
. 


POLL LLIF 


bull-makers 


a big bird of a beast, sir, 





COME FROM AFAR, HERE’S THE 
BAZAAR, 


Air—‘* Here’s to the Maiden of bashful Fifteen.” 


LADIES in furs, gemmen in spurs, 
Who lollop and lounge about all day ; 
The Bazaar, in Soho, is completely the go, 
Walk into the shop of Grimaldi! 


CHORUS. 
Come from afar, here’s the Bazaar, 
But if you wo’n’t deal with us, stay where you 
are. 


Here’s rouge to give grace to an old woman’s face, 
Trousers of check for a sailor ; 
Here’s a cold ice, if you pay for it twice, 
And here’s a hot goose for a tailor. 
Come from afar, &c. 


Here’s a cocked hat for an Opera flat, 
Here’s a broad brim for a Quaker ; 
Here’s a white wig for a Chancery prig, 
And here’s a light weight for a baker. 
Come from afar, &c. 


A fringed parasol, or a toad-in-the-hole, 
A box of japan to hold backy ; 
Here’s a relief for a widow in grief, 
A quartern of Hodges’s jackey. 
Come from afar, &c. 


Here, long enough, is a lottery-puff, 
(I was half-drunk when it caught me, ) 
It promised, my eyes! what a capital prize ! 
And here’s all the rhino * it brought me. 
Come from afar, &c. 


« Put it down to the bill’ is the fountain of ill, 
This has the shopkeepers undone , 
Bazaars never trust—so down with your dust, 
And help us to diddle all London. 
Soho Bazaar, come from afar! 
Sing ri fal de riddle, and tal de ral la! 


PPOPPIOS 


O’ER THE MIST-SHROUDED CLIFTS. 
Air—“ The Banks of the Devon.”—( Burns.) 


©’ER the mist-shrouded clifts of the low mountain 
straying, 
Where the wild winds of winter incessantly 
Tave ; 
What woes wring my heart, while intently sur- 
veying 
The storm’s gloomy path on the breast of the 
wave. 
Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail, 
Ere ye toss me afar from my loved native 
shore 5 
Where the flow’r which. bloomed sweetest in Coila’s 
greenvale, 
The pride of my bosom, my Mary’s no more,! 


No more by the banks of the streamlet we'll wan- 


er, 
And smile at‘the moon’s dimpled face in the 
wave 5 
No more shall my arms cling with fondness around 
her, 
For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her 
grave. 
No more shall the soft thrill of love warm my 
breast, 
I haste with the storm to a distant shore, 
Where, unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall 
rest, 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 


ee ee 


* Showing an empty purse. 
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THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER. 
(John Emery.) 
REJOICE, brother sportsmen, there sets August’s 


sun, 
See, skulking behind yonder hill ; 
To-morrow, September, declares him her own, 
Then, rouse up, and welcome him, Will ; 
Get Ponto, and Pero, and all the dogs fed, 
And look to our tackle, dost mind? 
Come, quick, see it done, then betake thee to 
bed, 
We shall not long tarry behind. 


Now, stretched in the arms of old Somnus we 
lay, 
‘To sleep the dull night into morn ;” 
At four, through the village, the mail bends its 
way, 
We wake with the sound of the horn. 
Away to the stubbles, behind the old farm, 
By that time bright Sol will arise ; 
Let’s give him the meeting—come, arm, my boys, 
arm ! 
And greet his return to our skies. 


Sweet maid, he cries, again I’ll come to thee 
When the glad trumpet sounds a victory ! 


Battle now with fury glows! 
Hostile blood in torrents flows ; 
His duty tells him to depart, 
She prest her hero to her heart; 
And now the trumpet sounds to arms, 
Amid the clash of rude alarms. 
Sweet maid, &c. 


He with love and conquest burns, 
Both subdue his mind by turns ; 
Death the soldier now enthralls, 
With his wounds the hero falls! 

She, disdaining war’s alarms, 
Rushed, and caught him in her arms! 


O, Death! he cried, thou’rt welcome now to me, 


For, hark! the trumpet sounds a victory ! 
GPP LOPZ IPP 


THE GOOD NIGHT. 
A GLEE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


Hie on, my good dogs, there; see Bounce ’gins 
to draw— 
Depend on’t, the covey is nigh ; 
Soho! down he is in the clover below, 
Well backed, now a brace, sure, must die. 
Then, as we advance to the stanch pointer’s 
head, 


BREAK off! break off! the signal hear ; 
We’ve sung, and danced, and had good cheer, 
Now, Prudence.cries, the table clear, 

And cease your jovial fun; 
The watchman cries, then quit the hall, 
Obey to-night the drowsy call ; 
To-morrow, muster, one and all ; 


Our hearts beat in concert together ; ; 
They rise like a cloud, right and left they drop 
dead 
Mark, mark, boy! and don’t lose a feather. 


See Ponto, there, standing in yonder high bawk, 
Proclaims the poor fugitives nigh ; 
Behold how he’s backed by that villanous hawk, 
Suspended between earth and sky. 
We raise—the bird pointed, the fiend makes his 
dart, 
Ned’s double gun new aids him well ; 
He sends the first charge to the timid bird’s 
heart, 
And, pursuing, the fierce tyrant fell. 


Now mounting the hill, to the plain we descend, 
Still dealing out death as we roam ; 
But, softly, the lark’s evening song’s at an end, 
Which proclaims it high time to get home. 
Observe, too, the dogs the position admit, 
Their fevered tongues panting assent, 
And, hark! there’s the owl gives us notice to 
quit, 
So now for our cot we are bent. 
Then round a wood-fire, beneath a snug thatch, 
Our wearied limbs calmly repose ; 
Beguiling the time with a song, glee, or catch, 
Till Jack serenades with his nose. 
From a crazy old clock see the cuckoo peeps out, 
To warn us night’s minutes are reckoned ; 
Then, bumpers, my boys, and, with one jolly 
shout, 
Drink success to September the second. 


GPPPGIFGF 


HARK! THE TRUMPET SOUNDS A VIC- 
TORY! 


(Cherry. ) 


HE was famed for deeds of arms, 

She a maid of envied charms ; 

Now to him her love imparts, 

One pure flame pervades both hearts 5 
Honour calls him to the field, 

Love to conquest now must yield ; 


The clock strikes one. 
GEPOLISH 


VVE BEEN ROAMING. 


I’vE been roaming—I’ve been roaming 
Where the meadow-dew is sweet, 
And I’m coming—and I’m coming 
With its pearls upon my feet. | 
I’ve been roaming, &c. 


I’ve been roaming—I've been roaming 
O’er the rose and lily fair, © 
And I’m coming—and I’m coming 
With their blossoms in my hair. 
I’ve been roaming, &c. 


I’ve been roaming—I’ve been roaming 
Where the honeysuckle sips, 
And I’m coming—and I’m coming 
With its dew upon my lips. 
I’ve been roaming, &c. 


I’ve been roaming—I’ve been roaming 
Over hill and over plain, 
And I’m coming—and I’m coming 
To my bower back again. 
I’ve been roaming, &c. 


PLIPLP FP OF 


THE LAP-DOG. 
(Upton. ) 
’TIs little Shock, my lady’s dog, 
An angry bard expresses, 


With curly charms, must fill her arms, 
And share her fond caresses. 


Deat woman, turn your eyes around, 
Another dog implores you ; 

Be not so blind, in man you'll find 
A creature that adores you. 


Nor spaniel, poodle, shock, or pug, 
(However you may grumole,) 

To gain that bliss from you—a kiss ! 
Were ever yet so humble. 
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Then, ladies, dear ones, kinder grow, 
Nor live to teaze and flout him, | 
But make your plan that lap-dog, man! 

And throw your arms about him. 


PPS G IP IP 


ARGYLE IS MY NAME. 
(Alexander Boswell, Esy.) 


ARGYLE 1s my name, and you may think it 


strange, 
To live at a court, yet never to change ; 
To faction or tyranny equally a foe, 
The good of the Jand’s the sole motive I know : 
'The foes of my country and king I have faced ; 
In city, or battle, I ne’er was disgraced. 
I’ve done what I could for my country’s weal, 
Now I'll feast upon bannocks 0’ barleymeal. 


Ye riots and revels of London, adieu! 

And Folly,.ye foplings, I leave her to you. 

For Scotland I mingled in bustle and strife, 

For myself I seek peace and an innocent life. 
V’ll haste to the Highlands, and visit each scene, 
With Maggy, my love, in her rockley o’ green 5 
On the banks of Glenary what pleasure T feel, 
While she shares my bannock o’ barleymeal. 


And if it chance Maggy should bring me a son, 
He shall fight for his king, as his father has done ; 
ll hang up my sword with an old soldier’s pride, 
Oh, may he be worthy to wear’t on his side! 

I pant for the breeze of my loved native place ; 

I long for the smile of each welcoming face, 

T'll aff to the Highlands as fast ’s 1 can reel, 

And feast upon bannock 0’ barleymeal. 


PLIPIGIF 


THE SIGHTS OF LONDON. 
Air— Lunnun is the Devil.”—(T. Scarnell. ) 


I 1s a country lad, 
On Fortune I ne’er frown, zur, 
I left both mam and dad, 
And travelled up to town, Zur, 
I zeed the leadies, drest 
So dashing and so neat, zur, 
And beaus, all in their best, 
A strutting through the streets, Zur. 
Too ral, &c. 


At night, when I walked out, 
Believe I could scarce pass, Zur, 
Without being pulled about 
By some pratty lass, zur; 
Said I, fair maids, d’ye see, 
Ize sweethearts more than twenty, 
And you must all agree, 
For one, that be a plenty. 
7 Too ral, &c. 


To the playhouse I then strayed, 

Indeed it bean’t a hum, zur, 
A tragedy they played, 

They called it Tommy Thumb, zur, 
But, being squeezed so tight, 

It ended near my treat, zur, 
I could do no more all nizht 

Than get a standing seat, zur. 

Too ral, &c. 


The next place I went to 
Was the Exhibition, 
Where you’ve no more to do 
Than pay for your admission ; 
When in the rooms you go 
Fine pictures do abound ye, 
For, up stairs and below, 
Great folks be hung all round ye. 
Too ral, &e. 
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Now, having heard great talk 
Of the Exeter Change, zur, 
I thought I would just walk 
And zee this zight so strange, 2ur, 
I zeed, I do declare, 
Wild beastes skip and dance, zur; 
Likewise, the Russian bear, 
Which drove Boney into France, zur. 
Too ral, &c. 


The zight pleased I so well, 

My money I ne’er grudged, zur, 
So, straightway, down Pall-Mall, 
Ecod, I briskly trudged, zur ; 

I axed for all the shows, 
Determined for to see ’em, 
Then to Piccadilly goes, 
And zeed a Bull’s Museum. 
Too ral, &c. 


Now, all the zights I zeed, 
As I could well learn, zur; 
So thought I would, with speed, 
To dad and mam return, zur; 
Then to the coach went I, 
So cheerful and so gay, zur, 
I wished my friends good-by, 
And set off the next day, zur. 
Too ral, &e. 


OPPIPIPD? 


SLEEP ON, SWEET BABE! 
( Porter.) 


SLEEP on, sleep on, sweet babe, beguile 
The hours yet free from Care’s alloy ! 
On vacant dreams serenely smile, 
And slumbers, undisturbed, enjoy. 


Gentle Sleep, whose soothing power 

Can Labour’s ponderous weight dismiss, 
While ages seem but as an hour— 

True emblem of all fleeting bliss. 


The guilty breast thy power disdains, 
In vain it courts thy fost’ring charms, 

While wo-worn Grief relief obtains, 
And finds a refuge in thine arms, 


Thy happiest dreams through life dispense, 
Kind Sleep! and may he learn to fear 
That awful hour (far be it hence) 
Which thou dost imitate so near. 


POPOL P OP 


THE ANSWER IS PLAIN, ’TIS MERELY 
YES OR NO. 


A DUET. 
(Cobb.) 


He.—In fairness I speak—from my heart comes 
the offer ; 
Then say, sweet lass, with a sailor will 
you roam ? 
She.—I thank you, good sir, for the kindness you 
proffer, 
But say, kind sir, suppose I stay at 
home. 
He.—On board a man of war you'll taste every 
pleasure. 
She.—But joys, you'll remember, 
measure. 


we. variously 


aes a hall TI 
Both. The question is plain ; eal you t stay or 


shall I 
will you 


The answer is plain ; tis merely yes or Ne. 
Fal le *~ 


go? 
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He.—Two words to the bargain ; be it so, if you 
like it : 
My word is yes—may yours be the same. 
She.—Why, as to the bargain—we never shall 
strike it; 
My word is no—the plain answer you 


claim. 

He.—Plain dealing I admire—that yours is sin- 
cerely. 

She.—It leaves you free to choose a lass to love 
dearly. 


Both, Though lovers we’re none, yet as friends 
let us part 5 ; 
A hand you may give though -you can’t 
bestow a heart. 
Fal la, &c. 


POPP OCILP? 


THE MASON’S CALL TO REFRESHMENT. 


GRAVE business being o’er, and acall from the 
south, 
To refreshment the lodge instant passes ; 
Yet, e’en ’midst our wine, we discard servile 
sloth, 
And our mysteries retain in our glasses. 


With loyalty brightened, we toast, first, the king, 
May his glory and virtues entwine ; 
And to honour his name, how we make the lodge 
ring, 
When the king and the craft we combine. 


The absent we claim, though dispersed round the 
ball, a 
The secret and silent our friends 5 ; 
And one honoured guest, at our magical call, 
* From the grave of concealment ascends. 


Immortal the strain, and thrice-awfnl the hand, 
That our rights and libations controls, 
Like the sons of Olympus, ’midst thunders we 
stand, 
And with myst’ries ennoble our bowls. 


What a circle appears when the border entwines, 
How grapple the links to each soul ; 
"Tis the zodiac of friendship, embellished ‘with 
‘signs 
And illumed’ by the star of the pole. 


Thus cemented by laws, unseen and unknown, 
The universe hangs on its frame 35 
Thus, secretly bound, shall our structure be 


shown 
?Till creation shall be-but-a-name. 
THE LOYAL IRISHMAN. 
Air—** Murphy Delaney.”—(C. F. Barrett.) 


To fight for old England, says Teddy O’Casey, 

' And Ireland, renowned ‘for :paratas so fine, 

Since he knows ’tis the land—arrah, honey, be 

aisy 
Which we read of, that flows with milk, honey, 
"and wine. 

Och! bad luck to soup-maigre and: beef a-la-mode, 
Roast beef is the thing, stuffed with onions, my 

dear ; 

Contented with these, joy, here I’ll fix my abode, 
And fight in defence of our old English cheer. 
SPOKEN.] Ay, and then, by way of a dessert, 

after we have been drubbing our enemies, och! 

to be sure, and we wo’n’t have‘a little of your 
true whisky-punch, just by way of enabling us to 


sing— 
Whack fal lal, &c. 
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Then our ladies, dear craters, so pretty and charm- 
ing, 

Whose eyes shine, dear joy, like the sun in the 

night, % 
Like a gingerbread-nut of a cold frosty morning ; 

Och! they warm our poor bosoms, and yield us 

delight. _ 
Then talk not of Calais, of Dunkirk, or Dover, 

Arrah, none of those: outlandish places, d’ye 
see 5 
Though you walk, joy, om horseback, the universe 

over, _ 

Old England’s the place, my déar jewel, for 

me. 

SPOKEN.] Och! and by St. Patrick’s ownself, 
there is not an English-Irishman in the three king- 
doms that wou’dn’t, in defence of these blessings, 
turn out every mother’s son of them, to give the 
enemies of Old England a taste of our— 

Whack fal lal, &c. 


So there is my hand, to this cause ever steady, 


In a ate tee defence, joy, I’ll stand or else 
all, 
If a ball takes my head, there’s an end of poor 
Teddy, 
But that to a soldier is nothing at all. 
When the battle is over, still funny and frisky, 
Regardless of danger I’ll cheerfully sing 
My favourite songs, whilst I tipple the whisky— 
St. Patrick’s Morning, and God save the King. 
SPOKEN.] Och! and bad Iuck to my ownself, 
honey, if I’}l ever toss off a noggin of whisky be- 
fore I?ll ‘toast the whole royal family, ay, and ‘our 
constitution, too; for tis throngh them ‘that we’re 
enabled to sing— 
Whack fal de ral, &c. 


PS ee ee ea 
THE BROKEN HEART. 
(Rose. ) 
Poor Carlos sued.a beauteous maid, 
On her his happiness staking’; 
She frowned upon his love—he'sighed, 
« Ah, me! my heart is breaking.’ 


She took a swain of large domains, 

’ His humble love forsaking ; 

He thought her happy, and he smiled, 
Although his heart was ‘breaking. 


On wealth alone féw joys attend, 
She found, with anguish aching; 

He sunk, and gave her-such a look, 
Just:as his heart was-breaking. 


PPLE POPP 


"TIS A LOVER STILL, WE DOAT ON 
DEARLY. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 

WHAT can their wisest heads provide 
For the child they doat-on dearly, 
But a merry soul, and an honest heart, 
In a lad who loves her dearly ? 

‘Who, with kisses and chat, 
And all, all that,— 
Will soothe her’ late‘and:early:; 
If the truth she'll tell, 
When she knows’ him well, 
She’ll swear she’ll love him dearly. 


Let the prude, .at name or sight of man, 
In public rail severely ; 
But, alack~a-day, unseen, ‘she’ll play 
. With the lad who loves her dearly ; 
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Say, old men, what they will, 
’Tis a lover still ; 

Makes night and day roll cheerly ; 
What makes our May 
All holiday ? 

The lad we doat on dearly. 


OPIOP?IPP 


WHEN I DRINK THE PURPLE JUICE. 
(Franklin. ) 


WHEN I drink the purple juice, 
Ob! what pleasure then is mine, 
Wonders can the tree produce, 
Sacred to the God of Wine ; 
When the flowing bowl I drain, 
_ Rapt’rous joys the draught can give ; 
Then I’m free from care and pain, 
Then alone I’m sure to live. 


When I taste the luscious grape, 
Ever happy, full of mirth, 
I assume a nobler shape,— 
I’m the wisest dog on earth ; 
Ah! but when with wine I sip 
That far sweeter cup of love, 
Imaged by my charmer’s lip, 
Blest am I, as gods above! 


GILLI PIPP 


THE TRANSPORT. 
( Upton.) 

THE sails are spread, the anchor’s weighed, 
The signal for departure made, 

While fond regrets prevail ; 
The sailors troll the whistling lays 
The convict-vessel makes its way, 

And scuds before the gale. 


But are there no sad hearts below, 

That burn with pain, and throb with wo ! 
No tongue that speaks by sighs 2 

O yes !—one lovely, hapless fair, 

That shuns the gaze, and woos despair, 
A maid with tearful eyes. 


And does she not make known her grief, 
And seek from pitying breasts relief? 

Does she no tale unfold ? 
No tale she tells—no thought she breathes; 
To death, and death alone, bequeaths 

A tale not to be told. 


And is she then so stained with guilt? 
Some blood, perhaps, has rashly spilt 
Some crime like murder done? 
Stop, censurer, stop !—nor libel her, 
Who did not life to love preter, 
By love alone was won! 


For him who stabbed her virgin-heart, 

She vobbed,—and did with virtue part, 
For him to live and smile ; 

For him the glitt’ring jewels stole, 

Forhim, a wretch, with dastard soul, 
Matilda first knew guile. 


Poor girl! and art thou then so sad? 
A thief !—a transport !—yet not mad ? 
With feelings, too, like thine ! 
And does the fiend that pledged his vows 
Thy ruined beauty to espouse 
fo help thee now dec ine ? 


Curse on the villain’s specious tongue 
That in thine ear its flatt’ry sung, 
And every oath betrayed ; 
For him thy peace and honour fled, 
For him to number with the dead, 
A too fond credulous maid. 





THE CORNISH MINERS. 
(Dibdin.) 
Why, measter, damn tha, whoa beest thee ? 
Don’t titter, zur, but hire me ; 
I woddint a bin so plain and free, 
But thy discourse do tire me. 
Great as thee beest, thou can’st not doine, 
At feests in London zitty, 
Or zlobber zaace, or guzzle wine, 
Till zitch as I parmitty. 
Then zee ma doant despoise a frind, 
Akaize theeist little higher, 
The oak’s best kept away from wind, 
That’s sheltered by tae briar ; 
But when tha com’st to London town, 
And art lavishing thy shiners, 
Tell um, zum zartie thee left’s down, 
’Mongst sturdy Cornish miners. 


Now who be I, and who beest thee? 
The coal that’s dug to warm tha; 

The tar that shippen zends to zee, 
That foreign foe mayn’t harm thee; 

The tin that makes thy pots and pans, 
Thy culinders and kettles, 

Thy snuffers, candlesticks, and cans, 
And kivers for thy victuals ; 

Who digs for’t, dost thee think, but I? 
Don’t grin, theest not become it! 

No varsal mite below the sky, 

But, dammut’s, good for summit. 

So when tha com’st, &c. 


If thee of sweethearts hast a score, 
To pamper up thy fally, 
Why, I’ve a hundred, zur, and more, 
Ann aal in lovely Mally; 
But, faith and saule, I be so loath 
To treat thee, naulens vaulens, 
Theedst knaw else, he that made us boath, 
Made happiness for all ons ; 
Then haume, and tell ’em, faath and snare, 
All they that gold bewitches, 
That zum be richer, thof they’m poor, 
Than zum that rauls in riches. 
So when tha coms’t, &c. 


GPOPGP LID 


THE BLIND BEGGAR OF BETHNAL- 
GREEN. 


(Robert Dodsley.) 


THOUGH darkness still attends me, 
It aids internal sight ; 

And from such scenes defends mie 
As blush to see the night. 

No villain’s smile deceives me, 
No gilded fop offends ; 

No weeping objects grieve me,— 
Kind darkness me befriends. 


Henceforth, no useless wailings, 
I find no reason why ; 
Mankind to their own failings, 
Are all as blind as I. 
Who painted vice desires 
Is blind, whate’er he thinks ; 
Who virtue not admires 1 
Is either blind or winks. 


GPLLPOPLO? 


THE THESPIAN TRUANT, 
OR, PHYSIC, CHURCH, AND LAW. 
Air The Seven Ages of Man.’ ?( Collins.) 


WHEN I got a sturdy lad, 
"T'was intended by my dad 
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I a scholar should be made, 
For some scientific trade ; 
Sach bewitching things he saw, 
Tacked physic, church, and law, 
Here in life’s droll and farcical scene, O! 
But how little Jack 
Managed matters in a crack, 
Hey down, bhodown, derry, derry down, 
In the course of my song will be seen, O! 


Like a goose, that gobbles grains, 
Greek and Latin, without pains, 
When a chick I swallowed fast 5 
But my stomach would not last, 
For my appetite grew weak, 
Both for Latin and for Greek ; 
And thought in this farcical scene, O! 
That a fool’s work, if done 
Fn more languages than one, 
Hey down, &c. 
Would but mere make his folly to be seen, O! 


So resolving not to stick 
To a thing that made me sick 5 
Like the wash we give to hogs, 
I threw ‘ Physic.to the dogs,’ 
Leaving doctors to their skill, 
How to cure, and how to kill, 
In this flim-flam and farcical scene, 0: 
Yet fingers, if made 
For the pulse-feeling trade, 
Hey down, &c. 
Should be stuck upon hands that are clean, O! 


Now, as for the church, 
Tf I left it in the lurch, 
”T was because I’d rather play 
Than I’d either preach or pray 3 
And a double game at whist 
I preferred to double fist, / 
When ’tis clenched, but to thump cushion 
clean, O! 
Besides, I despise 
Throwing dust in people’s eyes, 
Hey down, &c. 
Yo make church-work a farcical scene, O! 


And, as for the law, 
With its sharp and griping paw ; 
?Tis a mighty pretty plan, 
To be playing cat in pan; 
Backing wrong against the right, 
And maintaining black is white, 
Or the moon’s made of cheese, when ’tis 
green, O! ; 
While the flats they can fleece, 
Like the fox among the geese, 
Hey down, &c. 
And can PLUCK, and pick a client so clean, O! 


But I thought it would nat do 
Such picking to pursue ; 
So I fairly bade adieu — 
To the lar and pulpit, too ; 
And on physie, \like a dunce, 
I turned my back at once, 
As I never for quackery was keen, O! 
So I only went to school 
Just to learn to ‘ Play the fool,’ 
Hey down, &c. 
And to-night here I’ve opened the scene, O! 


WOODLAND ELLEN. 
(Bryant. ) 
WHEN first my heart felt piercing pain, 
Why did I sigh, and sigh again? 


It was because I gazed in vain 
On lovely Woodland Ellen! 
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Why did I pass from hill to dale, 
In thunder-storm, in rain, and hail? 
It was to breathe my true love-tale 
To lovely Woodland Ellen ! 


But, ah! my maid from me is fled, 

Some senseless stone supports her head ; 

In heav’n she lives—on earth she’s dead, 
My lovely Woodland Ellen! 


But, ah! what means that dismal knell ? 
It is the distant convent-hell, 
That sounds a long, a last farewell 

To lovely Woodland Ellen. 


When midnight drear obscured the sky, 
What then through dangers made me fly ? 
To win thy heart I then would try, 

My lovely Woodland Ellen. 


PGLGILP PEPE oD 


WITH HIS GRAMACHREE MOLLY, OCH, 
WHAT SHALL I DO. 


In the land of Hibernia young Pat drew his 
breath, é 

And sure ever since he has teazed me to death; 

For so sweetly he sings, and makes love with such 
art, 

By the faith of St. Patrick, he’s shot through my 
heart, 

With his Gramachree Molly, och, what can I do? 

By the faith of St. Patrick, he’s shot through my 
heart, 

With his Gramachree Molly, och, what can I do! 


He vows, if I’ll enter the conjugal life, 
He’ll, oh! to be sure, only make me a wife : 
Then, so tender he looks when we lovingly chat, 
That I long to be married—but wo’n’t tell him 
that. 
With his Gramachree Molly, och, &c. 


Last Sunday, at church, he must fain tell the 
priest, 

In a week or two more we are wedded at least ; 

And sure, since he said it, my conscience will 


say, 
If he don’t lead me there, I will show him the 
way. 
With his Gramachree Molly, och, &c. 


GOLGI OP 


THE DELIGHTFUL OLD CHORUS OF 
HARK, HARK AWAY! 


YE true British sportsmen, who always delight 

In the field ev’ry morn, o’er the bottle at night, 

Come, rouse from your slumbers, and let us pre- 

are 

To chase away dulness in chasing the hare; 

For what can delight, o’er the fields as we stray, 

Like the sound of the horn and the words hark 
away: 


Let dull stupid lovers their Phillidas prize, 

And boast of the charms that enliven their eyes, 
While we, after puss, on the footsteps of Fate, 
Despise a wide ditch, a broad fence, or a gate, 
Singing, as we fly over, so cheerful and gay, 
The delightful old chorus of hark, hark away! 


Our sports in pursuing when weary we are, 

All jocund and merry, we homewards repair ; 
Sit down at the table of Friendship to dine, 
And drown all our cares in a bumper of wine ; 
Sleep sound till Aurora brings on a new day, . 
Then again to the field, with a loud hark away! 


PLILLPEIP IP 
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PLEDGE TO THE MUCH-LOVED LAND. 
(T.. Campbell.) 


PLEDGE to the much-loved land that gave us 
birth, 
Invincible, romantic Scotia’s shore ! 
Pledge to the memory of her parted worth, 
And first, amidst the brave, remember Moore. 


And be it deemed not wrong that name to give 
In festive hours, which prompts the patriot’s 
sigh, 
Who would not envy such a Moore to live— 
And died he not as heroes wish to die ? 


Yes, though too soon attaining glory’s goal, 
To us his bright career too short was given, 
Yet, in a mighty cause, his phoenix soul 
Rose, on the flames of victory, to heaven. 
Now oft (if beats on subjugated Spain 
One patriot heart) in secret shall it mourn 
For him! now, oft, on far Corunna’s plain, 
Shall British exiles weep upon his urn! 


Peace to the mighty dead! our bosom-thanks, 
In sprightlier strains, the living may inspire ! 

Joy to the chiefs that lead old Scotia’s ranks, 
Of Roman garb, and more than Roman fire. 


Triumphant, be the thistle still unfurled! 
Dear symbol wild! on Freedom’s hills it grows, 
Where Fingal stemmed the tyrants of the world, 
And Roman eagles found unconquered foes ! 


Joy to the bard, on ancient Egypt’s coast, 
Whose valour tamed proud France’s tri-colour, 

And wrenched the banner from her bravest host, 
Baptized Invincible in Austria’s gore. 


Joy for the day on red Vemeira’s strand, 
When, bayonet to bayonet opposed, 
First of Britannia’s host, her Highland band 
Gave but the death-shot once, and, foremost, 
closed. 


Is there a son of generous England here, 
Or fervid Erin? he with us shall join 
To pray that, in eternal union dear, 
The rose, the shamrock, and the thistle twine. 


Types of a race who shall the invader scorn, 

As rocks resist the billows round their shore,— 
Types of a race who shall, to time unborn, 

Their country leave unconquered, as of yore! 


PLIFLIEOPD 


THE GOUTY PRINCE. 
(Reynolds. ) 


You come into the presence, and there you do 
see 

Your princely prince of princes, so gallant and so 
free. 

I say unto myself who can these followers be 

That-dare to stare and wear their hair as they’d 
out-whisker me ? 

Why, blind fools, base fools, you shall have no 


quarter, 

But find, unto your cost, that you have caught a 
Tartar. 

Ods bobs, here’s fun! a prince with but one boot 
on, 


One royal leg without, 
So none shall have preferment 
Unless he’s got the gout. 


My ministers of state must never fret nor fume, 

I live to laugh and quaff, and hate all grief and 
gloom ; 

So, listen, vassals all, should any one presume. 

To pout, and flout, and scout the gout, Ill kick 
them round the room ; 
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What, dread drubs! poor scrubs ! can’t you plainly 
spy 
That you can kick at least full twice as well as I’? 
Ods bobs, here’s fnn! point the toe with flannel 
on, 
But let them laugh that win, 
Your prince can’t kick you out, 
So you may all stay in. 


PELE PIELD 


GOOD MUSE, ROCK ME ASLEEP. 
A SWEET PASTORAL, 
' (Nicholas Breton, 1579.) 


Goop Muse, rock me asleep 
With some sweet harmony ; 

The weary eye is not to keep 
Thy wary company. 

Sweet Love, begone awhile, 
Thou know’st my heaviness ! 

Beauty is born but to beguile 
My heart of happiness. 


See how my little flock, 
That loved to feed on high, 

Do, headtong, tumble down the rock, 
And in the valley die. 


The bushes and the trees, 
That were so fresh and green, 
Do all their dainty colour leese,* 
And not a leaf is seen. 


The blackbird and the thrush, 
That made the woods to ring, 
With all the rest, are now at hush, 

And not a note they sing. 


Sweet Philomel, the bird 
That hath the heavenly throat, 
Doth now, alas! not once afford 
Recording of a note. 


The flowers have had a frost, 
Lack herb hath lost her savour, 

And Phillida, the fair, hath lost 
The comfort of her favour. 


Now all these careful sights 
So kill me in conceit, 

That how to hope upon delights 
Is but a mere deceit. 


And, therefore, my sweet Muse, 
That know’st what help is best, 

Do now the heavenly cunning use 
To set my heart at rest. 


And, in a dream, bewray 
What Fate shall be my friend, 
Whether my life shall still decay, 
Or when my sorrow end! 


PLP PL IP 


YOUNG BIBO. 
Air—‘‘ Anacreon in Heaven.”’—( Dimond.) 


For worms when old Bibo proved delicate fare, 
And was neatly dished up by the sage under- 
takers, 
Then Bibo the junior succeeded as heir 
To his plate, and his bullocks, his oaks, an 
his acres ; 
But quecr was his fate, 
In pawn was the plate, 
And a cursed heavy mortgage lay on the estate. 


ne EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEREEEREERERREREEREnanananss 


* Lose. 
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grown, 


I’ve a monstrous fine income I can’t call my own.” 


Young Bibo was flighty—a wife he abhorred, 


But steward grew crusty, and cash wasn’t plenty, 


An alliance he formed with a mighty rich lord, 
And married his daughter, who scarce had told 
twenty : 
The lady was gay, 
Honeymoon passed away, 


But children grew thick as the buds on the | 


spray ; 


«« Ah ha!” quoth young Bibo, “ in fashion I’m 


grown, P fs 
I’ve many fine babies I can’t call my own. 


Young Bibo grew desperate—gamed very deep, 

And friends, while cash lasted, came faster and 
faster ; ’ 

To hazard all night would he sacrifice sleep, 


And oft would he groan at the sweet merry 


caster. 
But, cash at an end, 
He tried every friend, 
And devil a one a brass tarthing would lend. 


«« Ah ha!” quoth young Bibo, “ in fashion Vm 


grown, s . b, 
I’ve friends to my vice, but no friends of my own. 


PLPPPELOP 


THE DARKNESS OF MIDNIGHT WAS 
ROUND. 


( Arnold.) 


THE darkness of midnight was round, 
The door of the cottage was fast; 
The heath, hushed in silence profound, 
Save the wind that rushed mournfully past 5 
When Claribel, lonely and sad, 
On the hearth saw the embers expire, 
And it brought to her mind the loved lad 
Who in battle had died with her sire! 


Thrice the embers flashed bright through the room, 


Thrice the wind rushed impetuously by ; 
Thrice a form seemed to flit through the gloom, 
Thrice she fancied a low murm’ring sigh! 
And she heard thrice a noise at:the door, 

Thrice her name was repeatedly called ; 
She shrieked, as she sank on the floor, 
And fainted, with terror appalled! 


GPPFPP OL 


THE PRAISE OF WOMAN. 
(Mrs. Barbauld.) 


THROUGH many a land and clime a ranger, 
With toilsome steps I’ve held my way, 
A lonely unprotected stranger, 
To all the stranger’s ills a prey. 


While stealing thus my course precarious, 
My fortune still has been to find 

Men’s hearts and dispositions various, 
But gentle woman ever kind. 


Alive to every tender feeling, 
To deeds of mercy ever prone ; 

The wounds of pain and sorrow healing 
With soft Compassion’s sweetest tone. 


No proud delay, no dark:suspicion 
Stints the free bounty of their heart ; 

They turn not from the sad petition, 
But cheerful aid at once impart. 


Formed in benevolence of nature, 
Obliging, modest, gay, and mild, 
Woman’s the same endearitfg creature, 
In courtly town and savage wild. 
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«¢ Ah ha!” quoth young Bibo, “ in fashion I’m 


When parched with thirst, with hunger wasted, 
Her friendly hand refreshment gave ; 

How sweet the coarsest food has tasted, 
What cordial in the simple wave ! 


Her courteous looks, her words caressing, 

Shed comfort on the fainting soul ; 
Woman’s the stranger’s general blessing, 
From sultry India to the Pole! 


PLIPPIP? 


WHAT IS LOVE WHEN I AM DEAD. 
(Dr. Houlton.) 


Lover’s a mighty pretty theme 
For a waking thought or dream ; 
Feel you master Cupid’s dart ? 
*Tis a theme to make one jolly, 
Serious, gay, or melancholy ; 
Have you got it in your heart ? 
But to vet a shot of lead,— 
What is love when I am dead! 


When awake Love merry plays 

With your heart a thousand ways ; 
Wo’n’t you Cupid’s pranks allow ? 

And when winking, leering, sighing, 

And to sweetheart say you’re dying ; 
Don’t you feel you can’t tell how ? 

But to feel a shot of lead,— 

What’s a sweetheart when I’m dead! 


In a dream, with humour droll, 

Love makes wise men play the fool ; 
Shade for substance how they take! 

Fancy sets them briskly wooing,— 

Toying, clasping, billing, cooing ; 
Disappointed how they wake! 

But to clasp a shot of lead,— 

Pretty cooing when I’m dead ! 


Sere CoE 


PAUVRE GENEVIEVE. 


AH, mighty sir! if e’er your breast 
Felt love’s delightful fire, 
If stern control your youth opprest, 
And bade Love’s flame expire ; 
You then may guess how much I grieve, 
And pity—pauvre Genevieve. 


Now forxdly cherished in my heart, 
Hope fans Love’s trembling spark ; 
Ah! should its beauteous light depart, 
’T would leave the bosom dark ! 
Then, mighty sir, my fears relieve, 

And pity—pauvre Genevieve. 


GP PIP PPO FP 


HOLLO! KEEP IT UP, BOYS, AND PUSH 
ROUND THE BOWL. 


Air—* Lumps of Pudding.” 


HOLLO! keep it up, boys, and push round the 
glass, 

Let each seize his bumper, and drink to:his lass: 
Away with dull thinking—’tis madness to think! 
And let those be sober who’ve nothing to drink. 
Tal de ral, &c. 


Silence that vile clock, with its 1ron-tongued bell, 
Of the hour that’s departed still ringing the knell ; 
But what is’t to us that the hours fly away ? 

’Tis only a signal to moisten the clay. 

Tal.deral, &e. 
Huzza, boys! let each take a bumper in hand, 
And stand—if there’s any one able to stand : 
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How all things dance round me! ’tis life, though, 
my boys! 
Of drinking and spewing how great are the joys! 
Tol de ral, &e. 













My head! oh, my head!—but, no matter, ’tis 
life ; 

Far better than moping at home with one’s wife : 

The pleasures of drinking you’re sure must be 
grand, 

When I’m neither able to think, speak, nor stand. 


PPE LIL??? 


HOPE, LULL THOU MY CHILDREN. 
( Dimond.) 


FRIEND of the wretch, who claims no other friend, 
Lull thou my children, O! assuasive sleep ! 
In stealing stillness on their couch descend, 
And bind those eyes which open but to weep. 
O’er their flushed cheeks, their fevered bosoms 
breathe, 
And steep the bitter cares in sweet repose, 
Then twine, in happy hour, thy poppy wreath, 
With Hope’s white bud and Fancy’s thornless 
rose! 


To fairy climes in dreams transport my boys, 
And feign delights they ne’er as truths must 

know, 

Yet hold !—vain prayer—alas! to dream of joys 

But aggravates our sense of waking wo! | 

So, the lorn lonely slave, whose dungeon’s gloom | 

Spreads round his vision a perpetnal night, | 

Mourns as he muses on his earlier doom, | 

The vanished years of liberty and light! 

i 


See rerrre 


IN YOUTH’S CHEERFUL SEASON, THE 
MORNING OF LIFE, 


A DUET. 
(Samuel Whyte.) 
In youth’s cheerful season, the morning of ‘life, 
Unclouded with care, and untroubled with strife ; 


In dreams of amusement the night fleets away, 
And pleasure’s gay sunshine illumines the day. 


Though frail are the notions of joys ever new, 
The paths of discretion take ‘heed to pursue; 
So time’s fruitful harvest shall ne’er know de-| 
crease, 
And virtue shall lead you to honour and peace. 


GLLIP LI ID 


THE BEST SORT OF SOUNDING IS 
SOUNDING THE BOWL. 
( Dibdin.) : 

IF, my hearty, you’d not like a lubber-appear, 
You must very well know how to hand, reef, and 

steer; 
Yet a better manceuvre ’mongst seamen is found, 
Tis the tight little maxim to know how to sound ; 
Which a sailor can tell, from a bay to a shoal, 
But the vie sort of sounding is sounding the 

bowl. 


I’ve sounded at land, and I’ve sounded at sea, 

I’ve sounded a-weather, ‘and sounded a-lee, 

I’ve scunded my quine at the randivous house, 

And I’ve sounded my purse ‘without finding a 
souse ? 

What then? we've a brother in each honest soul, 

And sailors can ne’er want for sounding the bowl 


| May increase the happy, happy pair 


‘| None but the brave deserves 
| The early horn salutes the morn, that gilds— 
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All men try for soundings whenever they steer, 

Your nabob, for soundings, strives hard in Cape 
Clear ; 

And there is not a soul, from the devil to the pope, 


That could live but for sounding the Cape of Guod 


Hope. 
No fear, then, nor danger, our hearts shall con- 
trol, 


Though at sea we’re in soundings while sounding 
the bowl. 


GPLOLP PPI? 


IN PITY, FOND BOSOM, LIE STILL. 
(T. Moore.) 


YES, now I shall think of that heart-broken maid 
Whom, in days of my childhood, I knew ; 
All night she would weep in the cold willow shade, 
And her tears mingle warm with the dew! 
I have heard her exclaim, as she sadly reclined, 
?Mid the willows all dripping and chill, 
I have heard her exclaim, while she shrunk in the 
wind, 
In pity, fond bosom, lie still ! 
The youth whom she loved had been torn from 
her arms, 
By a fate too severely unkind, 
Thus withered, alas! was the rose of her charms, 
And clouded the beams of her mind! 


| Sweet mourner! thy fortunes may haply be mine, 


And I feel in my heart that they will ; 
Then sad shall I sing, -with a sorrow like thine, 
In pity, fond bosom, lie still. 


PPLE P OPS 


AN OLD SCOTCH MEDLEY. 
(Rev. John Skinner.) 


AN’ thou wert mine ain thing, 

I'd o’er the hills and far awa’; 

I’d o’er the hills and far awa’; for 
My wife she drinks naething but sack and canary ; 
O! gin my wife would drink —— 

Water parted from the sea 








None but the brave, none but the’brave, 





The fearful midnight hour, 
When all were fast asleep—in.glided 


Jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 


Crown the night with—Auld Rob Morris— 
He’s sweeter than .the new-blown_ rose, 
Or fragrance from the new-mown.close, 
He’s sweeter than the April :morn— 


In winter when the rain rains cauld, 

And frost and snaw-on ilka hill— 
Despairing beside a’clear-stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was—swinging slow, 
With sullen roaring—swinging slow, 

With this same Katharine Ogie. 
Ah! the poor shepherd’s mournful fate 

When doomed to 
Cauld kail in Aberdeen, and castocs in Stra’bogic, 

Gin you meet a bonny lassie, 
Gi’e her a ‘kiss, and let her gae; 

But gin you meet 2 dirty hussy 
Balow, my boy, lie sti:l and sleep, 
It gricves me sore to hear thee weep ; 

Balow, my boy, lie still and sleep— 
And had jawa’ frae me, Donald-—— 
This is a melancholy day! 
Hark, hark! I hear Apollo’s team— 
The carman ’gins to whistle— 
Chaste Diana bends her bow, and the boar begins 
to— 
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The lass of Peaty’s mill, 
Sae bonny, blithe, and gay, 
In spite of all my skill, 
She’s stole—my doggie, and my little kit, 
That held my wee soup 





Why thus perplex us, poor sons of A—pollo 
Once finding fair Daphne alone, discovered his 
—Awl, that he had in the world, 

And to make away with himself was resolved 5 

He pierced through his body, instead of 
The bonny bruikit lassie—she’s 

Blyth, blyth, blyth was she ; 

Blyth was she, butt and ben 5 

And well she loved a 

Push round the bowl, ’twill cherish the heart. 
While thus we sit round on the grass : 

The lover, who talks of his suff’rings and smart, 
Deserves to be reckoned ‘ 

A free and an accepted mason ; 

For kings, dukes, and lords 

Fa wadna be in love wi’ bonny Maggy Lauder? 

A piper met her going to—Arms, to arms— 

What had my youth with ambition to do? 

Why left I Amyntha, why broke my vow ? 

Give me a lass with a lump of land 

And I'll go no more a roving, boys, 

So late into the night : 
And I'll go no more a 























Roving with love, my fancy did move, 
A round—the roast beef of Old England, 
And O the old English roast beef. 
Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn for 
The charge is prepared, the lawyers are met, 

The judges all ranged, a terrible show 
With every man a can in’s hand, 
And a wench upon his knee 
But let them say, or let them do, 
?Tis ane to me—for 
The carle he came o’er the craft, 
And his beard new shaven. 
And I'll o’er the bogie wi’ my love, 
I’ll o’er the bogie wi’ him—for 
Were I to paint the queen of love, 
None else should sit but 
Honest auld John Ochiltree. 
Will you come o’er the muir to me—and 
Row me on a lee-rig, my ain kind deary O. 
But now, alas! my spirits sink, 
I’ll raise them up with—Lillibulero, bullinala— 

















The modes of the court so common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met—- 
Upon the pier of Leith 
And saw my love come over the sea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me: 
And when he comes hame will mak me 
A jolly miller once lived on the river Dee : 
He worked and sung from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he: 
And this the burden of his song for ever used to 
be 
Oho! Mr. More, you’re a son of a w 
I wish I had known your tricks 
Before the barn-door crowing, 
The cock, by hens attended—— 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while suspended— 
Till one he singles from the rest, 
And cheers the happy hen with 
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Lassie, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
And Il] lend you my thripling kame ; 
For fainness, deary, I’ll gar you keckle—-— 
On every hill, in every grove, 
Along the margin of each stream 5 
Dear conscious scenes of: Harmless play, 
And naething sure unmeet : 
For, ganging hame, I heard——~ 
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Every man take his glass in his hand, 
And drink a good health to the king : 
Many years may he rule o’er this land, 
May his laurels for ever fresh spring. 
Let wrangling and jangling ever cease, 
And every man strive for his country’s peace, 
Neither tory nor whig, 
With their parties look big. 
Here’s a health to all honest men! 


GPIELP IPP? OA 


STEADY, PORT,—A LITTLE STEADY. 
( Brewer. ) 


NIGHT had spread her heaviest glooms, 
Ali but the watch were fast asleep ; 
When right a-head a vessel looms, 
Ploughing fast the stilly deep. 
The quarter-master ’tends the wheel, 
And sings, as on the chase we steal, 
Steady, port,—a little steady. 


All hands are called, no seaman rests, 
While the boatswain hoarsely cries, 
Up all hammocks, down all chests, 
While each man to his station flies. 
The quarter-master, &c. 


A few broadsides decide the fight, 
Her colours struck, bespeak dismay ; 
The prize is ours, the helm we right, 
And now for England bear away. 
The quarter-master, Xe. 


And now, with love’s sweet hope imprest, 
Bill throws the lead with skilful hand ; 
He finds the soundings in his breast, 
His Sally and his native land. 
The quarter-master, &c. 


GPGPILP IF 


THERE’S A GLANCE WHICH, MONG NUM- 
BERS, CAN STEAL TO THIS HEART. 


Air—** Meeting of the Waters.””—( Miss Bryant.) 


THERE’S a glance which, ’mong numbers, can 
steal to this heart, 

And its lingering feeling shall never depart ; 

There’s a smile that glides with it, ah! sweetly 
can please, 

Like the zephyr of summer plays soft with the 
trees. 


But that glance now grows fainter, that smile’s 
nearly fled, 

And both are retiring to rest with the dead ; 
While this bosom, in sorrow, slow marks their 
decay, ' 

And winter will soon take the zephyr away. 


I weep, but ’tis useless, and hope often steals 

To this breast,—till that pale cheek dark ruin re- 
veals : 

I turn from thy presence ; but absence to me 

Only paints the sad anguish unuttered by thee. 


But thou’rt going, my dearest, to realms of the 
blest, 

And, heaven, no longer I’l] mourn thy behest ; 

For thy spirit, too pure for a low mortal love, 

Lingers, anxiously waiting for blisses above. 


PLPFL IP PIP 


WHEN WISE MAN CLEAVETH TO 
WOMAN’S SIDE, 


(Pocock. ) 


WHEN wise man cleaveth to woman’s side, 
He always chuseth a wealthy bride ; 
Then, fat as mud, or thin as death, | 
He taketh her and marrieth. 
Foddle de dol, 
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Oh! what is love that can’t keep house ? 

Or, what’s a spouse without a souse ? 

A rosy cheek it fadeth fast ; 

But England’s Three Per Cents will last. 
Foddle de dol, &c. 


They talk of dimples, and what not, 
A dimple boileth not the pot, 
‘Then let me read in woman’s face 


Some lines to Mr. Henry Hase. 
Foddle de dol, &c. 


PIPL L OOP 


THE HUNTSMAN IS WINDING HIS HORN. 


DULL night leaves the sky, and the bright god of 
day 
Hath silvered the dews on the thorn, 
The birds carol loud from the blossoming spray, 
And the huntsman is winding his horn. 


The chase calls us forth, let’s no longer delay, 
Now the sunbeams the valleys adorn ; 

Come, saddle your horses, brave boys, and away, 
For the huntsman is winding his horn. 


O’er heaths and o’er mountains we merrily bound 
To rouse the wild fox or the deer, 
The hounds in full cry make the forest resound, 
No troubles nor dangers we fear. 
The chase, &c. 


Thus, in rural diversion, the huntsman does pass 
His days in the fields with delight ; 
And the smiles of his wife, an old friend, and a 
glass, 
He enjoys with true pleasure at night. 
The chase, &c. 


PPL PPI OF? 


CHERRY CHEEKED PATTY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


DowN in yon vale I live so snug, they call me 
Giles, the ploughman’s boy, 

At the sound of the horn, 

I rise in the morn, 
And I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee wo I cry, 
My work being done, to the lawn then I fly, 
Where the lads and the lasses all look very sly, 
And Ize deeply in love with a girl, it is true, 
?Cause I knows what I knows, but I munna tell 


you ; 

Then V’ll whistle, ll whistle, and of all the girls 
x lever did see, 

Oh! cherry-cheeked Patty for me. 


The squire, though so great, so happy ma’n’t be 
as simple Giles, the ploughman’s boy ; 

At the sound of the horn, 

I rise in the morn, 
And I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee wo I cry ; 
There’s cherry-cheeked Patty, who lives in the 

“vale, . 
That I help o’er the stile with her milking-pail, 
And she has a right notion of me, it is true, 
?Cause I knows what I knows, &c. 


So able and strong, and willing to work, and when 
the lark rises, off trudge I, 
At the sound of the horn, 
I rise in the morn, 
And I whistle, and whistle, and whoop gee wo I 


to & Ks 
There’s the lord of the valley, he tries in vain, 
And does all he can my Patty to gain, 
Let him do what he will, it never will do, 
’Cause I knows what I knows, &c. 
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My Patty consented next week to be the wife of 
Giles, the ploughman’s boy ; 
Then my cows up III call, 
And I'll harness old Ball, 
And I’ll whistle, I’H whistle, and whoop gee wo 
Pil ery’; 
And when Got the church we do trip it away, 
Along with the old ones we’ll spend the whole day, 
But night coming on, we’ll bid them adieu, 
?Cause I knows what I knows, &c. 


oa 


PLP POPOL 


I FANCY A SAINT WITH A HARP FROM 
ABOVE. 


(Jesse Hammond.) 


WHEN the sigh and the tear, sweet harper, betray 
The anguish I would not discover, 
How soft are thy tones, how melting the lay, 
Thy harp’s like the voice of a lover ; 
For each, chord 
Breathes a word 
Of such sweetness and love, 
That I fancy a saint with a harp from above ! 


When gently, sweet harper, I dare to complain, 
And to show thee a heart thou hast riven, 
How sad are thy notes, how solemn the strain, 
It awes me like music from heaven! 
For each string 
Seems to sing 
With such sweetness and love, 
That I fancy a voice and a harp from above! 


And while pensive I listen, sweet harper, to thee, 
The tempest is hushed in my breast, 
Thy tones are so touching, so soothing to me, 
They lull the wild passions to rest ; 
And each chord 
Breathes a word 
Of such sweetness and love, 
That I fancy a saint with a harp from above! 


PPPPOLP OP? 


THERE’S NO JOY LIKE DRINKING, 
(General Burgoyne. ) 


LET the Sultan Saladin | 

Play the rake in Palestine, 

While he claims his subjects’ duty, 

He’s himself a slave to beauty, 

Wearing baser chains than they 5 
Well! well! 

Every man must have his way ; 

But, to my poor way of thinking, 

There’s no joy like drinking. 


Coeur de Lion loves the wars, 
Richard’s glory is blows and scars 5 
Conquered pagans fly before him, 
Christian warriors all adore him ; 
Watching, marching, night and day 5 

Well! well! 
Every man must have his way ; 

But, to my poor way, &c. 


You, too, pilgrims, love your trade, 
You recruit the bold crusade 5 
Making zealots cross the ocean, 
In a fit of fierce devotion, 
Pilgrims love to fast and pray ; 

Well! well! 
Every man must have his way ; 

But, to my poor way, &c. 


PPIICLIF- 
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STREPHON, OF THE HILL, 


LET others Damon’s praise rehearse, 
Or Colin’s, at their will, 

I mean to sing, in rustic verse, 
Young Strephon, of the hill. 


As once I sate beneath a shade, 
Beside a purling rill, 

Who should my solitude invade 
But Strephon, of the hill? 


He tapt my shoulder, snatched a kiss, 
I could not take it ill, 

For nothing, sure, is done amiss 
By Strephon, of the hill. 


‘¢ Consent, O, lovely maid!” he cried, 
«« Nor aim thy swain to kill ; 

Consent this day to be the bride 
Of Strephon, of the hill. 


Observe the doves on yonder spray, 
See how they sit and bill,— 

So sweet your time shall pass away 
With Strephon, of the hill.” 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O, Love, propitious still, 

May ev’ry nymph be blest, like me, 
With Strephon, of the hill. 


PPPOE PPP A 


WHEN LION RICHARD RULED. 
A PARODY GLEE. 
Air—‘* When Arthur first in Court began.”’ 
(T. Dibdin. ) 

WHEN Lion Richard ruled, why, then 
The Saxons wore long robes, 

He entertained three serving-men, 
And all of them were rogues. 

The first he was a miller bold; 
‘Phe next he was a weaver; 

The third he was a tailor, good lack ;— 
And they were all rogues together. 


The miller he stole grist from the mill 5 
The weaver he stole yarn ; 

The tailor he stole broadcloth, 
To keep the other rogues. warm. 

But the miller got drowned in his mill-dam ; 
The weaver got hung in his yarn ; 

And tailor Dick went plump to Old Nick, 
With the broadcloth under his arm. 


OPP LIESPS 


HOME! 


LOOK round the world—view high, view low, 
The peer, the peasant—all we know, 
Howe’er misled, abroad they roam, 
As thought recurs, still sigh for home: 
At home, where, through the circling year, 
Dear quiet dwells, with love sincere ; 
At home, where every comfort steals 
The wearied mind from what it feels, 
Where days of toil are crowned with ease, 
And home’s sweet partner smiles to please. 


The peer may revel, riot, range, 
Possessed of wealth, may hourly change, 
But still within his troubled breast 
Will lurk the sigh for home and rest. 
At home, where, through, &c. 


The peasant may forsake his cot 
To gossip with some ale-house sot ; 
But still, whene’er he thinks, hell own 
’T was wiser to have staid with Joan. 
At home, where, through, &c. 





Then, wander still through Folly’s maze, 
Ye giddy throng, ten thousand ways ; 
I envy not your chequered lot, 
Content with one true blissful spot. 
Domestic life’s the life for me, 
Where home, though homely, home shall be: 
At home, where every comfort, &c. 


FROM DUBLIN TO ENGLAND I LATELY 
‘ COME OVER. 


( Herbert, ) 


From Dublin to England I lately come over, 
In.the land of sweet plenty myself lived in clover - 
1 lived on blackberries, and on turnips likewise, 
And at eating-shop-windows I feasted my eyes. 
Derry down, &c. 


Like many more thousands, not a rap in my 
pocket, 
I found out a method—’twas pawning my jacket ; 
My shirt was too dirty to raise any more, 
I lived on old Sheelah, and she marked up the 
score. 
Derry down, &c. 


This Sheelah to me was a fifth or sixth cousin ; 
As to my relations, she counted a dozen ; 
There was Mooney, the coiner, and Peggy, his 
wife, 
And dasant Tim Farrel, went to New Wales for 
life. 
Derry down, &c. 


Coining, said I, is a very fine calling, 

I wish they had stopped here, I needn’t be crawl- 
ing 5 

But then as my cousins to New Wales were sent, 

I’ll go in their name, and get work in the Mint. 

Bieee Derry down, &c. 

She mentioned O'Regan, O’Rourke, and O’Dee ; 

Two died from the drop, and the last he got free ; 

«* Arrah, Sheelah,” cried I, “* that comes from 
good-nature, 


Many, my honey, died through drinking the crea- 


ture.” 


Derry down, &c. 
She told me Pat Daly, but much ’gainst his will, 
Was working, at Brixton, upon Cubit’s mill. 
Said I, ‘‘ then here goes it, I’ll no longer here 
lurk, 


| Pat will spake to the miller, and I will get work.” 


Derry down, &c. 


| <* Stop, Phelim » erjed Sheelah, “ there are ‘more 


cousins still; 
Pat Daly’s five sons went. this day,to the mill ; 


| You'll know things better, when longer in.town, 
| The six went to Brixton for knocking folks down.” 


Derry down, &c. 


| <« Indeed,” cries old Sheelah, ‘it gives me great 


grief 


| To see you so ragged, you look like a thief.” 
| That moment a sarvant, with lace round his hat, 
| Pushed me with his wattle, saying, ‘“ Move along, 


Pat - 
Derry down, &c. 


“«« Here goes to Brixton,” ‘said I, ‘* witha thump, 


| They called him a beetle, faith, his eye wore a 


bump; 


| The people all round us they did heartily Jangh, 


For I leathered him well, and I broke his long 
staff. 
Derry. down, . &c. 
But soon I was trottled, and used like a Turk ; 
Said I, this is one way to give people work ; 
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Och! bless the dear honey, and guard him from 
ill 
The man, Mr. Worship, sent me off to the mill.” 
Derry down, &c. 


I had constant work, but no wages they gave, 
Said I to the foreman, ‘‘ my wages I’ll have.” 
He laughed,—O! how modest !—and told me, so 
civil, 
‘* Be easy, my honey, you'll be paid by the 
devil.” 
Derry down, &c. 


If they’d pay me at Brixton, faith, there I would 
stay 
But they turned me out on a cold winter’s day ; 
Now, breaking of stones, my heart’s breaking with 
wo, 
Or ramming of others, with a thump and a ho! 
Derry down, &c. 


PLPIPLPOIPD 


SO WARMLY WE MET, AND SO FONDLY 
WE PARTED. 


So warmly we met, and so fondly we parted, 
That which was the sweeter e’en I could not 
tell,— 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted, 
Or that tear of passion which blessed our farewell. | 
To meet was a blessing, to part thus another, 
Our smiles and our tears seemed two rivals in | 
bliss 5 
Oh, Cupid’s two eyes are not liker each other, 
In smiles and in tears, than that moment to 
this. 


The first was, like day-break, new, sudden, de- 
licious, 
The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet ; 
The last was the farewell of daylight more precious, 
More glowing and deep as ’tis nearer its set. 
Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sor- i 
row, 
To think that such happiness could not remain, | 
While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that | 
to-morrow 
Would bring back the blest hour of meeting | 
again. 


/ 
GPOLPLIP IP 


SIT YE DOWN HERE, MY CRONIES. 
(Watson. ) | 


SiT ye down here, my cronies, and gie me your | 
crack, 
Let the win’ tak the care o’ this life on its back; | 
Our hearts to despondency we never will submit, | 
For we’ve ay been provided for, and sae will we | 
yet. 


And sae will we yet, &c. 


Let the miser delight in the hoarding of pelf, 

Since he has not the soul to enjoy it himself : \ 

Since the bounty of Providence is new ev’ry day, | 

As we journey through life, let us live by the 
way. 


Let us live by the way, &c. 


Then bring us a tankard o’ nappy good ale, 
For to comfort our hearts, and enliven the tale; 
We’ll ay be the merrier the langer that we sit, 
For we’ve drank thegither monie a time, and sae 
will we yet. 
And sae will we yet, &c. 


Success to the farmer, and prosper his plough, 
Rewarding his eident toils a’ the year through ; 
Our seed time and harvest we ever will get, 
For we’ve lippened ay to Providence, and sae will 
we yet. 
And sae will we yet, &c. 








Long live the king, and happy may he be, 
And success to his forces by land and by sea: 
His enemies to triumph we never will permit, 
Britons ay have been victorious, and sae will they 
yet. 
And sae will they yet, &c. 


Let the glass keep its course, and go merrily 
roun’, 

For the sun has to rise, though the moon it goes 
down ; 

Till the house be rinnin’ roun’ about, ’tis time 
enough to flit, 

When we fell, we ay got up again, and sae will 
we yet. 

And sae will we yet, &c. 


PIP LPP I? 


I LOVE TO SEE AT EARLY MORN. 
(Roscoe. ) 


I LOVE to see at early morn 
The squirrel sit before my door ; 

There crack his nuts, and hide his shells, 
And leap away to seek for more. 


I love in hedge-row paths to seé, 

The linnet glance from spray to spray ; 
Or mark, at evening’s balmy close, 

The redbreast hop across my way. 


For, sure, when Nature’s free-born train 
Approach with song and gambol here, 
Some sécret impulse bids them feel 
The footsteps of a friend are near. 


PPP LEL I? 


THE GHOSTS ; 
OR, MRS. DUFFY AND MRS. CRUIKSHANKS. 


Air— Madam Fig’s Gala.” —(T. Dibdin.) 


You’vE heard how, a few weeks ago, 

Von evening, as pitch black and dark, 
A voman, all viter than snow, 

Disappeared to a man in the Park; 
He knew her for von that vas dead, 

And with fear though his senses might fail, 
Yet her being without ne’er a head, 

Is a proof he was right in his tail. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Some said, how this thing vat appeared, 
Vas, for sartain, the ghost of his vife, 
Who of spirits vas never afeard, 
Nor ashamed, in the course of her life ; 
On her nose ’twas so easy to trace 
How oft the dear creature got snuffy, 
That nought but the vant of a face, 
From her husband disguised Mrs. Duffy. 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Mr. Duffy vonce lived in the Tower, 

Vere he kicked up a number of pranks, 
And at that time did all in his power, 

To beguile Mrs. Kitty Cruikshanks ; 
Madam Duffy this matter vell knew, 

But ere she for the rival made vay, 
Mrs. Cruikshanks most likely died too, 

‘Because she vas buried von day. 

Rum ti iddity, &c, 


As he knew he’d been wicked to both, 

And on guard must be in a few nights, 
To go he vas devilish loth, 

For fear he should see both their sprites ; 
At three, Mrs. Duffy, ’tis said, 

Came again, without pate, like a noddy, 
And at four, Mrs. Cruikshank’s head, 

Came valking, with niver a boddy, 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 
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Mrs. Duffy, kind soul, for her part, 
Not a vord to her husband had flung, 
For she cou’dn’t find in her heart 
To talk without niver a tongue ; 
Mrs. Cruikshanks, observing her cropt, 
Regardless of any beholders, 
Give a skip, step, and jump, and so popt 
Her own head on Mrs. D.’s shoulders.’ 
Rum ti iddity, &c. 


Thus, two making head against von, 
He thought it high time to be valking, 
And bolder than he might have run, 
Ven von voman for two vas a talking ; 
Vith fear he vas ready to drop, 
Vat they talked of, he never yet told, 
But he found even death couldn’t stop 
A voman detarmined to scold. 


POL LI PL? 


OH! TELL ME, MEMORY. 
(Sir H. B. Dudley.) 


On! tell me, Memory! no more 
What wo in banishment was mine— 

What pain this lab’ring bosom bore, 
Compelled its treasure to resign! 


But tell me, Memory,—more kind, 
The envied transports I regain ; 

Record them on thy grateful mind, 
That not a sorrow may remain? 


A ee ae 


WHAT SHOULD A BACHELOR MILLER 
DO WITH A WHIRLIGIG WIFE? 


(Prince Hoare.) 


A BACHELOR miller—so merry a life, 
To marry would mend it but little, I doubt ; 
He humours the gale, 
He reefs in his sail, 
And prudently knows what his mill is about. 


Though whirling and twirling, he lives without 
strife 
He slackens his flies, if they make too much 
rout 5 
But, what should he do with a whirligig-wife 2“ 
Who, blow high or low, carries all her sails out. 
Whirling, twirling, &c. 


The air whistles round him as keen as a knife, 
He finds out its bearing, and round the mill 
goes ; 
Let the wind shift at will, 
He steadies his mill, 
He has but to peep out, and follow his nose ; 
Though whirling and twirling, he lives without 
strife, 
He veers to the wind, and its changes he 
knows; 
But how should he steady a whirligig wife, 
When the devil can’t find out which way the 
wind blows. 
Whirling, twirling, &c. 


OPP PL OLP 


WHAT CHEER, MY HONEST MESSMATES ? 


WHAT cheer, my honest messmates ? 
Ye’re welcome all on shore ; 
We’ve done our duty bravely, 
And ready to do more. 


CHORUS. 
We mount up a cliff, and we hazard a mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulent sea, 
Our king to defend by sea and land, 
Our laws and liberty ! 
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Whate’er we are commanded, 
With courage we obey; 
And when our foes are bashful, 
We.beckon them to stay. 
We mount a cliff, &c. 


When we are on the topmast, 
And spy a sail in view, 
We fire an eighteen-ponnder, 
In haste to bring her to. 
No canvass we spare, but quickly come near, 
In spite of the turbulent sea ; 
For our king we’ll defend, &c. 


When off our foes are stealing, 
Like maggots in a nut, 
We scorn such idle dealing, 
Soon down we bear full butt. 
No canvass we spare, but tip them a cheer, 
And a prize she is sure to be, 
For our king we’ll defend, &c. 


On shore we want no forming, 
We’re one united band ; 
The word being given for storming, 
We fallto, cutlass in hand. 
We mount up a cliff, &c. 


At home, our peace preserving, 
May our king happy reign ; 

New glory still deserving, 
He will that peace maintain. 

While doing his best, O may he be blest, 
In subjects beloved and free ; 

This isle to defend, unto the world’s end, 
Our laws and liberty. 


OPO IPL PDP? 


WHAT IS THERE IN THIS FOOLISH LIFE? 


WHAT is there in this foolish life, 
For which we vainly hope ; 
That mortal wights can call their own? 
Riches !—are on a sudden flown, ; 
And even our wives elope. 


We cannot find that sought-for stone, 
cn Nor yet life’s grand elixir: 
Beauty is frail ;—and as for Fame, © 
She’s grown so slippery a dame, 
No soul on earth can fix her. 


Health is unwilling long to stay, 

And quacks themselves grow sick 3 
Honours but small distinctions make ; 
What odds, when footmen drink and rake, 

And nobles run a-tick! 


Some tell ye wise and virtuous souls 
Have th’ only certain good ; 

But, spite of philosophic rules, 

Old age and crosses make us fools, 
Temptations make us lewd. 


Nay, when thou seest the blushing wine 
Red sparkling in thy hand, 

Thou'lt think, at least, this liquor’s mine, 

Though all the envious powers combine, 
Yet this I dare command. 


But, ah! a thousand things fall out 
Betwixt the cup and lip; 

With caution put the glass about, 

The coming pledge hangs still in doubt, 
Till you have drank it up. 


But when, delicious, through the throat 
We feel the stream run down, 

We’ve found the mighty thing we sought, 

That’s ours indeed ; that, that: dear draught 
We justly call our own, 


PGPGGPES 
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Fie! fie! the old man’s cry, 
Poppies like this, I own, are rare, 


And of such nightingale’s songs beware. 








POPPIES ; 
OR; WHY ARE YOU WANDERING HERE, I PRAY? 
(Kenny.) 

Why are you wandering here, I pray? 
An old man asked a maid one day. 
Looking for poppies, so bright and red, 
Father, said she, I’m hither led. 

Fie! fie! 

She heard him cry, 
Poppies, “tis known to all who rove, 
‘Grow in the fields and not the grove. 


Tell me again, the old man said, 
Why are you loitering here, fair maid ? 
The nightingale’s song, so sweet and clear, 
Father, said she, I come to hear, 

Fie! fie! 

She heard him cry, 
Nightingales all, so people say, 
Warble by night and not by day. 


The sage looked grave, the maiden shy, 
When Lubin jumped over the stile hard by ; 
The sage looked graver, the maid more glum, 
Lubin he twiddled his finger and thumb. 

Fie! fie! 

The old man’s cry, 
Poppies like this, I own, are rare, 
And of such nightingale’s songs beware. 


GLIF LAID 


PAUL PRY’S NEW LONDON DIRECTORY 
FOR 1826. 


Air—‘* Four-and-twenty Fiddlers all of a Row.” 
(Moncrieff. ) 


FOUR-AND-TWENTY tradesmen, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty tradesmen, all of a row, 


CHANT. 
There’s Hoby and Roby, and Cater and Prater, 
And Weston and Preston, and Hooper and Cooper ; 
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Hunter and Gunter, Brecknell and Cracknell; 
Hatchett, the coachmaker, who lived in Long-Acre ; 
France and Banting, who’ll furnish what’s want- 


ng 5 

Epps, who is chief baron of ham and beef; 

Nugee, of Saint James’s, who suits every body 
complete ; 

And Tommy Dollman, too, in the opposite street ; 

Rundell and Bridge, who could (so we’re told) 

Pave half London (if they liked it) with silver 
and gold; 

Chappell and Sams, who in price never vary, 

Because in all their dealings they’re stationary ; 

Then there’s the far-famed, liberal, and spirited 
Charles Wright, 

Who sells as good Champagne as any man in 
England, not almost but quite ; 

Dixon, of the Repository, who, in horse-matters 
all, 

Would, if he could, be thought the City Tattersall! 

Light and Flight, and Merry and Perry ; 

Hancock and Shepherd, in Waterloo-Place, 

Where no one should go who’s ashamed to show 
his face ; 

Humphrey, of St. James’s Street, the caricaturist ; 
ay, and stop! 

Johnny Fairburn, of the Broadway, Ludgate- 
Hill, whose well-known shop, : 

For caricatures and books, will make you laugh, 
and many a shilling drop ; ~ 

Todds, the linen-draper, who, but no doubt you’ve 
read it, 

Deals for ready money only, and never gives a 
morsel of credit ; 

George Robins, of the Piazza, who’s a very fair 
dealing fellow, 

And where, by the by, I popped in, the other 
day, and gave only three-and-sixpence for 
this beautiful umbrella! 

Besides Flint, the haberdasher, so famed for rib- 
bons and laces, 


» 


434 


Who has shops in Fleet-street, Bond-street, Re- 
gent-street, Oxford-street, Lombard-street, 
and a thousand other places, 

Enough to fill a folio volume from the very top of 
the page to the bottom, down below, 

In this Paul Pry’s Directory, 
To make the public merry! 


Four-and-twenty new streets, all of a row, 
Faur-and-twenty new streets, all of a row, 


CHANT. 

There’s Regent-street, that was built by Mr. Nash, 

For those who can pay a good rent and cut adash ; 

Dorrington-street and Torrington-street ; 

Arlington-street and Burlington-street ; 

Belgrove-square, where the houses are very dear, 

And where you should have at least a couple of 
thousand a-year; 

The Colonnade and the Arcade, neither of whic, 
they say, has ever paid ; 

Cork-street and York-street, and Romer-street, 
and Cromer-street 5 

Mornington-crescent, that is so very pleasant ; 

Alpha-cottages, for old folks in their dotages ; 

York-avenue, a better you never knew 5 

Maida-vale, if the air you’d inhale ; 

Lisson-grove, 1f you wish to rove 5 

The North Bank and the South Bank, 

For your nabobs and folks of rank ; 

Connaught-place and Cornwall-terrace ; 

And then, I’d quite forgot it, there is 

The Piccadilly Quadrant, where is owing a little 
odd rent ; 

And the New Mary-bone Bazaar, though it’s 
somewhat too far ; 

Besides Circles, ay, and Circuses, where half 
the houses are in carcases, 

And have brought most of their builders, from the 
very top of the bricks and mortar, to the 
workhouses, down below. 

This is Paul Pry’s Directory, &c. 


Four-and-twenty exhibitions, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty exhibitions, all of a row. 


CHANT. 

There’s the Apollonicon and Panharmonicon ; 

The Cosmorama, the Ancient Armour 3 

The Cigar Divan, where you may smoke, if you 
can; 

The Exhibition at the Royal Academy, 

Where many a shilling they’ve yearly had of me, 

Though Suffolk-street would have been more glad 
of me; 

Bullock’s Museum, the Colliseum ; 

The Piccadilly’s Bronze Achilles ; 

The Diorama, in Regency-Park, ~ 

Where, as to their lights, we’re quite in the dark; 

The Burmese state-carriage, which may the Lord 
Mayor’s disparage 3 

The famed Living Skeleton, who, for a fact they 
really tell it one, 

But, between you and me, (pray let it go no far- 
ther, ) 

Wears nothing before but a very little apron on; 

The Eidoraneum, which is, partly, the work of 
Mr. Bartley ; 

The Exhibition of Water-colours, done by very 
clever fellows ; 

Miss Linwood’s prime collection, too, of needle- 
work, 

There’s none can say that her’s is idle-work ; 

The Infant Lyra, all admire her ; 

The waxen Venus, which, between us, displays a 
great deal of natural genius ; 

The Lady Godiva, which, by the by, 

Makes some of our old tabbies cry out ‘* ch, fie!” 

The Automatons, which they say, 

Will beat human nature any day; 
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All offering their attractions to Hoby and Roby, 
Crater and Prater, &c. down below. 
This is Paul Pry’s Directory, &c. 


Four-and-twenty prime hotels, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty prime hotels, all of a row. 


CHANT. 

There’s Long’s and Fladong’s, Batson’s and Mat- 
son’s, White’s and Wright’s ; 

Honest John Lomas’s, just over Westminster- 
bridge, which, they say, 

You'll find equal to any one in England, if you 
like to stay, 

And where you may have every thing in the family- 
wa 

For so iigterate a pay that you'll never wish to 
stray ; 

The Clarendon, that’s free for folks of every rank, 

That is if they have only plenty of money in the 
Bank ; 

Stevens’s and Evans’s, the Worcester and the 
Gloucester ; : 

The Petersburg, in Dover-street, 

Where you must pay a guinea a mouthful for all 
you eat; 

Besides the famed Freemasons, where, if you take 
your dinner, 

Depend upon’t you'll not grow any thinner; 

The Hummums which, if you would rest your 
head, 

Ts just the place to get a bath and bed ; 

The London, where nothing is left undone ; 

Peels, where the lawyers kick their heels; 

And the Sablionere, where every thing that’s there is 

Served up in the French fashion, quite a-la-mode 
de Paris, 

And where, between you and I, though to tell it 
I grieve, 

(I had it from the landlord,) many of the custom- 
ers have lately taken French leave ; 

All offering their attractions to Hoby and Roby, &c. 


This is Paul Pry’s Directory, &c. 


PPL IP EOL? 


DEAR ENGLAND, THE HOME OF THE 
WORLD! 


(O’Meara.) 
[Music, Mayhew and Co. Old Bond-street. ] 


HAIL to thee, England !—blest isle of the ocean, 
Thy proud deeds awaken the fondest emotion ; 
Whose name shall for ever live famous in story, 
The watch-word of freedom—the birth-place of 
glory ; 
Thy sons they are brave, and are true to their 
duty, 
Thy daughters are fair, lovely emblems of beauty, 
The joys that surround 
But in England are found ! 
In England—the home of the world. 


Couched is her lion—Britannia reposes, 
Encircled by laurels, and her bright roses ; 
Her warriors at rest, and her banners all 
furled ; 
Hail to thee, England !—blest isle of the ocean, 
The exile beholds thee with blissful emotion : 
The joys that surround 
In England are found! 
Dear England,—the home of the world! 


Ye who inveigh ’gainst the land of the stranger, 

Who would, by disunion, its blessings endanger 5 

Go seek foreign climes for a country so glorious, 

As England, old England, for ever victorious ; 

Her light was the beacon that gnided to freedom, 

When malipne opprest called on England to aid 
them. 


UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 435 


Her clarion she blew, 
Stood stedfast and true ! 
And spread her shield over the world! 


Long may her navy, triumphantly sailing, 


And her army still conquer, with courage un- 


failing, 


Their thunder for ever ’gainst tyrants be hurled ; 


Hail to thee, England !—blest isle of the ocean! 
The exile beholds thee with blissful emotion. 
The joys that surround 
In England are found! 
Dear England,—the home of the world! 


GLO LP EIH 


THE BUMPKIN IN TOWN. 
( Dibdin.) 
Wuat thof I be a country-clown, 
For all the fuss that yon make, 
One need not to be born in town, 
To know what two and two make ; 
Squire Fop there thinks his empty pate 
Worth all ours pnt together ; 
But how can that have any weight 
That’s only made of feather ? 
Then don’t ye be so proud, d’ye see, 
It e’nt a thing that’s suiting, 
Can one than t’other better be, 
When both are on a footing ? 


Now here’s a man, who seas and land 
Has dreamt that he can cross over 5 

That all the world’s at his command, 
For he’s a great philosopher : 

That to each secret he no bars 
E’er finds, but can unlock it, 

And conjure down the moon and stars, 
And put them in his pocket. 


But when you’ve caught him, where’s the prize, 
y 8 1g 


So mighty to the getter? 
For sartin, he may make us wise, 
But can he make us better? 


My lady there, because she’s dressed 
In lappets, frills, and flounces ; 
See, how with pride her flutt’ring breast 
Throbs, heaves, and thumps, and bounces: 
And then, ’tis said, they make a face, 
New spick and span each feature, 
As if they thonght that a disgrace 
That’s ready made by Nature. 
The money, for a head so high, 
Such scollops and such carving, 
Would keep an honest family 
A month, or more, from starving. 


As for the doctors, and their pill, 
Odds wounds! I can’t endure them ; 
For sartin they their patients kill 
More oftener than they cure them. 
And as for Master Poet here, 
Who writes for fame and glory, 
I thinks as he’s a little queer, 
Poor soul! in the upper story ; 
I’ve yet another wipe to spare, 
For, wounds! [ll give no quarter, 
Next time you find a fool, take care 
You do not catch a Tartar. 


PLLPRLPP? 


THE MAID OF MARLIVALE. 
(T. Moore.) 


WHERE is the nymph whose azure eye 
Can shine through rapture’s tear? 
The sun has sunk, the moon is high, 
And yet she comes not here, 
Oh! maid of Marlivale. 


Was that her footstep on the hill, 
Her voice upon the gale? 

No, ’twas the wind, and all is still, 
Oh! maid of Marlivale. 


Come to me, love, I’ve wandered far, 
”l'is past the promised hour ; 
Come to me, love, the twilight-star 
Shali guide thee to my bower, 
Oh! maid of Marlivale. 


GPLIGLIS 


THE BOWL. 


OH! come, thou rosy god of wine, 
Chase all sorrow from my heart ; 
?Tis time enough, sure, to repine, 
When the bowl and I shall part ; 
For, whilst in that such charms I find, 
Care, I give thee to the wind; 
When with hopeless love oppressed, 
To thy shrine I oft repair, 
There is found both peace and rest, 
There I banish gloomy care: 
Around my temples then entwine 
The sweet enchanting heav’nly vine. 


When duns and bailiffs teaze my soul 
With odious debt and odious jail, 
Then I fondly clasp the bowl, 
And in the bottom look for bail : 
Nor look in vain, whilst there I find 
Jovial spirits, free and kind. 


For, when elated by their power, 
No jail I fear, nor debts unpaid ; 
Jovial passes ev’ry hour, 
*Till their magic spells are laid : 
’Tis then, alas !—freed from the snare, 
I lose my bowl, and find my care. 


NEPTUNE’S REPROOF. 


Air—“* When Vulcan forged the Bolts of Jove.” 


WHEN Neptune, in his choral grot, 
With Amphitrite reclined, 

The cares of state, the world forgot, 
For love employed his mind. 

A message from his brother Jove 

Required his ’tendance up above ; 

With hasty hand he seized the rein, 

And rose its sovereign o’er the main. 


The skies received the ocean’s king, 
Who paid the homage due, 
When Jove a sight of poignant sting 
Presented to his view ; 
« Is’t thus,’ he cried, ¢ the world you treat, 
To let the puny Gallic fleet, 
Like robbers, skulk the liquid plain, 
When Britain’s doomed to rule the main?” 


« Enough,’ the indignant god replied, 

«To Love this fault I owe, 
But soon my vet’ran hero tried 

I’ll lead to meet the foe. 
Yes, Nelson and her valiant sons 
Shall speak my vengeance with their guns; 
And soon the world shall own, with pain, 
That Britons only rule the main.’ 


Swift from the starry plains he sped, 
And Nelson thus bespoke, 
‘'The foe too iong my chief misled, 
To end in harmless smoke ; 
Swift guide thy navy o’er the flood, 
Haste, dye my ocean’s foam with blood ; 
Let fell ambition rave in vain, 
That still Britannia rules the main.” 


436 UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 


The hero hastened to obey, 

But, ere the fight began,— 
* England expects you’ll do, to-day, 

Your duty, toa man.’ 
So spoke the chief ; with cheers, each tar 
Commence the dreadful thund’ring war ; 
But Fate had doomed his course was o’er— 
The hero fell to rise no more. 


He lived to hear the battle won, 

Then clasped his hands, and died ; 
Brave Collingwood the fight led on, 

Now slumb’ring by his side ; 
With glory crowned, they’ll mount on high, 
And rise the fav’rites of the sky. 

While Britain can like heroes claim, 
Britannia still must rule the main. 


PPPOE LP PPP? 


UP, UP! MY BRAVE BOYS, TO THE 
CHASE! 


Up, up! my brave boys, to the chase—to the 
chase ! 
Throw your sloth and your languor away ; 
See the health-breathing morning breaks on us 
apace, 
And foretels the delights of the day. 


Come: mount your gay coursers, and tarry no 
more, 
Unkennel the mellow-toned hounds ; 
Now freed from restraint, their melodious roar 
The gratified welkin resounds. 


What music can equal the pack in full ery, 
While on air borne the hoarse bugle floats ? 
To the deep-winding sound all the echoes reply, 

And again swell the ravishing notes. 


Hark, hark! now they open, now thunder along, 
Now distance dull Care and his train ; 
Now descending, now climbing, the lab’ring 
throng 
Now skim, like the roebuck, the plain. 


In vain the deep torrent opposes our course, 
And death lurks in ev’ry wave: 
What danger can stop the bold high-mettled 
horse ? 
What danger wo’n’t Englishmen brave ? 


Let mistaken philanthropists envy and blame, 
And call hunting a barbarous sport ; 

The cynic and rigid on hunting declaim, 
What true Briton wo’n’t hunting support? 


What amusement than hunting more transports can 
yield? 
Than the sportsmen who happier live ? 
What pleasures can equal the joys of the field ? 
What than exercise purer health give? 


Tallyho! then away, tallyho! to the chase; 
Pursue this so charming great pleasure : 

And remember,—nor flag in the glorious race,— 
Not the fox yours alone, but a treasure. 


Long life and content you’ll with cheerfulness 
find, 
While you draw, as a mortal, your breath ; 
Past pleasures will soothe in affliction your mind, 
And soften the pillow of death. 


PLL LOLrF 


BIRNIE BOUZLE, 


O, WULL ye gang wi’ me, lassie, 
To the braes of Birnie Bouzle ? 

Baith the earth and sea, lassie, 
Wull I rob to feud ye; 


I’]] hunt the otter and the brock, 
The hart, the hare, the heather-cock, 
An’ pu’ the limpats frae the rock, 
To fatten and to feud ye. 
An’ gin ye gang wi’ me, lassie, 
To the braes of Birnie Bouzle, 
Tull the day ye dee, lassie, 
Ye sall aye hae plenty ; 
The pedts I’ll carry in a skull, 
The cad and ling wi’ lines V’l pall, 
And reave the eggs of mony a gull, 
To make ye dishes daintie. 


Sae cheerie wall ye be, lassie, 
In the braes of Birnie Bouzle, 
Donald Gunn and me, lassie, 
Ever will attend ye; 
Though we hae neither milk nor meal, 
Nor mutton, lamb, or beef, or veal, 
We’se fauk the porpie and the seal, 
And that’s the way to feud ye. 


And ye sall gang sae bra, lassie, 
At the kirk of Birnie Bouzle, 

Wi’ little brogues and a’, lassie, 
Vow but ye’se be vauntie ; 

An’ ye sall wear, whan ye are wed, 

The kirtle an’ the highland plaid, 

An’ sleep upo’ the heather-bed, 
Sae cozie an’ sae cautie. 


Gin you marrie me, lassie, 

At the kirk of Birnie Bouzle, 
My chiefest aim will be, lassie, 

Ever to content ye ; 
T'll raw the boat, I’ll spread the sail, 
I'll bait the line, I’ll bear the pail, 
An’ daud the clotters wi’ the flail, 

To mak’ our taties plenty. 


Then, come awa’ wi’ me, lass, 
To the braes of Birnie Bouzle, 
An’ sin’ ye are sae free, lassie, 
Ye sall ne’er repent ye, 
For ye sall hae baith tups and ewes, 
An’ gauts, an’ swine, an stots, and caws, 
An’ be the leddy o’ my house, 
And that way wee content ye. 


PPP PPE PO 


THE FAREWELL! 
Air— Poor Tom.”—(Jesse Hammond. ) 


FARE thee well, thou faithless Anna, 
Yon star shall guide me on my way, 
And, «with the floating British bariner, 
Far from thee shall Henry stray A 
But in battle should I perish, 
Never more thy form to see, 
Still within thy bosom cherish, 
Though ’tis false, one thought on me. 


Fare thee well, but bliss shall never 
Blossom in my breast again ; 
Fondest hopes have fled for ever, 
And affection breathes in vain, 
But in battle, &c. 


Fare thee well! my heart is broken; 
Blighted love is all my lot; 
Yet give, oh, give me one sad token 
That I shall not be forgot. 
And in battle, &ec. 


CLLCLIP LEP? 


WHEN THIS OLD BRUSH WAS NEW. 


WHEN this old brush was new 
(’Tis thirty years and more) 
The hair luxuriant grew 
My pericranium o’er : 
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But now it makes me sad 
My naked pate to view, 
So bountifully clad 
When this old brush was new, 


When this old brush was new 
(I then was twenty-one) 

The cares of life were few, 
And sorrows I had none: 

My youthful eye was bright, 
My locks of sable hue,— 

But black is changed to white 
Since this old brush was new. 


My cheek was smooth and fair, 
Ere manhood’s cares began, 
And on my chin the hair 
Was soit as down of swan ; 
And now my whiskered face 
Hath wrinkles not a few, 
But that was not the case 
When this old brush was new. 


Then maiden, kind of heart, 
With tender hand, I trow, 
The waving locks would part 
That hid my polished brow, 
And softly sigh and smile, 
And swear to love me true,— 
I kissed her lips the while, 
When this old brush was new. 


I see thy smile, my love! 
My lay, though simple, still 
Within thy breast can move 
A sympathetic thrill, 
It needs not minstrel art 
To wake the feeling true 
That warmed thy gentle heart 
When this old brush was new. 


No, darling! ne’er forgot 

By thee are days of old, 
Nor that Arcadian spot 

Where love his transports told, 
While the propitious shade 

Of twilight paler grew ;— 
Thou wast a lovely maid 

When this old brush was new. 


And lovely still appears 
Thy matron form to me ; 
I cannot think that years 
Have stolen aught from thee, 
For still thy heart can glow 
As it was wont to do, 
Some thirty years ago, 
When this old brush was new. 


GOOPIPLCPOS 


THE RUSTIC’S LOWLAND COT. 


(T. Jones.) 


BEHOLD yon gentle, rustic swain, 
Above all monarchs blest, 


No thoughts aspiring, thirst of gain, 


Assail his tranquil breast, — 


Contentment rules, serene and calm, 


And gilds his humble lot, 


And Friendship, to all woes a balm, 


Presides o’er lowland cot. 


No cares of state disturb his breast, 
Nor battles won or lost, 

In peace he lays his head to rest, 
By no vexations crossed ; 


From want and pain by toil relieved, 


He seeks no happier spot, 
For golden wealth he never grieved, 
Content in lowland cot. 
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Ye lordlings, hence, then, cease to spurn 
The joys of humble life ; 

No more for golden lucre burn,— 
The source of human strife ; 

With this poor lowland cottage-swain 
Contrast your splendid lot, 

You'll find he’s blest, and free from pain, 
Within his lowland cot. 


PPREIL OPH 


THE MERRY SAILOR. 
(Cross. ) 


AS brisk and as merry a fellow 
As ever could hand, reef, and steer ; 
I on shore with my messmates get mellow, 
On board am a stranger to fear ; 
A stave | can troll, glibly patter, 
My timbers are all heart of oak, 
And, zounds! let what will be the matter, 
I’m called a tight hand at a joke. 
With my fal lal, &e. 


On the mast-head, a-top of his napper, 

Ned Nimble once whirled round and round ; 
Dared I for to try the same caper, 

’Cause why? I wa’n’t born to be drowned : 
I was capsized, "twas nonsense to grumble, 

The rigging my fall kindly broke, 
So I axed him to try the same tumble,— 

No, dam’me, says he, you’re in joke. 

With your whack, &c. 


Oft times, I remember, in action, 
Quite cool, though the battle seemed warm, 
Just by way now of self-satisfaction, 
And meaning and thinking no harm, 
Alongside the toe hard a-plying, 
Our poppers so prettily spoke, 
We winged them before they were flying, 
And, dam’me, they grinned at the joke. 
With their whack, &c. 


I’ve heard cannons roar, thunder rattle, 
Stemmed the surge in a cockle-shell boat, 
When misfortin or sitch-like gave battle, 
Kept always good-humour afloat ; 
In a snug birth at home how we swig it, 
My messmates and Poll I provoke 
To laugh, quaff, to caper, and jig it, 
Be alive till we die with the joke. 
With their whack, &c. 


PLP IPLRIL 


MY CHILDHOOD. 
(Upton. ) 


WHEN first my eyes discovered day, 
And quite a senseless lump I lay, 
What did my wond’ring looks display ? 
My childhood. 


When first alone I dared to go, 
With out-stretched arms and tott’ring toe, 
What did my trembling courage show ? 

My childhood. 


When first I learned my A, B, C, 
And lisped them on a mother’s knee, 
What was it fraught each face with glee? 
My childhood. 


When first the rattle charmed my ear, 
Or rod, but named, created fear, 
What was it caused the glist’ning tear? 
My childhood. 


When first the ball, or hoop, or kite, 
With speechless rapture pleased my sight, 
What was it kindled such delight? 

My childhood. 
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When nurs’ry tales, ’bout “ Bugaboo,” 

Have made me shrink and startle too, 

What made me think such nonsense true ? 
My childhood. 


What made me hail the close of day, 

And by the moon-beams, clam’rous, stray, 

With—« Girls and boys, come out to play ?” 
My childhood. 


In health or sickness, joy or wo, 
Or rich or poor, or high or low, 
Still wand’ring thought will fondly go 
To childhood. 


When riper years reflection brings, 
And all must share life’s cares and stings, 
Still mem’ry, with affection, clings 

To childhood. 


6$IPO PLE? 


YOUNG WILL, OF THE BROOK, AND 
FAIR PEG, OF THE MOOR. 


(G. S. Carey.) 


YOUNG WILL, of the Brook, did fair Peggy adore, 

Who lived on the skirts of Old Bawtery Moor, 

Till once, at a wake, Will was sadly in fear, 

For she nodded at Tom, and at Robin would leer ; 

He said she was false, and he bitterly swore 

That he’d straight take his leave of fair Peg, of 
the Moor. 


She laughed and she jeered him for what he had 
spoke, 

And thought all his saying was nought but a joke, 

So kept up the frolic, her lover to teaze, 

Until he grew frantic, at last, by degrees ; 

She meant to have healed, but she opened the 
sore 

Which caused him to fly from fair Peg, of the 
Moor. 


A drum and a fife roared aloud in his ears, 

And forth from the throng a gay sergeant appears 5 
Will vowed for a soldier he’d instantly go, 

And so put an end to his love-kindled wo, 
Resolved to take leave of the maid evermore, 
And ne’er again think of fair Peg, of the Moor. 


To the sergeant he went, and he told him his 
mind ; 

The sergeant was pleased, and he spoke to him so 
kind 5 

But while he was bout with the wag to enlist, 

Poor Peggy came, kneeling, and begged he’d de- 
sist : 

<¢ Ah, will you,” said she, ‘‘ leave the lass you 
adore? 

Come, come, and enlist with your Peg, of the Moor. 


His bosom, which late with resentment was filled, 

Relaxed of its heat, and his heart ’gan to yield; 

He lifted her up, and he kissed her with glee, 

Said, since you seem fearful of parting with me, 

Let the drummer beat up, in the morn, at my 
door, 

And tell that I’m listed to Peg, of the Moor. 


GLP IP LFS 


DRINK, OUT OF LOVE TO YOURSELF. 
Air—** Rumpty, bumpty, bo.”—(P. T.) 


PHILOSOPHERS bother their brains, 
Conning of morals so dry; 

Plumbers and glaziers take panes, 
I take a drop in my eye. 

Study alone how to drink, 
That is the study to please, 
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Sages, I really must think, 
Grow for the stuffing of geese. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


If that a man be dead drunk, 
Morning will see him alive ; 
Old undertaker, sad hunk, 
Thus of job we deprive: 
To be dead drunk is to be 
Without the under-ground journey, 
The only way that I can see 
Where we can die by attorney. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Then tipple away at the glass, 
P’r’aps you may see your own feature, 
And then young Narcissus surpass 
By taking a drop of the creature. 
Never yet lived such an ass, 
At least, I ne’er read of the elf, 
Who refused, when he looked in the glass, 
Todrink, out of love to himself. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


OPO PE PCIFL 


WHEN HARMONY WAKENS EACH BOSOM 
TO JOY. 


WHEN harmony wakens each bosom to joy, 
Gay artful lovers those moments employ, 
In dulcet notes sighing, in cadence dying, 
Each whispers, ah: can you those raptures deny? 
I only reply, 
Fal de ral, de ral de ra, 
Fal de ra, fal de ra, 
Fal de ral, de ral de ra. 


The maze of the waltz for the lover has charms, 
It animates hope, it prudence disarms, 
Pursuing, then pressing, encircling, caressing, 
He sizhs, ah! for ever repose in these arms! 
I only reply, 
Fal de ral, &c. 


PPP PPI OF 


FREEMASONS ARE THE HAPPIEST 
PHILOSOPHERS KNOWN. 


Air—‘* Hunting the Hare.” 


ALL ye who to Freemasonry are elevated, 
Who freely and jovially laugh, quaff, and sing ; 
All ye as foes to dull paleness are noted, 
Attend, while some proofs I endeavour to bring, 
That Zeno, Pythag’rus, 
Eudoxus, Protag’rus, 
Hipparchus, Diag’rns, - 
T short, all who are, 
For clearness of myst’ry, 
Recorded in hist’ry, 
With ancient Freemasonry none could compare. 
Sophistical sceptics, and cynics dogmatic, 
High-flying, Platonical metaphysicians, 
Rhetorical ranters, declaimers Socratic, 
And peripatetical, frothy logicians, 
Myster’ously gabbling, 
With scribbling and squabbling, 
And quibblingly babbling, 
Their thoughts vainly twisted, 
The true summum bonum 
To find, ’till ?twas shown ’em, 
By jolly Freemasons, wherein it consisted. 


T'o those who sought after a state apathetic 
Freemasonry oft has freed them trom cares ; 
T'o those who fain mount Plato’s phrenetic, 
’Tis proved they would send their brains past 
the five spheres, 
And to all in subjection, 
To grave cirumspection, 
Of aqueous complexton, 
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We make it appear 
That, spite of all grumbling 
And phlegmatic mumbling, 
Masons great as immortals are in idea. 


By Aristotelian rules, curiously technic, 
*Bout essence or substance, a vacuum or plenum, 
Let Philomath’s battle, with arms dialectic, 
So fiercely, that few like to -venture between 
em 5 
'l’ each other e’en mystic, 
In form syllogistic, 
Or mode rhapsodistic, 
Most learnedly fine! ' 
They’ll ne’er gain the station, 
Which, in flight Pegasian, 
Freemasons have reached, who are surely divine! 


Among moderns, let Hunt and Cobbett keep 
squabbling 
About rights of man,—they are all in the dark, 
But Masons, while quaffing, are convinced, with- 
out dabbling 
In their works democratic, that we’re nearer the 
mark ; 
For while, with sage muttering, 
Their disloyalty uttering, 
Each declaimer sputtering, 
They each other spatter, 
Loyal Masons all merit, 
So vast is their spirit, 
If you’re not Masons, nor loyal, youre lumps of 
dull matter. 


Though, not to detain you from off’ring oblations 
To Anacreon’s shrine, for, in truth, I grow 
thirsty ; 
So here’s to the first of all sects—the Freemasons! 
Who, in humanity’s cause, of all sects the first 
be; 
From which we may, surely, 
Infer, most securely, 
That, strictly and purely, 
Freemasons alone, 
No doctrine worth note is, 
For Masonic vot’ries 
Are the happiest and truest philosophers known. 


SEL IO OIL EH 


THE SPARKLING TEAR OF GRATITUDE. 


THERE is a tear from Beauty’s eye 
That makes us feel supremely blest,— 
Offspring of Love and Sympathy, 
It melts the cold and fiinty breast. 


There is a tear soft Pity gives, 

Like dew-drop on the withering leaf ; 
Our heart the pearly gift receives— 

It sheds a balm upon our grief. 


But there’s a tear that’s far more bright, 
Though flowing from a bosom rude, 
Yielding ineffable delight— 
The sparkling tear of Gratitude! 


De a oe ee 


POOR LITTLE JOE. 
Air—-“ Poor little Mo.”—( Hudson.) 


MY se kept a little farm, but hadn’t much to 
O, 
So I got consent, and took my leave of he and 
sister Sue ; 
My mother said, for certain, I need only show my 
face i 
In London-town, and I’d be sure to get a tidy 
place. 
SPOKEN.] So I com’d up a top o’coach, and a 
very civil gentleman he sot wi’ me, and we got a’ 
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talking in conversation together: says he, young 
man, says he, you be going to that vile place 
Lunnon, and I’d advise you to take care of your- 
self. Oh, never fear, says I; I’ve gotten my 
eyes about me, and I knows how many beans 
make five. Ay, says he, I dare say you are a 
cute lad, but take my advice, and always keep 
your eyes open, or depend on it you'll be done. 
When we got into Lunnon I wur stupified wi’ the 
noise, and the rumpus, and the rattle, and the 
gas-light, and one thing and t’other , so the gen- 
tleman bade me good night, and told me to take 
care of mysen, Well, we got to White-Horse- 
Cellar, and I got down and ax’d coachman for my 
bundle. Your bundle? says he; your friend took 
it, and said he should take care of it for you; for, 
if he did not somebody would rob you of it. Oh, 
dear! oh, dear! sure as a gun he has robbed me 
himself: and so he had, for I never seed him 
since. ; 


I sought him up and down, and I wandered to and 
fro, 
But useless all the labour of poor little Joe. 


Although I wur completely of my new clothes thus 
bereft, 

T still had, in my breeches-pocket, got a sovereign 
left ; 

Next morn, to find a servants’ office, had a pretty 
race, 

And axed the man within if he could tell me of a 
place. 


SPOKEN.| What sort of a place do you want, 
young man? says he. O, says I, I bean’t par- 
tiklar, Says he, then I knows o’ one that wil! 
exactly suit you; ’tis at Mr. Tomkinson’s. Mr. 
Tomkinson! where may he live? Why, his town 
residence is in London, but his country-house is at 
Windsor-Castle: he wants just such a good-looking 
lad as you: he gives twenty pounds per year, and 
twelve shillings per week board wages: but you 
must go directly. O, says I, I’ll be off in a crack. 
You’d better go by the coach, says he; but, be- 
fore you go, you must give me ten shillings for in- 
formation. ‘l'o be sure, says 1; but suppose the 
place is gone? Then I’ll get you another, never 
fear. Well, I mounted coach, and soon got to 
Windsor-Castle, and axed for Mr. Tomkison : no- 
body could tell me; nobody know’d’n; he didn’t 
live there ; and, after hunting all over the town, 
somebody said I might depend on’t I wur done out 
of my ten shillings; so I walked up to Lunnon 
again, went to office, and the man had the ¢m- 
prence to tell me he’d never seed me before in all 
his born days. 


Thus, robbed and cheated every way, oh, where 
was I to go? 
No one would take pity on poor little Joe. 


The people laughed and jeered me so they put me 
in a fright 

For fear I’d be obliged to walk about the streets 
all night ; 

Not knowing what to do, when a watchman kindly 
said, 

If I went up to St. Giles’s I’d be sure to get a bed. 


SPOKEN.] So I went there, and the landlady 
made me pay three-pence for my lodging, and 
showed me up stairs ; there wur three beds in the 
room, and all of them filled. I was very tired, 
fell asleep, and never dreamed of what more bad 
luck I wur to meet wi’. Well; I woke in the 
morning. Dickens and daisies! somebody had 
put on my leather breeches, and left me nought 
but a ragged pair of trousers. Oh dear! oh dear. 
says I, landlady, here’s somebody stoled my lea- 
ther-breeches. Young man, says she, don’t you 
kick up a row here, and ruin the ’spectability 0’ 
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my house ; to the best of my recollection, when 
you came last night, you had not any breeches on. 
She turned me out, and I wandered up one street 
and down another till dinner-time, thinking 0’ 
how I should get my breakfast, when I seed a 
young man, selling matches, wi’ my breeches on. 
Says I, young man, you’ve got my breeches on. 
Your breeches? says he. Yes, says I; you slept 
in St. Giles’s last night, and run away wi’ ’em 
this morning. Says he, if you’ll believe me, i 









never was in St. Giles’s in all my life. Oh dear! 

oh dear! 

I’ve had enough of Lunnon town, but, “ere down 
home I go, 

ve comed to tell the troubles sad of poor little 
Joe. 


OL PPP POP 


O, MEMORY! THOU FOND DECEIVER. 
(Goldsmith. ) 


O, MEMory! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain ; 

‘Yo former joys recurring ever, 
And turning all the past to pain. 


Thon, like the world, the oppressed oppressing, 
Thy smiles increase the wretch’s wo ! 

And he who wants each other blessing, 
In thee must ever find a foe, 


GIFIFFIPE? 


GIVE YOUR CARES TO THE WIND, AND 
DRINK TO EACH JOLLY BRAVE SOUL! 


DRINK about, my dear friend, 
For, I pray, to what end 

Stands useless the full fowing bowl? 
Leave your sorrows behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 

And drink to each jolly brave soul. 


For Alcides, the famed, 
Who monsters all tamed, 
And bound the stout porter of hell ; 
Though immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, 
Might, like them he conquered, have fell. 


Though Achilles, the great, 
When he fought at snch rate, 

He slew the great Hector of Troy ; 
Twas the grape’s potent juice, 
Made him wonders produce, 

And Priam’s whole race to destroy. 


Neoptolemus, too, 
The same steps did pursue, 
And traced the famed heroes of yore ; 
He’d in drinking relax, 
And then Pyrrhus’s acts 
Were as great as his father’s before. 


And Ulysses, the sly, 
Had been drinking (for why ?) 
When the Trojan Palladium he stole ; 
For his subtle thoughts sprung, 
If e’er Ajax but sung 
The charms of a sparkling full bowl. 


Since in drinking we find 
There’s a charm for the mind, 
Let Bacchus then join in his train ; 
Drink, my lads, drink about, 

Let us see the bowl ont, 
And once more we’ll fill it again. 


"IIA EL IR 
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LADY! LOVED SO WELL, SO TRUE. 
( Dimond.) 


LADY! loved so well, so true, 
Ruthless fortune bids us part— 

Take my long—my last adieu! 
Murmured from a breaking heart. 


On sad eyes, that long for rest, 
Death a healing slumber sheds— 
Graves, with grass and wild flowers drest, 
Pale Despair calls pleasing beds. 


Weep not, lady! hush that sigh— 
Hope, divorced from earthly state, 

Points her anchor to the sky, 
Points—and soars beyond our fate! 


Whiter worlds and stormless spheres, 
Shall our mortal loss repair— 

Love, that sinks to sleep in tears, 
Wakes, and smiles in sunshine there! 


OFF PPI PP? 


TANTIVY! SHE FOLLOWED THE 
ECHOING HORN, 


A SWEET-SCENTED beau, and a simpering young 
cit, 

An artful attorney, a rake, and a wit, 

Set out in the chase in pursuit of her heart, 

Whilst Chloe, disdainfully, laughed at their art, 

And roused by the hounds to meet the sweet 
morn, 


Tantivy! tantivy! tantivy! she followed the echo- 
ing horn. 

The echoing horn—the echoing horn—the echo- 
ing horn! 


Tantivy ! she followed the echoing horn! 


Wit swore by his fancy, the beau by his face ; 
The lawyer, with quibble, set ont on the chase 
The cit with exactness made up his account, 
The rake told his conquests, how vast the amount ? 
She laughed at their follies, and, blithe as the 
morn, 

Tantivy! she followed the echoing horn, 

The echoing horn, &c. 


Their clamorous noise raised a jolly young swain, 
Hark, forward! he cried, then bounced over the 
plain ; 
He distanced the wit, cit, quibble, ana bean, 
And won the fair nymph with hallo! hillio! 
Now together they sing a sweet hymn to the 
morn, 
Tantivy: they follow the echoing horn, 
The echoing horn, &c. 


PPLE EL EPH? 


BEAUTY AND LOVE. 


BEAUTY and Love once fell at odds, 
And thus reviled each other: 

Quoth Love, I am one of the Gods, 
And thou waitst on my mother ; 

Thou hadst no power on man at all 
But what I gave to thee ; 

Nor are you longer sweet or fair 
Than men acknowledge me. 


Away, fond boy, then Beauty cried, 
We know that thou art blind ; 

And men of nobler parts, when tried, 
Our graces better find. 

’Twas I begot the mortal snow, 

- And kindled men’s desires ; 

I made thy quiver and thy bow 
And wings to fan thy fires. 
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Cupid in anger flung away, 
And thus to Vulcan prayed, 
That he would tip his shaft with scorn, 
To punish this proud maid, 
So, ever since Beauty has been 
But courted for an hour ; 
To love a day is held a sin 
’Gainst Cupid and his power. 


GREE LLP? 


WHEN THE DRUM BEATS A SWEET 
REV EILLEZ. 


A DUET. 
(Kenney. ) 


He.—How we shall pass our time ?— I] tell ye— 
When the drum beats the sweet reveillez, 
Merrily merrily beating. 
She.—Soldiers then all briskly muster, 
Muskets ring, and serjeants bluster, 
Busily, busily meeting. 


He.—Oft-times marching all the day, 
While the drum still cheats the weary 
way, 


Both.— With a rub a dub, &c. 


He.—Then how each heart is nobly bounding, 
When the trumpet’s loudly sounding, 
Loudly to the battle! 


She.—No repining, sinking, sighing, 
Bravely conquering or dying, 
While the cannons rattle! 
Both.— But danger past, and vict’ry smiling, 
Love and wine our cares beguiling ;— 
Double pleasure crowns the day, 
While the drum still beats so brisk and 
§2y> 
With a rub a dub, &c. 


OOF rrer 


TO LOVE TRUE, THOU MUST BEGIN * 
AGAIN, AND LOVE ANEW. 


(Sir John Suckling, 1646.) 


HONEST lover, whosoever, 
If in‘all thy love there ever 
Was one wavering thought ; if thy flame 
Were not still even—still the same, 
Know this, 
Thou lov’st amiss ; 
And to love true, 
Thou must begin again, and love anew. 


If when she appears i’ th’ room, 

Thou dost not quake, and art struck dumb, 
And in striving this to cover 

Dost not speak thy words twice over, 


Know this, &c. 


It fondly thou dost not mistake, 

And all defects for graces take 5 

Persuad’st thyself that jests are broken, 

When she hath little or nothing spoken, 
Know this, &c. 

If when thou appearest to be within, 

Thou lettest not merfask and ask again ; 

And when thou answerest, if it 

To what was asked thee properly, 


Know this, &c. 


If, when thy stomach calls to eat, 

‘Thou cutt’st not fingers, ’stead of meat ; 
And with much gazing on her face, 
Dost not rise hungry from the place, 


Know this, &c. 
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If, by this, thou dost discover 
That thou art no perfect lover, 
And, desiring to love true, 
Thou dost begin to love anew, 
Know this, &c. 


GPIPLP IOP 


OF MIRTH BE BRIMFUL, AND RUN OVER 
LIKE ME. 


(Garrick. ) 


I LAUGH and I sing, 
I am blithesome and free; 
The rogue’s little sting, 

It can never reach me 3 
For with fal, lal, lal, la! 
And ha, ha, ha,.ha! 

It can never reach me. 


My skin is so tough, 
Or so blinking is he, 
He can’t pierce my buf, 
Or he misses poor me 3 
For with fal lal, &c. 
He misses poor me. 


O! never be dull 
By the sad willow-tree ; 
Of mirth be brimful, 
And run over like me ; 
For with fal lal, &c. 
Run over like me. 


GF PGEP IPP 


HAIL! LAND OF MY BIRTH, EVER 
JOCUND AND GAY! 


(J. M. Bartlett.) 


HAIL! land of my birth,—ever jocund and gay, 
How sweet are your valleys, your woodlands, 
your spires ! 
But, my comrades, how many have mingled their 
clay, 
Far, far from the dust of their kindred and 
sires ! 
Yet how proud was their course, and how glorious 
their day, 
Since it closed on the red field of conquest and 
fame; 
Their laurels shall blossom, unseared by decay, 
And long be revered the last sleep of the 
brave, 
By the patriot, the lover, the maiden, the friend, 
And still be the curse of the coward and slave, 
To sigh for their glory—to envy their end! 
Though the wild wintry blasts shall at intervals 
Tave, 
’Midst the verdure that springs from their proud 
trophied tomb, 
Yet a halo of glory encircles their grave, 
And flashes its rays through eternity’s gloom. 


CORLL IL AS 


TAFFY AND WINNY. 


A DUET. 
( Lonsdale. ) 
He.—ForR woman’s sake hur no more wil 
grieve, 
For, look you, Winn is grown false- 
hearted ; 





She.—When Taffy would his love deceive, | 
’Tis time that Taff and hur were parted. 


He.—With all hur soul,—’tis in the mind, 
Some other maiden to church to carry ; 
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She.—’Tis ferry like, — when the tiffel goes 
plind, 

Winny and Taff, look you, then will 


marry. 


Both.—With all hur heart, when the tiffel, &c. 


He.—When pretty miss preaks her looking- 
glass, 
And nieces strive to please their nun- 
kies ; 
She.—When the wisest man is not an ass, 
And fops is men, in the stead of 
inonkeys ! 


He.—When girls with ink, look you, paint their 
cheeks, 
And maids unwed contented tarry ; 


She.--When Welsh lovers leave off eating leeks, 
Winny and Taffy, look you, then shall 
marry. 


Both.— When Welshmen, &c. 


She.— When girls make nosegays of sprigs like 


these ; 
He.— When men pluck posies of stinging 
nettles ; 
She.—When jackdaws nestle in toasted cheese, 
He.— And Nanny-goats live in copper-kettles ; 
She.—When onion-beds produce diamond-ore ; 
He.— When hearts-ease grows in a marble- 
Shae 
She.—When - change hur mind—and not be- 
ore, 


Winny and Taff, look you, shall marry. 
Both.—When is change hur mind, &c. 


He.—When woman’s heart 
stone, 
Cot knows hur own! it is full of wail- 
ings. 


is not made of 


She.—When men let jealous whims alone ! 
Cot pless us, sure, we have all our fail- 
ings. 
He.—When pretty fishes in nets is caught ; 


She.— When birds is taken, though ne’er so 


wary ; 
He.—Why, look you here! when the ring is 
bought, 


Both.— Winny and Taffy, indeed, will marry. 


THE SEA-BOY’S GRATITUDE, 


THE waves may cancel evy’ry trace 
They on the sea-sand find ; 
But nought can e’er those marks efface, 
Deep printed on my mind. 
Though swiftly borne from Pole to Pole,, 
This magnet, with benign control, 
O’er space exulting reigns ; 
At ev’ry time, in ev’ry clime, 
Stull Gratitude remains. 


Though wafted to the Torrid Zone, 
Rocked by the stormy wind, 
The kindness which I here have known 
Shall beam upon my mind. 
Though swiftly, &c. 


POLO EIFIS 
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ALL IRISHMEN, HONEY, ARE COMICAL 
“BOYS” 


(kK. Oak.) 


ALL Irishmen, honey, are comical boys, 
They faddle a little, without any noise ; 
And work for a pittance, like so many slaves, 
Then hoards up a little, if any he saves. 
Derry down, &c. 


So truly religious, they’ll hear the blest mass, 
Then frugally steady, they will have a glass ; 
Their conduct in all things is perfectly right, 
For when they keep sober, they seldom will 
fight. 
. Derry down, &c. 


Some folks they will give them a very bad name, 

Who, at the same moment, are acting the same ; 

The revenue hates them, so sober are they, 

For the little they drink, they are ready to pay. 
Derry down, &c. 

One day Denny Murphy and Darby O’Foy, 

With Phelam O’Regan and Fergus Molloy ; 


They would have a drop, and made themselves 
easy, 


Mé 

When in walked the blackguard, red Mrs. Casey. 
Derry down, &c. 

She would not drink porter, she liked best the 

gin,— 

It’s not Irish custom ,—a half-pint walks in; 

So each had their glass, it went off in a:sup, 

It’s this custom knocks a poor Irishman up. 
Derry down, &c. 

The next who walked in was Mrs. O’Daley, 

To look at her eyes, you could tell she was gaily 5 


What will you drink, ma’am? she hemmed with a 
hum, 


Sir, if I drink any thing, it must be rum. 
Derry down, &c. 
A pint is now called for, and round goes the 
chat, 
’Bout cousins and gossips, and this thing and 
that; 
When in comes fish Judy, so hoarse, short, and 
bandy, | 
By Paddy, says she, I’ll drink nothing but 
brandy. 
Derry down, &c. 
Some how or todder, the whole group got mad, 
’T was like a fair fight at sweet Bally-na-fad ; 
The landlord he saved his quart-pot.on his snout, 
He d—d Irish custom, and soon forced them 
out. ‘ 
Derry down, &c. 
All you jolly landlords unprejudiced reign, 
If Pats you dislike, sirs, why serve them again? 
Six days in the week, you must own, it is true, 
No men are more steady, if they don’t see you. 
Derry down, &c. 
Shut up your houses against such intruders, | 
As mischief you dread, pray be not the brooders ; 
At least, act more lenient, it’s needless to tell 


bASe 
Their madness and folly give you a big beliy. 
Derry down, &c. 


GPLPL PLE 


BUY A BROOM, FAIR LADIES. 
[Music, T. Williams, Strand. ] 
~_(S. S, Wilkinson.) 


Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Fair ladies, ah! do not refuse me ;} 
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Jhe winter comes on very soon, very soon, 
And then, you know, ladies, you lose me.* 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Like the bee, I have the same reason, 
To lay up against winter’s gioom, 
For summer is my only season. 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Fair ladies, &c. 


Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Kate’s a wanderer far from her nation; 
Your bounty her heart will illume, will illume, 
Who now at your door takes her station. 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Dear ladies, ah, pity a stranger: 
Buy one just to sprinkle your room, 
Or chase flies, that your sweets may endanger. 
Buy a broom, buy a broom, buy a broom, 
Sweet ladies, &c. 


JACK JUNK. 
(Dibdin. ) 
"TWAS one day at Wapping, our dangers o’er- 
hauling, 
Jack Junk cock’d his Jemmy, and broached a 
full can ; 
When a posse of neighbours, of each different 
calling, 


Cried, only but hear what a marvellous man. 
Avast, cried out Jack, what’s there marvellous 

in it, 

When his time’s come, the stoutest of hearts 

must comply. 

SPOKEN.] Why now you, Master Tallow- 
Chandler, by way of throwing a little light on the 
subject, don’t you think it is better to be extin- 
guished, when one’s fighting in defence of one’s 
king and country, than to stay at home ling’ring, 
and gy out like the snaff of a candle? 


Then, like men do your duty, we all have our 
minute, 
And, at sea or ashore, we shall live till we 
die, 
Hurraw, hurraw, hurraw, hurraw, boys, 
Let’s live till we die. 


Why now you, Master Plumber, that marvels at 
billows, 
I shall founder at sea, and you'll die in your 
bed ; 
What of that ?~Some have sods, and some waves 
for their pillows, 
And ’tis likely enough we may both die of 
lead. 
And as for the odds, all the difference that’s in 


it, 

I shall pop off at once, and you'll lingering 

lie. 

SPOKEN.] Why, smite my crooked timbers, 
who knows but Master Snip there may slip his 
cable, and break his back, with taking the ninth 
part of a fall off the shopboard into his own hell? 

Then like men, &c. 


As for you, Master Bricklayer, to make out your 
calling 
A little like mine ’ent a matter that’s hard ; 
Pray, mayn’t you from a ladder or scaffold be 
falling 
As easy as I from arattlin or yard? 
Then for you its commission a tile may bring in 
it, 
As soon as a shot or a splinter for I. 


eee” 





* As winter approaches these poor women re- 
turn to their own country. 








SPoKEN.| As for Master Doctor, the Under- 
taker, and Sexton, they don’t want no wipe from 
me. They sends too many folks contented to their 


long home, not to know how to go there content- 
edly themselves. 


Then like men, &c. 


And when Captain Death comes the reck’ning to 


settle, 


You may clear ship for action as much as you 


like, 


And behave like a man; but, he’s such weight of 


metal, 


“At the very first broadside the bravest must 


strike. 


And, when you have said all you can, what’s there 


in it? 


Who to scud ’gainst a storm but a lubber would 


try ? 


SPOKEN.] For as to qualms of conscience, cheat- 
ing customers, betraying friends, and such like, 
bring a set of honest tradesmen; Idare say you 
are perfectly easy about they sort of things. 


Then like men, &c. 


GPOL OOH? 


THE MANSION OF REST. 
(Laura Sophia Temple.) 


! TALKED to my fluttering heart, 
And chided its wandering ways, 
I told it from folly to part, 
And husband the best of its days; 
I bade it no more to admire 
The meteors that fancy had arest ; 
I whispered, ’twas time to retire, 
And seek for a mansion of rest. 


A charmer was list’ning the while, 
Who caught up the tone of my lay ; 
«© Oh! come, then,” she cried, with a smile, 
<¢ And friendship shall point out your way.” 
I followed the witch to her home, 
And vowed to be always her guest ; 
«* Never more,” I exclaimed, ‘* will I roam 
In quest of a mansion of rest.” 


But the sweetest of moments will fly, 
Not long was my fancy beguiled ; 
And shortly I owned, with a sigh, 
That friendship could stab while she smiled : 
Yes,—coldly could stab the repose 
Of the trusting and innocent breast, 
And every fair avenue close, 
That led to a mansion of rest. 


Love next urged my footsteps to stray, 

Through the wildering paths of romance , 
But I started, and turned me away 

From his bright and enamouring glance ; 
For reflection had taught me to know, 

That the soul, by his sore’ry possest, 
Might toss on the billows of wo, 

But ne’er find a mansion of rest. 


' Still in search of the phantom, called Joy, 


Stern Reason I met on my way ; 
1 shrank from the beam of her eye, 
Yet its lustre illumined my day. 
« Behold,” she exclaimed, ‘* yonder grave, 
With the flowers of the woodland bedrest, 
Where darkly the cypresses wave: 
Lo! that is the mansion of rest,” 
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POUR THE RICH LIBATION HIGH. 
(Mrs, Radcliffe.) 


Pour the rich libation high ; 
The sparkling cup to Bacchus fill ; 
His joys shall dance in every eye, 
And chase the forms of future ill. 


Quick the magic raptures steal 
O’er the fancy-kindling brain ; 

Warm the heart with social zeal, 
And song and laughter reign. 


Then visions of pleasure shall float on our sight, 
While light bounding our spirits shall flow . 
And the god shall impart a fine sense of delight, 

Which in vain sober mortals would know. 


OR PLE SPO 


HENRY. 
A SEQUEL TO CRAZY JANE, 
Air—* Crazy Jane.””—(Rannie.) 


A COWARD to love and manly duty, 
When Henry broke his vows and fled; 
Without complaint, the rose of beauty, 
Unseen, the tear of sorrow shed; 
With high-souled pride, love’s gentle blossom, 
Concealed the grief which pierced her brain ; 
Nor burst the secret from her bosom, 
Till every mortal aid was vain. 


When Henry, who in grief had wandered, 
Heart-burdened with remorse and love, 

Returned to where the brook meandered, 
Amid the dark and cheerless grove ; 

The well-known path, while fondly tracing, 
To see the much-wronged fair again, 

A witless wanderer craved his blessing, 
"Twas love’s poor victim—Crazy Jane. 


As Jooks the clouds, with lustre brightened, 
When Phebus breaks the murky gloom, 
A transient smile her features heightened, 
To paint more deep her hapless doom; 
She gazed, and while he stood before her, 
First monarch of her heart, and chief, 
The mem’ry of past joys stole o’er her, 
To pierce her soul with deeper grief. 


Her words, though vague and wildly uttered, 
Of care and injured love complained, 

And smote her breast, while still she muttered, 
All perjured traitors she disdained ; 

He wept to find his hopes were fruitless. 
On sorrow and repentance built, 

And died—for all redress was bootless,—- 
The victim of remorse and guilt. 


FLIP IPOCPP 


_PHELIM O’NEIL. 
(Bonner. ) 


MY name is tight Phelim, I’m come from the sod, 
By way of diversion I carry a hod ; 
I quitted sweet Dublin with other guess views, 
But all my mistake came from reading the news— 
It told me that here I’d be quite in the vogue ; 
I oiled my gray wig, and I brushed up my brogne, 
I kissed my old friends, and a prosperous gale 
To Liverpool blew little Phelim O’Neil. 
With my hurro-roo-row, arrah, be easy, 
Paliluh-loo, I’m as nate as a dasy. 


We Irish, to make it out, find many ways, 

We cry fine fat rabbits, and write pretty plays ; 
My gay master-mason no more I’m your man, 
Vl be master myself, I’m Sir Christopher Wren, 
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To the devil with your brick-bats and trowels, my 
dear ; 
And is that ‘yourself with the barrel of beer ? 
But give him the drop, and, och hone, I’ll be 
bail, 
To the knees up in mortar jumps Phelim O'Neil. 
"With my hurroo-roo-row, &c. 


PPO? PLO F 


FAITHLESS WILLIAM; 
OR, THE HOUR OF PROMISE. 
Air— ’Ere bright Rosina met my Eyes.” 
(E. J. B. Box.) 


WITH anxious hope my heart now beats, 
My throbbing bosom still repeats 

The sigh that chides his long delay, 

This Love’s neglect in William’s stay. 


Those sighs the painful fears reveal 
That Susan’s heart would fain conceal, 
For ’tis to Love a task severe 

To think her William insincere. 


Yet absence racks his Susan’s mind 
With doubts that William, thus unkind, 
Upon another now bestows 

That love which he to Susan owes. 


Foreboding fears her hopes pursue, 
Which still would paint her William true ; 
But, while her William is not here, 

Still Susan’s hopes must yield to fear. 


Be still, my heart! he comes not yet— 
Can he the promised hour forget ? 

Why thus does Love torment my breast, 
And rob my grief-wrung soul of rest? 


Can Susan bear the thought to part? 
If William wear a faithless heart, 

And thus her fixed affection cross, 

Tis William’s crime—but Susan’s loss. 


GPLPLE OES 


THE SKYLARK. 
( Upton.) 


THE aerial lark, at dawn of morn, 
Prepares to leave the yellow corn, 
Shakes off the dew-drops from his wings, 
And, soaring high, in ether sings. 


The bright expanse delights his eyes, 

And round and round the minstrel flies ; 
Each eye is raised, each tongue cries « hark ! 
It is the sweet song of the lark !” 


The traveller stops, each strain to greet 5 
‘* It is the sweet song of the lark! 

It is the skylark’s grateful lay 

That welcomes in the new-born day!” 


PIL PIF IFS 


THE IRRESOLUTE MAIDEN. 
Air—** By the side of a murmuring Stream.” 


A WILLOW hung over a brook, 
Whose waters ran temptingly by, 

When Mary her comrades forsook, 
Though doubtful to live or to die. 


Ah! William, why didst thou deceive— 
Impose on my too tender heart— 
Thy Mary for Rachel to leave ? 
With life I will instantly part! 
A dagger shall do the sad deed ! 
I will from yon willow suspend ; 
A pistol may surely succeed ; 
No matter which wav my cares end, 
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She ran to the tree by the stream, 
Tis here I will die, Mary cried; 

For death, the wise say, ’s but a dream, 
And maidens before me have died. 


From her knee a silk garter she took, 

But found ’twas so.short ’twould not hold ; 
Then put her foot into the brook, 

Alas! found the water too cold. 


This once from the deed I’ll refrain, 
For doubt does resentment confound ; 
But, if ever I’m served so again, 
Hang me if I will not be drowned. 


PLPPIII IE? 


POOR HENRY. 
(T. Dibdin. ) 


A POOR unprotected and fatherless boy, 
By the parish apprenticed was I ; 
No comfort in life did I ever enjoy, 
Ne’er rose from my sleep but to sigh. 
No learning, no friends, no strength to get through 
The task they severely impose ; 
I struggle all day for the praise that’s my due, 
But at night they reward me with blows. 
Heigho! poor Henry! poor boy! 
I’m told, when an orphan, not thirteen months 
old, 
I was left by my parents to die! 
At night in the streets, and had perished with 
cold, 
But was saved by Humanity’s sigh. 
My parents, my friends, may yet live, and not 
think 
Of poor Henry’s misfortunes and woes ; 
Some angel direct them before I quite sink 
Beneath such unmerciful blows! 


Heigho: poor Henry! poor boy ! 


MERRY SHERWOOD. 


OH! life’s a gay forest, like merry Sherwood, 
Tantara, my boys! 
Abounding with fish, flesh, and fowl, that is good ; 
These are our joys! 
When the soft mountain-roe 
Is skipping—soho! 
Or tripping—teigho! 
It will happen so! 
This—this is the time, if it’s well understood, 
For the sport of that forest,—dear merry Sher- 
wood. 


In such forests, where game will for ever arise, 
Tantara, my boys! 
We may chase every light-footed pleasure that 
flies : 
These are our joys! 
Slily then mark the doe 
That’s skipping—soho! 
Or tripping—teigho! — 
It will happen so! 
For the well-flavoured ven’son, dear me, is good 
That is shot by an arrow in merry Sherwood. 


PLIL IIPS 


PEG OF MAPLEDOWN. 
(Dibdin.) 
AND did you hear what sad disaster 
Poor Peg, of Mapledown, befel ? 
For love, that stoutest hearts can master 5 
Alas! that those who love so well, 
In sorrow’s train 
Should mourn in vain ; 
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Her story does such grief impel, 

‘That wo is me the while I tell. 


She loved a youth of honest kindred ; 
At church behold the happy pair, 
And ask what ’twas their bliss that hindered, 
For he was young and she was fair. 
Accursed be wars 
And party jars ; 
Why must the handsome danger share? 
Alas! it fills me with despair. 


Onward to his liege-lord’s dwelling, 
A rebel rout had cut their way , 
What shrieks ensued! and what a yelling! 
For he, a true man, must away. 
He swore the fight 
Would end ere night, 
And he’d return with garlands gay, 
Sweet trophies for his wedding-day. 


Night came, and saw the youth returning ; 
Accursed be war’s destructive knife ; 
She ran to clasp, with passion burning, 
Her wedded lord—deprived of life! 
Oh! cruel spite ; 
What! not one night! 
Is not her tale with misery rife ? 
Ah! once a maiden and a wife. 


GIIPILLOFP 


STRATHALLAN’S LAMENT. 
(Burns. ) 


THICKEST night o’erhangs my dwelling! 
Howling tempests o’er me rave! 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling, 
Still surround my lonely cave ! 


Crystal streamlets gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted mind, 


In the cause of right engaged, 
Wrongs injurious to redress, 

Honour’s war we strongly waged, 
But the heavens denied success. 


Ruin’s wheel has driven o’er us, 
Not a hope that dare attend! 
The wide world is all before us— 
But a world without a friend ! 


GPP PPPLP HP? 


DAYS OF YORE. 


WHEN I was a youngster, our women were pru- 
dent, 
Our spinsters demure, and our matrons sedate ; 
In economy’s school every wife was a student, 
And seldom contentions arose or debate ; 
By her own chimney side, 
Sat the good thrifty bride, 


| At her rock, at her reel, at her books of the mar- 


ket ; 
Then the family board, 
Real joys could afford, 
And, pleased, the fond husband sat by to remark 
It. 


SPOKEN.] O, these were rare times, Master 
Friendly, rare times, when doors were all barred, 
and nothing to be heard but the loud tick of the 
great kitchen clock by half-past ten at night; the 
neat clean breakfast-cloth was spread by eight, 
and rational amusements made the hours glide 
pleasantly along till bed-time. 


Then we’d laugh away. 
Quaff away, 
Age throw his staff away, 
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Health, ruddy health, on each countenance shone, 
Our girls, of their beauty 
Thought less than their duty, 
And fathers were certain these girls were their 
own, 


Your quality misses, how different we find ’em, 
If vice is the fashion, they’d all be profane ; 
And your quality wives not a whit are behind ’em, 

No powers can their profligate humours restrain, 

From assemblies to balls, 
Folly beckons and calls, 
Hark! her summons, and see how they pant to 
obey it; 
While no longer uxorious, 
Their husbands notorious, 
God! it drives a plain man nearly mad to survey 
it. 

SPOKEN.] And you like all this,—you like to 
see them take their morning drives at sun-set ; 
sport rouleaus and reputations at the faro banks; 
swallow hot soups and boiling port at six i’ the 
morning, and hide their heads between the bed- 
clothes at eleven ; you like to see them 

Dash away, splash away, 
Squander their cash away, 
Visiting twenty score friends of a night; 
With their harps, pipes, and tabors, 
Distracting their neighbours 5 
Common Sense stands confounded, and Reason 
takes flight. 


OPLPGOP HP 


YM HONEST JACK OF PLUYMOUTH-DOCK. 


I’M honest Jack of Plymouth-dock, 
To king and country true 5 

So firm my heart, ’tis like a rock, 
For fear I never knew ; 

Though breakers strike, the vessel reel, 
The planks begin to part 5 

Though enemies a broadside deal, 
My timbers never start, 

For honest Jack of Plymouth-dock 
Is to his post sincere 5 

He disregards the loudest shock, 
A stranger to all fear. 


But when distress, that biting shark, 
Has laid a comrade low, 

The first am I, indeed, t’ embark, 
And take the wretch in tow. 

And like a sail my heartstrings bend, 
For, ah! I cannot bear 

To see, perhaps, a bosom friend 
Begin to pipe a tear. 

No, honest Jack of Plymouth-dock 
Is to his friend sincere, 

By flattery he scorns to mock, 
With help he loves to cheer. 


CPL EPPO L 


THE TINKLING GUITAR. 


No more shall the Muses dance round in a ring, 
When charmed with Clarissa, her beauties 1 sing; 
But Pheebus shall stop the career of his car, 
Entranced with the sound of my tinkling guitar. 
Oh! my guitar, my strumming, my thrumming, 
my tinkling guitar. 
T sing not of battles, great monarch’ between, 
Tis no fault of mine if they fall out or in; 


Cease, then, ye loud trumpets and drums of the 


war, 
Ye drown the soft twang of my tinkling guitar. 
Oh! my guitar, &c. 
When (buy my rare flounders) poor fishermen 
bawl, 
Or feminine singers go high with a squall ; 
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Such ear-piercing sounds cannot rank on a par, 
With the ravishing sounds of my tinkling guitar. 
Oh! my guitar, &c. 
Though pedants a proverb have taught in the 
schools, 
That far fought and dear bought are the fittest for 
fools ; 
Yet, while with a tune, I can drive away care, 
I’}] thrum and Ill strum to my tinkling guitar 
Oh! my guitar, &c. 


PRL eAIP? 


HENRY AND EMMA. 
(C. Dibdin.) 


My Henry kissed, and cried ¢ adieu! 
Ah, soon to Emma I’]] return.’ 
I gazed, till he was lost to view, 
Then pensive, turned again to mourn ; 
No more the brightest scenes are gay, 
When those we love are far away. 


My love returned, no more to part! 
What transports in my bosom rise! 
Tell words the welcome of the heart? 
Ah! read it, Henry, in mine eyes. 
The dullest scenes will now be gay, 
My love no longer far away. 


OPP aIIP LIF 


WINE RESTORES THE LAMP OF DAY. 
(O’Keefe.) 


LOVELY ladies, sprigs of fashion, 
Smile the youthful hour away ; 
Welcome now the tender passion, 
In my sunshine I made hay ; 
Musty age forbids soft wooing, 
What themselves are past the doing. 
But sage reason, 
'To each season, 
Pleasures suiting, 
Age recruiting, 
By false glasses, 
Though life passes, 
Wine restores the lamp of day. 


RECITATIVE. 


The sun’s love-potion 

Just hits my notion, 

To set in ocean, 

Next morn rise showing 

A broad face glowing ; 

In youth my girl, in age a glowing flask, 
So live—so die—is all I ask. 


GPL PPIL? FP 


THE PROMISE. 
Air— Di Tanti Palpiti.”—(Miss Bryant.) 

Roses bloom and lilies fade, 
Violets breathe in silent shade, 
So, my modest lovely maid, 

Thy virtues bloom for ever; 
Though the world were all:to me, 
Full of pleasure, full of glee, 
Still this heart would pine for thee, 

If fate should bid us sever. 


Love may play a fickle part, 

Winning, but to break a heart, 

But the false envenomed dart, 
Should come from me—ah, never! 

For if heaven e’er could form 

Sweets like thee—to bear a storm, 

Be mine the lot to shield from harm 
Thy life, my love, for ever. 
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KITTY, THE ANGEL, AND BILLY, THE 
GOD. 


WoULD you know, my good friends, what the 
honeymc on is, 
How long in duration, how perfect in bliss ? 
A proof may be found, and a sample may be 
seen, 
In some boarding-school couple just left Gretna- 
Green ; 
My dearest, my duck, 
My sweetest, my chuck, 
Miss Kitty’s an angel—ner Billy a god; 
Whips crack-~glasses jingle, 
While sighs intermingle, 
And Cupid assents, and goes niddity nod, 
Niddity nod,—niddity nod 4 
O’er Kitty, the angel, and Billy, the god. 


Papa’s and mama’s surly tempers once past, 
Bright Bloomsbury-Square has the couple at last, 
In threc weeks’ possession, how pleasures will 
cloy, 
Neglect hurts the lady, and. time cools the boy ; 
So, impatient to roam, 
Ma’am you’re never at home, 
A path so vexations no wife ever trod ; 
My torment—my curse, 
You are bad—you are worse, 
While Cupid flies off from a quarrel so odd. 
Niddity nod, &c. 


To routs then the lady, to gambling goes master, 
To part from each other, ne’er couple went faster ; 
While raking at night, and distraction at neon, 
Soon closes the joys of the sweet honey-moon, 
Bleeding hearts—aching heads, 
Sep’rate tables and beds, 
Render wedlock’s sweet countenance dull as a 
clod, 
Then, hey! for a summons, 
From grey Doctors’ Commons, 
While proctors and parchments go niddity nod, 
Niddity nod, &c. 


GLO I LIE? 


OH! WOULD ’TWERE MY LOT TO BRING 
BACK TO HIS BOSOM. 


(Tobin. ) 


Ou! would ’twere my lot to bring back to his 
bosom ’ 
The bliss that is sweetened by Sorrow’s alloy ; 
To watch on his pale cheek the roses re-blossom, 
And waken the string that re-vibrates to joy. 


(he heart long weighed down beats with pleasure, 
that heightened, 
As gently it springs from the pressure of care ; 
{nd the eye with the fulness of rapture is bright- 
ened 
To feel that its spirits start forth with a tear. 


PIII LIL SF 


THE HARMONY OF NATURE. 
(Dibdin. ) 


WHILE woman, like soft music’s charms, 
So sweetly bliss dispenses, 

Some favourite part each fair performs, 
In the concert of the senses. 

Love, great first fiddle in the band, 
Each passion quells and raises, 

Exploring, with a master’s hand, 
Nice modulation’s mazes ; 

Till the rapt soul, supremely blessed, 
Beams brightly in each feature, 

And lovely woman stands confessed 
The harmony of nature. 
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Hark! with the pensive, in duet, 
The sprightly how it mingles! 

The prude’s the flute, and the coquette 
The lively harp that tinkles. 

One boldly sweeps the yielding strings, 
While plaintive t’other prates it 5 

Like Ce:ar, this to victory springs ; 
Like Fabius, that awaits it. 

With various gifts, to make us blessed, 
Love skills each charming creature: 

Thus lovely woman stands confessed 
The harmony of nature. 


Maids are of virginals the type, 
Widows the growling tymbal, 
Scolds are the shrill and piercing pipe, 
Flirts are the wiry cymbal. 
All wives piano-fortes are, 
The bass how old maids thump it, 
The bugle-horn are archers fair, 
An amazon’s a trumpet. 
Thus, with rare gifts, to make us blessed, 
Love skills his favourite creature ; 
And thus sweet woman stands confessed, 
The harmony of nature. 


POLO PP PER 


YE GAY SONS OF BACCHUS REPLENISIL 
THE BOWL. 


YE gay sons of Bacchus replenish the bowl, 
Tis the mirror that shows us mankind ; 
Pride, envy, and malice, admit its control, 

And leave undisfigured the mind. 


The sage who, of old, wished a window were placed 
To discover the haunts of the soul, 
Would have done full as well had he plied every 
gnest 
With the mystic contents of the bowl. 


Round the heart that is honest,.the balm it sup- 
plies 
To cure every sorrow that basks ; 
Bat to knaves and to slaves all its pleasure denies, 
And gradually steals off their masks. 


Then let pedants and milk-sops our beverage dis- 
claim, 
Its virtues they never can know: 
While we ply the bowl, ’tis an ocean of fame, 
And a speedy reliever of wo! 


PLIEIFEPIF 


THE WORLD. 
(Mrs. Robinson. ) 
IN this vain busy world, where the good and the 


BAsZ 
By affiictioa and folly wing moments away 5 
Where the false are respected, the virtuous be- 
trayed ; 
Where vice lives in sunshine and genius in shade ; 
With a soul-sickened sadness all changes I see, 
For the world has no corner of comfort for me! 


In cities where wealth loads the coffers of pride, 

Where talents and sorrow are ever allied ; 

Where dullness is worshipped, and wisdom de- 
spised ; 

Where none but the empty and venal are prized ; 

All scenes with disgust and abhorrence I see, 

For the world has no corner of comfort for me. 


While pale Asiatics, encircled with gold, 

The sons of misfortune indignant behold ; 

While the tithe-pampered churchman reyviles at 
the poor, 

And the lorn-sinking traveller fainis at his door! 

While Religion dares sanction Oppression’s decree, 

O! keep such hard bosoms, such monsters from 
me, 
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While the flame of a patriot expires in the breast, 

With ribbon, and tinsel, and frippery drest ; 

While the proud mock the children of want and 
of care, 

Give a sneer for each sigh, and a smile for each 
prayer; 

Though they triumph a day—a short day it must 
be; 

Heaven keep such cold tyrants! O! keep them 
from me. 


While the lawyer still lives by the anguish of 
hearts, 

While he wrings the wronged bosom, and thrives 
as it smarts ! . ; 

While he grasps the last guinea from Poverty’s 
heir! 

While he revels in splendour, which rose from 
despair ; 

While the tricks of his office our scourges must be, 

Ah! keep the shrewd knave and his quibbles from 


Mme. 


O, earth! thou vile earth! how I tremble to trace 

The anguish that hourly augments from thy race! 

How I turn from the world, while I honour thee 
best, 

Th’ enlightened adore and the venal detest ; 

And, alas! with what joy to the grave would I flee, 

Since the world, the base world! has no pleasure 
for me! 


GOPLEPE OP? 


THE SAILORS, BOLD, AT DANGERS 
SMILE. 


(Franklin. ) 


I'HE sailors, bold, at dangers smile, 
With jocund note, each day are found, 

To sing, amid their rudest toil, 
Responsive to the storms around : 

For, like thé billows swell their hearts 
With courage, as the compass true, 

When, from the topmast, Jack imparts, 


«< A sail! a sail! now heaves in view.” 


No dangers dread that sailor’s mind, 
‘Who cheerful seeks an honest fame, ‘ 
For he ALOFT a friend will find, 
Whose country’s good his deeds proclaim. 
For, like the billows, &c. 
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FROM MY DEAR NATIVE VILLAGE. 
Air—‘* Lough Sheeling.”—(J. Tighe.) 


FROM my dear native village a long time away, 

And I wished to review the loved haunts of my 
play, 

Where se ies passed so fleeting, yet blissful the 
while, 

Ere the heart felt a pang from dark falsehood or 
guile. 


As my steps were bent homeward, how memory 
flew i 

O’er the scenes and the names that my infancy 
knew ; 

In fancy the brook ran its winding way still, 

And the sun-beams of noon falling bright on the 
hill. 


At length the green hill blest my long-wishing eye, 
But its brook of soft murmurs was silent and dry ; 
The wild brier tangled where rose-irees had been, 
The village in ruins, and lonesome the green. 


My heart sunk within me, and fast came my tears, 

And I thought of the days of my joy-winged 
years ; 

No friends came to greet me, no children at play, 

For the proud and the rich drove the humble 
away. 


OPPL IL IPD 


HARVEST HOME. 


CoME, Roger and Nell, come, Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his lass hither come, 
With singing and dancing, in pleasure advancing, 
To celebrate harvest home. 
”Tis Ceres bids play to keep holiday, 
To celebrate harvest home, harvest home, 
To celebrate harvest home. 


Our labour is o’er, our barns, in full store, 
Now swell with rich gifts of the land ; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his 
rake, 
His can and his lass in his hand. 
For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be so happy as we, 
In innocence, pastime, and mirth, 
While thus we carouse with our sweetheart or 
spouse, 
And rejoice o’er the fruits of the earth. 
When Ceres, &c.. 


PLL Le IIRFT 


END OF VOL, III. 
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